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Author’s Note 
 

This is a story about people, events, and the forces that impel 
them. The people are wholly non-fictional. And the forces — the 
stresses, pressures, emotions, fears, and passions — that motivate 
the characters are real. In the interest of protecting the privacy of 
certain identities, some names and/or places may have been 
changed in several instances. Such changes in no way detract from 
the true story told here; my goal was always to preserve the 
essence of the truth, and here I promise I have succeeded. I am not 
“doctoring” this thing. There are no real historical distortions. The 
emotional truth remains highly accurate. 

 
Van Nuys, 1998  Thomas Larsen 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Disclaimer: Every attempt has been made to avoid violating the law in all wording contained in this 
book. All such statements I make are to be considered conditional statements. Conditional on the 
assumption that they are legal to say without breaking any laws. If I slip up, meaning the condition has not 
been met, consider them not only inadvertent and immediately withdrawn as if they never existed in the 
first place — but also not stated. On rare occasions, cuss words are used solely for emphasis. At times, 
sexual activity is described in explicit ways using slang terms. My specific intention is to obey the law in 
all behavior, words, and writings for the remainder of my life. Due to the complexities of our legal system 
though, I could conceivably do, say, or write something I do not know is illegal. If so, consider it 
inadvertent and corrected as soon as I become aware of it. This book is very real. It portrays the judicial 
system, along with the personnel involved with it, warts and all. All accusations I make about misconduct 
of others are supported by factual happenings I fully present. Fuller documentation is available upon 
request by interested parties. While I consider these things wrong, and sometimes criminal, the legal 
community in all likelihood does not share my view — or if they do, they allow them to happen anyway. 
While not specifically intending to embarrass any individual or organization, certain individuals may 
experience some embarrassment nonetheless. If so, it is solely on account of their own actions that are 
merely reported on as they truthfully happened. The chips are allowed to fall where they may. The reader is 
welcome to arrive at their own conclusions. I welcome any feedback, criticism, suggestions, or money 
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PREFACE 
 
All of a sudden Snake — his T-shirt damp with sweat, balding head shining as a billiard ball, neck 

tendons stretched to the max, and angry looking pupils of his menacing brown eyes opened wider than ever 
— spoke out in his deep-gravely voice; “let’s burn ’em out; let’s burn ’em out!” It’s hard to relate to you 
the look that came over him as he bellowed it out. They say that looking into the eyes of a snake are like 
peepholes into hell. With this human snake, I’m not so sure it’s a myth. Snake had this fascination with fire 
that I’d never known in a person before; but then again, I’d never associated with these kinds of people to 
know where their fascinations lie… 

Would it be too much to suggest that out of this one group discussion a critical mass had been 
achieved, a fission had taken place, and merely weeks later the ensuing explosion of boundless rage lit up 
the skies of Southern California with fire after fire after fire? 

Were these words the first smoldering embers that became responsible for the greatest number of 
arson-set wildfires in Los Angeles history? 

Was there a “vast conspiracy” behind the whole affair as one newspaper reporter surmised? 
Were the fires “linked” to the Rodney King and Reginald Denny trials by being “retaliation for their 

verdicts” as another suggested? 
These questions, and many more, will be explored by the only person down on the field with all of the 

key players in this whole mess. 
If you were a victim of one of these arson fires or know somebody who was, this book is for you. 

Hear the never before told chilling story, outside of prison walls, about how deceit and misconduct by 
investigators from the FBI, ATF, and Bakersfield Police Department cost them their best shot at possibly 
solving many, if not all, of the arson fires set during that infamous two-week period. 

Join with me as we explore the darker side of humanity where death and destruction are as easily 
committed as illegal left or right hand turns with no more empathy or guilt. Delve into the activities and 
motivations of activists sworn to non-violently avenge judicial-system misconduct. Discover the existence 
of a split faction of disgruntled ex-convicts within this group with their own don’t-care-who’s-hurt attitude, 
and how these malcontents quite possibly are be your real arsonists. Find out their various motives for 
destruction, what could have excited them into action, and what it could be costing society even as we 
speak. 

Read for the first time ever the names of 13 faction members whose handwriting is on various 
threatening letters and envelopes mailed just weeks before the first fire ever started. Puzzle with me why 
federal agents were content with the arrest of only myself — who merely mailed the letters — even though 
they knew my handwriting was on none of them, and previous surveillance confirmed that I was not an 
arsonist. Join in as we finally piece together what agents should have been piecing together and reporting to 
the public from day one. Learn what steps are necessary to bring these most likely suspects to justice and 
how it is still possible despite foul up after foul up, which continued through the Bureau of Prisons before 
finally coming to rest in Washington D.C. 

So fasten your seat belts and get ready for a trip down into the sewers — into the dark, slimy, unhappy 
world of drugs, drinking, and destruction; along with a planned murder and maybe an arson or two thrown 
in for “good” measure. 

Text includes photostatic copies of all the threatening letters mailed, excerpts from official 
government paperwork, first-hand reports detailing vandalisms up and down the state of California (which 
included Kern County’s single costliest acts of vandalism in history), along with the activist group’s 
membership/solidarity OATH, theme “fight” song, logo, motto, and excerpts from their vengeance 
handbook. 

 
 

CAUTION: This book weaves together enough threads to call into question the conduct of some of the top 
law-enforcement organizations in the nation. Following pages could prove disturbing to your peace of mind if 
you are a member of the judicial system, a friend or family member of someone who is, or merely a strong 
supporter. Should you fit in the above category, the author assumes no responsibility for your predictable 
discomfort. Tread lightly! : - ( Conversely, if you’ve ever been at the other end of the stick, this book is bound 
to bring a chuckle to your belly. Enjoy! : - ) 
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CHAPTER 1 
Cancer 

 
In the spring of 1992 my mother was diagnosed with rectal cancer. We were told her only viable 

treatment option was chemotherapy along with a series of radiation treatments. Her doctor told us that 
although her life would be prolonged, the possibility of severe side effects could make its quality less than 
desirable. Needless to say, we took the news very hard. I was the only child to my parents and had never 
lived apart from them ever, except for the times when I was in prison. They never deserted me during my 
travails throughout life; whether it was when they found out that I was gay, or during encounter upon 
encounter with the judicial system. They were always there to help me no matter what trouble I got myself 
into. 

At the time of her diagnosis I had been out of state prison about 18 months and was already off of 
parole supervision. My good behavior cut two years off of the three-year tail the judge handed down at the 
time of sentencing back in 1987. I was actively working on my first two books, Loving Gay Relationships 
and the Bible: A pro-gay Biblical-Christian perspective, and Revenge on the Judicial System: Don’t Get 
Mad Get Even! and was looking forward to living a law-abiding life as a gay man for the remainder of my 
days. (For the Web version clicking on a link above will open another window. Simply close that window 
to return to this page.) There were still feelings of anger present over some improprieties that had happened 
to me during some of my last forays into the judicial system, but I was doing the best I could to heal those 
wounds. Although my parents didn’t agree with my method, continuing my activities with VOCAL 
(Victims Of Court or other judicial system Abuse of Laws & powers) — an organization I founded in state 
prison a few years earlier — out onto the streets was a tremendous help. Finding other like-minded 
individuals who had also been mistreated in some ways by our judicial system and pooling our thoughts 
together as to what solutions we could come up with was very cathartic in diminishing the pain. 

We’re going to cover VOCAL and Revenge on the Judicial System (hereafter, simply Revenge 
printed in italics) later on in quite a bit of detail and how they tie in with the most likely arson suspects. 
I’ve often been asked; how is it that someone raised as a Roman Catholic since birth, who had instilled in 
him a love of God at an early age by two loving and kind parents, would ever divert his thought processes 
into something as unorthodox as Revenge. One would think some kind of trauma or abuse in early 
childhood could have been the original trigger mechanism. Sorry to disappoint those psych majors in the 
audience, but other than being molested by our head parish priest at the age of 9, my childhood was as 
average as could be. If anything, I was over-loved by my parents — or in the very least, over-protected. (To 
find out why Revenge was written to begin with check out Chapter 10. To find out everything you might 
want to know about VOCAL see some of the paragraphs relating to it in Appendix I.) 

I did have some difficulties later on, in the mid-1960’s at the time of puberty, when I found it difficult 
to accept my new-found inner attractions towards others of the same gender. It took a lot of soul-searching, 
reading, and friendly support to allow my Christian upbringing to peacefully coexist with my inner, natural, 
and inborn feelings. Unfortunately, many of us back then didn’t have support and consciousness-raising 
groups to help us understand and explore this particular aspect of our lives. Often in our walk, we’d come 
across people who would try to implant fear in us as we searched out the truth. Frequently they succeeded 
because we were unfamiliar with our feelings, and unfamiliar always seems to get resisted whether it’s 
people, ideas, or whatever. 

While my parents were slow to understand it, they did come to realize that it is who I am, that it was 
implanted at birth, and that it has the capability to express love and kindness to others in its own unique 
ways. Having sort of paid my dues into sexual maturity the hard way, I felt I had a responsibility to those 
with less emotional stamina, who were not as comfortable with their gay orientation, to show them 
encouragement, sympathy, and guidance at a time they needed it most critically. I felt those raised in homes 
with traditional conservative religious values should not have to experience guilt, shame, depression, and 
the stigma that follows. I refer to this as spiritual abuse — more damaging to a person than a mutually-
desired sexual interaction should ever be considered. Others need to become more aware of their 
consciousness, and encouraged to develop stable, healthy, and happy personalities and relationships. These 
honest beliefs were the motivational force behind Loving Gay Relationships and the Bible. 

Now I’m not trying to push that book here to the audience that is most likely interested in this 
particular book. Being a gay man interacting with a contingent of people who are predominately gay — and 
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who just happen to be the most likely arson suspects we’ve got — plays a pivotal role in our story here. 
Needing to know something about me as a gay person is a necessary element that needs to be told. 
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CHAPTER 2 
Steven 

 
Soon after my mother began her chemotherapy and radiation treatments she became nearly constantly 

bedridden. Before this, she had always been a very active person. Now, she needed nearly constant care and 
we always made sure that at least one of us was at home to care for her. Along with working on my books 
and caring for her, my days were filled. I was not dating anyone or even leaving the house much at all other 
than to run errands. I did attend monthly meetings at the astronomy club, Audubon society, and three 
different computer user groups I belonged to, but that’s about it. These were my hobbies and the only 
socializing I was doing. I even gave up pushing the teachings of VOCAL. 

In June of 1993 she was finally getting up and about quite a bit more frequently. For the first time in 
well over a year I went out socializing with other gay people. At around midnight I ended up at the Silver 
Mountain, a popular gay bar in West Hollywood. I was never much of a drinker, but did drink socially 
when out with others if alcohol was present. After a casual walk throughout the establishment to see if 
anyone interesting was there, and to give everyone else a chance to see me, I sat myself down at the bar and 
ordered a drink. 

It wasn’t long before Steven, an attractive 22-year-old with dark wavy hair, a slim build, and the 
sexiest smile you could ever imagine, sat himself down next to me and struck up a conversation. After 
being cooped up for so long at home this seemed so natural; so enjoyable. It was just what I needed to 
revitalize my inner strength. Hours earlier when I left home I did not know if I was going to have a sexual 
encounter with anyone that night, nor did I set out as a goal to have one. Actually, I usually don’t on a first 
date anyway. But if the opportunity did present itself, i.e., if the right person just happened to come along, I 
sure wasn’t gonna’ turn it down. I’d been without long enough. 

After spending a couple of hours together we both decided we wanted to make love with each other. I 
was never a person who cared for anal sex, even in the days before AIDS was a concern. I did engage in it 
back then, but really it was because the person I was with wanted to do that particular sex act. Since AIDS 
became a household word I have said no to everyone that asked — except Steven. I did say no to him 
performing it on me, but did perform it on him. I believed that I would be safe, in that if I was ejaculating in 
him, nothing would go up my penis from him. 

A little over two weeks later I noticed some creamy puss coming out of the head of my penis. The 
nurses over at Kaiser hospital, the HMO I was a member of, suspected it was gonorrhea and treated me for 
that. A couple weeks later I got the results confirming their suspicions. 

This story would have ended here but for the fact that I wanted to locate Steven so I could tell him 
about his disease so he could get cured and not pass it on to anyone else. I had no idea where he lived, nor 
did I know his last name. All I could do is check at the Silver Mountain once in a while in hopes that he 
shows up. 

After checking every couple nights for nearly two weeks I finally saw a guy he was talking to the 
night we met. 

“Hi, I’m Tom. I met Steven here a few weeks ago and I need to talk to him. Have you seen him or 
know where he’s at?” 

“No, he went back to Denver. But I don’t know where he’s at. I haven’t known him that long. Did you 
guys make it together?” 

“Yeah, that’s what I’ve got to talk to him about.” 
“Did you know he’s HIV positive?” 
“He’s what?” 
“Yeah, he just found out right before he left, I think that’s why he left. To be home with his people.” 
“Yeah, he gave me gonorrhea. I’d been with no one else for a long time so I know it was from him.” 
Needless to say, my heart sank. Here my dear sweet mother was dying of cancer and now my own 

death was looming in the not-too-distant future. Whoever said the thought of death riding on your shoulders 
quickly and dramatically puts your life into a totally different perspective sure knew what he was saying. 
To top that off, I had just attended my 25th high school reunion just over a week earlier at the end of July. 
This is the first one I had ever been to; every other one at the 5, 10, 15, and 20 year intervals I had been in 
prison. I saw some of the kids, now adults, I had not seen in all those years. Many were successful business 
people with nice families and the pictures to prove it. I saw myself as much of a failure. I had only held 
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menial lower-income jobs between the times I was in prison. By this time I already had 10 years in custody 
under my belt spread out among several separate prison sentences. 

Now this! AIDS. Everything I knew about the disease told me that as the end approached, it was 
painful and lonely. Surely, when my time comes my mother would be gone and chances are my father, who 
wasn’t that healthy either, would also be gone. Neither my parents nor myself associated with any close 
friends on a regular basis, nor had we been regularly keeping in touch with the few relatives we have living 
in California. I would be basically all alone when my time comes and the sense of that and being vulnerable 
was overwhelming. 

Now, as it turns out, I am not HIV positive. I got tested soon after my arrest in November 1993 and 
again in June 1994 and February 1996. Each time I come out negative so I know I’m in the clear from 
Steven. But I didn’t know that at the time. I knew that one can’t take the test right away because the nature 
of the virus is such that one could be infected even though the test won’t show a positive result for months. 
Knowing the strings of bad luck I’ve had in the past, I had absolutely convinced myself that I had to be 
infected just because I was too unlucky to be anything but infected. 

Just for the record, I never did find out if Steven really was infected or not, but I did find out from a 
doctor that in performing anal sex on an HIV positive person one could get gonorrhea but not get the AIDS 
virus. In any event, thank my lucky stars or whatever, but I didn’t get it. Nor will I! I won’t be that careless 
again. 
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CHAPTER 3 
Snake 

 
For the next several nights in a row I was a regular customer at the Silver Mountain. I guess I was still 

hoping Steven would prance through the door and tell me it isn’t so. Well, life isn’t that easy. But in any 
event I got to drinking pretty heavily. Fortunately, I had a van with a bed in the back so I just hopped in 
there and slept it off every night before I drove home. My criminal record may be bad, but my driving 
record, along with my credit history, is good and I wasn’t going to louse it up. 

After about the third straight night there drinking my cares away all alone a middle-aged man 
approached me and struck up a conversation. As an arm was gently placed over my shoulder I heard this 
deep-gravely voice say, 

“Hey bro, it ain’t that bad.” 
“What?” I said, sort of being caught off guard. 
“I saw you all alone here looking like you could use a friend.” 
I didn’t want this so I said, “I just want to be left alone,” but I wasn’t that insistent either. 
And this is where it all began. The man introduced himself merely as “Snake.” He was a chubby 

bespectacled man in his mid-40’s, with a balding head, a full beard, and as I already mentioned, a deep-
gravely voice. The other thing about him was that he was all dressed up in leather; a total biker outfit. To 
say he was a politically incorrect kind of character is putting it mildly. I’ve never associated with these 
kinds of people before but I knew about them. Heaven knows, there’s enough of them in prison. I just knew 
he had to have a hog out in the back parking lot he’d want to show off. A Harley-Davidson of course; that’s 
the only one for these guys. No Hondas or anything else for them. Harley is it — period! Well, as it turns 
out his hog, named Wild Thing, wasn’t running, but that’s for the story a little farther down the line which 
we’ll be getting to. 

Snake was a gay biker who had the hots for me and his approach was merely his way of making a 
pass. He was there with two other friends that night, Mondo and Danny. Mondo was an average looking 
30-ish age slightly stocky man of black and hispanic descent with an intelligence quotient well down in 
numbers. His hair was cut in a mohawk and because of that, and his facial features, you could detect a 
resemblance to Mr. T, the actor who was popular on the A-Team back in the ’80s. He was considerably 
smaller than Mr. T though, and walked with a stooped posture as if there was a deformity in his spine of 
some kind. Danny on the other hand, was a rather attractive dark-haired man with a slender build, I’d guess 
to be around 28. Take all those damn tattoos off of him and he would have been darn right sexy. I’m 
usually not attracted to guys beyond about age 22, but Danny had facial features and a body physique that I 
did find sexy — except for all them damn tattoos; that was my turn-off button. 

Right from the start I knew Danny had to be an ex-con though. He just had that look about him. He 
was in great physical shape, but at the same time he partially looked like a strung out doper. These guys 
will get all healthy in prison, get all buffed up pumping iron on the weight pile and then when they hit the 
streets its back to the dope connection and they lose all the health they worked so hard to gain. I’d never 
associated with dopers before and I’ve never been around people high on drugs except in prison. It seems 
they have no trouble getting dope in there and you always see someone high somewhere. 

I was right about Danny. He mentioned he had been in Joliet, back in Missouri I believe, but I can’t 
recall if that’s the latest place he paroled out of. He did mention he released straight out with no supervision 
or parole. That often happens if someone goes back on a parole violation or two and then maxes out their 
time. When they get out they are totally free. No tail, or no paper we call it. 

Snake was also an ex-con from way back but he brought a lot of moxie to the group. He was clearly 
the leader. He had experience, he had smarts, but he also had a dope habit — not to mention a mental 
disorder lurking in the shadows. His drug of choice was primarily crystal-meth, speed, 8-ball. And his usual 
method of ingesting it was smoking it, but he wasn’t against shooting it up on occasion or even snorting it, 
despite his cocaine-damaged nostrils. He claims he gave up heroin long ago. 

Before this time, the only drug I had ever tried in my entire life was marijuana. A couple times in high 
school and more frequently when I was confined at the Federal Correctional Institution (FCI) at Terminal 
Island back in the late ’70s. That low-security prison in those days had so much of it there, it was 
unbelievable. You could not walk along the ocean-front pathway dividing the north and south yards without 
getting a whiff of someone’s marijuana. Back then, no gun towers were manned and that stretch of the path 
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left a view of approaching staff for quite a distance. More than enough time to toss your joint into the ocean 
if necessary. 

Had I have just brushed them off this story would not have gone any further. But no, stupid me didn’t 
foresee the wisdom in that. It wasn’t until some months after my arrest that I understood just why it was 
that I had such an attraction to this motley scummy crew, the exact opposite of the kind of people I 
normally associate with. I now understand it fairly well and that will be for discussion a little farther down 
the line. 

Soon after our meeting the four of us moved to an area where it was a little quieter where we could sit 
and talk and drink. For some odd reason, the music wasn’t as loud as it normally was so having a 
conversation inside was not out of the question. I told them about my suspected HIV status and that made 
Snake just all the more interested in me as a “companion.” You see, he is HIV positive; no suspicion either. 
He knows it for sure. He was wanting to meet an attractive HIV positive man to spend the rest of his 
remaining years with. His idea was that if you’re both HIV positive already you don’t have to worry about 
catching it or spreading it and you don’t have to worry about using pleasure-robbing devices like condoms. 
You can enjoy sex to the max. Well I made it clear that first of all, I’m not attracted to guys past their mid-
20s, and surely not to someone with so much body hair or excess weight. He was just a hairy ape, and 
probably was even in the age range I am interested in — late teens to mid-20s. My lack of interest didn’t 
prevent him from continuing to try though. 

As often happens between convicts and ex-cons, we exchanged “war” stories of our encounters with 
the judicial system. Just about everyone can relate some story about getting screwed over in some way — 
whether by arresting officers beginning on day one, court personnel as they proceed through the court 
processes, prison staff once they are sentenced, and all the way through parole or supervising officers up to 
their last day on supervision. TV shows like America’s Most Wanted will lead the public to believe that 
criminals get all the breaks and that the victims are left with no justice. While that has happened in some 
cases — and these are the stories that always get broadcast on these shows — usually the opposite is the 
reality. I’ve met very few guys who were happy about a plea bargain deal they got where they beat the 
system out of time on a higher crime they did. More often than not, prosecutors overfiled charges or 
enhancements that weren’t valid to begin with and then used them in an offer to drop in exchange for a 
guilty plea to what are the only counts the defendant is guilty of anyway. And that’s the lucky ones. 
Sometimes they get stuck doing time for those invalid enhancements. And I speak from personal 
experience on that one, because I’m a victim of that tactic more than once. 

After our discussion had been going on for some time I had to make my way over to the restroom. I 
noticed the TV behind the bar displaying recaps of earlier sporting events. Being I wasn’t a sports 
enthusiast I paid them no mind. After coming out of the restroom my path back to our seats would have 
prevented me from seeing the screen unless I made a special effort to turn my head way around to look at it. 
When someone I just passed dropped their drinking glass on the floor the noise caught my attention and I 
looked around. 

On the screen at that instant was John Patrick Maginnis, the former attorney my father had hired to 
represent me in my last (1986) criminal encounter with the judicial system. I had been seeing Maginnis on 
TV in recent months as the Reginald Denny beating trial was progressing. You’ll recall, truck driver 
Reginald Denny was dragged out of his big-rig truck at the corner of Florence and Normandie at the start of 
the L.A. riots which were set off after four L.A.P.D. officers was acquitted in Simi Valley in the beating of 
motorist Rodney King. 

One of the defendants charged in the beating was Antoine Miller, and it was this person that Maginnis 
was court appointed — at no cost to Antoine or his family — to represent. Antoine was charged with 
attempted murder even though all he did was open the door on Denny’s truck. Other defendants in the case 
actually dragged Denny out and beat him severely in front of news cameras flying overhead. They clearly 
showed Antoine had never touched Denny at all. I believe the prosecution was trying to contend that 
Antoine and the others were all working in cahoots in a plan to beat Denny — or anyone white for that 
matter I guess. Maginnis’ defense was that Antoine only opened the truck door, unaware of the intended 
activities of the others. Because attempted murder requires intent in order to be guilty of the offense, and 
because Antoine didn’t have the required element of intent to kill or even injure Denny, his case should be 
dismissed, Maginnis claimed. From what I knew of the case, I don’t believe Antoine was guilty of anything 
against Denny, other than burglary of his truck. It looked like he was going in to grab merchandise from it 
and that was really the extent of his culpability. Now it’s possible Denny wouldn’t have been dragged out if 
Antoine hadn’t opened the door, but I don’t believe there was a conspiracy with the other defendants to 
beat Denny. The riots were just starting, spur of the moment, and there was no pre-designed plan. 
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The point is, Antoine got exactly the defense he should have gotten. And that’s where my deeply-
ingrained anger lies. I paid Maginnis thousands of dollars to defend me in a case where one of the elements 
of the offense was specific intent in order to be guilty of it, and it was well known that my intent was only 
to commit the less-serious crime of vandalism, which would have carried a much shorter sentence. In my 
case, Maginnis told me that my lack of intent was not a ground for a defense. I am guilty of the charge 
anyway no matter where my intent was. On this advise I pled no contest, the same as a guilty plea for 
sentencing purposes, to more counts than were valid and received considerably more time than the proper 
charges would have carried. 

Plus, with the extra charges I was facing, I felt compelled to hire an attorney rather than trust my life 
to an over-worked public defender. From the experience of others, I knew that these court-appointed 
attorneys sometimes do not work in the best interest of the person they are appointed to represent. All too 
often, their busy case loads are such that they can’t devote as much time to a defendant as he or she really 
needs. If only the proper charges had been filed, I could have easily gotten by with a free PD and saved a 
bundle of money. And that would have meant a lot. I’ve always been tight with money and being forced to 
part with it in improper ways has always been a major hot-button issue for me — my Achilles’ heel. 
Equally important to me is when my personal property is violated in some way, and having this offense 
committed against me by the Secret Service several years earlier also plays a part in our story here. 

Before I get to the juicy parts of the story though, and how this all ties in with the fires, I really need 
to go over more of the shenanigans of Maginnis and what led up to my involvement with him to begin with. 
After all, he is a central character in all this mess. 

Chapter 9 cover my case immediately preceding the Maginnis fiasco, while Chapter 10 covers 
everything about my involvement with Maginnis. Those two cases are more directly connected with this 
current “Fedbuster” case than anything else in my life. But there is an earlier criminal history that should be 
reported on because it too plays a part in the grander scheme of things. Readers wishing to get right to the 
meat and potatoes, the main subject of this whole book, could conceivably skip the next eight chapters that 
really only give background information, but nothing relating to my encounters with Snake and his minions 
and how they’re probably connected to many, if not all, of the arson fires set back in the fall of ’93. Be 
advised though — by skipping these next eight chapters, you will be missing out on some significant events 
of my life that will be referred to quite regularly in the so called “meat and potatoes” chapters. I’m sorry for 
burdening you with so many of these ancient details, but I want to impress upon you how much excess 
baggage I brought into the relationship I had with Snake and the fellas during that brief time span back in 
the summer of 1993. 
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CHAPTER 4 
1959-1966 

 
“In their report they document Larsen as a ‘rather dangerous sociopath with sexual overtones that 

were reflected in his attempts to burn the church’.” 
I read that statement, along with another one telling how I hit a woman over the head with a rock 

while praying at the alter, in one of the many newspaper articles that were written about me and the fires a 
short time after my arrest on November 7, 1993. I think it was one of the main reasons that I chose to 
decline all offers to be interviewed by members of the news media. And by media I mean, NBC News from 
New York, Dateline NBC, the Los Angeles Times, some newspaper in the city of San Gabriel whose name 
I’ve long forgotten, and a few other news organizations whose names have also faded from memory with 
the passage of time. I honestly don’t remember if the Daily News asked for an interview or not, but they are 
stationed in my local community and their reporters did cover me rather extensively. For that matter, the 
Orange County Register did a pretty thorough job too. 

While there is a connection between sex and “attempts to burn the church,” not telling the rest of the 
story takes everything so far out of context, that I felt that anyone who would do such a thing has nothing 
coming from me. I was worried that if I gave any story to anyone that it would end up getting twisted 
around to make me out the main bad guy in all this mess and that’s just what I didn’t want. We’re too much 
of a society who loves to get the dirt. Heck, just look at the tabloids. And when we do, the facts and what’s 
really important doesn’t seem to matter that much. 

Now, as it turns out, I owe the news media an apology. They didn’t neglect to tell the rest of the story 
as I suspected for these past few years. They reported all that was in the record on that topic. I totally forgot 
where that statement originally came from until I got to digging into some of the past psychiatric reports 
that were done on me. 

On November 5, 1993 Special Agent Michael P. Gleysteen of the Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco and 
Firearms (ATF) filed a sworn Affidavit with a United States Magistrate to support an application for a 
warrant to search our house. In there he mentions that statement and I assume that’s where the newspaper 
reporters got it. According to the Affidavit though, Gleysteen got if from a psychological evaluation he was 
given by Detective Roger D. Ott of the Bakersfield Police Department. Ott was conducting his own 
investigation of vandalisms up and down the state of California, which happened back in August of ’93, 
and was collaborating with the feds on their investigation. 

That evaluation was dated October 1, 1990 — nearly a month and a half after I was released from 
state prison — by Staff Psychologist, Dr. Pamela Jackson, Ph.D. The Chief Psychiatrist, Dr. William Kaz 
also signed the report but I never talked to him. (That’s a common thing they do. Some lower-lever trained 
therapist will do the actual interview and then get the head mucky-muck with all the degrees behind his 
name to put his John Henry on it. That tactic is done in order to give it more weight for a court.) Anyway, 
this was a post-release evaluation so I wasn’t too concerned about it. In fact, I never even asked for a copy 
of it from my state parole officer. Later on we’re going to cover how I was arrested and prosecuted for 
those vandalisms Ott was investigating after I got out of federal prison on the “Fedbuster” letters. The thing 
is, part of the Discovery information my Bakersfield attorney received from the prosecution included 
Jackson’s evaluation along with another one I didn’t have. 

That one was dated June 29, 1987 by Dr. Judith Vukov, M.D., a Consulting Psychiatrist for the 
Department of Corrections. The purpose of that interview was to make a recommendation to the court 
regarding my pending sentencing for an arrest that we’ll be covering in Chapter 10. This report mentions 
that out-of-context statement but Jackson’s doesn’t. I assume Gleysteen got both reports from Ott and 
inadvertently referred to the wrong one as to where the statement come from. On this one error I don’t 
detect any shenanigans. He is not without faults though, and they will be addressed farther down the line. 

The point here being, we’ve traced the statement back to Dr. Vukov. But she got it from a report done 
by Dr. Paul Tobias, Ph.D. on March 11, 1987. He was one of the psychs who examined me while I was out 
on bail for that arrest we’ll be covering in Chapter 10. I did have his report stored away all these years and 
did read it back then but totally forgot all that was in it. It turns out he’s quoting if from Dr. Marcus Crahan, 
M.D. on his March 18, 1975 report to another court. And that’s where it ends. 

All this reviewing of reports has refreshed my memory now. Dr. Crahan was doing a post-release 
evaluation on me for the court after I had been in custody for three years and one month on my first 
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incarceration, which gets covered in Chapter 5. My conviction had been reversed by the sentencing judge 
on a technically and we had entered into a plea agreement whereby I would be given probation in exchange 
for a guilty plea to the same two counts provided two court appointed psychiatrists found that I was not a 
danger to the community. 

I had previously mentioned to a psychiatric technician — a staff member with some college-level 
training in psychotherapy — at Atascadero State Hospital that I had been molested by a priest back in the 
fourth grade when I was attending Catholic school. This was an unheard of accusation back in 1972 and it 
didn’t go over well at all with the hospital staff. Knowing how they held the key to my freedom, and how 
soon that would be, I right away fell in line with a more politically “correct” story as to what could have 
caused me to engage other boys into sexual activity. 

Other than to fellow patient/inmates, I never brought it up again until my interview with Dr. Crahan 
on that March day in 1975. Being an old fuddy-duddy from the old school of psychiatric training, he too 
disbelieved it and I right away changed course into another avenue because I badly needed a favorable 
report from him if I hoped to get that probation I so desperately wanted. 

And that’s where that statement comes from. Crahan didn’t want to believe the whole story, but he 
believed enough of it to link sex and attempting to burn the church in such a way that he writes it up as if 
implying that there was a sexual excitement in the arson which is so far off base, that it’s outrageous. 

He is the guilty culprit here — not Tobias, Vukov, Gleysteen, or the news media. 
Father Patrick F. O’Dwyer was the head parish priest at St. Elizabeth Catholic Church in Van Nuys, 

California back in 1959 when I was 9-years-old. Adjoining the church is their school which covered grades 
1 through 8. I started there in the 1st grade and was in the 4th grade in 1959. Father O’Dwyer wasn’t too 
friendly of a person in general but, for a reason I wasn’t aware of at the time, he always had an extra 
amount of friendship for me. Looking back now, it’s obvious he was grooming me for some time for what 
was going to take place next. 

It began as friendship, but moved rather quickly onto friendly non-sexual gentle touching, which I had 
no complaint with. Being gay is inborn at birth. When I entered puberty I never made a conscious choice to 
find males attractive over females. I chose to sexually interact with males over females, but I didn’t choose 
that guys were what turned me on. That came natural to me and guys are my natural turn on — just as 
opposite-sex people are a natural turn on for heterosexuals. Some gay people display a natural affinity or 
closeness toward those of their own gender at a very early age in a way that is different from how non-gay 
people display it. As far back as I can remember — like about age four or five — I can recall noticing that 
some males were more physically attractive than others, but I have no recollections about distinguishing 
between pretty or not-so-pretty females. While I had no sexual thoughts back then, I was clearly noticing 
the variations in attractiveness of others, and those others were just males. 

Possibly Father O’Dwyer, probably being a gay pedophile from way back, detected some signals that I 
was giving off which indicated that I was a budding homosexual. Before sexuality entered the picture I was 
basking in the extra attention he was giving me. I clearly recall feeling special because he never showed 
most of the other children anywhere near this amount of kindness, let alone spending one-on-one time with 
them during recess. Our upbringing taught us to revere priests as one step below God himself. And here it 
was the head one of the entire parish, and I alone seemed to be chosen to be a “special” friend to him. I’ve 
got to say, this guy was a smooth operator. He took his time in grooming me real slowly. I’m sure he saw 
me as a cooperative mark right from the start and used every bit of charm to accomplish his goal. I 
specifically remember three other boys who also seemed to catch his favor in a special way. While I never 
saw anything going on with any of them, in remembering back to those days, I would say that all the 
indications are there that I wasn’t the only one. If you guys are out there, I’d sure like to hear from you and 
compare notes. 

The fact that I never saw anything else isn’t surprising. He didn’t do anything to me in view of anyone 
else. Sexual touching began with me sitting on his lap as he would message my shoulders and back in a 
pleasurable way. The first sexual touches — after some kisses on my cheeks and then lips — were of my 
penis through the outside of my pants. Some time passed before he pulled my zipper down and touched it 
directly. Next was oral sex with him putting it in his mouth. I don’t recall finding it traumatic or even 
objectionable. In fact, after the first time, I sort of looked forward to it. While I’m sure there weren’t any 
sexual feelings on my part, I recall it feeling weird in a good sort of way. 

Some weeks went by before he took another step. He wanted me to suck him. I didn’t want to do it in 
the worst of ways but did attempt to because he was such a “special” friend. Once he ejaculated in my 
mouth and I became really grossed out and began to cry. He didn’t try that the next couple times we were 
together, but later on he became more insistent he wanted that done. 
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But he wasn’t satisfied with that. He wanted to perform anal sex on me. Even though he could never 
get it all the way in, his repeated attempts, despite using a vaseline like lubricant, were painful. It’s hard to 
imagine what he was thinking of here. Here he had a cooperative kid who was doing things he found 
pleasurable, but apparently that wasn’t enough. He wanted more and became quite insistent that he was 
going to get it. 

I had the most God-awful mixed feelings racing around in my mind at the time. I both revered him 
highly — because we were taught that by the nuns — and I also despised him for hurting me. Why was he 
doing that? He had always been so nice and kind. If God would never do anything bad — and likewise, 
those one step away from Him would also never do anything bad — why do I feel that this is bad? I wanted 
so much to stop it but I didn’t know how. Nobody ever heard of such aberrant behavior back then, 
especially by someone one step away from God Himself. I knew I would never be believed, even by my 
own parents. My mother, who loved me dearly, loved her religion with equal intensity, and never gave any 
doubt about that. I was just a kid — a well-behaved kid — but who would ever believe me? 

In my 9-year-old mind, I figured that if the church isn’t there any longer then it won’t happen to me 
anymore. (The molesting had taken place in a room in back of the alter inside the church.) I stole a book of 
matches from my mother, who was a smoker at the time, and lit it and set it on a wooden counter top just 
inside the rear exit to the church. I fully expected to go to school the next morning and find no church there 
any longer. To my dismay, it was still there. Father O’Dwyer didn’t touch me that day. In fact, he never 
even talked to me. And boy, was that comforting. I did see him talking with some firemen so I assumed 
right away that my fire, if it didn’t burn down the church, at least kept him busy and away from me. Now 
how to keep him busy some more? 

I checked out the counter top where I placed the matchbook and found a small burnt spot a couple of 
inches in diameter. That’s it? If that’s all it did, what will it take to burn it all down? I noticed in another 
room by another rear exit there was a closet filled with books and it wasn’t locked. I got another book of 
matches from my mother and on the next day or so I went back there and lit the closet on fire. Surely that 
would do the trick. Well it didn’t. The insides of the closet burned but it spread nowhere else. You see, that 
particular church is a concrete structure, and my 9-year-old mind didn’t comprehend that concrete is a non-
flammable substance. Now what to do? You’ve got to realize how desperate I was to go to this next step. 

Both my parents were smokers back then and my dad used a lighter to light his cigarettes. I remember 
seeing him refill it from a can of lighter fluid and somewhere along the line I knew that it was very 
flammable. I figured that lighter fluid was just what I needed to get the job done right. Memory fails me as 
to why I didn’t just steal some from my dad though. Instead, I concocted this plan to steal a woman’s purse 
in order to get money to buy lighter fluid. Probably what was on my mind at the time was that I could buy 
several cans of it, more than my parents ever had at home at one time, and with that I could really get the 
job done. 

Women were always regular visitors to the church and would often be seen kneeling near the alter in 
prayer while their purse was set besides them. My thought was to grab a purse and run. But what if she 
chases after me I probably thought. One television show I regularly watched back then, against my 
mother’s wishes, was Highway Patrol, staring Broderick Crawford. I always noticed that whenever 
somebody robbed someone with a gun they always hit them over the head to temporarily knock them out so 
they could get away. They never got shot and never got hurt. You’d always see them get up and be O.K. 
after a short time. With that in mind, influenced directly from that show, I planned to hit a woman over the 
head to knock her out so I could get the money and run. My 9-year-old mind had no idea that the person 
could be seriously injured. I had seen that act committed so many times on Highway Patrol with the victim 
always getting up minutes later with no more injuries than a bit of a headache. I led a rather sheltered and 
overprotected life with my parents. I honestly had no comprehension to the amount of injuries I could have 
done. 

I took a rock and headed for the church this particular day with no thought in mind but ending the 
abuse I was suffering in the only way I thought I could. A couple people were in the church at the time and 
after it was down to one I decided to act. I had seen this older lady around doing clean up chores on the 
school grounds and recalled that she was rather grouchy to the kids. That wasn’t why I chose her though. 
She just happened to be the only one there at the time, she had a purse, and she didn’t look like she could 
chase me and catch me if it come to that. Still, I wasn’t taking any chances. I eased up behind her 
pretending I was praying myself. She saw me and turned around to ask if she could help me. I said no and 
she went back to facing the alter and praying. I hit her over the head and started for her purse but she got to 
screaming, “you hit me; you hit me!” I panicked and run out of there. It didn’t happen like that on Highway 
Patrol. They quietly fall to the ground and that’s it. 
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I was shacking so bad and too scared to go home at that time that I sort of just stayed on the grounds 
in a state of trembling panic. Someone spotted me and one of the church janitors walked up to me and 
immediately put his hand in my pocket where the rock was and pulled it out. He then took me by the arm 
and led me into the church rectory and at that point everything is a blank. 

I know my parents were called and I know I went home with them that night. I can remember sitting 
in the rectory with Father O’Dwyer staring at me with this look that was so foreboding. I’m sure in his 
mind he was telling me with his eyes that I’d better keep my mouth shut because no one would believe me 
anyway. Well, I already had that idea so he was safe from that. And as it turned out, I was safe from him — 
and that’s what I wanted anyway. I was promptly kicked out of school there so as far as I was concerned, I 
got what I needed. There was one other hurdle to get over first though. 

While being examined by doctors as to why I would do such a bizarre thing, someone had the idea to 
give me an electroencephalogram. By sticking pins into the head, this instrument is able to measure and 
record the electrical activity of the brain to see if there is any kind of abnormality that could account for 
what I had done. I can imagine where everyone’s thinking was at that period of time when violence in 
public schools by older kids was rather unheard of — let alone by someone at a parochial school, and so 
young at that. I mean, here I was; a well-behaved kid who had never engaged in any kind of misbehavior or 
caused the school any problems at all. Everyone was flabbergasted as to what brought on such aberrant 
behavior and their first thought was there had to be some kind of brain abnormality. I’m sure professionals 
today, given the same set of circumstances, would suspect some kind of abuse first before ever jumping to 
the conclusion that a physical reason was behind the problem, but this was 1959 and we hadn’t advanced 
that far yet. Even the juvenile court-ordered psychiatrist I saw for a number of months, a Dr. Perry in 
Sherman Oaks (which we got stuck paying for, Grrr!), never suspected abuse. I can remember telling him 
over and over that I just “blacked out” and didn’t know why I did what I did. Today, they’d probably use 
puppets or some form of play thing in order to get the child to bring out the truth. But he didn’t and it never 
came out until years later. 

I can remember as clear as day laying on that hard cold unpadded table in the doctor’s office and 
seeing this ominous machine looming over me as the nurses were sticking pins in my head. I can even 
remember where the doctor’s office was. On the west side of Van Nuys Boulevard a short distance north of 
my father’s business, which was near the corner of Van Nuys Blvd. and Hatteras St. My biggest fear, other 
than the minor pain of the pins going into my scalp, was that they were going to read my mind. Of course, 
now I know that is not possible to do with that machine, but back then, I didn’t know that. In a therapy 
session I relayed this story in years later, somebody asked me why I was so afraid to have my mind read if 
my reason for not telling on Father O’Dwyer was that no one would believe me. His reasoning of course 
being, that if my true thoughts are being read, then they would have to believe it, after all, it’s not just my 
word then — which could be questioned — relaying the sexual activity. I had to think about that for a bit 
and place myself back on that doctor’s examining table and try to recall how I, as a 9-year-old, felt at the 
time. Then it came to me. I had actually enjoyed some of the gentle touching and even being sucked. It felt 
good! And those are the thoughts I was afraid would be read. I felt guilty about the parts I enjoyed and at 
the same time afraid I’d be punished for enjoying them. 

I recall hearing the doctor tell my parents that the test came out normal and I breathed a sigh of relief. 
While it was going on, I concentrated on pleasant thoughts far removed from my encounters with Father 
O’Dwyer, figuring that it would “fool” the machine into thinking that I was just a regular happy-go-lucky 
kid. But in the end, I just hurt myself by not bringing out the truth. Today, Father O’Dwyer is long since 
dead, having passed away at a ripe old age of natural causes — but not until attaining the title of Monsignor 
first. Before any of this ever happened, I was a happy child from a loving home with friends in the 
neighborhood and at school and I did good in school. I never disclosed the molestation until years later in 
therapy and that is one regret I have. 

As you can see, there is a connection between sex and an attempt to burn the church, but having the 
whole story shows that connection in quite a different way than one is led to believe by just reading that 
statement at the beginning of this chapter. Dr. Crahan is to be criticized in the strongest of terms for noting 
it in the way he did while at the same time disbelieving me that I was molested by such a “respected” 
person. 

As I mentioned above, I got kicked out of St. Elizabeth, which was fine with me, and my parents then 
put me in a private all-boys military school. Besides having much smaller class sizes than St. Elizabeth, my 
parents felt that a stronger-disciplined environment would help “straighten” me out. And I don’t mean to 
imply that they suspected that I was gay at that time. Somebody recommended that school and they didn’t 
know where else to turn. They had previously had the belief that private schools were better than public, so 
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going to the nearby public school a few blocks away was out of the question. 
After a short time of missing my friends at St. Elizabeth, I quickly made new ones at Sepulveda 

Military Academy and enjoyed it immensely. It wasn’t an overly-strict environment as some military 
schools had a reputation of being. I did not sleep there at night as some of the other kids did. My mother 
picked me up every afternoon. 

SMA, as it was known, continued on through the 9th grade and I just assumed I would stay for the 
duration. Unfortunately, my father had other plans. For a reason I’m not exactly sure why, he put me in 
Robert Fulton Junior High School, a public school for grades 7 through 9. After a small school with about 
100 kids in the whole school, which was 1st through 9th grades, I didn’t like this change at all. My grades 
quickly dropped and after my first semester it was back to SMA. Hooray — well, sort of. 

I say sort of because a major event happened in my life during that one brief semester. My hormones 
— I’m not quite 13-years-old yet either — kicked in at a rather intense pace. Only in my case, I found guys 
turned me on rather than the girls. Because I wasn’t too agile at athletics I didn’t care too much for phys. 
ed. class, which was a requirement everyone had to take. It did have one side benefit though. A locker room 
with showers where I got to look and admire. 

I remember a few years ago when there was a big controversy about admitting gays into the military. 
One of the major concerns was that gay people would be sneaking peaks at attractive-looking straight 
people during shower times or even in the living quarters. They compared it to having males and females 
doing these activities together and that they wouldn’t want that even if all that went on was admiring looks 
and no touching. Well, I got news for all you people out there. About 10% of the population is gay or 
bisexual to some degree. And most of us discovered these feelings quite early on. We may not have acted 
upon these feelings, some of us even actively fought against them, but for that percentage of the population, 
we were sexually aroused by those of our own gender to the same degree that our similar-age straight 
counterparts were aroused to opposite-gender people. All you straight people out in the audience mark my 
words — if you were undressing in front of other students of your own gender back in junior high, or surely 
by high school, you can bet somebody was admiring your physique if you had any kind of attractiveness to 
you at all. And I don’t want to hear you all saying we were a bunch of perverts either. If you guys had a 
chance to wander through the girls locker room and shower (or girls in the guy’s locker room and shower) 
in a way where nobody knows you’re there, I bet you’d be admiring the view too — just like you salivate 
over all those naked pictures in magazines. 

The guy I had my eye on was named Kent. He had a locker down the row from mine and I used to 
watch and wait for him to get into the shower. When he did I’d follow him in and just admire him in the 
most beautiful way. I wanted so bad to put my arms around him and give him the biggest hug as we were 
both all soaped up and slippery. Of course, that was out of the question, seeing that we weren’t alone. Even 
when he was alone though I never got up the courage to express my passion for him. As it turned out 
though, another guy was watching me from a distance. Actually not too distant. His locker was just a 
couple down from mine. George, who I’d known since the 1st grade back at St. Elizabeth, was neither a 
friend not an enemy. (I’ll skip his last name to avoid any embarrassment.) He was just an acquaintance; one 
of the many kids I knew. This one day, when I was returning from the showers after a particularly pleasing 
“watching session” of Kent, I had a rather erect penis covered up under my towel. At one point, while 
fiddling with the combination lock to my locker, my towel fell to the ground and exposed my erection. It 
just so happened that George was already looking in that general direction, and when the towel dropped, 
you should have seen his eyes light up. He looked directly into my eyes with this big shit-eating grin and 
my first thought was that he was going to blab it all over that I had a boner — a common term kids used 
back then for an erection. Well he didn’t. Later when we were alone he approached me and after one thing 
led to another we found we each shared the same sexual feelings for other guys. 

For the remainder of my brief stay at Fulton we were boy friends. Although those were words we 
never used, our relationship was not unlike that of sexually-active boy friends and girl friends. George 
wasn’t as physically attractive as Kent, who I never did approach with my feelings, but from that day 
forward I knew that sex with a girl was not my cup of tea. The trouble was, homosexuality was never talked 
about in any kind of positive ways at all. There were no support groups to help developing teens explore 
this natural part of their inner being in a positive way. Instead, psychs treated it as a “disease” and those of 
us with these feelings as having a “sickness.” 

All you straight people out there in the audience; imagine for a moment that your natural feelings of 
attractions toward opposite-sex people were considered wrong by everyone you know, love, and respect 
dearly. Your parents and teachers speak disparagingly about such feelings and people who have them. 
Legislators make laws to make acting upon such feelings a crime worthy of imprisonment. Psychiatrists, 
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those people with the greatest amount of training when it comes to diagnosing matters of the mind, tell you 
you have a bad sickness which will take years of therapy to “cure” — and then stick you with the bill for 
trying to do so. And let’s go on a little further with this imaginary horror story. Imagine that being gay was 
the respected thing to do. Everybody tells you these are the feelings you are suppose to have. 

Now how would you, as a person with no sexual interest in same-gender people, feel? You could force 
yourself to do what society says you should do. (Just like in the real world when some gay people got 
married figuring their feelings would change.) You could go against the grain of society and openly 
proclaim your true identity. (In decades past some gay people did this and were ostracized or even killed.) 
You could become celibate and not act upon your feelings. Or you could enter into a secret relationship 
with somebody and work at keeping everyone else in the dark. 

This last option is often chosen by many gay people, but the strains of society in decades past took 
quite a toll in the self-esteem of those going through it. You may feel wonderful thoughts about the feelings 
you express to your sexual partner, but the burden that everybody thinks so awful of it can lead many to 
depression, drugs, or suicide. 

Gay people are more fortunate today that there are positive programs and reading material to help 
build self esteem and respect for the various diversities we have within society. There’s still a lot more 
work to do on that topic though. I think Loving Gay Relationships and the Bible: A pro-gay Biblical-
Christian perspective is one small step in the right direction and that’s why I wrote it. It sells for $15.00, by 
the way, and is available from the address at the beginning of this book. 

Now before you think that I’m such a good-hearted person for wanting to lend so much help to gay 
people, you need to know there was another motive behind its writing. Much of what I say in it goes against 
the teachings of conservative Christian values and the Catholic church. Because of that, I’m sure it irks 
them to some degree and, because I have a bone to pick with the Catholic church in particular, that does 
give me some pleasure — and lessens the pain of Father O’Dwyer’s clerical debauchery just a tad. 

My other book, Revenge, is an ongoing work in progress but is still available for sale. Because it is 
referred to quite frequently within these pages, along with the fact that Snake and his bag of misfits 
devoured every word of it much like a devout Christian would do with the Word of God, I’m making it 
available to readers of this book for the reduced rate of $10.00 (or check it out for free on the Web at: 
http://tlarsen.us/revenge.html). Normally, this price is available only to those who are out on bail, on 
probation or parole, or who are unemployed or current inmates. All the rest will pay $15.00. Just be aware, 
its language, grammar wise, is still a little rough around the edges and not every paragraph has found its 
final resting place within the context of those neighbors around it. For those readers not wishing to invest 
any more money, I have copied selected paragraphs from the tome and pasted them into Appendix I. When 
reading it, bear in mind that other material goes between those paragraphs that are double spaced. Enjoy. : - ) 

After my dad put me back in the military school I sadly lost track of George for the next few years. 
My dad just pulled me out of Fulton with no advance warning right after I got my report card so I couldn’t 
exchange phone numbers with George. I should have insisted that I wanted to keep in touch with some 
friends but I was still new to my feelings, which I was adamant about keeping hidden, so I didn’t want to 
tip my hand as to why one particular guy was so important. 

I had affairs with a couple of the students in the 7th, 8th, and 9th grades, but after that, it was on to Van 
Nuys High School for the next three years. Imagine my pleasant surprise when I run into George. 
Throughout the 10th grade he was my secret boy friend. The way we acted when we were together, I’m 
surprised no one ever suspected we were really lovers. At least no one tipped their hat if they did know. 

Come the 11th grade is when tragedy struck. George moved away. His father got a promotion from his 
company and they moved him to their main office in Florida. Needless to say I was heartbroken, but 
quickly set about the task of moving on. My wandering eyes had been checking out several sexy guys in the 
locker room showers after our daily dose of required phys. ed. class was over. I never quite got up enough 
courage to approach anyone though because I was still new at this whole sex thing and way too shy. 
Unbeknownst to me, my admiring looks were being observed by some prejudice homophobic bullies. 
We’ve all heard women complain about how some men will let their eyes wander down to their cleavage 
while they’re talking to them. The counterpart to that in the gay world would be noticing the bulge in a 
guy’s pants. I didn’t realize it at the time, but my eyes were wandering downs to that bulge in even a fully-
clothed attractive guy’s pants when I was talking to him. 

One day, one of the boys called me into the boy’s bathroom under the guise that he wanted to show 
me something. That something was two other large-sized boys, one of them with his dick hanging out and 
saying, “is this what you want you fucking faggot?” The one that lured me in there then pushed me into the 
other two and all three proceeded to beat me up. They avoided hitting my face though. I believe they 
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wanted to make sure they’d leave no visible bruises behind because they warned me in the strongest of 
terms to keep my eyes to myself and my mouth shut. I abided by their orders and had no more trouble out 
of high school boys again. 

Some time later, I happened to notice two boys tussling together in a playful way that appeared to 
have sexual overtones. They looked to be around junior-high school age, which was the same age I was 
when such thoughts first entered my mind. Being so young, they didn’t have that sexually-attractive pant 
bulge that tended to stimulate my hormones, but because of the sexual-appearing play they were engaged 
in, I felt an urge to comment, “ooh, how sexy. I bet you guys like to have your dicks sucked don’t ya’?” 
One of them said “fag” and they run off. Sucking was — and still is — my favorite sex act. It’s the one 
sexual thing Father O’Dwyer did that had a good feeling attached to it, although I don’t believe there’s a 
connection there. Even though I wasn’t really attracted to boys that young, I felt they at least couldn’t beat 
me up if they were prejudice like those high-school bullies were, and that’s why I had no trepidation about 
making my comment. Now I know it’s not the smartest thing to say to some total strangers, but hey, I was 
only 16-years-old. It’s not the worst kind of crime 16-year-olds did, even back then. 

 
A bright and clear Sunday afternoon in early December of 1966 brought me my second encounter 

with the judicial system. While I was standing among a crowd of parade goers waiting for the annual 
Bethlehem Star Parade to start, one of those tussling boys noticed me and pointed me out to his father. He 
and another adult grabbed me in a rough way and held me until police arrived. During this manhandling, 
which I would call an assault, he tore my coat. I’m mad police never confronted him about his crime in any 
way. Granted, I should have pressed the issue and formally complained at the time, but still, police should 
have at least questioned me about what happened to me. I was taken to the Van Nuys police station and 
ultimately charged with 647a of the Penal Code, which includes the crime of soliciting a sex act from a 
minor. A juvenile court judge in San Fernando ordered me to see a psychiatrist in order to “cure” me of my 
homosexual tendencies. Back then, homosexuality was a crime even for consenting adults. To this day, I 
can remember his court clerk giving me the dirtiest possible look as if I had done such a horrible thing. In 
light of the caliber of crimes juvenile courts see today, I’m sure my sexual comments would be looked on 
as petty. They probably wouldn’t even bother prosecuting a kid making them. 

What is so angering is that we got stuck with the psychiatrist’s bills. When 16-year-olds make 
heterosexual verbal only advances to others of the opposite sex they are not treated this way. Neither should 
gay people for verbally expressing an interest in another of the same sex. Heterosexuals that actually do 
sexually interact with each other in a consenting way (i.e. reference the Lakewood High School Spur Posse 
sex scandal of March 1993, which I’m going to be talking about a little more later on in Chapter 9) don’t 
even get prosecuted. And this was true even back in 1966. 

Beyond that issue, teenage offenders, or even adult offenders, often have community-funded programs 
for mental health care when courts order it. We should not have had to pay out of our pockets. Teenage 
girls that get pregnant even get free medical care and treatment at no expense to them even though they are 
breaking the law when they engage in consenting sexual behavior according to Penal Code statutes. Being 
the court ordered me to seek treatment they, or the probation department, should have directed us in the 
proper direction. If they wanted me to attend therapy they should have provided it at no cost to me! 

We surely shouldn’t lose because of the court’s discriminatory prosecutorial practice. Gay and non-
gay solicitation is equally violating of the statute and I’ll be addressing how that is so in Chapter 9. To 
purposely pick gay solicitation to prosecute and ignore non-gay solicitation of the same nature is 
discriminatory and illegal. I still feel I should be compensated for those psych bills ($50.00 per session 
twice weekly for my one year of probation). And don’t you dare say my parents paid it and not me. I 
inherited everything they had, so what extra they would have had at the time of their deaths, if they didn’t 
have to pay these damn psych bills, would have meant more money in my pockets. And that’s where it 
belongs — not in Dr. Jose Amador’s. 

One central theme you’ll see clearly addressed within these pages is that I take a very dim view of 
being cost money that I shouldn’t be cost. When I say such violations are my Achilles’ heel, I say that with 
every amount of emphasis I can place upon it. 

 
This particular encounter with the judicial system and psychiatric community left my still-forming gay 

identity in shambles. It’s hard to imagine how primitive we were back then. Today, developing gay 
teenagers can get encouragement and support from open-minded counselors and teachers who can direct 
them toward avenues that can build up a person rather than tear them down. School libraries no longer have 
to eliminate books from their shelves that portray gay people in a positive light. Kids have the vast internet 
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available with hundreds of Web sights lending the kinds of positive support they desperately need. And not 
only can schools speak positively about it, but students have programs available like Project 10, originated 
in the 1980s at Fairfax High School by Dr. Virginia Uribe and now available to schools nationwide. Parents 
too can find support when they learn of their loved one’s gay identity. Parents & Friends of Lesbians and 
Gays has over 200 chapters in the United States and groups in other parts of the world where caring loved 
ones can meet informed people who are glad to share their information with others. 

Oh, what I would have given for such opportunities back then. Instead, I withdrew into a shell of 
loneliness — lonely that I was the only one like this. How else would I feel? I knew no other gay people; 
and those few I read about were always portrayed in a very despicable light. I can recall even telling the 
psych that I’m not a homosexual (gay was not a common term used then) because I’m not like that. “That” 
being those negative portrayals I’d seen of gay people in literature or on TV. 

With the psych and everybody else negating what natural feelings I had bubbling within me, I just 
shut them off and pursued other avenues. I always had an interest in science, so when one high-school 
student invited me to a local astronomy club to view the heavens with its large telescope I couldn’t wait. I 
had already been attending its twice weekly meetings for several months when my arrest come about. After 
it, with my sexual feelings basically shut off, I became deeply entrenched in my studies of astronomy and 
astrophotography. My parents confided in the club’s director, Mr. Joseph D. Truxton, about my arrest and I 
guess asked him to give what encouragement and help he could. Mr. Truxton was a retired teacher with a 
college degree in Divinity so I expected some kind of ecclesiastical-oriented speech about what I had done 
was so wrong. While he denounced homosexuality, it was done in a mild sort of way, more like how a 
caring friend would try to correct a child who had done a minor bad thing. 

While I didn’t hear any encouragement for the sexual feelings I was having, I at least wasn’t made to 
feel like such a dirty scoundrel. And that basically free advise did a heck of a lot more for my mental 
stability than that damn psych charging my parents a hundred bucks a week. 

Until he passed away in 1978, Mr. Truxton remained a dear and valued close friend. In fact, despite 
our differences in age — he was 39 years my senior — I was not closer to anyone else in the entire world. 
And that includes any kids my own age; my various aunts, uncles, and cousins; and even to some bit of 
degree, my own parents. Not being able to attend his funeral (I was in prison at the time) was a key 
contributor in antagonizing me further against the judicial system when I was not allowed to attend my 
parents’ funerals. And as you’ll see later, that missed event (particularly my dad’s funeral) contributed 
greatly to allowing the real arsonists to remain free a while longer. All that will be coming folks, but first 
we’ve still got some criminal history to get through. Trust me though; all this ties in! 
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CHAPTER 5 
1971 

 
I remained celibate throughout my high-school years as I pursued astronomy with greater intensity 

with each passing year. In looking back on it now, I would honestly say that it was my substitute outlet for 
the hormones that were raging within my body — a body that was finding other guys more and more 
attractive all the time. I was not interested in sports like a lot of the other kids were, but that didn’t stop me 
from attending some of the high-school football games because there were a few guys on the team that sent 
my head a spinning. They just had such hot bodies. I had this thing, and still do, for slender athletic-looking 
guys. Of course, these jocks weren’t gay — or if they were, I had no indication of it — so admiring from 
afar was as close as I got to sex until early in 1971. 

I did not go on to college, instead choosing to work at my father’s television/radio repair business full 
time. I began working there when I was in high school and pretty much decided that it would be my life’s 
work. One particular employee caught my eye soon after he was hired. Alan was an Englishman of rather 
tall stature, although he wasn’t as tall as me. (I was 6' 4".) His deeply-accented voice had a certain melody 
to it that was very pleasing to hear. Of course, the fact that he turned me on surely added to the pleasure of 
hearing him speak. He had an interest in ham (amateur) radio and had a general class license which allowed 
him to broadcast all over the world with the maximum kilowatt of power allowed by the FCC. 

Although my dad wasn’t a ham himself, he encouraged my new interest and even offered to purchase 
me my own transmitter if I passed the test and got my license. One requirement of the test, besides radio 
theory, was being able to transmit and receive Morse Code. I built a code practice oscillator with which I 
could teach myself the code and Alan spent some of his break times “transmitting” to me so I could 
increase my receiving skills. Needless to say, I was rather close to him; but not as close as I would have 
liked. 

Once again, my sexual hormones were activated to a renewed level of intensity. I wanted so much to 
make passionate love to him right there as he was tapping out dots and dashes to me with his telegraphers 
key. If I could have gotten up the nerve, my message to him could have easily been something like,    . .      
. - . .   - - -   . . . -   .    - . - -   - - -   . . -    — I love you. Now, of course, this was more lust than love at that 
point, but my feelings were strong none the less. My remembrances of those high-school bullies some years 
earlier, plus the fact that I didn’t want to louse up this friendship if he were anything like that, along with 
the likelihood of my dad seeing me in an unfavorable light, prompted me to keep my feelings to myself and 
my mouth shut. 

Then is when it happened. One side of our house looks right down into the sunken-garage parking 
area of an eight-unit apartment next door. Several families with kids lived in that two story building which I 
watched go up from scratch just a few years earlier. Kids often played down there because there was no 
front or back yard to speak of and during the days most of the cars were gone with people at work. Down 
under there one is fairly well hidden from view from all directions except for someone looking out of either 
our bathroom window or one of the windows from my parents’ bedroom. Two boys, ages 13 and 14, caught 
my eye one day because they appeared to be up to something sneaky. After about five minutes of checking 
all over to make sure no one was around one of them whipped out his dick and the other one started 
sucking on it. I quietly opened the window just enough to see if I could hear what they were saying and 
quickly found out that the one getting sucked was not willing to return the favor upon his lover. 

Well needless to say, I became stimulated. Surely these guys couldn’t be against gay people like those 
bullies back in high school were some years earlier, plus they were smaller than me so I didn’t fear getting 
beaten up. And neither would they be offended by what I was about to ask them like those two tussling 
boys I commented to back in 1966 were. Being neighbors, I knew them and they knew me, so it wasn’t like 
a stranger coming up and asking them if I could join in. At first, they were afraid I wasn’t the only one that 
saw them, but I assured them that only from our windows could they be seen and I was home alone at the 
time. When I offered to suck the one that wasn’t getting sucked he right away took me up on my offer. The 
three of us entered into a sexual liaison for several months and enjoyed the activity two or three times a 
week. First one moved away, and then the other one. And then it was back to masturbating my urges away. 

Until that is when I came up with the stupid idea of asking other younger boys I run across in other 
neighborhoods if I could suck their dicks. Some said yes, many said no. Eventually one kid jotted down my 
license number and police were called. I was arrested on July 25, 1971. This time though, it wasn’t about 
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being released to the custody of my parents like happened back in 1966. Now I got my first taste of how 
heavy handed the judicial system can really be. First off, they wanted $25,000.00 bail before they’d let me 
out of jail. I thought that was outrageous. What did I do, kill somebody, I thought to myself. Well not that 
bad, but bad enough. I had no idea at that time how serious they looked upon the behavior I had done. Oh, I 
knew it was a crime of course, but I had no idea that it was such a major crime. I wasn’t into looking into 
the law library back then, but today’s law classifies Penal Code 288, the offense I was guilty of, as both a 
“violent felony” and a “serious felony.” And it doesn’t matter whether the victim was a willing participant 
or not. One would think they would put some kind of degrees to it like they do with murder — 1st, 2nd, and 
manslaughter. That way they could put forcible child molestation into a more severe category than the kind 
where the child gives his O.K. Yes, I know a child it too young to legally give consent — but the fact that 
some do should carry less penalty for that offender than it does for the one who forces himself upon his 
victim. They do that with rape. Statutory rape, where the girl gave her consent but was merely under age, 
carries less penalty than forcible rape; and that’s as it should be. Penal Code 288, lewd acts upon a child, 
does not differentiate. 

I was in custody three days or so before my parents bailed me out, but that three days was a lesson I 
will never forget. After being formally charged at my first court appearance, I was transported to the Los 
Angeles County Jail for housing. Because of overcrowding at the central jail near downtown Los Angeles, 
sheriff deputies often transport prisoners to one of their outlying facilities. Because of my high bail, I was 
sent to the maximum custody facility at the Wayside Honor Rancho out by Magic Mountain. The facility 
today is officially known as the Peter J. Pitchess Honor Rancho, after one of Los Angeles’ former sheriffs, 
but it is still referred to as Wayside much of the time. 

All this jail stuff was totally new to me and I was scared as to what kinds of things I was facing. I had 
the court paperwork listing the charges against me and without giving it a second thought, I set about the 
task of asking other inmates in this 150+ person dormitory details about the court procedures I had laying in 
front of me. Not only wasn’t I keeping the crime I was charged with a secret from them, but I even 
admitted to it without shame, explaining that the kids enjoyed it as well as I did. 

Now before you all get yourselves into a tizzy here, let me add that that’s what I thought at that time. 
Today I realize that sexual encounters at a young age, even if they can appear enjoyable to a certain extent, 
do have the potential of causing considerable emotional problems for some people with less emotional 
strength as they grow older. Heck, I’m one example of it with my Father O’Dwyer incident. And while 
we’re here, let me clarify one more thing. When I told a psychologist some years ago that my sexual 
activity with the boys “could have” caused them emotional trauma rather than saying it “definitely did” 
cause them emotional trauma she was outraged. Her idea being that every child who engaged in sexual 
activity is unquestionably damaged. I disagree. Several years ago one of the TV talk shows did an episode 
on teen-age runaways. One teen-age girl told the audience that she had been raped and when asked by the 
host how it affected her, she indicated that it was over with and she has moved on. At the other end of the 
spectrum, I’ve heard stories on these shows of where grown women have been raped and their lives are 
totally in shambles for years. Being violated is an experience nobody should have to suffer. But the fact is, 
some people barely give it a second thought, while others are emotionally destroyed for life. Look at the 
highly-publicized case of 35-year-old Mary Kay Letourneau. She and her 13-year-old lover, who was a 
former student, planned to have a baby together. When the boy was interviewed on TV he made it clear 
that, despite how the law classifies him, he was not a victim of sexual abuse in any way. Both of them 
agreed their relationship was a “natural romantic love” in which they “walked together in the same 
rhythm.” If I remember correctly, it was him who had come on to her. Well, enough of my preaching; let’s 
get back to that Wayside dormitory back in the summer of 1971. 

Shortly after my discussion with the inmates one of the deputies told me to roll it up for transfer back 
to the central jail because I had made bail. Inmates go back there to get processed on out and the bus taking 
us back would be leaving later that evening. As soon as the deputies were gone, several inmates jumped me 
and proceeded to beat me up before my yelling brought deputies back to break it up. I got a black eye and 
some minor cuts and bruises but was otherwise O.K. 

Normal procedures in jails and prisons when a fight breaks out is for staff to investigate the cause and 
punish those who are responsible for starting it. They even go as far as strip search inmates so they can look 
for bruises on their bodies if they got one fighting inmate in custody who refuses to tell on the one or ones 
he was fighting with. (Next to child molesting, snitching is the worst looked down upon thing inmates can 
do.) Yet in this particular case, deputies treated me as if I caused the fight because I was a child molester. 
At first, they were all concerned about my welfare, but that quickly changed when they found out why I 
was jumped on. While I wasn’t fearful that they were going to beat me up, I was subjected to considerable 
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hostility pouring out of their angry mouths. “You got what you had coming to you,” said one. “If I ever saw 
you in my neighborhood I’d do the same thing,” said another. My mind at that time was not on bringing my 
attackers to justice but I could have easily pointed them out to the deputies if they would have only done 
the follow ups that are normally done in such instances. They never asked me to describe my attackers. 
Never offered to escort me back to the dorm so I could point them out. No nothing. And it wasn’t that I had 
to catch a bus that was leaving right away either. I stayed in a holding cell for several hours all by myself 
until the bus arrived to take a load of us back to the central jail. 

Oddly, this one relatively minor attack so long ago was another contributor in antagonizing me further 
against the judicial system when Bureau of Prisons’ officials refused to bring other inmates who attacked 
me to justice. As you’ll see later, their oversight contributed greatly to allowing the real arsonists to remain 
free a while longer. All that will be coming folks after we wade through some more criminal history. When 
I say I brought a lot of excess baggage to the relationship I had with Snake and his bunch of malcontents I 
know from where I speak — and you will too! 

Alright, I learned my lesson. Keep my mouth shut as to why I was in jail, even to staff. You see, child 
molesting is the worst looked down upon crime among prison inmates. You can go out and premeditate one 
or more murders. You can sell drugs to kids. But if you as much as touch a child in a non-forcible sexual 
way you are at the bottom of the skewed pecking order of prison culture and are continually made to feel 
like soiled pieces of baggage by way of harassment and threats. And when you advise inmates that those 
drug sales to kids could do them more harm than a non-forcible sexual encounter you just send them more 
over the deep end and against you. 

The most troublesome inmates to us molesters were the white, muscular, loud, tattooed, doper/biker 
kinds of guys. These are the very ones who during my last two prison stints would watch old reruns — the 
ones on weekdays early in the evenings before prime time shows — of Married With Children and lust 
over Kelly Bundy, played by Christina Applegate. 

Out of curiosity, I checked the show’s and her Web sites on the internet and found out she was 15-
years-old on the dates of original airing for all 13 episodes of the 1st season and 11 episodes of the 2nd; 16-
years-old during 11 episodes of the 2nd season and 2 of the 3rd; 17-years-old during 20 episodes of the 3rd 
season and 9 in the 4th. And the longer that the lag time was between taping and air dates would mean that 
her real age in each episode was younger than these figures indicate. The way these inmates openly 
expressed their desire for her among themselves, I’d bet not too many of them would turn her down if they 
had a consenting opportunity to do so even though that would make them a “child molester” in the eyes of 
the law too — unless, of course, the age of consent is lower in that location — it’s 16 in some states. I 
confronted one of the inmates prone to harassing me about her real age in the shows and he justified his 
lust by saying, “well she’s an adult today.” “But she wasn’t in the pictures you’re lusting after” I felt like 
saying but didn’t want to press my luck. Actress Jodie Foster was on TV and in movies when she was 10- 
or 11-years-old. Just because she’s an adult now does that make it O.K. to lust over her pre-teen-age 
pictures? Clearly these doper/bikers don’t have the best of priorities either. I’d classify them as “closet” 
child molesters, but I dared not say that to their faces though. What do you think? And what about you 
people reading this? Have you ever had sexual fantasies for a sexy-looking performer in a movie that 
appears to be an adult but is in reality a tad under 18? Think about that the next time you are tempted to 
harass an ex-sex offender like me. 

I can also remember that when I was in prison back in 1987 these same kinds of rowdy inmates were 
watching old reruns of Family Ties and lusting over Justine Bateman. A check on the internet finds that she 
was 16-years-old during the show’s 1st season. Clearly there are a lot of closet molesters that will be 
released out among you that no one seems to be worried about. Hmmm — haven’t thought much about that 
have you? I welcome your thoughts on the subject. Well, enough preaching and venting on this topic; let’s 
get back to our story. Oh, one more thing — all the negatives I received during my various prison stays 
relating to my known status as a child molester does play a considerable role in why the arsonists are still at 
large, so my harping about how we are so despised is not just idle chit chat. It is a very key part to this 
complex and intertwined story. More baggage? You bet! 

As often happens to defendants, I was charged with more counts than were proper or valid. In the end 
though, the two counts I pled guilty to were the actual acts I did do, so I can’t complain that I have a 
conviction on my record for something I didn’t do in this particular case. Not so on some convictions later 
down the line though, but they will be gotten to in their proper time. After we already had the preliminary 
hearing and I was bound over to Superior Court police arrested me again. Their excuse as to why it wasn’t 
done before was that the boy was on vacation and not available to identify my picture. Once he returned 
and did so I was rearrested, bailed out, had another preliminary hearing, got bound over to Superior Court 
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and from there everything was consolidated together. My guilty plea was to one count from each of these 
previously separate court filings. In the process, all these extra court appearances ended up costing us more 
in attorney fees. 

I’m probably madder about that today, after I’ve suffered through so many more unnecessary judicial-
system-mandated costs, than I was way back then. Each cost I shouldn’t have suffered has been added to 
previous costs of the same nature and has made me more and more hyper-sensitive about being made to pay 
money out of MY pocket. I don’t hide the fact that messing with my money or property are the two worst 
offenses the judicial system has ever committed against me. They are the biggest pieces of baggage I lug 
around constantly. Absent those offenses, I would have never even met Snake and his “road dogs.” And the 
fires, assuming they were responsible for them (as I tend to believe they are), would have never happened. 

I was also mad that bail was jacked up so excessively, which cost us more in lost bank interest while 
the courts had our money. Some of the counts which alleged acts I never did were dismissed after the boys 
testified at the preliminary hearing. Even though bail was lowered at that time, it was too late. Six months 
interest out of a high-interest term account was already lost because the banks charged us an early-
withdrawal penalty. This shouldn’t have been necessary if authorities would have done their homework 
properly and filed only the proper charges. 

It was November 11, 1971 when I pled guilty to two counts of Penal Code § 288. Superior Court 
Judge William H. Rosenthal wanted two psychiatrists to examine me before making a final determination 
on my case. According to transcripts, he asked my attorney, Sidney W. Bishop, “Do you want this matter to 
be disposed of in December, or do you want it to go over until after the first of the year?” “In December, if 
it can be done, Your Honor” was Mr. Bishop’s response. From a meeting they had in chambers moments 
earlier, I already knew Rosenthal was offering me the choice of either before or after Christmas. Against 
my dad’s recommendation, I chose December because I wanted to get all this over with before. Even 
though I wasn’t expecting to go into custody, I was worried and too impatient to have to wait all through 
the Christmas holidays in order to have peace of mind as to whether I would be going in. When I found out 
the psychs were recommending Atascadero State Hospital rather than probation with out-patient therapy, as 
I was pushing for, I asked to postpone it until the January court date. “Could this matter be held over until 
after the holidays, your Honor?” Mr. Bishop asked Rosenthal on my December 15th court date. “I don’t 
think so. Motion denied,” was Rosenthal’s response and I was stuck in the Los Angeles County Jail a 
couple weeks right through the holidays waiting for transfer to Atascadero. Merry Christmas to me. Grrr!    
: - ( 

This too, (missing a Christmas I shouldn’t have had to miss) was another one of those anger 
provoking things that, when combined with being made to miss Christmas 1993, which also shouldn’t have 
been missed, contributed to allowing the real arsonists to remain free a while longer. Once we get to those 
chapters you will see how these things all tie in real clearly. 

Atascadero was, at the time, the primary hospital facility in California where those diagnosed as being 
a Mentally Disordered Sex Offender (MDSO) were incarcerated while they received treatment. Three 
major classifications of inmates — officially called patients — were treated there: MDSOs, those classified 
under § 1026 of the Penal Code as being innocent at the time of the crime by reason of insanity, and those 
classified under § 1370 of the Penal Code as being unable to understand the charges they are facing and 
unable to assist their attorney with their own defense. Because there were so many sex offenders in the 
place, those that weren’t did not harass or threaten those of us who were. 

I quickly found out one of the diagnoses they labeled me with was “pedophile.” That’s the first time I 
ever heard that word so obviously I wanted to know what it meant. What I found out was rather shocking. 
A pedophile is a person who is predisposed to having a sexual attraction to children primarily of pre-
pubescent age. Why that’s not me at all. Granted, I had sex with pre-pubescent age boys, but that was not 
my primary attraction. I’ve already covered how my attractions lean toward slender athletic guys. Sure, I 
did a pedophile act, but that doesn’t make me a pedophile, any more than if going to bed with a woman 
would make me a heterosexual. What I’m saying here is, I can do a heterosexual act with a woman, but if 
my primary attractions are for men, then I retain the label of homosexual. I was not, and am not, a 
pedophile by its definition. 

By this time I had only had a brief interview with one of the institution’s psychiatrists. Ongoing 
therapy sessions will be conducted by psychiatric technicians who will report on my progress to the 
psychiatrist in charge of the ward I live on. So far, I was just getting to know the routine and make friends 
with my fellow patients. No hostilities at all were detected. On the contrary, the other patients went out of 
their way to make me comfortable and help me. Part of the therapy at Atascadero was communicating and 
working with each other. I learned early on that we were under constant observation by staff who reported 
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our general ward behavior back to the psychiatrist in charge. Everything was considered a therapy. A 
patient’s job assignment was “industrial therapy.” If you were involved in learning employment-related 
skills that was “occupational therapy.” Why just daily interacting in your daily environment was “milieu 
therapy.” When all the patients and staff got together to discuss happenings related to the ward as a whole 
that was “therapeutic community,” or “TC.” And when we met in small groups with a psychiatric 
technician to discuss in depth our problems that was “psychotherapy.” 

Away from the prying ears of staff some fellow patients and myself shared stories of what got us here 
to begin with. I was quickly filled in on the game I would have to play if I ever wanted to see the streets 
again. For one thing, telling them that young children are not my cup of tea won’t fly. Even admitting that 
I’m gay with interests in legal-age guys may pose a difficulty. Although staff did tend to accept a 
homosexual orientation, as long as it was with consenting adults, such activity was still illegal in California. 
That didn’t change until 1976. And also, we were still a year or two away from the American Psychological 
Association and the American Psychiatric Association’s decisions to officially remove homosexuality (and 
gay identity) from their diagnostic list of emotional and mental disorders. I already mentioned the response 
I got from a psychiatric technician when I told him that I had been molested by a priest back in the fourth 
grade. That story quickly became, I was molested by other older boys at the military school. 

So here was my “politically correct” version for staff. I’m attracted to girls my age but was too shy to 
ask them out so I sought out satisfaction with boys because that was the only sexual experience I knew of 
because I was molested by some older boys at school when I was young. I realize now how wrong it was to 
do and I plan to go out with girls my age when I get out. If this was considered playing a game and games 
are a form of recreation and if everything we do is some kind of therapy could I call this “recreational 
therapy”? Hmmm. All kidding aside, I know this was a serious thing. After all, Judge Rosenthal committed 
me there for an indefinite period under § 6316 of the Welfare and Institutions Code. Indefinite — that’s like 
forever. Ouch! 

While I was out on bail my attorney left me with the impression that it would be for just 90 days. I 
think he said that because he saw how upset I was when I heard just that amount of time. He was telling me 
how I will be expected to bring out my problems in therapy sessions and I was remembering how I got beat 
up at Wayside and how I was left with the definite impression that what I did must never come out to other 
inmates. Anyway, Judge Rosenthal made it an indefinite commitment but ordered the hospital staff to send 
progress reports back every 90 days on me. I, of course, heard the 90 day part and relayed that to 
Atascadero therapists that I was only suppose to be there 90 days. They interpreted that as me refusing to 
cooperate with therapy and sent me back to court as “unamenable” to treatment. They recommended the 
court recommit me under another section of the Welfare and Institutions Code; 6326. This indefinite 
commitment, called the “round robin” number, allowed them to shuffle a patient back and forth from 
Atascadero when he’s not cooperating with the treatment program to state prison. The reasoning behind 
that being that the state prison will be like the punishment you get if you refuse to “program.” Once the 
prison staff sees you becoming “amenable” to treatment they send you back to Atascadero, who will send 
you right back if you backslide. Hence the term “round robin.” 

At a considerable cost in private psychiatric fees, along with the fees of my private attorney, we got 
Judge Rosenthal to send me back to Atascadero under my original 6316 number. Not only did this prevent 
them from sending me to prison, but Rosenthal ordered them to house me in a ward with a different staff of 
therapists and doctors. Having been better schooled in what conduct I would have to portray in order to get 
them to send me back to court with a favorable recommendation, I now set about establishing myself anew 
with this staff. 

I was in county jail 4 months fighting this “round robin” recommendation and with the 3 months at 
Atascadero the first time, I had 7 months under my belt. But as far as the hospital staff saw it, I was there 
all anew just like a new patient arriving for the first time. Being an indefinite commitment, they don’t 
consider credits for time I already served as actual jail sentences do. That 7 months was “dead time” as far 
as they were concerned — even the first 3 months because I was “unamenable” then. I was mad about that, 
of course, but kept it to myself. After all, my life was at stake here. I wanted to go home as soon as 
possible. 

Although having a sexual relationship with Chris, one of my fellow patients, helped me more than any 
“traditional” therapy I ever received, I had to continue showing staff how my “intention” was to date girls 
my own age. They encouraged me to join the Young Generation Club. For this club, the institution brought 
women in from Cal Poly, a college nearby. These women were suppose to help patients overcome their fear 
of communicating with women and I guess that would mean they would then find women attractive 
partners to date from then on rather than look for children. The thing is though, I was gay. I didn’t have any 



 
 
 

 
23 

 
 
 
 

trouble communicating with women. I just didn’t want to date or have sex with them. But of course I 
couldn’t tell them that, so it was off to Young Generation every week for our socializing. I missed TV 
shows I wanted to see, but heck, it was part of the game that had to be played. 

As time went by I became increasingly impatient. They restructured their programs in the early part of 
1973 whereby all sex offenders were going to be housed together in the same ward. Their plan was to treat 
them together in a “Sexual Reorientation Program” rather than in the mixed groups with other types of 
offenders, as was the practice up until then. This new sex-offenders program was advertised as being not 
less than a 9-month program. The stickler was though, that they considered it that minimum amount 
whether we had a number of months under our belt in other programs or not. I could have gone in with all 
the back time I had accumulated and completed it in the same amount of time as some new guy just coming 
in off the streets with nary a bit of therapy in the bank. I found that as not right. Of course, they don’t go by 
time as prison sentences do so that’s how they justified not counting one’s back time. 

All MDSOs have to return to court in order to get released to the streets. We all work toward the goal 
of having staff classify us as no longer an MDSO and no longer a danger to society. With this 
recommendation, judges often grant the offender probation with a requirement that they continue in therapy 
out in the community. When I returned to court the first time, Atascadero’s recommendation was that I was 
still an MDSO and still a danger to the community. Even though all of the privately-retained psychiatrists 
who examined me at the county jail determined that I was no longer an MDSO and not a danger, Judge 
Rosenthal was not ready to release me. 

Not wanting to break in a whole new staff and have them get to know me all from scratch, I began to 
explore my other options. Of course, I didn’t want to return to court with an unfavorable report like last 
time. Unlike the ward I was on during my first stay there, this ward was not headed by a psychiatrist. In fact 
the guy wasn’t even a doctor at all. Mr. William A. Ernst’s title was Program Director VI. He told me that 
if I requested to return to court he would still classify me as an MDSO, but would state that I had improved 
enough to where I was no longer a danger to society. While he wouldn’t recommend probation to the judge, 
he wouldn’t recommend prison either. Now I’ll be the first to admit, in hindsight I should have jumped 
through the hoops they wanted and gone into their new program but I was home sick. I wanted to go home, 
and I was too impatient to wait any longer. 

Because Ernst was not a doctor and the report to the court requires a doctor’s signature, it was left up 
to Dr. Alfred J. Rucci M.D., the Acting Medical Director to stick his John Hancock on it. Without ever as 
much as talking to me though he said, “This report is to inform the judge that in my opinion this man is still 
a mentally disordered sex offender, has not recovered, and remains a danger to society and should not be 
given a new opportunity to victimize others. He has not benefited from therapy and should be returned to 
court for resumption of criminal proceedings.” How he can say that I had, “not benefited from therapy” 
when on the second page of his report, those staff members who actually interacted with me on a regular 
basis wrote that my, “insight into problems has shown slight improvements” is beyond me. It was 
particularly angering when I read that, “He has an isolated interest in bird watching and star gazing and he 
has not learned how to approach an interest with adults.” Excuse me here people. While bird watching was 
a hobby I got into shortly before my arrest, astronomy was well establish and serious. At the time of my 
arrest I was attending meetings at an additional astronomical society, besides being a member of Mr. 
Truxton’s Valley Astronomy Club. Isolated? Get your facts straight people! These groups, along with the 
Audubon society for bird watching were, and are, run by adults. 

Them saying I hadn’t “learned how to approach an interest with adults” stems from their criticism that 
I didn’t join in with many of the activities other patients were doing on the ward such as playing cards with 
each other, playing table games, pool, or ping pong. Sure, I could have entered into these things regularly 
and let the staff see me socializing with my peers, but these activities didn’t interest me. My interests and 
hobbies lied in another area. Is that so wrong? Put me in with a bunch of others interested in astronomy or 
nature study like I am and you’d see all sorts of socializing out of me. Needless to say, all those patients 
who liked all those kinds of games and partook in them regularly found favor with staff and got the better 
reports when it come time to return to court. From management training classes I’ve had, such a 
phenomenon is called a “halo effect” — the opposite of a prejudice. I would like them to answer how 
playing cards or whatever regularly with fellow patients is suppose to change a person’s sexual interest 
from children to adults. Well, its part of that philosophy that everything we did was therapy. Oh ya’, 
“milieu therapy,” that’s what I wasn’t participating in. 

There were a couple other things that were always prominently mentioned in their reports too. Hitting 
the woman in church was one of course, without any acknowledgment that victimization of me led to it. 
The other was a dispute I had with Mrs. Maze, a customer whose apartment I was at as a TV repairman 
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shortly before my arrest. I was working for Packard Bell as one of their in-home repairman going into 
customers’ homes to fix their sets. I was at a return visit to Mrs. Maze one day after her set went out a 
second time. The labor and new parts we put in are guaranteed for 90-days, but if any other parts became 
defective the customer has to pay for them. Back in the days when TVs all had vacuum tubes, service calls 
to replace them were quite common. In fact, seldom was it anything but vacuum tubes that went out. Well 
this gal had another tube fail and I put a new one in which fixed the set. That made her happy until she saw 
that I was charging her for the new tube. She apparently thought she should get it fixed for free because she 
already paid for it. But she’s not paying for labor or the service call, only the new tube. Had one of the 
tubes we installed previously gone out, it would have been replaced for free. But our warranty didn’t cover 
every old part in the set. When she refused to pay the bill I attempted to repossess her set and walk out the 
door. She stood on the narrow spiral staircase in an attempt to block my way downstairs but I brushed by 
her, actually squeezed is more accurate. With the set in my arms, I squeezed by her much as two people in a 
narrow corridor attempt to squeeze past each other, only we were not in contact with each other because her 
TV was between the two of us. Eventually I was charged with battery and, if I remember correctly, pled no 
contest to it. I had already been arrested for the child molesting by that time and my attorney disposed of 
the matter without me ever attending a court appearance. Had I have known it was going to be used against 
me to such an extent, I would have insisted on telling my story in court. Yes, repossessing the whole set 
was an overreaction. I should have just pulled the new tube out of the set and left. But to charge me with a 
crime when she’s blocking the way? I don’t think so! 

To Atascadero though, these two crimes against women were a major hot point they held over my 
head. Absent them, I don’t think getting a favorable report out of them would have been so difficult. 
Having been held so accountable for the Maze incident when Bureau of Prisons’ staff refused to get me a 
photospread when I told them I could ID two of the three inmates who attacked me at the United States 
Penitentiary at Lompoc on July 2, 1994 was fully on my mind when I let them know I would not disclose 
the identity of the arsonists until my attackers are identified. We’ll be getting to that in its good time now 
folks, so just hold on. Be patient. Kick back. The arsonists ain’t going nowhere — hopefully. (They have 
no idea I’m ready to spill the beans.) 

Anyway, I got pretty disgusted over the whole thing. How can it benefit me if I have to deny who 
really molested me? How can it benefit me if I have to play the part of a heterosexual? I should have 
insisted on sticking to the truth — that’s my major mistake. Today I stand up for the things I believe in and 
have even included them in an OATH. (See Appendix II.) The sad thing about all of this is that when we 
patients talked among ourselves, without staff’s nosy ears listening in, we tended to be a lot more honest 
because we didn’t have to constantly be on guard and putting a best foot forward in order to get that 
favorable report back to the court. It’s amazing how many “true” pedophiles — those who have a sexual 
interest in children only if they are pre-pubescent and only if they have no hair on their genitals — ended 
up getting that anticipated favorable report back to court because they jumped through all the proper hoops; 
i.e. did all the right amounts of socializing on the ward with the games etc. Kinda’ tells ya’ where staff’s 
priorities really were doesn’t it? 

I say to this day, I benefited tremendously from my stay at Atascadero. But all that benefiting was 
done outside of organized therapy groups conducted by staff. I communicated openly with other gay people 
who were much more comfortable with their identity than I was at the time. It was there I learned of the 
Metropolitan Community Church, a gay-Christian oriented church founded by Reverend Troy Perry. It was 
there I learned of the recently-founded Gay Community Services Center in Hollywood where gay people 
could go to meet others and find various kinds of assistance. While I was becoming increasingly 
comfortable with my gay identity and filling myself with joy that I had access to a community of like-
minded people out there with which I could build a wonderful support system, I was reduced to remaining a 
liar to staff who were led to believe I was a heterosexual who would seek out girls my own age when I get 
out. 

After I read Dr. Rucci’s report they tried to get me to change my mind and enter into their newly-
formed sexual-offenders’ program but by now I was fed up. Of course, all the blame was put on me that I 
was not cooperating with professionals who are suppose to know so much more because they’ve gone 
through all that schooling. Well, little ol’ me, with just high school under my belt at the time, had 
something to teach them. Unfortunately, they, and society, weren’t ready to deal with such issues quite yet. 
Those issues being that priests do molest children, so believe it when somebody tells you that. And, 
homosexuals can live productive happy lives filled with self esteem and wonderful friends. Heterosexuality 
need not be the only goal of therapy to achieve those qualities. 

I returned to court in the spring of 1973 with Dr. Rucci’s report tagging right along. It cost us more in 
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attorney and private psychiatrist fees to try to defend against what he said. Not only did all of the private 
psychiatrists — and even a Rehabilitation Therapist from Atascadero (Mr. Richard E. O’Shanghnessy) who 
knew me personally throughout my two stays there — recommend probation; but the probation officer who 
filed an in-depth report with the court even recommended probation with intensive therapy. But no, Judge 
Rosenthal sentenced me to state prison for the term prescribed by law — 1 year to life. 

Back then we had indeterminate sentencing. A person’s release was determined by the “Adult 
Authority.” This parole board traveled from institution to institution, conducting their hearings on inmates 
that were scheduled for release consideration. After a 3-month stay at the Reception and Guidance Center 
at Chino — where all Southern-California inmates went for processing — I was transferred to San Quentin. 
This maximum-security institution, housing some of the most violent prisoners in the state, was not the 
kind of place a non-violent child molester should be sent. Staff agreed. I was given two different reasons 
why I was sent there. One was that it was by mistake. The other was that there was a deadline they had to 
make to get me seen by the board, and in order to meet it I had to go to San Quentin where the traveling 
board was currently at. That was probably the true reason. Because I was well over the year minimum my 
sentence carried they had so many days from the time of sentencing to get me seen by the board. I saw 
them and was then on the next bus back down to California Men’s Colony. 

My two-week stay there was not without horror though. November 22 brings sad memories to many 
of us old enough to have been alive when President John F. Kennedy was assassinated. But that date also 
brings to my mind another horrible incident. Although not as bad, this one was directly observed by me and 
because of that, it has become deeply engrained in my memory ever since. November 22nd in 1973 was 
Thanksgiving Day. We were all standing in the “upper” prison yard waiting to go in to eat lunch. The big 
Thanksgiving meal was going to be served at dinner time. I was talking to an inmate right in front of me 
who I knew from Atascadero. Although he wasn’t a sex offender, he knew I was and still remained 
friendly. All of a sudden a gang-member looking guy come up from behind him and started stabbing on 
him with a knife. My acquaintance started screaming to attract the officers which quickly arrived. I saw the 
attacker put the knife away inside his coat and disappear into the crowd which engulfed him in such a way 
as to give him cover and ability to escape. 

I learned later that the guy being attacked was not hurt too bad, so at least I don’t have the memory of 
seeing a murder in my mind. I heard two different rumors as to why he was being attacked. One was that he 
stole some inmate’s shoes. Steeling from a fellow inmate is considered a serious offense by inmates. The 
other rumor was that he was a snitch. In the twisted value system of prison life, the second worst thing one 
can be is a snitch — the worse, as I said before, was a child molester. Probably third would be steeling from 
another inmate. But murder doesn’t rate any bad points at all in the eyes of hardened convicts. In fact, this 
attacker may have even scored some brownie points from his fellow convicts. Gang members actually earn 
stature from their violent peers when they commit violence, especially when it is eliminating one of the 
“despised” ones. Unlike most of those who believe in the inmate “code of silence,” I reported what I saw to 
staff. Unlike the sheriff deputies back at Wayside, these officers were interested in the description I was 
able to provide of the attacker. I don’t know if they ever caught him or not because I left there the following 
week and boy was I glad. 

Although California Men’s Colony wasn’t considered as high of a security institution as San Quentin, 
it still housed 1st degree murderers and the like. My offense became known to the general population in one 
of two ways. Either inmate clerks with access to inmate files saw it written and spread it around or some 
prejudice staff member spread it around. I’m sure of the former and strongly suspect the later. One 
particular officer was noticeably hostile to me and had made some disparaging remarks to me about my 
offense on more than one occasion. I don’t believe any of the few inmates I knew from Atascadero spread 
it around because none of them showed me any hostility. 

This state prison experience left me so awfully embittered it’s still hard to talk about it without 
elevating my blood pressure manyfold. Here I was, a young looking early twenty’s inmate, being subjected 
to the worse God awful offensive sexual harassing solicitation, and sometimes even threatful sexual 
solicitation, imaginable. Homosexuality in prison was a commonly engaged in activity by a sizeable 
number of long-sentence-serving convicts. These are the kinds of guys who probably despised homosexuals 
on the outside and would never in the slightest of ways consider themselves to be homosexuals at all. They 
justify that opinion of themselves this way: They’re fantasizing on a woman when they’re getting their dick 
sucked or if they’re fucking some guy in the ass. This is how that prison mentality runs folks. You can be a 
buffed up weight lifting tattooed macho heterosexual convict with naked girly pictures torn out of 
magazines plastered all over your cell’s walls and no one in the least will consider you a homosexual if you 
engage in one of the above mentioned sex acts with a fellow inmate. Now if you take it in the ass or do the 
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sucking, then you’re the homosexual. Actually, that assessment does make sense. A straight person 
performing a homosexual act should not consider himself a homosexual if his predisposition is for someone 
of the opposite sex. Now if that macho convict with the advertised interest in girls actually fantasized on 
the guy he is having sex with he should consider himself a bi-sexual. I knew some like this who would 
never admit it to their friends. 

Anyway, those of us who were young looking shy appearing types with no tattoos were particularly 
prone to victimization. Tattoos you ask? What do they have to do with it? Tattoos, especially having 
multiple ones, are a sort of badge of honor among the other convicts. They establish you as one of the 
“regulars.” Basically it boils down to this — you can be a young attractive guy, but if you got a bunch of 
tattoos plastered all over your body and you speak the rowdy language that all the other “regulars” speak 
and you hang around with them, and only them, you got a smooth ride ahead of you as far as doing time the 
easy way. No one’s going to bother you and if someone does you got your “road dogs” (friends) to back 
you up. 

These guys, by the way, are somewhat offended if you call them inmate. They proudly say they’re 
“convicts” and emphasize that in a way that it is meant to mean a higher level of prisoner. These are exactly 
the kinds of inmates I mentioned earlier that are the most troublesome to molesters. I lived daily with 
threats of one kind or another. One progress report mentioned how I stayed in my cell most of the time. 
That was not because I was locked in there. We had our own keys to our cells and were free to come and go 
throughout the day. Only at night were we locked in. I was too afraid to be out among the other inmates. 
Even with a gun tower looking directly over the yard anything could happen. Heck, it was just a short time 
earlier I saw the attempted murder at San Quentin. And that was over a less-hated inmate than me. I have 
vivid memories of this one particular 1st degree murderer, who was well liked by other inmates, going out 
of his way to harass me. The track area where inmates walked and jogged went right by the weight pile 
where the worst offenders hung out much of the time. I could not pass without some comment by him, and 
then once that started, his “dogs.” Sometimes it was unmistakably directed at me, but more often than not, 
it was a comment whispered to a friend, but purposely said loud enough for me to hear, “ya, so and so 
wants 20 packs to do ’em.” 20 packs being 20 packs of cigarettes, the common “currency” inmates on the 
yard use because real currency was not allowed. While 20 packs may seem like a cheap price to pay to kill 
somebody, I’m sure some would do it for the “status” they would earn — especially when it was a child 
molester they were getting rid of. 

I felt so betrayed by the judicial system. It seemed I couldn’t get anyone to protect me from it because 
it was too “minor” of an issue for staff to enforce. One day two inmates entered my cell with the intention 
of raping me. I put up a fight and got hit on the forehead by a belt buckle as one inmate swung his belt at 
me. They immediately left when they saw the blood but not without threatening me to keep my “fucking 
mouth shut!” Stupid me did, and I’m still mad about it. I guess that’s why I’m so insistent about bringing 
the inmates who attacked me at the United States Penitentiary at Lompoc on July 2, 1994 to justice. Here, I 
knew who these guys were too. Although there were no witnesses, I think staff would have saw to it they 
were punished even if it wasn’t by bringing them up on new charges. They only need a preponderance of 
the evidence to find an inmate guilty of breaking a prison rule, whereby in court they need evidence beyond 
a reasonable doubt. Of course, I would have had to be put in administrative segregation, also known as the 
hole, for my own protection until they transferred me to another prison, but at least they wouldn’t have 
gotten by with it. 

After I was turned down for release by the parole board for another year, the maximum that was 
allowed by law, I attempted suicide. I just couldn’t take it any longer. Aspirins were readily available to 
inmates back then. In fact, they were left out in the open for us. We could literally go and grab a handful 
from the drawer. And that’s exactly what I did. I can remember swallowing pill after pill for what seemed 
like the longest time. When I woke up early the next morning before light and saw that I was still alive I 
tried to cut my wrist with a razor blade. With that unsuccessful, I stumbled my way to sick call after 
breakfast, which I skipped. I can remember throwing up the blackest of stuff from my stomach before I did 
make my way over there though. And for several days my hearing was impaired and I had a constant 
ringing in my ears. 

They sewed up my inch-long gash and sent me on my way with orders to come back later to see the 
psych when he arrived at work. That particular day was the one day of the week our quad was allowed to 
go to the canteen though, so before I made my way to the psych’s office I stopped by there to pick up a few 
things. I can remember that psych asking to see what I bought and determining that I must not be suicidal 
any longer because I bought ketchup. I guess his thought was that a bottle of ketchup lasts a long time, 
therefore my plans must mean I intend to be around to use it. Anyway, he sent me back to my housing unit 
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with the recommendation that I come back the following week. You know, back in those days the bottles of 
ketchup they sold us were glass, not plastic like they sell now. Why wasn’t he concerned that I could break 
the bottle and stab myself in the neck with the sharp protrusions still intact on the piece I had in my hand? 
Hmmm. It just shows you how little concern they really showed for us. When somebody attempted suicide 
at Atascadero they locked him in a stripped down room all by himself and posted somebody by his door to 
monitor him constantly until they figured he was no longer suicidal. 

Anyway, life went on; and so did I. My parents, now more concerned about me than ever, hired a new 
attorney to see if anything could be done to get me out. As it turned out, he found several court case 
decisions that could be used to get my conviction reversed. Before a defendant is allowed to plead guilty to 
a crime case law requires them to advise him of all the consequences his guilty plea carries. One of those 
consequences for sex offenders is that they will be required to register with police as an ex-sex offender 
once they are released from confinement. Because I was not so advised we had grounds for filing a Writ of 
Habeas Corpus. Judge Rosenthal reversed my sentence and in January 1975 I was transported back to the 
county jail for further court proceedings. I’ll never forget for as long as I live Rosenthal’s comment to me 
on that first day in court. He mentioned how I looked so much better than the last time he saw me, as if to 
imply that the incarceration had done me good in some way. Well, what do you expect from a guy who 
does think prison sentences do people good? My emotional frame of mind, after what the inmates had done 
to me for the last year and a half, was considerably worse than it was on the last day I stood in his 
courtroom. With a boiling anger inside of me as fierce as it could ever be, I wanted to scream at him in the 
worst of ways so he would have some understanding of what going to prison did to me. But better judgment 
took over and I kept my mouth shut. After a reasonable bail was set I walked out of the same Van Nuys 
Superior Court building that I entered three years and one month earlier when he took me off of the streets. 

For further court proceedings I was transferred to the courtroom of Superior Court Judge Charles M. 
Hughes. Both Hughes and the deputy district attorney agreed that I had done enough time. They were 
willing to grant me probation if I agreed to plead guilty to the same two counts I pled guilty to in 1971 
provided two court-appointed psychiatrists found that I was not a danger to the community. And that’s 
where Dr. Marcus Crahan, M.D. comes in. You remember him from Chapter 4 don’t you? Anyway him, 
along with another court-appointed psych plus one we retained, all determined I was no longer a danger to 
the community and recommended probation with therapy. 

The thing is though, we got stuck with the tab for all the court-ordered psychiatric treatment. 
Officially I was in treatment for a sex problem, but in reality I had rages and rages of anger that needed 
addressing more than anything else. I was too scared though to bring them out in therapy for fear word 
would get back to the judge. Throughout all these years in custody the main thing all of them nit-picked 
about so awfully much was that I was a “danger to the community” and therefore unworthy of release. My 
main goal now was to jump through all the hoops they wanted to make damn sure that that designation 
doesn’t get placed on me again, which could make me open to re-imprisonment. Not only wasn’t I going to 
tell them about the extreme anger I had over the abuse I suffered by the inmates, but I made up that I was 
dating a woman my age. Her name was “Susan” and I met her in a college class I was taking on bird 
identification. Susan was the name my parents had picked out for me before I was born if I would have 
been a girl, although I don’t believe that’s the reason I used that name to my “therapist.” 

If I needed any kind of psychiatric treatment, it was to work on the new emotional problems the prison 
experience caused. And that surely shouldn’t have been on my tab. I was in their care and should have been 
kept safe. The fact that I wasn’t means they were negligent to some degree. Now don’t negligent parties 
pay to correct damages they cause or allow to happen? They were concerned enough with my mental health 
to require this aftercare. Why weren’t they concerned before sentencing when the majority of professionals 
advised against prison and predicted it would have negative consequences on me? The fact that those 
predicted negatives come true should indicate that those responsible for allowing them to happen should 
foot the bill to correct them. 

Senate Bill 42 changed the law from indeterminate to determinate sentencing shortly after I was 
released on probation. Of course, I didn’t know these changes were in the works at the time, but the result 
was that if I would have just sat back and done my time without filing a Writ I would have gotten out 
shortly anyway on state parole. Not only would I have saved the attorney fees we spent on the Writ, but I 
would have gotten mental health aftercare paid for by the state. You see, parolees required to attend these 
sessions as part of a parole condition get it at no cost to them. Me being on probation got stuck with it 
because the county probation department has no budget to pay for psychiatric therapy. The way I see it, I 
did the time as any other inmate, so I should receive the same state paid “therapy” benefits as any other ex-
inmate on parole. But no, it don’t work that way. Grrr! 
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Besides having to pay these damn psych fees and fees for the attorney to do the Writ, I was cheated 
out of my $200.00 release money we are suppose to get when we are released from prison. I wrote back and 
requested it but never heard from them. I guess they figured that I didn’t have it coming because I got out 
through the court rather than going out on parole as most other inmates do. At a later incarceration I read 
the policy in their rule book and found out I did have it coming. As it turns out, any inmates that have been 
in custody for a set minimum amount of time are entitled to be given release funds. I did the time and I 
surely expect my money. When I found that out I tried to file for it but was told that no records are 
available to verify whether I was given it or not. I was going to appeal further but didn’t after being caught 
committing an in-prison vandalism. 

 
Before we get to the next chapter there are a few other incidents to report on first. I committed 

misdemeanor petty theft twice and pled guilty both times although one was dropped to trespassing. I got a 
14-day county jail sentence on one and a $250.00 fine on the other. My probation was violated but I was 
not given any additional jail time on the violation. 

Newspaper articles reporting on “Fedbuster” were quick to point out that I tried to burn down the 
Sands hotel in Las Vegas. Well, that’s not exactly true so let me go through that story now. I went to Las 
Vegas with an adult friend and his juvenile brother one weekend in September 1976 without permission 
from my probation officer to leave Los Angeles County. 

We got some of those free “fun books” the casinos give out as promotional gimmicks in order to get 
patrons to come in and gamble. One such book was from the Sands hotel. The three of us come in just long 
enough to cash in the coupons to get our freebies. After that we were headed out the door when it 
happened. We apparently caught the eye of a security guard who obviously knew we were just mooches — 
getting what we could for free and not spending anything in return. While there was nothing illegal about 
that, he apparently didn’t like it. Seconds after we were outside the front door he whistled me over to him. 
“Let me see that” he says as he points to the “fun book” in my hand. As my hand neared his he snatched the 
book from me in a very rude way and said, “now don’ t  come back .” That attitude pissed me off royally 
and I wasn’t going to let him get by with it. Even though there were no more coupons we wanted to cash in, 
that attitude and the way he stole it from me was too much to accept. Why, if I snatched something out of 
somebody’s hands like that I’d be subject to arrest for robbery. I had a road flare in my car so the next day, 
shortly before the Wayne Newton show was going to start, the juvenile and I went to an upper floor of the 
hotel. He pulled the fire alarm button as I climbed through the ceiling escape hatch of the elevator car and 
set the ignited flare on top. That top up there was all metal. There was no way a fire was going to get 
started. On the contrary, our intent was to have them evacuate the place right before the start of Wayne 
Newton’s show which would cause them inconvenience and cost them money. If you read the OATH in 
Appendix II you will see that my methods of non-violent revenge have always been to “cost, 
inconvenience, embarrass, and/or aggravate a perpetrator, or organization he or she represents.” Although 
my OATH had yet to be written back in 1976, its policy of how I conduct my revenge was well established. 
No fire did, or was intended to, start on that metal top within a concrete shaft. Getting everybody to 
peaceably evacuate the building and cause them aggravation to return the aggravation they gave us was the 
intention. 

Unfortunately, we were seen and arrested for 4th degree arson. No charges were ever filed by the 
district attorney though and the case was dropped. Unfortunately, it resulted in a probation violation for 
leaving the county without permission. When I pled guilty to that violation Judge Hughes insisted I also 
plead guilty to being in the company of a minor without having a responsible adult present. I had a letter 
from the 18-year-old adult who was with us, but Hughes said he doesn’t consider an 18-year-old a 
responsible adult. But still he’s an adult. I can have sex with him legally. Well, I relented to Hughes’ 
pressure and pled guilty to that violation anyway. As long as it gets me reinstated on probation. He had 
previously stuck me in the county jail for two weeks pending this formal violation hearing and that caused 
me to miss the extravagant 50th anniversary celebration the astronomical society I belonged to was putting 
on in November 1976. This was only a technical violation. I wasn’t facing any new charges. There was no 
reason he couldn’t postpone it a little longer. You already know I’m a serious amateur astronomer, so it 
goes without saying how very mad I was — and still am — at missing this event that can’t be made up. 

Missing this anniversary was a contributor in antagonizing me further against the judicial system 
when I was not allowed to be with my parents for their 50th, and final, wedding anniversary in 1993. As 
you’ll see later, missing their anniversary contributed a sizeable amount toward allowing the real arsonists 
to remain free a while longer. Hang on, we’ll be getting to that once we wade through some more criminal 
history. Hope you’re not getting bogged down too heavily here. I just have such a long and complex history 
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so intertwined with every other part that it requires knowledge of all that has proceeded in order to fully 
understand how and why recent events happened the way they did — those recent events being, of course, 
the letters and the fires. 

 

 



 
 
 

 
30 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER 6 
Counterfeiting I 

 
As 1976 gave way to 1977 my feelings of anger over getting stuck with the therapy tab were reaching 

the boiling point. Of course, I was still fuming over having put out so much to the private attorney we hired 
way back when all this mess began. I saw so many patients, who only had no-cost-to-them public defenders 
working on their sides, getting favorable reports from Atascadero and ending up with probation once they 
returned to court. And they didn’t have to foot any additional bills for extra psychs to try to counteract a 
bad report either. 

I felt so let down by the system. Having been raised in a rather sheltered and protected atmosphere 
smothered with love from my parents, I never experienced unfairnesses before. Never got punished for 
something another kid did, as probably happens in homes with brothers and sisters, never was accused of a 
lie when I was truthful, and never felt fear from others as kids in violent neighborhoods do today. If only 
I’d have been strong enough to stand up for my homosexuality and proclaim that I have no interest in 
women. If only they’d have accepted my word that my predispositions are for older guys and that I find 
fulfillment with those of legal age. If only the laws would have changed just a few years earlier making 
homosexual sex between consenting adults legal. If only the psychs had removed homosexuality from their 
diagnostic list of emotional and mental disorders a bit earlier. 

If onlys can go on and on. But the fact of the matter was, I was mad and I wanted my money back. I 
learned some of the basics of counterfeiting from Joe McKinney, an old man I met during my stay at 
Atascadero. I’ll never forget this character. He was well into his 80s and nearly blind as a bat, but his mind, 
despite some delusional patterns to his reasoning, seemed sharp as a tack. His talkative personality had a 
way of drawing people to him because he was filled with interesting stories. He made counterfeiting sound 
so exciting, proudly proclaiming, “the more you spend, the more you make.” By that he meant purchasing 
an inexpensive item with a counterfeit bill and getting the rest in change. You spend a phony, and make 
real in return. Ya, that sounds cool to me. Just going from store to store buying something cheap so you can 
get your change seemed like an easy way to make a good deal of money rather quickly. 

Unfortunately, the easier technique he laid out to me was not suitable for printing something with a lot 
of fine-line details. In a counterfeiter’s ideal world, one would use the same intaglio (engraved) printing 
method that’s used to print genuine currency, but that is a process way beyond my skill level or bank 
account level to purchase the kind of expensive equipment that would be required. My only option then 
appeared to be offset printing. 

In offset printing, like is done in any of a number of instant print shops all around town, a document is 
photographed and its image ends up on a plate. That plate is put on the press which eventually transfers the 
image to paper. When very high quality isn’t required, printers often use equipment that photographs the 
original’s image directly onto a plastic or even paper plate, eliminating any dark room work developing 
film. To retain as much of the original bill’s detail as possible I found that film will be needed, along with a 
darkroom to develop it and the skills to know how. 

Even though photography, and astrophotography, had been hobbies of mine for a number of years, I 
never developed any film. Oh, I was familiar with how it was done in a limited way from reading I’d done 
in the past, but to really do it I needed to learn a lot more. The same way with offset printing. I never took a 
class in it ever in school. Everything I learned was all on my own. I’ve always been a mechanically-
inclined person and do tend to pick up new things in that field rather quickly. (For that matter, I never took 
a class in journalism either, but I don’t think I’m too bad of a writer. Do you?) 

It started out going to print shop after print shop asking questions how its done. When one guy got 
tired of answering my questions, I’d head to the next one and continue on where I left off. Of course, when 
I was shopping for equipment or supplies I always had a list of questions to ask salesmen. In the process, I 
amassed a lot of reading material from various companies selling things related to the printing or 
photographic business. I’m sure I ended up at the library a time or two, but I really don’t recall that. 

What I ended up with was a process camera to photograph the bill full size onto a special 
lithographers fine-line negative film; a plate maker, which contained a bright light that shines through the 
negative and prints (or burns) its image onto a metal plate that is pre-sensitized to light; and a table-top 
offset printing press. 

I was living with my parents who, just like all the other times I was involved in criminal activity, 
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never knew what I was up to until I got arrested. Obviously, doing it at home was out of the question. I 
checked into the possibility of renting a store somewhere, but found a single apartment would be cheaper 
and that’s what I ended up getting. I turned the whole place into a darkroom by covering the windows with 
aluminum foil. By draping it over the curtains that were closed, all someone saw from outside was a 
window with closed curtains. No suspicious hint of aluminum foil was visible at all. 

After getting all the stuff I needed and reading all the literature I had, it was time to begin. Here I was, 
a person with no experience in the least at developing film, needing to reproduce something filled with 
intricate fine lines. Could this be done? I was betting the thousands of dollars I paid for the equipment on it. 
The very first image I ever developed in my entire life was that of a 20 dollar bill. It wasn’t that good of an 
image, but it was there. 

Hours of practice resulted in passable-quality bills. I was disappointed in how they come out, but I got 
’em the best I could. The weak link in my chain was the press I used. I found out later that presses with 
integrated ink/water systems do not produce as good of results as presses with separate ink/water systems. 
While my images up through the metal plate stage were quite decent, I lost that quality in the printing stage. 
I finished all the printing and gave up the apartment I had before I ever passed any of the money. 
Everything was then stored in one of those self-storage places under my name. I sought out dumber-looking 
people to pass my bills to and all but a few accepted them. One guy kept the bill I gave him and I ended up 
running out of the store, but others who recognized them as phony gave them back and asked for another 
bill. I always had genuine money on me so there were a few times I got stuck buying some cheap-ass item 
with real money. 

Unlike many other counterfeiters I met in federal prison later on, I did everything myself; printing and 
passing. Most guys that were printers sold it in bulk to others who passed it. The printers usually got busted 
after the passers turned them in when they got busted. If you have excellent quality money, don’t use the 
same serial number too long, and don’t let anybody else know of your activities, you should be able to pull 
this off indefinitely without fear of getting busted. 

Well, my money wasn’t excellent; far from it in fact. And in a bragging sort of way, I showed a friend 
one of my bills and he turned me in to the feds when he got mad at me later on. I was actually trying to 
entice him into repaying a $252.00 debt he owed me. He wasn’t the most law-abiding character around, so 
when I mentioned that I would give him counterfeit money to pass after he gives me back my $252.00 I 
didn’t expect him to rat me off. He even bragged he did it during one of our arguments over the debt — 
which I never did get by the way. Other mistakes resulted in my arrest and conviction, but that snitch 
started the ball rolling. 

The United States Secret Service is the agency that investigates counterfeiting. They ended up getting 
our phone bills which listed all the toll charges I made to places I purchased equipment and supplies from. 
At my trial the prosecution had guys testifying how I was inquiring about doing fine-line printing, ink 
suppliers saying I purchased only green and black inks, and a paper supply house testifying how I 
purchased a special kind of paper “highly valued by counterfeiters.” If I’d have only used a pay phone they 
would have had none of that. 

Before my arrest though, I rented another apartment so I could do a better job. I bought 51 reams of 
Cranes Bond, a 100% cotton paper which is about as close to the kind genuine currency is made of as one 
can get in this country that I’m aware of. At that apartment I spent a lot of time getting the images on the 
plates just right and I remember being quite satisfied with the results. I exposed and developed enough 
extra plates to last for the entire run of those 51 reams of paper. A ream, by the way is 500 sheets, and my 
paper was standard 81/2 x 11 inch size. That’s a lot of bills there. Three bills could fit on the page, but I 
limited my runs to one for quality assurance reasons. My press was marginal at best printing on a small part 
of the page. Trying to fill a page with quality work was out of the question. I honestly do not remember if I 
printed and passed any more of that money though. I know the 51 reams of paper were later given — by 
way of threats — to the Secret Service still unopened. I had purchased some small quantities of paper 
between my very first purchase and the 51 ream purchase. I tend to remember I printed a small amount of 
money at that apartment. 

In any event, I was already suspecting law-enforcement involvement by the time I made that 51 ream 
purchase because the snitch had told me what he did. I ordered the paper from Blake, Moffitt, & Towne, a 
large paper warehouse southeast of downtown Los Angeles. Unbeknownst to me at the time, their staff is 
aware that 100% cotton papers in the 20 lb. weight (also known as SUB 20), which is nearly the same 
thickness as genuine currency, is highly valued by counterfeiters. When I arrived to pick up my order the 
Secret Service had the place staked out. Purposely looking for a tail during my departure, I spotted them 
almost immediately. I ended up losing them in traffic and went on with my plans to pass the hundreds of 
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counterfeit twenties I had with me at that time. If they would have arrested me on the spot right then they 
would have gotten me with the goods in my possession. Instead, their plan was to keep me under 
surveillance to see what I was up to with the paper. 

When I stopped parking my car at home, for fear they’d put an electronic tracker of some kind on it, 
they decided to pull a fast one. Local police called me under the pretext that my car was involved in some 
kind of accident and they wanted to inspect it. Of course, I knew I hadn’t been in any accidents so I right 
away smelled a rat. I filled my parents in with just enough details about somebody following me that they 
were now concerned that somebody was after me. They already knew of some of the problems I had with 
that snitch and probably thought it was over that. In any event, the three of us went to the Van Nuys 
substation of the Los Angeles Police Department. An officer, in on the ruse, come out to look at the car and 
then tried to get us all to go inside. I mentioned that there is something suspicious about all this accident 
story and I’m not about to leave the car unguarded. “Oh it’ll be O.K. out here” he said, trying to get us 
away from it so the feds could put a locator on it. This all come out in the Secret Service report I got later 
after I was arrested so this isn’t merely me guessing that they all were working in cahoots here. 

After it was “inspected” and I was interviewed about that “accident” we all went on home. I parked 
the car a couple miles away and drove home on my motorcycle, which was previously parked in that area. 
Finding they couldn’t bug my car, they decided to blow their cover and call me in for questioning. This was 
done at the office of my county probation officer in Van Nuys. I was led into a room by my probation 
officer and introduced to two agents of the United States Secret Service; Special Agent James D. Davidson 
and Special Agent Lane McNitt. They all seem to call themselves “Special.” Is there such a thing as a 
regular agent? Hmmm. Anyway, they hadn’t yet gotten our phone records of toll charges I made to the 
company where I purchased the printing equipment so they didn’t yet know for sure that I even owned any. 
Still, knowing I had the paper and assuming I must also have a press, they wanted to know where they 
were. I concocted a story about wanting to print some astronomy booklets for myself but that the equipment 
was purchased for a Bob Anderson and I did suspect his printing intentions were not on the up and up. Sort 
of buying it for the time being, their not arresting me gave me some breathing room to figure a way out of 
this mess. They, of course, wanted to see my car so I took them to where it was. From then on I knew it 
would be bugged in some way. They wanted to know about “Bob Anderson” so I told them I only had a 
general location where he lived because I was drunk the night we went to his place. I was pretty much 
known to be a non-drinker so I’m surprised they didn’t pick up on that. But anyway, they wanted me to try 
to find him and get back to them the next day. Assuming my car was bugged, I went out that night to the 
area mythical Bob was suppose to live and pretended to drive around from street to street in my “search.” 
What I did notice was a car with an unusual antenna arrangement on its roof several times throughout the 
night. Having grown up in the electronics industry, I was aware of antenna arrangements and sizes for 
various purposes and frequencies. I’d never seen this particular setup before, or since. With the nature of it, 
I would hazard a guess to say that they had a readout of not only my car’s presence within a mile or so, but 
its direction from their receiver. Because I was driving around in hilly areas their range was cut down and 
that required them to follow closer. Couple times I was on dead end streets and had to back track on out 
which resulted in each of us passing one another in opposite directions. 

Before my interview with them I had no idea what frequency their two-way radios transmitted on. I 
had an inexpensive radio at home that received shortwave along with the upper VHF band which is used by 
police. Davidson and McNitt had walkie-talkies with them that day they first talked to me and I noticed 
their antennas were in the 6- to 7-inch range. Being a ham-radio enthusiast familiar with 2-way public 
service radio frequencies, I knew this length indicated that they transmitted on the upper VHF band. Some 
law-enforcement organizations transmit in the UHF band and for them their walkie-talkie antennas would 
be only an inch and a half long or so. Knowing these guys had to be in the upper VHF band, I put my old 
radio in my car the next night when I went a hunting for ol’ Bob and sure enough, there they were. I 
remember being so surprised. Not about picking up law-enforcement talk. I had listened in on police calls 
long before this. My surprise was that they didn’t scramble their signal so nobody could pick it up. The 
Secret Service not being secret? — hey, that’ cool! I gotta’ tell everyone ’bout this. : - ) 

Anyway, all this covering my ass went on for a while longer. When I needed to take care of some 
things I didn’t want them to know about I’d hop over our back fence and walk up to a place where I could 
rent a car for the day. I can remember one time being gone all day with it and after I got home in the 
evening I found they were still there waiting to follow me in my hunt for Bob. Of course, I obliged them 
there in my own vehicle after I got done eating dinner. 

Knowing that they were wanting to know about the press and paper, I rented another storage garage 
and moved them there on one of the days I had a rented car. I buried the plates and the remaining money 
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just off Kanan Road out in the hills of Agoura. Mr. Truxton lived out there at the time just a mile or so 
farther up Kanan Road, so it was just a minor detour to get rid of it before I got to his place. Knowing that 
an arrest would probably come at some point, I wanted to sell my equipment so at least if they remained 
insistent about its whereabouts I would have the money in the bank — my bank — when I told them where 
it was. Before I buried the plates and money I wrapped them in three layers of plastic trash bags just in case 
I wanted to retrieve them later. 

The trouble is, most equipment dealers wanted no part of such a low-quality machine. If I’d have had 
a larger floor model press, the kind professional print shops have, I could have sold it in a hot minute. I paid 
$2,644.70 for it new. Only one guy offered to buy it, and that was for only $500.00. In hindsight, I should 
have took it because then I would have had at least that in the bank. But I was going to hold out for at least 
$2,000.00. I mean, the thing was barely used. 

Knowing I no longer had the apartment, the Secret Service called around to local public storage places 
to see if someone with my name rented one. (Lesson # 2: Don’t store contraband at a place under your true 
name.) Early one evening in November 1977 an agent, under the guise of being the manager of the storage 
place, called me on the phone and asked me to come and remove what I had stored there. I forgot exactly 
what the conversation was now but I believe he indicated his reason was that he was concerned what I had 
there. I assured him it was only printing equipment (the process camera and plate maker) but agreed to 
remove them. Fully expecting it was a set up, but knowing I had nothing illegal there, I headed out the 
door, me and my station wagon, right into the welcome arms of Secret Service agents. Ooh, surprise. 
Actually, the only surprise was that they had their guns drawn and pointed right at me. That’s the first time 
that ever happened during an arrest. Even all the encounters I’ve had with law enforcement since then, all 
but one were carried out without weapons being drawn. I guess I just radiate that aura of peacefulness when 
confronted by law-enforcement officers. I’ll cook up non-violent ways to avenge the misbehavior they 
commit, but on a one-on-one conversation I am this peaceable guy mentally noting any misbehavior that 
needs to be resolved later on in a way I’m typically inclined to do. 

In any event, now is when their misbehavior started. I was sitting in their car handcuffed at the time 
when Davidson asked me to sign a form authorizing them to search the storage locker and my car. It said, 
“These officers or agents are authorized by me to take from my premises and/or automobile any letters, 
papers, materials or other property which is contraband or evidence and I understand that this evidence or 
contraband may be used against me in a court of law.” Knowing nothing illegal was there I didn’t hesitate 
to sign it. It was after that when I noticed one of the agents was taking the air filter off of my car. I’m 
guessing he was looking to see if I had any counterfeit money hidden in there. “Hey, what are you doing to 
my car?” I asked. “It’s our car now” Davidson snapped back in a real snotty kind of way. It was one of 
those rude kinds of inflections that activates my revenge mode real quick. Of course, I wasn’t going to do 
anything about it at that moment. I just made a note of it in memory so when my time comes I could settle 
up then. 

I was let out on bail a few days later and eventually had Michael Sobel appointed to represent me in 
court. I want to take this opportunity to publicly apologize to him for accusing him of ineffective assistance 
of counsel. For my own gain and to try winning an appeal I accused him of giving me an incompetent 
defense. Nothing is farther from the truth. If anything, if I would have listened to him I would have more 
than likely done quite a bit less time. At the other end of the spectrum though, if the government would 
have listened to my pleas just a tad I could have gotten a lot less time plus they would have saved a bundle 
and not come out with egg on their faces. 

The sticking point was that they — meaning Curtis B. Rappe, the Assistant United States Attorney 
prosecuting the case — wanted me to give them my press and paper for free. I was perfectly willing to 
plead guilty, but I wasn’t going to give my stuff to them for free. “It’s for sale, you can buy it,” I told 
Rappe, Davidson, and McNitt at one of the pre-trial meetings Sobel and I had in Rappe’s office. They were 
outraged about that. It was sort of like, how dare me for even suggesting that they would have to pay me in 
order to get it. The thing is, they have been paying for it dearly ever since that day. Their thievery has cost 
them many times over. I could have easily contacted that one business that offered me five hundred bucks 
and then told the feds where it was once I banked the money, but I didn’t want to settle for that low of a 
sale — let alone giving it up for free. 

In an ideal situation, they would have let me sell it to the guy I bought it from. I don’t know what he 
would have given me, but he was a fair guy — even testified on the stand honestly about our business 
dealings — so I’m sure I wouldn’t have done better anywhere else. Also they could have let me return the 
paper back to Blake, Moffitt, & Towne. The boxes it come in were still sealed so I should have been able to 
get my full price back. With this I could have pled guilty and gotten a reasonable sentence. I was only 
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charged with passing two counterfeit $20.00 bills so it wasn’t a horrendous crime we were looking at here. 
Given all that, a lot of retaliation — non-violent of course — on my part could have been avoided. Just 
wonder what they would have done if they knew what they were facing at the time? If they really knew I 
was the wrong person to screw over and steal from? 

Instead, they wouldn’t give an inch. They were bound and determined to get my press and paper. 
(They already had my car, process camera, and plate maker.) Well, they got it — but not without coming 
out the goats with big time egg on their faces. And that’s because that forced theft of my press and paper 
has led to a ton of revenge at a great cost to them, society, and me ever since. All that is coming up in 
further pages folks so hang in there. There is a connection to the fires too, so don’t get lost along the way. 

At one point I remember telling Sobel that I’d rather dump the press and paper in the ocean rather than 
give it to them for free. He advised against that, but I forgot exactly what his reason was though. I think I 
even said I could even tell them where it was and they could dive down and get it if it was so important. 
With all talks broken down it was on to trial. My trial was set to be heard in front of United States District 
Judge A. Andrew Hauk, a gruff cantankerous old man prone to nearly out of control fits of ranting and 
raving on occasion. One of these episodes happened right before the start of trial and ended up aggravating 
both Rappe and my attorney. Sobel called me the night before to let me know that my trial was going to be 
postponed because the court had another case in progress. We still had to show up in the morning though in 
order to accept the postponement. Well, Hauk informed us in a belligerent way that the other case is over 
with and that he’s not going to waste a day in court. He ordered the trial to go on. My attorney objected 
stating that he was expecting just a brief appearance and had appointments with other clients back at his 
office. “Cancel them,” yelled Hauk. Rappe, who also expected a delay, said he didn’t have the witnesses 
ready. “Well, I’ll go out and have them arrested if I need to, but the trial’s going to go on,” snapped back 
Hauk. (These quotes are from memory. I do not have the transcript so they may not be verbatim.) Trial was 
then rescheduled for just after lunch. 

We originally had a jury trial scheduled but now Sobel suggested we go with a judge trial. His 
reasoning being, and I agreed with it, was that it would take the rest of the day to pick a jury. That means 
Rappe would have until the next day to get his witnesses there to testify. But if we cancelled the jury and 
just let the judge hear it the trial would have to start that afternoon. His reasoning being that that wouldn’t 
give them enough time to get the witnesses there and they would then have to dismiss. Well, needless to 
say they got the witnesses there. The Secret Service went out and picked them up themselves and brought 
them there. 

So trial began. Against Sobel’s advise, I took the stand and perjured myself. I stuck to my Bob 
Anderson story and claimed I was not involved in counterfeiting. When Rappe took his turn at questioning 
me he asked me more questions about my child molesting conviction than he did about the counterfeiting. 
His tactic was to impeach my credibility, and he was milking it for all it was worth. Unbeknownst to me, 
Hauk had a prejudice against gay people. This has since been openly expressed in court and even reported 
on in the media, but at that time I had no idea of it. Surely Rappe did though. I mean, the way he went after 
me with such gusto sure indicates he did. I can remember him asking me about my encounters with the 
boys and then inquiring something like, “and is it true you got probation for that?” I answered, “yes, but 
only after I did three years and one month in custody first.” Sobel then spoke up and asked Hauk to advise 
the defendant to answer only what he was asked. That’s the one gripe I have about him. He was willing to 
let Rappe leave Hauk with the false impression that I had gotten off easy with probation. Sure, I got 
probation after the original sentence was reversed — but I did the time and I wanted the judge to know that 
I did not get by easy. 

Questioning went so much into that past crime that he was relating details of events from the original 
police report that were dropped at the preliminary hearing after the boys testified. The counts of conviction 
gave a truer indication of what I had actually done, not all that was thrown at me way in the beginning. But, 
of course, Rappe wanted to make me look as bad as possible. I wish he would have been more interested in 
winning justice for all, rather than just winning a conviction at any cost. (And boy — what a cost it turned 
out to be. In the long run they didn’t win at all.) Being an over-zealous prosecutor is one thing; phrasing 
statements in such a way in order to slant the truth is quite another. The spirit of the law is to find the truth 
— the real and unbiased truth. They should be more concerned about getting at that. Only then should a 
person be judged and then punished. When that is not done justice is not served and the perpetrators should 
not be allowed to prevail. And, in a way he hasn’t — at least not in my case. Others he committed misdeeds 
on may have let him slither off into the sunset unpunished and unreprimanded; but those people aren’t me! 

Rappe was later harshly criticized by the 9th Circuit Court of Appeals for this particular line of 
questioning. Because I was claiming Sobel gave me an incompetent defense (my apologies again Sobel, ya 
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did fine), the 9th Circuit appointed another attorney to handle my appeal. That attorney was J. Patrick 
Maginnis, the central character in all the firestorms. Maginnis told me that after he and Rappe presented 
their oral arguments to the three-judge panel that Rappe asked him if he was going to handle the retrial. 
Apparently the criticism was so intense that he got a good ass chewing for it and was apparently convinced 
at that point that my conviction would be reversed. Unfortunately though, it was not reversible error. The 
panel ruled that it would have been reversible error if trial had been to a jury though, apparently assuming 
such Rappe tactics would have prejudiced the jury against me. But because this trial was to a judge, and he 
made his reasoning for conviction a part of his deliberations, they felt the error was not enough to require 
reversal. The anger-provoking thing though is that this would have been a jury trial if Hauk had not been so 
belligerent and demanding that the trial would proceed that day. The 9th Circuit’s opinion warranted 
publication and interested readers can find it in their local law library (often in court houses) using the 
following citation: U.S. v. Larsen 596 F.2d 347 (1979). For those unfamiliar with those cryptic numbers, it 
is book 596 in the second series of the Federal Reporter, page 347 and the case was decided in 1979. Just 
ask the law clerk there if you are having difficulty locating it. I should mention that even though the appeal 
was unsuccessful, it was through no fault of Maginnis. 

After judge Hauk found me guilty of the two twenty dollar bill passes discussion came up about me 
remaining free on bail pending sentencing. I don’t have the transcript so I’m winging this from ancient 
memory and other notes I made of the incidents. Somewhere along the line it was brought up that I was 
refusing to give up my press and paper. That prompted Hauk to raise the bail, I guess assuming I could 
afford it seeing I would have money from the proceeds of the sales. And that’s where things stood as I was 
led away into the custody of the U.S. Marshals until my father put up the higher bail 

A short time later Rappe, Davidson, and Sobel come downstairs to see me in the marshals’ lock up 
and informed me that further discussion with Judge Hauk brought a change in circumstances. Apparently 
Rappe made a big stink about my holding onto my press and paper saying that they were contraband and 
should be seized. The law allows not only items purchased from the proceeds of ill gotten gains to be 
seized, but also items used in and during the performance of the illegal activity. The thing is though, even 
though I did use that particular printing equipment to print the money, I was not convicted, or even charged 
with, printing money. Sure, I know that may be splitting hairs there, but the facts before the court were 
limited to convicting me of passing counterfeit money; not printing it. Also, its noteworthy to mention that 
all the equipment was purchased before I ever engaged in illegal activity, so it was not purchased with 
illegally-earned money. As for the paper, it was never used in illegal activity at all. Why it was still in its 
factory-sealed boxes. Sure, it was going to have money printed upon it, but it hadn’t yet. And my station 
wagon you ask? On the two bills I was convicted of passing so many months earlier, I did not own that car 
yet which I proved to them by way of DMV records. Plus, according to the police report done at the time, 
the owner of a taco stand I passed one of those bills to stated he, “followed the suspect in a tan colored 
Datsun or Toyota pick up as he dodged and weaved in traffic.” 

As they were looming over me sitting in that locked cage moments after my conviction, they told me 
the bad news — and I mean bad on their part too because it’s cost them a lot in the long run. Hauk made it 
a condition of getting out on bail that I had to give them my press and paper. Rappe tried to get him to order 
it’s seizure but Hauk apparently said he couldn’t do that. He could only make it a condition of bail. Once 
they had it in their hands, it was then up to the government to bring the formal forfeiture proceedings 
forward in order to determine if they could keep it. On the car they already had, I previously received a 
letter from them relating to its seizure and what steps I could go through to contest it. Rappe never did, to 
this day, follow through on what Hauk told him he’d have to do and traditional methods of complaint 
involving typical red tape of a judicial system got me nowhere. 

I’m still waiting for them to do all this stuff. Unfortunately, Rappe’s no longer in the U.S. Attorney’s 
office though. Still, it was his oversight and he should be the one to set it right. Anyone wishing to prompt 
him into the right direction could reach him at his new job as Superior Court Judge located, as of January 
1998, in the Criminal Courts Building in downtown Los Angeles on 210 W. Temple St., Los Angeles, CA 
90012-3210. (213) 974-5726. I’m sure he would welcome any opportunity to correct any past errors and 
omissions — not! Anyway, the reminder is there; unfinished business should be taken care of and it’s never 
too late to make amends. Hint, hint, hint!!! — especially since the debt remains listed on my score sheet 
(and interest is accumulating as we speak). 

I was so enraged that day. Because I was seated in a caged area and they were standing at the time, the 
impression I got of a talons-protruding bird of prey ready to pounce upon its poor defenseless victim was 
overwhelming. Here, the whole reason for going through the trial to begin with was to keep what I 
purchased with legally-earned money. Sentencing was set for a month away and any time I did now would 
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count toward the total time I’d end up doing, so I thought about just keeping my stuff. Sobel told me it 
would look bad at the time of sentencing if I still had it though, and I’m sure he’s probably right. Hauk 
could have given me more time than the 4-years he did give me. Even though there wasn’t an order to give 
it to them, the implied threat behind how it was said was clearly on the table. 

In the timespan since my arrest and this day I had been trying to get my personal possessions that were 
in the car and even my house keys back. I brought this up to them while they were looming over me. 
Davidson then pulled my house keys out and threw them down on the table at me as if to gruffly say 
“there’s your damn keys, now give us our stuff.” I knew I was going to make them pay big time for this. 
There was no way I was going to let Rappe’s abusive mouth screw me over in this particular method with 
the Secret Service and Judge Hauk condoning it. And trust me folks; they haven’t ridden off into the sunset 
without feeling my foot kicking them in their asses along the way. And they haven’t even complained about 
it either. Just hold on; we’ll be gettin’ to that. 

I took them to the storage place I had my press and paper and was released on the higher bail the next 
day. You know, the reason Hauk raised the bail originally was because he knew I had my property and was 
intending to sell it. Now, because I no longer had it, bail should have remained where it was which would 
mean I shouldn’t have been in custody for these two days. Yes, I know those two days counted toward the 
total time I ended up doing. But back then, the Los Angeles County Jail housed federal prisoners and 
getting booked into that place, which sometimes took 20 some hours, was an awful experience. Just on this 
one case alone I went in three times; at the original arrest, this day bail was raised, and the day I was 
sentenced. Only two should have happened. 

I received a total sentence of 4-years, an amount even prison staff felt was stiff considering the crime 
involved only $40.00. Judge Hauk angrily mentioned how I had gotten up on the stand and lied about it so 
clearly some of the sentence length was for committing that offense. I fully admit I shouldn’t have done 
that. It was totally my decision. Sobel recommended against it. I do owe Hauk and Rappe an apology for 
that — and I am sincere too. On occasion, I’ve apologized to judges for crimes I’d done strictly with the 
idea of getting a lower sentence in mind. I had no sincerity behind those apologies. This one I do. I just 
wish the judicial system could have been as punish-demanding when Mrs. Reeves committed perjury 
against me as it was when I did it. The fact that I didn’t get by with perjury and she did plays a considerable 
role in the grander scheme of things. Just keep in mind how I was punished with a harsher sentence for it 
when we discuss later on how she slithered off unpunished. 

Of the 4-year sentence I got, the United States Parole Commission required me to do 20-months of it 
in custody. To establish that amount, they use a set of Guidelines that takes into account the severity of the 
current offense, along with a person’s past criminal history, plus some other factors. Bureau of Prisons’ 
Policy allows them to take behavior that was not a part of the counts of conviction into account when they 
figure the person’s severity level. They determined that a preponderance of the evidence was present that I 
printed the money, and because printing is a greater severity of an offense than merely passing, I ended up 
doing basically the same amount of time as if I’d have been convicted of printing. And it didn’t matter 
either that I was never even charged with printing. Such “silent” beefs can be used to enhance the time 
spent in custody and doing all that resulted in a 20-month incarceration. I spent the last 3 months at a half-
way house so the total time spent behind the prison walls at FCI Terminal Island ended up being 17 
months. 

It took all the way until shortly before my release date to get a decision from the 9th Circuit Court on 
my appeal. That had to be finished before I was legally permitted to request a sentence reduction from 
Judge Hauk. When he sentenced me to prison he had two options to choose from. One would require me to 
serve at least 1/3 of the 4-year sentence before the Parole Commission could legally release me, even if they 
wanted to. The other option permitted them to release me the day after I arrived if they wanted. There was 
no minimum requirement I had to serve. Hauk chose this option. Because of the Guidelines though, my 
time to serve was set at 20-months — over 1/3. At my sentence modification hearing in April 1979, where 
Hauk was aware of my close-approaching release date — Rappe bad-mouthed me to such an extent that 
Hauk not only denied my reduction, but he yelled out that I’m getting out too soon. He got so inflamed at 
me because of the dirt (although truthful dirt) spewed out of Rappe’s mouth in the particular way it was, 
that he — who sentenced with the provision where less than 1/3 was permitted — was now mad that I’m 
doing as little over 1/3 as I am. The way Rappe went at it, one would think he was the victim of a brutal 
attack by me, rather than being a person who should be acting business like and proper as would be fitting 
for someone of his stature. Just more injustices to make note of in order to settle up later on. 

While in prison, I met a number of counterfeiters — guys who were professional printers and knew 
the trade inside and out long before they ever printed money. Three guys in particular were my “teachers.” 
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In order of greatest expertise and help they were: Dan Willis, Lew Hatton (spelling unsure), and Hugh 
Sullivan. Like me, they too had a bone to pick with the judicial system, so their helping me print better 
money I’m sure gave them a bit of personal satisfaction that they were throwing a monkey wrench or two 
into the wheels of the judicial system in order to make them squeak. I know it does me whenever I pass on 
the expert techniques I learned from these three, plus a few others. Between step one of photographing a 
genuine bill on through having a counterfeit bill properly aged and ready to pass on to an unsuspecting 
mark, there are a number of steps that need to be taken. Each guy had his own unique slant on the way he 
accomplished certain steps and assembling all this information was a full-time study for a time. When I 
reprinted later on, the steps I took were no single person’s method. My aging process, which was 
practically more time consuming than anything else, was much my own creation though. Because I was 
doing the passing also, I wanted to make them look as genuine as possible. All these other guys wholesaled 
it out for 10 to 20% on the dollar only partially aged, if at all, and let the passers finish that process. 

I hooked up with Hugh Sullivan — who was now going by his middle name, Lee — after I got 
released from FCI Terminal Island in July 1979. We had been keeping in touch ever since he was released 
some 8 months or so earlier. He was impressed with how very much I was interested in improving my skills 
and decided he wanted me to print a large sum of money for him. He fully admitted his skills were not that 
much up to par. My intention at that time was really only to print up enough money to reimburse myself for 
the car, equipment, and paper they confiscated/stole from me months earlier. Of course, I didn’t tell Lee 
that though. I led him to believe that I would do whatever printing he wanted because I needed him to 
bankroll purchasing all the equipment we needed. 

He had a book showing samples of all the driver’s licenses in each of the 50 states along with another 
one explaining the number coding sequence on social security cards. His idea had something to do with 
printing up phony identifications for people but I never questioned him about it because I never intended to 
print anything past my recouped losses. One book he had though caught my eye. Police Technical Manual: 
The Hows and Why of the Counterfeiter by Carl Dorski. Although I learned a few techniques from this 46-
page book, nothing in it added significantly to my already substantial store of knowledge on the subject. It 
did show how to make a process camera inexpensively out of wood though, and that we needed. You see, 
Lee did not have the funds necessary to purchase all the equipment we needed, even if we got it all used. 

From plans in the book, I used my woodworking skills to make a process camera. I also went out and 
bought two reams of paper. From the homework I had done in prison, I found another 100% cotton paper 
from Crane & Co., Inc. had a feel closer to genuine currency. In fact, their product literature defines Cranes 
Crest as having a “crisp currency feel.” Crane, by the way, advertises in the same literature that they are 
the, “Principal supplier of paper for currency to U.S. Government since 1879.” Of course, they don’t sell 
that particular 75% linen/25% cotton paper to the general public. Us counterfeiters have to settle for the 
closest facsimile we can get and wing it from there. Part of the time-consuming aging process goes into 
achieving a color and feel as close as possible to genuine currency. 

Now please don’t side step my counterfeiting expertise here. It is instrumental in some of my dealings 
with Snake and what he wanted me to do for him along with why I believe they set all the fires. When I say 
everything is connected here folks, you can take me at my word. All this is very pertinent. 

It was Zellerbach Paper Company I bought those two reams of Cranes Crest from. Just like at Blake, 
Moffitt, & Towne a couple years earlier, when I went to pick up my order, the place was staked out. I was 
followed from there and the gig was up. Dodging and weaving around I lost them and headed to Lee’s 
apartment to fill him in on our dilemma. He was pissed that I did it on my own. He thought he had me 
convinced on doing these other identification documents for the time being which didn’t require papers that 
bring on suspicion when purchased. Well that’s what he thought but I had my own agenda, an agenda that 
now looked like it was dead. 

I was still living in the half-way house at the time and beginning on the next day or two I noticed a 
large helicopter following me wherever I went. It was a dead give away because it was such a huge thing. 
Totally out of place in our skies around here where all we see are ones similar to those used by the police 
department. I’m guessing they got this thing on loan from one of the branches of the armed forces because 
it looked like one of those used in the Vietnam War to drop off and pick up our troops. Weren’t they 
Sikorsky helicopters? I’m not sure. But needless to say, if I would have lived down by El Toro or 
someplace like that, I wouldn’t have given such a chopper a second thought. 

My suspicions were confirmed once I got my radio tuned in. Memory fails me whether I told them last 
time that I was listening to them during my “hunts” for ol’ Bob. I distinctly remember they suspected it, but 
for the wrong reason. When they were snooping around in my bedroom at that time they saw a shortwave 
receiver on my dresser and noted that because of it they thought I was listening in on their conversations. I 
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believe there was some mention about my dad being an electronic expert also. The thing is though, that 
particular radio only covered the AM band and short wave frequencies up to 44 MHz, well below their 
frequency in the 165 MHz range. Yes I was listening in, but with a portable radio they never saw. 

I also don’t recall if I bragged to them back then about knowing about the beeper. One Saturday when 
I went out of town on a bird watching field trip and noticed they didn’t follow me I took it apart to see what 
made it tick. I was surprised it was such a large transmitter. The darn thing run on four D-batteries. You 
could tell it was made to heavy-duty government specifications. Thick printed circuit board, heavy duty 
rubber gasket all around the inside of its removable cover, and strong magnet with which to stick it under 
my car. Its short little wire for an antenna indicated that it too was in the upper VHF band, but for some 
unknown reason, I didn’t tune my radio around to see what kind of signal it put out. Did it put out a 
modulated beep tone? Was it just continuous wave? Guess I’ll never know. I remember looking at its 
crystal but saw no frequency indication imprinted upon it as they often have. I don’t doubt it was in the 
upper VHF band though. The rods on the receiving antennas on their car were of the proper length for that 
band. 

Anyway, this time my car had no beeper. Not only did I crawl under it and check, but I borrowed a 
bug detector from Lee. This pocket device gives an indication when any transmitter of any frequency is 
within a few feet of the area one is “sweeping.” Apparently this time it was all about visual surveillance by 
helicopter and vehicles. I spoke earlier about my surprise that they didn’t scramble their signal in order to 
prohibit its reception and that they weren’t too secret. Their transmissions were secretive to an extent 
though. Unlike other law-enforcement agencies I’ve listened in to over the years, the Secret Service don’t 
give away their location by speaking the street names I was driving on or approaching. 

The half-way house I was at was located just off of Vermont Ave. As I would walk out the front door 
toward my car, radio in hand, I’d see a helicopter hovering above high and far enough away to be just 
audible above the roar of nearby traffic. Once I cleared the front door an agent parked in a van across the 
way radioed to his comrades to get ready. By the time I’m pulling out of the driveway, the chopper has 
moved in close so as not to lose me. As I approach Vermont I hear, “he’s at the V.” The 101 freeway was a 
“triple digit.” Likewise, Interstates 5 and 10 would be “single” and “double digit” respectively. Coldwater 
Canyon was, “he’s at the C C.” While I heard similar such coding from other law-enforcement agencies, 
most don’t even attempt to hide their locations from anyone listening in. They must know people do listen 
in. I mean, you can buy books from electronic stores that sell books publishing the numerous frequencies 
various agencies transmit and receive on. 

Knowing that my cover was now blown as far as printing any money and making back what they 
confiscated/stole from me, I decided to go another route. If I couldn’t make my money back, then at least I 
could cost them many times more. Knowing they lost much more than they made by the sale my equipment 
and car was a consolation prize with a good deal of personal satisfaction. And I wanted satisfaction not just 
for the thefts, but for the belligerent rudeness of Davidson, Rappe, and Hauk. That alone irked me as much 
as anything else. With my entourage in tow and bait inadvertently placed, why not hook ’em good. I set 
about the task of purposely doing “suspicious” appearing things. Going into printing supply stores and 
graphic arts supply houses inquiring about wanting to purchase quality equipment knowing agents would 
surely interview the proprietors to see what I was up to was one hook I put in the water. Shopping at paper 
and ink companies was another. My radio verified that everywhere I went they were sure to follow. Who 
else but the President of the United States warrants such escort attention form the Secret Service? This is 
the closest I’ll ever get to Presidential honors. : - ) Now it was just a matter of leading them around and wait 
for them to come forward as they surely would eventually do. 

Rappe previously accused me of playing a cat and mouse game when I was out on my nightly Bob 
Anderson “hunts.” I looked at that as just trying to cover my ass as to why I purchased certain suspicious-
appearing items I knew they knew about. This time though, it really was a cat and mouse game, and I was 
enjoying it. Here kitty, kitty, kitty! Meow… Yes, I was having fun and it tended to lower my anger level 
down a notch or two — someplace they should have been happy to have it at. In the meantime, I secured a 
job delivering oxygen tanks to old people who required it for medical reasons. This was neat. Wherever my 
delivery route took me, there they were. Besides the helicopter’s nearly daily appearance, they also used up 
to six vehicles. Each day brought a different helicopter too, and always a big noisy lug. Sometimes small 
ones were used though. I kind of looked forward to the big ones though. They’re probably more expensive 
to operate and being I was sort of keeping a mental note of what all this was all costing them, I liked seeing 
that big brute chug-chugging away up there. Surely all this would cost them a few pennies. 

One day I found I inadvertently lost them when I didn’t want to. My route that day took me up into the 
hills of Mt. Washington north of downtown Los Angeles. After making one of my deliveries, my next stop 
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required me to travel down the west side of the mountain. I could tell by their conversations though that 
they didn’t know where I was at. Instead of proceeding on with my planned route, I backtracked the way I 
came up from the east and sure enough, there they were latching back onto me once again. “Come on 
guys,” I said to myself with a satisfied smug look on my face that they couldn’t see, “can’t you keep up? 
It’s this way.” And for the rest of that day, and ones to follow, I drove slower than average just so they 
could keep up. 

After about seven weeks and surely a cost of thousands of dollars they decided to bring me in for 
questioning — something I was eagerly looking forward to. I was looking forward to bragging how I was 
on to them all along and how I — little ol’ me — outsmarted the “great” Secret Service. They couldn’t do 
anything more than question me about my suspicious-appearing activities I thought, because I hadn’t done 
anything illegal. Unfortunately, my not illegal revenge tactics temporarily backfired on me — and, in 
return, on them too in the long run. 
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CHAPTER 7 
Vandalism 

 
No, not the vandalism I did. We’ll be getting to that chapter later on. This one deals with vandalism 

the Secret Service committed against me. 
January 11, 1980, the day of judgment finally came. It was mid-afternoon when my pocket pager went 

beeping away. I called the office to find out what it was about and they told me to call home immediately. 
My dad told me the Secret Service just left after spending all morning searching every nook and cranny of 
the house. He didn’t tell me how bad the destruction was though, so I wasn’t aware of its totality until I got 
home later on in the evening. My first thought was whether they went to my boy friend’s apartment too. I 
met him soon after I got released from the half-way house in October and we were going out quite regularly 
in the evenings. Surely the Secret Service had seen us together. Jim knew nothing about my criminal past 
so if they searched his place I surely owed him an apology. Well, they were never there. I filled him in 
about the situation and told him I’d have to break our date that evening. 

I finished up my last two deliveries and went on back to the office knowing they would be waiting. As 
soon as I exited my work van I was approached by a bright-eyed plain clothes agent with a smile on his 
face as he was flashing his badge. His face seemed to be saying “now we got you,” but his look quickly 
turned to dismay when I spoke up equally bright eyed saying, “Hi guys, I’ve been waiting for you, I’ve 
been listening in on you. I knew you’d come out of hiding one of these days. Do you have my six thousand 
eight hundred dollars yet?” “What six thousand eight hundred dollars?” the surprised agent — who I soon 
learned was Special Agent Michael C. Tarr — asked. “Five thousand six hundred dollars for my equipment 
and unused paper you took without following the proper forfeiture procedures and twelve hundred dollars 
for my car that you knew wasn’t used to transport the counterfeit currency I was convicted of and therefore 
should never have been taken in the first place,” I said. Tarr’s smile quickly vanished and mine — although 
reeling with anger from the destruction I knew they had just committed — got wider. This was my ball 
game, it was the bottom of the 9th, and I had one more pitch to go for a third out. Their questioning of me 
back at their downtown L.A. field office ended up being more of a tongue lashing reprimand back to them. 
When they asked me, “If you knew we were following you, why didn’t you just come forward?” My 
chipper response was, “what — and spoil all the fun, this was my cat and mouse game guys.” As I 
mentioned before, Rappe had previously accused me of playing cat and mouse with the Secret Service 
before my arrest when I wasn’t doing it. (Sure, leading them around on wild goose [Bob Anderson] chases 
could be considered that, but I’d term that tactic more so as looking out after my property which I knew 
they wanted to get their hooks into.) I wanted to make sure I let them know I was playing cat and mouse 
this time. “I haven’t had this much fun in years. It’s almost better than sex. Now give me my stolen property 
back!” I said. My self-satisfied smug look sent chills of anger down the agents’ backs, but they couldn’t do 
anything about it. I hadn’t broken the law. I just love revenge that doesn’t breaks the law. You can enjoy it 
to the max without fear of getting arrested and irritate the hell out of ’em. Now I know many of you don’t 
like my attitude here, but it is my opinion posed in the context of freedom and the First Amendment. Is this 
a great country or what? : - ) 

Those figures I quoted them were only approximate. The equipment and paper really comes to 
$6,879.06 and the car comes out to $1,200.00. That includes the price I paid for it used including sales tax 
and recent repairs I did to it or had done to it by a shop in order to make it run good. After I got my 
personal possessions that were inside of it back I found my pair of dark glasses was missing. Their cost is 
$20.00. And, of course, these figures do not include interest I lost by not having the money invested in a 
high-interest earning savings account where it would have been. I’ve tallied up total amounts owed me for 
this case, and all others, in a document I call Statement of Judicial Debts Receivable. Judicial personnel 
interested in making right their debts — or just wanting to know what they owe — are encouraged to 
request a free copy of this 148-page document from the author at any time. 

When they first approached me back at work I still had three hours to go before getting off, but they 
insisted I go with them right then. (Obviously I’ve tallied up those lost hours in the above mentioned 
Statement.) During questioning at their field office, I bragged about how I was listening in to their 
conversations the whole time on my police-band radio. After they were finished with me, probably pissed 
they couldn’t arrest me, they drove me on back to where my car was parked. Absent the radio, they may 
have just shoved me out the door to hoof it back on my own, but they wanted to check out that radio. 
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By now I was on a first name basis with Tarr which, I’m sure, irritated him to no end — which is 
exactly why I did it. Oh, I just love it when a plan comes together. : - ) “Mike ol’ buddy, tune in your 
standard surveillance frequency and I’ll tune you in here,” I boastfully said as I was showing off my radio. 
Mike looks at it and noting the dial’s position says to his fellow agent in the car, “Key up Baker 
frequency.” “Testing 1, 2, 3,” was the response. A flabbergasted look appears on Mike’s face as I said 
while making a waving scolding finger motion, “Thou shalt not use Baker frequency on me again. You 
know, if you were to give me back my six thousand eight hundred dollars I would be tempted to not tip 
people off that you have under surveillance or teach others how to counterfeit money.” By the way, Baker 
frequency, which is only one of many frequencies assigned to the Secret Service by the Federal 
Communications Commission, is located at 165.7875 MHz. 

Disclosing surveillance information to a suspect (or even teaching others printing “trade secrets”) may 
violate certain laws by being considered “interfering with police activities” or “obstructing justice” (as if 
some of what they do to us doesn’t obstruct justice), therefore those engaged in it often cannot come right 
out and admit it. Notice I didn’t say, “give me my money or I’ll do….” I merely used round about wording 
just so they’d “know” what was happening because they weren’t giving me my money back. 

After I found out how badly they tore up our house I typed an anonymous condemnatory letter to the 
Secret Service clearly indicating my teaching and disclosing activities will be a continuing part of my 
recreational hobby activities to help recoup unnecessary losses I previously sustained and also to help 
thwart law-enforcement’s sneaky practices to entrap others. (I still remembered how they bugged that 
snitch back in ’77 that I showed a counterfeit bill to and had him try to get me to say things incriminating.) 
Revenge as a recreation you say? Sure, why not? Some people play golf for recreation. Revengers get 
revenge for fun and sometimes profit — or in the very least, restitution. To this day, no law-enforcement 
personnel at all (I got into tipping off anyone I heard under surveillance, even if agencies that have never 
done me wrong were involved) have offered any comment on these activities and not the least hint of an 
objection about my having this ongoing fun. (Besides the Secret Service, the communities of Torrance and 
Manhattan Beach were also advised of my ongoing plans to continue tipping off other people under 
surveillance to help recoup unnecessary losses I sustained during their abusive tactics. They too, like their 
federal cohorts, have offered no comment and not the least hint of an objection about my continuing to do 
them now or later down the line.) And in my view, lack of complaint means acceptance. It is unclear 
whether they really don’t care about losing the cases they wouldn’t otherwise be losing, or if they just want 
me to think that it isn’t important to them so that I’ll tire of my activities and stop on my own accord. Either 
way, they cost me in ways they shouldn’t have cost me, and I’ve enjoyed returning that favor in the small 
ways I have. It’s interesting to note that after I was arrested a second time for counterfeiting in 1981 and 
told them I was able to do it so much better because inmates in prison taught me their trade secrets, they 
never asked who these guys were. If it is O.K. to do then, maybe those engaged in it don’t have to do it 
behind closed doors. They can freely enjoy it to the max. Party time!!! : - ) 

As it turns out, Agent Tarr was the culprit who was in charge of the troop of about nine vandalizing, 
thieving, and rude agents the day they searched our house. As if to purposely incite my anger, searching 
agents, the wicked malcontents that they were, were very malicious as they ransacked and vandalized the 
house, particularly my bedroom. Although I can’t prove it, I’m sure they knew how extremely neat and 
fussy I am about my personal property. As if a slap in the face, they even had the nerve to leave their dirty 
empty McDonald’s food wrappers, from their lunches, laying inside my desk drawers. As if that wasn’t bad 
enough, items were taken outside where it was lightly raining that day and they ended up getting damaged. 
When my innocent elderly mother spoke up to complain she was very rudely spoken to and threatened to 
stay seated or she would be handcuffed. These improper searches could just as easily have been done 
properly and that would accomplish their goal just as effectively — if not more so. And even if it wasn’t 
more effective, it sure would have eliminated a lot of revenge later on down the line. Those agents were 
like a runaway truck on a steep, icy hill, careening wildly out of control and they needed to be taught that 
that’s not the way to drive — not with me as their passenger anyway. 

Even though I had no illegal materials or equipment at the house (and no criminal charges were ever 
filed or a parole violation imposed) agents, working in cahoots with Rappe to conspire this crime, seemed 
determined to not leave empty handed. Probably mad I kept harping about wanting my car back, they were 
going to screw me back as bad as they could no matter what it took. With a search warrant stating they 
could take anything having to do with photography and printing, they ended up taking a light-duty movie 
camera tripod and movie camera lights which belonged to my father and clearly, without a doubt, had 
nothing to do with counterfeiting in any way, or any crime, and they knew it. Yet did that stop them? No! 
They took them anyway without any concern for propriety. Their innocence could not be disputed at all 
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because, by their very nature, these items are not used in the manufacture or distribution of counterfeit 
currency in any way — which any dummy knowledgeable of such things very well knows. Process cameras 
used to photograph currency are heavy pieces of equipment which stand on the floor. You do not put them 
on a flimsy tripod. As far as the lights, they took the four recently-purchased flood lights I did intend to use 
with my home-made wooden process camera so they know my dad’s lights were innocent. Plus, his weren’t 
even mechanically the type that could be used. But do you think agents cared? Do you think they started to 
care when they found our what their misbehavior ended up costing them and society later on down the line 
by the way of my returned revenge? Hmmm. I was particularly mad about the camera tripod and lights 
because first of all, they weren’t mine, and second, they had, and have, sentimental value as Christmas gifts 
from friends years earlier and should not have been taken to begin with. Another thing taken was a ground 
glass Mr. Truxton gave me some years earlier. It was from a view camera, dating back many years, which 
was broken and unusable. I didn’t use this ground glass to project the magnified image from my telescope 
of the Sun on any longer, but it was a treasured gift from the single treasured friend I had, and I still want it 
back. They also took the process camera I was making out of wood from plans I got out of Dorski’s book. 

Another angering thing relates to what they didn’t do. When they found evidence that I wasn’t 
molesting children they conveniently left that information out of their report. Back in ’77 they made note 
about how my station wagon appeared to be outfitted for child molesting because of various things they 
found in it. A Daily News article published a couple days after my 1993 arrest quotes from their 1977 report 
that my station wagon was, “equipped with various implements associated with child molesting, including a 
mattress, draw curtains, shaving cream and undergarments.” If they would have written up a complete 
inventory of the things they found in my car, they would have more properly classified my “implements” as 
being associated with camping. Saying shave cream the way they did, leads one to believe that it was meant 
to be used for sexual pleasures in some way. But when you add that I had a razor with it, along with a 
portable stove, a folding saw, hatchet, a couple changes of clothes, and various other camping-related 
items, that puts it all in a totally different light. So what if I had some changes of underwear? Now if they 
would have been child sizes of underwear — that would have been a different story. If someone with a 
conviction for murder were to have those same things in their car, including the hatchet, I wonder if they’d 
say that they were implements of an ax murderer? Hmmm. 

And for the evidence that I wasn’t molesting children which was conveniently left out of their report? 
On the day they tore up the house they found my diary which covers my sexual escapades with other men. 
Much like Senator Bob Packwood does, I wrote down pleasurable experiences I’ve had in bed with sexual 
partners. While I often covered how good the sex was and the various things we did, nothing was as kinky 
as what sportscaster Marv Alpert would have included in his diary if he were to write one. Just traditional 
good ol’ gay sex. But I did include the ages of the men I made love to and all were 18-years-old or older — 
although not much older. My parents knew I was gay at the time of course, but they never knew about my 
diary. When I got home that night its many pages were spread out on my bed as if purposely left that way 
so my parents would find them and read what I wrote. Surely the feds were reading them too. Yet when 
they saw my activities were with legal-age guys do you think they noted that in their report? Of course not. 
Their idea was to make me out to be as bad as possible, even if they had to hide some of the truth to do it. 
The U.S. Attorney prosecuting me on the threatening letters in ’93 continued on with this lie, telling the 
court that I was continuing to engage in child molesting activities right up to the time of my arrest. We’ll be 
covering his multitude of sins later on, but just let me add now that that alone prompted me to stay in a self-
imposed silence regarding Snake’s activities that much longer. He come out a goat too — probably more so 
than Rappe. Oh wel l !  

Yes, I had sex in my station wagon. S o what. It’s with legal-age men, and I don’t hide that fact. To 
this day, even though I live alone and could bring someone home; those I meet in Hollywood or West 
Hollywood we do it down there in the privacy of a van I now have. There’s no need to drag ’em on home to 
make love. Some people may say that doing it in a car is illegal. That may be true if somebody can see in. 
But if you’re behind closed curtains you’re not doing sex in public, which would be a crime. And for your 
information, my current van is registered as a housecar; just like a large motorhome. I don’t see anybody 
sniveling about old retired husbands and wives possibly having sex in their vehicles as they travel our 
beautiful country. Just try it and you’ll have the Good Sam Club bitching at ya’ — or maybe the American 
Association of Retired Persons. 

Another thing that angered me at the time was when they interviewed Lee Sullivan about my activities 
they made a point of telling him that I was a child molester. Now Lee knew about my past because I told 
him, but that’s the kind of thing you don’t want people knowing. I guess that’s one reason I became such an 
advocate of speaking favorably toward embarrassing the judicial system back. You see, it’s one of 
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VOCAL’s goals and is included in the OATH. */* 
 
Within days of our house’s search, my father formally complained about the destruction and thefts in 

writing to U.S. Magistrate James J. Penne, who was the one who authorized the search warrant. He 
promptly received word back from Penne that he transferred the complaint to the head United States 
Attorney, Andrea S. Ordin. We never even got the courtesy of a reply from her, let alone an apology or the 
return of the innocent movie camera tripod, movie camera lights, and ground glass. After this vandalism 
and theft I knew that in some way I was going to get my turn. These actions of grave disrespect to my 
property, along with Municipal Court Judge William G. Willett’s misdeeds later in 1985 and ’86 (covered 
in Chapter 9) were instrumental in my decision to disrespect other people’s property by way of vandalisms 
in March through July 1986. Truly, Rappe and his bag of cohorts, dunces that they were, all come out the 
goats in this mess. 
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CHAPTER 8 
Counterfeiting II 

 
Ever since “vandalism day 1980,” as I call it, I knew I was going to make them pay big  time. 

Teaching counterfeiting and tipping people off that are under surveillance won’t cut it though; not after 
what they did. Neither will printing up only enough money to reimburse me for the equipment, car, and 
paper they stole back in ’77 and ’78. I wanted more. Trouble is though, the heat was on. If I was going to 
pull this off, I’d have to bide my time until I was sure they’d given up following me all over the place. 

I never saw them after “V day,” but that didn’t mean they weren’t keeping an eye on me. Going on the 
assumption of “fool me once, shame on you; fool me twice, shame on me,” I would have expected them to 
use some better surveillance methods from that point on so I wouldn’t spot them. The fact that I didn’t spot 
them either meant they weren’t following me, or they finally got their ducks in order and got it done right. 
Not knowing which, I decided that patience is a virtue worth trying. 

It was 1981 before I was starting to get back into operation. This time, no one was going to know what 
I was up to. Even my lover was kept in the dark. From my “teachers” in prison I learned that a Multi 1250 
is an excellent press on which to print money. Not only does it give excellent quality, but it is easy to 
operate for someone with less experience than a professional printer. I purchased a used one in fair to good 
condition for around $2,500.00 from a company I’d seen an ad for. After I gave it a complete overhaul and 
installed all new ink rollers I was well satisfied with the quality it could put out. It was a night and day 
difference from that table top press I had back in ’77. 

Improving on Dorski’s design, I constructed a vertical process camera out of wood which you can see 
in the photographs at the end. I also rigged up a vacuum frame in which to hold the negatives in contact 
with the plates as the arc light burns in the image. 

You would think my main worry would be getting paper though. Well it wasn’t, because I already had 
the paper. 60 reams of it — my old favorite, Cranes Crest 20 lb., White Wove. Wow!!! And the easy way 
I got it was totally by happenstance. Soon after leaving the oxygen delivery company, I answered an ad in 
the newspaper for telephone sales. I did not know it until I got there, but this company has its employees 
call other businesses offering to sell stationary and other office-related products. One of the catalogs they 
had was from Zellerbach Paper Company. It then dawned on me, the large paper company, with their own 
security people, consider orders of certain kinds of paper by private individuals as suspicious. Yet this fly-
by-night place I’m working for would have no idea about that. Could they, who had a running account with 
Zellerbach, order it for me without triggering their security people to once again call the feds? Hmmm. 
Turned out, it worked. This fly-by-night place received my order and I picked it up from them. Before I 
took it to the storage locker I recently rented though, I made sure I wasn’t followed. 

This time, instead of renting a single apartment, I rented a one bedroom. The printing process takes 
three passes through the press, once for the green seal and serial numbers on the front, once for the black 
printing on the front, and once for the green back. It should dry for at least a day between printings, and to 
do so I had small stacks of money, no taller than an inch high, spread out all over the bedroom floor. Truly 
I needed a lot of floor space. 

Because I lost my equipment last time when they called around to local storage places inquiring about 
any tenant with my name, I wanted to rent a locker this time in another name. The ideal ID to print up 
would obviously be a driver’s license. But I didn’t have the skill, nor the equipment, to print on color 
photographic paper, which was what our licenses were printed on back then. Some months earlier my lover 
had to get a copy of his birth certificate in order to get a passport that he wanted. I noticed all it was was a 
photostatic copy that was imprinted with a purple seal to signify it as certified. That would be easy to 
counterfeit. Just photograph the purple seal like I did money, use purple ink in the press, and presto — 
paper imprinted with purple certified seals. All that’s left then is to send it on through a second time to print 
the actual certificate with black ink. From the downtown L.A. records office that stores such records, I 
purchased a copy of my own birth certificate to use as the original to copy from and I was in business. I did 
the same thing with my social security card which had red and blue ink printing on it. 

With these identification documents typed up with another name on them, I rented a storage locker 
similar to the kind I had before. Now if anything went wrong, as it did, at least I wouldn’t lose my 
equipment. I also made sure no toll calls were on our phone bill either so no snoops would be finding out I 
made purchases like they did last time. Those other identification documents play a key roll in some of my 
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activities with Snake and his minions so keep them in mind as we get back to the main subject of this book 
later on. 

Another thing that played a very key roll was a genuine one dollar bill that I played off to them as 
being counterfeit. Huh? That’ll take a little explaining, folks, and we’ll do that in its proper time. But for 
now I’ll tell you about this other technique I was experimenting with. 

The main drawback in the whole printing process was the paper. I carefully chose the original bills I 
photographed from and my counterfeits were sharper than some poorly-printed genuine bills where too 
much ink was laid down. The best paper I could get though, was not as close to the feel of real money as I 
would have liked. The ideal situation, baring having a batch of the real paper, would be to bleach the ink 
out of one dollar bills and print twenties on that. I tried strong acids, strong alkalis, paint remover, and even 
good ol’ fashion laundry bleach. By the time the black ink was coming off, the paper was also dissolving. 
One chemical though, potassium hydroxide, a strong alkali, turned the back yellow within seconds. Green 
is made up of blue and yellow pigments. In fact, this time I mixed my own green inks by using the right 
proportions of blue, yellow, and black and got closer shades of green than last time’s purchases of pre-
mixed green inks. The yellow image left behind after the blue pigment was bleached out was not blurred in 
the slightest either. It’s as if it was printed right from the start with yellow ink loaded in the press which can 
be done. 

But besides doing that, it also shrunk the paper quite noticeably. One was left with the impression that 
it was a counterfeit bill printed smaller than normal with yellow ink on the back instead of green. Oddly, 
the green seal and serial numbers on the front of the bill did not turn yellow, possibly having something to 
do with the fact that they are not engraved printing and therefore would be a different ink chemistry. I can 
just picture all you people running out to your local chemical-supply store to pick up some potassium 
hydroxide crystals in order to try this yourself. No need to waste a whole bill though. Just dipping a corner 
in will suffice. 

Another thing the bleaching did was to add what’s called optical brighteners to the paper. If I spread 
out on a table a number of genuine bills with one of mine printed on Cranes Crest that has been properly 
aged, you would be hard pressed to tell the difference in normal lighting without a magnifying glass. But 
shine an ultraviolet light, also known as a black light, on it and it will glow like a spot light. I always 
avoided passing to dark bars that often had black lights right by their cash registers. Real money does not 
have these optical brighteners in the paper and because most papers do, a black light is a rather good device 
to detect counterfeit money. 

When I got to bragging to Snake and his bunch about my previous counterfeiting activities I wanted to 
show them a sample. Trouble was though, I didn’t have one to show them. I was able to show off my birth 
certificates and social security cards, but as far as a counterfeit bill, I was fresh out. I pawned off my 
genuine bleached, shrunk, yellow-backed one dollar bill as a counterfeit and “proved” it to be counterfeit 
by shining a black light on it so they could see it glow. 

Counterfeiting is an art, just like any other art, and those who spent oodles of time perfecting it like to 
show it off to other like-minded appreciative folks. I did hold back a few of my bills for bragging purposes 
but for reasons I’ll be getting to later, I didn’t have one to show the fellas. Just let me say though that their 
seeing my “counterfeit” one dollar bill convinced them that I was an expert counterfeiter and they wanted 
in on it — big time. It was when they thought they were going to lose that opportunity that everything else 
happened and, assuming my theory is correct, the fires were the ultimate final result. More on that in its due 
time though. Let’s get back to counterfeiting 1981 style. 

Knowing that bleached ones was a dead issue, I set about putting plan B into operation; using the 60-
reams of Cranes Crest I already had. My goal was to print one million dollars using 24 different serial 
numbers. I could easily pass $2,000.00 per day in twenties, and because it would be at least a couple days 
before businesses were notified to be on the lookout for certain serial numbers, I wasn’t worried in the least 
that these bills were on a hot sheet. When I passed another $2,000.00 a month later I would use a different 
serial number and be in another city. By that method it would be two years before I reused a serial number 
and surely by then its heat would have cooled down. But in case it didn’t, I planned to do those passes far 
away from where the others were done. And when I’m talking passes here, I’m talking traveling throughout 
the United States in a motorhome for years much like some old retired folks do on a full-time basis. They 
even have clubs for this. They call themselves “full timers.” Ah; the carefree life on the open road. 

But it was not to be. I started out being real choosy who I passed to, just like before. Picking people 
that looked like they wouldn’t inspect the twenties I gave them too closely. By the way, I also printed and 
passed some tens and printed some fives which I didn’t pass. Everyone was accepting the bills so easily 
that I became less choosy in picking who I was going to pass to. The idea was to buy something as cheap as 
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possible in order to get back more change, but not so cheap as to raise suspicions as to why one is using a 
twenty on such a small purchase. I set $2.00 as being the price of an item that I would purchase. I tried to 
buy something I could use, but some stores had nothing I wanted so it would just be tossed out. 

This one day in September I walked up to a gas station with a gallon gas can pretending like I’d run 
out of gas. First off, I didn’t want the guy to see my car, and second, I only wanted $2.00 worth. The guy, 
who turned out to be the manager of the place, already gave me my change, but hadn’t punched the buttons 
in yet to turn the pump on. He picked the bill up a second time to look closer at it and told me it’s 
counterfeit. Before I had a chance to say I just got it as change from the bank he was on the phone. But not 
on the phone to police. He thumbed through a Rolodex file to come up with the number and I recognized it 
to be that of the Secret Service. Apparently this guy knew right who to call. The way he picked up so easily 
on the bill and all, I believe he took some kind of class in how to recognize counterfeit money. 

Anyway, I took off running only to be apprehended by some garage mechanics and other nearby 
individuals. I had gotten some distance away before they caught me. In fact, I had disappeared in the side 
garden entrance to a nearby Gemco store long enough to stash the gas can, take off my top shirt, rip off my 
fake semi-gray mustache, and throw away the pair of glasses I had. I did not wear glasses at the time and 
these were just a prop to disguise myself. I also had my hair sprayed with make-up spray to make it semi-
gray. At the time my real hair wasn’t gray at all. Having done all this, I casually walked past store security 
at the exit thinking I was home free. When I noticed two individuals following me I took off only to hear 
one say, “see that’s him, he’s running now.” Apparently they weren’t sure whether I was the culprit or not 
until I ran. I tried to disappear into a building under construction next door but gave up after being 
confronted by too many others. 

When they got me to the police station they asked if I wanted to make a phone call but my first 
thought was to get the make-up spray out of my hair. Knowing it washes out easily with cold water I told 
the officers I need to use the bathroom first. Once that was done my plan was to play it off as if “these guys 
just started chasing me, I don’t know what it’s about.” Police at first seemed convinced that I may be 
innocent and merely run because someone started chasing me. They asked me if I was willing to be taken 
back to have the victim look at me and I said “sure, no problem,” figuring that now I look so different he’d 
never ID me. Well, needless to say he did ID me, without any question, or even any mention of me being 
somewhat different. So much for disguises I guess. 

I was released to the custody of the Secret Service and taken to their, now all too familiar, downtown 
L.A. field office for questioning. Since our encounters on vandalism day 1980 I had purchased a used van 
but still kept the station wagon I had back on that fateful day. I was careful to use only it in the passes. In 
case something went wrong, losing it to the feds was better than losing the van. Counterfeit money was off 
limits to that van. Hoping to keep them away from the car, which had more counterfeit money in it I 
planned to pass that day, I played it off during questioning that I took a bus to that area to visit a friend and 
my van, which I still have, is at home. I gave them its license number and told them to call DMV to verify I 
own it now. Well they also found out I still have the station wagon too. My taking a bus story wasn’t flying 
either. Why would I be buying gas if I took a bus? Wonder how it would have turned out if I’d have gotten 
busted on any other pass at a regular store? 

They ended up driving around the neighborhood until they found the car and once they did that I knew 
it was all over. No chance in saying I just got that bill as change when the car contains nearly $2,000.00 
more of the same serial number. I had already passed about five that day and the change from them was 
stuffed in a paper bag separate from the counterfeit bills. 

From there on things proceeded quite smoothly, leaving me far from disgruntled and them not coming 
out like goats needing vengeance once again performed on them. Back in 1980 they took the small process 
camera I made from plans out of Dorski’s book. I convinced them that I used it shortly before they took it 
to make negatives. I then said that being I was only printing up a few thousand dollars in order to make 
back what they stole from me I could do that one at a time without a press. I’m not sure whether such a by 
hand method would produce a decent result or not, but they bought the lie. 

Happily they didn’t disrespect our house once again. They briefly looked around but that was about it. 
While they could be criticized for not being as thorough as they could have been, they come out the big 
winners in the long run. Whether it was an oversight or somebody actively deciding that it’s best to not 
violate me again, I don’t know. But in any event, we all won and no one come out the goat with big time 
egg on their faces because of it. 

After I got out on bail I set about the task of selling the equipment. I had already made up my mind, 
that if I couldn’t pass money as good as mine was and not have it recognized by the average Joe on the 
streets, then I best get out of the business. Before I sold it though, I briefly thought over whether it could 
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still be done safely if I corrected the mistakes I had made. To be guilty of the crime of passing a counterfeit 
bill they have to prove there was intent to defraud. Anybody could get an excellent counterfeit bill from 
somebody and pass it on without knowing it’s fake. It only becomes a crime if someone knows it’s a fake 
and passes it on anyway. And to successfully prosecute somebody for the crime they present evidence to 
prove that intent. 

Take last time for instance. If I would have used a pay phone to make my calls to printing supply and 
ink companies they would not have had the mountain of evidence they did to prove intent to defraud. 
Having the snitch testify against me and showing the large order of 100% cotton paper I purchased may 
have tipped the scales against me, but still my mistakes led them right to a conviction. Of course, if they 
had no idea I had the equipment there wouldn’t have been the threats to give it to them and I could have 
entered a guilty plea and probably received a fraction of the amount of time I did. And they would have had 
the added benefit of not coming out the goats they did on account of the my revenge for the stolen 
equipment. 

And then take this time. Let’s say I’m the average Joe on the street with no criminal record of 
counterfeiting and no prior printing experience which could be brought up to a jury. Add to that I have no 
other counterfeit bills in my possession and none in a car registered to me that is parked nearby. Plus lets 
say I went to the extra trouble to cash a real $100.00 bill in a local bank that morning to get twenties. Now 
if I get caught I have an alibi and can “prove” I got that bill at the bank; just ask the teller — whose name I 
would conveniently remember — or look at the video tapes. Present that to a jury with no evidence of prior 
printing experience or counterfeiting and I’m off scot free because there was no intent to defraud. 

This, of course, is a one time shot. Get busted once and you could never use it again because they 
would present your first episode to the second jury which would have that to weigh toward your guilt. I 
shot my wad the first time, and surely more the second time. You can imagine I look at the money I get as 
change or out of an ATM machine real close. If I ever accidentally passed on a bill without knowing it was 
fake and got pulled in for it I would have a tough sell to a jury that I didn’t know it was counterfeit. They’d 
see my two-time record for it and I’d be up the river without a paddle for a long time. To this day I have yet 
to get someone’s counterfeit bill, or even see another one, and I hope I don’t. 

Along with having the equipment at the storage place, I had four full boxes of printed but uncut and 
unaged counterfeit money, mostly in twenties and only two of the 24 different serial numbers had been 
passed. The rest were still virgin bills. There was also a small quantity of tens which had not been tied to 
me and fives which had never been passed. Going on the assumption that I’d surely meet some trusting 
person with no printing or counterfeiting past history in prison who would be willing to do my passing for a 
cut of the proceeds, I decided to hold on to my money. Get this person, go through the steps mentioned 
above, and train him to be cool if arrested and there is no fear of either me getting caught or him having 
intent to defraud proved to a jury. Sounded like the perfect crime and that was my full intent at that 
moment. 

I sold the press and home-made plate maker, which consisted of a separate carbon arc light and 
vacuum frame with pump, to a private individual who had an ad in a graphics arts publication. I only got 
like $1,200.00 for all of it, which is a lot less than I paid for the press alone, but at least it wasn’t stolen 
from me and I didn’t want to spend time shopping around for a better buyer. He was a Hispanic guy and 
somewhere I recall getting the impression he resold them south of the border and that’s how he made his 
living. In any event, it was gone and the money was in my bank — and that’s all I cared about. I sold the 
German lens to my home-made process camera back to the camera store I purchased it used from some 
months earlier. The camera’s still around, although not as a camera. Parts of its wood were used in other 
woodworking projects and the basic frame was turned into an exercise machine with which to perform dips 
on. 

The four boxes of money were individually wrapped in three layers of plastic trash bags and 
transported up to an out-of-the-way mountain location north of L.A. and buried. I had no idea how long I’d 
be in prison and there was no use paying rent on a place when I could store it rent free courtesy of the U.S. 
Forest Service. After all, they owed me something back for what they stole last time. 

Come sentencing though, my whole plans changed. To this day, no judge, except U.S. District Judge 
Robert J. Kelleher, ever considered past injustices I suffered and took them into consideration in order to 
hand down a lesser-than-average sentence. (All the others enhanced my sentences.) Normally when a 
person commits the same crime a second time he gets a much stiffer sentence. Judge Kelleher was 
different. He took an interest in how I had been violate in my past case and even asked me for more details 
about it before he handed down his sentence. Having been so sensitive to injustices in the past, I now found 
myself highly-sensitive to an extra degree of concern and compassion. In reality, it may not have been that 
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much of a deal, but to me at the time it was a wonderful breath of fresh air that I needed more than anything 
else. Imagine being trapped in a submarine with a faltering ventilation system and suddenly surfacing to the 
fresh smell of ocean air entering your lungs for the first time in days or weeks. Although he sentenced me 
to prison (6-months), it was a sentence that clearly had a hidden message behind it. It was like he was 
saying, “you did wrong and you deserve some punishment, but you were also wronged very badly by us 
and I recognize that contributed to your misbehavior.” Acknowledging I had been wronged — albeit a 
silent acknowledgment — was a vital message I carried with me as I began serving my rather-light 
sentence, and that did my emotional stability more good than a ton of psychiatrists could ever hope to 
accomplish with years of “traditional” therapy. 

And then to top that off, Judge Kelleher let me stay out for another month through the Christmas 
holidays (which included my birthday), and that I sort of looked on as reimbursement to how Judge 
Rosenthal refused the same request exactly 10-years earlier. 

On January 11, 1982 — the two-year anniversary of vandalism day — I surrendered myself to the 
U.S. Marshals’ lockup as ordered to begin serving my 6-month plus sentence. Plus, you ask? Yes, I knew I 
faced another 18-months on top of the 6 for violating the parole of the first counterfeiting conviction. 
Although I was hoping the U.S. Parole Commission would follow Judge Kelleher’s lead and also consider 
the improprieties of the last case, I knew the unlikeliness of that, and that my added exposure was up to 18 
more months after completing the 6. Well they gave me all they legally could; in all I did just over 231/2 
months, getting out on December 22, 1983, just in time for Christmas. Just missing being in custody those 
two Christmases aided the judicial system a lot because it lowered my anger level considerably. 

I already covered how being a child molester is at the bottom of the barrel as far as other inmates 
seeing you. The counterpart to that is an inmate who is regarded higher than average by his fellow peers. 
Guys who used a lot of finesse in a well planned out non-violent scheme requiring skills that many don’t 
possess and which netted them a lot of money clearly falls in that category. Having made the newspapers 
on account of your crime is another. Many of the black inmates were eagerly awaiting the arrival of 
entertainer, George Kirby back in ’79 after his conviction for cocaine. Automaker, John DeLorean was an 
inmate at FCI Terminal Island for a few days before he got out on bail. Even though he wasn’t in the 
general population with the rest of us, as pre-trial inmates never are, everyone sure wanted to see and talk 
to him whenever he was escorted past us from one part of the prison to another. 

When I was at FCI Terminal Island the first time no one knew about my child molesting past. I was 
just an average inmate and got along quite well with everyone. To a certain extent, to make myself appear 
more skilled to other inmates, I bragged that my counterfeit money was better than it was. This time, I 
really had money that was better. Before I buried those four boxes of money I saved out a few samples as 
keepsakes. Not really so much to brag about to like-minded individuals, but a lot of skill, love, and work 
went into making those bills and I wanted something to remember them by years from now. Pride you ask? 
Ya. The same kind of pride any skilled artist has. The great photographer, Ansel Adams, surely was pleased 
to show his magnificent photographs to the general public separate from the fact that he also made his 
living with them. 

Some inmates hide drugs on them when they know they’re going into custody. I hid one of my 
lovingly-made counterfeit twenties on me when I entered prison that fateful vandalism-day anniversary. Far 
from any thoughts of passing it though or defrauding anyone, I had it specifically to show off. I even wrote 
on both sides, “Counterfeit For Display Purposes Only” just in case it were found. This way no one could 
say there was intent to defraud behind it and without that necessary element, the mere possession of it is not 
illegal. At least I don’t think it is. 

As soon as I got released to the general population my first thought was to find Dan Willis to show 
him what I had accomplished. Just like a grade-school child so proud of his or her school project a caring 
teacher is responsible for bringing to fruition, I needed to show my primary “teacher” my work of “art.” I 
was so saddened to learn that Dan had left not too many months earlier, but Lew Hatton was still there. It 
was such an uplifting experience to have him, an experienced printer from way back (plus a smooth-talking 
con man to boot), show such surprise in the quality I accomplished. While I wasn’t attracted to him in a 
sexual way, I could have given him the biggest bear hug right there as we were walking from the north to 
the south yard that cold winter afternoon. To this day I remember the exact spot we were walking when this 
praising moment happened. 

One of my hobbies had always been photography and the recreation department needed to fill their 
position as yard photographer. Inmates that wanted pictures of themselves or friends could purchase tokens 
in the commissary and have their pictures taken out on the yard or in their living quarters. Because I took 
pride in composing the shots just right, better than other camera men had done, I was often praised for the 
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quality of my pictures. That, of course, often led to my comment, “you should have seen the money I 
printed” letting them know how that’s much a photographic process too. While I gave up my plans to enlist 
someone else to pass the money I had buried, I actively set about passing on the trade secrets I had stored 
up in my memory. 

While Judge Kelleher’s over-board fairness was instrumental in my decision to no longer involve 
myself in counterfeiting, the U.S. Parole Commission’s hanging me out to dry was conducive in prompting 
me to spend all the time they’re making me do turn into a disadvantage for the judicial system — one of 
those opposites I so much like to accomplish. As they should be able to see, I’m an easy dog to hunt with; 
as long as they treat me properly. And that’s the key; they’ve got to take that first pro-active step. (It’s still 
not too late guys; hint, hint!) Now I became the expert teacher of counterfeiting not only money, but any 
other kind of documents imaginable. While I didn’t have the expertise in printing that professionally-
schooled printers would have, I had learned, and in some cases perfected my own, counterfeiter “trade” 
secrets that were valuable to others wishing to pursue the trade. And I really didn’t even try to hide the fact 
from staff that I was making my expertise available to others. Sometimes they listened with interest to see 
how it was done. Of course, I didn’t delve into anything more complex than basic techniques when they 
were within earshot. Still, you can expect inmate snitches to rat you out sometime. Every prison has ’em. 
But no one did, and of course as I said previously, I told the Secret Service I was going to teach others how 
to do it and tip people off that are under surveillance until they gave me my stolen property back. I took a 
no complaint out of them as being a we don’t care. Maybe they figured it’s job security if others are doing 
it. After all, there’s a lot of agents, and only so many can be assigned to watch after the President. The rest 
gotta’ track down counterfeiters, and that’s where we come in. If there weren’t enough of us, they’d be out 
looking for another job. Do you think they think that way? Hmmm. 

One day an inmate showed me my name in the newspaper. Instead of the government sending me a 
letter informing me how I could contest the seizure of my car like they did last time, they merely published 
a notice in the newspaper (Los Angeles Times for September 23, 1982) describing the car along with my 
name and advised me to make a claim by September 30th or it would be disposed of. I guess they assume 
that notice covers their asses if I try to claim it later and complain I was never notified they planned to sell 
it. I would have never known if the inmate hadn’t of accidentally seen it. Anyway, I shot a letter off to them 
right away suggesting that being this car was used to pass counterfeit currency and the last one wasn’t, why 
don’t they return this one to make up for the last one that shouldn’t have been taken. If they would have 
done that I would have accepted the loss of the last one without question. But no, they chose to not respond 
at all to my letter and totally ignored any responsibility to correct any of their misbehavior. Because of that, 
as far as I’m concerned, they owe me for both cars and it’s listed as such on my Statement of Judicial Debts 
Receivable. 

For once I was highly regarded by my fellow inmates, which felt wonderful, but I still had hundreds of 
thousands of dollars in counterfeit money still buried. Is there a way it could bring me some joy without 
exposing myself to the dangers of arrest? My first thought, seeing that I was going home a week before the 
end of the year, was to ring in 1984 with it in a monumental way. By that I mean, take it up to a tall 
skyscraper overlooking Times Square on New Year’s Eve and just as Dick Clark counts down the seconds 
on national TV and the time ball drops its last few inches, so does my money. Drops down into the hoards 
of people on the streets below who scoop it up like manna from heaven. Ooh, I can just see it now. That 
would piss the Secret Service off royally. It would have been so much fun to do. : - ) 

But instead I chose another option. I wrote the Secret Service an anonymous letter a few months 
before Christmas 1982 with purposely-implanted vague hints that it’s from me and saying that I had about 
$700,000.00 in counterfeit money buried that I was willing to trade in exchange for a reduction in my 
parole violation sentence that would get me out by that Christmas. Within days, Special Agent David A. 
Cahill and a partner paid me a semi-friendly visit asking for the money first before they would ask for a 
reduction in my sentence. Smelling the con job right from the start, I not only turned his offer down, but I 
even denied having any money buried or sending the letter. I wasn’t worried it could be tied to be because I 
used a typewriter from the prison library that is available to all other inmates and I made sure I left no 
fingerprints behind that could be traced to me. I figured, what did I have to lose. If they refused to deal I’d 
just finish the sentence I was already doing. They couldn’t extend it any longer, I was already doing the 
max. And they couldn’t give me any new time because they couldn’t tie the letter positively to me. 
Guessing it’s from me don’t get them a conviction. So basically this was my ball game; I was calling the 
shots and not sustaining any of the liabilities. Cool, that works for me. 

Months went by and I never heard a thing from them. It’s clear now they had devised a well-thought-
out plan to prompt me to give it up and get nothing in return. Darn con artists that they were — it worked. 
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On February 10, 1983 I was approached by Mr. Sweeney with an enticing offer. (Memory fails me as to 
whether he was an agent or not. To aid in the preparation of this book I reviewed a number of the letters I 
had written to the Secret Service and found his name on one written in June 1983 complaining about how 
they conned me.) In exchange for my services as a consultant to them in the area of training I would get 
released from prison. I was told the job would include all expense paid trips to Washington D.C. and other 
various locations to assist in training programs of new Secret Service agents both in the areas of 
counterfeiting and surveillance. Several of these interviews took place during the next few weeks where 
they passed it off as an exciting opportunity that could lead to full-time employment and a rather decent 
career. At no time did any of them (and there were several of them at these meetings whose names I did not 
get write down) bring up the buried money in the slightest of ways. Their smooth con put all the focus on 
this job “training” opportunity. 

They were in what I thought was the process of arranging for my release when on April 14, 1983 they 
come to take me to their office in downtown L.A. under the auspices of being a kind of session where I’d 
teach the agents some of the techniques I used. Special Agent Paul Lipscomb was the agent overseeing this 
elaborate con game by now. On this bright and sunny April morning, after having been groomed for weeks 
into believing I’d be working with them and going home early, Agent Lipscomb “casually” brought up that 
he “just” learned of the fact that I had some outstanding money buried out in the hills and it would be sort 
of a “good faith” move on my part if we could just get that “little” matter out of the way before we proceed 
any further. Having my guard down at the time with thoughts of going home, possibly even that day, I 
agreed to take them out to where it was buried. 

With a signed agreement from some United States Attorney that I would not be prosecuted for this 
extra amount of counterfeit money, we proceeded out to Soledad Canyon, north of the San Fernando 
Valley, and up a semi-steep eroded (luckily we had a 4-wheel-drive vehicle) fire road to the location I 
buried it some 19-months earlier. After digging all that up, and them as happy campers, we headed on back 
to their L.A. field office, stopping on the way to get a bite of lunch. That’s all I got out of this con, one day 
out of jail and a free lunch of non-prison food. Days later Lipscomb told me it all added up to $945,000.00 I 
gave them, but I’m sure that counted misprints and partially printed bills that were surely in there too. 

Lipscomb said he wanted to give me a lie detector test to make sure I had no more money I was hiding 
from them before they’d let me go home. Unfortunately I did have some, not to pass though, but just to 
have as keepsakes. In fact, I even had one in my cell which I showed around to inmates. The trouble was 
though, that those souvenirs were stashed with the few blank birth certificates and social security cards I 
had printed in order to rent the storage place in another name. These I’d never been charged with and they 
were not a part of the immunity from prosecution agreement I had so I decided to remain silent about them 
and hope I could fool the polygraph by saying truthfully that I have no counterfeit money with which to 
defraud people. Now that’s true. None of what I had was going to be used to defraud anybody. They were 
just for display purposes. But they wanted to make sure I had no counterfeit money, no matter what my 
intent was. 

I brought out about burying the money and plates off Kanan Road in Agoura back in ’77 so the 
examiner’s question was something like, “other than the money we retrieved today and what you just told 
me about in Agoura, do you have any other counterfeit money you didn’t tell me about?” I answered no to 
the question and failed it miserably. Them thinking I was holding out was the reason I was told they could 
not proceed with the release plans we had discussed. They videotaped me for one hour that evening 
explaining some of my techniques, but that’s as far as it went. 

There’s an interesting story relating to that money buried out in Agoura. I buried it on a hillside 
covered with thick chaparral brush. In October 1978 a raging arson-set wildfire swept through the area 
killing two people, including Mr. Truxton, on its way to the Pacific Ocean. After I got out of prison, I went 
out there to retrieve it and found the entire hillside totally out in the open. Where once I had to crawl under 
brush to reach the burial site, let alone to even see it from a dirt road below, now all I had to do was look up 
at it from the road. Trouble is, digging around, I couldn’t find it. In relation to a Y-shaped tree, singed but 
still there, near the road I know I was within 10-feet or so of it. There was no evidence of anybody else 
digging before I got there, nor any indication that rains had washed it down the hillside. I went back there 
with a metal rod with which to probe down into the ground without having to do a lot of digging and still 
come up dry. Lee Sullivan had a metal detector so I borrowed that in the hopes of detecting the aluminum 
plates, which were only 6-inches or so under ground, but still found nothing. To this day I am so puzzled. 
What happened to them? Would they have vaporized in the intense heat of the fire raging overhead? But 
even with the fire, wouldn’t the ground act as an insulator? At the most I can see them melting, but not 
vaporizing where no metal residue is left behind. I know magnets won’t stick to aluminum. Will these 
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electronic detectors detect aluminum as well as other metals? My other thought was somebody saw me 
bury it and immediately dug it up. The passage of time — winds, rains, and fire — until I got back to it 
could have erased any evidence that it had been tampered with even if the guy didn’t fill in the hole 
afterwards. 

I told the Secret Service they would need a large back how (something the size of a Caterpillar model 
215 excavator) with a long enough reach in order to dig up a good chunk of the hillside while parked level 
on the dirt road below. They said they would take me out there to get it but still haven’t got around to doing 
it. I’m still willing to assist them in retrieving it, not because I’m so civic-minded in wanting to help law 
enforcement mind you — far from it. It’s only because I’m so curious as to what happened to it, and 
everyone I talked to about is equally perplexed. 

After going through all this effort in trying to get out early, I did two things you may find surprising. 
If an inmate was denied parole, like I was this second time, and told to continue serving time until their 
“mandatory release” date, they still got good-time and work-time credits taken off the full term the judge 
handed down at the time of sentencing. Back then, they calculated our work-time credits manually after our 
statute-mandated good-time credits were subtracted off of the full term. A computation sheet we were given 
by staff gave our release date with only the good-time credits applied. That is because a staff member in the 
records office entered our work-time credits periodically only after we earned them. Those going out on 
mandatory release didn’t know their exact release dates until a staff member did the final calculations a few 
month or so before they were expected to be released. Of course, we inmates could always figure it 
ourselves and get it within at least a day or two, but I wanted to know the exact date then and now. 

In mid-1982 a cooperative staff member in the records office calculated my date by hand one month at 
a time on through the end and told me it is December 22, 1983. Because she had all the figures in front of 
her she penciled them on my official records which tracked such things. Sometime after the first of the year 
I went up to the records office for some reason that has long since faded from memory, but because my file 
was pulled out I asked the new staff member, who recently took over that position, what my release date 
was. She set about the task of manually figuring it just like the former one did some months earlier, only 
she made an error and I saw it right away. When she saw my work-time credits calculated on through 
December 1983 she mistakenly took it to be December 1982 — which is where most inmates would have 
been calculated through at the time — and figured from that point, in effect giving me double credits for a 
number of months. And like the former staff member, she too entered her calculations in the official record 
and told me my release date was November 2nd. Would they catch this error somewhere down the line I 
wondered? I was hoping not. This would have gotten me home for the entire “holiday zone,” that 
wonderful time span between Thanksgiving and New Years which has always been one of my favorite 
times of the year. Plus I would have been out for and my parents’ 40th wedding anniversary on December 
10th and my birthday a week before Christmas. 

Each housing unit is headed by a Unit Manager, and under him or her is a Case Manager. It is the 
Case Manager’s job to handle all the paperwork relating to inmates assigned to the unit. My Case Manager 
at the time was Ms. Lynda Croasmun. If an inmate is going to get released to a half-way house several 
months before their scheduled release date, as many do, the Case Manager starts the paperwork well 
beforehand. One day she called me into her office and asked if I wanted to apply for a half-way house. By 
doing it at the early date she did, I knew they hadn’t caught their error yet. Later on you’re going to see 
how they refused me a half-way house placement in 1996 even though they knew it would delay my 
disclosing the identity of the arsonists that much longer. By then, releasing former child molesters had 
become a hot political issue and they weren’t going to give us a chance to reoffend during an early release 
and bring them bad publicity in return. 

But back in ’83, when wiser heads prevailed, they weren’t so oppressive. But I turned Ms. Croasmun 
down. I, who was trying my darnest to get out early told her no thank you. Why, you ask. I’m glad you did. 
And if you didn’t, you can always skip it. But if you do, you’ll miss some important details that relate to 
why the arsonists are enjoying an extended vacation. 

Beginning shortly after my arrival at FCI Terminal Island, and continuing until just a few days before 
my release date, I was taking a fairly full schedule of college classes. One of the first was Introduction to 
Computers and it included programming in BASIC, a popular programming language included with all 
home computers sold at that time. Unfortunately, it did not include any hands-on study with computers 
though. What I did learn stimulated my intellectual juices to such an extent that astronomy and bird 
watching, my two primary hobbies, were put on the back burner. Without ever touching a computer 
keyboard, and only reading one book with a brief chapter on BASIC, I was spending much of my free time 
writing simple programs. 
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When I turned down Ms. Croasmun’s half-way house offer I knew the upcoming semester included a 
class that would have actual computers for us to use, computers compatible with the then very popular 
Apple II. Now prison became too fun to leave. TI, as we called it, was a rather laid-back non-restrictive 
institution back then with little violence. A few fights here and there and only one stabbing happened the 
entire time I was there both times. I had a fun job, a private room (not a cell but a room) with my own key 
to it in the south yard and a view of the harbor people would pay big bucks to have. Plus, I had a certain 
status among the other inmates and no one knew I was a child molester. 

As my incorrect release date was approaching, Ms. Croasmun called me in to her office once again, 
this time to sign my conditions of release. When I noticed the date on the papers she handed me I told her, 
“this isn’t my correct release date.” With a mindset typical of Bureau of Prisons’ staff members taught to 
believe in the accuracy of official records, she said, “yes it is.” “No it’s not” I responded. “Yes it is,” she 
said with a little firmer voice. “No it’s not,” I said, having firmed up my voice a tad bit by now. Finally 
deciding that I seemed to know from where I spoke she asked me, “Well, what is your release date then?” 
December 22nd” I answered. “What makes you think it’s December 22nd?” she inquired. I then proceeded 
to explain how the error was made. Once she heard that she abruptly snatched the papers out of my hand 
and said, “I’ve got to check into this.” 

A day or so later she come to me with the papers to sign after the date had been corrected and I did so 
without hesitation. (It turned out my computer class ended just days before my release date.) I then asked 
her if I could have a furlough to go home for Thanksgiving. Furloughs and day passes were commonly 
given to inmates that had good behavior back then. Because of my molesting history I was never able to get 
one in the past but I reminded her that it’s only because of my honesty that I’m still in for Thanksgiving. 
“Good point” she thought, “Why don’t you run it by the warden?” I did, and sure enough, he let me go 
home on Thanksgiving. He’d only give me a day pass though, not an overnight furlough. 

What did I do you ask? No, I didn’t molest children as some folks would fear. The June 1983 issue of 
Astronomy magazine published their very first astronomy-related computer program in BASIC. This 
program calculated star time, known as sidereal time, from local time, date, and longitude entered by the 
user. Previously when I wanted to have this time, I had to calculate it by hand after looking up some data 
from a table that changes daily. Being the amateur computer programmer that I was becoming, and wanting 
to enhance the program to calculate other data not a part of the magazine author’s original program, I 
needed some mathematical formulas from some of my astronomy books at home. With the few hours I had 
available to me, I got what information I needed, enjoyed a wonderful Thanksgiving dinner, and rushed 
back to my computer so I could make “SID,” the abbreviated name I assigned to Sidereal Time, really hum. 

As you can see, computers became rather important to me and learning more about them is now as 
much of a hobby as astronomy and bird watching are. Getting purposely cheated out of nearly finishing a 
computer technology class in 1996 is one of the delaying factors that is keeping the arsonists away from 
justice a while longer. All that will be covered in its due time, but by seeing how someone is willing to 
spend more time in prison for a beginner’s class in computers, surely you’ll be able to see how very  much 
more important that advanced class was to me. Just some more history to have stashed away when you read 
about my reasoning behind granting the arsonists an extended vacation. 

I turned down all offers to work in cahoots with other inmates after my release from TI. Everyone had 
the idea I was more of an expert printer than I really was, probably because of me embellishing my skills a 
tad bit, but they really weren’t that far off though. Other than running into an ex-inmate at the parole office 
a time or two, and once at a restaurant, I never had any contact with anybody I knew from prison. While I 
was nowhere near as mad at the feds as I was last time — mainly because of Judge Kelleher’s compassion 
and no equipment being stolen — I still had a bone to pick. They wouldn’t give back this time’s guilty car 
as a make up for taking the innocent one from last time was one thing. Being conned was another. Yes, I 
know I would have missed my computer class if they would have gotten me out back then. That’s not the 
point. I was still hood winked and it’s the principle of it. The fact that I benefited greatly by not getting out 
early lessened the liability they created for themselves, but it didn’t erase it. I wasn’t going to print any 
money, and I wasn’t going to break the law. But I was going to cost them. 

I plucked down 300 bucks or so for a Bearcat scanner, a radio receiver that can be programmed to 
scan individual given frequencies, entire bands, or groups of bands. When no activity is present on a given 
frequency it scans on to other frequencies. This way, I can listen in on a number of frequencies all at once 
because it will stop while activity is present on a channel. Bearcat and other companies publish books that 
list the exact frequencies various organizations transmit on and by punching them in on a keypad one can 
be assured of receiving whatever is said on that channel. One book listed state and county law enforcement 
and another listed government organizations. Besides Secret Service in general, they break it down even 
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farther to show which ones the White House use in their guarding of the President. 
As I openly disclosed I was going to do until they made amends for the thefts and vandalism they had 

committed, I resumed my listening in to others that are under surveillance and tipping them off. Only this 
time I had a decent radio. The other one, with its cheap analog tuner, never gave me an exact readout as to 
what frequency I was on. I found the Secret Service on the dial merely by knowing they were on the upper 
VHF band after I saw their walkie-talkie’s antenna length and tuning through the dial until I found them 
talking. I knew they were just above 162.55 MHz, which is where I received NOAA’s National Weather 
Service transmissions, but that’s as close as I got. I learned they called that frequency “Baker” when Tarr, 
wanting to hear my radio, said the word. And now with a book listing all government frequencies and 
indicating the word “Baker” by one of them I learned it is at 165.7875 MHz. Punch that frequency in on the 
scanner and it’s mine. 

Of course, as I said before, the Secret Service uses a bit more secrecy in their conversations than other 
surveillance law-enforcement organizations do. It was much easier to identify the surveillance location and 
the mark they were watching when these open-conversation guys were on the air. By the summer of 1984 I 
had acquired a job for a company delivering hardware to construction sites. A few days before Labor Day, 
and well into my counter-surveillance measures, I noticed I was being followed by someone. I wasn’t doing 
counterfeiting so I hadn’t even been looking out for anyone. I briefly thought it could be over my 
countermeasures but quickly discounted that because I openly proclaimed I was going to do that and they 
never objected in the slightest of ways. 

What gave them away was their vehicle. I was making a delivery in an out-of-the-way construction 
area where large luxury vehicles are noticeably out of place. If they’d have had a pick up truck or 
something like that I’d never have noticed. That particular day I left my scanner in my personal van parked 
back at work because it wasn’t an activity I engaged in every day. My suspicions were confirmed when I 
noticed the same vehicle wherever I went. After I got off work and into my own van I turned on my scanner 
to listen in. Here it was, nearly 5-years since agents last trailed me, and when I boastfully showed them my 
radio. So where do you suppose I found them on the dial? That’s right — right there at Baker frequency. 
These dimwits didn’t even check past notes from previous agents to determine that Baker was no longer a 
“secure” channel. Wonder if these kids skipped their homework in grade school too? Hmmm. They had a 
bunch of channels to choose from too. It wasn’t like the FCC allotted only Baker channel to ’em. They 
could have even used one up in the UHF frequency range, which they knew that old radio didn’t pick up. 
Of course, my scanner did pick up those frequencies, but they didn’t know I had it. 

We only had to work half a day on that Friday before the holiday. Before I left work I called the 
Secret Service and asked them, “I noticed you guys following me, would you like to talk about it?” At first 
the guy I talked to denied it, but when I was persistent that I knew they were he then connected me to 
another agent who admitted it. Then I told him I’m not doing anything illegal and am willing to come in to 
their office if they’d like. “O.K., come on down, do you know where we’re at?” “Of course I know where 
you’re at” I said sort of with surprise, but then realize that this guy may not know of my extensive history 
with them and multiple visits to their office. Knowing they had their own employees’ garage for parking I 
asked if he could clear it so I could park there and save the high public-parking fees. He did and I was on 
my way, but not without making one quick stop home first. 

You’ll recall, I previously saved several counterfeit bills as keepsakes and they were responsible for 
failing that lie detector test they gave me back on April 14, 1983. I assumed that’s why they were checking 
up on me, probably thinking I still had a stash somewhere. Wanting to make sure I don’t fail another test 
they might want to give me, I flushed all the bills I had down the toilet and knew I could then say with 
comfortable honesty that I had no counterfeit money. As it turned out, they did want to give me a 
polygraph. They asked me about passing any counterfeit money in a certain very recent time span. I offered 
to answer questions for time spans all the way back to when I was arrested in September 1981 but they 
were only interested in a narrow slice of recent time. Obviously somebody with my patterns of activity, or 
quality of money, was out passing some. Who knows, maybe it was one of my former “students.” Anyway, 
they seemed satisfied about the results of the polygraph and I went on home, never to talk to them or be 
followed by them again — as far as I know. 

Before I departed though I reminded the agent about the money buried out in Agoura and he said he’ll 
get back to me when we’d be going out there. I also mentioned I still had 7 reams of Cranes Crest left from 
that 60 reams I bought from that fly-by-night telemarketing place. I mentioned I’m wanting to sell it and 
have offered it to other inmates. He asked if I’d tell them who it is that buys it and I said I would. Now, we 
may have been on a more friendly basis this time, but I wasn’t that friendly. It’s for sale to anybody on a 
no-questions- asked and no-ID-required basis. Yes, I’ve still got it — it’s up in my attic right now. I paid 28 
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dollars and some odd cents per ream — boy it was sure a lot higher than the first batch I bought some three 
years earlier — and I’m selling it for $28.00 per ream too. I’m not making a thing on it, just my cost is cool 
with me. Aren’t I worried the Secret Service will attempt to steal it again? No. They’ve known I’ve had it 
all these years without any hint of threatening it out of my à la Rappe/Davidson. I tend to believe they’ve 
learned their lesson from vandalism day 1980, which cost society a bundle. If they want to cough up 28 
bucks a ream it’s all theirs. I don’t care who I sell it to. I’m a bottom-line oriented guy! I just want my 
money out of it. 

I’m sure you’re wondering now why I come forward to the Secret Service this time when last time I 
was actively involved in a game of cat and mouse with them. Well first of all, my anger level was nowhere 
near as high as it was back then. No equipment was stolen from me, no threats were made to give up 
anything, Judge Kelleher was fair beyond expectations, and besides any of that, my countermeasure 
practices were successfully venting the anger I was still in possession of. Of course, wanting to get them off 
my back so I could continue my anti-surveillance activities in peace, which was more fun than another cat 
and mouse would be at this time, was also on my mind. I’d already worn out that game. This other one with 
my new toy (the scanner) was the game-of-the-day at this particular time in my life. They merely lucked 
out because of the change in my priorities and gameplan. 

We shook hands on my departure and the agent handed me something like $70.00. I assume it was in 
appreciation for coming forward as soon as I did which saved them days of following me around to see if I 
was up to anything. You may wonder if I subtracted that 70 bucks off of what they owe me for the theft of 
my equipment and cars. Of course not. This was payment for my professional consultation that day. They 
haven’t paid anything toward their debt which is itemized in detail in my 148-page Statement of Judicial 
Debts Receivable. 

We now come to a warm Saturday in September 1984 which is the subject of our next chapter. 
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CHAPTER 9 
Michael 

 
In September 1984 I was quite active in the dating scene and was a frequent patron at some of the gay 

night clubs in Hollywood and West Hollywood. On one particular Saturday afternoon I was window 
shopping in a part of Hollywood known to be an area where gay people looking for sexual partners often 
congregate. The night club I had planned to attend did not open for several hours and I was basically just 
killing time. 

Because computers was now a serious hobby of mine I was considering purchasing one. I had looked 
at several makes and models at one particular store before I went on down the line to see what other stores 
had. Farther down, I saw a young man I had seen earlier at the computer store who was also looking at 
computers. We struck up a conversation together and found out we each had a hobby-like interest in 
computers. 

After we had been talking for some minutes a flamboyant 19-year-old I had met on the dance floor at 
the previous June’s Gay Pride Festival approached me with greetings. His gay identity was unmistakable 
and this caught Michael Reeves, the young man with whom I was having a conversation with, by surprise. 
Our conversation quickly turned to an inquiry. “Are you gay?” he asked. “Yes, I am” I said. “But you don’t 
look gay.” I could easily see where this conversation was leading. He apparently had the belief that all gay 
men are effeminate. But worse than that, he had been taught that being gay is an “abomination” of God. I 
had not yet written Loving Gay Relationships and the Bible, but still had researched the subject quite a bit. I 
was always one to speak up for the things I believed in and I was already of the belief that being gay is an 
inborn quality and that gay people are a part of God’s plan. 

As our talks progressed, Michael seemed quite interested in the subject and I did happen to ask if he 
was gay or if he ever had an interest in engaging in gay sexual activity. Sometimes people find quite an 
inner conflict between their own natural inner feelings for someone of the same gender and various 
conservative religious teachings which speak of such feelings as abominations of God. In the various 
support groups I’ve been involved with over the years I’ve met people who tried to marry away their gay 
feelings, figuring that if they get heterosexually married it’ll all just go away. It doesn’t. In the worst case 
scenario, some have committed suicide because they couldn’t deal with all the inner strife. And that is the 
real abuse in this country. Those who promote such inner conflicts are the real abusers. All those issues are 
addressed in Loving Gay Relationships and the Bible so I won’t belabor them here. I just want to emphasize 
that I will always speak out against issues that could lead to abuse of any kind. 

As it turns out, Michael was 16-years-old so technically I broke the law when I asked if he wished to 
engage in sexual activity. Not the biggest crime in the world and after I learned of his age I did not freak 
out and make a point of showing fear or emphasize that he shouldn’t tell anybody. After all, this was 
Hollywood. This was the city that does not enforce 18-and-over age limits for admission to gay dance 
establishments even though signs at the door say you must be at least 18. This is the city that has homeless 
youths rooming the streets along with some underage prostitutes and as of back then, didn’t seem to be 
making much headway in cleaning up the mess. 

Michael made it clear up front that he wasn’t gay but he wished I would call him. As it turned out, his 
mother, Margaret Reeves, had the courts take him out of her house because of some of his misbehaving and 
he was placed in the Children’s Baptist Home in Inglewood. He relayed to me that staff will “slam kids 
against the wall when they misbehave.” Even though the two of us were separated by some years in age, we 
were very similar in social experience. We’re both very quiet, shy, non-athletic, intellectual kinds of people 
who liked the same kinds of music, hobbies, and recreational activities. Michael sure didn’t have anything 
in common with the kids his own age at the Home who were mostly crude, rude, and loud, loud, loud — 
both with their mouths and their radios. He often expressed to me how very distressing that is to him and 
that he doesn’t fit in with them at all. Most of the kids also happened to be black, and although neither of us 
were prejudice, there is quite a cultural/life dissimilarity. When you are one of the few whites around — 
and a quiet type at that — this can surely lead to discomfort. Having been in similar living situations in 
custody, I can relate to this very well. Some of my worst memories of prison life are of the crude, rude, and 
loud inmates I had to put up with. I was 21-years-old the first time I was put in custody and had difficulty 
living with the cultural shock. I can imagine how I would have been at 16. And I can imagine being 16 and 
knowing that my own parents put me there rather than give me the love and support I needed. Everyone 
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says that because I did not have permission from the Home to communicate or see Michael that I am 
blameworthy. Yet how about their culpability for allowing their staff to man-handle their “inmates?” 
Michael and I did have more in common than not and that should account for something. 

After the staff became aware of our ongoing friendship and frequent telephone conversations, Michael 
was apparently harshly questioned and did mention that I did ask him for sex. Police enticed him to wear a 
hidden transmitter and to try to get me to speak sexually to him so they could get evidence of a crime. 
Within minutes of our pre-planned meeting at the Manhattan Beach Pier in March 1985 Michael brought 
up the subject of sex just as the police had instructed him to do. (Detective Patricia Picker, the Manhattan 
Beach Police Officer in charge of this investigation, snickered in a self-satisfied way when she told me that 
she told Michael to do this.) Yet, unaware to her, Michael also tipped me off as to the set up so I wouldn’t 
be entrapped and say anything incriminating. I’m convinced that his purposely not taking the opportunity to 
get me in worse trouble, as bad as his mother wanted, despite repeated prodding and poking by her and 
police to do so, was probably an act of defiance against her wishes — his only way to silently disobey her, 
and I’m sure, knowing what I do about what he told me he’s been through, that did him more emotional 
good than anything else. It’s noteworthy to mention that besides moving out from under her roof as soon as 
he turned 18 and was legally able to do so, when we were going out in 1984, and he was 16, he wanted to 
move in with me — that’s how bad he wanted to get away from that damn Children’s Baptist Home where 
his mother stuck him. 

After our discussion went on for some minutes police finally moved in. As it turned out, Detective 
Picker admitted I did not break sexual laws during my monitored conversation with Michael. At first they 
weren’t even going to arrest me. Before they let me go though, they wanted to search my van. Michael had 
told them he saw pornographic magazines in one of my cupboards. Michael actually found them one day 
while rummaging through my cupboards. They all included adult photos, both gay and straight, so there 
was no problem there. The thing is, they also found a prescription medicine in one of my cupboards that 
was not registered to me. It wasn’t an illegal street drug. It was a regular pharmaceutical drug that required 
one to have a prescription for. Someone I was out on a date with recently left it behind in my van and I kept 
it so I could return it the next time I saw him. 

It was for that I was officially arrested. A Business and Professions Code violation. Section 4230, 
possession of a controlled substance. Then because of that, they tacked on the soliciting a sex act charge. 
Once it got to the deputy district attorney though, the prescription medicine charge was dropped but the sex 
charge stuck. 647a of the Penal Code was the statute I was charged with. (It has since been renumbered to 
647.6 PC.) The angering double-standard thing about this Penal Code is that it also includes teenagers 
soliciting opposite sex teenagers, yet they are never charged — even ones that do sexually interact with 
each other in a consenting way which is more illegal than mere solicitation. And law book cases, including 
one I quote below involving a child offender, verify this to be true. In the printed case; In re R. (1970) 83 
Cal.Rptr. 671, 464 P.2d 127, 1 C.3d 855 it is quoted, “The words ‘every person’ within this section [647a] 
means that every person who annoys or molests any child under the age of 18 is a vagrant include a minor 
as well as an adult.” 

Rather than prosecute either consenting teenage partner, some are legally given free condoms, and if 
the girl gets pregnant she gets free medical care and treatment paid for by taxpayers. But for me charged 
with only soliciting a sex act, I couldn’t even get a free attorney which I legally was entitled to with the 
meager income I was making; 6 bucks an hour. I had to hire an attorney at my expense with money I had to 
borrow from my parents. Why shouldn’t I get a free attorney like cops do when they are charged with a 
crime? 

You’ll recall, one of the left over remnants of being molested at age nine by Father O’Dwyer surfaced 
in 1971 when I spied some neighbor boys engaging in sexual activity among themselves and asked to join 
in. Months later our activities, along with some I had with other boys, came to the attention of others and 
ultimately the police. In the three years and one month I served, I, being a young-looking early-twenty’s 
inmate, was subjected to worse offensive talking sexual harassing solicitation — sometimes even threatful 
sexual solicitation and at other times harassing threats alone (one memorable offender in particular being a 
1st degree murderer) — by hardened muscular convicts and couldn’t get anyone to protect me because it 
was too “minor” of an issue for prison staff to enforce. (And as I mentioned before, I once got hit by a belt 
buckle swung by a prejudice inmate and still have a small scar on my forehead to show for it.) 

I did not like being punished by the judicial system for the very same kind of crime I couldn’t get the 
judicial system to protect me from. If they are so concerned about sexual solicitation as an offense worthy 
of prosecution, then why weren’t they as concerned when it was directed toward me? And why wasn’t I 
protected from hearing even offensive speech of a non-sexual nature in every custody situation I’ve ever 
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been in? Some of this was dished out by not only inmates, but by staff members also. Shame, shame! I 
should not accept being punished by the judicial system for using the very same kind of language I got 
thrust into? You need to realize that non-sexual language can be just as offensive, if not more so, than 
sexual language when cussing is involved. (If anything, they owe me! On November 9, 1993 the U.S. 
Supreme Court said, “Sexual harassment doesn’t have to lead to a nervous breakdown to be a civil rights 
violation.” In May 1994 a female FBI agent won a law suit based on sexual harassment by other male 
employees. If people can sue and get substantial monetary compensation from those responsible for 
allowing or causing sexual harassment then I surely expect compensation for what I’ve been through.) If a 
statute is to be enforced, then all who break it should be charged — surely those who actually do the act, 
even teenagers! There is no exception in the law. 

And for that matter, how about other offensive indignities I, as an inmate, was subjected to such as: 
being stripped naked in front of everyone else and searched into every body cavity and private parts; having 
to shower in front of everybody else, even officers of the opposite sex on occasion; and even getting 
sprayed with poisonous de-louse spray while getting booked into the L.A. County Jail. Yes, I was subjected 
to offensive practices too, and I am truly offended and angered — and remain so, very much so!  

To make this debacle more horrible, near the same time of my incident with Michael, a woman police 
officer, Sharon Fischer, committed not only the very same act with a 16-year-old boy while on duty, but 
fondling was also involved — a more serious offense in the law books. As reported in the Daily News on 
March 13, 1987, her solicitation even involved love letters, a much more severe offense of 647a than mere 
talking as Michael accused me of. In the end, she was only fired from the police department by Los 
Angeles Police Chief Daryl F. Gates and not criminally charged at all. Chief Gates gave the following 
reasons for her dismissal: “1) Improperly writing sexually suggestive letters to a minor, 2) Improperly 
telephoning a minor at his residence, 3) Improperly permitting a minor to fondle her breasts & buttocks, 
and 4) Maintaining an improper relationship with a minor” — who was a 16-year-old boy — while doing 
undercover work. To this day she remains fired and not prosecuted. How dare the judicial system expect 
me to accept punishment for my deeds when they won’t hold one of their own responsible for worse deeds, 
in both behavior and language, with a boy of exactly the same age. She actually did the touching and 
Michael stated in the police report that I did not touch him in any sexual way. 

It’s not right to prosecute some for a charge and not another, especially when that person’s offense 
was more serious. No one should stand for that. Either all should be charged on a given penal code statute 
number or none. If anything, police officers should be more accountable to act in a professional manner 
while on duty, as this policewoman was. Right after the Rodney King beating incident President Bush said, 
“law-enforcement officials cannot place themselves above the law.” I believe we all have a responsibility to 
carry on his wishes here and I preach that freely. Sometimes laws are purposely left broadly worded so 
authorities can capriciously choose who they will get, and to what extent, if they really want to shaft 
somebody. This tactic was obviously followed here. 

Equally bad, why don’t others who actually do a sex act get prosecuted if I, who was only accused of 
talking about doing a sex act, get prosecuted and punished. When the Lakewood High School Spur Posse 
sex scandal broke in March 1993 a female deputy district attorney on TV responded to why many boys 
were not prosecuted by saying that even though sexual intercourse with a minor is a crime, it is their policy 
to “not prosecute when the willing participants are of the same or similar age and have a similar social 
experience in life.” So here we have acknowledged evidence that some sex crimes will be allowed, while 
people only engaging in verbal sex talk will get screwed badly. 

Sure, the two of us are separated by some years in age, but we were very similar in social experience. 
We’re both very quiet, shy, non-athletic, intellectual kinds of people who like the same kinds of music, 
hobbies, and recreational activities. And like I said before, Michael sure didn’t have anything in common 
with the kids his own age at the Home. We really did have more in common than not. Now that should have 
accounted for something. 

And then we have adult actor Rob Lowe caught taking pornographic video tapes while actually 
sexually interacting with a consenting 16-year-old girl (a much more serious violation of the law than what 
I did with Michael) and receives barely a slap on the wrist as punishment (20 hours community service as 
reported in the Los Angeles Times September 14, 1989). 

In August 1989 then Los Angeles County District Attorney Ira Reiner responded on national TV to 
Lowe getting a very minor punishment for his offense in relation to what others would get by saying that 
when judges see a typical normally law-abiding non-criminal come in front of them they see themselves in 
that person and are reluctant to punish him the same as a typical criminal. Reiner acknowledged that it is 
easy to punish a petty thief to jail, but not a white collar normal law-abiding business person who stole 
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millions. I could hardly believe what I heard from him, but these are his true statements and such 
discrimination makes me truly mad. He basically admits here that there are 2 systems of justice, exactly the 
thing we should not have to tolerate. Of all the gall, to come out in the open and admit unfairness and not 
even have shame for it. Hearing statements like that makes me truly feel I’m even more  owed 
compensation. And I feel even less sorry for non-violent revenge I’ve done in the past to even scores for 
judicial abuse or aggravations. 

And if prosecutors were not seeking county jail or state prison time for Hemet High School football 
coach Randy Brown (as mentioned by a prosecutor on TV) for arranging sexual liaisons between more than 
one underage football players and his wife, Kelly, why should I for just discussing sexual activity with a 
similar age high schooler? Where is the fairness our country was founded upon? I am appalled at the abject 
sexual discrimination inflicted upon me that no one should stand for. For the Browns, a stiff fine satisfied 
the prosecutor and court totally. Yet for me, whose monetary expenses greatly exceeded theirs, that was not 
enough. 

One thing that is particularly extra angering to me today since the Michael Jackson sex scandal broke 
in the media in 1993, is that I shouldn’t have even been charged to begin with. In relation to Jackson’s 
investigation, police said that the statement from one 13-year-old boy alleging the two engaged in sexual 
activity was not enough to file criminal charges if there is no other evidence to substantiate his statement. 
Yet for me, they charged me even though there was no evidence other than one 16-year-old’s statement, a 
statement that said I only asked for sex; something much less serious than Jackson was accused of by a 
younger boy. If more evidence is needed for him, then more evidence should also be needed for me too, if 
fairness is to be upheld that is. After all, sexual activity with a 13-year-old raises the crime’s severity factor 
all the way up to the “serious felony” category while mine normally should remain in the “misdemeanor” 
category. Obviously fairness wasn’t upheld. 

647a considers mere solicitation an offense because the phrasing is offensive to the person who hears 
it, yet 16-year-olds are exposed to more offensive legally permitted things in movies or even in school they 
can legally see or hear. And for that matter, MTV’s cartoon characters, Beavis and Butt-Head, aren’t so 
innocent of offensive language and little kids seem to be permitted to see and hear them on a regular basis. 

While on the subject of movies, try this on for size. In the 1981 movie Private Lessons starring 
Howard Hesseman, 15-year-old Eric Brown was sexually involved with the 25-year-old family maid played 
by Sylvia Kristel. If what I did was so offensive then this movie should also be judged as such. After all, 
even though it had no naked scenes, it clearly showed the passion between the two consenting lovers in 
bed, in a tub, and elsewhere clearly on screen. And in another more recent movie, Rambling Rose, a boy, 
Lucas Haas, I believe to be 16-years-old was also involved with an older woman. Why doesn’t the talk of 
these two adults, let along their consenting actions, violate the offensive part of 647a if my talk does? And 
in the movie Poison Ivy, released in May 1992, actress Drew Barrymore, who was 17-years-old at the time 
(and surely 16 when it was made considering her birthday is 2-22-75 and the lag time between filming and 
release), made love with another person in a consenting way. Then, last but not least, in the 1994 movie 
Milk Money, a grown prostitute, played by Melanie Griffith, shows her breasts to a boy, advertised in 
promotional literature to be 12-years-old, and his two friends who could have been 13. She was offered and 
was given money to perform the deed. 

It’s also unfair to consider Michael a victim when he’s two years younger than the legal age of 
consent to engage in sexual activity, but then treat him as an adult and punish him as such if he were to do a 
serious crime. (A 1988 U.S. Supreme Court ruling allows states to execute those as young as 16-years-old. 
According to USA Today September 28, 1994, page 11A; 21 states do allow it at age 16, 4 at age 17, and 12 
at age 18. 13 states have no death penalty. In 1994 2/5 of juvenile judges polled by the National Law Journal 
would extend the death penalty to 14- and 15-year-olds. A sixth of them would even execute kids as young 
as 12.) Either treat all 16-year-olds as children in all cases as it pertains to the law or as adults in all cases. 
The judicial system shouldn’t flip-flop them back and forth for their benefit to use as they see fit. They 
can’t have it both ways. That is the real child abuse in this society! That is using somebody to gain one’s 
own advantage and that is absurd and unfair. 

Child advocates will come right out and say that children can’t give consent to have sex and that they 
are not responsible for it if it happens to them. Well then I ask, when a 12- or 13-year-old does a serious 
crime and everyone jumps on the band wagon and yells for their punishment of time in custody just like 
any other adult because they are “responsible” for their actions, why are they considered “responsible” for 
that, but not if they choose to engage in sexual activity with somebody? This double standard having it both 
ways ain’t right folks. 

Now here’s another thing. They say a 16-year-old can’t legally give consent to do sex so having 
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consensual sex is not a legal defense for someone charged with this “crime.” But then they turn around and 
let the 16-year-old give consent to have an abortion if she, under her free will, wants to have one — and she 
doesn’t even need her parents’ consent for it either in some cases. The November 5th, 1992 edition of the 
Los Angeles Times quoted a statement by Judge Jerry T. Lockett of Lake County Florida. “If a minor is 
sufficiently mature such that the law has to accept her consent alone to an abortion, surely she may consent, 
as a matter of law and privacy, to the act which led to the necessity for the abortion, i.e., sexual 
intercourse.” At least some judicial people are waking up to fairer open-minded views. 

If their reasoning is that my deed involved gay sex and the police woman’s did not, then how dare 
them further. 647a makes no distinction there. All who commit the offense are equally guilty, no matter the 
gender of the people involved. Either charge all of us, or none of us. Don’t you dare nit-pick who you’ll 
charge and who goes free at your whim. And don’t you dare do it at my expense and expect me to pay for 
your prejudicial selective persecutions. That’s my view! I welcome yours. I will not stand for any form of 
sexual-activity prejudice committed against me by anyone! And I’m more firm in this position today (and 
more angered) since getting 6 extra months tacked onto my ’93 federal sentence because of this double-
standard type of conviction. 

The fact that not everyone is charged indicates they do see it as a minuscule kind of offense. Beyond 
that, if actually interacting in a mutual way is such a harmful deed to a younger partner Michael’s age as 
some seem to think, it would be illegal everywhere — but it isn’t. At some places it is perfectly legal for 
people of my age to mutually sexually interact with opposite-sex people Michael’s age, and in some 
locations — Washington D.C. for just one example where they liberalized their laws within this range in 
September 1993 — even same sex people Michael’s age. In May 1996 it became newsworthy talk show 
material when a teacher had legal sex with his 17-year-old student in Pahrump, Nevada where the age of 
consent is 16. He only faced moral trouble because it was a teacher/student affair, not because he broke a 
criminal age law. I shouldn’t have to put up with a double standard and I can’t see how they have the nerve 
to expect me to. Fairness is not an adjustable concept. It does not fluctuate based upon a person’s legal 
status (whether he’s free or in custody) or degree of powerlessness. 

Beyond any of that, the punishing part that is so bad is the part they don’t even consider as 
punishment — the loss of MY hard earned money. I’ve never hid the fact that being forced to pay money is 
a hot-button issue to me. The 40 days in county jail and 320 hours of community service time I did is long 
over. I no longer feel any lingering bad effects from that. But the financial loss continues — I’m still 
without MY money. All told, it cost me $16,563.49 and if that money would have been in the bank or 
invested elsewhere drawing interest, as it should have been, it would have been worth $43,290.69 at the end 
of 1997 — the last date loses are calculated through on my Statement of Judicial Debts Receivable. Now 
that’s anger  provoking. 

To aggravate the situation further, the DA filed an extra third count against me that according to the 
statute’s wording, and the police-recorded entrapment attempt tape, prove I was not guilty of that one. My 
words to Michael did not violate the statute in count three. He initiated sex talk because of police prodding 
and I tried to change the subject to something else. You’ll recall, he actually tipped me off so I wouldn’t 
say anything incriminating. Yet count three of the sexual solicitation was for this particular conversation. 
The other two counts were for soliciting Michael on two other occasions when we went out and were 
statutorily valid. Shouldn’t he be the guilty party on count three rather than me? Hmmm. 

Now here’s the other thing. The case should have been handled out of the court prosecuting 
Hollywood committed crimes, because this is where Michael and I originally met and where I verbalized 
my infamous words. This way, the whole situation could have been kept in the proper context of the more 
sexually-lenient Hollywood environment and treated as such. While free on my own recognizance and 
awaiting trial on this case, I called the Hollywood substation of the Los Angeles Police Department about a 
man I knew who was sexually interacting with a 16-year-old male prostitute and they weren’t concerned as 
long as it was consenting. The officer I talked to didn’t even want the man’s license number when I offered 
it to him. I even told them the man is keeping the boy out of school so they can be together. Even at that, 
the officer was not interested in taking a complaint. This is the agency that should have handled my 
interaction with Michael if anyone was going to. NOT Manhattan Beach where the complaining mother 
lived — a mother who gave up custody at that. Hollywood is where my “crime” of solicitation took place. 
Maybe the Torrance district attorney knew the Hollywood area was more lenient about such matters and 
figured they could stick it to me more if they handled it. They should have kept their noses out of it and let 
the proper jurisdiction handle it. The Manhattan Beach Police Department police report even mentions my 
contacts with Michael were outside of their jurisdiction. The only reason Manhattan Beach PD got involved 
was because that’s where Mrs. Reeves lived. But she wasn’t the “victim” and Michael didn’t even live with 



 
 
 

 
60 
 
 
 
 

her. Nor did he live in that jurisdiction. He lived in Inglewood. If they wanted to be so righteous about 
prosecuting crime why wouldn’t they even look into the claim I relayed to them that Michael told me that 
when kids misbehaved at the Children’s Baptist Home they would get “slammed against the wall”? The 
November 20, 1994 edition of The Arizona Republic made it front page news when they revealed abuse 
worse than slamming kids against walls and resulting coverups in Arizona’s juvenile facilities. Is 
Inglewood and Manhattan Beach guilty of a cover up too? Hmmm. 

(In all fairness to the Home, I sent the Director a letter asking for a response to this allegation on April 
24, 1998, which was one month before I originally planned to go to press with this book. I assured him that 
I would quote him accurately if he wished to respond, but also stated that he was free to decline. When my 
letter was returned unopened and marked “VACANT” “FORWARDING ORDER EXPIRED” I checked 
around and found another Children’s Baptist Home in Canoga Park. A phone call there confirmed that this 
is the same Home that moved there from Inglewood back around 1990. The man I talked to claims he is one 
of the oldest current employees there, having been there since around 1990. He was unaware of any abuse 
that may have happened back in 1984 and seemed concerned that I was even going to report it in a book. 
That’s as far as I’ll take my investigation into it. I do wonder though why none of the older employees are 
still around. Did they move on as part of the normal process of career advances or were they shuffled out to 
other locations after some impropriety was discovered? Hmmm. Anyone care to follow up? I’ll just leave it 
at this — Michael seemed to be a credible person when he said abuse took place. I believe it.) 

My case eventually ended up in front of Municipal Court Judge William G. Willett. Judge Willett was 
a Harry Anderson looking kind of guy. Who? You don’t remember Harry Anderson do you? Well he was 
the judge on NBC-TV’s Night Court some years ago. Ya, now you remember, right? Anyway, a plea 
agreement was reached between my attorney, the deputy district attorney, and Judge Willett where I would 
receive 20 weekends in a local city jail to be followed by 320 hours of community service in exchange for a 
guilty plea. This would allow me to keep my job so I could earn back the money I was forced to borrow. In 
the middle of open-court sentencing a deputy DA, brand new to the case that day, spoke up and said he 
wanted a fine too. So now, as an uncaring afterthought, Judge Willett sneakingly snuck in an $850.00 fine 
but kept the originally agreed upon 20 weekends in jail and 320 hours of community service the same even 
with the addition of the fine. How dare them cheat and sneak that by me. That wasn’t a part of our original 
agreement, and I should have spoke up at the time but I didn’t. 

I remember when U.S. District Judge John G. Davies sentenced L.A.P.D. Officers Stacey Koon and 
Lawrence Powell in the Rodney King beating case he didn’t fine them because he acknowledged in open 
court that they were broke. Willett knew I too was broke so why shouldn’t I have been given the same 
courtesy? Judge Davies considered other punishment suffered by the two rogue cops and hardship when he 
handed down his sentence. Why couldn’t I have gotten the same courtesy from Willett? On Christmas Eve 
1992 President Bush verbally expressed on national TV that he considered the lost savings spent to defend 
themselves as one reason he pardoned 6 Iran-Contra defendants. They had spent considerable sums of 
money defending their actions in court just like I did. Why couldn’t I have gotten the same courtesy? Every 
penal aggravation we have to put up with, especially costs out of our pockets, should be considered as part 
of the punishment. There’s no reason to ever settle for anything less. Willett knew what my out of pocket 
expenses were. I stated them in a polite letter and asked that they be considered. 

Not only wouldn’t Judge Willett consider high attorney fees and other expenses I already paid as part 
of the punishment, but he expressed verbally how he wanted me to pay even jail time expenses while I was 
incarcerated. They just wanted to grab (bloodsuck) all they could and I was furiously offended. The fact 
that he was so determined to make me pay contributed to making me determined to return the favor in some 
way. At the time, there was no plan to vandalize numerous vehicles — but it didn’t take too long for that 
plan to materialize. 

This weekend jail cost by the way would amount to $150.00 per weekend for 20 weeks room and 
board in a local jail cell. (Local jails charge prisoners $50.00 per day or any portion of a day. Even though I 
would be in 48 hours at a time it would be from 6 p.m. Friday to 6 p.m. Sunday, therefore 3 portions of a 
day. Boy, isn’t that a scamming way to screw someone over?) This is enough to tick any normal person off. 
Bloodsuckers all the way! How dare them cheat and sneak that fine by me. Do you see my outrage 
showing? 

Due to lack of any more funds, I was unable to do the weekends and instead did the 40 days all at once 
in the Los Angeles County Jail. But to do so, Willett made this sentence 60 days knowing he had to do that 
in order to get me to do 40 days. But the catch is, to do 40 out of 60 I had to work 8 hours a day. In the 
weekend 40-day deal it would have been 40 without any requirement to work. Shouldn’t 8 hours a day for 
40 days (which equals 320 hours) have been taken off of the community service time then? I sure think so! 
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There should have been no community service. 
And then on the subject of community service, I had to pay more money out of my pocket just to sign 

up for it at their “volunteer center.” And that wasn’t a part of the original plea agreement either. On top of 
that, Willett made me drive over 30 miles in heavy traffic from the San Fernando Valley way down to 
Manhattan Beach every day to do the community service work rather than do it in my own local 
neighborhood as most judges would allow. Willett also ordered the community service had to be “hard 
labor” and not a sit down kind of work like clerical duties. I told Willett my financial difficulty relating to 
gas expenses on my old low-gas-mileage vehicle but that didn’t matter a bit. “I want the community where 
the crime took place to benefit from the community service,” was Willett’s sharp-ass response. I told him 
the so called “crime” didn’t even happen in his court’s jurisdiction and that Michael and I met in 
Hollywood. I then said to let me do it in Hollywood which won’t be as far to drive. But no, that wasn’t 
good enough for Willett. Now that he knew the real location of the “crime” he changed his mind and said, 
“then I want the community where the arrest took place to benefit.” It meant nothing to him that the arrest 
shouldn’t have taken place in his jurisdiction at all to begin with! Ironically, the janitorial work I was 
assigned to do at the National Guard Armory in Manhattan Beach left Tony Conti, the regular state-
employed janitor I worked for, free to type labels for his extensive private collection of adult pornographic 
video tapes. When I did all the work he was once doing alone, this left Tony free to do his own “personal” 
paperwork. 

As I’ve said before, those with sex crimes are at the bottom of the skewed pecking order of prison 
culture and are continually made to feel like soiled pieces of baggage by way of harassment and threats 
once their identity is made known to others. It always seems to get out somehow. Either by hostile staff 
telling other inmates or merely “letting it slip,” carelessness of staff with inmate records left out in open 
view, nosy inmate clerks with access to records, or news media coverage blabbing it around. It’s hard to put 
into words the trauma one feels about being constantly belittled, berated, threatened, and hated all because 
you’re considered a “baby raper.” Even for those of us who never used physical force in the sexual activity, 
being labeled one of “them people” carries with it the stigma that physical force and physical injury is 
always an element as far as fellow inmates see it. And the ironic thing about this, like I mentioned earlier, is 
that the worst offenders against us are the white, muscular, loud, tattooed, doper/biker kinds of guys who’ll 
watch the old reruns of Married With Children and lust over an underage Christina Applegate who plays 
sexy Kelly Bundy. But do they consider themselves budding or closeted child molesters? I don’t think so. 
Should they? Hmmm. 

I was doing my 40 days at the minimum custody facility at the Peter J. Pitchess (Wayside) Honor 
Rancho. This low-security facility has open dormitory living situations where anyone could be attacked in 
the dead of night by anyone mad at them. Needless to say I was scared. And angry. I was receiving threats 
from others and that was a hell of a lot worse than my mere misspoken words were to Michael. I’m not sure 
how it got out. Sheriff deputies seeing my charge on their paperwork surely was one possibility. Probably 
the only other one was inmate clerks. I happened to be a clerk in the hospital clinic along with one other 
inmate. On top of a file cabinet we had access to there was a multi-page computer printout listing all the 
inmates in the entire L.A. County Jail system. Besides their names and booking numbers, it also listed 
housing locations, release dates, and charges they are in for. Other clerks worked in other offices around the 
facility too and one of them spreading it around is easily possible. 

Throughout my court proceedings I would always see Mrs. Reeves giving me the dirtiest of looks. She 
seemed to have the belief that I alone caused Michael such an emotional harm. Maybe her way to clear her 
own conscious was to put all the blame on me as to his upset nature. I wondered if she had any idea of the 
emotional and physical abuse he was suffering in the Children’s Baptist Home where she had him put. 

As I was suffering verbal abuse and threats at the hands of inmates, I had an overpowering urge to 
verbally give Mrs. Reeves a piece of my mind — a tongue lashing so to speak. I needed her to know that 
she deserved some of the blame too. That was a part of my healing process from all of this. Besides, I was 
concerned for Michael’s emotional well being also. I knew good ol’ mother Margaret was responsible for 
some of his distress and run away problems, and all because of her, he was placed in a mildly-abusive 
living environment where punishments sometimes consisted of unnecessary physical contact. Worse yet, he 
was emotionally suffering the rejection of his mother who did not want him to live with her. From my 
dormitory bunk among hostile inmates I criticized her in a non-threatening, but harshly worded, 10-page 
single-spaced pencil-written letter (we weren’t allowed to have pens) to condemn her for her improper 
actions and emotional abuse she caused to Michael which were more detrimental than my misspoken words 
ever should have been considered. My letter’s true purpose was to vent emotional anger as a safety valve in 
order to prevent a response not so benign on my part from bubbling to the surface, and to set her right as to 
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who really abused Michael. I don’t believe in sweeping feelings under the table. They have a dirty habit of 
popping up somewhere else and when they do, they usually cause a lot of damage. Besides the criticism 
though, I also politely apologized to her for my slip of the tongue in the words I said to Michael. 

Among other things I said, “Rather than get revenge in illegal & inappropriate ways as I would have 
done in my younger days I find it better to vent off this steam in a legal & socially acceptable manner.” 
Other statements included, “You have a lot of nerve because some things you did added to his emotional 
problems more than anything I ever did.…you failed as a mother so bad he had to practically beg total 
strangers for parental closeness. He already knew you didn’t want him when he was bad. But that’s when 
he needed you the most. You deserted him. You don’t think that left emotional scars on him? If you ask me 
I think it takes a lot of nerve to blame me for things when you did much worse. You wouldn’t show your 
love when he needed it but you sure condemn me when I showed some love, kindness, & positive thoughts. 
You really owe me an apology but you probably won’t be woman enough to admit your wrongs. To further 
add to the problem when my attorneys investigating lady interviewed you & Michael on the phone she 
could hear you coaxing Michael as to what to say. In other words those were your words not Michael’s we 
heard from him. You should have kept your mouth out of it. We already had your statement, we wanted 
Michael’s unbiased words. [If she only knew at the time how Michael, by tipping me off to the tape-
recorded set up, didn’t totally bow to her and the police’s every whim. He retained some dignity. He didn’t 
give in totally to their pressures.] You have no business putting pressure on him what to say. It’s more 
positive when a person can and should be allowed to express his own views. Don’t add to his emotional 
problems. Don’t pressure the boy. He can speak for himself. And you have the nerve to say I pressured 
him.…All these things were on my mind when I’d see you in court giving me such a condemning and dirty 
look. Who really did more harm to Michael? Who betrayed & deserted him? Who pressured him? I just 
hope Michael can survive the rest of his childhood in spite of you.…I’ll close by saying I will not attempt 
to call Michael as per a probation requirement but I do wish him well. I hope he can get over some of his 
problems & I hope you & the [Children’s Baptist] home haven’t done irreversible damage. You may find it 
hard to believe but I’ve seen it happen to others. He needs a strong, loving, & openminded parent to let him 
grow into the person he can be. It’s not to late. The first step should be to get him out of that home if he’s 
not yet. Young impressionable people come out of a place like this hardened & changed in some bad ways. 
You have to make the step. It’s been a pleasure giving you a piece of my mind. I hope it can be of benefit to 
you.” 

It should be mentioned that despite my telling Detective Picker, the court & DA, and Mrs. Reeves 
about the Inglewood Children’s Baptist Home’s physical abuse, no one apparently followed up on it. Who 
then are the real child abusers? Those who do it; those who know about it and do nothing to stop it; or 
both? I say both! This non-threatening but harshly worded letter was sent to her in October 1985. Isn’t it 
about time someone does something about it? Shouldn’t the Home answer up to somebody? They’re 
located at: 7715 Victoria St., Inglewood, California, 90301. Anyone can contact them for answers. 
(UPDATE: As mentioned earlier, they moved. They’re now at; 22455 Victory Blvd., Canoga Park, 
California 91307. (818) 592-2960.) 

Apparently Mrs. Reeves couldn’t accept the real truth and realize the letter’s true purpose was to vent 
emotional anger as a safety valve in order to prevent a response not so benign on my part. Or maybe she did 
realize it all along, but chose to use that as an excuse to try to get me in worse trouble so she could justify 
to herself not having to accept the truth I told her about her being a bad mother. Possibly the only way she 
could prove her actions right, as far as what she did to Michael, was to prove I was wrong by writing to her. 

In any event, it was not meant to be a threat as she tried to claim. She had a lot of nerve to even make 
that claim after telling my attorney months earlier that I should be hanged for speaking to Michael as I did. 
Hanging is murder, and that’s violence in my book. Isn’t it in yours? 

Rather than see the wisdom of that and learning by it and trying to correct the situation, she tried to get 
me in trouble for writing to her which was not against any probation regulations. Maybe she thought she 
could clear her own guilty conscience, which she surely should have had, for what she did to Michael. I 
was only prohibited from communicating with Michael, who didn’t even live at her house where I sent the 
letter. According to Detective Picker, Mrs. Reeves went to her to complain about the letter. Picker told her 
that she didn’t see a threat in it and sent her to my probation officer. But I didn’t have a probation officer 
because I was on unsupervised “summary” probation. Mrs. Reeves then went to the court clerk in order to 
file a complaint directly to Judge Willett. Knowing she obviously couldn’t do it legally, she apparently 
figured she had to lie in order to try to get Judge Willett to listen to her. To accomplish her goal she needed 
to lie twice about my behavior in a slanderous way as defined in Penal Code § 258 and even perjure herself, 
another crime as defined in Penal Code § 118 (which carries a punishment of two, three, or four years in 
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state prison as set down in Penal Code § 126). She signed an official Declaration of Probation Violation 
document declaring under penalty of perjury that what she is saying is true and correct. She couldn’t accept 
any of the guilt for rejecting her own son at a precarious time in his life when he needed her badly and lied 
to put all the blame on me. They should have looked into the abuse afflicted by the Home rather than 
seeming so concerned that I alone was responsible for “abusing” Michael. In this narrow-mindedness, they 
allowed Mrs. Reeves to slither away from accepting any form of accountability pertaining to Michael’s 
emotional problems. 

Worse than her deeds, Judge Willett up and puts a warrant out for my arrest without checking the facts 
first in that he did not prohibit me from contacting her as she claimed in both a typed letter personally to 
Judge Willett and her sworn Declaration. I purposely held up sending the letter to a day so she would be 
sure to get it early in the week when Michael, who was occasionally home with her on a weekend day pass, 
would not be there at the time. I made sure I abided by the probation requirement in effect which was 
limited to prohibiting contact only with Michael. I was not prohibited from contacting Mrs. Reeves “in any 
way, shape or form” as she tried to claim. Now I had to put up $2,500.00 bail to get out of jail pending a 
probation violation hearing. Ironically, on the original charge, I was let out without posting any bail and 
never missed any court appearance dates. (And that was three felony counts I was facing in the beginning 
too although the guilty plea was to them as misdemeanors.) In the process, I lost 3 days off work for court 
appearances and had to pay public defender costs even though I was found legally not in the wrong for 
writing. (Judge Willett reluctantly appointed a public defender to represent me at the violation hearing 
when I told him I no longer had the money to hire an attorney and was, in fact, in debt from past legal fees 
on account of this mess. In the end he stuck me with the cost of the public defender after I was found to be 
in the right and not in violation in any way.) Worse, Judge Willett spoke harshly as if I had done something 
wrong. He apparently wasn’t sharp enough to realize that the letter was necessary to vent off steam to 
prevent less appropriate behavior from being directed towards Mrs. Reeves. Judge Willett was pissed he 
couldn’t stick it to me. After he read in the file on the day of my hearing that I was only prohibited from 
contacting Michael, he insisted on getting the court transcript to see if he verbally said to not contact her 
too. And when he found he had not, and then couldn’t violate me, he was quite obviously not happy. That 
insistence about getting the unnecessary transcript was responsible for costing that extra 3rd day off work 
mentioned above. 

Therapists realize the importance of verbally confronting someone who has done them wrong and how 
throwing the extra baggage of disgust back on their doorstep is a very cleansing form of therapy. One can 
only carry so much baggage before you have to unload it. (And believe me, Revenge unloads a lot of it all 
around! That’s its purpose. My way of doing it legally.) As I said, I don’t believe in sweeping strong 
feelings under the table, especially when they can pop up somewhere else and cause a lot of damage. I had 
a lot of anger over this case and I needed to confront the main perpetrator. I successfully used this 
technique in the past to other misbehaving judicial personnel and in all cases it lowered the chance that less 
appropriate reactions could bubble to the surface. (I’ve got a whole stack of anger-venting letters I mailed 
to various Secret Service agents and U.S. Attorney Rappe back in the late 70s and early 80s that anyone is 
welcome to see.) Although on the most serious violations, my reactions were not lowered within legal 
bounds of venting, my reactions still came much closer to that boundary. 

Before the second verdicts were announced in the Rodney King case, people were told to verbally 
express their anger if the results were not what they hoped for rather than do violence and vandalism as 
they did the first time. Even at the first verdicts then Los Angeles Mayor Tom Bradley, in his wisdom, 
realized how the community needed to vent off steam after the case was over. And at that time then Police 
Chief Gates acknowledged how people need to channel their anger in a right way. This led to their strong 
recommendation to vent it out in a verbal and orderly way. Why couldn’t Willett just have let me vent it 
out? 

That’s what I did in my letter to Mrs. Reeves and I should have been complimented for writing, NOT 
condemned. I’d bet if a hard-core gang banger did that rather than do a drive-by shooting to alleviate an 
anger he would be complimented and highly praised. Surely, I shouldn’t have been cost money out of my 
pocket for choosing this benign method of alleviating an anger, an anger that was very legitimate to have. 
My verbal tongue lashing letter was merely a therapeutic way to vent off steam in a slow way, a safety 
valve so to speak, to prevent something of a more explosive nature in a more hostile way from coming to 
the surface. That’s really all there was to it — a way to put closure to the situation and bring it to 
completion. It was not a threat, it was the opposite of a threat, a preventative action. A very necessary 
preventative action. I was doing a long slow burn and I was worried that at some point the anger would just 
come out. It’s too bad Judge Willett didn’t understand this. He, if anyone, should realize what it could 
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prevent. Knowing Mrs. Reeves isn’t too bright, I can sort of overlook her in a small way, but Judge Willett 
is highly educated. He should have known better. It’s too bad they couldn’t listen to my whispered 
complaints and criticism. Instead, they had to hear the shouts from hundreds of people who got their cars 
vandalized as detailed below. 

Mrs. Reeves’ crime of perjury was worse than my original sexual words to Michael, yet she was never 
charged or even reprimanded in any way. I already covered how I got more severely punished by U.S. 
District Judge A. Andrew Hauk when I perjured myself in front of him. He openly expressed his disgust 
about my lying at the time he handed down my sentence. So why shouldn’t Mrs. Reeves have been 
punished just the same? Once again, I became a “double-standard” victim. 

In the end, I — the person in the right — was charged court costs; I had to pay for the public defender. 
THEY SCREWED UP. She lied, they never charged her, and Judge Willett didn’t check the facts first. If he 
had, all this would have been avoided. Rather than up and put a warrant out on me when he read her 
complaining document, signed under penalty of perjury, he could have easily checked my file to see she 
was in error. Rather than do his job properly, we ended up going through all this, and after their 
bloodsucking attitude got all my money before, now they wanted more. I was ordered to pay the $48.00 
public defender fees for Judge Willett’s screw up. That should have been up to him. I’ve had to pay when 
I’ve screwed up before — so should Willett have had to!!! Losers in civil cases pay the winners’ expenses. 
I was the winner here — the person in the right. That should have been up to them and her to pay! I guess 
the opportunity to get some more money shut Willett’s eyes to what was the proper thing to do. 

Why should I have to pay for the use of an attorney that is suppose to be provided for free to those 
who can’t afford one when illegal aliens, who have no business even being here to begin with, don’t have 
to pay a thing for doctor or hospital care for all those extra babies they keep having, even when they can’t 
afford the ones they already have, which they’re even getting free care for also? Here my actions of writing 
were legal. Why should I have to pay? Those who are illegal don’t get cost a thing! 

After suffering so many unfair, improper, and unnecessary abuses and monetary loses over the years 
by various members of the judicial system — especially how the Secret Service very maliciously ransacked 
and vandalized our house, and particularly my bedroom on January 11, 1980 — this action by Willett was 
the straw that broke the camel’s back. I was mad about losing MY money I, as an innocent victim, shouldn’t 
have lost, and I wanted it back. The shock should be not so much that I responded in the extreme way that I 
did to these violations, but that they have the nerve and audacity to actually do these various kinds of 
violations and then expect us — the defendants — to just accept them as if it’s the normal thing to do. That 
is the shocking thing folks — and the shameful thing! It is not normal! And it won’t be tolerated! And there 
are a lot of VOCAL members who concur. 

And just so the record is straight; no, it wasn’t just a $48.00 fee that led to the estimated half a million 
dollars in vandalism mentioned below. That was just the final straw. Every other impropriety about this 
case which I’ve already addressed, along with the anger over vandalizing Secret Service agents back on 
vandalism day 1980 was already brewing. Being pressured out of this 48 bucks just raised the flame a notch 
higher and the tea kettle burst. Let that be a lesson to those prone to misbehaving against some aggravation-
intolerant defendants — keep the flame low. 

One can only imagine what would have happened if Judge Willett had gotten a wild hair up his ass 
and sentenced me anyway even though there was no real legitimate violation. Mrs. Reeves probably wishes 
he had, but that’s only because she’s not bright enough to realize she’s better off the way it happened. 

As it turned out, her own handwriting convicted her without a doubt of the second lie. A note in her 
handwriting turned over to police and included in the original police report, which she apparently forgot 
about, verified that. She was keeping a record of the times I called her house and talked to a visiting 
Michael. In one notation she indicated that, “asked home address, gave it,” meaning that I asked Michael 
for the home address and was given it. In her complaining letter to the court claiming a violation of 
probation had taken place she said, “I don’t know how he got my address, because Michael didn’t give it to 
him!” By all rights she should have been arrested and charged. If that would have been any of us ex-
offenders we surely would have been. In the least Willett could have reprimanded her. 

But as I said, Willett’s biggest sin was sticking me with the public defender he reluctantly appointed. 
$48.00 was the damages that I, as an innocent victim of this woman’s malicious lies, was ordered to pay. 
And I had to pay it too because it would have been a real legitimate violation of probation if I didn’t. But it 
didn’t end there. They weren’t getting by with this. 

I had always done all the maintenance on my own van including touching up the paint with my own 
paint-spraying equipment. Now I know two wrongs don’t make a right and all that stuff, but I didn’t care. I 
was treated unfairly, I was cost money I shouldn’t have been cost, and I was mad; very mad! I’ve always 
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tended to believe that if they want us as ex-cons to treat society fairly, then they must first treat us fairly, 
and that includes not having double standards committed against us. If they choose to play by less than the 
rules of the road, then they dare not have a right to complain if we respond in a like fashion. Snivel all you 
want about my attitude — but it is my attitude, and I have a Constitutional right to express it. 

With this philosophy firmly entrenched in my mind, I proceeded to fill a plastic squirt bottle, the kind 
used to water house plants, with battery acid. I drove by nicer looking cars and squirted the acid on their 
paint. I then made up some flyers to advertise “auto body touch up” at rates considerably lower than 
licensed businesses would charge. I figured I’d make my money back at these other people’s expense. It 
didn’t bother me that they were innocent of wrong doing and had nothing to do with the victimizing of me. 
I had been victimized in ways I shouldn’t have been and I didn’t care. It’s that simple. I wanted my money 
back! I was a bottom-line oriented person at that point. Some people rob people, steal priceless possessions, 
injure people. That has never been my way. The last time I passed counterfeit money. The most any 
individual lost was 20 bucks. That ain’t much. And no one ever got hurt. And that’s important to me. 

I have never seen anything wrong with methods of response to injustices that are designed to cost, 
inconvenience, embarrass, and/or aggravate a perpetrator, or organization he or she represents as long as no 
animal or person is injured in a physical way. Now I know more properly my response should have been 
limited to only those who did the actual violations, but then again, I really didn’t care at that time if a large 
group of individuals suffered a minimal expense. I was offering auto body touch up for 50 bucks. 

After news reports spread that some individuals had gotten some of the overspray mist on their skin I 
immediately pulled down all the fliers I had previously put up. At the time, I had only made $450.00 out of 
the $16,563.49 I wanted to make back. And I was planning to keep on until I made it back too. From then 
on, I made sure no one was anywhere in wind-blowing range when I sprayed cars. I was intending to let 
time pass, to let news reports die down, and put up my flyers later on. 

But by now, my anger level had reached the point where making my money back from this travesty 
was not numero uno on my mind. I was cost money in this mess, I was cost additional money even though 
I was innocent of wrongdoing by writing to Mrs. Reeves (who then slithered free from punishment for her 
perjured statements), I was cost money in the Secret Service mess, and I had my own property badly 
vandalized and stolen with no one in the slightest offering compensation or even apologies despite letter 
upon letter of complaint. Separate from making my money back, I wanted to spread the anger around to 
others. I wanted to cost other innocent people and make them mad in return. I wanted to violate other 
innocent people’s property as my innocent property was violated. I had sort of turned into a vandalism 
junkie by that time and that squirt bottle was the poison needle in my arm that gave me this fantastic rush as 
I giggled with joy at each new and expensive car I splashed, knowing some person would be pissed royally. 
I found my anger subsiding so much in the fun I was having. Bear in mind, this was going on while I was 
doing my hardware deliveries all over the Southern California area. Yes, I was addicted to a bottle. Not a 
bottle of alcohol mind you, but a bottle of battery acid. I never actually kept an actual count of the number 
of cars I got per day, but I remember coming home sad some days that I didn’t score as many as I would 
have liked. I also never officially scored cars as to the level of thrill they produced, but clearly some were 
more joyful to get. Tops on my list were those I called “bad parkers.” You know the kind. Those people 
who park way away from everybody else in the lot so no one will ding their paint when they open their car 
doors next to them. And if they positioned their car in order to hog two spaces in their belief that that will 
further protect them from an adjacent parker, then they were all that much more on my hot list of must get. 
I’d skip a whole parking lot full if necessary just to get one of them. 

At this very moment I can imagine nearly all of you fuming with the fiercest of anger, not only at my 
actions back then, but probably more so at my pleasure-filed attitude about it. Like, how dare me do such a 
thing and feel glad about it. These people never hurt me you say. Why would I actively choose innocent 
victims and feel so good about it? Wouldn’t getting the actual perpetrators have given me more pleasure? 
Willett’s car for instance? Mrs. Reeves? Of course they would, but there was actually a bigger picture here. 
There was more baggage I was lugging to those vandalism episodes than just Reeves, Willett, or the Secret 
Service. That was the victimization at the hands of others — meaning inmates and staff — by being an ex-
sex offender. Such a large percentage of the general public not only cares less whether ex-sex offenders are 
treated badly, but they boldly proclaim that they’re glad when we get mistreated. In my mind, those upper-
middle-class car owners were more than likely part of that mind set, and that made them contributors to the 
abuse I’d suffered. How are they contributors you ask? When so many in society think a certain thing is 
O.K. to do, even if it’s wrong, those with the power to prevent it, or punish those who commit it, are less 
inclined to do so. Remember when that teenage criminal was going to receive a caning in Singapore in May 
1994 and our government stepped in to ask them not to because so much public support was behind not 
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letting it happen? Well, so much public support is behind letting us ex-sex offenders receive abuse, that the 
powers that be let it happen. The judicial system permits us to suffer more than should be allowed and 
refuses to punish those who violate us because far too much of society approves of it. Now you’ll probably 
say not all of these car owners were so against ex-sex offenders. True, but war has many causalities; the 
guilty as well as the innocent! Most recently that happened in the Persian Gulf War. We can feel sad that 
innocent children got killed in the mess, but I don’t see outrage against our government that it happened. 
Now that may be a far stretch of an attempt to justify what I did, but at the time I was targeting nice and 
new looking cars I saw myself as a badly-violated victim of a conservative establishment — i.e. upper-
middle class — who was responsible for allowing it to happen. 

Now I’ve heard all this stuff about two wrongs not making a right and all that and I agree with it, but I 
didn’t care. Doing a wrong in return sure made me feel better. I would’ve liked to have made more of my 
money back, but there was a lot of satisfaction in angering others in return and in implanting my position in 
the judicial system’s mind that I was the wrong person to violate. The anger you’re all feeling right now at 
my pompous attitude — that’s how I felt, so stifle it and look at it from my point of view. 

Unfortunately, unknown to me at the time this was all going on, some sharp-eyed citizen had gotten 
my license number and I was already under surveillance by police. I was observed spraying two cars in a 
shopping-center parking lot and arrested a short distance away. This now brings us to my encounters with J. 
Patrick Maginnis. But first, let me add one more thing. In an attempt to appease the judge handling that 
case and possibly lower the punishment I could receive, I told him that I was sorry for the vandalisms I had 
committed. In reality, I was not sorry at all — not for the vandalisms anyway. I was, and am, very sorry for 
the minor injuries that happened to a few people when some of the overspray mist blew onto their skin. My 
MO is one of a non-violent property offender (revenge tactics that merely cost, inconvenience, embarrass, 
and/or aggravate others as a response to violations committed against me as outlined in my OATH), not 
someone to injure others — that is not my way, despite the fact that the district attorney put more emphasis 
on this part of my behavior. See the 1986 San Fernando case in the next chapter for all those details. Now 
on to Maginnis, one of the primary characters in the “Fedbuster” mess. 
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CHAPTER 10 
Maginnis 

 
On July 30, 1986 I was arrested by officers from the Devonshire substation of the Los Angeles Police 

Department who had been keeping me under surveillance for a number of days. The Secret Service’s 
shoddy surveillance methods had spoiled me to such an extent into thinking that they’re all that inept at 
following a suspect, that I wasn’t being as observant as I should have been. Right after I made my first 
delivery for the day up in the Santa Clarita area, I drove through a shopping-center parking lot and sprayed 
two cars that caught my eye. 

The deputy district attorney assigned to the case, Mr. Leland B. (Lee) Harris charged me with several 
counts of assault with a caustic chemical that, according to Penal Code § 244 were not valid. Specific intent 
is required for a person to be guilty of this statute and they knew I did not intend “to injure the flesh or 
disfigure the body of” those few people when I intentionally vandalized numerous vehicles. Beyond that, 
case law also requires the chemical to touch the victim. One count didn’t even meet this provision as could 
be read in the police report. In the victim’s own clear statements I was only guilty of misdemeanor 
vandalism, a much less serious crime, and the one I did intend to do. All this improper charging cost me 
more to defend against. I got one extra year consecutive on that one count alone. They also charged a 
special Great Bodily Injury (GBI) allegation (Penal Code § 12022.7) that was clearly not valid when the 
police report is read. It clearly stated there was “no serious injury to [any] victim.” Section 17.20 of the 
California Jury Instructions says that, “‘Great bodily injury,’ as used in this instruction, means a significant 
or substantial physical injury. Minor, trivial or moderate injuries do not constitute great bodily injury.” 

Despite that, Harris wanted an open-court hearing rather than quietly drop the GBI allegation. 
Maginnis told me that Harris was the one who insisted on it because, with all the media publicity, he was 
worried how it would appear if the most serious charge was dismissed behind the closed doors of chambers. 
Probably he also didn’t want to look bad to the media and have to explain to them why he charged a count 
he shouldn’t have charged to begin with, if he had done his job and read the police report properly. It was 
then up to me to pay my attorney for this hearing that wouldn’t have been necessary if Harris had merely 
done a proper job and filed only the proper vandalism charge at the outset. Basically it boils down to the 
fact that I got stuck footing the bill so Harris could cover his ass. 

If we as defendants are expected to admit our errors in open public when we plead guilty, shouldn’t 
they be expected to do the same when they screw up? How else can they fix the problem if they don’t even 
admit it? And surely, shouldn’t they pay the cost; after all, they make us pay the cost when we do the screw 
up? 

To top any of that off, police from the Devonshire substation had splash victims, which got some of 
the overspray mist on them, identify my picture that in no way could have been done in a proper and 
legitimate way. For instance, when I drove by a line of cars squirting acid on them some of the mist blew 
onto a bicyclist I passed by, going in the same direction. Yet she positively identified my face in a 
photospread even though there is no way she could have seen me. At the most, she would have seen the 
back of my head through the back windows of my work van, the vehicle I was using to commit the 
vandalisms. 

In another indication of police misconduct in relation to making improper ID’s, a girl testified in the 
above mentioned court hearing to show the media she was not injured. On the stand she was shown a 
photospread with my picture and immediately pointed it out. Then she was immediately asked if she could 
point that same person out in the courtroom. After looking all around, she could not at all even though I had 
not changed my appearance in any way. This looks suspiciously like because police knew I had splashed 
cars, they figured they had to point out my picture to splash victims in order to get an identification and 
therefore a conviction. Due to the way the splashing was done, there is no doubt this was done for one or 
more of the victims. (The July 9th, 1998 edition of 48 Hours acknowledged such shenanigans do go on.) 

I was then threatened with three improperly added priors (Penal Code § 667) to plead to what they 
offered or else I’d face enhancements up to 15 years that I found out only later, weren’t valid. And here it 
was, my own attorney, paid for by us, going along with their side. I would have never expected that out of 
him. Maginnis and my dad had become friends after meeting back in the late ’70s when he handled the 
appeal for my first counterfeiting case. We had even went out to dinner a time or two with his family and 
my dad helped him get some electronic equipment at discount prices on more than one occasion. I guess 
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because of the ongoing friendship I didn’t question his actions as thoroughly as I should have. I didn’t 
confirm how wrong he was until it was too late and I was in state prison. All these extra charges, plus 
certain lies told to the court at my first bail hearing court appearance by Harris, jacked bail way up above 
what is normally called for when someone violates 244 (“bail deviation” I believe is the term they called it) 
and it cost us extra lost bank interest to put it up and while courts had our money. Six months interest was 
lost from early withdrawal out of a high-interest term account. This should not have been necessary had 
Harris done his homework properly and not overfiled the improper charges. 

The complete language of 244 is as such: “Every person who willfully and maliciously places or 
throws, or causes to be placed or thrown, upon the person of another, any vitriol, corrosive acid, or caustic 
chemical of any nature, with the intent to injure the flesh or disfigure the body of such person, is punishable 
by imprisonment in the state prison for two, three or four years.” When I questioned Maginnis about the 
statute requiring intent (I was not aware of the terms “general intent” and “specific intent” at that time) to 
injure and disfigure in order to be guilty of it he lied to convince me that is not true by saying, “if one 
shoots a gun up into the air and the bullet comes down and accidentally kills someone it is still murder.” 

(I sent Maginnis a 7-page letter asking for a response to this allegation on April 24, 1998, which was 
one month before I originally planned to go to press with this book. I assured him that I would quote him 
accurately if he wished to respond, even if he was just criticizing me, but also stated that he was free to 
decline. Even though publication was held up longer than expected on account of one final (unexpected) fly 
in the ointment as outlined in Appendix IV, I never heard a thing from him. No defense of his actions, no 
acceptance of responsibility, no apology, no nothing. Oh well, at least he can’t snivel that I didn’t give him 
a chance to air his side. Just let it be a part of the record that I am doing what any good journalist should do, 
getting both sides of the story so I can report the facts as accurately as possible. All told, 15 people received 
letters of inquiry in my attempt to get all sides told. Of those 15, no one had the guts to fess up to what they 
did except my cousin, Mark, and you’ll see what he had to say in its proper place. I guess if I was ashamed 
of something I did I wouldn’t want to respond either.) 

Today Maginnis couldn’t use that shoots a gun up into the air baloney to defendants since Korean 
grocer Soon Ja Du got probation for second degree murder because the court ruled she did not intend to kill 
the non-threatening walking away teenage girl. In fact, after the Williams and Watson part of the Reginald 
Denny trial was over with on October 20, 1993 Maginnis came on TV as Antoine Miller’s attorney and said 
there was no intent on the part of Antoine to kill Denny so he is innocent. Antoine, you’ll recall, only 
opened the door on Denny’s truck, probably to burglarize it. It was the other defendants who dragged him 
out and beat him. Antoine never touched him at all. Maginnis should have had the same response to me 
about my lack of intent. This bullet crap won’t get it. It’s a dead issue. No pun intended. Truly, Maginnis 
owes me big  bucks back. (If you agree you can contact him at home at: 6728 Wildlife Rd., Malibu, CA 
90265-4305, (310) 457-5090.) It wouldn’t be quite so bad if I would have gotten him court appointed for 
free like Antoine did, but I paid him out of my own pocket and I want it back. Can you blame me? 
Maginnis shouldn’t be allowed to slither off with his bulging pockets filled with my money. This is one 
character to stay away from folks. We don’t need double standards inflicted upon us from our own defense 
attorneys. The court in turn should also have only punished me for my intentional misbehavior (vandalism) 
as required by statute. I should be excused for a non-intentional minor injury if someone can be excused for 
a non-intentional murder. 

And in some cases, those who have intentionally murdered others have gotten practically excused. 
Several years ago a man shot and killed his son’s molester while cameras were rolling away taping the 
whole scene. And I don’t believe he did any time for it. And who can forget Ellie Nessler. With public 
support behind her, she did only a few years in prison for the 1st degree murder she committed when she 
killed her son’s molester right in the courtroom. 

I should never have even been charged with assault to begin with. On TV, a DA made a point of 
telling the media that he was not charging Mets’ outfielder Vince Coleman with assault in relation to his 
throwing a large firecracker (reported to equal 1/4 stick dynamite) into a crowd of baseball fans on July 24th 
1993 because he said Vince had no intent to injure anyone. In his case, it was well publicized how his 
careless act injured a 2-year-old baby girl serious enough to show visible scratches near her eyes. Besides 
her, two other people suffered minor injuries; an 11-year-old boy and a 33-year-old woman. The injuries to 
these three people were worse than any physical injury I caused during my carelessness while vandalizing 
cars. Vince was only charged with unlawful possession of an explosive device, the intentional thing he did 
do. Why couldn’t Harris have been as forthright in charging me with only the proper charge of vandalism, 
my real intentional behavior? But as far as being charged with injuring others, why did I face one count for 
each person I injured when Coleman injured three people and faced only one count against him? And if he 
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was allowed to plead guilty to a mere misdemeanor, requiring no jail time, then why not me? It’s 
noteworthy to mention that the assault statute Coleman could have been charged under, Penal Code § 245, 
is not a specific intent crime. Only general intent is required for guilt. If the natural circumstances of his act 
could result in bodily injury to another, then he rightfully could be found guilty of the crime — if only he 
would have been charged with it. Do I have a legitimate right to claim I want my money back, or what??? 

Right about here is a good spot to paste in something I said in Revenge. It just irks the hell out of me 
to be prosecuted for an assault that statute says I’m not guilty of, and then see law “enforcement” officers 
commit an assault that statutorily they’re clearly guilty of. Grr r  : - ( 

 
And make no mistake, Los Angeles County Sheriff Sherman Block is not without guilt 

either in relation to the way he disciplines offending deputies. On May 10, 1991 he was 
interviewed on KNBC-TV Channel 4 News about a videotape, taken by deputies and released 
to the public by a disgruntled deputy, showing several deputies hitting inmates after a riot, 
which happened in the Mens’ Central Jail in April 1986. The tape clearly showed deputies 
hitting calm inmates as they crawled on their bellies out of their cells and into another nearby 
holding cell. Even with all that evidence, Block said the offenders were only “reprimanded.” 
To minimize their misdeeds he said there was “unnecessary force” but not “excessive force” 
because the officers did not intend to inflict injury. Boy, was that a white wash or what? They 
should be punished for inflicting any injury. Assault as defined in Penal Code § 245 does not 
require there to be specific intent to injure in order to be guilty of the statute. In this statute, an 
accidental infliction of injury is enough to constitute a commission of the crime. Block also 
defended his lenient treatment of the 5-year-old event by saying that no inmates complained 
about brutality at the time. That’s our fault for allowing them to get by with it. Have we 
defendants reached the point where we accept it as O.K.? Shame on us!!! DON’T include 
me in that group. If every past physically-abused victim would have acted up and made it 
known why, we would have put our abusers in their places long ago and there would have 
never been Rodney King like victims left injured and still suffering. Get with it people — 
these things only happen because we allow them to happen. All together now; that won’t 
happen any more — right? Right!!!  

 
And when 35-year-old Chinese refugee and transient Andres Zhang Huang accidentally set the fire 

that burned thousands of acres and over 150 homes in the Altadena area on October 27, 1993, causing some 
140 million dollars in damages, he was only charged with a misdemeanor of starting an open fire without a 
permit because an interviewed deputy district attorney said, “he had no criminal intent to start a fire,” he 
was only wanting to keep warm and was merely careless. I had no criminal intent “to injure the flesh or 
disfigure the body of” anyone as required by statute in order to be guilty of it and they knew it. I was 
merely careless when I was splashing cars. Why wasn’t I treated with the same fairness? 

The Los Angeles Times (November 24, 1993, page B2) reported, “There is no evidence he was aware 
of the unique fire season conditions in the San Gabriel Mountains.” Since when is ignorance of the law an 
excuse? And it apparently didn’t matter either that a 98-year-old man died of, “Pneumonia that detectives 
said was related to inhaling smoke from the Altadena fire.” (Los Angeles Times, November 30, 1993, page 
B2.) But wait — Huang’s criminality doesn’t end there folks. When he was arrested, he had three 
counterfeit $100.00 bills in his possession. Now surely he’ll be charged with that won’t he? Not according 
to the same November 24th Times article. He “…will not be charged with fraud for having three counterfeit 
$100 bills on him when arrested, according to the Los Angeles County district attorney’s office. Huang told 
authorities he got the bills in Peru and had kept them as souvenirs.” Ya, right! I used to have some I kept as 
souvenirs too. I wonder what they’d have said about that? Hmmm. 

So what do you suppose his sentence was? Now he only faced a maximum of 6-months in the county 
jail and a $1,000.00 fine. Well he pled no contest and got 3-years probation and was ordered to live in a 
residential treatment center. (Los Angeles Times, December 23, 1993, page B2.) Surely the biggest thing 
that worked in his favor was his mental disability. Yet when I tried to play that card I couldn’t get anything 
favorable out of it. Can you see me grumbl ing  madly here? 

After going to state prison I began researching the law and found conclusive proof that Maginnis was 
wrong. In preparation to filing a Writ of Habeas Corpus, my father asked him to sign a Declaration 
acknowledging the advise he gave me. Even though he would have only been admitting to giving the 
advise, and not admitting that it was wrong advise, he refused to sign it. Instead, he tried to cover his tracks 
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like a cat in a litter box. He sent my father a letter in an attempt to bolster his position that the advise he 
gave was correct. That letter says: 

 
December 2, 1987 

 
Mr. Xxxxx Larsen 
XXXXX Xxxxxxxxx 
Van Nuys, California  91XXX 
 

Re:  People v. Larsen 
 
Dear Xxxxx: 
 

Enclosed you will find CALJIC 1.22 and the use notes that 
accompany the jury instruction. You will note that the comment 
specifically states that maliciously, as construed in a Penal 
statute, does not require specific intent. I am enclosing a 
copy of the Bohmer case for your review. 

 
Judge Fratianne was quite clear that he would have denied 

the motion, whether I was present in court or not, because he 
felt that the sentence that he meted out to Tom was reasonable 
pursuant to the plea bargain. He also felt that he was giving 
him a break, by not sentencing him on any of his four prior 
felony convictions. 

 
With warmest regards, 
 
 
J. PATRICK MAGINNIS 

 
JPM:mry 
 
Enclosures 
 

CALJIC 1.22 refers to § 1.22 of the California Jury Instructions. The comment Maginnis refers to 
states in part, “The word ‘maliciously’ in a penal statute does not make the crime defined a specific intent 
crime. People v. Bohmer, 46 Cal.App.3d 185, 120 Cal.Rptr. 136, certiorari denied 423 U.S. 990, 96 S.Ct. 
402, 46 L.Ed.2d 308.” The Bohmer case involved defendants charged with blocking the passage of a train. 
Yes, malicious doesn’t require specific intent. But that’s not what I’m attacking. I’m addressing § 244’s 
intent “to injure the flesh or disfigure the body of such person.” And according to CALJIC’s Appendix D, 
that does require specific intent. 

In January 1998 I did some more research in the law library to fine tune my already-established 
position that Maginnis was wrong. Instead of Appendix D’s brief mention that 244 is a specific intent 
crime, I see the statute has now been assigned its own CALJIC number. It’s complete language is: 

 
CALJIC 9.08.5 

 
ASSAULT WITH CAUSTIC CHEMICALS 

 
(Pen. Code, § 244) 

 
[Defendant is accused [in Count[s] _________] of having 

violated section 244 of the Pen. Code, a crime.]  
Every person who willfully and maliciously places or 

throws, or causes to be placed or thrown, upon the person of 
another, any vitriol, corrosive acid, flammable substance, or 
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caustic chemical of any nature, with the specific intent to 
injure the flesh or disfigure the body of that person, is 
guilty of a violation of Penal Code section 244, a crime.  

[“Flammable substance” means gasoline, petroleum products, 
or flammable liquids with a flashpoint of 150 degrees 
fahrenheit, or less.]  

In order to prove this crime, each of the following 
elements must be proved:  

1. A person placed or threw, or caused to be placed or 
thrown,  (substance)  upon the person of the alleged victim;  

2. In so doing, the person acted willfully and maliciously; 
and  

3. The person also acted with the specific intent to injure 
the flesh or disfigure the body of the alleged victim. 

 
Well there you have it. It is a specific intent crime. It is one of three elements that must be proved in 

order to be guilty of the statute. And the specific intent is “to injure the flesh or disfigure the body of” a 
person — just like Appendix D told me so many years earlier. Wonder what Maginnis would say now with 
this waving in his face? (Well I included it in my letter to him and for some odd reason he had nothing to 
say about it.) One day during my recent incarceration when I was speaking about him so angrily to a group 
of inmates, a staff member asked me how it feels to have my suspicions confirmed that he did in fact screw 
me over and take my money and run. I told him I remember it as if it was yesterday. Imagine somebody 
tries to kill you but botches the job, so that after a horrifying struggle you find yourself maimed, but 
somehow still alive. That’s what his actions were like. I was injured, maybe not physically, but I was 
injured — badly. 

Anyway, back to his letter of December 2, 1987. He went on to justify why he didn’t show up in 
court. The day he missed was the day the court was hearing the Motion I prepared in an attempt to modify 
my sentence. Apparently Maginnis was too embarrassed to be there, seeing that I was addressing the errors 
he made. His letter also keeps referring to my priors, this time stating there were “four” when the correct 
number was really three. And, of course, I later found out that only one of them would have been valid in 
the beginning; the two counterfeiting convictions did not meet the provisions for 5 plus 5 years 
enhancements. And after the GBI allegation was dismissed none of them were valid. This is what I should 
have been advised of before I entered a plea. 

Penal Code § 667 allows them to add 5 years to a prison sentence for each prior conviction of a 
“serious felony” if the current offense a person is charged with is also a “serious felony.” Penal Code § 
1192.7 defines what constitutes a “serious felony.” If charges are “brought and tried separately” they count 
as separate priors. For those, like my two counts of child molesting which were consolidated together in 
Superior Court back in 1971, that would be a single conviction and count as one prior. 1192.7 does not 
require the sex act to be forcible in order to rate “serious felony” status; so there is no question that it would 
have been a valid prior. But the other two priors Harris alleged, those for passing counterfeit money, are not 
“serious felonies.” The GBI allegation, by its very nature, would have been a “serious felony.” Therefore, if 
it would have stuck, I faced one prior enhancement — not three as I was being threatened with. Now after 
the GBI allegation was dismissed, leaving just the 244s where no one even sought any medical attention, 
my current offense would have most assuredly been classified as a regular ol’ non-serious felony — 
meaning no prior conviction enhancements could be added. 

I plead no contest (the same as a guilty plea for all practical purposes), not only to the 244 counts 
(which I was led to believe I was guilty of despite my lack of intent), but to as many 244 counts as they 
wanted me to, strictly because Maginnis was making me feel pressure that I would get 15 extra years on top 
of whatever sentence was imposed if I didn’t. 

And to top that off, the California Supreme Court in People v. Day (1926) 248 P. 250, 199, C. 78 
states, “…section 244 requires proof of the fact that the acid actually touched the person of another,…the 
defendant cannot be found guilty of the offense charged if the attempt to throw or place acid upon the 
person of another failed of fruition.…” In count 3 the victim, Charles Simons, clearly stated in the police 
report that the acid touched only his vehicle, not him. Yet, I was still improperly charged with assault with 
chemical, rather than merely misdemeanor vandalism, and got an extra one year consecutive on that count. 
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I did 6 months more in prison and had to give the prison free work to earn the other 6 months off. 
Grumble, grumble! Maginnis just makes me angrier and angrier . I always had to admit my wrong 
doings when I got caught. Why can’t he? He must!!! 

(In Chapter 16 I talk about my dad playing a taped telephone conversation between him and Maginnis 
back to me on the phone shortly after my November 7, 1993 arrest in which Maginnis refers to the second 
letter I mailed as being “hand delivered” to him. Although that tape got recorded over, while searching for 
it I found another one containing a conversation they had right before he sent my dad the above mentioned 
December 2, 1987, and details of that irrelevant Bohmer case, in order to try to justify his position as being 
correct. Without this, it would have been just my word against his that he peddled that lame “shoot a gun up 
into the air” line at me in order to make me think that intent didn’t matter. Although he said it to me in front 
of my dad on several occasions, with him no longer here to verify it, I had no proof. Until, that is, I found 
the tape with him saying it to my dad once again. “I talked to his [Fratianne’s] clerk, he went into 
chambers, he talked to the judge, he came back out and he said Pat, here’s what the judge said. The Motion 
was going to be denied whether you were there or not. The judge is feeling that he got a fair sentence based 
on all of his previous record, based on the fact that he got no time for the priors and that’s all there is. The 
judge’s attitude is that.…I’ll send you a copy of this 1.22 and you can send it down to him [me in prison in 
San Diego] to show him he’s all wet on the issue of malicious. It is not specific intent. [Emphasis in his 
voice saying not was apparent.] It’s no different than myself getting in the back yard and saying I’m going 
to shoot some sea gulls and get my shotgun and shoot a sea gull, a couple pellets come down and hit my 
neighbor next door in the heart and kill him. Now I intended to kill a sea gull, but I got more than a sea gull 
in the process.…It’s called transfer of intent. The whole idea is the law is going to punish someone for the 
natural consequences of his or her actions. You don’t cry fire in a crowded theater, you don’t shoot a pistol 
in an urban area, you don’t throw acid on a car because you never know if somebody’s walking by the car 
or opening a door and you could get that person. Right?… That’s what the punishment is for — is to keep 
people from doing something like that.” Transfer of intent would fly on a non-specific intent assault crime 
like 245 PC, but not with the one I was charged with — Penal Code § 244. Maginnis is wrong! And so 
was Fratianne for thinking the priors were valid. Grrr! Anybody want to hear the tape?) 

It is precisely because they put their emphasis on the wrong  thing all along and stuck me with a 
violent-crime conviction, as if I had done it intentionally, and in turn practically neglected the non-violent 
intentional vandalism aspect of my deeds, the exact opposite of what they should have done, despite my 
pleadings to not misplace their priorities onto the wrong thing again, that I acted back in the opposite way 
they wanted and wrote Revenge and enthusiastically speak up with my opinions so forcefully, favorably, 
and yes, even sometimes comically, for this method of vandalism as an easy, satisfying, and fun way to 
cause a lot of grief to a lot of people with no danger of injuring anyone provided care is taken. I love 
knowing that I’m giving judicially-abused people ammunition to annoy other people in return. (Actually, 
none of this would have surfaced had the Fairness Doctrine been adhered to all along. They had no 
business overfiling charges they knew weren’t valid just so they could threaten me with facing them all so I 
would plead to something lower. Let that be a hint to others prone to misbehavior. When they “win” a 
conviction with this tactic — which is nothing short of terrorism and extortion — just so they can save time 
and avoid a legitimate trial we are left feeling real bitter and angry. They may be opening up a can of 
worms they have no idea is even present. They may find — and should find — the time they save will be a 
loss many times over later on down the line.) This is sort of my way of revenging Harris and San Fernando 
Superior Court Judge Robert D. Fratianne for putting improper emphasis on the wrong thing. They knew 
what the proper charge was to file. They knew what my true intentional behavior was. They knew what is 
required by statute to be guilty of assault with a caustic chemical. They knew I don’t respond to unfair 
treatment very well. And then they still made a conscious choice to sidestep proper conduct and even 
actually expected me to just accept it and even pay improper-advise giving Maginnis’ bills. If that isn’t a lot 
of gall, what is? To believe they could pull off such a stunt is to believe in a dream world. It’s total fiction. 
Obviously, they’re not living in the real world. Obviously they didn’t realize they picked the wrong person 
to screw over — again. They put the emphasis on the wrong thing so I’m (in Revenge) putting it back 
where it belongs — on the vandalism. Truly, they should have stuck to the right thing and been more 
concerned they don’t screw me over again. Obviously, like Rappe and his bag of cohorts and Willett 
earlier, this bunch too came out as goats with big time egg on their faces. They’re just lucky violent 
behavior is not a part of my nature. These people need to review the Old Canon of Ethics of the American 
Bar Association; “The primary duty of a lawyer engaged in public prosecution is not to convict, but to see 
that justice is done.” Do I hear an Amen? 

I, of course, do not do the deed myself any longer knowing that, because of the unusual nature of this 
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crime, I am immediately suspect when it happens and police are on my doorstep questioning me about it, 
even when it happens hundreds of miles away. When they do I just show them my writings about the deed 
and they know splashing information is out and about to more and more people. As much as they want to 
stop it and me from spreading the word around, they can’t. I don’t do the deed any longer and my writings 
with the proper disclaimer are Constitutionally protected. Obviously Fratianne and Harris should have had 
their priorities in the appropriate place right at the start and been more concerned that they don’t trigger off 
something else farther down the line. They, like too many others in the judicial system, were looking at just 
the short term “protection of society” philosophy (while I was in custody) and giving no thought 
whatsoever to the long-term effects down the line (after I get out). Here is a clear-cut example of doing 
something legal to get revenge and piss off others, especially law enforcement, while having no risk of 
getting arrested. It is not illegal to merely express an honest opinion verbally that wronged people “should” 
do the deed as long as you don’t do the deed yourself or actually prod someone into doing it. It has 
something to do with free speech and that First Amendment thing. It always creeps in there somewhere 
when you least expect it. : - ) 

If only the proper offense I did do (vandalism) would have been charged in the beginning I could have 
safely gotten by with a public defender at no cost to me. Because of invalid serious charges I had to defend 
against, we paid thousands to psychiatrists (some were friends of Maginnis, who maybe got some money 
for referring me to them) for court evaluations. Evaluations that wouldn’t have been necessary if only the 
proper charges were filed. (I specifically asked Maginnis in bold Did you get any money from these 
guys? but he wouldn’t answer me.) 

My own paid attorney, the same one defending Antoine Miller in the Reginald Denny beating case, 
gave me wrong advice which prompted me to plead to more counts and I got more time. When I inquired 
about having to plead to so many counts of assault with chemical Maginnis told me that Judge Fratianne 
doesn’t sentence consecutively anyway so it doesn’t matter. (I ended up being sentenced to consecutive 
sentences anyway totaling 6-years in state prison.) My biggest worry though was the 3 priors they kept 
hanging over my head, about 15 extra years beyond the sentence I was facing for the crime itself, and they 
weren’t even valid. (Another privately retained attorney researching this issue found this out for sure.) 

When Maginnis was confronted with the known facts he tried to weasel his way from blame by 
sending my father the above letter and some copied law book pages to try to bolster his actions as being 
right. The thing is that what he sent conflicted with the truth we found and Maginnis never has, even to this 
day, admitted any of his errors. He even admitted without shame to my father and me how the system is 
unfair and insinuated how I was expected to accept it. Having an attorney like that makes me understand 
why William Shakespeare said, “First thing, kill all the lawyers.” 

After the July 1, 1993 San Francisco lawyer massacre by Gian Luigi Ferri, a business man disgruntled 
by some legal interaction, the President of the State Bar went on the air to complain about “lawyer bashing” 
jokes. In his complaining about the joking abuse lawyers have to put up with, he failed to mention all the 
abuse they put out that causes them to have this form of bad press to begin with. How many Maginnis’ are 
there out there? How many of their victims are suffering because of tactics like that? Should the bashing 
jokes stop? Shouldn’t more serious action be taken? Hmmm. 

Before sentencing, I wrote an 18-page letter to Judge Fratianne explaining how it “was totally by 
accident and very careless on my part” that “6 people [got] some overspray mist on them…that was not 
intentional.” I assured him, “I am not like that and have never intentionally tried to hurt a person 
physically.” In my letter, I also asked that toward sentencing, he consider all the monetary expenses I 
suffered, along with the mitigating circumstances of previous improper judicial misdeeds and 
embarrassment I sustained by media advertising and emphasizing the improper counts. Judge Fratianne did 
not so I shouldn’t suffer them if they’re not considered as part of the official punishment. And $3,310.00 
more in doctor bills come in after sentencing that Judge Fratianne wasn’t even aware of. Even though the 
probation report and a 100-day diagnostic study conducted by staff at the California Institution for Men at 
Chino recommended state prison, I honestly think I should have been given probation to make up for the 
time in 1973 when the probation report (and even Chino would have if I had been given a 90-day study) 
recommended probation and Judge Rosenthal gave me state prison instead. Being a judge didn’t go by a 
probation and Chino report then, in all fairness a judge shouldn’t go by them now. 

Knowing full well that an improper monetary cost triggered off the vandalizing events in this case and 
that I was being sentenced on counts that were not valid, Fratianne still had the nerve to impose a $1,000.00 
fine. Fortunately, somebody down the line saw fit to not try to collect it. They knew better and kept their 
grubby little paws off of MY money. Actually, that $1,000.00 fine was a major impetus for writing 
Revenge in the first place. I knew my breaking point when it comes to money violations and what such 
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misconduct can and does lead to. I needed to make sure that if they were going to insist that I pay off that 
fine (just like the Willett bunch did), that it was going to come from the profits of something that, although 
legal, they wouldn’t like — i.e. the teachings and preaching in my book. 

The anger over Maginnis’ sins, along with how they hood-winked me into a no contest plea, and then 
wanted to grab more of my money by way of a fine, despite knowing of the improper costs I shouldn’t have 
lost last time, were the sole reasons I wrote Revenge and founded VOCAL. I solemnly vowed to never 
again be forced by way of pressure, threats, or extortion to pay for an attorney out of my pocket and never 
pay a fine or suffer an unnecessary or unfair judicial-caused expense without returning a punishment 
comparable in nature back upon them with enhancements as reoffenders get. (I will personally do nothing 
to bring on an attack of symptoms. And at the same time, I will not allow symptom-producing behavior to 
be done to me without first advising the instigator of likely side effects.) There will be no more income-
funneling judicial related expenses going out of my pocket ever again! And that they can take to the bank 
— my bank! And that includes traffic or parking tickets. If I get one, I’ll choose to do the few days in 
county jail rather than pay the fine. I won’t run out on a promise to appear mind you; I just won’t pay a 
fine. I don’t mind doing the brief county jail time as long as it costs them and not me — after all; I do love 
to cost the judicial system money; to monkey wrench as I put it. That is a pet hobby of mine. Some people 
like cats or dogs or collecting stamps. I like monkey wrenching. (Did you catch the pun there? Pet and 
Hobby?) And I’m especially adamant about this vow today because I’ve been punished for the very same 
thing, (twice on one case alone); making threats. I’m not  about to accept them from somebody else! 
Double-standard violations are one thing I don’t tolerate no more. Don’t expect me to. I’m far, far to close 
to the edge on this topic. 

Revenge was my unique way of returning a punishment back upon them. And the best part of it was 
that it was not illegal. I could brag that I was avenging their misconduct and not worry about legal 
consequences. That First Amendment thing was on my side and I was going to play it to the max. 

Even though Fratianne didn’t add priors to my sentence, part of the 6-years I got was imposed because 
of my past record and he especially made note of that on the record. That is an extremely anger provoking 
thing to be forced to accept, especially when I was over punished on my past crimes. If anything, time 
should have been knocked off to make up for the unfair excesses before along with the abuse I suffered at 
the hands of others which no one got punished for. 

An inmate is allowed to file a Motion for Modification of Sentence within 120 days of sentencing if 
new factors unknown at the time of sentencing become present. Judge Fratianne claimed my sentence 
modification request was filed late so he had no jurisdiction over me any longer. (The docket sheet states, 
“Defendant’s Application for Modification is placed off calendar. The Court finds that it has no jurisdiction 
to modify sentence herein.”) As it turns out, it was filed one day before the deadline; on the 119th day after 
sentencing. What is so angering is that he was extra fussy about a deadline of his as it pertained to papers I 
filed, but when it comes to a deadline he set for the probation officer (Mr. Robert Kelsey) and Chino, he 
allowed them to get by with not keeping to his deadline. The probation officer had over 2 months to do a 
Probation & Sentencing report and still didn’t get it done and Fratianne allowed him to have more time by 
setting off my sentencing date about 1 month. I was then sent on a 90-day observation at Chino but 
Fratianne set the report and court due date 100 days away to allow them some extra time. Even with 10 
extra days they didn’t make his date. They needed another week and he allowed it which meant I was stuck 
in the L.A. County Jail that extra time with no bail set. Then when it comes to me to file papers by a 120-
day deadline I’m told that I’m too late when I wasn’t. Even if I was, why couldn’t I have had the same 
courtesy as the others? Is there any wonder I would or should be discourteous in return? Is there any 
wonder I should be hyper-sensitive about double-standard violations committed against me? 

So what did all these anger-provoking costs add up to you wonder? When I first tallied everything up 
from all my cases a few years ago I listed $45,000.00 lost to Maginnis, psychiatrists, and interest not earned 
when our money was put up for excessive bail and not invested in our banks. 

While examining my files in this case recently, I ran across receipts and logs my father kept of the 
various fees he paid to each psych and Maginnis along with the dates of each. As it turns out, when you 
take into account the interest that was lost because our money was put up for bail instead of remaining 
invested in high-interest earning savings accounts, plus the fact that we were penalized for withdrawing the 
money before maturity, my $45,000.00 estimate here is damn close. I didn’t have these accurate figures 
when I arrived at my original estimate. If memory serves me correctly, it is a figure I got from my father. In 
all, it seems to have withstood the test of time quite well. He knew what we lost. 

For Maginnis we have; 8-6-86 = $5,000.00, 9-13-86 = $2,500.00, 10-28-86 = $2,500.00, 1-17-87 = 
$1,500.00, 3-24-87 = $2,500.00, 4-30-87 = $3,000.00, and 5-7-87 = $3,000.00 for a total of $20,000.00. 
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For his friend, Paul R. Tobias, M.D. we have; 12-15-86 = $125.00, 12-31-86 = $340.00 (testing Marie 
Tom), 1-27-87 = $125.00, 2-10-87 = $125.00, 2-13-87 = $85.00, 3-5-87 = $800.00, and 9-14-87 = $350.00 
for a total of $1,950.00. 

For Carlo P. DeAntonio, M.D. we have; 9-16-86 = $100.00, 9-23-86 = $100.00, 10-1-86 = $100.00, 
10-15-86 = $200.00, 10-22-86 = $100.00, 10-29-86 = $100.00, 11-5-86 = $100.00, 11-12-86 = $100.00, 
11-19-86 = $100.00, 11-26-86 = $100.00, 12-3-86 = $100.00, 12-10-86 = $100.00, 12-17-86 = $100.00, 
12-19-86 = $100.00 (Ernie), 12-31-86 = $100.00, 1-14-87 = $100.00, 1-21-87 = $100.00, 1-28-87 = 
$100.00, 2-4-87 = $100.00, 2-11-87 = $100.00, 2-18-87 = $100.00, 2-25-87 = $100.00, 3-4-87 = $100.00, 
3-11-87 = $100.00, and 3-14-87 = $100.00 for a total of $2,600.00. 

For Michael B. Coburn, M.D. we have; $750.00. 
For James Paul Walker. Ph.D. we have; 10-3-86 = $800.00, 10-23-86 = $400.00, 10-31-86 = $400.00, 

11-7-86 = $400.00, 11-13-86 = $400.00, 11-19-86 = $400.00, 12-1-86 = $400.00, 12-16-86 = $600.00 
(tests), and 1-27-87 = $600.00 for a total of $4,400.00. 

Kurt S. Jorgensen, M.A. gave us a FINAL STATEMENT dated July 24, 1997 that itemized his 
services. His breakdown was as such; September 19 - December 8, 1986: 23 Interviews @ 2hr. ea. 46 hrs./ 
Read case material, reports, listen “confession” tape 5.25 hrs./ February 27, 1987: case material review, 
conf. Drs. Tobias & DeAntonio & Pat Maginnis 3.5 hrs./ September 1986 - April 7, 1987: telcons re: case 
5.25 hrs./ Review videotapes, notes, case material & prepare March 9, 25 & July 6, 1987 reports 19.5 hrs./ 
April 6 & 7, 1987: trial preparation 2.5 hrs./ total hrs. @$80.00/hr= 82.0 hrs./ Videotapes, originals: 23 
VHS tapes $176.66/ Videotapes, duplicates: 12 VHS tapes $87.96/ total video tapes: $264.62/ 82.0 
hrs.@$80.00 = $6560.00/ April 7, 1987 court appearance: 4 hrs. @$100.00 = $400.00/ total = $7224.62/ 
July 20, 1987 court appearance: no charge/ paid toward balance as of December 1, 1986 $4000.00/ balance 
due = $3224.62/ Please make payable to: James P. Walker, Ph.D./ Sincerely,/ Kurt S. Jorgensen, M.A./ My 
dad wrote on it that he subtracted $264.62 from the balance due and made out check # 4464 for $2,960.00 
on July 30, 1987. There was some dispute regarding the video tapes that Jorgensen made of our sessions 
although I’ve forgotten what it was. In any event, my father didn’t pay for them and that’s what he 
subtracted. I seem to recall we were suppose to get them back but didn’t. I also gave Jorgensen the original 
audio tape that the police made when they questioned me and I didn’t get it back either. 

And later we hired another attorney to assist in my Writ of Habeas Corpus to try to fix Maginnis’ 
errors. Even though it was unsuccessful, he still cost us $6,500.00. And none of these figures tally up lost 
wages I lost by not being out in the community working. I did around 128 extra weeks in prison beyond 
what a proper punishment for vandalism would have been. 

By the way, if anyone wishes to voice their criticism to Lee Harris; as of May 1998 he was the acting 
assistant supervising Judge at the Van Nuys Branch of the Los Angeles Municipal Court, 14400 Erwin 
Street Mall, Van Nuys, CA 91401. (818) 374-2639. 

Fratianne, to the best of my knowledge is retired. 
As I’ve previously mentioned, my companion document to Revenge titled Statement of Judicial Debts 

Receivable listing monetary breakdowns in detail is freely available to those judicial personnel who have 
violated me and owe me money. It has an opening section that explains Revenge and I’ve included it here. 
Please bear with me, some of it repeats what you already know: 

 
This Statement was written to briefly answer inquiries as to the motivation for my book, 

legally permitted by the First Amendment of our U.S. Constitution’s Bill of Rights, Revenge 
on the Judicial System: Don’t Get Mad Get Even! If anyone is irritated and/or upset by what 
is written there, they should have thought of that before they violated me and realized that 
some of us won’t accept these kinds of abusive actions. Although each individual violation 
addressed below could include several pages, I’m limiting each one to only the most serious 
highlights. Readers wanting more details should check out my book; Fedbuster: The Southern 
California Wildfires of ’93. 

In no way am I making a demand for money and no one can claim I am trying to extort 
what I honestly feel should be my money from those who feel it’s their money. Extortion 
requires a threat of some kind that something bad will happen if some demand is not met. 
Nowhere here is any language like that referred to, and that is not my intent (I purposely do 
not even say I will not distribute my book if you pay me back my loses because that may fall 
within the provisions of extortion laws); rather figures expressed below are just my honest 
belief and opinion as to what I feel I’m owed for wrongs committed against me by various 
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members of the judicial system or anyone working in conjunction with them. 
Just as Japanese-Americans felt they were owed some financial compensation, 

reparations, and an apology (which they finally got, sort of) for World War II improprieties 
they suffered at the hands of our government, I have the same valid feelings. And if black 
people feel they are owed something, and in fact get some compensation by way of 
Affirmative Action — getting priority over non-blacks on certain things to sort of make up 
wrongs suffered, not by them, but by their ancestors — then surely I have a right to these 
feelings; after all, these are things I personally suffered. In many cases I felt just like I had 
been raped. If rape victims can sue in civil court because they feel they are owed something 
from the attacker then so should I be able to. And if female students can sue and get awards 
for mere sexual harassment that school officials failed to stop then surely so should I be able 
to. People have been awarded thousands of dollars in lawsuits for sustaining much less 
emotional and psychological damage than I have throughout the years because of judicial-
system improprieties. Truly I honestly feel I am owed financial compensation. I consider all 
these debts due and payable now and everyone who has not done so, in default. 

The improprieties I suffered has led to a strongly worded Medical Advisory/Information: 
Statement of Facts document which should carefully be studied, especially by those inclined 
to misbehave to any degree. Think of it as your “Bible” and its dictates as pronouncements on 
proper conduct to follow. Those with predispositions toward misbehavior are strongly 
encouraged to veer off that course and into a more proper direction so future violations are not 
committed against me and unfavorable reactions can therefore be avoided. This is especially 
important since the 1989 Torrance travesty, listed below [we’ll be getting to that in the next 
chapter folks], which has reduced my tolerance level to accept any improprieties to practically 
zero. (The above sentence was written before November 7, 1993, when another major travesty 
happened as detailed below. My threshold to withstand any judicial unfairness or unnecessary 
aggravation is now zero! The cupboard is now bare — there’s no  tolerance left; no slop 
factor!) 

To make up my unfair loses, outlined below, I am merely selling a legal product for a 
profit to anyone freely willing to purchase any amount, something our free society allows. Net 
profits — whether from book or past teaching, lecturing, or advising on the subject — and any 
individual outstanding debts paid by perpetrators, or anyone for that matter, are deducted from 
the Total judicial debt listed at the end. Any donations received from anyone who does 
contribute any amount are also deducted from the total. 

Although I hope to offset losses, I additionally hope those who have committed 
violations against me — and probably commit similar offenses against others — will modify 
their behavior to within proper boundaries in their future dealings with others and prevent the 
kinds of reactions they are suppose to be preventing. 

When Revenge was originally written and samples of that shorter version were circulated 
among fellow prison inmates and various judicial-system personnel for comments and inputs 
in 1988, my goal then was only to recoup lost money sustained in the ’85 Torrance [the one 
with Michael detailed in Chapter 9] and ’86 San Fernando [the one with Maginnis detailed in 
this chapter] cases because of their improperly filed counts as explained [previously]. Only 
after the travesty of the 1989 Torrance “extortion” case has my goal been expanded and 
modified to include all the way back to the beginning improper loses. As far as I’m 
concerned, none of it should have been lost and all of it should be compensated for. After 
Torrance ’89, there’s no reason to be generous and forgiving with any impropriety, even ones 
long ago. No one’s getting off the hook. After all, judicial personnel haven’t forgotten past 
misdeeds I’d done long ago. They are constantly used against me, even a small fire I set in 
1959 at age 9. I still get screwed by judicial personnel for that. As of now, only one offender, 
Mrs. Margaret A. Reeves from Manhattan Beach, has offered to settle her debt and that case is 
considered closed and my attitude about her in now neutral. 

(Although I received a check from her [for $300.00 to cover the $48.00 probation 
violation hearing and expenses related to it and not the original thousands spend in attorney 
fees], I was never sure if it was from her or from someone close to her who just wanted to do 
the right thing. Just because the letter included with her check was worded in her distinctive 
kind of lower-schooling-level English and had her signature affixed doesn’t mean some friend 
or family member didn’t do it to placate me. Since the vicious attack upon me at the United 
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States Penitentiary (USP) at Lompoc on July 2, 1994 instigated by one of her friends or 
family members [that there is no doubt about], I’m less sure she is the one who offered 
settlement. I suspect she may have put inmate James Beverly up to it. Either that or he took it 
upon himself, I’m not sure which — yet! In any event, I’ll apparently have to investigate it on 
my own due to the fact that I’ve gotten no help from authorities in bringing my attackers to 
justice despite multiple attempts in both letters and spoken words. More details are below.) 

Special emphasis is placed upon non-violent non-physical injuring kinds of retribution 
people have done, do, and have considered doing to even the score because the San Fernando 
Deputy District Attorney, Leland B. (Lee) Harris, and Superior Court Judge Robert D. 
Fratianne insisted I plead to and be punished for a crime that the statute requires one to 
specifically intend to injure and they both knew I didn’t intend that when I did intend to do the 
more minor crime of vandalism which should have been the only thing charged. 

Profits I make, donations I receive, and/or individual outstanding debts paid are 
considered make-up, or more properly, reimbursement for improper loses I should not have 
sustained in the first place; and not income — therefore are not subject to usual income taxes I 
believe. If anyone thinks they are, speak up now or forever hold your peace. If profits are 
taxable, let me know now so I can adjust my goal up to allow the net profit after taxes to 
reflect the total at the end of this Statement. 

Think of this as my “defense fund.” Not unlike that of President Clinton’s or various 
other high-ranking politicians who were unnecessarily (or even properly) burdened with costs 
they should not have had. Some guilty culprits even set up these funds for themselves. Well so 
can I! I’ll call it “reimbursement fund.” Cool! That works for me. : - ) 

Interest is calculated at the following annual percentage rates for the following years: 
1967-1981=8%  1982-1986=14%  1987=10%  1988=9%  1989-1990=8%  1991=7.5%  

1992=6.5%  &  1993-1997=6%. These figures begin with rates in given years for long term 
savings accounts or bonds — where this money would have been if we hadn’t been cheated 
out of it — then deducts 2% to approximate net income I would have made after state and 
federal income taxes were paid. I do not expect more than my fair share. I am not trying to 
make a profit on over-due debts I am legitimately owed. I am not even charging higher 
interest rates, like a bank would charge on a loan; as I really should do. (I do consider my 
money loaned out to my perpetrators.) Nor am I compounding interest more frequently than 
annually; as I should also do — which is the way banks and other investment places would 
do. I only want to come away with what I would have had, had I not ever suffered these unfair 
loses. I’m a bottom-line oriented person — I want MY money back; simple!!! (And as you 
can see, money and personal property are extremely hot-button issue to me — my Achilles’ 
heel. I’m a bottom-line oriented, narcissistic, loner kind of guy and I’ve become increasingly 
more like this with each judicial violation. MY possessions are MINE. All I care about is my 
happiness and my health. The rest of it — I can give a shit. And my money and possessions 
fall in the “my happiness” category. No one has, or ever will, be allowed to violate them — 
any of them without punishment! Trust me; I’ve taken a solemn OATH on it!) 

 
Revenge began in the fall of 1987 while I was confined at the Richard J. Donovan Correctional 

Facility (DCF) near San Diego. As inmates do with a lot of free time on their hands, we sat around 
comparing notes and found we all had some tales of unfairnesses inflicted upon us by the judicial system in 
some ways. While all the current stories in Revenge come from inmates I’ve encountered in county, state, 
and federal facilities over the last decade, those inmates at Donovan really got the ball rolling. It was there 
we formulated the OATH, VOCAL, and its Guidelines and Goals. While they’ve changed over the years 
with the help of others, I credit the bunch at Donovan for giving it all birth. 

If my slip into the world of unprotected sex back in the summer of ’93 — which resulted in a fear that 
I had contacted AIDS and then led into my meeting of Snake and his bag of misfits — had not transpired, I 
would have been a law-abiding revenger pushing my agenda and establishing chapters of VOCAL 
throughout all of Southern California. But fate had a different plan for my life, and I guess all those fires 
were just part of it. Oh well, can’t do much about it now except learn by all the mistakes that were made. 
Anyway, back to Donovan Correctional Facility — this time, in the fall of ’88. But first, I think it’s a good 
time to switch chapters. We’re done with Maginnis for the time being, and the rest of what I have to say 
about Donovan relates to an extortion charge I was facing. 
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CHAPTER 11 
“Extortion” 

 
Donovan has four separate independent yards within the fenced perimeter of the level-3 institution, 

designated Facility 1, 2, 3, and 4. Other than for inmates working in the common main kitchen, hospital, 
and various other institution-wide jobs, we never associated with those in adjoining yards. With each 
having its own visiting room, dining room, chapel, laundry, library, and exercise yard, if an inmate has an 
enemy on an adjoining yard he is as safe from him as if he were transferred miles away to another prison 
altogether. This is exactly what happened to me soon after I got there in September 1987. The institution 
had just opened up shortly before and our bus load contained the first inmates to be housed in Facility 4. As 
days went on and more inmates moved in, I noticed the lower caliber of inmates that were becoming my 
neighbors. My arrest had made the newspapers so it was not unlikely that some of these scumbags would 
recognize me and recall that I was a child molester. 

One week after my arrival I filed an administrative remedy (known as a CDC 602) asking for transfer 
to another institution that has a higher percentage of sex offenders and therefore may be safer for me who 
would then be just one of many. I began my request as such: “This appeal is addressed to the institution 
classification committee and/or CSR members requesting reclassification to CMC-E for the safety & 
psychological reasons listed below. I am a homosexual with a conviction history involving non-forcible 
molestation of boys in 1971 which is now known about on the yard.” After my request was denied by the 
Correctional Counselor I resubmitted it up the line to the next level. The Program Administrator, the head 
person in charge of Facility 4, responded that I would be seen by a psychiatrist and, “Upon completion of 
that session you will be scheduled to appear before the Classification Team. At which time, the Team will 
evaluate your case and make a recommendation regarding your future at DCF or another CDC [California 
Department of Corrections] institution.” As it turned out, the psych did recommend my transfer, but the 
Classification Team never did anything about it. Unfortunately, that wasn’t my worst problem though. 

Some negligent staff member left my request — and acknowledgment to being a child molester — out 
in the open in his office. Inmate clerks and janitors work in and around those offices and one of them saw 
what I said about myself. On October 10th several of them come up to my cell, which was locked at the 
time, and confronted me with it. I tried to deny it by showing them my current police report which doesn’t 
mention molesting and they seemed to fall for it. Later in the day an officer came up to my cell and told me 
that the Lieutenant became aware of a threat on my life. I was told to pack up my property because I would 
be moving to one of the other yards after lunch. After being fed in my locked cell (they wouldn’t let me go 
to the dining room with the rest of the inmates) and with all the other inmates locked down during the 4 
p.m. count, I was moved to Facility 1 among scowls and howls from irate inmates as I was exiting the 
housing unit. 

Facility 1 was absolutely no problem at all. Besides no one ever finding out about me, the housing unit 
I lived in had a higher percentage of Christian inmates than average. From past experience, I knew that 
these are the safest kinds of inmates to have as my fellow neighbors. While they hate the sin, they love the 
sinner and are not prone to violence. Now I didn’t want to transfer to CMC or anywhere else. When they 
never followed through with the psych’s recommendation to transfer me I never pursued my appeal up the 
chain of command. I was a happy camper and perfectly willing to remain put until the day I go home. 

Unfortunately, fate was not on my side. Inmates are periodically reclassified to determine if any 
program changes are warranted. As an inmate nears release, his custody level goes down and he is often 
transferred to a lower-custody institution. Some even end up at unfenced Level-1 camps because they are 
not considered risks to the community. I appeared for my annual review on October 21, 1988 and was told 
that because of my good behavior and work reports, that my custody “points” on a score sheet they 
calculate had been lowered and that placed me in line for a transfer to a Level-2 institution. 

Trouble was though, Level-2 institutions have open dormitories as housing units rather than 2-man 
cells like all the Level 3s have. In the dark of night any inmate could be attacked or even killed in his sleep 
with no problem at all. I explained my fears to the classification committee and they agreed to put me in for 
an “override” so I could stay at Donovan. They told me to not get my hopes up too high though because the 
CSR (Classification Staff Representatives) try to house inmates at institutions conforming to their points 
score. 

Off the record, one of the counselors present at my review told me that some inmates will purposely 



 
 
 

 
80 
 
 
 
 

misbehave in order to raise their points score. I, of course, was already familiar with this technique. 
Breaking prison rules keeps an inmate’s score higher. By being good all this time I ended up screwing 
myself. One incident report (known as a CDC 115), even one not too serious, would have kept my score 
just above the Level 2 to 3 dividing line and all this stuff about worrying about an “override” would have 
been a moot issue. 

Now my only choice was to raise my points by breaking a prison rule. When asking an officer to write 
me up for something I hadn’t done didn’t work, I set about the task of misbehaving. As a janitor in the 
housing unit I lived in, I dumped 5 gallons of wax down the toilet in staff’s restroom in such a way that I 
was the likely suspect. I wanted to get in trouble, but not enough to where I’d be put in the hole and lose the 
cell I lived in with a very compatible cell mate. Facility 1 Lt. Diminni (spelling unsure) called me into his 
office to question me about not only it, but the vandalism of one of the units TVs. Absent that, I would have 
gladly admitted the wax flushing and taken my write up, but when he was talking putting me in the hole I 
clammed up. 

The TV deal had nothing to do with this at all. The stereo TVs we had in the common area had one 
speaker on each side. Inmates were told to keep the volume at a reasonable level and staff was suppose to 
enforce it. Because they never did I poked my finger through the grill of the right speaker which faced my 
cell and yanked out the paper speaker cone. They could still hear just fine with the left speaker, but because 
that one faced away from my cell’s direction I had considerably more peace and quiet. Sure I didn’t have a 
right to do it, but I always took whatever steps were necessary to make my time more comfortable for me 
no matter if others were inconvenience by it. Narcissistic? You bet — works for me. That’s a psychiatric 
label I’ll gladly wear. Anyway, Diminni told me flat out that he was fairly certain I was guilty, but took no 
more action apparently because he figured it was purposely done so I could stay. 

Donovan has an unfenced Level-1 camp outside of our secured institution. Around the time all of this 
was happening I learned of an inmate who was moved from out there to inside with us because he allegedly 
sent a threatening letter to some ex-wife of his or something like that. After she gave it to staff and they 
read it they saw that it wasn’t threatening they promptly moved him back to the camp, but the point of all 
this was that I saw how quickly staff responds when someone in the community feels threatened by an 
inmate. In the past I’ve always been held back when I was perceived as a “danger to the community” in 
some way even when I wasn’t. That was one of Atascadero’s hot points to always bring up on me and it 
sure got the attention of those who got their reports. This time I was trying to use the diagnosis to my 
advantage. Could I make myself appear too “dangerous” to go to a lower-security institution? Hmmm. 

Of all the hundreds and hundreds of people who got their cars sprayed with battery acid and the few 
who got some of the overspray mist on their skin, not one of them showed up at the time of my sentencing 
to speak up against me as they were entitled to do. And it’s not like they didn’t know either. Besides being 
in the newspapers, the probation officer stated in his report to the court that he contacted the victims. So did 
I have anybody speaking up against me besides the deputy district attorney? You bet! My ol’ fat buddy, 
Mrs. Reeves — who wasn’t even a victim in this case (or even the one with son Michael’s case) — butted 
her way in there to say what an awful thing I had done to Michael and how I deserved prison. Noticeably 
absent though was Michael. Every other time (and there were many court appearances through those years 
with her) she yanked him out of school so he would be in court even when he didn’t need to be. Somewhere 
during her flaming condemnation of me to Judge Fratianne it come out that Michael moved out of her 
house in August of 1986. Now from the police report which had his birth date in it, I see that he would have 
turned 18 on August 30th of 1986. Apparently, according to Mrs. Reeves own testimony, he high tailed his 
ass out from under her roof as soon as he turned 18 and was legally able to do so, or the very next day at the 
latest. I already knew he was sort of on my side. First he tipped me off to the wiretap, and then he didn’t tell 
police about some of the activities we had done together which was probably his way of silently disobeying 
his mother who wanted me in as much trouble as possible back in ’85. Now with him not in court as an 
adult, I’m sure that’s his way of standing on my side without literally doing so. 

Despite Michael’s absence, Mrs. Reeves, who was not a victim in any crime I had done, went into a 
long rambling spiel about how I had hurt their family so bad — and on, and on, and on… It seems the only 
way she could avoid feeling any guilt for contributing to Michael’s abusive treatment was to over 
emphasize how I was the culprit rather than her. And boy was she over zealous about it, so much so that 
Fratianne even rolled his eyes in a way indicating he now understood the source of my anger and need to 
lash out verbally in my past letter to her. 

I had been toying with the idea of wanting to give Mrs. Reeves a piece of my mind once again. After 
that courtroom visit, when I didn’t have a chance to speak up to her, I needed her to hear what I had to say. 
In the least, I wanted her to know that she had done some criminal acts by lying under perjury and that she 
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should not be so willing to throw stones when she is guilty herself. Of course, I wanted her to know what 
extra money I lost on account of her false statements to Judge Willett and that she should foot the bill for 
that, but I never really expected her to sit down and write me out a check, let alone apologize. I knew she 
didn’t have those qualities about her. 

Remembering how that other inmate got yanked off the 1 yard, I thought possibly I could use Mrs. 
Reeves to my advantage to get my transfer cancelled. She claimed my last letter was threatening when it 
only contained condemnatory statements she didn’t like to hear. I could get my last word in now and at the 
same time surely count on her to complain to prison staff about what I said. Not only did I count on her to 
notify prison staff, I instructed her to do it. I’ll quote some from the letter later on, but first I’ve got some 
more things to cover. 

I also set about appealing my pending transfer through the prison’s administrative remedy process. All 
hope was over on Friday December 2, 1988. That afternoon I received official word that my request for 
“override” was denied. There was “no justification” for it they said. The institution I was designated to was 
the Level-2 yard of the California Correctional Institution at Tehachapi. Anticipating that this is the joint I 
would be shipped to, I had already asked around to find out what it was like there. When I was told that it 
has only open dormitories housing up to 150 inmates I immediately pictured another Wayside incident 
where I got jumped on by several inmates back in 1971. No weapons were used there but it was still bad 
enough. In prisons where some inmates regularly work around tools on their job assignments, it doesn’t 
take much to pocket a screw driver or even fashion a stabbing implement out of some scrap metal laying 
around. I was attacked in broad daylight at Wayside right after they found out I was a molester because they 
knew I had made bail and would be leaving shortly. Imagine the job they could have done after lights were 
out. While asleep, I could have quietly been choked to death without probably anybody else waking up 
except possibly those near me. Now how much easier would it be to have an ice pick like tool stuck in my 
heart in an open dormitory? 

Surely you can sense my fear here. A week or so before I received the official denial I screwed up. 
Mr. E Salazar, the Program Administrator for Facility 1, was planning to make a facility-wide change to 
something that, although totally separate from my transfer issue, would disadvantage me nonetheless. 
Being the Narcissistic person that I am, I snitched him off to the warden in such a way that it got tied back 
to me. I was sort of told that I was on his shit list then and not to expect any help from him in trying to stay. 

Like I mentioned before, I was angry at Mrs. Reeves for showing up at my sentencing hearing in San 
Fernando and saying the things she did. I had planned to verbally vent off all the rage, frustration, and 
anguish I felt toward her later on, but when this pending transfer come about, I decided to combine that 
with using her to my advantage to try to stay at Donovan. In my heightened state of fear, I typed a 16-page 
letter to her venting all the angry feelings I had built up over her lies and that final court appearance. And 
there were times I pounded those typewriter keys pretty hard too. But, of course, it’s better to pound its 
keys than to pound in her head. Making it sound as if the letter was coming from another third person 
writing about my anger at Mrs. Reeves, I made it sound as if I was spreading a lot of dirt about her to other 
inmates and that she could be in danger because of it. I emphasized that it was only truthful things that were 
being reported about her misbehavior so no laws were being broken by doing so. In sort of a reverse 
psychology move I made her think that I wanted to transfer, and that by doing so, I could endanger her even 
more. “Tom hopes to get transferred to another institution so he can spread the word about you to a whole 
new group of inmates.” Along with the letter, I sent her a draft copy of Revenge (which I had enough copies 
of) with the express intention that she contact the institution and tell them that I was too “dangerous” to 
transfer. 

As I mentioned above, it was a Friday that I got the notice saying I was definitely transferring. 
Knowing how I could be on the very next bus smokin’ outa’ there, I wanted to get my letter in the mail to 
her before the weekend. Unfortunately I didn’t have access to a typewriter with which to add the few extra 
things I needed to say so I disguised my own handwriting in all upper-case letters and penned page 17: 

 
BECAUSE MAIL NEEDS A RETURN ADDRESS TO LEAVE HERE AND 

BECAUSE I DON’T WISH TO SAY WHO I AM, I’M PUTTING TOM’S ADDRESS ON 
THE ENVELOPE. I ALSO ADDRESS IT TO YOU AS AN ATTORNEY SO IT CAN BE 
SEALED FROM SNOOPING STAFF EYEZ. IRONICALLY BECAUSE OF TOM’S 
“GOOD” BEHAVIOR HE WILL BE TRANSFERRED TO A LOWER CUSTODY 
INSTITUTION WITHIN DAYS TO FINISH HIS SENTENCE. STAFF RECLASSIFIED 
HIM TO THIS, OBVIOUSLY UNAWARE OF WHAT HE’S BEEN UP TO. HE’S 
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ALREADY COST THEM A BUNDLE OF MONEY. TOM WILL NOW HAVE A WHOLE 
NEW GROUP OF INMATES TO TELL ABOUT YOU AND PASS ON HIS OPINIONS 
ABOUT REVENGE. YOU WOULD BE ADVISED TO SEE HE STAYS WHERE HE IS. 
HE CAN DO LESS DAMAGE WHERE HE IS AS EVERYONE ALREADY KNOWS HIM. 

 
At first I thought my plan worked. Staff called me in to the office to question me about it and I played 

the innocent — who me? — routine. Apparently it did hold up my transfer for awhile, but on February 1, 
1989 I was put on a bus and shipped to Tehachapi. 

Just so you know that the fear I was having was not without merit, here’s what happened while I was 
at that lower-level prison. One bold convict murdered a fellow inmate with a prison-made knife in broad 
daylight among crowds of others on the baseball bleachers knowing the inmate “code of silence” would 
allow him to escape unpunished. He calculated correctly as no one came forward to staff, inmates only 
talked over the particulars among themselves. One can only imagine what could happen in the dead of night 
in an open dorm and staff doesn’t take it serious when a person who sexually interacts with minors is 
violated. I presented them with evidence where they lightly punished an inmate who severely beat up such 
a person. (One inmate I knew — and saw the paperwork on — did more time on a parole violation — 9 
months — for lightly slapping his girl friend around than he did for knocking the teeth out of an inmate at a 
previous institution who he learned had sex with a 13-year-old girl. He got a misdemeanor conviction and 
10 days in the county jail for slapping his girl friend, but no new charge for attacking the molester. Other 
than some time in the hole, 30 or 60 days lost good-time credits — which he could later earn back with no 
new incident report — and a disciplinary transfer to a different institution, that’s all the punishment he got. 
It’s true. He showed me the incident report which included his statement to staff that he was “proud” of 
what he had done. Check it out. His name is James Rose and he goes by the nickname of “Cisco.” He was 
25-years-old in 1989. I’m just glad he didn’t know about me.) (We’ll be getting to later how I become a 
victim of this horrible practice. Even though I told numerous Bureau of Prisons’ officials repeatedly that I 
could identify 2 of the 3 inmates who viciously attacked me at USP Lompoc on July 2, 1994, and that I 
wouldn’t stand for someone to go by unpunished, I cannot get them to follow through with getting me a 
photospread to view. Even telling them I won’t identify the arsonists until my attackers are identified has 
not helped.) On another occasion while I was at Tehachapi a melee broke out on the yard with several 
inmate injuries and throughout all the time I’ve done I’ve seen many fights, sometimes for what most 
ordinary people would consider minor reasons. Truly, I had valid concerns of worry. 

I wasn’t putting all my eggs in one basket though by depending on Mrs. Reeves to help me out. The 
very next day after receiving my transfer confirmation I filed a scathing administrative remedy directly to 
the warden. In my attempt to “dangerize” (boy, my spell checker will have trouble with that word) myself, I 
said among other things, “if I were to leave my current program, and quite composed attitude, my 
tendencies toward revenge at the judicial system when I am treated unfairly and unnecessarily aggravated 
will in all probability re-surface to a level far beyond what transpired before.…You people have the 
advantage of hindsight in knowing what my inclinations are when I am unnecessarily wronged. My record 
is full of it.…When I’m made mad I go way beyond what other revengefully inclined people are likely to 
do. In fact sometimes my revenge has been legal even though it can still cost, inconvenience, or aggravate 
the one or ones I’m mad at. This has been the majority of my tendencies after I come back into custody. 
I’ve even written a booklet that deals with issues of judicial abuse that I’m enclosing.” That booklet, of 
course, was the first draft version of Revenge, a 24-page single-space typed manuscript that has since 
become the version it is today. I continued on in my appeal to the warden, “One of my honest opinions is 
that people should get even when wronged.…As expected I do have a much more negative attitude now 
than the day I entered custody off of bail. The good news is that after an initial aggravation I am pretty 
much settled down and my attitude is now fairly composed. Let’s keep me that way. My current program 
seems conductive in helping me keep my revengeful tendencies in check.…Notice in Chapter 3 of my 
booklet I deal with in custody type of unfairnesses and one is to be transferred with no concern for the 
prisoner’s wishes. Again I must say, if our wishes aren’t considered why should we be concerned if we 
intentionally aggravate in return. These are my honest opinions.…I’m quite likely to vandalize if I’m 
treated unfairly.…why should I be good? Why don’t I go full blown revenge?…my current, severe, and 
costly revenge tendencies are at the point of popping out of control with the littlest of provocation because I 
am so fed up with the judicial systems unfair aggravations. I need you to help me lower my boiling point.” 
If considering my own safety wasn’t enough of a reason to get an override, I thought the above danger-
appearing language would surely do the trick. After all, their own rules emphasize that transfers are to 
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consider the inmate’s safety along with societies, prison staff, and property. But no, it didn’t even phase 
’em. A Lieutenant briefly interviewed me and by the conversation I could tell he had not read what I 
submitted. 

Even Mrs. Reeves was no help. I still got shipped out. Unfortunately, when she turned my letter in to 
local police they charged me with extortion. I didn’t realize it at the time, but in my state of fear and desire 
to make myself appear dangerous, I inadvertently allowed my language to get away from me and stepped a 
tad over that great divide; the legal/illegal border. Municipal Court Judge Thomas P. Allen, Jr., the judge at 
the preliminary hearing, who only needed a sufficient cause in order to bind me over to Superior Court said 
the following after having the worst parts of my letter pointed out to him by Deputy District Attorney 
Imogene Katayama, “I think for the purposes of the preliminary hearing, there is the minimum scintilla of 
evidence to bind the defendant over, although I don’t know what’s going to happen in the Superior Court.” 

Extortion, as defined in Penal Code § 523 (Sending threatening letters with intent to extort money, 
etc.) requires “specific intent to obtain property from the other person” (See CALJIC 14.77 for verification) 
in order to be guilty of it. But that wasn’t my intent. Like I said above, I never actually expected Mrs. 
Reeves to sit down and write me out a check. (I fully intended to let profits from Revenge, along with those 
from my other teaching and activist activities, earn me back what I lost.) I even told her to show the letter 
to police, and emphasized how I could tell a whole new group of inmates about her misbehavior if I 
transferred, hoping they would contact Donovan. 

Who hasn’t said things to their kids at a time of emotional excitement or anger they later realized 
wasn’t right? The DA accepts that the perjury and lies Mrs. Reeves committed were done at a time of 
emotional fear she was feeling at the harsh letter I sent her back in ’85 and didn’t prosecute her. In all 
fairness to her, if she deserves any more fairness than she’s already gotten an abundance of, I believe she 
may not have purposely sunken into the sewer of perjury when she lied. She may have just had a lapse of 
better judgment in her time of emotional uneasiness. 

At the same time, I should also report on a third lie committed by her in relation to this particular 
letter. She wrote to Judge Major, who took over Judge Fratianne’s cases while he was out on disability, and 
told him that I threatened both Judges Fratianne and Willett. (She even said I threatened her life, which 
we’ll see shortly is not true.) In fact, I only criticized the judges and I later told her to correct the error 
because, even though I no longer have any pending court cases in front of either of them, I do not want 
incorrect information in my files. I never checked my files to verify if she sent them a correction or not, but 
I would suspect she didn’t — after all, she wasn’t woman enough to admit any other errors after I made her 
aware of them before. If she hasn’t, she should be prompted with much vigor to do so without delay. Surly 
the court shouldn’t let her slither out of this duty. 

(One of my April 24, 1998 inquiry letters was sent to her with questions about her role if any in the 
attack upon me at USP Lompoc on July 2, 1994 as covered more fully in Chapter 18. But in the letter I also 
mentioned, “And, by the way, did you ever straighten out the lie you wrote to Judge Major in which you 
told him that I threatened Judge Fratianne when in fact, all I did was criticize him in that so called 
‘extortion’ letter I sent you back in 1988? Seeing that the lie originated from you, that’s your responsibility 
to clear up!” Unfortunately, the letter was returned unopened with a notation that she no longer lived at the 
address I got from Michael back in ’85. Still, she’s responsible to clear it up.) 

If Mrs. Reeves’ mis-written statements (perjury and lies) can be excused due to their being written at a 
time of fear she thought was present, then why shouldn’t mine be allowed for in the same way? I expressed 
I had a great deal of evidence to show I had a valid fear about transferring from Donovan and my state of 
mind should have been allowed for as hers was when she wasn’t prosecuted. I did not intend to do a crime 
any more than she did. I even said that I didn’t in several of the sentences in my letter. While the DA, 
whether an assistant or the head supervising one for the Torrance courthouse, was nit-picking to find my 
bad words, he or she should have been just as choosy with numerous ones that cleared me of wrong doing. 
For instance, on page 10 of this 17-page letter (first 16 pages were typed and page 17 was handwritten) I 
said, “I’ll repeat he has no intent of doing anything illegal though.” And on page 11 I said, “And he’s not 
doing anything illegal. Nothing more than telling the truth about you, while hoping you don’t like it.” 
Shame on the DA for not being equally picky about pointing out my good wording. This happens all too 
often by judicial people reading about our deeds. They will highlight the bad parts and neglect the good 
parts. Then they wonder why we act bad rather than good in response later on. 

When I read the Penal Code statute I saw that it is a crime to threaten to expose someone’s crimes if 
they don’t pay you money — apparently even if its your own money they owe you. I think it’s a lot of 
nerve to charge me with threatening to publicly expose Mrs. Reeves’ crimes of slander and perjury, which 
clearly fit within California Penal Code definitions, and still not charge her for those crimes. Using that 
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phrasing in the criminal complaint against me as they did, they finally admit that what she did was in fact a 
crime. To this day she remains an unindicted criminal though. 

Now if one writes to someone who lied about us under oath that we are going to expose them for 
perjury, a felony, we can be charged with making a threat, a misdemeanor; and what happens to the one 
who committed the perjury — nothing! That’s fair? (It’s not even what the Bible teaches. In 1 Timothy 
5:20 we find that sinners should be rebuked publicly so that the rest may be afraid. I had a Biblical duty to 
expose her sins. We all do. The moral is, just do it. Expose the crime. Don’t tell somebody ahead of time 
you’re going to expose them because that’s where you apparently step over the line of criminal activity.) 
Who’s the real victim here? Can society afford to turn their backs on these kinds of actions any longer? Are 
they really making a defendant safer for society by using this tactic? Hmmm. 

For those interested, here is a selection of sentences I unloaded upon Mrs. Reeves. “The sad part about 
it is that when he wrote to you in 1985 he recognized he was victimized to bad to just forget it. That tongue 
lashing he gave you was therapeutic to him. It was a way of relieving the anger he had, to prevent 
something more detrimental from coming about.…his letter was not a threat to you. Rather, it was the 
opposite of a threat. It was, so to speak, a safety valve, to vent off an anger to prevent something else worse 
from transpiring. You should have been able to see that. He thinks you probably did, but used that as an 
excuse to try to get him in worse trouble so you could justify to yourself not having to accept the truth he 
told about you being a bad mother. The way he sees it, the only way you could prove your actions right as 
far as what you did to Michael was to prove Tom was wrong by writing to you. You should have accepted 
the criticism and offered an apology when you had the chance.…What made Tom so mad at you is that if 
you were really concerned about Michael why weren’t you concerned of the emotional trauma Michael 
could experience because of the rejection he’d feel because you didn’t want him at home. Things like that 
can be worse psychologically coming from a loved one than a few miniscule mis-spoken words from a 
stranger. Especially when movies 16 year olds are allowed to see are more sexually explicit than Tom’s 
words ever should have been considered. And Michael couldn’t have been that upset as you say because he 
wanted to have Tom as a friend and be with him. He wanted Tom to call him.…He just needed the last 
word. Then you had to bring all this back to the surface just because you couldn’t accept the truth of being 
a bad mother. He clearly said that letter was in place of doing something else as he would have done when 
younger. Yet you try to convince the judge he’s a ‘definite threat to us!’.…And worse yet to really stick 
yourself in the dog house you had to lie about it to get him in trouble. You tried to say and I quote your 
letter which he shows around when he is often heard still expressing his anger about this case, ‘absolutely 
no contact with Michael or his family, in any way, shape or form’. If you would have listened as you 
should have to the judge you would have known that is not true. And if you weren’t sure you should have 
checked the facts first before you signed a document under penalty of perjury. Tom didn’t ‘ignore’ the 
judges order when he wrote to you as you tried to claim. But you sure ignored the advice he tried to give 
you. You filed the declaration with the clerk. All you would have had to do is ask the clerk to check the 
facts to see if the judge said just not to contact Michael or if he included you. That should have been your 
responsibility. Tom thinks you probably knew, but didn’t care. You were determined to get him in trouble 
whether he was in the right for writing to you or not.…Tom had contested your statements in a written 
letter to the judge and also explained the reason it was written along with the necessity of it because of his 
inability to merely forget an injustice. He mentioned your 2 lies, but that apparently fell on deaf ears. You 
signed that declaration of probation violation under penalty of perjury and you lied. You should have been 
arrested. YOU’RE A CRIMINAL!!! when you sign something like that it’s your responsibility to check the 
facts first to make sure you’re not making a false statement, and you didn’t do that. You should be held 
accountable. If that would have been Tom lying to a judge he would have been raked through the coals. In 
fact that happened to him once and he got a higher sentence for it. [You remember the Judge Hauk fiasco in 
’78?] That judge verbally made that clear to him. And here you are getting off scot free. We can’t have that. 
You deserve to be arrested and jailed for a least a few days to see how it is. You should see how it is to 
smolder in a hot cell in summer day after day with only warm water coming out of the faucet. You need to 
be forced to shower in front of other people. You need to have someone strip search you in front of 
everyone else and search into every body cavity and private part to let you know how it feels. You need to 
get some of that de-louse spray sprayed on you to see how it feels. Tom would love to see you set up some 
how to experience it first hand. In the least you should have been reprimanded by the judge for lying, but he 
didn’t even do that.…As mad as he is at you he means you no physical or bodily harm at all. When asked 
his opinion of what he would like to see happen and thinks you deserve, it is to lose your life savings and 
possessions exactly as he lost his life savings to attorney fees.…He noticed how you admitted to the judge 
in San Fernando that Michael moved out from you in August 86. Tom remembers his birthday is at the end 
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of August 8-30 and he would have turned 18 in 86. Apparently as soon as Michael become a legal adult he 
couldn’t wait to get out from under your pressuring rule. I’ll bet that if you would have had your way you 
would have wanted to drag Michael to court in San Fernando to speak against Tom. Only now that he’s 
over 18 you couldn’t make him as you could do before he was 18. One would logically assume that if he 
was as upset by Tom’s sexual words as you say he was he would have made it a point to be there [or even 
sent a letter along with her for that matter]. One can quickly see that you were the one that was upset rather 
than Michael. Knowing the way Michael talked about you in 1984 to Tom it’s not surprising that he was 
anxious to get away from you. And that probably made you madder. You are under the false belief that you 
think you can take it out on Tom. That doctrine is of course false. You were especially mad when you 
couldn’t command him to come in to court and speak against Tom as you coaxed and pressured him to do 
before, weren’t you? Yes Maggie, you were an abusive and poor mother in emotional ways to Michael. It’s 
time you face up to it!!…And if he was as emotionally bothered as you say he was by only a few mis-
spoken words, can you see how emotionally damaged he could have been made by YOUR rejection when 
he needed a mother more than ever? You’ve got a lot of nerve, bitch. You should feel guilty. He sure 
deserved a better mother than you.” And here’s what I wrote about my draft version of Revenge which was 
included in the letter to Mrs. Reeves. “It would be nice if someone like you could encourage authorities to 
buy the publication rights to his booklet which would mean he wouldn’t publish it because someone else 
would own the copyright. Of course authorities wouldn’t want to publish it, but if they own the rights Tom 
couldn’t print it. Actually it would be considerably cheaper if they gave him an equivalent value to all this 
case cost him than it would be to have it go into publication. He may even be able to find one of those so 
called under ground publishers and then get national distribution. If just one purchaser of the book picked 
up one idea and did just one day of stunts it could cost more than what buying the rights would cost. 
Imagine what a lot of people with a copy of it could cost the system. See what you brought about. You 
made him mad. You shouldn’t have made him mad. Now he’s getting his turn. Knowing how people 
connected with the judicial system usually do things in not the most efficient or wise way, they’ll probably 
choose the more costly way in the long run and allow the booklet to go into publication rather than buy the 
rights. Well that’s their loss.” And assuming its wry thoughts contributed to Snake and the fellas’ actions in 
the fall of ’93 — as is conceivable — not buying its rights was their loss — as well as societies in general. 
Oh wel l ! 

I made them aware of the proper misdemeanor charge I should have only been charged with (Penal 
Code § 650; Sending letters threatening to expose another). Even it would have been a questionable charge, 
but none of that mattered though. I was threatened to plead to the original felony charge and accept a small 
amount of additional time (when back time credits are figured in) or face a lot more if I lost a trial. The 
deputy district attorney and Superior Court Judge Cecil J. Mills knew my language didn’t fit within the 
provisions of the felony statute, but that didn’t matter to them. They even, as if a slap in the face, put it on 
the record (citing a case called People v. West) that they acknowledge I wasn’t guilty when they took my 
pressured guilty plea. They should have been more interested in justice for all, rather than just winning a 
conviction at any cost. How dare they accuse me of a threat and then turn around and threaten me. If 
making a threat is a crime, then aren’t they also criminals? I honestly believe so. They should be treated as 
such. I was only guilty of using Mrs. Reeves to my advantage to try to stay at Donovan; not a crime! How 
dare them even accuse me of a threat when they subjected me to the fear and intimidation of the L.A. 
County Jail when they knew I couldn’t bail out. 

I was willing to take it to trial with all the documentation I had to show how I tried to stay at Donovan 
and what legitimate fears I had about being in an open-dormitory institution. If I would have been out on 
bail I would have done it in a heart beat, but because I was already serving time, I was not entitled to bail 
and that county jail for a pre-trial inmate in the maximum-custody area is a bitch to do time in. I had 
already been there for 76 days by this time when Judge Mills offered me the bare minimum state prison 
sentence he could — 8-month in exchange for a guilty plea. With half-time credits allowed by law I would 
normally do 4 months of that. But they told me that 76 days back-time county jail credits would come off 
the 4 months which would leave me only about 46 days or so to serve. Of course they heightened the offer 
by saying they’d waive getting a formal probation report before sentencing and would in fact sentence me 
that day plus order the sheriff to get me back to Tehachapi forthwith (meaning as soon as possible) along 
with recommending that prison staff transfer me back to Donovan. That sounded like an offer made in 
heaven. Exchange 46 some odd days for my safety and get out of that miserable county jail a hell of a lot 
sooner than if I had a trial. 

Well what’s that saying about a sucker being born every minute, or if something sounds too good to 
be true it probably is? When I got back to Tehachapi I couldn’t get them to abide by the deal we agreed to, 
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as to how Judge Mills ordered that I be credited for the 76 days back time. They said that because I was 
already doing another sentence and this new one was consecutive to it, that I am not entitled to the 76 days 
credit. Granted, the way the complexities of the law are worded about receiving jail credits when one is 
already serving time, Tehachapi was correct in denying them. But still, a deal’s a deal. Either Judge Mills, 
who knew I was edgy about wanting to get out of the county jail soon, intentionally hood-winked me, or he 
just didn’t understand how those credits are calculated for someone already serving a sentence — it’s hard 
to know. But when I advised him how the institution was handling the new sentence he would not uphold 
the decision we made together. He could have resentenced me to 46 days total and that would have fixed 
everything. But no, he left the original sentence stand and I ended up doing 4-months of the 8-month total 
sentence — 76 days more than I pled guilty to. If they were so nit-picky at the words I used to classify them 
as illegal, they should have been as nit-picky with upholding the deal that Judge Mills and I made. Shame 
on them for not being equally picky about that. If one thing can be so simply brushed aside as if it was 
nothing, then surely so can the other one be. During that 4-months I had to do free prison work in order to 
get the other 4-months off. When I was a child and took something back that I had previously given to a 
playmate I was called an “indian giver” in the most looked-down upon terms. Now I know that may be an 
impolite term to use in today’s politically “correct” world, but in the early 60s that’s what I was called. I 
can still recall the how little the other kids made me feel for what I had done. Judge Mills should be made to 
feel the same way. Such characters are nothing but termites of evil destroying the foundations of our 
“justice” system and they should not be allowed to succeed. In case anyone wishes to voice their criticism 
to him and/or encourage a correction; as of January 1998 he was a Juvenile Court Judge at the Los 
Padrinos Juvenile Court, 7281 E. Quill Dr., Downey, CA 90242-2096. (562) 491-8841. 

And to make matters worse, Tehachapi refused to honor Judge Mills’ recommendation and send me 
back to Donovan. Needless to say, I was pissed royally, besides being scared. Now I’d be in danger an 
extra 4 months. Besides actively recruiting new members for VOCAL, I set out to make sure I’d get that 
incident report I couldn’t get Donovan to give me. 

One of my dorm janitorial duties was to take the dirty laundry thrown into a bin over to the laundry 
for washing. I took every opportunity I could to rip up or cut up with a razor blade as much of it as I could. 
Because I wasn’t making a conscious effort to hide my “extra curricular activities” (or recreational fun, 
whatever you want to call it) I never expected it would continue as long as it did. Despite snitches being 
hated by other inmates, every institution has its share of inmate snitches. These weren’t even lending me a 
hand in telling staff what I was up to. Apparently one did, but what really got me was when I typed a 
couple anonymous letters to staff members regarding being cheated out of something I shouldn’t have been. 
When I used the phrase “I don’t get mad, I get even” when I told them the punishment for their offenses 
would be torn up laundry, a counselor related that phrase to part of the title in Revenge, which he had a 
copy of, and officers were put on alert to watch me when I was near the laundry bin. By the time I was 
taken to the hole, they had tallied up $27,078.00 in damages. At a disciplinary hearing they convicted me of 
only $446.90 and shipped me off to the Level-3 California State Prison at Corcoran, emphasizing they’re 
sending me north because I wanted to go south to San Diego. 

Actually, it all turned out O.K. Corcoran was as safe as Donovan was for me and in two ways, it was 
better. My parents visited me every two weeks and even though both institutions were about the same 
distance away in mileage, going north from the San Fernando Valley gave them a lot less traffic to drive 
through than they had going south to San Diego. Plus we got more TV stations to choose from at Corcoran. 
Besides Bakersfield stations cabled into our cells, we could rig up a UHF loop antenna on our sets and pick 
up stations from Fresno — or vice versa. I’ve forgotten which was it was now. I was a very active couch 
potato back in those days, and still am to a much more limited extent, so having a personal TV in my cell 
was one other important reason I wanted to be in an institution that has cells rather than dorms. (Personally 
owned TVs weren’t allowed at all at Tehachapi.) 

I only had one problem with inmates while there and it was not related to me being an ex-sex offender 
at all. My own cell mate had run up a drug debt with some other inmates in the housing unit before I got 
there. When he couldn’t pay it back they pressured him to steal the motor from my AM/FM cassette player. 
A good number of tattooed inmates got their tattoos in prison. Inmates use these motors to make tattoo guns 
so they can tattoo each other. Because I had no cassette tapes to play, my cell mate figured that if he put it 
back together I’d never know. Even though the radio part worked perfectly, I still recognized the 
tampering. I was more mad at the young bully inmates than I was at my cell mate, I guess because I saw a 
part of me in him in how inmates had bullied me in the past. He remained my cell mate until the day he 
went home and I hated to lose him. The bullies, of course, were another story. I used every opportunity I 
could to snitch off their prison rule breaking, and after I went home I wrote them back to let them know I 
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did it. They may have been bullies and could have beaten me to a pulp, but age and treachery is no match 
for youth and beauty. They learned they picked the wrong person to screw over. You see, I’m not after only 
the judicial system when I get violated. Anybody who screws me gets just punishment. And just for the 
record, I do not resent authority figures, despite what some may think — only those who abuse their 
authority; and today, abuse it in even minor ways! 

I abstained from breaking any prison rules while at Corcoran until the day I attended a hearing to 
restore the good days Tehachapi took from me as part of the conviction for vandalism. Prison policy allows 
inmates to apply for restoration of credits lost after they have remained incident free for a set period of 
time. After I was convicted at Tehachapi they asked me to sign a form to transfer money from my account 
to theirs. I refused. Now all these months later I was at a restoration hearing chaired by Associate Warden 
C. Reed. He offered to give back only 10 days of the 75 days that he was allowed to give back because I 
hadn’t signed over my money to them. But then as soon as I did sign it I magically got 75 days back, the 
maximum he could give at that time. (I got all of the remaining 75 days back at the next hearing but still got 
my sentence extended by 12 days because I lost half-time credits during the time I was in the hole.) I 
clearly felt extorted and threatened. Here I was currently doing 4 extra months for just threatening to talk 
about Mrs. Reeves to others if she didn’t pay back what she owed me, and now I was threatened with what 
would have been extra time if I didn’t sign my money over to them. The thing is, when they take an 
inmate’s money it isn’t just some of it at a time as the feds do with their FRP deal where inmates are still 
left with reasonable spending money. (FRP stands for “Financial Responsibility Program,” the federal 
program where they have an inmate sign over just a portion of the money he gets at regular intervals in 
order to pay a debt he owes. We’ll be talking about this more later on as my FRP troubles relate directly to 
giving Snake and the fellas an extended vacation.) Corcoran wanted every penny I had on my account and 
would take every penny I have sent in to me until it is paid off. They cared less whether I’d have anything 
to spend for necessary canteen items, so in return I cared less about their property. I immediately began 
cutting up clothing as I’d done before. This alleviated some of the anger over having to do without 
necessary canteen items. By the time they got around to suspecting me, I figure I got them for $4.000.00. 
It’s worth mentioning that before they got around to processing the paper work to take my money I was 
able to spend down my account to zero. I didn’t have that much but it saved me — and them, by way of 
reactions I’d give back to them — some. The thing is, for months I was getting no money from my prison 
job, it was all coming from my parents. Now as a pay slot finally came open I was going to be getting paid. 
It is this money they grabbed from me, which just happens to total $48.00, the same as Willett’s theft. But 
the anger of that is lessened by the fact that I cost them $4,000.00. When will they learn — don’t mess 
with MY money? With all the documentation they had available to them, why they wouldn’t have 
anticipated my response to their pressure tactics I don’t know. I hid nothing from them. Just suffice it to say 
that if my request to have them consider my safety hadn’t of fallen on deaf ears back in San Diego they 
would have saved over $27,000.00 plus the other $4,000.00. Do I hear an oops? 

It’s interesting to note that despite how easily and often inmates get their personal property 
disrespected by officers who think nothing of it, they sure get pissed when an inmate disrespects theirs 
back, even if it’s only state property and not their own personal property. And when they know you 
violated it because of their misbehavior, their pissed attitude is never at themselves, as it should be — but 
always at you for doing it. Take it from someone with such experience — it feels real good to see them 
pissed, knowing they know it was their misbehavior that brought yours to the surface, and knowing they 
know some people won’t accept their abuse of ours. While they may have the nerve to expect us to accept it 
— I wonder how accepting they would be if the shoe was on the other foot. Let them think about it for a 
moment. Because old ways of thinking and doing things has such a tenacious hook on people, it’s 
especially hard to change their views and get them to accept how wrong some of their behavior really is. 
There is just too much conformity to old ideas. 

Now I can imagine everyone out there outraged at my in-prison behavior here. Well what would you 
do if a bunch of your neighbors were angry at you and law enforcement turned a deaf ear to your expressed 
fears? You’d leave the area. But what if that wasn’t an option? If you developed some elaborate method to 
protect yourself, and it worked, wouldn’t you expect cheer and praise from those who saw how wrongly 
you were treated? Well so do I. If there’s anything you come away from after reading this book, let it be 
how awfully bad ex-sex offenders are treated by others, both in custody and out. I’m often accused of 
justifying what I do when I avenge something. Like I’ve said before, I know it ain’t right to do, but I didn’t 
care. When I’ve had to do some elaborate method in order to protect my own safety, even if it was costly to 
others, I emphatically do justify that as the right thing to do. If they’re shirking their responsibility to 
protect me, then I’ll do whatever is necessary to protect myself. And that goes double when their own 
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negligence led to my identity as an ex-sex offender be known. How dare Reed pressure me out of money 
for committing an offense I was compelled to commit after they brushed my fears aside. 

They had already given me all of my lost days back when they started to notice a lot of laundry was 
coming up damaged. All they knew at the time was that it was coming from the housing unit I lived in. 
Because of that they locked us in and fed us in our cells for a number of days as a general punishment. 
When one of our regularly assigned officers, who was there when I arrived and was aware of my prior, told 
them I was a likely suspect I was carted off to the hole. They couldn’t give me a write up for it because no 
one seen me do it, but they kept me in the hole anyway until I went home a little over a week later. I’ll 
never forget this one officer whispered to me after he got done escorting me to the release area. Surely mad 
at me for skating by on this along with being familiar with my child molesting past, he said he’d kill me if 
he ever saw me on the streets. To this day I consider him a criminal who just hasn’t been arrested. 

It’s amazing the threats I’ve had to live with throughout they years that no one even begins to lift a 
finger to protect me from. But let me merely threaten to expose another person’s wrong behavior and I get 
raked through the coals. A few years ago we had female Korean grocer Soon Ja Du getting probation from 
Judge Joyce Karlin for killing a 15-year-old girl the court ruled she was emotionally afraid of, even though 
the 15-year-old was non-threatening and walking away at the time of the murder. Why couldn’t I have 
gotten probation for making a harsh and sort of moderate, but non-physically harming, threat when I was 
emotionally afraid? Once again, I shouldn’t have to put up with a double standard and it’s amazing they 
actually expect me or anyone to do so. Like I said before, fairness is not an adjustable concept and it 
doesn’t fluctuate. 

And if Zsa Zsa Gabor could get only 3 days in jail for actually hitting somebody why did I get 8-
months in prison when I touched no one or even threatened to physically touch or injure? My threat was 
only to disclose past criminal activity of Mrs. Reeves to the public at a future time — something I was 
never told I couldn’t actually do at any time, now or in the future. While I can speak about her in a truthful 
manner all I want to anyone at the current time — as I’m doing — I just can’t “threaten” I plan to do it at a 
future time — that’s when it becomes a crime. 

Now when police inflict minor but unnecessary and improper physical injuries on people they don’t 
get prosecuted. This infuriates me greatly as to why I should have been singled out. Worse yet, when police 
misconduct is serious enough and they are prosecuted, their attorney is paid for by taxpayers (or their own 
Police Protective League as in the case of the cops that beat Rodney King), even though they can afford it. 
This is really intolerable discrimination and particularly angering in view that I was forced to pay my own 
attorney in the 1985 & ’86 Torrance matters and this time I get a cheap-ass public defender, nowhere near 
as good as a privately-appointed attorney like the King defendants got, who led me astray to think I’d get 
back time jail credits. 

I truly remain very angered and feel owed. I don’t demand compensation, but I truly feel I’m owed it! 
If William Kennedy Smith can publicly express his belief that he expects compensation for improper 
judicial prosecution soon after his rape trial was over with then so can I — and I do so with as much vigor! 

What is so additionally anger provoking is that I get blamed, prosecuted, and punished for telling 
someone that really is a guilty culprit that they owe me, but the Internal Revenue Service can actually, out 
in the wide open with no attempt to hide their intent, threaten an innocent person that is merely an 
employee of a company (not an owner whatsoever) to pay back taxes the owner didn’t pay. Here’s another 
example where what is legal and what is right part company. They do this form of “legal” theft if there is 
more of a chance of collecting the debt from some innocent person with seizable assets than there is from 
the real guilty culprit who is the real responsible person who does not have assets that can be found and/or 
seized. They can get away with this because they say laws make a mere employee responsible for the 
intentional tax evasion of the owner if that employee had the power to write company checks as part of 
normal business operations. 

On April 14th, 1992 NBC-TV’s Dateline NBC told about a suicide after the IRS wrongly demanded 
money from a family. Why shouldn’t those misbehaving agents be charged with murder? When a guy on an 
unrelated case was fleeing capture in a car and two pursuing police helicopters collided and crashed killing 
officers on board, the fleeing person was charged with murder. Even though the pilots’ negligence to watch 
their nearby air space really should put the blame on them, the fleeing person gets blamed because they say 
his original actions caused the wreck. Shouldn’t the IRS be held to the same standards? If the negligent 
pilots aren’t to blame, should the severely distressed suicide victim be to blame for his death? If the fleeing 
suspect gets all the blame and punishment for a death he didn’t intend but indirectly caused, shouldn’t 
misbehaving IRS agents be treated the same way when their actions indirectly caused an inadvertent death? 
Shouldn’t we expect that? I know I do. It’s high time we make sure all misbehaving judicial personnel get 



 
 
 

 
89 

 
 
 
 

the same treatment for their misactions as we would get for the same kind of misactions we do. None of 
this crap of giving them a low bail or OR release for the same kind of crime we’d get a high bail for. None 
of them getting a good lawyer for free when we get a dump truck public defender too rushed to give us a 
proper defense. No more bending over backwards to mitigate the offending judicial-person’s misdeeds like 
Judge Davies did when sentencing the two Rodney King beating cops when we get our misactions 
aggravated or enhanced by a judge when we get a sentence handed down. (Before they aggravate a 
sentence they should be made aware it will aggravate us and that will surely make it more adverse for 
society in the long run.) No more merely transferring offenders to a different office while letting them keep 
their jobs. 

Possibly worst of all, rather than take into consideration the past abuses I already suffered from Judge 
Willett, the head Torrance DA took an extra personal interest to get me at any cost, whether a charge was 
valid or not. This was because I partially got back at them and publicly made them look bad for the 1985 
Judge Willett improprieties listed above. If they were so concerned about my harsh tone of voice to Mrs. 
Reeves as an offense worthy of prosecution, then why weren’t they as concerned when threats were 
directed toward me, both now and years ago in custody the first time? Is there any reason I should stand for 
selective enforcement? Is there any reason I should smile and just accept it? Surely they know I won’t. 
Especially since I got an extra 6 months on my ’93 federal sentence because of this fraudulent conviction. 

When lessons of history are ignored, they repeat themselves. You’d think they’d have learned their 
lesson with me before, but instead they went ahead and screwed me again. They are mighty lucky my 
revenge has always been limited to an intentional non-violent variety with no one being physically hurt. 
Others I’ve spoken to have said they wouldn’t be so lenient under similar circumstances. This time though, 
my vengefulness is limited to legal methods of lashing out behavior which gives me the laugh’s last laugh’s 
best opportunity which is quite satisfying. I can speak out to others and write about the subject all I want, as 
the First Amendment of our U.S. Constitution’s Bill of Rights allows, and there is nothing they can do 
about it — no matter how mad they are; as I hope they are! 

Before we move on, here’s what I say about that People v. West crap in Revenge: 
 

By the way, the Torrance courts apparently use that People v. West deal quite regularly 
to help them screw over defendants. As [I] was sitting chained in an area where defendants 
talk with their attorneys, another defendant with a different public defender and going in front 
of a different judge was being prompted under that same infamous case to also plead to 
something he was not guilty of and he too was disgruntled about it. This tactic is like a slap in 
the face — as if to say, “we don’t care if you’re guilty or not, we just want to ‘win’ a 
conviction and look good to our supervisors.” This needs to send a red flag up in the minds of 
everyone who is victimized. Even if you give in to the pressure tactics at the time (as [I] did), 
when you get your power back later on make sure they don’t win. You’ve got the tools to do 
something about it. Don’t be the only loser! Make sure they don’t get a chance to slither off 
and gloat in the pleasure of a victory. Make them look bad to their supervisors. Make them 
turn red faced. See if you can get them chewed out good. They deserve that! Keep in mind 
that when political favors and pressure to clear dockets becomes involved, people fall through 
the cracks and new victims bubble to the surface. Make sure they understand that clearing 
dockets at any cost is not the way to do business and that it carries with it a heavy cost 
which they better be ready to pay. Wonder how soon it’ll be when the whole crime comes a 
tumbling back in on them? Do you think the end times are near? Should they be? Hmmm. 

 
Well, enough of my righteous indignation. Everyone knows I’m angry, and everyone knows I stand up 

and speak out for the things I believe in. After spending a little over a week in the hole I was released to the 
awaiting arms of my parents out in the prison’s parking lot on August 24, 1990, never to see the inside of a 
prison again, knock on wood. 

Whew! That was a lot of prior history to get through folks. But at least we have a good foundation 
built so we can continue on constructing a full understanding of how all them damn fires come into our 
lives. It’s now time to get back to the Silver Mountain on that hot August evening back in 1993 where we 
left off describing my first encounter with Snake and the fellas. 
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CHAPTER 12 
Murder? 

 
First thing, kill all the lawyers 

—William Shakespeare 
 
When I saw Maginnis on TV that hot, muggy, August night speaking once again favorably about 

Antoine’s behavior and lack of intent I lost it. I went ballistic. It galled me immeasurably to think about 
what he had done to me. I was already drunk, immersed in a whirlwind of despair over my suspected HIV 
status and my mother’s cancer, and angry. My sense of moral outrage that he had gotten away with what he 
did to me had grown even greater since I had been seeing him on TV. They later told me that I was ranting 
and raving at that screen as if it was a real person I was face to face having an argument with. Snake pulled 
be away from “Maginnis” and calmed me down, but for the next couple of hours I was venting every detail 
about what he had done to me. 

All of a sudden Snake — his T-shirt damp with sweat, balding head shining as a billiard ball, neck 
tendons stretched to the max, and angry looking pupils of his menacing brown eyes opened wider than ever 
— spoke out in his deep-gravely voice; “let’s burn ’em out; let’s burn ’em out!” It’s hard to relate to you 
the look that came over him as he bellowed it out. They say that looking into the eyes of a snake are like 
peepholes into hell. With this human snake, I’m not so sure it’s a myth. Snake had this fascination with fire 
that I’d never known in a person before; but then again, I’d never associated with these kinds of people to 
know where their fascinations lie. 

Would it be too much to suggest that out of this one group discussion a critical mass had been 
achieved, a fission had taken place, and merely weeks later the ensuing explosion of boundless rage lit up 
the skies of Southern California with fire, after fire, after fire? 

I pictured Snake as a Unabomber kind of guy with a different agenda. Now that’s a connection I made 
back then when I knew him, before Theodore J. Kaczynski was ever arrested. I don’t mean to imply here 
that Snake wanted to live all alone out in the woods or that he hated modern-day technology. He was like 
the Unabomber in a stealthy kind of way in that he liked to use fire in some fashion or another to get even 
with somebody. Both these guys just shared that particular trademark in their own unique ways. He penned 
the “Up the Courts & Cops + DA Incorporated” signature on the “Fedbuster” letter as a sick kind of parody 
because he was fascinated with the guy who bombed an IRS office some years earlier and signed his letter 
claiming responsibility, “Up the IRS Inc.” Snake said he acquired a great love for fire in Vietnam when he 
used to participate in the burning of foliage and villages and took an extra special pleasure when a gook 
village was caught up in a firestorm. It didn’t surprise me when he said he wanted to go there. 

“Why would someone want to go to Vietnam?” I asked. 
“To meet new and exciting people and kill them,” was his response. “My brother — actually step-

brother — was killed over there by the gooks and I wanted to take out as many as I could.” 
I mentioned I had beliefs in avenging wrongs, but only in non-violent ways where no one suffers any 

physical injuries. Snake just shrugged his shoulders as if to say, why limit it to that? Throughout my years 
as an activist for VOCAL I’ve come to realize revengers come in two varieties. Some push the envelope 
from within, squeezing out every last fairness they’ve got coming by only using non-violent means. Their 
insights can turn judicial misconduct into a settled debt without any physical injury to anyone. But then, 
there are revengers who perch outside the envelope and stir up trouble. Impatient with the pace of progress, 
and bureaucratic red tape, they stretch into more violent tendencies, often mixing and matching ideas from 
various revengers dedicated to a common goal. This seemed to be where we were heading. 

We loosened the screws with several more stiff drinks as our “war” story talks were progressing. 
When our mutual levels of anger had risen to a fever pitch, Danny whispered me over to his side of the 
table and pulled out this gun to show me. I believe it was a 9mm. I know that’s a standard size in 
automatics and I know it was an automatic. He had the fully loaded gun in one hand and an extra loaded 
clip in the other and said, 

“you’re already a ferry [referring to the derogatory term for gay people], why don’t you be a ‘Frisco 
Ferri’?” 

This last reference was a half-hearted joke/homonym reference to Gian Luigi Ferri who blew away a 
bunch of attorneys in a San Francisco high-rise building just over a month earlier. My Ferri, of course, 
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being Maginnis. All Danny wanted was two hundred bucks for the gun and clip. I had my ATM card in my 
wallet and a bank was within walking distance just down the street. I knew where Maginnis worked, I knew 
where he lived, I knew I was facing a slow and lonely painful death in the not-too-distant future. All I saw 
was being on this speeding train going a hundred miles an hour down this hill without any brakes and the 
bridge over the gorge ahead just gave away. I was dying, my spirit was broken, I was on the brink of a 
breakdown and I didn’t care. Basically, I had nothing to lose. The worry of getting captured didn’t even 
phase me. I’d be dead of AIDS long before a death penalty sentence could ever be carried out. 

It’s not that Maginnis didn’t deserve to suffer some malady. After all, dead lawyers don’t lie. Just look 
what Shakespeare wrote. Come to think of it, that may be more true than merely just a figure of speech. 
The Bible even addresses that issue on more than one occasion as I’ve been covering in Revenge since it 
broke out of its limited draft mode. Proverbs 12:22 says, “Lying lips are abomination to the LORD:” And 
many other verses speak of some form of lying or making false statements. In Exodus we find: 20:16 
“Thou shalt not bear false witness…” (he broke one of the 10 Commandments there); 23:1, 7 “THOU shalt 
not raise a false report:…Keep thee far from a false matter;” In Leviticus we find: 6:3, 5 these verses 
reference lying and swearing falsely. 24:19-20 “And if a man cause a blemish in his neighbour; as he hath 
done, so shall it be done to him; Breach for breach, eye for eye, tooth for tooth: as he hath caused a blemish 
in a man, so shall it be done to him again.” In Deuteronomy we find: 19:15-21 the false witness will have 
done to him what he wanted to do to the one he lied on. And other verses that speak of lying, deceit, and 
false witnesses are: Psalms 63:11 101:7 109:2 Proverbs 6:17, 19 12:17 12:19 “…a lying tongue is but for a 
moment.” 14:5, 25 17:4 “A wicked doer giveth heed to false lips; and a liar giveth ear to a naughty 
tongue.” 17:7, 20 19:5 “A false witness shall not be unpunished, and he that speaketh lies shall not escape.” 
19:9 “A false witness shall not be unpunished, and he that speaketh lies shall perish.” At this point Snake, 
who was a staunchly avowed Satinist, asked me, 

“we shouldn’t argue with God should we?” 
Continuing on with Proverbs we have: 19:22 21:6 21:28 “A false witness shall perish…” 24:28 25:18. 

In Jeremiah 7:9 swearing falsely is as bad in God’s eyes as committing murder. In Zechariah we find: 5:1-4 
8:16, 17 “…love no false oath: for all these are things that I hate, saith the LORD.” And when Snake read 
the words of Jesus in Matthew 5:29, 30 “If your right eye causes you to sin, pluck it out, and if your right 
hand causes you to sin cut it off” he felt we should yank out Maginnis’ lying (sinful) tongue in the least. 

With the mindset that I had nothing to lose, along with a belief that such sufferings appeared 
Biblically consistent, there was absolutely nothing to stop me, except one thing. I’d never killed anybody 
before and I just couldn’t do it. I couldn’t have even done it in Vietnam if I’d have gone over there. It just 
isn’t me, even when I’m at an emotional precipice. I’m a non-violent person. After hearing Snake’s tales of 
life in the violent lane, I didn’t want to admit that I’d never killed anyone before and really couldn’t make 
myself do it, so I used an excuse as to why I didn’t want the gun. I said I was worried it could jam right at a 
critical moment. You see that happen all the time on TV and I thought it was a good logical reason. Snake 
was quiet for a moment before he gently (it’s hard to picture Snake as a gentle person; you’d have to know 
him to know what I mean) led me aside to whisper in my ear, 

“I’ve got something to show you back at Danny’s.” 
Danny had a room at the Samuel Clemens, a fleabag hotel not far from the Gay & Lesbian Community 

Center in Hollywood. Although I saw no fleas there, the place had an odor that was rather unpleasant. 
Actually it sorta’ smelled like some kind of bug spray — and I’m talking throughout the whole place; uck! 

“I’m staying at Danny’s tonight ’cause I need to get some bat’s hearts in the morning. Come crash 
with us.” 

Bat’s hearts? Who are these people I’m getting involved with? This is getting weirder all the time. 
Around the corner from the Samuel Clemens there was an occult shop where Snake could get his bat’s 
hearts. He claims they are his “luck” charm and he always has them around his neck when he’s going to do 
a crime. What crime I wondered. Well, I was soon to find out. 

Once we got to the hotel, Snake led me over to a car parked down a side street. He opened the trunk 
and inside was a whole shit load of weapons. Everything from automatic rifles, uzis, hand guns with 
silencers, shotguns, revolvers, and even a bow & arrow. These were professionally machined silencers too. 
Not no home-grown jobs like you can make from instructions learned in some underground publications. 
This keeps getting weirder and weirder, and scarier and scarier. But it was sort of a new life experience for 
me and I didn’t have much of a life left so I went for it. 

Here we were, darn near within spittin’ distance of Hollywood and Vine, one of the most famous 
intersections in the world which nearly every tourist out here makes a point of seeing, and here in one 
nondescript car parked out on a public street looking as innocent as all the other cars around it are enough 



 
 
 

 
93 

 
 
 
 

guns and ammo to mow down everybody walking through that busy intersection many times over. And it’s 
not idol chit chat that I bring up this scenario. Two of Snake’s “heroes” just happen to be are James Oliver 
Huberty, the man who shot and killed 21 patrons, some of them being young children, in a San Ysidro, 
California McDonald’s back in 1984 and George Hennard, who did the same thing during lunchtime at 
Luby’s Cafeteria in Killeen, Texas on October 16, 1991. 

“Take your pick and I’ll tell you the price. Here’s a .38 special, as simple as it gets. This one will 
never jam.” 

Now what was I to do? Not wanting any of his stash, but afraid to tell him no, I finally broke down 
and told him my “weakness.” 

“I’ve never killed anybody before and I can’t do it. If there’s anyone that deserves it more than 
Maginnis, I don’t know who they are. Maybe Saddam Hussein or some middle-eastern terrorist like that, 
but that’s about it.” 

Then he said, “Well for God’s sake I’ll do it, give me two thousand bucks and I’ll do it.” 
Now that I considered a little more seriously. I just couldn’t do it myself. I had nothing against 

somebody else doing it. Echoing throughout the still of that hot summer night were words carved from 
pain, silently spoken by a man huddled and shaking under the blanket of deep, dark depression. 

“Should I take Snake up on his offer or shouldn’t I?” 
“Why not?” 
“Naw, I can’t do that.” 
“Yes I can” 
“NO, I can’t!” 
And that’s where my self conversation ended. I guess that’s what I get for being a Christian. 

Christian? you ask. But aren’t I gay? Obviously you’re kind of confused as to how a person can be both at 
the same time. I disagree, and discuss that topic further in Loving Gay Relationships and the Bible. Wanna’ 
find out more? Order a copy. 

Too bad the price to oft Maginnis was so high though; me being tight with money and all. With this 
new option, Snake and his accomplishes were bringing my worst thoughts to the surface and in my 
weakened state I almost fell for it hook, line, and sinker. 

After I got to prison and had a chance to talk to some therapists I found out that it was a panic attack 
situation I was involved in. Panic disorders, I learned, are usually caused by childhood abuse or even by a 
too-strong attachment to a parent one then loses. (I had a double whammy there; the first one happened, and 
the second one was about to.) A person starts to have panic attacks, then becomes phobic about having 
panic attacks, and the anxiety leads to panic and it gets worse and worse. Very often, it causes mental 
breakdowns. It is often in a family from generation to generation, so this kind of explains my particular 
fragility as my mother had a nervous breakdown right after I was born. (She was advised to have no more 
children because of it too.) 

It’s hard to imagine one single piece of information changing your life in such a way. While Maginnis 
wasn’t that far from pushing up daisies, he was never that close either. Despite the Biblical verses we were 
all reading, I still felt there would be guilty feelings if I brought his death about. 

“No, I can’t even make myself do that, as mad as I am at him,” I said. 
Had I known for sure that I did have a terminal disease and that death was very near, the $2,000.00 

wouldn’t have mattered. In the end, I guess one reason I declined Snake’s latest offer was my stinginess 
with money. From my writings it’s readily apparent that I’m tight with money; they are hot-button issues to 
me when I’m cost or squeezed out of it; especially by the judicial system. I had more than enough in the 
bank to cover his fee but told Snake I didn’t. Then he inquired, 

“how much you got?” 
“Oh, ’bout a thousand.” 
“Tell ya what,” Snake said with a big shit-eating-grin on his face, “For one thousand I’ll shoot him in 

both Achilles’ tendons. That way he’ll just be crippled for life. But he’ll still be alive, even though he don’t 
deserve it and you won’t have to feel guilty you’re responsible for his death. Let’s go out to where he lives 
— check out the area.” 

“How ’bout putting a tattoo on his forehead ‘liar & cheat’?” Danny suggested. 
There was now serious thought going on here folks — especially about that tattoo. I had to laugh over 

that one; that was a cool idea. I still get a chuckle out of it as I type this. I could have settled the anger with 
the person I was most angry with ever and there wouldn’t have been any chance of tying it to me. Plus, with 
him still alive, I still had a shot at getting restitution for the thousands he still owed me. I could never 
collect with him dead. Make no mistake about it folks — I’m not planning to do it, or have it done now. As 
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bad as I’ve been openly talking about him to everyone wanting to hear my story (mostly inmates; prison 
staff cared less), if anything did happen to him now, I’d be suspect number one. So for everyone within 
earshot out there; leave him alone. I can’t collect money from a dead man, and someday he may come to 
realize the errors of his ways and want to make it right. If he chooses to do that of his own free will of 
course. I’m making no demands or threats. I don’t do that no more. 

Some criticized me in prison for being so open in saying what should happen to Maginnis, as if to 
imply that I was advocating or encouraging that it happen to him, which would be illegal. On the contrary, I 
am only expressing a personal opinion; something our Constitution allows us to do. You know, it’s that 
darn free-speech thing. It just always creeps in there somehow. And being the First-Amendment kind of 
guy that I am; I will not be silenced. After all, if Zsa Zsa Gabor can tell the world in the November 28, 
1994 issue of People magazine, Vol. 42, No. 22, page 194, “First of all, we have to slap the police around a 
little bit” and not get in trouble; and if some pro-life zealots can say that abortion doctors should be shot to 
save babies and not get in trouble; and if Catholic Priests can go on talk shows, like Geraldo in January 
1995, and tell the world that doctors that perform abortions are mass murderers and should be killed and 
not get in trouble; and if former Los Angeles Police Chief Daryl F. Gates can say that drug dealers should 
be shot and not get in trouble; and if radio talk show host, and convicted felon, G. Gordon Liddy, can 
suggest aiming for the head and groin (as they have body armor) if ATF agents break in without a warrant 
and not get in trouble; and if Phoenix, Arizona conservative talk-show host Bob Mohan can openly agree 
with Liddy’s comment on his May 10, 1995 show and not get in trouble; and if music rapper Ice Tea can 
sing about shooting cops and not get in trouble; then surely I can say what merely should happen to 
Maginnis and not get in trouble. People can dislike my opinions all they want — or hate it that I express 
them — but they can’t say that they are illegal to verbalize. Besides, the last time I checked, we were living 
in a democratic society that allows such free speech and expression of opinions. If some of you people 
don’t like some of my words, just skip over them. It’s one thing to get stabbed in the back; it’s quite 
another to have it turned and turned and turned. I am very  mad, and I’m not  going to be silent about it. 

And the anger hasn’t subsided either. If anything, it’s bigger than ever. I’ll just say that Maginnis 
knows what he did wrong and what compensation he owes. He’s very welcome to request a copy of my 
Statement of Judicial Debts Receivable to get a detailed breakdown of his debt, along with how it’s grown 
over the years with interest. We’ll just leave it at that for the time being. One reason I’m angrier now is 
because when he was interviewed by the news media after my arrest in ’93, rather than accept any 
responsibility for his misbehavior, he told them I “appeared to” threaten a judge’s daughter. That’s a lie and 
if he’d have checked the facts first before he run his mouth he would have known that. In 1987, before 
being sentenced on the acid spraying case, I wrote an 18-page letter to Superior Court Judge Robert D. 
Fratianne. In it I explained the various events that led up to my crime and referred to the fact that I have 
been obsessed with non-violently evening the score when I’m violated in some way, particularly by 
members of the judicial system who should be professional and above such aberrant tactics. I tried to play 
up my psychological nature and referred to other good obsessions, as well as the bad ones, and that I was 
now obsessed with the desire to work at over-coming my darker side. I then gave an example of a good 
obsession so he would understand where I was going with this. 

Fratianne’s daughter was a gold medal winner for ice skating in the Olympics and I mentioned how it 
takes a lot of work and dedication to become that good to achieve such a goal. I used that as an example of 
a good obsession to have. The part of the letter in question went as follows: 

 
Not all of obsessive-compulsive behavior is negative. I’m 

sure you as a young prospective attorney were rather obsessive 
in the extreme amount of studying and detail work you had to do 
and the years of schooling you had to dedicate to your field to 
reach your goal of obtaining a law degree. Congratulations, I’m 
sure it wasn’t easy. And I can also appreciate the 
obsessiveness in a persons personality to become an Olympic ice 
skater and gold metal winner as your daughter has achieved. Few 
accomplish that or even have the dedication to try. 
Unfortunately some forms of obsessiveness are negative and some 
parts of my behavior have turned into negative parts of my 
life. 
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As you can see, I am complimenting her obsessive dedication, not threatening her in the least. At the 
time, Maginnis mentioned that Fratianne didn’t like the reference to his daughter, apparently not liking 
personal references being made; even complimentary ones. Somehow over the span of time, Maginnis 
seems to remember this event as that I “appeared to” threaten her and that’s what he told the media in ’93. 
(“…he mailed a letter to the judge in which he mentioned the judge’s daughter and appeared to threaten 
her, Maginnis said.” Los Angeles Times, November 24, 1993, page B1.) Now it’s possible he didn’t once 
again sink into the sewer of deceit. His memory could have just faded over the years and this is the way he 
honestly believes my letter was worded to bring on Fratianne’s displeasure. Either way, seeing he didn’t 
check the facts first, he has a responsibility to set the record straight with those media he talked to. I just 
accidentally saw the story in one newspaper. Only he knows who all he talked to. Besides the money he 
owes, now he has this mess to clear up. The lies have to  be corrected! (Seeing that he didn’t have the guts 
to respond to my inquiry letter of April 24, 1998, I have no reason to believe he has done it though.) (It’s 
interesting to note that later editions of the Times dropped the “appeared to” phrase, and simply stated that I 
had threatened her. Ya catch a hint of my outrage here? : - ( ) All that said, I don’t want death to be the end 
point of a long struggle with the psychic pain of being screwed over by my own attorney who I paid a lot of 
money to. Is all that clear folks? And I’m addressing this specifically to irate Snake-like inmates at FCI 
Phoenix and FCI Sheridan who learned of his misbehavior and saw the letter with his home address in it. 

So much for the detour. Back to the business at hand. I was wondering why Snake was so hepped up 
on Maginnis who never even screwed him over. Could he be living vicariously through my anger for some 
reason? Does he think that if he does this for me I’ll find favor with him and go to bed with him? Does he 
know Maginnis but isn’t admitting it? As it turns out, it’s sort of a combination of things. Yes, he does want 
to go to bed with me, there’s no doubt about that. But more important than that, there is a vicarious thrill for 
him. First of all, he’s seen Maginnis on TV so that’s sort of like knowing him in a way. But more important 
than that, he had gotten screwed over by an attorney some years ago and the scoundrel up and died of 
natural causes before Snake got out of prison to kill him himself. Knowing everything about Maginnis just 
made it a personal thing, much the same as if they really did know each other. To hear him talk of how he’d 
love to force Maginnis to admit his errors moments before he’d kill him, I could tell he was visualizing 
Maginnis as his own attorney he never had a chance to get his hands upon. As I look back upon it, I’m 
surprised he didn’t offer his “services” for free. Knowing that spending my money was one of the things 
that held me back from accepting his offer, I have a feeling Maginnis may not be around today if Snake had 
of known of my miserly nature. I know he liked to kill. Just hearing his Vietnam stories were riveting. 
There’s an old wives’ tale that says snakes can poison the air with their eyes. With this human snake, I’m 
not so sure that’s an inaccurate description either. It’s kind of ironic, being tight with money is the one 
thing that brought out my vandalizing reactions back in ’86 and in turn, the case I had with Maginnis which 
we’re all complaining about here, along with my ’93 “Fedbuster” case. Now switch to the summer of ’93 
and those very same penny-pinching tendencies are what’s helping save Maginnis’ life. Who says life 
doesn’t have weird twists to it? Hmmm. Unless he stumbles upon this book or Web site in some way, he’ll 
never know how close he became to being 6-feet under. 

Snake also wanted me to print up some counterfeit money for them. He claimed that with that and his 
dope connections we could all come out with a nice nest egg. You’ll recall back in Chapter 8 I told you 
about showing the fellas that genuine one dollar bill (because I had flushed the souvenir counterfeit 
twenties down the toilet in order to pass a polygraph test back in ’84) that had the blue pigment bleached 
out of the back which made it appear as if it had been printed with yellow ink. And I also showed them the 
birth certificates and social security cards I printed back in ’81. They were wanting in on this stuff big time 
so I was a valued commodity to have around. 

“We’ll case out Maginnis’ neighborhood soon as I see George in the morning” Snake said. 
Who’s George I wondered. Turns out he’s the “Master Practitioner” of this occult shop where Snake 

gets his bat’s hearts. But why does he need a bat heart now I wondered as I remembered the earlier 
comment about how he always has them around his neck when he’s going to commit a crime. 

“Wait a minute, we’re not going to do anything to Maginnis, you just want to check out the area.” 
“Yeah, yeah, I know. I still want to have my bat’s hearts.” 
They aren’t really considered “luck” charms by most of those in the black arts “industry,” but that 

didn’t stop Snake from treating them as such. Back inside, the fellas introduced me to crystal-meth and let 
me tell you, once you get high on that stuff your cares are gone. They’re history. But so’s your better 
judgment. For the next two weeks AIDS never even phased me. 

We all slept in late the next morning. After all, none of us was working and we didn’t have a clock to 
punch. We had some cold cereal for breakfast and after that Snake went out to get his bat’s hearts. With all 
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that done we were off to Malibu to “see” Maginnis. 
“Hey, nice neighborhood. I bet some famous people live here.” 
I slipped up when I said, “yeah, as a matter of fact Johnny Carson lives nearby.” 
I didn’t know which house, I just remember Maginnis saying that Johnny was one of his neighbors. 

That’s all Snake needed to hear. I could see the wheels turning. 
“Look, you don’t want Maginnis killed right?” 
“Right!” 
“How about setting him up for a major crime he’d have to defend himself against?” 
“I ’m l i s ten ing ,” I cheerfully said. 
“Here’s the scam. We kidnap Johnny Carson and force him to have sex with Maginnis’ wife, 

[Jeanette,] then shoot them both. We’ll make sure Maginnis’ prints are on the gun and Johnny’s sperm is in 
Mrs. Maginnis. It’ll look like Maginnis caught his wife in bed with another man and killed them both. That 
would be great to see him having to fight charges he was innocent of. Then he could see how it feels.” 

“Yeah but you’re still killing people though. Can’t you get away from that? Surely there’s a way to set 
him up without hurting anyone. As much as I’d like to see him be forced to defend himself against 
something he’s innocent of, I can’t condone murder.” 

“Yeah, but then it wouldn’t be as much fun. You know; once you’ve mastered the art of murder 
you’ve touched the face of God. Besides, with someone like Johnny Carson, its sure to make world-wide 
publicity. I’d love to be the one responsible for causing a major news story. I don’t want to be in the story 
now. I just want to cause it. Plus you get the added benefit — with Maginnis locked up, he can’t screw over 
any new unassuming marks! Look at the benefit to society you’d be doing.” 

“Just think of it as a ‘reduction’” Danny said. 
“A reduction?” 
“Yeh.” 
That reminds me of how police refer to killing a suspect as “neutralizing” the problem. Such language 

is purposely chosen to dehumanize the person so officers feel less guilty about killing a human being. 
Using the term “gooks” in Vietnam was another way to dehumanize living people. Portraying the enemy 
you were fighting with rat-like facial features was another. 

“Exactly,” Danny said. “We take our cue right from them.” 
At one point they were discussing doing a trunk murder in which the victim’s body is dismembered. 

They thought that having Maginnis come home to the sight of his wife’s trunk propped up just inside the 
front door with a sign saying, “Vengeance has many causalities; the guilty as well as the innocent!” will 
finally get him to realize how those he has victimized feel. 

When I was relating some of these events to fellow inmates during my recent incarceration, we got to 
wondering how someone can commit such atrocities without a second thought. It soon become apparent 
that our behavior basically reflects what has been shaped for us. As a victim of various branches of the 
judicial system, I can tell you the “spillover” is devastating. What seems dysfunctional to many, actually 
might be functional ways of dealing with repeated times and levels of victimization. Some of us choose 
non-violent ways to avenge our many instances of victimization, while others, like Snake, choose more 
violent ways. Although life goes on after victimization happens, the memories are firmly implanted for life. 
And sometimes the deep emotional wounds and psychic scars of these actions don’t manifest themselves 
fully for years. Snake’s event with his violating attorney happened some 20 years ago and only now is it 
seeming to bubble to the surface through Maginnis. 

Before leaving the area we smoked some more crystal-meth and then headed back to the Samuel 
Clemens. Snake was making regular trips down to Tijuana to get some medicine he claims is good for HIV 
positive people. He asked if I wanted to go with them down there so I could get started on it too. I figured 
might as well, it couldn’t hurt. I had to get started on something. 
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CHAPTER 13 
The trip 

 
I don’t know if violence is ever the best solution, but 
there are certain circumstances in which it may be the only 
solution. 

—Theodore J. Kaczynski, Time, 10-18-99, p. 49 
 
We stopped by Plummer Park so Snake could hitch up his trailer for our trip. This particular West 

Hollywood park is a known hang out for homeless people and the L.A. County Sheriffs, who patrol the 
area, don’t seem to bother the “residents” too much. Snake’s trailer didn’t have a shower but that didn’t 
bother him too much because he wasn’t a person who showers that regularly anyway. When he needed to 
he just depended on one of his minions, this particular day, Danny at the Samuel Clemens. 

In fact, we all showered up before smoking some more crystal-meth and pot and then heading out. 
Snake needed to drop Wild Thing, his prized Harley, off at a friends in Pomona for some work. There was 
some valve train problem and Snake didn’t have the tools nor the know how to tear the engine down. 

Of all days, this was Friday the 13th, August 13, 1993. The first day of a crime spree that changed my 
life forever, and some of you alls too. Here I was not on parole, not on probation, not in custody, or even 
out on bail. No nothing for the first time since my arrest on July 25, 1971 for child molesting. I was totally 
free and clear. And I was also just about ready to louse it up. 

That afternoon we dropped Wild Thing off at Jason’s apartment. At around 50, Jason was balding and 
slightly rotund. The hair he did have was thick and curly and flowed back from the center of his head, down 
the neck, and almost to the level of his shoulders. He sometimes wore it in a pony tail. In rimless glasses, 
he bore more than a passing resemblance to the middle-aged Benjamin Franklin. Snake and him seemed to 
have a relationship that spanned many years, and as it turned out, they served in ’Nam together. Jason’s 
mechanical skills, in fact, date back to his ’Nam days where he used to fix up all the vehicles that broke 
down. Now Snake was tapping into his skills in order to get Wild Thing up and running. 

After we were done here, our plan was to head on down to Tijuana. Fate didn’t quite have that plan in 
mind though. I sometimes hate fate. He or she can really mess things up. Danny’s van wouldn’t start. We 
quickly determined it was a dead battery. Jason let Snake use his car to go get a new battery at a nearby 
auto parts store and by the time he got back we had the old one out. They slipped the new one in and it 
started right up. 

Their plan now was to grab a bite to eat while grocery shopping then cash in the old battery and be on 
our way. 

“Grab a bite to eat while grocery shopping? What do you mean?” I asked. 
They would go in as three separate people slowly shopping throughout the store and filling their carts. 

But at the same time they’d eat whatever they wanted. Once their stomachs were full they’d merely walk 
out the store leaving their full shopping carts in some aisle happy they’d gotten a free meal. Now I’ve 
always liked being a mooch so I was all for that. 

After we ate I thought we were heading down to Mexico now, well we did, but.… All of a sudden 
Danny got a criminal idea and, of course, with Snake that lights his eyes up real quick. Snake was 
constantly using nose spray to clear up his Cocaine-damaged nasal passages. Turns out that’s why he 
preferred smoking crystal-meth, which is less preferred than snorting or shooting it, because his nasal 
passages were so bad. Anyway, before we cashed in the dead battery Danny drained the acid into a 
container and then filled the nose spray bottle with it. 

“What are you up to,” I asked. 
I didn’t like the looks of this right from the start. They had already devoured and loved every word in 

Revenge, so they already knew all the details about how I once sprayed acid onto cars in an attempt to make 
back some money I shouldn’t have been cost. When we were first talking about it some days earlier they 
seemed to take a special interest in wanting to know about it. I guess it partly had to do with the excitement 
I expressed and giggling with joy at each new and expensive car I splashed. Apparently, when I described 
myself as sort of a vandalism junkie at the time they could easily relate to that, being junkies themselves 
who know the feeling. After Danny filled the bottle he walked over to a car dealership lot within eyeshot of 
our parking spot. 



 
 
 

 
98 
 
 
 
 

“Watch this guys,” he said. 
He casually walked through the lot of cars and with the small bottle concealed in the palm of his hand, 

he squirted acid on car after car. We saw him walk across the street to another car dealership and do just a 
few over there. As it turned out, he ran out of acid and had to come back to reload. 

“Hey you’re right, this is fun. I like this,” he said. “Snake, you’re not in a hurry to get to TJ are you?” 
“No, we’re on our own schedule. We don’t punch clocks.” 
And so began their crime spree. 
“Aren’t you worried about cameras photographing you or someone seeing your face, you’re right out 

in the open? At least when I did it back in ’86 I was in a vehicle and still was ‘apparently’ seen.” 
“No, if someone starts chasing me I’ll just squirt them and kick them then run in the opposite direction 

and circle back to the van. Besides, I’ve got the bat’s hearts around my neck.” 
Oh, well that explains it. As long as they’ve got those bat’s hearts there’s nothing to worry about. 

Yeah right — and pigs can fly too. 
“But then they’ll get you for assault with a caustic chemical and they’ll clearly show there was intent.” 
“Yeah, but they got to catch me first,” he says as he jingles Snake’s stinky bat’s hearts in front of my 

face. Even though they were sprayed with an acrylic varnish to seal them, the stench still crept through after 
a day or two. God, that becomes an awful smell. 

I just knew this was going to come back to haunt me, after all, it isn’t that common of a crime and I do 
have a prior for it. But what can I do. Besides, their seemingly short attention span seems to be off of 
killing or setting Maginnis up. I had no business taking them out to his neighborhood, but what’s done is 
done. The bell can’t be unring. They know where he lives now. And as they will surely see him on TV 
again he’ll be right back in their minds as fresh as ever. But for now he wasn’t. But little did I know there 
was more deviousness to come out of the twisted minds of Snake, Mondo, and Danny. Just hold on folks. 
The fires are just around the corner. : - ( 

We headed on down to San Diego that freaky Friday the 13th, stopping along the way to do more cars 
as the opportunity presented itself. They wanted me to join in but I didn’t want to. First of all, it wasn’t a 
turn on for me any more. These guys were like a bunch of giddy school boys getting their chance at 
destroying the school that failed them the semester before. Just laughing and giggling their heads off at 
each stop we made. And second, with my prior in the very same crime committed in a not too different kind 
of a way, if even my rough description is put out, police will be beating on my door. 

When we passed a sign indicating a turn off to Laguna Beach Snake happened to mention that he still 
had a grudge he hadn’t yet settled with police there who hassled him some years earlier. It seems that he 
and another guy had gotten into a shoving match at a gay bar in town. Apparently Snake got thrown out but 
the other guy didn’t because he was a local who lived in the area and that’s what make Snake so mad. I too 
have been treated in a double-standard kind of way on more than one occasion by the judicial system so I 
could truly sympathize with him about it. I didn’t really think much about it at the time, but now these years 
later I wonder — could there be a connection between his deep-seated long-lingering anger over how he 
was treated by police, who he hates with a passion, and the Laguna fire set in the fall of 1993? I don’t 
know; but there could be an indication when everything else about the man is entered into the equation. 

We slept in the trailer on the U.S. side of the border and early the next morning the four of us walked 
over to Tijuana. Because there was dope in the van, Snake didn’t want to take it across where it would be 
subject to search when we returned. His so called doctor was more of a — I’m not sure how to describe 
him. Witch doctor comes to mind, but that doesn’t describe him as accurately as I’d like to. In any event, 
Snake got his pills and I passed. Actually his kind of “doctor” shouldn’t surprise me. Someone who hangs 
around a “Master Practitioner” in the occult doesn’t go to traditional doctors. I was expecting something 
different from regular doctors I’ve always gone to, but I didn’t expect something weird. But then why not? 
Everything else was. Surely the crystal-meth was affecting my thinking, but I didn’t know it at the time. 
Before this time I had never really been high. Now for practically two weeks straight I was never anything 
but. Snake paid his quack 300 bucks and we were on our way back to the U.S. 

I didn’t know what to expect next. Actually, I did expect they would pull out more crystal to smoke 
and sure enough, they did. This too was getting old real quick. This was not my kind of life style. I am 
totally out of pocket with these people. People seeing us together on the streets have got to see that too. 
Here I am a clean-cut looking guy with not a tattoo on my body anywhere, and here are these three with 
barely enough room on their arms to put another tattoo even if they wanted to, they were so loaded. 

One of Danny’s tattoos is the state of California with jail bars pictured within its borders. Three rows 
of bars running north/south for the entire length of the state and then two rows running east/west just as if 
you took a picture of jail bars and used the boundaries of the state as the edges of the picture. I’ve seen this 
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kind of tattoo quite often in various jails and prisons. For guys that have done a lot of time and keep coming 
back it seems their only friends are people that have been to the joint. In their world, everyone they know is 
either locked up, has been, or will be when they get caught. The whole state is one big jail to them and that 
is sort of the symbol of this particular tattoo. 

Mondo was the quietest of the three. But that didn’t stop him from coming up with his own twisted 
ideas as they entered his brain. He points to Danny’s tattoo and says, 

“Snake, we were up here when Danny first splashed the cars, right?” 
“Yeah, so?” 
“Then we come down here splashing all along the way, right?” 
“Yeah” 
“Look, you were talking about going up to Humboldt County to meet your [dope] connect[tion], so if 

we splashed cars all along the way it’ll match these jail bars on the tattoo. That would be cool to see 
mapped on TV wouldn’t it?” 

(What he was meaning here was to see the splash locations pinpointed on a map of the state being 
shown on the TV news.) Oh no; a new idea for Snake. Well needless to say, his menacing brown peepholes 
into hell opened up wider than ever with excitement. I know I was in trouble now. These are the kind of 
guys who would go out and do joy killings just for the fun of it once they set their minds to it. I had already 
mentioned how Snake was a Satanist. He also practiced the religion of Nihilism — the worship of the idea 
of destruction. Many with this belief are generally associated with multiple tattoos, chains, leather clothing, 
metal body armor, and/or crude actions of disrespect. Snake scored yes on a number of these categories. 
And come to think of it, I recall seeing a ragged copy of Helter Skelter back at the Samuel Clemens. You 
may recall Helter Skelter portrayed the events surrounding the Charles Manson “family” and their 
murderous rampage back in the summer of 1969. I could easily see these people filling that same niche. All 
we needed was a squirrely woman to be a part of the “family.” Little did I realize there was one in the 
background. I just hadn’t met her yet. 

But before we get to that, I needed to know what this Humboldt County deal was. As it turns out, 
Snake’s pot and crystal-meth connection lives up there and it was time for him to replenish his supplies. I, 
of course, was welcome to come along for the trip. We worked our way north from San Diego and made it 
to Orange County around lunch time. They stopped along the way at car lots and splashed acid on new cars 
we passed on the way north. Although several other businesses also got hit, their destructiveness was 
primarily limited to car dealerships. At least their MO was totally different from mine before. I did it to 
private cars already sold to people. 

What was the deal about car dealerships I wondered. As it turned out, Danny tried to get a job washing 
cars at a lot several months earlier but the guy that interviewed him treated him like the scum bag doper he 
obviously appears to be. Danny said the guy’s eyes were lurking up and down his tattoo-filled arms as he 
told him in a condescending way that there was no opening. Days later Danny saw the “help wanted” sign 
still up and a few days after that a regular looking “geek” (non-tattooed person) was on the lot washing the 
cars that Danny feels he should have been washing. I could tell Danny was still fuming about it these many 
months later, but at the same time I’ve got to admit; Danny’s not the kind of guy I’d hire either. I’d want a 
regular clean-cut looking guy over a scum-bag appearing character any day if I was an employer. But, of 
course, I didn’t tell Danny that. 

It’s kind of ironic, Danny’s California jail-barred tattoo which signifies a mythical belief that the 
whole state is one big jail ends up contributing to a large portion of the population shunning him to where 
he does feel like an outcast more and more. A prisoner of his own body filled with tattoo upon evil tattoo. I 
think any normal person would shun someone with skulls, crossbones, swastikas, “born loser” phrases, and 
other prison-indicating kinds of tattoos all over their body. I know I would — I normal ly  would. 

Finally for the first time, I was left alone in the trailer. I was able to dump the rest of the acid down the 
sink and refill the container with water. Water and battery acid look alike so there was a good chance it 
would fool them. I added some dirt in the water because the acid we had from the battery had flakes of 
dissolved lead plates mixed in with it. From then on as we headed up north I kind of had a chance to laugh 
because they were spending all this time spraying plain water on cars. Well at least it wasn’t being done in 
my neighborhood as it would have been. We drove right through the San Fernando Valley on our way north 
and splashed several new car lots on the way. 

Our original plan was to head up Interstate 5, but just before we got to the junction of the 5 and 14 
freeways Danny’s van developed a very burnt smell. A pull of the automatic transmission dipstick 
confirmed his trans was shot. We ain’t going nowhere. Finally some good luck. Now maybe we can put an 
end to this crap. As it turned out, Snake knows somebody in Palmdale. He seems to know somebody 
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everywhere. If we could just make it there we could get the truck in the shop and be on our way after it gets 
fixed. 

For the few days while we were waiting for the van to get fixed we partied at the home of Tiny, one of 
Snake’s biker buddies. Tiny was a slightly gray-haired man with long straight brownish-gray hair and 
average height, with a generous belly bulging over his belt. I don’t need to tell you he had tattoos — surely 
you’d guess that. Somewhere within this time span the battery acid (water) disappeared, I don’t know 
where and no one else did either. But Danny was on the edge of a tantrum. Fortunately, or unfortunately 
from my perspective, Tiny had an old junker in the yard and he was willing to part with its battery. Now 
these slime balls had their acid again. 

Once the van was fixed we were on our way toward Humboldt County and Snake’s dope connection. 
For the next day and a half the three splashed acid on cars while giggling like school boys every step of the 
way. Only now they had real acid again. They fully understood my unwillingness to participate. They 
realize places are likely to have cameras and they knew that with my priors I better not have my face in 
one. They were wanting me around so I could counterfeit some money and IDs for them. 

By the afternoon of August 22nd we had made our way up to the Fresno area and that’s when trouble 
hit, or helped if you’re looking at it from my point of view. Danny’s Ford van was a light duty 1/2 ton 
model. Not the best thing in the world for towing a trailer, especially in the heat of summer. And Snake’s 
driving habits were to always floor it. Even at that, his zero to 60 times were upwards of 30 seconds or so. 
In any event, this particular time we were headed up a slight incline as he accelerated to cruising speed. He 
manually down shifted into first to keep it there longer than normal, and that’s when it happened. The over 
revving blew the engine and smoke was billowing out the back as we slowed to a dead stop with not a 
prayer in the world to start again. No quick fix in a shop this time. This was an expensive, time consuming 
replace the engine kind of repair and we all seemed to know it. 

Now how to get back home. I had an idea. My own 1971 Chevy van is also unequipped for towing 
because it too is a 1/2 ton model. But I told the guys I’d take the bus home then rent a trailer hitch and come 
back and get them and the trailer. 

“But what about my truck?” Danny was worried about. 
“Sell it as scrap, it ain’t worth it,” I said. 
Well he wasn’t going to hear that. That was his Jitney and he wasn’t going to part with it. So now the 

question was, could we attach a cable from my truck to Danny’s so I could pull his truck and the trailer. I 
said I’ll try but you’ll owe me big time. They agreed and I was on my way home. 

I made it back to them early the next morning. They had already got a cable and now it was just a 
matter of hooking it up and heading home. My old truck, which I had always maintained well, resisted but, 
by golly, she succeeded and we made it home. (Why I never got pulled over by the CHP for this illegal 
towing arrangement I’ll never know.) At my brief stop at home to get my truck I found out my mother had 
suffered a set back. After I got Snake, Mondo, and Danny home I told them I had to be getting home 
because my mother had become worse. They understood and wished me luck. 

I truly felt at that instant that I had broken away. There was no reason to go see them again. They 
didn’t know my last name. They didn’t know where I lived. There was no way they could come and get me 
for any reason. Besides, we parted on good terms and I had a legitimate reason for my swift departure. 
Snake still expected me to be printing them up some counterfeit money and documents though, as I falsely 
led them to believe I would do. But as time goes by his drugged out mind will forget about me and our 
conversations. This is where our story would have ended had not another step took place. 

On August 25th my father come to my bedroom to tell me that two policemen were out front to talk to 
me. Both were plain clothes detectives from the Bakersfield Police Department. Detective Roger D. Ott, the 
one who did the most talking, seemed to be in charge. The other detective was R. Buckles. They asked me 
about a large number of vandalisms on cars up and down the state within the last two weeks. I, of course, 
denied everything and tried to act shocked why they would single me out. I figured it had to be just because 
of my prior record for it. No one could say they saw me at the scene of one of them because I wasn’t 
present at any of them. Still, there was reason to worry. Back in my 1986 acid-splashing case some people 
positively identified my picture that, due to the circumstances surrounding the crime, I know they never 
saw my face. I’m convinced to this day that police, in knowing that I was the guilty party, pointed out my 
picture to victims rather than victims identifying me from their memory. In my many years of talking to 
other inmates in prison, I know police do sometimes resort to shady practices in order to get convictions on 
people they know are guilty, but can’t convict if they play it by the book. 

I didn’t receive Ott’s police report until 1997, soon after I was arrested for these crimes which we’ll be 
covering in some detail later on. Although he states in his report that, “I intentionally did not mention any 
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of the other cities which had sustained the same type of crime in their area,” one of the detectives did. 
While one of them was searching inside my Chevy van with my permission, and out of range of our voices, 
the other detective mentioned several cities in the San Diego area by name, along with cities far to the north 
such as Shafter and Tulare, which had also sustained damage. If Ott was the one searching my van he is 
truthful here. Along with searching the van, they conducted a cursory search in the garage and found 
nothing. 

From Ott’s police report I found out an article about the vandalisms appeared in the August 24th 
edition of The Bakersfield Californian. This front page article also offered a $5,000.00 reward for 
information on the perpetrator. Ott mentioned he received contact from Jim Newman, a correctional 
counselor I had when I was in prison at Tehachapi back in 1989. Mr. Newman remembered I was in prison 
for doing a similar vandalism and apparently thought there could be a connection. He contacted police 
which resulted in their visit to me the next day. Letters were mailed claiming responsibility for these 
vandalisms but that didn’t happen until after this interview. 

I knew this was going to come back and haunt me somehow. Now how am I going to clean up this 
potential mess. Against my better judgment, I went back to Snake and his minions. Only now there was a 
new one. Her name is Crystal. I’ll give you one guess how she got her name. Crystal was a tall, sloppily-
attired woman with long brown hair who could easily have fit in back in the ’60 free love, end the war 
crowd. Her real name is Erin, but because of her fly-by-night nature Snake called her Eris, after the Greek 
goddess of chaos, discord, confusion, and mischievousness. That name never stuck though like Crystal did, 
so Snake sort of lost out there. He had a knowledge of gods and goddesses, I guess it come from his 
dabbling into Satanism. He sometimes called himself Thanotos — the god of death. So what do you think 
mine would be? Nemesis — the god of revenge, of course. Crystal’s supposedly Snake’s girlfriend. 
Girlfriend? But Snake’s gay. Maybe he’s bi. As it turns out, Crystal’s a fag-hag. A straight woman who 
gets her turn on by making it with gay men. 

Now the “family” was complete. As I look back on everything today in a clearer frame of mind, 
coming upon five years since the last time I set eyes upon them, I am firmly convinced, and there’s no 
doubt in my mind, that these people are a 90’s version of the Manson “family.” Mass murder may not have 
been their primary forte — but destruction certainly is. It would take a lot to convince me they did not have 
a part in some or all of the arson fires set during that infamous two-week period back in the fall of 1993. I 
cannot prove they did it — I never saw them after August 28th, except for a brief encounter with Crystal 
while I was under surveillance the day before my arrest. But, with everything I know about them, it would 
take a lot to personally convince me they’re innocent. With the circumstantial indications of evidence; I’d 
say they’re guilty! But what do I know? I’d say O.J. Simpson was guilty too but we all know in the “legal” 
sense he’s not. And there is a possibility he really isn’t guilty, just like there’s a possibility the fellas aren’t 
guilty. But do you really believe Simpson is innocent? I don’t — and I don’t believe the fellas are either. I 
can’t prove it one way or the other. It’s just a gut feeling; which is less than the DNA evidence they had on 
Simpson — so who’s to say? Just hope we don’t have a Marcia Clark like prosecutor on the case when we 
round ’em up. Wonder if we can get Vincent Bugliosi to prosecute them? Who? He’s the one who 
successfully prosecuted Charles Manson and the bunch back in ’69. Actually, if Jessner would have had 
some of his qualities we may not be having this conversation now because they’d already have been 
arrested. Who? Jessner is the guy who prosecuted me. We’ll be getting to him later. Just hang in there. 
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CHAPTER 14 
The letters 

 
I arrived back at the Samuel Clemens in a panic. 
“Snake, the cops are breathing down my neck, what am I going to do? They come all the way from 

Bakersfield to question me about acid splashings of cars all up and down the state.” 
“Oh don’t worry, we’ll figure it out. We’ll figure a cover.” 
In the meantime, Crystal got ahold of one of Snake’s cassette tapes and began playing it. The first 

song to come on was “Another One Bites The Dust” by the group Queen. Snake got immediately mad at 
that. That was a special tape. What’s special about that I wondered. As it turned out, Snake always kept that 
tape handy and keyed up for whenever he hears on news of a law-enforcement officer that has been killed 
in the line of duty. He plays that as a twisted tribute; another one has bitten the dust — has been killed. 
Yep, Manson “family” of the 90’s, no doubt about it. He particularly liked the parts that said, “There are 
plenty of ways that you can hurt a man / And bring him to the ground / You can beat him / You can cheat 
him / You can break him bad and leave him / When he’s down / But I’m ready yes I’m ready for you / I’m 
standing on my own two feet / Out of the doorway the bullets rip…/ And another one gone and another one 
gone / Another one bites the dust yeah.” 

Anyway, they sensed how scarred I was about someone identifying my picture as being in the general 
areas at the time of the crimes. Separate from the chance that police could get someone to fraudulently ID 
me as the splasher, my main worry was that my picture would be shown to locals in the areas. Being the 
motley looking crew we were, we did tend to stand out from many around us. Surely my picture could be 
showed around at nearby restaurants, gas stations, grocery stores — all places we were in during our travels 
up and down the state. Then again, there’s video tapes where my picture could be. So many establishments 
have video cameras that surely I’d be on some nearby store’s surveillance video somewhere and then it 
would be all over. Place me in the same general area of a town I normally am not in on the very day of the 
crime, show a jury my similar record, and I’d be history. I wouldn’t be the first person to get convicted on 
merely circumstantial evidence. 

But beyond any of that, I was worried I could once again be a victim of dirty shenanigans by law-
enforcement officers. My picture was previously ID’ed by people who couldn’t have done so in a 
legitimate way. Could this happen again? An extra count was charged and a Great Bodily Injury allegation 
was alleged that weren’t valid as would have been easy to comprehend by a mere reading of the two 
separate victim’s own statements they made to police which were documented in the police reports. Could 
this happen again? And extra priors were filed that were invalid according to Penal Code law. Could this 
happen again? Yes, yes, and yes! It seems that once a person has a record, especially for a similar kind of 
crime, it’s much too tempting to pull a fast one because such actions are all so easy to commit. 

I think by now the guys were worried I’d snitch them off, and to tell you the truth, I did consider it. 
Around this time Danny come up with the idea of writing a bunch of letters claiming responsibility for the 
acid spraying but don’t mail them until I am taken into custody. That way, if they are postmarked after my 
arrest I couldn’t have been the guilty culprit, after all, how could I have mailed them from jail. Sounded 
like a plan to me, high or not it sounded like it would clear my ass and that was my main concern. I was 
suppose to call the front desk at the Samuel Clemens twice a week and if I failed to leave a message twice 
in a row, as would happen if I was in custody, then they would mail the letters. Cool, no problem; that’ll 
work for me. 

Now Snake brought Maginnis up again. 
“I want to get Maginnis. He’s my Williams.” 
“Your Williams?” 
“Yeah.” 
Then he went on to explain. Williams was the name of the attorney that screwed him over some years 

ago and who died of natural causes before he could do the deed himself. He claimed Williams and 
Maginnis had physical similarities that only become closer when he was high. I admit, I wanted to cause 
Maginnis some kind of grief but I didn’t know what. I once thought of picketing the Reginald Denny trial 
with enlarged placards of the documentation I had to prove Maginnis gave me wrong advise. Surely I 
would be interviewed by news media and word would get around that he isn’t a trustworthy attorney. But 
then I’d be known as a criminal by all the people who knew me and I didn’t want that. 
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Mondo suggested we make him resign from the Denny trial and threaten humiliation if he doesn’t. 
Cool, that’ll work. I’ve always been one who believed a well thought out letter could raise a big havoc 
without the danger of causing any injuries to anyone. Besides, it’s good for people like Maginnis to know 
that there are people like us out here who are willing to stand up to them and put them in their places by 
letting them know we won’t stand for it. It does the soul good to blaze a new trail into a clearer 
understanding between us abused folks and those who have abused us. Woops, did I say blaze? Bad choice 
of words in this case. 

We went over to Plummer Park to see some of Snake’s other buddies to assist in the writing of the 
letters. Besides Snake, Mondo, Danny, and Crystal we had Tim, Chuck, Dave, Doug, Scott, Ken, Berry, 
Jake and a few others who’s names have faded from memory with the passage of time. I was wanting to put 
closure to this anyway. I did want Maginnis to at least admit his errors, even if he didn’t give back the 
money that should be ours. That’s really what I wanted — just a way to put closure to the situation and 
bring it to completion. Like I said before, therapists realize the importance of verbally confronting someone 
who has done them wrong and how throwing the extra baggage of disgust back on their doorstep is a very 
cleansing form of therapy. In the past, not only couldn’t we get him to admit his errors, but we couldn’t 
even get him to admit the advise he did give me. I wanted some acknowledgement. I did not want to go to 
my grave without it. I needed that. I was owed that. At least that! 

Jake wanted to poison Maginnis’ food with the Batrachotoxic secretions from the frog with the Genus 
name of Dendrobates. It’s common name is Poison-arrow or Poison-dart Frog and it apparently comes from 
down in the tropical areas of Central and South America. Jake was a heavy-set semi-tattooed man with an 
ebbing hairline. The “skill” he brought to the group was that he was an amateur herpetologist, a person 
trained in the science of reptiles. Now I know what you’re thinking here folks, why isn’t Snake the expert 
in reptiles, after all, he has the name for it. Well first of all, that isn’t how Snake got his name, and second, 
that’s not the way the story goes. In real life, Jake is the reptile expert and in order to be true to the story, 
I’m telling it the way it really happened. I’m not gonna’ botch the facts à la FBI/ATF practices (which we 
haven’t even gotten to yet). I won’t stoop to that level. Someone’s gotta’ be a beacon of honesty in a 
growing filthy cloud of spiked dishonesty and outright lies in all this mess. At first I didn’t believe all this 
malarkey until I saw something in Jake’s car that sent chills down my back. He had a newsletter that 
distributed information on Dendrobatid husbandry and captive propagation. Its stated purpose was to 
develop communication between Dendrobatid breeders. Now that I was off the drugs this is getting way too 
heavy for me. Jake knew where he could get some of these frogs and according to him, squeezing their 
bodies causes them to secrete a poisonous substance that can be put into food with deadly results when 
eaten. His grudge with the judicial system was that when he was in the state hospital some years earlier 
they forced psychotropic medication on him that made him sick and he wanted to return that “favor” onto 
other judicial-system people. Still, making someone dead is a bit more severe than merely making someone 
sick. 

Snake still wanted to burn Maginnis out though. He said that with the right conditions he could burn 
out a whole neighborhood and leave no clue that the target was one person in particular. We had already 
discussed how the Bible views the sins of Maginnis, so when Snake pulled out his Bible to show me 
Matthew 13:49-50, “This is how it will be at the end; the wicked will be separated from the just and cast 
into the fire” it was just one more nail being set in Maginnis’ coffin. Snake, a Satinist having a Bible? 
Turns out, there are plenty of Scriptures one can turn to in order to justify certain horrendous behavior as 
being a proclamation from God. When a manipulative person is trying to talk someone into something, 
being able to show that it is the “righteous” thing to do bolsters one’s position. Being the kind of guy who 
likes to boldly fly in the face of convention non-violently I, in my more benign ways of evening scores 
said, 

“let’s write Maginnis a threatening letter.” 
Although this was being rather lenient with him, when one looks at it from the Biblical standpoint, I 

felt it would be sort of sufficient. And I emphasize “sort of” here folks! With the extra time I did in prison 
over what a proper sentence for just vandalism would have been, I suffered a lot of agitating harassment 
from hostile inmates aware of my past sex offense. Giving Maginnis some uneasy agitation in return was 
the least he had coming. And that doesn’t even count all the money I lost to him and his psych buddies. (I 
still think he shared in some of the money we paid them.) Snake’s idea was that we shouldn’t disregard 
God’s wishes for these kinds of “bottom-feeding scroungy characters,” but I was adamant about settling 
this according to VOCAL’s  Guidelines. After all, how would it look for me, who founded the group and 
set the first beginnings of it’s Guidelines down on paper, to not follow them myself? I stood my ground. It 
was going to be the “VOCAL Way” or no way! Even though I had Maginnis in my sights and could have 
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pulled the trigger I said, 
“We’ll just limit this to the letters. It irritates the hell out of them and no one can get hurt.” 
When people have asked me recently what prompted me to vent my anger, hostility, and sense of 

unfairness in this particular unorthodox way, I told them that it’s not unlike what prompts workers who 
have been let go to go back and blow away their employed counterparts or bosses. I just chose a more 
benign route. 

At one of my previous OATH taking session, where I was inducting new members into VOCAL, 
Snake wouldn’t raise his hand and take it and Mondo asked to withdraw from his just days after I 
administered it. Well, if they did set the fires, at least they’re not card-carrying members. That should have 
been a red flag to me because one of the requirements in the OATH is to not injure others during settlement 
processes. Just so you know, ever since all this, I’ve been requiring members of VOCAL to take the 
OATH before they’re sworn in. It is no longer an option in order to be a member. And for any old 
VOCAL members out there who never took the OATH, do not consider yourself members any longer 
until it is administer to you. Of course, anybody can buy Revenge though. When it comes to money — I’m 
not turning it down from no one. Ya show me the money and ya got it! After all, I’m a bottom-line oriented 
kind of guy; but you know that already. I had to get back to my mom so I left the bunch on their own for 
the next several days and only guessed at what I’d see when I got back there later in the week. 

Before I continue on, and because this chapter deals with the infamous threatening letters that started 
all this mess, let’s take a moment to get some definitions down on paper. This is necessary so we’re all 
reading from the same dictionary. Later on, we’re going to see how the judicial system has various 
definitions for what constitutes violence. The feds alone have two separate definitions in their law books 
and I got stuck with a “crime of violence” in one of their laws, while at the same time, not a “crime of 
violence” in another. Confusing? Trust me, we’ll straighten it all out. But to eliminate that kind or problem, 
let’s define threats right now. 

Threats come in two major categories or flavors: Open-ended or time-unlimited, and closed-ended or 
time-limited. Within each major category, there are also sub categories: Conditional and unconditional. If I 
say I’m going to do X to you, that is an example of an open-ended/unconditional threat. Once professed, it 
remains in effect, or active, literally forever (possibly for the life of the proclaimer or proclaimee), or until 
it is officially retracted or withdrawn by the threatener him or herself. It’s not like a license, something you 
have to renew periodically. And with no condition attached, there is no action the victim can take to 
deactivate the threat either. 

If I say I’m going to do X to you if you don’t do Y, or I won’t do X to you until you do Y, these are 
examples of open-ended/conditional threats. Here again, the threat remains in effect, or active, literally 
forever, unless the threatening person withdraws it. But this time, the one threatened has an active part to 
play. He or she can meet the condition (pay back the money or give back the property for instance) and 
thereby deactivate the threat him or herself. 

When a threat references an action that had better not happen, the threat gets activated only if the 
person does the action he or she was told not to do. If I say I’m going to do X to you if you do Y, 
everything is inactive until you commit that forbidden Y. Once you do that, you’ve activated the threat, and 
whatever the outcome of that threat is; that’s on you. 

One can issue a stay of execution for a period of time though. If I tell somebody I’m going to do X to 
you if you do Y, and the threat becomes activated by that somebody committing the forbidden Y, I can stay 
the completion of the threat for whatever time I want in order to give the offender a chance to get his or her 
ducks in order to come up with an acceptable plan of restitution or compensation. 

A closed-ended threat, rather uncommon, has a conditional time limit that ends it at a specified time in 
the future. (Unless a conditional end is included in the threatening language, the threat is to be considered 
open-ended.) An example of a closed-ended/unconditional threat is when on the July 4th weekend in 1995 
the Unabomber said he was going to blow up an airline on that weekend. After the end of the weekend, the 
news media made note of the expiration of the deadline, but mentioned that security was still heavier than 
normal. Unlike open-ended threats, time-limited ones have an expiration date or time. They must be 
reissued periodically if they are to stay active. This particular threat of the Unabomber, by the way, had no 
conditional attachment. One couldn’t deactivate it by paying a sum of money. Time alone deactivated this 
one, as brief as the time was. 

And here’s another thing. One can literally apologize for making a threat without actually retracting it. 
In this case, the threat remains as volatile after the apology as it was the instant it was made. Back when I 
was a child of about 10 or so I threatened Joe Whitley, a neighbor boy. I’ve long forgotten what it was 
about, but I remember my mother making me apologize when she found out about it. But because I never 
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officially withdrew it, that threat is still active to this very moment. I wish to now publicly retract that one 
— Joe wherever you are. There, now after nearly 40 years, it is no longer active. This one is retracted. 

And vendettas, like threats, can be open-ended or closed-ended. Normally they are open-ended unless 
specified otherwise. If I say “I’m going to do activity X until you do activity Y” that means X will still be 
an active thing I’ll be doing 40 or 50 years from now if you haven’t come through with your Y 
requirement. 

Some inmates I talked to mentioned that open-ended threats are the most valuable of all because they 
can be milked for all they’re worth, even if the threatener gets convicted for making the threat. This, they 
explained, is because the threat remains in effect unless its retracted. And that can only be done by the 
threatener him or herself. The fact that there is a conviction by law enforcement does not in and of itself 
retract a threat. The one threatened still has to complete whatever task was outlined in the original threat in 
order to be safe from the outcome of the threat. Hmmm. It’s an interesting concept and certainly worth 
more discussion. But for now, let’s resume our story. 

I arrived back at the Samuel Clemens on Saturday the 28th to almost a production line environment the 
way they were putting these things together. It turned out to be a brainstorming session, much like you’d 
have in the corporate boardroom. Ideas were flying every which way from everyone present as to which 
wording should be included. Snake blurted out one thing, Doug elaborated, Crystal fine tuned, and 
someone else paraphrased as another one dictated the final words that ended up on paper. That’s how it 
went. With all the talking we had done over the past weeks they knew my life story as it related to the 
wrong side of the law as well as I did, and I knew theirs. Make no mistake though, this wasn’t an elaborate 
corporate boardroom we were in. This was a hot, stinky, one room hotel room chuck full of a bunch of 
people all over the place. I don’t know how everyone fit in there. I didn’t like the way they worded so much 
of my own personal story into the letters for fear that it would identify me too positively, but at the same 
time I wasn’t in the clearest frame of mind either. 

Each paragraph was written by a different person and the envelopes were addressed by another. One 
went to Maginnis at his law firm, another to his wife at home, and 23 more copies to law firms chosen at 
random out of the yellow pages. Oddly, only 7 of these letters were turned in to police. Did other law firms 
think it was a hoax and threw them out? Did they know Maginnis, or his ways, and not care what happens 
to him? Although it would be nice to ask them, we’ll probably never know because I have no record of who 
all we sent the letters to. That small number surprises me though, seeing that we did hint at blowing away 
other law firms and not just Maginnis. 

101 “Fedbuster” letters were sent out, one to KNBC, Channel 4, who mysteriously must have thrown 
it out. After I got all the “Discovery,” the written report of the FBI and ATF, from the government I saw 
that a private citizen, whose friend received one of the letters in the mail, contacted Channel 4 because the 
letter mentioned NBC. They then asked for a copy of it and he faxed it to them. 101 “Nightcrawler” letters 
were sent out, one to KCAL, Channel 9, who also mysteriously never turned it in. Maybe they just took it 
as a crank letter. In all, only 37 people turned in “Fedbuster,” and 33 turned in “Nightcrawler.” I can only 
assume the rest thought they were cranks. 

People puzzle why there were 101 letters. Why not an even number like 100? It had to do with 
Snake’s superstitions. He looked at himself as an odd character, so therefore everything in his life had to 
incorporate odd things, even numbers. He insisted Danny get a room that ended in an odd number, even 
though all the odd-numbered rooms at the Samuel Clemens were on the south side of the building. That, of 
course, made them hotter in the summertime with the sun blazing in, but as long as odd numbers were on 
that side of the hall, it had to be. No one questions 25 “Maginnis” letters going out because, even though 
that’s an odd number fitting within Snake’s requirements, it is a common dividing line. In this case, the 
even number 26 would have seemed an uncommon number of letters to mail. 

I hit the ceiling when I saw the letters claiming responsibility for the acid splashing on the cars. 
Although some of the stories could fit complaints I had while in state prison, others had nothing to do with 
me at all. Apparently their drugged up minds thought that if the stories weren’t mine that would get me in 
the clear. Well that is a thought, but the thing is, some of them are too close to my prison life story — too 
close for comfort. Of course, having my computer at hand, with some of my own stories incorporated into 
the pages of Revenge was too easy to neglect I guess. All they had to do was copy stories already written 
and edit them on down from there. Stupid, stupid, stupid. I had no business leaving my computer with them 
— the same one that’s doing this book by the way. (A little portable Mac Classic.) 

Danny said, “we won’t mail them unless we don’t hear from you, in which case we’d know you got 
busted. If they received letters postmarked on a date that you are locked up that would throw all the blame 
onto someone else.” 
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“That sounds cool,” I said, “but why didn’t you concoct a story totally away from prison life?” 
Before I finished my question I already had my answer. These guys had been locked up for so much 

of their life, either in prison or by associating primarily with those who had been in prison, that they didn’t 
have much for stories outside of prison life. With that and being high it didn’t cross their minds that it 
would have been better to invent a dispute between the car dealership and a mythical customer for instance 
or even Danny’s real reason where he didn’t get hired by one to wash cars. 

There was no way I was going to want those letters mailed. After all, real damage had taken place. At 
least with the other threats, no actual misdeed had ever happened. My handwriting or fingerprints were not 
on the letters, nor was my DNA sample left behind because I never licked any stamps or envelopes. At the 
worst I expected law-enforcement people to question me about the letters and I could boldly speak up and 
say, “no that’s not my writing.” While not admitting guilt, I could have had a chance to express my 
grievances about what misbehavior they had done and get them to answer back, something I’d been unable 
to get them to do in any other way. Even when I come right out in the open and said I’d teach 
counterfeiting and tip people off that are under surveillance until I got my stuff back I got no response out 
of them. The fact that I thought I was dying certainly placed a greater urgency on my need to bring prompt 
closure to the situation, but at the same time it was long overdue anyway. 

Snake had gotten a bunch of his friends together for this “letter writing party,” something bikers will 
do. When one of their comrades is in trouble they’ll all pool their efforts in order to help the troubled one 
out. Of course, one of their main things was they didn’t want to lose their counterfeiting connection 
because I had led them to believe that I would print them up a lot of money. These letters were partially 
typed and partially written. They went to the trouble to use different handwriting on each one, a different 
font for the typed parts, and even different stamps. 

Jake was the author of “Nightcrawler” and I asked him specifically, 
“Now I’m not gonna’ find a bunch of people poisoned by frog secretions am I?” 
“No, I’m not going to front you off,” he said in the country drawl he has to his voice. 
Why I never asked Snake about his compulsion to burn Maginnis out I’ll never know. I don’t think I 

would have gotten a straight answer anyway. There was a fire in Snake’s eyes — no pun intended. A fire 
that had been brewing for some time, only now it seems to have been re-kindled. Snake had another thing 
he was fuming about though. Some drug partner he fronted money to got busted and he lost all of his 
investment when they raided the place. All I tend to remember now was that it had to do with hydroponics 
and it happened on October 26, 1989. Now I know that had nothing to do with Maginnis, but the two things 
that Snake was pissed about most in life was that attorney Williams and this particular raid. I failed to get 
more details so can’t elaborate any further. 

On a couple of occasions prison staff members, aware of my high-publicity case and curious about 
personal details, asked if I felt responsible for putting the spark (again no pun intended) into Snake’s eyes 
so to speak. This sort of delves into “If history.” If x happened that caused y, would y have happened on its 
own accord? Would Snake and the fellas have set the fires if we’d have never met? Who knows? I 
answered back though that I’m no more responsible for Snake’s behavior than the authors of MTV’s 
cartoon characters, Beavis and Butt-Head are responsible if some child burns down somebody’s house 
because he saw it done by the two misfits on TV who have been known to say “fire is fun” and “let’s set 
something on fire.” And look at all those other shows on TV or in theaters that may give someone an idea 
how to do a crime. We blame the one who commits it, not the actor who simulated it on the screen, or the 
writer who wrote the script. I got punished when I hit that woman in church back in 1959, not the TV show 
I got the idea from. I got punished for counterfeiting, not the ones who taught me. Snake and the fellas 
alone are responsible for the fires even if I would have asked them to do it — and surely when I speak 
favorably for revenge without physical injuries to any animal or person. The judicial system teaches 
everyone that we each are responsible for our own behavior. It’s too bad the fires happened, but I’m not 
accepting any blame. And even though the blood trail leads back to Maginnis, he can’t either. 

While on the subject of “If history” try this on for size. If I never met the fellas would “Fedbuster” and 
all the others letters have been sent? Highly unlikely. Chances are, I would have unobtrusively continued 
venting my anger without breaking the law by promoting VOCAL while selling more and more copies of 
Revenge. Exactly what I planned to do after I got released from prison in 1990. 

Now while it’s quite likely that Danny wouldn’t have thought up the idea of splashing acid on cars up 
and down the state at that exact time if he hadn’t of heard of me doing it years earlier, surely destruction 
would have come from his twisted mind in some way at some time. It’s just part of his nature. Actually, at 
the time I thought the acid splashing the lesser of the two evils in that they were all hepped up on killing or 
setting up Maginnis. 
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Whether all the fires would have started at the times they did without Maginnis and the thought of 
letters prompting them along — assuming there is a connection, of course (I really don’t know for sure) — 
there’s no way of knowing until we speak to the real arsonists. The thing is, we have the advantage of 
hindsight now. We can look back at Snake’s speech, his actions, the look in his menacing eyes. We can see 
the kind of person he really is. Assuming he and his minions were responsible for the arson set wildfires of 
1993, as I believe they were, it would be impossible to say whether they would have started just the same if 
I would have never met them. While viewing the firestorms on TV one night I could not get Snake’s voice 
of a few weeks ago out of my mind, 

“I’d love to be the one responsible for causing a major news story. I don’t want to be in the story now. 
I just want to cause it.” 

Because these people are so disgruntled and carry a strong don’t care who’s hurt attitude, I’m sure 
some major destruction would have come out of them is some way, no matter what. 

I grabbed all the letters that day and foolishly mailed the ones threatening Maginnis and his family 
along with the other two which came to be known as “Fedbuster” and “Nightcrawler.” The three separate 
letters were xeroxed multiple times so numerous individuals actually received them. 

“Fedbuster” is the one that made all the news because it is the one that threatened all the fires, and it 
only threatened fires because that was Snake’s “hobby” in life. As killing Maginnis kept coming up I was 
the one who suggested, sort of as an appeasement to Snake, to threaten to set fires. I never expected them to 
actually go out and set them; if in fact they did. “Fedbuster’s” anger was addressing misbehavior over my 
involvement with the Secret Service and my counterfeiting case, events I had long ago substantially made 
up for in ways they have yet to complain about. You’ll recall, I’d been satisfactorily avenging their 
misbehavior throughout the years by way of not only listening in on law-enforcement frequencies in order 
to tip people off that are under surveillance which can louse up the cases they’re trying to build, but also by 
teaching people how to print counterfeit money and other documents until they give me my stuff back and 
make amends for the vandalism they did in 1980. While I had slacked off in recent years, I still kept my 
foot in the door when the venting need arose so my anger at the Secret Service, and other judicial personnel 
regarding my counterfeiting activities, was rather minimal. Minimal in relation to Maginnis that is. The 
letter addressing the anger that set all this off to begin with — namely Maginnis’ misbehavior — barely 
made the news. That’s because its threat fortunately never come through. 

I destroyed all the letters relating to the acid splashing, or so I thought. Apparently I didn’t get them 
all because about a month later they were mailed. I never saw Snake or any of the bunch after August 28, 
1993 and I never led them to believe that I’d never see them again. I’m guessing that when I never showed 
up or called they assumed that I had gotten busted and mailed them in an attempt to throw police off of my 
track. The problem is, the way the letters were worded, it got them more on my track. 

My mother was in the last stages of her disease by now and was needing nearly constant attention. 
Other than to go shopping, I rarely left the house. Early one weekday morning in late September or early 
October my father just happened to be looking out our front living room window when he saw a police car 
park across the street. He called me over and we saw a uniformed police officer face directly at our house 
and snap a picture. It was unmistakable that he was facing directly at our house as I saw the flash go off. 
Why he had the flash turned on on a bright sunny day I don’t know, but it did go off — and it was facing 
directly at our house. He then walked around the side where there is the driveway to a next door apartment. 
I lost sight of him but assume he looked over the fence into our back yard and possibly took a picture of it. 

Knowing that I had mailed the letters on August 28th I immediately assumed this is what it was about. 
I also suspected this was preliminary to getting a search warrant. From my experience with the Secret 
Service, I know that search warrants describe the house in great detail, everything from where the house 
numbers are placed, to the location of the mail box in relation to the door, to its color and roof style. I 
decided to go out and have a friendly talk with the officer. 

“Hi, can I help you? I noticed you taking a picture of our house.” 
“No, I took a picture of the apartment next door.” 
After a bit more conversation he asked me, 
“Have you seen any goats next door?” 
Now that was a dead give away. We don’t live in a rural community and there are no farm animals 

around here, especially in a two story apartment. Apparently I caught him off guard and he didn’t have a 
story made up to cover his behavior. Asking if I’d seen any drug activity next door would have been 
something more believable and probably wouldn’t have raised my suspicions. I saw that flash facing us, it 
wasn’t facing next door but I just played along all nice and everything anyway. He had sergeant stripes so I 
know he wasn’t just a rookie. I explained to him that I had been in trouble in past years but I am clean now. 
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I told him that he would be welcome to come in and look for whatever they wanted but that please don’t 
make a mess like had happened before with the Secret Service. He again assured me it wasn’t anything at 
our house. We shook hands and parted and that was the end of that encounter. Turns out, we were observed 
by one of our neighbors who later told a news reporter about it after my arrest. Somehow though, he 
seemed to think that I showed hostility to the officer for taking the picture. Nothing could have been farther 
from the truth, but in any event, it’s on the record that I was brought to their attention early on. I’m not sure 
whether it was the feds or Bakersfield police who were in the preliminary stages of getting a warrant. (I 
asked both of them in letters of inquiry sent out on April 24, 1998 and neither answered me back.) 

On October 20, 1993 the Williams and Watson part of the Reginald Denny trial ended with acquittals 
on the most serious counts. These are two of the culprits that actually did the beating of Denny. Soon 
afterwards, Maginnis came on TV again as Antoine Miller’s attorney and said there was no intent on the 
part of Antoine to kill Denny so his case should be dismissed. Once again, my anger was beginning to flare 
up at him. I had been feeling ill and thought at the time that it was already symptoms of HIV coming to the 
surface. In reality it was probable anxiety related symptoms over my suspected HIV positive status and my 
mother’s approaching death. In any event, on the 24th I sent another follow-up letter to Maginnis 
reemphasizing my demand to him to get off the Denny case. I mailed this single letter unaware that I was 
already under surveillance by federal agents who were trying to catch me mail more letters. I’ll cover a 
little later how I can confirm this. 
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CHAPTER 15 
The fires 

 
On Tuesday, October 26th the first of a number of arson fires was started within that infamous two-

week period. Being a regular viewer of the afternoon news, I saw the early helicopter views and the reports 
that it was of a suspicious origin. As the week progressed more fires broke out that were also reported to be 
of suspicious origins. On Thursday I had come to suspect more and more that this was the work of the 
Snake bunch. I knew these are the kind of guys you don’t want to have mad at you, but I also knew they 
didn’t know where I lived. I seriously considered making a call to the police that evening but hesitated for 
some reason that I’m not sure of. 

By Friday evening I was wrestling more and more with the urge to let it be known what I was holding 
inside. If Snake and his buddies are involved, somebody’s got to be told. I was busy around the house that 
afternoon and evening and not as attentive to the news as I normally am. I thought in the early evening I’d 
heard something about letters but by a late newscast it was more clear. They did mention some letters 
threatening to set fires but still were not too informative. I was left with the thought, could they be talking 
about the ones I sent? 

Saturday to me is a blank as far as newscasts go. I don’t recall what we did that day. Something with 
my mom must have come up and I never caught any newscasts. Whatever preoccupied my mind that day 
has faded from memory along with any newscast I might have seen. 

Sunday night, Halloween, is a different story. I was doing some editing on Revenge that afternoon and 
was anxious to catch the early news that evening. Often we end up watching the Channel 4 news but that is 
not etched in stone. Sometimes we hear a promotional story a certain station will be doing and that then is 
the one we watch. Tonight for some reason that has long become forgotten I turned on the Channel 2 news. 
Leading the news that evening was Harvey Levin with a report on my letters. Only this time, there was no 
doubt they were mine. He held them up on TV all fan folded out to show everyone their multi-page length. 
He then read excerpts from them and informed the viewers he was piecing together the clues in the letter as 
to the author’s identity. I was literally shaking in my chair at this point and expecting a knock on the door 
any minute. I was the one who coined the term “Fedbuster” originally, sort of a play on words with the 
movie Ghostbusters, I guess sort of a way to spook the feds — excuse the pun. Well it was working, only I 
was the one who was getting spooked, on Halloween night none the less. Knock, knock, knock! I shakily 
go over to the door to see who it is. 

“Trick or treat?” 
Well this time it was only trick or treaters, but what about next time? It’s only a matter of time. 

There’s no calling police now. Knowing that I’d never been given a fair break on any of my cases in the 
past, I knew that I was going to think of my own needs first and foremost. It’s all about covering my tracks 
before this gets more out of hand. Once I’m cleared, I’d be more than happy to help put the real culprits 
where they belong; after all, I’m totally against that kind of destruction whether one had been wronged by 
someone or not. But for now, that was secondary. C Y A comes first! Cover Your Ass. 

On Tuesday, November 2nd the Malibu fire started. Despite this being Malibu, it still wasn’t anywhere 
near Maginnis so it’s hard to know if there was a connection or not, but I do have my personal suspicions. I 
was a regular viewer of Dateline NBC and other newsmagazine shows of this nature. Knowing that once 
again the fire coverage would preempt regular programming on all the local L.A. stations, I tuned our home 
satellite dish to the unscrambled Ku band satellite and transponder number that NBC used to transmit their 
network programs to their local affiliates. Three hours earlier than our regular viewing time, I saw coming 
out of New York, what would have been broadcast here later that night if it wouldn’t have been preempted. 

Now my letters were making national news. Here, beaming down from 23 thousand miles in space, 
excerpts from my letter were being read aloud as its words were scrolling across the screen for half of the 
entire world to view live at that given instant. And in the background there were scenes of homes burning 
to the ground. Later in the week Governor Pete Wilson was touring the Malibu fire scene when someone 
asked him if there was any connection between the fires and letters circulating around that were threatening 
to set fires. He responded that they were looking into that. Boy, what next — President Clinton 
commenting on our letters? Well if he did, I never heard him, but needless to say I was scared shitless. No 
helping law enforcement right now. Number one priority was covering my ass and making sure I didn’t get 
burned — no pun intended. I could always help them out once I see that I’m sitting pretty. 
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One of the days during this nerve-racking week a Los Angeles Times article spoke of a possible link to 
the King and Denny trials, seeming to imply that the fires could be in retaliation to the verdicts. This 
supposed link sent chills down my back. Assuming the fellas are the responsible culprits, there is a link — 
it’s just for a totally different reason; Maginnis, instead of anger over the verdicts. In any event, the idea of 
a link — any kind of link — brought more fear to my heart. And it didn’t help when Governor Wilson said 
arsonists are on a par with child molesters — two things I happen to be. 

On Thursday I thought I noticed that I was being followed. This was later confirmed in their 
Discovery. Unlike the way the Secret Service did it, where I noticed them on days I wasn’t even looking for 
them, this time I never did definitely see a following vehicle. I saw some suspicious activity that led me to 
suspect it, but I never confirmed it at the time. And unfortunately, I didn’t have my scanner either. I let the 
fellas use it along with the book that listed government frequencies. Snake wanted to keep tabs on the DEA, 
the Drug Enforcement Administration. (I still had my 1993 edition of the Betty Bearcat National Police 
Frequency Directory put out by Uniden each year. This was one of the things the feds took in their search 
of the house and later returned.) 

Early Saturday morning I was determined to find out whether Snake and his cohorts had anything to 
do with the fires and also do what I could to clear my ass. I took my little micro cassette recorder along in 
the hopes of recording them bragging about it. I’m sure Snake would brag about it as easily as he did about 
some of the illegal killings he did in Vietnam especially when he was high, which he often was. I drove 
around in some evasive ways for a good period of time to lose any possible tail I may have had. After I 
thought I was in the clear (in reality I never lost them) I parked away from the Samuel Clemens and walked 
over to it. No luck. Danny hustled his body on Santa Monica Boulevard once in a while as a male prostitute 
so I checked out those common areas. Apparently following agents thought I was just out cruising to pick 
up a prostitute because that’s how it came across in their Discovery. 

I stopped off at Plummer Park and saw a few of the guys who helped pen the letters. One told me 
Snake was laid up with a bad hand but he didn’t know what happened or where he was. I eventually made it 
back over to the Samuel Clemens only to come up empty again. Well, not quite. One of the neighbors in an 
adjoining room said they got an apartment. Turned out this apartment was just off Santa Monica Boulevard 
near the Silver Mountain. 

I got the address and immediately headed on over unaware that my agent “friends” were right behind 
me. I’ll tell you one thing, whatever methods these guys used to follow me, they did their homework. The 
Secret Service was so sloppy that I noticed them at times accidentally when I wasn’t even looking for them. 
These guys I looked for and dodged and weaved and still never lost them. After I got into prison I learned 
from an inmate that was a former law-enforcement officer that newer technology allows them to use the 
cellular telephone network to triangulate a hidden transmitter’s location and display its position on a map 
on a computer screen. And then, of course, there’s the Global Positioning Satellites. A transmitter on my 
car could relay my exact position determined from these satellites orbiting high overhead. As I neared the 
address given to me by the neighbor I saw Crystal walking back with a small sack from a nearby store. 
After finding a parking spot a block or so away I walked back to her and yelled out, 

“Crystal.” 
“Hey dude, what’s the scam?” Crystal said in her hippie-like voice. Despite being only 25, she really 

was a child of the ’60s. 
“Have you seen Snake?” 
“What da ya think of the fires; far out huh?” she said with a pleased smile on her face. 
“Do you know anything about them?” I asked just remembering I didn’t have my pocket tape recorder 

with me. 
“Cool aren’t they?” 
I never could get a straight answer out of her. But she was as high as a kite anyway. 
“Is Snake around?” 
“No he’s out taking care of business. Stop back later.” 
And with that last statement of hers I was on my way, but not without first noticing some gauze and 

ointment showing through the thin translucent plastic bag she was carrying. This is not good, this is not 
good at all. First I find out Snake was laid up with a bad hand. Now I see gauze and ointment. It doesn’t 
take much to imagine him being injured in some way while setting some fire. And if Crystal was involved? 
Well then the feds had one of the arsonists right in their sights without even knowing it. My first thought 
though was to cover my tracks before I get reeled in all the way. Although I wasn’t on dope at this time, my 
head still wasn’t screwed on straight. 

That idea they had over two months earlier to mail a letter claiming responsibility for the acid 
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splashing after I was taken into custody sounded like a good cover-my-tracks scheme. I quickly penned a 
follow-up letter to Harvey Levin regarding “Fedbuster” and walked around the corner to a print shop that 
rents out typewriters for $5.00 per hour. After expanding on my hand-written version to a full page and 
proofreading it, I drove to a nearby trash can and tore up my notes. These notes were retrieved from the 
trash by surveillance agents and entered into evidence against me. I also threw away the address to Danny’s 
apartment which I got from the neighbor back at the Samuel Clemens. That had been written on a small 
piece of paper and just crumpled up into a ball before I threw it away with the torn up letter. Agents never 
did get it. 

I then drove way down to Long Beach which was a part of my cover-up scheme. For one thing, the 
letter led them to believe I drive to work along the 405 freeway. Neither were true. I was unemployed at the 
time. I mailed the letter in a box that would not get picked up until Monday. I wanted a postmark date on it 
no sooner than that because I fully expected to get arrested very soon. In fact, I was counting on it, that was 
a part of the plan. If I could be in custody when a letter claiming responsibility for the fires is postmarked, 
that would get my ass out of the, well fire. Sounded like a good sneaky plan, but in order to work I would 
have had to avoid being under surveillance. No such luck. 

I went on home unaware that federal agents got a search warrant for the mail box in order to retrieve 
the letter. The final nail in my coffin had now been set and I was the one who set it. 
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CHAPTER 16 
The arrest 

 
Early on Sunday morning, November 7th, I left the house unaware that I was again under surveillance, 

or that my arrest was a mere hours away. Once again, I tried to find Snake or Danny but to no avail. I just 
needed to know for sure whether they were responsible for any of the fires or not. I was already sure 
enough in my mind, at least all the circumstantial indications were there. I just needed to hear it directly 
from the horses’ mouths. But what I really needed to do was record them though. I had mistakenly thrown 
out the apartment address of Danny’s new place yesterday so once again I dodged and weaved my way to 
the Samuel Clemens so I could get the address. No luck. This time I drove around to known areas that I was 
likely to see them in. 

It wasn’t long before I was pulled over by police who were instructed by the feds to pull me over and 
send me home. The Discovery says, “agents were forced to have a police officer make contact with 
defendant to scare defendant away from the area so that the government would not be forced to arrest him 
before it had completed its investigation.” The feds wanted to take me in for questioning, but they wanted 
to do it from my house for reasons I’ll be getting to shortly. One of the two officers said that the reason they 
pulled me over was because someone in a vehicle “just like mine” was seen molesting children. That 
excuse was so outlandish that it just raised another red flag comparable to the one that caught-off-guard 
sergeant put up by asking me whether I’d seen any goats next door. My particular van’s color scheme — 
lower half green with the upper half white — is not shared by that many other vans. And child molesting is 
not that common of a crime every day. If I would have had an all white van, which is a fairly common 
color, and the officer would have mentioned a crime like burglary, which is also a fairly common crime that 
is committed quite regularly, I don’t think a red flag would have been raised. I, of course, knew I didn’t 
molest any children, so it didn’t take much of an effort to calculate the odds of someone in a vehicle 
matching mine doing an uncommon crime that I just happen to have a history of. What gave them away 
even more though was what come next. 

In my shirt pocket I had a small container of pepper spray. It was clearly labeled “For Animal 
Attacks.” Such a labeled bottle is in a consistency that was legally permitted to have without a special 
permit. Back then the laws had not yet been changed to allow possession of pepper spray for personal 
protection against attacks by people. They made a special point of telling me it was illegal to have it, 
despite the label, but didn’t arrest or ticket me. They did end up taking it though. Then they told me, not to 
just leave the area, but to go home. Now that’s something I’ve never heard of before — to actually be told 
to go home. Well, of course, that’s because the feds wanted to make contact with me at home and nowhere 
else. 

Before I did go home though, I stopped by a bar in San Fernando where Snake or Danny might be at 
but had no luck. I then remembered that in one of my van’s cupboards were the birth certificates and social 
security cards that I had showed to the fellas some weeks earlier. 

When I got home I was immediately confronted by Special Agent Richard G. Palacios of the Federal 
Bureau of Investigation (FBI) along with an agent from the Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco and Firearms 
(ATF), who was Special Agent Karl Anglin if I remember correctly, as I was exiting my van. There were 
no guns drawn and nothing but polite words were spoken. Their Discovery admits to using a “ruse” to get 
me in a cooperative mood. They played it off as if I had done nothing wrong and that I was a victim of a 
crime. My threatening letters had claimed how I had been victimized so they were going to use that 
terminology when talking to me. The lying agents even reassured my mother, who was startled by their 
arrival, that I wasn’t in any trouble and was only thought to be a victim of a crime. I was merely asked if I 
would go with them to their office in Van Nuys. Right when they pulled their car in behind my van I stuck 
the counterfeit documents under my sweater in an attempt to hide them. I agreed to go with them but said I 
need to go to the bathroom real bad first. I did have to go, but my main reason was to hide the documents. I 
stuck them in the back of one of our bathroom cabinets and come on out figuring I had all my ducks in a 
row and quacking on cue. The letters I mailed back in August had none of my writing in them, nor would 
any of my fingerprints be found on them, and I never licked the stamps or envelopes. Plus, a letter is on the 
way that won’t be postmarked until tomorrow, Monday, so obviously I am in the clear as I’ll be in custody 
by then. 

This is the frame of mind I went into their interview with. I was read my rights at 11:35 a.m. and 
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promptly waived them. At that point polite questioning began. If I were to put words to it, as I’m doing, I 
would say there was a quiet country elegance to their voices. Palacios and Anglin were the two agents 
conducting the interview which was done at the AFT office in the Federal Building in Van Nuys. Palacios 
appeared to have the more prominent role in the questioning, and from the Discovery I found out that he 
was the agent in charge on the FBI side. Special Agent Michael P. Gleysteen was the agent in charge on the 
ATF side of the operation, although I don’t believe I saw him that day. 

Unknown to me though, our house was raided by their comrades right after I was taken away. FBI and 
ATF agents, along with three police officers from the Bakersfield Police Department, led by Detective 
Roger D. Ott and several police officers from the Manhattan Beach Police Department and the Torrance 
Police Department very maliciously ransacked and vandalized our house, and particularly my bedroom, 
designated “Room E” on their “Evidence Recovery Log” inventory form, and attic, called the “loft” and 
“Room I” on their form, in a search that just as easily could have been done properly to accomplish their 
goal. As I mentioned above, Palacios was with me so he didn’t take part in it, but he’s the responsible party 
on the FBI side though. I’m not sure if Gleysteen was present at the crime scene or not. Ott was present but 
waited in a car out front of our house because he had a severely broken foot and was in a cast. The other 
two officers from Bakersfield present in the house were Detective Steve Griffith and Detective Adair (first 
name unknown). One of the Manhattan Beach Police Department officers assisting in the vandalism was 
Detective Jane Hoag; the one who brought charges against me in the Torrance “extortion” case we talked 
about in Chapter 11. 

In many ways, this criminal disrespect was worse than the January 11, 1980 Secret Service travesty. 
For one thing, my “Fedbuster” threatening letter, which was addressing all of the past Secret Service 
improprieties, including the January 11th event, warned them in clear and no uncertain terms, “If you was 
to do now even 1/10 what you did then you’ll find a Killeen Texas situation on your hands only worse. But 
I’ll pluck off little kids in school yards from a distance with a high power rifle I could easily buy and I’ll 
make sure everyone knows you were told and refused to abstain from your bad vandalous deeds. So don’t 
fuck with my property again. Or else.” Plus, I told Palacios and Anglin in a verbal admonishment during 
formal questioning on November 7th to not re-committed the same offense the Secret Service did in 1980 
and that I wanted to be present during the search; a search I fully expected and was ready for. I reminded 
them — and it’s noted in the Discovery — how “fussy [I am] about people [merely] touching [my] things” 
and I even left several pairs of rubber gloves in plain view in my bedroom for them to use if they needed to 
rummage through my stuff but they never used them. Instead, they confiscated them as supposed evidence 
of some kind. In a document I titled Medical Advisory/Information: Statement of Facts, I clearly outline in 
no uncertain terms the extreme emphasis I put upon my property and make strong warnings about 
respecting and not touching it. I made a point of leaving this in my bedroom in plain view. I know it was 
read because when I got it back it was separately displayed in plastic. (For the latest incarnation of this 
document see Chapter 18 and take special notice how I consider having my material possessions touched 
just as serious of a crime as ordinary people do if someone touched their kid’s private parts without 
permission.) 

Also, on November 2, 1993, five days before they committed their crimes, Palacios spoke with 
Special Agent William Issen of the United States Secret Service. He was one of the many agents involved 
in investigating me as a counterfeiter and was present at the time of the search of my parents’ house and my 
car in 1977. The Discovery mentions that “ISSEN also recalled that LARSEN was an extremely meticulous 
person who kept everything in a very orderly fashion.” And on top of that, the feds were working together 
with the Bakersfield Police Department who were planning to search our house on the same day looking for 
evidence of the car vandalisms up and down the state. Detective Ott obtained copies from my California 
Department of Corrections file and a post-release psychological evaluation is noteworthy. On October 1, 
1990 Staff Psychologist, Dr. Pamela Jackson, Ph.D., “noted that he has a long term pattern of lashing out 
legally and illegally if he feels he has been treated unfairly, unnecessary aggravated, put in a position where 
he has to spend a great deal of money, cheated, or had his property ‘messed with.’ He also noted that he has 
become more sensitive over the years with regard to the latter.” And continuing on, the report says there 
was evidence of “hypersensitivity, and strong feelings of entitlement along with pre-occupation with the 
theme of getting even or avenging himself when feeling wronged.” Plus Bakersfield also had my three page 
typed Medical Advisory/Information. It’s noteworthy to mention that according to Agent Gleysteen’s sworn 
Affidavit in support of an application for a warrant to search our house, he admits that Ott provided him 
with a copy of Jackson’s evaluation. So there’s absolutely no way any they can come back now and snivel 
that they didn’t know that I was so hyper-sensitive about my possessions. The feds had the information; 
and Bakersfield had the information. Both from separate sources. And they collaborated and shared it all 
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together. 
One interesting sideline about Dr. Jackson is worth mentioning before we leave her behind. In talking 

about my extra sensitivities and unwillingness to accept injustices she had the nerve to say I should work on 
being less sensitive and accept these things, which she even admitted were not right with the system. I 
wonder if she, who is black, would think the same if she was magically transported back in time 100 years 
to when women couldn’t smoke or vote, and blacks were much more repressed than they are today. 
Knowing the proper freedoms black women have today, would she be expected to accept those ancient 
practices so easily? Surely she would become an activist as others in that time did in order to bring black 
women to the equality they have today — and activism continues because much is still needed to change. It 
was once accepted to burn people at the stake if they did not follow established beliefs. These things 
changed only because some brave souls spoke up and said enough is enough. So I say the same thing to the 
judicially abused among us. 

In the search they also took (stole) a lot of my personal papers and books along with my computer and 
printer. Other than a few small not-too-important items (the gloves, one road flare, and possibly batteries), 
everything they took seems to have been returned after it had been messed with. At least I don’t detect 
anything else outstanding at the current time. While they’re deep  in the dog house, they’re not all the way 
back. In anticipation of the computer being taken, after news reports were circulated more and more about 
my “Fedbuster” letter, along with my suspicions that I was being followed, I deleted the then latest version 
of Revenge along with my Statement of Judicial Debts Receivable which was known as Judicial Debt 
Statement back then. Knowing that deleting a file from your computer does not actually erase it from the 
disk (only the directory location for listing and finding purposes is deleted) I overwrote the unused hard 
disk space and de-fragmented it so no remnants of these documents would be left behind for snooping eyes 
to see. (For more details on computer privacy see Revenge.) I’m not ashamed of them by the way; I just 
didn’t want them seen at that time. They’re something private to distribute in my own time. (Palacios did 
have Revenge’s draft version to refer to during questioning though.) Revenge makes it pretty clear that my 
attitude is basically; heaven help anyone who ever tries to take my computer, and my Statement previously 
said, “I wouldn’t be as lenient today to a similar [January 11, 1980] violation.” Even though the vandals 
didn’t see these additional warnings, they still had plenty of others thrust up into their faces and they paid 
none of them a bit of mind. No leniency should be shown now. Currently, we’re in a “holding pattern” 
while they get their ducks in order so they can come up with and participate in an acceptable restitution 
plan. I’ll have a lot more to say about tearing up the house later, but first let’s get back to my questioning. 

As time went on, questioning became more accusatory. I don’t recall the exact order of all that 
happened that day but at some point I was led into another room with enlarged samples of my letters 
hanging on the walls. There was also a chronological display of events surrounding the various arson-set 
fires. Eventually, questioning got around to their belief that they thought I was an arsonist. Of course, now I 
know that was all a part of their ruse just to get me to admit authorship of the letters. 

Somewhere along the line, I learned that a white van was seen in the area of one of the fires and a 
motorcycle was seen speeding away from another. It wasn’t until weeks later, after I got the Discovery 
information, that I learned of their deceit to a United States Magistrate in order in order to entice him to 
approve a search of our house. In an Affidavit, Gleysteen said he believed I set one or more of the recent 
fires and that I owned two vehicles that matched those described at the scenes of two fires. They knew this 
was not true because they had me under surveillance since before the first fire ever started, and they know 
my two vehicles did not fit those described by witnesses. Gleysteen said, “According to official records and 
FBI physical surveillance of the subject, Larsen owns and operates a 1975 Honda motorcycle (color 
unknown), with a California license plate number of… and a white 1971 Chevy van with a license plate 
number of…. Similar vehicles have been seen at two of the above mentioned arson scenes.” Previous pages 
of this Affidavit mention that, “A witness stated to investigators that the witness observed a motorcycle 
leaving the area of origin at a high rate of speed” and elsewhere it says, “At one of these fires (the Rancho 
Palos Verdes fire) a white van was seen leaving the area of origin.” It’s odd they don’t know the color of 
my motorcycle if they saw me driving it. Well they didn’t because it wasn’t running. It was parked in the 
back yard out of sight. For the record, it happens to be orange. It also happens to be an ST90 model, which 
they could have confirmed from DMV records which they claimed to have gotten. Even in new condition, 
that small engine size, along with its smaller than average diameter of wheels, would not propel it down the 
road faster than 46 miles per hour. It is not capable of “leaving the area of origin at a high rate of speed” as 
Gleysteen misleadingly hints at. To claim that my motorcycle is similar to one seen speeding from the 
crime scene is fraudulent and he should be held accountable for his deceit. And that includes his deceit 
about my van. It is green and white. Green on the bottom half and white on the top half. To claim it as 
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white is deceitful. To lie that way on a signed sworn statement should be considered illegal. That was a 
sworn statement. Shouldn’t Gleysteen be considered a perjurer? And I don’t mean to pin everything on the 
ATF alone. The FBI is equally culpable here. Both organizations were twins of deception in getting their 
search warrant. To be fair, I have to say that I haven’t heard their side of the story yet. Were they of the 
belief that my van is all white? Did they just fail to check into the kind of motorcycle I own and what its 
maximum speed is? Do they just think that lies are the oil that make the judicial system run smoothly? Or 
are they merely honesty phobic? I wasn’t aware of this deceit at the time but after I learned of it I 
considered it just one more reason to continue in a self-imposed silent state. (Letters of inquiry were sent 
out to both Palacios [4-pages] and Gleysteen [3-pages] on April 24, 1998 asking for comments to my 
various allegations relating to their misbehavior. Neither had the guts to respond back even though they had 
well over the month I told them I’d give them. I even offered an extension of time to respond if they’d 
merely ask for it. They didn’t.) 

As far as them knowing I set none of the fires because they had me under surveillance since before the 
first fire ever started, I know that to be true because of something Maginnis told my father on the phone. He 
had called my father a day or two after my arrest and had what my father described as a “friendly 
conversation.” Because he had made the first call, I didn’t think there was anything improper about having 
my father call him back after I had been indicted. I thought that because Maginnis was now an “official” 
victim (before being indicted I was only charged with mailing one “Fedbuster” letter), that his word could 
have some weight toward the court about granting me bail. 

It was about three weeks after my arrest that I was indicted by the Federal Grand Jury on 77 counts 
which now included the letters threatening Maginnis. During the original questioning on day one they 
limited their inquiry to the “Fedbuster” letter threatening to set fires. The Maginnis letter was never 
mentioned at all and “Nightcrawler” was only mentioned once in passing near the end of the interrogation 
by Sergeant John Yarbrough of the Homicide Bureau of the Los Angeles Sheriff’s Department when he 
accused me of writing “Fedbuster” and added, “I think you sent ‘Nightcrawler’ too.” Now with the Grand 
Jury, I’m officially charged with the Maginnis letters too. 

I asked my father to express my apologies to Maginnis for the letters. Now before you get some wild 
idea that I was getting all soft and ready to forgive him, well you just get that crazy notion out of your head 
right now. I needed to do whatever was necessary in order to get out on bail, and if that meant sniveling and 
saying how sorry I was, well that’s what I was gonna’ do. I had a right to be a little dishonest, in view of the 
multitude of their dishonesty. I was sorry though about including Maginnis’ wife and kids in the threats 
because they weren’t guilty of any improprieties. During the letter-writing campaign they just sort of got 
swooped up in the brainstorming session and included in the threat. Because my dad and Maginnis had 
been friends in the past I didn’t think asking him to speak up favorably about me getting bail was an out of 
line request. I also wanted my father to relay my mother’s condition, their up and coming 50th wedding 
anniversary, and the last Christmas that we would be able to spend together. My dad happened to record the 
conversation with Maginnis though, as he often did on important calls. Since President Clinton’s 1998 sex 
scandal broke in the news, word come out that making such a recording without the permission of the other 
party may be illegal. Well if it is, my dad ain’t here to prosecute so you’re shit out of luck on that. Anyway, 
he later played the tape back to me over the phone when I talked to him from the Metropolitan Detention 
Center (MDC-LA) where I was being housed. Unfortunately, what I requested did not come through in his 
conversation to Maginnis. He somehow never asked him to speak up in court for my bail. But one 
important thing did come through though. In their discussion about the letters, Maginnis mentioned that one 
of them had been “hand delivered” to him. Even though my dad recorded over the tape with more recent 
conversations and I don’t have it now, I distinctly remember Maginnis using the words, “hand delivered.” 
Right away that caught my ear. From my interview on the day of my arrest, I already knew that agents 
pulled the Harvey Levin letter out of the mail box that they saw me mail on November 6th. I also remember 
agents telling me they did give Mr. Levin a copy of it. The first bundle of letters were all mailed on August 
28th so of course I wouldn’t have been under surveillance at that time. If Maginnis was “hand delivered” a 
letter, just like Harvey Levin, then that would mean that it too was pulled out of the mail box in similar 
search warrant fashion after they saw me mail it. After I got a copy of it as part of the Discovery I saw that 
it, like Levin’s, did not have a postal service cancellation stamp on it. There’s no doubt that it was pulled 
out before it could go through normal mail pick up routines. The fact that it had to have been the letter I 
mailed on October 24th, two days before the first fire ever started, means they had me under surveillance at 
least that far back. Recall now they photographed the house in late September or early October (I failed to 
write down the exact date) so who knows how long before surveillance commenced. 

I began to suspect deceitfulness around mid-afternoon. One agent was so intent on getting me to admit 
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authorship of “Fedbuster” that he told me he’d make sure my name is kept out of the newspapers if I’d 
admit to it. Moments later, another agent coming from outside the office inquired to his fellow agents, 
“what’s with all the media outside.” Surely the first lying agent knew that. Turned out, there were hordes of 
reporters outside just waiting for me. No matter what they would tell me or what I’d tell them, I knew then 
that I’d be all over the news. After 2 weeks of some of the worst and greatest number of fires in Los 
Angeles history, many being arson set, along with the fact that my widely-distributed letter threatened just 
such firestorms, there’s no way I’d be kept out of the media no matter what. Although it sure would have 
been proper for them to inform the media that they knew that I was only a letter sender and not a fire 
starter. One point had become crystal clear this early in the game though. There was deceit on their part. 
The flags were all raised and I had to be on guard. 

I was curious why no one ever brought up the 13 different handwritings on the letters and envelopes. 
In fact, it wasn’t until well after my sentencing in June 1994 that a Bureau of Prisons’ staff member 
interviewing me asked me about it. And no one even asked if any of them could have started any of the 
fires. It seems that once I was done and convicted the case was over with and they could care less who the 
real arsonists were. And it’s not like I was hiding the fact that I knew of their likely identity either. I openly 
stated it and no one cared. 

But all that comes later. For now it’s back to the interview. At this time I did not know that I had been 
under surveillance since at least two days before the first fire ever started. They knew I wasn’t an arsonist, 
yet their line of questioning was as if I was. It’s clear now that this was part of the ruse to scare me into 
admitting authorship of the letters. (Ironically, had they of been forthright and honest right from the start 
and told me they knew I wasn’t an arsonist and that all they wanted me for was the letters I would have 
been more apt to cooperate and help them with information that may have led to solving the real crime they 
should have been more concerned about — the actual arsons. It seems they had their priorities on the 
wrong thing once again; an offense I’ve admonished judicial personnel about over and over again 
throughout the years. Oh wel l !) 

Then, with an imperceptible change to his tone, Palacios let the cat spring from the bag, claws 
exposed — he pulled out a copy of the letter I mailed to Harvey Levin just the day before. Immediately I 
knew I was dead. The only way they could have gotten that is to have pulled it from the mail box because it 
was not scheduled to be picked up until the next day. Now I knew I was under surveillance all this time. I 
puzzled why the questioning kept on me rather than asking about the various stops I was making in the last 
couple days or the people I talked to, one of them being Crystal right out in the open on busy Santa Monica 
Blvd. I may not have been a trained investigator — and I had knowledge that they didn’t have — but still, I 
think there were other questions they should have been asking. 

But the fact that they didn’t was O.K. for now, and as time passed it was easier to let them go right on 
believing whatever they cared to believe. It would give me more time to regroup and get my ducks back in 
a row. As they quickened the inquiry’s pace and accused me more and more of being an arsonist I was 
becoming more and more scared. I was no longer denying the letters, but I wasn’t admitting them either. At 
the same time, I strongly emphasized that I had nothing to do with any of the fires. I insisted several times 
that I wanted to take a lie detector test. In years past I had been given them by the Secret Service, the 
L.A.P.D., and even a polygraph examiner privately hired by an employer. In all other cases I had something 
to hide. This one time I didn’t. I wanted them to limit their questions to the fires, of course, because I could 
be truthful in answering that I had nothing to do with them. 

It was well after dark when I asked to call home, mainly to find out if my personal property was being 
respected. At this time I was considering divulging my escapades into the outer fringes of hell with Snake 
and the fellas and probably take them to the park some of them hung out in and the hotel Danny had rented 
back when I knew them. But once I found out from my dad of the thieving destruction they had done I shut 
down real quick. Once they crossed that line of no return they had nothing  coming from me. At least not at 
that time. They think they’re so damn smart and powerful I suppose. Well let them march their god damn 
asses on out and find them themselves then. Their over-zealousness to violate me resulted in maybe the real 
arsonists going scot-free. Oh wel l ! That’s what they get when they try to lie their way into a confession 
and phony up a polygraph test. (Hold on, we’ll be gettin’ to that folks.) I could always divulge what I know 
later on so Snake and his cohorts could be brought to justice, but I’d do it at a time of my choosing. I was 
now a real victim here and I wanted to make sure that I was treated like one. I was going to have some say 
in this mess. Given the right circumstances, I’d be glad to give them up, but I needed something in return. 
To date, I haven’t gotten anything even close to prompt me to help them out. I don’t care if they’re ever 
caught. I didn’t lose a house in a fire. I’m worried about what I lost in this mess. (And if you want to peek 
ahead to see what that loss is check out Chapter 20.) Bringing them to justice brings me no personal 
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satisfaction. I’m a bottom-line oriented materialistic kind of guy and helping law enforcement does nothing 
for my bottom line. Bringing some of my violators to justice, as outlined on earlier and later pages, would 
bring me satisfaction. That’s more important to me than the arsonists of fires I wasn’t a victim of. 
Narcissistic? Damn right! You bet! Nobody cared about my property or about bringing my violators to 
justice so turn about is fair play. And they can chew on that awhile. I gave them the road map to follow — 
i.e. don’t mess with MY property — but they chose to follow their own beaten path — a path they’ve 
already been down with me. Now they gotta’ live with it — just like they had to the last time. And just like 
they expected me to live with what I’ve been subjected to throughout the years. They can snivel all they 
want. But they can’t say they weren’t told. 

Why they would engage in such risky behavior once again is beyond me. I mean; it doesn’t take a 
rocket scientist to understand there would be some kind of fall out from it. Maybe they thought the end 
justified the means. If so, they had another thing coming. After all, they knew me by now. It wasn’t as if 
they thought I was some unknown chump they could easily push around and get away with it. I had a track 
record for not allowing such misbehavior to go by unchecked or unpunished. If they would have been up 
front and honest in the beginning and kept your grubby little fingers off of my property,—as they were 
to ld  to  do  — on November 7th I’d have been more than happy to give up what I knew. I didn’t like what 
Snake, Mondo, and Danny had done, and I had nothing against giving them up. But now I had something 
more firmly against, and that was helping the government. The government that violated my personal 
property for the second time. I mentioned to Palacios how I wish I could have been present when they 
were searching my bedroom and his response was something like, “you know we couldn’t do that.” Well so 
be it then, but now you know I couldn’t help you out — either. Just think, they could have been sitting 
pretty well right about now with real arsonists behind bars rather than just little ol’ letter sender me! And 
they can chew on that a bit too! 

Absolutely everything was done to make me displeased more and more. Severely embarrassing me 
through the news media even though they knew I set no fires and enhancing my sentence beyond proper 
boundaries — over-punishing me on things I have already been over-punished on already (including both 
primary punishments officially pronounced by judges and secondary — sometimes more severe — 
punishing aggravations not a part of an official handed-down punishment but always a part of it anyway) 
and/or innocent of — were surely no help at all. (Knowing I especially like to embarrass judicial personnel 
back, it is especially negligent on their part to commit this offense even in a minor way, let alone the major 
way they did. They just kept digging more and more. They should be concerned about justice for all; not 
just winning a conviction at any cost using any tactics they want.) 

They knew I set none of the fires. They knew there were many different handwritings on the letters. 
Why couldn’t they just have kept their grubby little fingers off of my property, be polite, and merely ask if I 
had any information as to who the arsonists could be? Back in ’86, when I was arrested for vandalizing 
numerous vehicles, I distinctly remember a police detective emphasize how he was very careful with my 
possessions when he was in my bedroom because he saw how neat and orderly I was. I thanked him and 
then talked freely and openly about my crime to him. Too bad the feds didn’t do a little more homework. 
Hopefully they know now you can get more flies with honey. Is that the right saying here? Anyway, you 
get the point. 

Even though I decided to remain silent about Snake and the fellas for the time being, I still wanted to 
take a polygraph test so they’d get off my back about setting the fires. Finally they brought an examiner in. 
After a good deal of time briefing him in private, I was put in another room where his portable equipment 
was already set up. Before giving the test, these guys go over the questions they’re going to ask you first. I 
asked him to limit his questions to those pertaining to the fires. He said if I didn’t come clean on the letters 
first, the fact that I was holding something back would give a false reading on my answers pertaining to the 
fires. I suspected his rational right away because in a past test an examiner purposely kept his questions to 
one limited area of behavior they were wanting the truth on. 

He finally “reluctantly” agree to limit his questions to the fires. For the first time ever during a 
polygraph examination I felt relaxed. I knew the questions would be limited to the fires and I knew I had 
nothing to do with them. I answered them truthfully and with confidence. At the conclusion I was told that I 
had failed the test without question. That couldn’t be. I was so truthful and comfortable in answering. I was 
wondering if my body chemistry was such that polygraph results are not accurate on me. I also wondered if 
they purposely lied to me in an attempt to scare me further into a confession of the letters. Such deceitful 
practices are committed by law-enforcement personnel as was disclosed in the December 23, 1997 episode 
of Dateline NBC. Today I believe this aspect of their behavior is the truth. Nowhere in the entire Discovery 
report is there ever a mention of a polygraph examination being given. It mentions my request to take one 
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three separate times, but that’s it. Surely if I honestly did fail one that result would be prominently 
displayed in writing. Just another reason to continue a self-imposed silence. (In my 4-page letter of inquiry 
to Palacios I stated in bold I’d sure like a response on this one but never got an answer.) And nowhere 
in the Discovery was there a mention of analyzing my voice with a voice stress analyzer which is another 
lie-detector procedure technology has made available to law enforcement for some time now. Today it’s 
even available to home computer users with Windows-based machines. Just call (877) TRUSTER for info 
or to order. 

(More than a year after publication, and release to the public, of this book Dan Rather explored the 
subject of police deceit during interrogations in the May 6, 1999 episode of 48 Hours. “Police 
interrogations are usually by the book. There’s a manual for almost everything. There’s even one on how to 
arrange the furniture to get the best results. And not only are the police allowed to lie to coax a confession, 
they are taught how to do it. For example, to claim the results of a polygraph, such as this one, [pointed to 
by him] proved that a suspect is guilty or that there’s hard physical evidence when there is none.” Boy, am I 
glad  I let the fellas stay out a while longer.) 

Shortly before releasing the revised edition of this book on my Web page in May 2002 I conducted 
another search for any references to Fedbuster. To my surprise up popped the Web site of the person who 
administered the polygraph to me back in 1993. Turns out he mentioned Fedbuster on his Curriculum Vita 
page where he lists major cases he has been involved with throughout the years and that’s how the search 
engine found it. I’m sure he introduced himself to me at the time of the test but I made no note of it and as I 
mentioned already, the Discovery never revealed who he was. These polygraph discrepancies were inquired 
about in my letter to Palacios back in April 1998 which he never responded to. Now with the name of the 
actual examiner I could confront him directly with my allegations and see what he has to say if anything. 
He by the way is: JACK TRIMARCO & ASSOCIATES, POLYGRAPH / INVESTIGATIONS, INC., 9601 
Wilshire Blvd., Suite 744, Beverly Hills, California 90210, 310 247-2637 Phone, 310 276-4504 Fax, 
http://www.behaveanalysis.com/trimarcopolygraph.htm, jtrimarco@aol.com. A banner scrolling across his 
main Web page has the following: WHEN YOU WANT THE TRUTH,  AND NOTHING BUT..... Well I 
want the truth Jack. Will you give it to me? 

Apparently not. I sent him a letter on April 27, 2002 with my concerns laid out in detail but one week 
later it was returned unopened and marked NOT DELIVERABLE AS ADDRESSED UNABLE TO 
FORWARD. Surely this wasn’t a situation where the guy moved and left an invalid business address on his 
Web site. More than likely he recognized my name and just didn’t have the guts to answer my questions. 
Chances are Palacios advised him 4 years earlier of the allegations I was inquiring about and figuring that 
that’s what I wanted to know about he tried to pretend he was no longer at that address. Oh well, he can’t 
snivel he wasn’t given a chance to defend himself. He or any of the other suspects I sent letters of inquiry to 
are still welcome to answer up at any time. If so, I’ll immediately update the Web site and book and for any 
books already printed but not yet sold I’ll wedge a note in at this page. 

Toward the end of our long hours of questioning — actually I’d classify it as interrogation by now — 
they brought in Sergeant Yarbrough. This was their big gun — the bad cop of the good cop/bad cop routine. 
Most of the agents before this started out cordial and soft spoken with words evenly spaced, much like 
fence posts enclosing the territory they were occupying. Yarbrough was different. He played no punches 
right from the start in his ominous language accusing me of being an arsonist. Of course, for the time being 
they’re on their own as far as getting any help who they are. Maybe after I get out on bail, get all my 
property back, and get it back in pre-ransack condition I’ll put a helpful offer out on the table, but not 
before. For now they can wait. There’s an old saying; “fool me once shame on you; fool me twice, shame 
on me.” I wasn’t about to be fooled again. I needed something to bargain with just in case I didn’t get 
everything back. And knowing how they operate, I had every reason to worry. To this day I still haven’t 
gotten everything back that the Secret Service took in 1980 — even though it had nothing to do with 
counterfeiting in any way — and I sure wasn’t going to be left in a position like then with nothing to trade. 

Yarbrough’s reasoning as to why he thought I was an arsonist was so far off base that it scared me 
even more. Earlier I told you about how Mr. Truxton, who was one of the only close friends I’ve ever had 
in my life, was killed in an arson-set wildfire which swept through the Agoura area where he lived in 
October 1978. I knew a 15-year-old Agoura High School boy was convicted of setting that fire. Now 
Yarbrough presented me with a copy of that police report, along with the name of the boy which I never 
even knew before this, and expressed his theory as to why I set the fires. His reasoning seemed to be that 
because my one and only friend died in that particular fire that I wanted to avenge it, or some such reason 
as that. After hours of questioning (according to the Discovery it was approximately 12:15 a.m. on the 8th), 
the tiredness, the sacredness, whatever, I apparently blurted out, 
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“‘Alright officer, I confess — I’m Fedbuster, but I didn’t start any fires’ 
or words very similar to those,” according to the Discovery. Apparently that’s all it took. Shortly after 

that I was officially arrested, finally. Apparently all this time what they really wanted me to do is admit 
authorship of the letters. Once that was done they had what they wanted and that was it. The thing is, that 
once they saw me mail that follow-up letter to Harvey Levin, they wouldn’t have needed a confession to 
convict me of the letters. But they were sure bounded and determined to get it at all costs, a cost that 
probably cost them their best shot at possibly solving many if not all of those arson fires set during that 
infamous two-week period. If they would have only put their priorities on the right thing for a change — 
and their fingers off of my personal property — they damn well might have been sitting quite pretty with 
the real culprits behind bars rather than just little ol’ letter sender me. Is this a good time to say oops? 

(By the way, one of the 15 letters of inquiry I sent out went to Harvey Levin who began doing some of 
the investigation on the case before I was arrested. In my 4-page letter to him I addressed in detail the 
shenanigans and inconsistencies I was suspecting the government to be involved in. Surprisingly, he never 
responded, strengthening my belief that once the case was over with and it was old news no one seemed to 
care. I wonder if the arson victims will care enough to want answers? I sure would if I were one of them. 
And I’d be kinda’ pissed how the judicial system — and everyone else around them — dropped the ball if 
my house went up in a puff of smoke.) 
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CHAPTER 17 
Post-arrest 

 
It was shortly after midnight on the 8th that I was “officially” arrested. Hours earlier I already knew I 

wasn’t going home. Agents had told my father that I was going to be taken to the Metropolitan Detention 
Center in downtown L.A. (MDC-LA) and he relayed that information to me when I talked to him on the 
phone well before midnight. Also, throughout my interview agents never left me out of their sight. I was 
escorted by two agents whenever I needed to use the restroom. Despite going “voluntarily” with them to 
their office at around 11:00 a.m., it was clear that I was not free to leave the building if I wanted to. So even 
though I wasn’t “officially” arrested yet, it was in the works and I was going to be. For all practical 
purposes, I was “in custody” well before midnight. Yet when it come time for sentencing, my time in 
custody began on the 8th, not the 7th as it should have. I was cheated out of a day’s credit and still feel I’m 
owed. No matter how you look at it, I was in custody on November 7th and that day should have counted. 

After I got booked into MDC-LA I was immediately whisked away to administrative detention, the 
hole, for my own safety. Included in the news stories about me was the fact that I had a conviction for a sex 
offense against children. They never reported that it was a non-forcible offense though. Likewise, they 
prominently reported that I had tried to burn a church down in 1959 when I was 9-years-old. Unfortunately, 
they never completed the rest of the story as to how it all come about. After being in the hole a couple of 
days I was put in a special housing unit still out of the general population but at least not locked in a cell all 
day. That unit, known as 8-South Annex, housed those with physical disabilities, mental disabilities, and 
those who needed protective custody for various reasons. I fully expected to get released on bail once the 
court set a dollar amount. I had always gotten released on bail during my past arrests and those were for 
crimes where I actually did some damage. Here there were only threats to do damage and no actions toward 
carrying any of them out. The only injuries I caused were emotionally upset feelings by those who read the 
letters along with expenses the government incurred in arresting and prosecuting me. 

Now I know everyone’s going to jump on the bandwagon and say they were horrible threats. I don’t 
doubt that. And I don’t doubt that it caused some people to suffer some sleepless nights due to worry after 
what they read. But I will stand up on the highest mountain I can find and tell you that the emotional 
trauma anyone felt nowhere compares to what I suffered on a long-continuing basis as an ex-sex offender 
living among the most hostile and violent people on Earth — prejudice convicts. I don’t want to even hear 
your sniveling about how you suffered after what you read in my letters. I got denied bail on this case 
because my threats were “so” bad, but when I got subjected to a hell of a lot worse, they all turned a deaf 
ear. If they would have taken my abuse 1/100 as seriously as they are taking what I dished out in the letters 
I’d be much less grudge  filled today. : - ( You’re going to be hearing how I continued in a self-imposed 
silent state after being denied bail and refused to disclose the identities and actions of Snake and company. 
Much of that relates to being treated in a double-standard way once again, something I vowed long ago to 
no longer tolerate. If you’re going to downplay serious threats I suffered don’t you dare elevate less serious 
ones I put out and then think you got a favor coming from me. That shit don’t play with this dude! Sorry for 
the detour once again folks. One of my hot buttons just got punched! 

I already covered how they knew I wasn’t an arsonist because they had me under surveillance at least 
two days before the first fire ever started. But did the deceitful agents report that to the news media? 
Angrily no. They continued to let them believe that I was a suspect and with that my name continued to 
lead the newscasts night after night. What I needed was to get a copy of that letter I sent Maginnis on 
October 24th. If it was pulled out of the mail box, as I pretty well knew by now, and didn’t go through 
regular postal channels then its stamp wouldn’t be cancelled. 

As days progressed bits and pieces of the pages of Discovery filtered their way to me through my 
attorney, Deputy Federal Public Defender Paul L. Abrams. Sure enough, Maginnis’ letter did not have a 
postal service cancellation stamp on it. Those dirty bastards definitely had me under surveillance all that 
time knowing I had nothing to do with any of the fires, yet their harsh line of questioning was as if I did. I 
told Mr. Abrams about this and asked him to get copies of all their surveillance records so we could see it 
in black and white. A few days later his letter relayed their response, “the government has informed me that 
no surveillance reports exist.” Now I’m even more convinced there’s a cover up. No one’s going to believe 
they are going to devote all those expensive man hours to following me everywhere I go and not keep a 
written record. Even dumb-ass Mondo wouldn’t fall for that excuse. (In my inquiry letters to Palacios and 
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Gleysteen I stated in bold I’d sure like to have this confirmed but heard nothing from either one. 
Gotta’ wonder what they’re hiding here.) The earliest positive reference in the Discovery of surveillance is 
on November 2nd, the day the Malibu fire started in which three people died. Yarbrough clearly had no 
business pursuing the line of murder-related questioning he did. Let that be a lesson to everyone. Invoke 
your Miranda rights right on day one. They can’t trick you into anything if you keep your damn mouth 
shut! You know, I address this quite extensively in Revenge, but I failed to listen to it myself. 

This time — for the first time ever — I was denied bail because of that well worn phrase; I was 
supposedly a “danger” to the community. This excuse alone was used, despite the fact they knew, or should 
have known, that of the past times that very same excuse was haphazardly thrown up into my face when I 
wasn’t a real “danger” at all, it later, out of spite, brought out behavior (sometimes not even illegal 
behavior) to purposely show that I could be a “danger” — or in the very least, a real nuisance to the judicial 
system. Accomplishing one of those opposites of what they’re trying to accomplish — like handing them 
back some of the disadvantage they’re throwing at me — especially when it can be done without breaking 
the law, has been an ongoing pet project of mine for years and I openly speak enthusiastically about it. 

Unofficially, I was told that if I hadn’t of made all the publicity I did that bail wouldn’t have been 
such a problem. The thing is, I wouldn’t have been a publicity item to begin with if the FBI and ATF would 
have been honest and forthright from day one and told the media that I wasn’t an arsonist. Had that of been 
done I would have been just a person who sent some threatening letters in the mail, something that 
probably happens often and never gets reported in the news; and with that I could have gotten bail set. This 
I will never forgive — nor forget. But besides that, John Orr was let out on bail, and he was a real serial 
arsonist whose federal case made a lot of publicity several years ago. (And even again recently in a state 
murder trial.) He was a former fire fighter and I believe an arson investigator who actually set fires and 
then wrote about them in a book he was going to publish. I’d say his behavior was a lot more dangerous 
than mine so if he could be let out on bail then surely I could have been. But no, I had to be another double-
standard victim. 

Now, basically for political reasons I was going to miss my parents’ 50th, and final, wedding 
anniversary, my birthday, a final Christmas together, plus I was being housed in more restrictive living 
conditions than general-population inmates are all because of my high-profile case that had no business 
being so. 

And on top of that, I could not see what damage ransacking agents had done to my personal property 
on the day of my arrest. I had only had the crime scene described to me on the phone by my parents and it 
was pretty bad. As far as I was concerned, they could play their games if they want, but I’m not giving up 
any information until I get out to survey the damage, make sure I get everything back, and put everything 
back into pre-ransack condition. That could be any time soon, or they could deny me bail forever, in which 
case I won’t get home until the end of my sentence. It’s fine with me if they want to be that way. I don’t 
mind giving the most-likely suspects an extended vacation before they’re brought to justice. It’s no skin off 
my back. And I don’t want to hear any sniveling that I’m the one responsible for the lengthened time frame 
between commission of crime and arrest. You just follow the blood trail back to where it begins. If the feds 
really wanted to do everything possible to round them up quickly, they knew darn well how to act properly 
toward me and my property. They knew my personality traits. They knew my hot button. They knew I had 
a track record for returning liabilities back upon those who violate me. Although they didn’t know I had my 
feet firmly planted in the ground with a good solid OATH backing me up, these other things were well 
publicized. I was a life-long subscriber to the what goes around comes around theory and they damn well 
knew it! They coulda’ had ’em on day one. But no. They had another agenda to follow, and that was 
violating me — again . These guys may prefer a Mancuso FBI type of image, but I’d say it was more like 
Keystone Kops. Sometimes even Barney Miller comes to mind. How ’bout Barney Fife? Naw, not that bad. 
Palacios was not Robert Loggia though! Who? He was the star of Mancuso FBI, and a darn good one at 
that. (Hey, how ’bout an America’s Dumbest Law Enforcement TV show as a counterpart to Fox’s 
America’s Dumbest Criminals? Ya think society’s ready for it? If we can get more victims snitching them 
off like I am here so everyone sees how prevalent all this crap is it just might sell. How ’bout it Fox?) And I 
don’t mean to slight Gleysteen either. He was a co-conspirator in all this mess. Like I’ve said before — and 
you’re sure to hear again (because I firmly believe it) — I didn’t lose a house in a fire. I’m worried about 
what I lost in this mess. I believe in turn about as fair play. If I gotta’ wait, then they can too. We’ll just all 
wait together. And wait we did. Oh wel l !  (Or as they sometimes say — shi t  happens .) This is one of 
those examples of how the judicial system has various ways of leaving victims in its wake. I get victimized 
first, and then the arson victims, who they’re suppose to be helping, get victimized a second time on 
account of the wait. I guess the Waco and Ruby Ridge fiascos weren’t the only major screw ups the feds 
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committed — they were just more publicized. Oops! And for you “get tough on the defendants” people out 
there I have just one question for you all. This is your government at work folks. Are you proud of it? 

At one point, I considered bringing it out that I knew the likely identity of the real arsonists and that I 
would be willing to give more information once I put my personal possessions back in proper order. 
Holding something back to bargain with is not without precedent on my part. You’ll recall, part way 
through my second counterfeiting sentence in the fall of 1982 I anonymously notified the Secret Service 
that I knew the location of a large sum of good quality counterfeit money. Before this time, they had no 
idea I was holding out. Well you know the rest if you read Chapter 8 — they conned me out of it. 

I thought of that old saying once again, “fool me once shame on you; fool me twice, shame on me.” 
They fooled me once, I wasn’t going to fall for it again. I did plan to quietly let it be known that I knew the 
likely arsonists’ identities and let them come to me for more but no one ever did. It’s as if because the case 
was over and closed no one cared at all. Here it was, one of the biggest news stories of the decade, various 
news organizations wanting my story soon after my arrest and now that its over, let’s just sweep it under 
the rug and forget it. I wonder if the real fire victims think that way? I don’t think so! 

On January 28th the FBI released the remainder of what they had taken from our house during the 
raid. My father picked everything up from the West Los Angeles FBI office and later that night read from a 
list of everything returned. Now as it turns out, the FBI & ATF didn’t repeat the same mistakes the Secret 
Service committed years earlier by refusing to return some of the things they took. But I still wasn’t ready 
to give up any information though because I still hadn’t personally inspected everything or put it all back in 
pre-vandalism condition. The thing I wasn’t ready for though was being ripped off by my own family 
members watching after the house after both my parents passed away. If I would have been out on bail, as I 
should have been, I could have hired somebody reputable to look after my affairs during my absence but I 
wasn’t able to. Resolving those particular thefts, which include some irreplaceable family mementos, are 
one thing I still have to deal with before I end my self-imposed silence. Those thefts are covered in Chapter 
20. 

It was particularly anger provoking to be denied bail by U.S. District Judge Harry L. Hupp and 
Assistant United States Attorney Gregory W. Jessner who knew my mother was dying of cancer and that 
this would be, and in fact was, the last Christmas we could have spent together. Nor was I allowed to attend 
her funeral on January 3, 1994 despite a court order I be taken to it. (She died on December 29th. I got the 
news directly from my father during one of my regular telephone conversations home. At least I didn’t have 
to hear it from cold-hearted prison staff.) A private viewing at the funeral home was better than nothing, but 
it still wasn’t the funeral service with family around. And then, to pile anger upon anger, I was again denied 
bail after she died so I couldn’t even be with my father for his last days on Earth, while confined to a 
hospital bed, even though I had pled guilty to all the counts Jessner wanted me to and “accepted 
responsibility” for my benign letter writing campaign. As a result, he died among strangers — the staff at 
the hospital. (My dad’s two sisters who come out from Nebraska were with him earlier in the afternoon but 
not when the time had come.) And then, to anger me further, I couldn’t even go to his funeral on February 
17, 1994; despite another court order to take me — the U.S. Marshals saying, “we did it once, we’re not 
doing it again.” These are things I will never forget nor forgive; even if all other past wrongs are made up, 
as they should be, and all perpetrators were to apologize, as they should do. This one though can’t  be 
made up. 

Title 18 United States Code § 3142 outlines how judges are to conduct hearings to determine if a 
defendant can be let out on bail. One sticking point against me was that my crime was classified as a “crime 
of violence.” At the time I found that very surprising. I never touched anybody; how could I have 
committed violence? My definition of violence is more as the real world sees it. Somebody has to actually 
be injured in order for it to be considered a violent crime. The State of California distinguishes violent 
felonies from serious felonies from other felonies that are not violent or serious. And their list of violent 
felonies contain only truly violent acts in all cases but one that I’m aware of. (Penal Code § 288 — child 
molesting involving a child under 14-years-old — is in that violent category even though the statute 
includes the little talked about or acknowledged acts where a younger person is a willing participant who 
initiated the interaction. If that 13-year-old lover enticed 35-year-old Mary Kay Letourneau into bed here in 
California and they had a baby together, as was apparently their arranged plan, she would still be guilty of a 
violent felony even though they both termed themselves as “soul mates” and the relationship as a “natural 
romantic love” in which they “walked together in the same rhythm.” If 288 PC had various degrees to it — 
similar to murder’s 1st, 2nd, and manslaughter — this particular form of interaction could surely be taken 
out of the violent category and placed back into the garden-variety non-violent felony where it belongs.) 

The feds are different. Section 3156 of Title 18 defines a “crime of violence.” The part that pertained 
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to me included these words, “an offense that has an element of the offense the use, attempted use, or 
threatened use of physical force against the person or property of another.” Merely threatening somebody 
— or even their property — with harm, even when there is no intent to carry out the threat, is violence in 
the eyes of the feds and is one valid reason to deny a person bail. My first thought was, well the cops who 
beat Rodney King got out on bail without anybody objecting and they did actual real violence that led to 
serious injuries. And as I already mentioned, even serial arsonist John Orr, who actually did commit arsons, 
got out on a very closely supervised bail. (If I remember news stories correctly, he wore a transmitter ankle 
bracelet.) Naive me still figured bail would be no problem. After all, even though I had a lengthy criminal 
record (none of it containing violence, other than minor non-intentional injuries to a few people back in 
’86), my excellent performance while out on bail all those times, along with my making all court 
appearances on time would surely go in my favor. In fact, that’s even one of the things they’re suppose to 
take into account. But no, Hupp and Jessner never even considered that. “I think the risks to the community 
are too high in view of the past history,” is how Judge Hupp justified his decision to deny me. 

Ironically, the very things they pinned my denial on had the exact opposite effect of what they were 
trying to accomplish and that dulled the pain just a little bit. They were required to consider things that “will 
reasonably assure the safety of any other person and the community.” Now I may be wrong here, but I 
would say that showing the Maginnis — “No Justice No Peace!” — letter around (which I got from the 
government as part of the Discovery), with his home address prominently displayed within its pages, and 
ranting angrily about his misbehavior to anybody who would listen could have put him into more danger 
from released irate inmates that had been screwed over by an attorney they didn’t know where he or she 
lived than having me at home in a content, and silent, state caring for my ill mother while we spent our 
final Christmas together. After all, look what speaking out against him to just Snake and his minions almost 
led to. Of course, Hupp and Jessner weren’t aware of these items at the time so they couldn’t be held 
culpable for that. 

And as far as safety of the community? Wouldn’t the community have been safer with the real 
arsonists behind bars, where it’s possible they could have been if I wasn’t in a self-imposed silence, which I 
wouldn’t have been in if I could have saw to it that my property was put back in pre-vandalism condition, 
as I could have done if I’d have been out on bail — as I should have been? Whew — that was a long 
sentence. But, of course, Hupp and Jessner didn’t know all that either. Oh well ; that’s the way the cookie 
crumbles I guess when priorities are placed upon the wrong things, as seems to happen way too many 
times. Maybe next time they won’t trade off a long-term ideal for a short-term advantage. When they’re 
commanded to “take into account” the “characteristics of the person” while making such an important 
decision like bail, shouldn’t they think of the possible liabilities back to themselves and society when one 
of those “characteristics” is a well-known desire to achieve the exact opposite of what the judicial system is 
trying to accomplish? When will they learn to listen to my admonishments? PEOPLE! Keep your 
priorities on the right things! (Namely, thoughtful and fair consideration for both sides.) When they are 
we’re all benefited — you as well as me! (And I have a mountain  of documentation to back that up!) Do 
you like my little wavy effects with words here? Don’t mind me — I’m just feeling a little extra giddy 
about venting this stuff out. It’s about time it gets told. It’s taken a long time. Fess up to it, you caused the 
same condition (danger to society) you’re suppose to be eliminating or preventing by not letting me out on 
bail and in return, letting the arsonists remain free. Would you like a Kleenex to snivel? 

And don’t you dare try to say I had an obligation to tell the feds or even that I lied to them. First off, I 
had a right to remain silent. You know about that; Miranda rights they call it. I was read them and signed 
that I understood them at 11:35 a.m. Pacific Standard Time on November 7, 1993. I waived them and 
agreed to answer their questions and I was truthful as best as I can remember. Now I know I was denying 
being “Fedbuster” in the beginning; but in reality my words were, “that’s not my writing” on the letters; 
and it wasn’t. None of it is. On the letters, nor on the envelopes. As far as the fires, I denied being involved, 
and that’s true. They never asked if I knew who set them or even if I had any suspicions who might have. 
They were too busy being in their “ruse” mode to think through where their priorities should have been. So, 
I was well within my rights legally to keep my mouth shut, plus I didn’t lie. Legally, it wouldn’t have been 
illegal to lie though, because I wasn’t under oath. But I didn’t need to lie when they failed to ask the right 
questions. Besides, they dare not have a right to complain if I am not as forthright with helpful talk or 
actions when they themselves were rather unforthrightful on that day; both in actions and words. (Their 
Discovery admits to using a “ruse” while questioning me — and don’t forget they lied about the color of 
my van in order to obtain a search warrant too.) I’ve often been heard saying, “If they choose to play by 
less than the rules of the road [first], then they dare not have a right to complain if I respond in a like 
fashion.” Turn about is fair play? Yup; it works for me! : - ) Maybe they thought they could have it both 
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ways — expect me to be forthright when they themselves were unforthrightful. Well they’re dead wrong on 
that. That shit don’t play with me. Ya want honesty? Ya gotta’ give it first! Capish? 

Let me take this opportunity right now to handle one little C Y A chore. (Pause for the 
transition.)........................ There — now that I’m within my C Y A mode we can continue. During one of our 
VOCAL meetings several inmates with a bit more legal smarts than I admonished me that it may be 
illegal to withhold the information I have on Snake and the fellas. While aiding and abetting someone to 
commit a crime is illegal, I do not fit in that category because I did nothing to help them start the fires. 
Heck, I never even spoke favorably about doing such a thing like I often do when talking about non-violent 
revenge. And I’m not hiding them from justice either. They’re not in my house being hidden. They’re 
totally out on their own — somewhere. So then, we come to the question — is it illegal to not inform on 
them? Can that be considered hiding them or aiding their escape from justice? Is a person required by law 
to tell when somebody else commits a crime? Health-care workers are required to report suspected child 
abuse; but is the average citizen? But what about, as in this case, where authorities Mirandize me and then 
fail to ask about other participants despite seeing many different handwritings on the letters? Hmmm. (The 
FBI’s own laboratory in Washington D.C. even confirmed that in a report issued four days earlier which 
said, “It was concluded that the ‘FEDBUSTER’ letter and the ‘NIGHTCRAWLER’ letter were prepared by 
different writers.” And surely they knew that none of the writing was mine because Secret Service Agent 
Davidson took handwriting exemplars from me way back on September 27, 1977. I know that date because 
I’ve got a copy of the samples signed by both of us. [See Appendix III. Actually Appendix IV; it got 
bumped down one notch when another final fly in the ointment got shuffled into the mix at the last moment 
before publication. Sorry ’bout that.]) And what about someone who does not even know for sure whether 
they committed a crime? If you only suspect someone of doing the dirty deed, is there a legal requirement 
to tell someone? Hmmm again. And what if that suspicion is strong? As stated in the disclaimer at the 
beginning of this book, my specific intent is to be law abiding for the remainder of my life. With that in 
mind, I’m compelled to make the following statement. Snake and the fellas are fictional characters. Any 
resemblance to actual persons living or dead is purely coincidental. There. Does that satisfy the legalese 
among you? Now I don’t want to hear anybody sniveling that I’m breaking the law by holding back vital 
information on a major crime. If you want to bitch, just hold the above statement directly in front of your 
face until you stop your bellyachin’. Now let’s get back to our story. (Pause for the transition back to 
normal mode.)........................ Those wishing to believe the above scenario need to know that nothing else 
at all is fictional in this book. Every person mentioned is real, and so are the actions they did. And most 
times there is documented proof of those actions too. Wanta’ see it? 

After I pled guilty to all 6 counts Jessner wanted me to plead to — the “Fedbuster” threats, 18 U.S.C. 
§ 844(e) — on January 10, 1994 we tried to get bail again so I could be out to help my dad after my 
mother’s death less than two weeks earlier. The U. S. Sentencing Guidelines, which define the rules that 
will be followed in order to sentence me, defines “crime of violence” a little more leniently. The part that 
pertained to me is defined in § 4B1.2 and includes these words, “has as an element the use, attempted use, 
or threatened use of physical force against the person of another.” Notice the words, “or property,” are not 
there. My counts of conviction, as defined in the indictment and § 844(e), threaten property only and not 
persons. With the letters threatening people’s lives not a part of the counts I stand convicted of, I am not 
guilty of a “crime of violence” and that sounds cool. It shouldn’t have been to begin with if you use real-
world definitions of violence which is how Congress should have structured the law from day one. 
Hopefully bail would be no problem now. Ah, but luck was not with me; and in return, not with the 
government either who was “sentenced” to suffer a longer self-imposed silence. For sentencing purposes, 
where the Guidelines set the rules, I was not guilty of a “crime of violence.” But for bail setting purposes, 
18 U.S.C § 3156 still defines “crime of violence” and in there the words “or property” stuck it to me. I’m 
still guilty of a “crime of violence” as far as using that factor to deny me bail. 

Part of Judge Hupp’s official reason for denial was, “I think the risks to the community are too high.” 
If he believed that me in and the arsonists out is safer for the community than me out and them in, I’ve got 
a piece of ocean-front property in Arizona to sell him. That’s a joke folks. I’m not selling any land right 
now. Seriously though, in his favor he wasn’t aware of my secrets. I thought once again of placing an offer 
on the table — i.e. bail and return of my seized property for the arsonists — but after Assistant U.S. 
Attorney Curtis B. Rappe and Secret Service Special Agent James D. Davidson threatened me out of my 
legally purchased printing press and unused paper they knew I was hiding back in ’78 and the Secret 
Service conned me out of my buried counterfeit money in 1983, I wasn’t going to fall for such shenanigans 
again. Being a victim of middle-level bureaucrats run amuck still gnaws at my innards. If I was going to 
expose my knowledge, it was going to be on my timetable and on my terms. And if they didn’t like? So? I 
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don’t give a flying fuck whether they like it or not. I’m not here to please them. 
Another anger provoking thing bubbled to the surface months after I was sentenced and bail was long 

a dead issue. Malcolm X’s daughter, Qubilah Shabazz, was arrested for trying to hire a hit man to kill Louis 
Farrakhan, who was an enemy of her father. She apparently thought he had something to do with her 
father’s death and wanted to avenge it. Even though her crime easily fit within the “crime of violence” 
statute, she be released on an unsecured bond. And I couldn’t get bail at any cost. Boy, was I glad  I was in 
a self-imposed silence. 

One thing I’ve learned in all my years of involvement with the judicial system is that if they want to 
grant you something they will interpret their rules in whatever way necessary in order to help you. But if 
they want to deny you, you can damn well bet they’ll be interpreted in such a way with all the legalese 
words to fully justify why you got nothing coming. They easily could have gotten around that “crime of 
violence” definition if they wanted to. They did it with the Rodney King cops and theirs was a “crime of 
violence” for both bail and sentencing purposes. Oh well, I can accept that as long as I know that two can 
play that game too. I had an ace in the hole that I knew they wanted, if only they knew I had it. And that 
little bit made my time just a tad bit easier. Enough of the bail issue. It’s time to move on to the next hurdle. 

I had a court order to be taken to my father’s funeral, but even with that the marshals were balking. 
They brought me over to the marshal’s lockup at the federal courthouse with the other inmates going to 
court that day as it seemed I would be going out with some privately hired off duty law-enforcement 
personnel. But a combination of problems, beginning with the marshals now wanting more people to escort 
me, led to me missing the 11 a.m. service. When they backed out at the last minute my attorney got ahold 
of Judge Hupp, who was attending an out of town conference, and did get everything straightened out, but 
by then it was too late. It was then just a matter of catching the early van back to MDC-LA after lunch and 
forgetting it. Only now those dirty bastards wouldn’t take me back on the early van because they said that, 
“you’re still scheduled to go out.” “But I already missed the service,” I told that bitch (female marshal), 
“there’s nothing to go out to now.” “Sorry, you’re still scheduled to go out,” was her wise-ass response. 
And there I stayed, for the last van back. I was royally pissed. First they back out on a court order. Then 
when they know I had missed it they still made me stay there as if I was still going to go to it. I had to wait 
about six more hours on nothing but heard seats while everyone else finished with their court appearances. 
Those dirty sons-of-bitches got nothing coming from me ever . I became so enraged after that and my 
verbal speech reflected it to everyone within earshot; inmates and staff alike. I yelled to them at the time 
that if I just happened to be the lone witness to a vicious attack or murder of a marshal or a marshal’s 
family member and was the only person in the entire world whose statement to police and/or testimony in 
court could bring the perpetrator to justice I’d remain silent and wouldn’t even think of lending a finger to 
help do so in any way. And as my anger level has grown over the years, I’ve expanded that proclamation 
out to include any and all law-enforcement personnel; even minor staff members working in the law-
enforcement field such as secretaries and janitors. If you clean up after law-enforcement people or type up 
their dictation ya got nothin’ comin’ from me — EVER! For the rest of my entire life, if I just happen out 
of coincidence to witness such a crime upon such a person or one of their family members, if I’ve got any 
say in it; the perpetrator’s going free and I hope you don’t like it. And what if I am one of maybe two others 
who could positively ID the culprit you may ask? I’m glad you did. Let’s assume the others would correctly 
ID the suspect. Would I go as far as perjure myself by saying the attacker is definitely not the guilty party? 
Such testimony, I’m sure you’re aware, could then give the jury a reasonable doubt and result in an 
acquittal. I’ll decline to answer that question right now because to answer in the affirmative could be 
breaking the law. I will add though, that you do owe me a free perjury pass — i.e. no prosecution if I do 
commit a perjury. After all, you wouldn’t prosecute Mrs. Reeves for the perjury she committed against me 
back in ’85 which left me a victim so you owe me one — a free pass. We’ll just leave it at that. And how 
about Gleysteen? If he perjured himself, as I allege he did, don’t I have two free perjury passes coming? 
Now I know this scenario is highly, highly unlikely ever to happen. But it does emphasize how awfully, 
awful ly  h igh  my anger level is. They took something from me that I could never get back — something 
that meant more to me than anyone could ever imagine. So much so, that it left a gaping hole in my heart 
that will never heal. That has to be impressed upon them in the strongest of terms. There’s no forgiving 
them for what they did. Unlike Maginnis and other violators, their misdeed can’t be made up with money or 
in some other way. There is no way, short of a time warp back in time to that rainy February day in 1994, 
that it could ever be made up. I just wish I could repay them in a comparable fashion — like for starters, 
keeping the actual guilty marshal who was responsible for screwing me out of attending the funeral from 
attending a funeral of one of his or her dear loved one’s. Give him or her a taste of his or her own damn 
medicine. That’s what’s deserved! 
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Besides, if you had me testifying against someone else I can damn well bet that the prosecutor 
wouldn’t impeach my credibility like Rappe did when I was testifying in my behalf and he used my sex 
offense against me. As far as I’m concerned, they can’t have it both ways. They’re not going to be flip-
flopping my word back and forth to suit their purposes. So that’s just another reason they’d have nothin’ 
comin’ from me! 

(And for the communities of Manhattan Beach and Torrance, they’re even deeper in the dog house. If 
I become aware of any crime happening there — be it major or minor — to even a private citizen, and am 
the only one who could help bring the guilty culprits to justice, they have nothing coming from me either. 
Not only did they violate me a second time, as outlined on earlier pages, but these two communities partook 
in the vandalism of my house on the day of my arrest — a third “strike.” Private citizens down there be on 
guard. Having me as a witness is tantamount to having no witness.) 

I think you need to know further about my relationship with my parents to fully understand my anger 
level here. I was their only child and never lived apart from them, except for the times when I was in 
prison. They never deserted me during my travails throughout life; whether it was when they found out that 
I was gay or during encounter upon encounter with the judicial system. They were always there to help me. 
Also, it’s widely known that I am a loner with no close friends. In fact, I haven’t had any real friends for 
years. Oh, of course, I’m friendly with club members at the various astronomy, Audubon, and computer 
clubs I attend — but as far as real friends; not one. No one I associate with outside of club meetings. The 
only real friend I’ve had in life, as I mentioned before, was Mr. Truxton, the founder of the astronomy club 
which I attended beginning as a teenager and on through my mid-twenties. He died in the arson-set fire in 
Malibu in October 1978 when I was at the Federal Correctional Institution (FCI) at Terminal Island. Staff 
wouldn’t let me go to his funeral because he wasn’t a “family member.” Even when I explained to them 
that he was closer to me than all of my aunts and uncles it made no difference. Even having a staff member 
offering to escort me to his service was no help. I was left with the belief that if he was a family member 
there would have been no problem at all going. Now, when the only other people I’ve been close to in the 
entire world die and are family members I couldn’t get the judicial system to take me. The stickler here was 
the jurisdiction I was in. Bureau of Prisons’ staff members, those that had me in custody back in ’78, said 
that if I was under their control it would be no problem. But because I was still unsentenced, I was in the 
custody of the U.S. Marshals — and they’re the ones who were balking on taking me. So basically, I’m like 
a political prisoner of one arm of the judicial system that refuses to take me even though the other would 
with no problem. 

The marshals are on my shit list and every law-enforcement person — including secretaries and 
janitors — will pay for their sins for as long as I live; no ifs, no ands, and no butts about it! And if anyone 
wants to snivel about it, well just remember that this anger comes from much deeper within the core of my 
being than any other anger I have over unfair judicial-system practices, so you just march your god damn 
ass right on back to that particular marshal who decided to disobey a court order. Now my attitude may be 
cold here, but that marshal should have realized there would be some kind of liabilities for his or her 
decision to cheat me. So wherever my travels of life take me, you ain’t got nuthin’ comin’ from me! Period. 

In my rage that day after being told that lame excuse as to why I couldn’t go back on the early van I 
also yelled out in a waving scolding-finger tone, “I’m the only one in the entire world who can solve your 
god damn arson cases and I’m not talking ’till I see my parents’ graves. So chew on that awhile!” The way 
my angry attitude saw it at the time (and still does), if I had to wait until I get released from prison to see 
their graves, then they’re going to have to wait to get something from me. I’m a firm believer in turn about 
is fair play, and this is one of the best examples to put that adage into practice that I’ve ever had in my 
entire life. And as you know, we waited. I dressed up in the suit my father bought me a few years earlier — 
the one he commented on how he wanted me to look good at his funeral after I had mentioned that I already 
had a suit and didn’t need a new one — and visited their graves on October 4, 1996, the day after I got out 
of prison. 

That statement I blurted out in a fit of anger was not only the first time I ever led on that I knew who 
the arsonists were, but it was also not totally true. I don’t absolutely know they’re guilty. I believe they are 
— but I never saw them after August 28th, the day I mailed the letters, and they never told me they were 
going to do it. (Their “fire speech” was limited to wanting to burn Maginnis out.) Since my declarations to 
the marshals that day I’ve remained truthful in the statements I make. I know the identity of those who I 
believe set the fires and that’s what I’ve said to prison staff members and inmates since then. 

I often refer to the arsonists in a context as if I know for sure they did it or that I’m the only one that 
could bring them to justice. While my words on the topic often could lead one to that conclusion, I don’t 
have absolute proof they were involved because I wasn’t there and they never told me they were going to 
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set such firestorms. While burning Maginnis out was mentioned, killing him was more fervently discussed 
and that wasn’t committed. Readers need to understand that when I talk about bringing the arsonists to 
justice, I’m meaning bringing those who I feel are the most likely culprits, those I believe could be guilty; 
not that are in fact guilty. I can’t bring the arsonist-hunting battleship all the way into the harbor, I can only 
plug in some excellent coordinates. The judicial system will have to delve into their activities back in the 
time frame in question in order to make a “beyond a reasonable doubt” determination. Now I know that 
could be harder to do with the passage of time (they may no longer have the incriminating things they 
surely had in their possession back then), but who do they have to blame that so much time has passed? (As 
simple an act as keeping their grubby little fingers off of my personal property could have negated this 
whole dialog. Thanks to that one incident, the real arsonists quite likely rode off into the sunset, never to be 
heard from again — unless, of course, we can round them up now.) While I can have that “reasonable 
doubt” suspicion settled in my own mind, as I clearly indicate, my mere feelings that they are guilty are not 
sufficient for a jury to convict. Heck, look no further than O.J. Simpson. Many of us feel he was guilty; but 
according to the law, he ain’t. Have I clarified that or are you more confused? Just make sure you don’t 
interpret my words pertaining to the arsonists as if to imply I have the absolute proverbial smoking gun. 
There’s plenty of residue indicating that it was freshly fired mind you — it’s just not smoking; not too 
much anyway. A puff here, a puff there. Everywhere a puff puff. Alright already; I’ll forget the jokes. I’m 
just feeling so extra proud of myself how I turned a great deal of disadvantage directed toward me back 
upon you all, and didn’t even have to break the law to accomplish it. You know, one of those opposites of 
what they’re trying to accomplish deals. Oh, I just love it when a plan comes together. : - ) 

In a memo dated November 27, 1995 given to Mr. David L. Wisehart, my Unit Manager at FCI 
Phoenix, but addressed “To: Any interested BOP [Bureau of Prisons] staff member” I said, It’s a little bit 
satisfying that because of FBI-ATF deceit & misconduct (things they knew I was touchy about) I shut 
down & to this day they don’t know who it is that I believe started all the fires nor will they till they read it 
in my book. They were so determined to get me as much time as possible now it’s coming back to bite 
them as they have to wait to find out the real guilty culprits. The thing is, the longer that wait is the less 
likely the culprits will be where they were when I knew them but that’s what they get for screwing me over 
as itemized in my support documents….” 

My blared out remark to the marshals was also not planned. They say you can’t unring the bell once 
it’s been rung, and that’s certainly true here. For fear they’d pull a Rappe/Davidson threat on me, I didn’t 
want this knowledge known until after my sentencing date. It was in this very same marshals’ lockup back 
in ’78 where Rappe and Davidson, in cahoots with my own defense attorney, Michael Sobel, approached 
me in a threatening tone and insinuated that if I don’t give them my printing press and 51 reams of new and 
unused paper, which I was hiding, that I’d get more time when I go for sentencing. You’ll recall, Judge 
Hauk had just convicted me of passing counterfeit currency and raised my bail pending sentencing. After I 
was taken from the courtroom, Rappe spoke up to Hauk asking him to order that I give them my press and 
paper. Hauk made it as a condition of getting out on the higher bail that I do so. Even though Hauk told 
Rappe that he would have to bring the formal forfeiture proceedings forward, Rappe has refused to do so to 
this day. 

If they knew that I was holding back, they could hold it over my head and threaten me with a higher 
sentence if I didn’t talk. Remembering their past shenanigans back then, I knew all too well that they’re not 
above such atrocious tactics. Even though the U.S. Sentencing Guidelines that are now in effect limits the 
range of sentence a person can legally receive from the judge more than they did back in ’78, they can still 
fiddle with them enough to screw a person over if they want to. I didn’t want that to happen. I wanted to be 
the one on top of this mess, the one holding at least some of the cards. Now that my secret was known, I 
expected Jessner to show up any minute and make a similar Rappe/Davidson threat. I had three choices: I 
could tell him the whole truth; I could refuse to talk at all; or I could make him think that what I’m telling 
him is the truth and that I’m cooperating when in fact I’d be giving him bogus names and places to lead 
them astray. Knowing my anger level and how I’m so against helping them, plus how I want to cover my 
ass, it doesn’t take a rocket scientist to see that my most favorable choice would be to pick door number 
three. Well, as it turned out, Jessner never did squeeze me for information. Fortunately, the marshals never 
picked up on it — even though another one within earshot just looked at me in this dumb-founded look of 
sort of surprise and lack of care — and my bellowed words died right there. Inmates are always yelling 
angry and disparaging words at jailers so they probably don’t even listen. Lucky me, I guess. The marshals 
even took out the floor to ceiling wire mesh partition separating us and them they had the last time I was in 
their custody, and installed one with thick glass so we could still be seen, but now heard less. 

By the day of the funeral I had already firmly decided that I would remain in a self-imposed-silent 
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state until I get a chance to survey the damage the thieving vandals made at home, plus I wanted to make 
sure I got all my property back. Just because my father picked up the last of what they claimed they still 
had didn’t mean anything. I needed to check everything first. I wasn’t going to be suckered or made a patsy 
again à la Secret Service 1980 style. Even telling them years ago that I’d teach people how to counterfeit 
money until I got it all back has done nothing to prompt them to make it right. Nor has telling them that 
until they return the stolen items I’m going to listen in on law-enforcement radio frequencies so I could tip 
people off that are under surveillance to ruin cases that are being investigated. Even as we speak; I’m still 
waiting for them to come through and they’ve made absolutely no stink at all about my ongoing activities 
to avenge their thefts. Although its been awhile since I’ve done such things outside of custody; I’m sure the 
feelings are still there and could easily resurface at a moment’s notice. Maybe they think their changes to 
our money will make it too hard to counterfeit. While they pose more difficulties, those piddly-ass changes 
are mostly a big joke — especially when passed to dummer-looking people who don’t look that close. If 
they were really serious about stopping counterfeiting they’d make our money like some countries do with 
a lot of colors all blending together. Here’s a hint. Follow what our friends to the north in Canada are doing 
with their money. Now that’s virtually counterfeit proof. 

So basically, being I was already being silent on account of the property thefts, by proclaiming that I 
was going to remain silent until I get to see my parents’ graves — even if that wouldn’t be until after 
release from prison 3 or so years down the line — added no further disadvantage to their position. I already 
knew I’d have to wait for release in order to survey my property and I completely accepted that bail was 
now a dead issue. As far as I saw it, we can all wait together. And that’s as it should be. They have to be 
taught that there are consequences for their misbehavior. It was no skin off my back and it was sort of 
personally satisfying knowing that them trying to give me as much time as possible was actually giving 
them a greater disadvantage in the long run — i.e., that the real arsonists, the ones that should be getting 
time as soon as possible, were in fact enjoying a l o n g e r breath of freedom. It was like doing one of those 
opposites of what they’re trying to accomplish that I’ve always enjoyed so much coming back at them full 
strength with. And in this case, I didn’t even have to do a damn thing to achieve it — I just had to sit back 
with my big yap slammed shut in silence and do my time until it was my turn. Like I’ve been heard saying 
so many times before, it didn’t matter to me if the arsonists were brought to justice in a timely manner; or if 
ever. They’re your arsonists, not mine! I didn’t lose a house in a fire. I’m narcissistic! I’m worried about 
what I lost in this mess. Now that may be cold-hearted to say, but look at it this way folks! No one cared 
about my property; or even my personal safety while I was in custody. So why should I care about anybody 
else’s? (Besides, the fellas treated me O.K. and that’s a lot more than the feds, or anybody else with the 
judicial system, ever did!) If you ask whether this is one of those laughs last, laughs best scenarios, I’ll 
admit it brought a chuckle to my belly. By screwing me they were screwing themselves (and society), and 
that made the extra aggravation I was suffering a little bit more palatable. : - ) 

Although I’ve visited the cemetery, confirmed that everything taken by law-enforcement was returned 
(minus a few not-to-important items), and put all my property and the house in general back in pre-
vandalism condition, they’re not out of the woods yet — not by a long shot. Other things have crept in to 
prompt me to keep my mouth shut and they are listed later on in Chapter 20. 

I don’t know of any money that could make up the denial of bail simply because of the extreme media 
publicity — and resultant embarrassment — despite the fact they knew I was not an arsonist. Or for that 
matter, I don’t know what amount of money could make up the lies they uttered in order to get their search 
warrant so they could commit their vandalism. More than one inmate I related the Snake story to, who also 
suffered their own set of victimization by the judicial system, indicated how they could look back with 
satisfaction if they worked up enough “courage” to cause a lot of destruction and vent a lot of anger in a 
similar such way. They said that even though they’re not normally like that, extreme victimization over and 
over again tends to bring out the worst in people. Chilling statements, but it just goes to show how badly we 
are taking what they do to us. The Oklahoma City bombing was one example of revenge. There’s a lot 
more less serious examples. But on all of them the blood trails leads right on back to improper activities of 
judicial-system personnel. 

As weeks progressed I saw Jessner was going after the maximum sentence possible within the U.S. 
Sentencing Guidelines. One major ground we lost on was grouping. According to the Guidelines, when 
there is no clearly identified victim you take society as the whole as the victim and group the counts of 
conviction. Guideline rules instruct judges to consider only the “primary victim,” rather than a “secondary 
victim.” My 6 counts of conviction involved the letters that were sent to fire stations which weren’t even in 
the brush fire-prone areas I was threatening. We felt that each recipient of the letter was not the primary 
victim because the threat was not directed to them. And we had other case law to back up our reasoning. 
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If a person sends a threatening letter to the President of the United States it is someone else who opens 
the letter and reads it. Yet the one who sent it is punished with an enhancement for threatening a public 
official. In other words, the court looks at the content of the letter, who it is threatening, not merely the 
subordinate who opens it and reads it first. That same reasoning should have been followed here. The 
person who opened it was not being threatened, nor was his fire station. The threats were directed to brush 
fire-prone areas and those particular fire stations were not in brush fire-prone areas (although one was 
close). In the end I did about 11 months longer than I should have done if they would have been grouped 
properly. I chalk this one up to fiddling with the way Congress intended the Guidelines to be interpreted. 
Judge Hupp felt each recipient was a “primary victim” of the threat and sentenced me accordingly. We did 
appeal but lost there too. 

While the above thing was just a difference of opinion regarding how the Guidelines should be 
interpreted, Jessner saw to it this sentencing did not go without its share of misconduct. In Rappe-like 
misleading fashion, both in his Position papers filed with the court shortly before I was sentenced and 
verbally to Judge Hupp at my sentencing hearing, Jessner tried to leave Judge Hupp, and the news media 
present, with the false impression that I had 4 child molesting convictions on my record when in fact I had 
only one. My 1971 felony conviction contained 2 counts of Penal Code 288 that were consolidated in 
Superior Court for guilty pleas and sentencing. According to U.S. v. Smith 991 F.2d 1468 (9th Cir. 1993) at 
page 1473 we find, “all prosecutions combined for trial or sentencing [count] as a single conviction.” A 
single conviction Jessner — not 2. Smith further clarifies that even separate cases with different case 
numbers, like mine had, are related where the defendant was sentenced in one proceeding by the same 
court, as I was. And my other convictions were for merely soliciting a sex act of a minor — one happening 
when I was a 16-year-old juvenile myself. Although the misdemeanor vagrancy statute contains the words 
“annoy or molesting child under 18” it is misleading to put a conviction for this statute (647a PC, later 
renumbered to 647.6 PC) into the same category as the actual completed act of child molesting felony 
statute of 288 of the Penal Code. Technically, I have 3 convictions for child molesting — not 4 — but 2 of 
those are misdemeanor soliciting only! To claim even 3 without clarifying the true nature of 2 of them is 
improperly misleading and worthy of correction. Absent putting them in the proper context, it’s clearly 
deceit flat out and should not go unchecked. If I would have lied or provided false information to the Court 
Jessner would have accused me of obstruction of justice real quick. So I should be able to accuse him of the 
same thing without any problem — right? (He was sent a 3-page letter on April 24, 1998 and asked to 
respond to my allegations here but chose not to.) 

Besides the Court hearing the lies, the ubiquitous news media picked up on it too and really played it 
up. They reported over and over my “multiple” sex offense convictions. I blame Jessner for that. He’s the 
one who had his bureaucratic paws in it up to his elbows. When I expressed concerns for my safety if I go 
to prison he had the nerve to write, “Because the instant offense does not involve child molesting, there is 
no reason that other inmates or guards should learn of his pedophilia.” What’s he going to say next — that 
inmates don’t watch TV, listen to radio, or read newspapers? Well what he wrote was that I, “should have a 
comparatively easy time managing in prison.” Well I beg to differ with you, Greg ol’ buddy, but USP 
Lompoc ’94 would prove otherwise. Maybe you could get your bureaucratic paws involved in that and help 
bring my attackers to justice. It would sure help redeem you a bit, not to mention clearing up one of the 
hurdles keeping you apart from Snake and the fellas. You do want them don’t you? I once got punished 
with extra time when I lied to Judge Hauk back in 1978. Jessner should also be held culpable and punished 
for lying and deceiving Judge Hupp. And an apology goes without saying, ya know I got that coming. 

And on top of that, Jessner made it clear to the court that I was continuing to engage in child 
molesting activities right up to the time of my arrest. Yet he knows this is another lie. One of the things 
agents seized from my bedroom was my diary which covers my sexual escapades with other men. I talked 
about this earlier how the Secret Service found it in 1980 during their search. Much like Senator Bob 
Packwood does, I wrote down pleasurable experiences I’ve had in bed with sexual partners. While I often 
covered how good the sex was and the various things we did, nothing was as kinky as what sportscaster 
Marv Alpert would have included in his diary if he were to write one. Just traditional good ol’ gay sex. But 
I did include the ages of the men I made love to and all were 18-years-old or older — although not much 
older. The feds’ search warrant this time included language to authorize a search for any “documents 
concerning pedophilia” so I’m sure they read my diary to see if anyone under 18 was mentioned. (It is 
mentioned in the Discovery by the way.) 

In his Position papers, Jessner was quick to point out such things as how I “kept a file on Judge Hauk” 
(newspaper articles detailing his uncommon courtroom demeanor and anti-gay remarks over the years), 
how agents “recovered blank identification documents” in the house (birth certificates, social security 
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cards, and high school graduation diplomas which they initialed and later returned; probably by mistake), 
and how I am “an expert counterfeiter…adept at disguising [my] handwriting, as a cursory review of [my] 
writings illustrates.” First off, I don’t think printing money on Cranes Crest 20 lb. White Wove 100% 
cotton paper using a Multi 1250 offset press, aluminum plates presensitized to light, and Kodak Kodalith 
ortho type 3 Estar thick base film, items easily purchases by anyone at graphics arts and paper supply 
stores, classifies me as an “expert.” I would reserve that designation for one who has mastered the art of 
intaglio (engraved) printing; the method used to print genuine currency. And second, in his “cursory 
review,” Jessner may have thought all those different handwritings on the letters and envelopes were mine; 
but if he would have just read the FBI’s own findings from their laboratory in Washington D.C. dated 
November 3, 1993 (quoted earlier) he would have known they aren’t. But did he know? And if so, was it an 
accidental omission or a purposeful deceit? Hmmm. (Well we won’t know because he refuses to answer my 
inquiry.) (It’s also interesting to note that Bakersfield Detective Ott, in speaking about the various letters 
claiming responsibility for vandalisms of cars up and down the state, was equally flawed in his analysis of 
that group of letters. He stated in his report, “upon reviewing all of the letters they appeared to be written 
by the same person.” Surely even you lay people out there can see those are all different handwritings.) 
Jessner also wrote, “Doctor [Benjamin] Hulkower’s [one of the psychs who examined me before 
sentencing] apparent contention that anger at defendant’s former defense attorney [Maginnis] was the 
primary cause of defendant’s crimes is surely wrong. Defendant did not even mention his attorney in the 
‘Fedbuster’ and ‘Nightcrawler’ letters.” That just shows how little Jessner really knew about me and this 
whole mess. 

What is known is that he conveniently left out them finding and reading my diary because I could use 
that to prove my lovers were all of legal age and he didn’t want anything to dissuade him from his point of 
view that I was an active child molester. Just because my van has “curtains over the van’s windows, and in 
the back [there] was a pristine white mattress” does not mean it was “outfitted for child molesting.” Such 
talk like this went on and on, sentence after sentence placing emphasis upon angry emphasis that I was 
actively involved with child molesting and had been doing so continuously for a number of years. As I said 
before when I addressed this issue with the Secret Service’s crap, yes, I have sex in my van — and 
previously it was a station wagon with curtains and a bed in the back. S o what. It’s with legal-age men, and 
I don’t hide that fact. To this day, even though I live alone and could bring someone home; those I meet in 
Hollywood or West Hollywood we do it down there in the privacy of my van. There’s no need to drag ’em 
on home to make love. (For your information, it’s registered as a housecar; just like a large motorhome. I 
don’t see anybody sniveling about old retired husbands and wives possibly having sex in their vehicles as 
they travel our beautiful country. Just try it and you’ll have the Good Sam Club bitching at ya’ — or maybe 
the American Association of Retired Persons.) And I did too sleep “in the back of [my] van.” Interviewed 
neighbors told news reporters how they saw me put my telescopes in it to take out of town to areas that 
have darker night sky viewing condition. I usually slept overnight in it after I was up much of the night 
observing the wonders of the universe. And Jessner knew damn well that it was my adult sexual encounters 
that initiated this whole mess. Just recall my evening spent with Steven; getting gonorrhea; suspicion of 
AIDS, etc. etc. You know the rest. And Jessner knew limited pieces of it. 

One thing several newspaper articles were quick to connect was the statement in “Fedbuster,” “When 
they took (stole) my vehicle they screwed with my sex life to,” and the supposed child molesting 
“implements” the Secret Service made note of in their 1977 report. This “connection” was apparently to 
indicate that their taking of my car interfered with my molesting of children. That wasn’t it at all. It 
interfered with my sexual activity with legal-age guys. How you ask? Because without my station wagon, I 
was limited to using my parents’ 2-door Oldsmobile Toronado, and we couldn’t get all naked in a bed in it 
to enjoy sex to the max. That’s how it interfered. Had nothing to do with children at all; so get off that crap. 

Apparently Jessner didn’t want to though. His Position papers mentioned, “When defendant was 
arrested in 1985 [for soliciting 16-year-old Michael Reeves], police searched his van and again found a 
considerable amount of child molesting paraphernalia, which is detailed in Paragraph 107 of the 
Presentence [Probation] Report.” Now here’s the entire contents of Paragraph 107: “Police then searched 
the defendant’s nearby van. In it, they found pornographic literature, a camera, binoculars, KY Jelly, 
literature on homosexual affairs, a bed, three Penthouse magazines, four homosexual oriented, sexually 
explicit magazines, a hand-held flat surface vibrator, a one-eighth empty bottle of Southern Comfort liquor, 
and an unknown amount of a drug labeled ‘Lidocaine,’ in injectable form. The defendant therefore was also 
charged with one count of 4230 BP [Business & Professions Code]: Controlled substance without 
prescription, a count which was subsequently dismissed in this case. The defendant was ultimately found 
guilty of three counts of the above-listed 647 (a) PC: Annoying/molesting children.” Those magazines all 
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had adult pictures in them — and I can prove it, because I still have them. And I have the police report 
which includes pictures they took of the inside of my van with those same magazines spread out on top of 
the bed. Anybody want to see ’em? Surely if there was any child porno found in my van that would be 
prominently mentioned in Paragraph 107. But it wasn’t because there was none there. But did that stop 
Jessner from stating that I had “a considerable amount of child molesting paraphernalia”? No! Can you see 
why I entrenched myself into a self-imposed silence even deeper after reading the lies that poured forth off 
of his papers? 

Jessner should also know that when I was driving around early on the morning of my arrest I was not 
making an “attempt to pick up juveniles for sex” and that it is not true to emphasize the place I was as “an 
area known for juvenile male prostitutes.” While the area is known for male prostitutes, someone under 18 
is uncommon and to emphasize that is deceitful. If I wanted children there are other places one is more 
likely to find them such as video arcades and playgrounds — places I do not go to. As I mentioned earlier, I 
was looking for Danny that morning who was a part-time adult prostitute. Now I know that Jessner’s job is 
to make me look as bad as possible to the court, but it ain’t right to be dishonest while doing so. Apparently 
the modern-day snake-oil salesman is alive and well and the poisoned product he was selling was a 
dishonest version of me. Shame on Jessner in the sternest of ways for stooping to Rappe-like tactics! Rappe 
come out like a goat in that mess and it cost society a bundle. Does Jessner want his issue? Shouldn’t he 
have learned by Rappe’s mistakes; which he was very well aware of? Hmmm. And he had the nerve to say, 
“Simply put, defendant is not a truthful person.” To that I say; let him who is without sin cast the first 
stone. —John 8:7. Keep all this in mind when we get to Chapter 21 will you please? Just for the record 
though, Jessner’s Position papers do contain one statement that is so accurate that no one at all will dispute 
it — ever: “Defendant still feels that the government owes him.” Do I hear an Amen? How ’bout dittos? 
(Only Rush Limbaugh aficionados would understand that reference. Check out KFI AM 640, 9 a.m. to 
noon if you want to know.) 

Just why do they feel so compelled to stoop to these tactics? It seems like we have honest folks on one 
side with a proper understanding of how truth is acquired and respected, and how it is to be administered. 
And then on the other side we have judicial abusers wearing honest-appearing attire. These folks believe 
that the truth is less important than their public image and how it might be enhanced. The worst offenders 
live by the idea that the truth matters less than the utility of an action in serving a political agenda. Could 
this be Jessner? 

You say people wouldn’t sink into the sewer of deceit on account of a political agenda? (If you saw 
CBS’s Public Eye on June 24, 1998 you’d know they do.) Imagine for a moment a fictitious Mr. X. Mr. X 
is an anonymous, faceless little man who, in the outside world, would be of very little consequence to 
anybody’s life. But Mr. X, as a bureaucrat, is suddenly draped with the power of the whole United Stated 
Government, and people act as if he is a person with the judgment, intelligence, and maturity to be taken 
seriously. Just food for thought folks. I, for one, have no use for mindless, middle-level bureaucrats who 
run around without any controls. How ’bout you? I say, with people like Mr. X, the judicial system is a 
sleeping dinosaur of an institution that lumbers along more and more out of alignment with the society it 
thinks it serves. How ’bout you? It’s been said before that our justice system is sometimes like a maze 
constructed of elaborate and impenetrable barriers to the truth. That definition sure fit in this “Fedbuster” 
case. How many other cases have fingerprints of prosecutorial misconduct all over them? Hmmm. “ 

In Revenge one statement I make is, “If they make decisions on the basis of what’s politically 
acceptable, rather than what’s right, make sure they get some bad press. See to it they get the opposite of 
what they’re trying to accomplish.” Need more be said? Oh, and by the way, here’s another one I like, “By 
the way, have you ever broken down the individual parts of the word “politics” into their separate 
meanings? “Poli” meaning many, and “tics” like the bloodsucking insect. So then we have poli and tics — 
many bloodsuckers. Cool! That works for me.” 

I am so awfully glad I was in a self-imposed silence at the time and vowed to stay there until I was 
ready to end it. If there was anything I was going to have power over, that was it. I held the key to the 
whole thing — the whole shit-and-caboodle, and they weren’t gettin’ it; not for a damn good deal of time. 
And I felt good about that. The hell with those arson victims; I was feeling at the time. I know that’s cold; 
but Jessner’s deceit coldened my heart. Now I know you’re not going to find colden in the dictionary; but 
trust me folks — that word fits here. And so does reading these last few sentences aloud in a raised angry  
voice (while waving a shaking scolding finger at the computer monitor) to simulate my own speech as I 
read it back to myself during proofreading. 

I think for each over-mention — meaning each mention of it beyond saying it once — of my child-
molest history, Snake and his minions should enjoy one extra month of freedom. By that I mean, my self-
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imposed silence should be ex tended  by one month per each “Jessner mention.” What do you think? 
Hmmm! Actually, that thought was on my mind on the morning of June 13, 1994, the day I was sentenced. 
Knowing how Jessner overly-harped on it in his Position papers filed with the court days earlier, I expected 
a repeat performance verbally to Judge Hupp when it came time for him to give his spiel. I made it my pet 
project that day to note each time he committed that offense with the express idea in mind of delaying my 
speaking out by one month per “Jessner mention.” I just like that term. It’s so fitting. Actually, “Rappe 
violation” sounds better; seeing that Jessner merely repeated the same performance that his comrade did so 
long ago. The legal community has a way of naming things after individuals. We have “Miranda rights,” 
“Marsden motion,” “Morrissey Hearing,” and “Megan’s Law” to name just a few. What’s wrong with a 
“Rappe violation”? Hereafter, such an offense will be called “Rappe violation,” in honor of the first person 
to commit the misdeed — against me anyway. If anyone would like to inform him of his newest “honor” or 
voice any criticism, as of January 1998, Curt Rappe was a Superior Court Judge in the downtown Los 
Angeles Criminal Courts Building at 210 W. Temple St., Los Angeles, CA 90012-3210. (213) 974-5726. 
And while we’re giving out addresses here, why don’t we get Jessner’s out among you? As of March 1999 
he’s still an Assistant U.S. Attorney at 312 N. Spring St., Los Angeles, CA 90012. (213) 894-0511. 

After the vandalism arrest (after I got out of federal prison) came to the surface and put everything on 
hold until April 1998, I decided to withdraw this project. This book gets published as soon after that case is 
resolved (and bail is returned) as I can include last minute details and get it to print. Just for the record, 
Jessner committed his namesake violation only two times verbally to Judge Hupp on the day I was 
sentenced. With no other problems coming to the surface, I fully expected to publish this book three 
months after my release from confinement; October 3, 1996. (One month was on account of waiting one 
extra month to attend my first-Wednesday-of-the-month computer user group meeting as explained more 
fully below.) Too bad other flies got in the ointment. Oh wel l ! 

Some people — actually, a lot of people — have criticized me for holding on to past injustices with 
the intensity I do. One psychiatrist labeled me — and rightly so — an “injustice collector.” That’s a badge I 
wear prominently displayed, no doubt about it folks. (Another one said I’m someone who keeps a 
“scorecard” with respect to being treated fairly and unfairly by others and still another said I’m “obsessed 
with fairness.”) This just lends support to my theory about how so many of you out there are perfectly 
content with a double-standard system of justice. I’m suppose to forget about the violations committed 
against me and move along with my life, while at the same time, the judicial system not only won’t forget 
about violations I committed, but will harp and harp on them just as if they happened yesterday. More than 
once, not only did I get more time in custody than I should have gotten for an offense, but they used that 
conviction — even ones they knew weren’t valid — to enhance a new sentence. You want me to forget past 
injustices? What’s that saying once again about he who is without sin cast the first stone? Oh ya, it’s in 
John 8:7. When you people harp more and more about my past inequities I just resolve myself more than 
ever to not forget old offenses committed against me. Clear? 

Jessner also still insisted he thinks I did set one or more of the fires even though they know I didn’t. 
After his big mouth lies I now sort of wish I really would have; after all, I’m getting accused of it. In 
reality, I’m not that kind of person though. My revenge has always been intentionally non-violent. (Now I 
know you’re going to say that assault is automatically a violent crime by its very definition and that I have 
a conviction for assault. Well, first of all, I shouldn’t have a conviction for assault. As is covered 
thoroughly in earlier pages, my criminal behavior did not meet all of the elements in order to sustain a 
conviction of that statute. And second, it was non-intentional. My intentional act of vandalism on property 
is a non-violent crime.) 

Jessner even harped that I wasn’t apologizing to past victims I violated like those who I passed 
counterfeit money to. Of all the nerve! For one thing, my conversation with the probation officer in 
preparation to him doing a Probation Sentence Investigation report for the court was limited to the current 
offense conviction only at my attorney’s request. Past letters to judges available to Jessner apologized for 
those past crimes. It is a lie to say I didn’t apologize for them. (In some cases, I withdrew apologies as 
mentioned in my Statement of Judicial Debts Receivable but he didn’t have that document to reference.) 
NOW  he needs to apologize for deceit to Judge Hupp. It’s also a lot of nerve to criticize me for failing to 
make an apology I had in fact made when they still refuse to make any they know they never have made. 

While I’m real quick to criticize, I am just as adamant about praising those that do something beyond 
the ordinary. Jessner did make some extra efforts to try to get me taken to my father’s funeral. I’m not 
going to go as far as suggest that he was having some guilt feelings about being a primary reason why I 
wasn’t out on bail to begin with — which is the reason I was missing the whole thing — but I did detect 
some sympathy, and some effort beyond his usual job description. And that’s worth a bit of praise and 
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thanks. I’ll let slide my trying to analyze his remark to the court in his sentencing papers, “Defendant’s 
parents had lived to old age, and rather than being tragic, their deaths were a natural part of life’s cycle.” Or 
his remark verbally to the court at the time of my sentencing, “Moreover, it’s not particularly unusual. 
Unfortunately people’s parents die; it is a fact of life.” Technically that’s all true; but it’s still cold to say. 
And it contributed to keeping my heart in a chilled state — exactly the opposite temperature they should 
have been trying to achieve. 

The individual worthy of the greatest praise though was my Deputy Federal Public Defender, Mr. Paul 
L. Abrams. If Maginnis would have performed at 1/10 the level that Mr. Abrams did, this whole mess would 
have never come about. I went into this case with no thought of beating it. I was seen mailing a letter and 
there was no way to convince a jury that I was innocent of that. My stance was to work at getting as little 
time as possible. While I did my own foot work in the prison law library to research my options, Mr. 
Abrams handled things from his end in a very extraordinary way. To position me to the court to the greatest 
advantage he put a lot of research time into avenues that never even entered my layman’s mind. Because 
they were new strategies to me, I would have had no complaint if he did not perform them. But by 
performing them, I knew they were praiseworthy acts. 

Separate from his legal performance, he went way beyond the call of duty to help me at the time of my 
mother’s death, and later at my father’s. If it wasn’t for him I wouldn’t have been able to see my mother 
that last time at the funeral home. Unfortunately, I wasn’t able to see my father but it wasn’t for a lack of 
effort on his part. On this one thing he and Jessner worked together on. And when I was attacked at USP 
Lompoc he come to my aid again and was instrumental in getting me transferred from there as soon as I 
was. Normally transfers take much longer to process. 

And at MDC-LA I had Dr. Hennig, Ms. Anderson, Mr. Fry, Mr. Munoz, Mr. Bustamonte, and Mr. 
Langowski who were helpful and supportive at the time of my parents’ deaths. I was lucky I had them at 
that difficult time. Please forgive me if I botched the spelling of any of these names. O.K., that’s it for 
praise. There’s no one else left in this particular federal case that’s worthy — unfortunately. It’s time to 
continue our story. 

I already mentioned how Judge Hupp cheated me out of one day of credit because I wasn’t “officially” 
arrested until after midnight even though, for all practical purposes, I was “in custody” since before noon 
the day before. One of the liabilities I was going to impose on them for this was to give the fellas one extra 
month of freedom. Why one month you ask? I’m glad you did. One of the three computer user group 
meetings I go to meets on the first Wednesday of the month. My release date was Thursday October 3, 
1996, one day after that meeting. If I wouldn’t have gotten cheated out of that day I would have gone home 
the day before and made it to my meeting. Instead, I had to wait one extra month to go to that particular 
meeting. And the return was going to be one extra month of freedom for the fellas. Because this next case 
come about (vandalism) which we’ll be covering in Chapter 19, I withdrew that punishment. Lucky you all. 
For your information, one of my other computer group meetings meets on the first Thursday of the month. I 
got home from the airport just in time to go to that one. Still, I had to wait a month for my Wednesday 
meeting, so the punishment would have been in effect despite making my Thursday meeting. Sorry ’bout 
that — it’s just the way I am. Live with it!!! 

But one day is nothing compared to this. The U.S. Sentencing Guidelines takes the current offense 
severity, prior convictions, and other factors such as grouping of counts (as we discussed earlier) into 
consideration in order to arrive at a sentencing range. Judge Hupp used my convictions for the sexual 
solicitation of 16-year-old Michael Reeves back in 1984, the accidental assaults in 1986, the supposed 
threat to disclose the wrongs of Mrs. Reeves back in 1988, and one of my two counterfeiting convictions. 
All that added up to a range for me of 33 to 41 months. (The child molesting and one of the counterfeitings 
were beyond the time limit they could count.) While the Guidelines permit “Departures” above and below 
this range, in general, the judge was limited to sentencing me within this range. 

If they’re making such a deal about the first three offenses listed above, then why couldn’t I get 
officials to do something about the extra severe sexual solicitations that were directed at me as a young-
looking inmate in prison in the early 1970s? Why couldn’t I get them to make a deal about it when I was 
threatened in prison over and over again by inmates aware of my sex offense not only in the early ’70s, but 
to a lesser extent in 1987 through 1990 also? And beyond any of that, if my 1986 accidental minor assault 
(where no one even sought medical attention as per the police report and probation report prepared for this 
case) was such a big deal to warrant more time in custody and more points on my Bureau of Prisons’ 
“Security Designation Form” to put me in a higher custody prison than I needed to be in, why then 
wouldn’t staff take it serious enough when I was purposely and viciously assaulted to want to bring my 3 
attackers to justice? (Hold on, we’ll be covering this story shortly.) I told them I could point out pictures of 
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2 of them in a photospread yet they refuse to do anything about it. 
We tried to get the Maginnis conviction’s three “Criminal History Points” not included in the 

sentencing calculations because it was a conviction that should not have happened to begin with. 
Unfortunately, a new U.S. Supreme Court case just a month old prohibited us from pursuing that avenue. 
The conviction would have had to be reversed at the state level first before the federal level could avoid 
counting it. Had we of been successful, my sentencing range would have been reduced to 27 to 33 months. 
(The vandalism conviction, which would have remained intact, would have left two of those three points 
still there, but having one less point was what was needed to bump me down one “Criminal History 
Category.”) While Judge Hupp wasn’t legally permitted to disqualify that one extra point it added to my 
total, he was very much permitted to go anywhere within the range his little ol’ heart chose to lead him. He 
gave me 40 months, just one month below the maximum he was allowed to. 

You’ll recall how I spoke earlier about U.S. District Judge Robert J. Kelleher taking an interest in how 
I had been violated in the past and considered that when he handed down a lesser sentence than an average 
repeat offender would get. Although he sentenced me to a short prison term, it was a sentence that clearly 
had a hidden message behind it. It was like he was saying, “you did wrong and you deserve some 
punishment, but you were also wronged very badly by us and I recognize that contributed to your 
misbehavior.” Acknowledging I had been wronged — albeit a silent acknowledgment — was a vital 
message I carried with me as I began serving that sentence, and that did my emotional stability more good 
than a ton of psychiatrists could ever hope to accomplish with years of “traditional” therapy. This was a 
case where my high degree of sensitivity to injustices in the past manifested itself in a high degree of 
sensitivity to an extra degree of concern and compassion which resulted in it being appreciated more than 
an average defendant would have. Of course, being permitted to stay out through the holidays in 1981 was 
just icing on the cake. 

Now fast forward ahead to sentencing, Judge Hupp style. I would have seen a 33-month sentence as a 
hidden acknowledgment that Maginnis was wrong. I say that because 33 months was the lowest sentence 
the Guidelines permitted Judge Hupp to give me in the category I was stuck in, but it was also at the top of 
the proper range I should have been in if Maginnis was kicked out. Ideally, 27 months would have been 
preferred, but because 33 overlaps both ranges, I would have considered that an acceptable “acceptance of 
responsibility” that Maginnis was wrong. Getting stuck with 40 months to my “mentally ill” state of 
thinking is tantamount to telling me that “we don’t give a flying fuck whether Maginnis wronged you or not 
— this isn’t Judge Kelleher’s courtroom.” Well, of course, my revenger philosophy returns that favor with, 
“I don’t care if your arsonists are brought to justice [with emphasis on your because they didn’t burn me 
out].” Of course, I didn’t say it out loud, just like Judge Hupp didn’t verbalize his hidden message to me 
out loud, but that doesn’t mean our messages didn’t get “sent” and “received.” 10-4? (That means O.K. to 
you non 2-way-radio folks out in the audience.) 

As an added point of information, while speaking of some of the past injustices I suffered at the hands 
of the judicial system, Dr. Benjamin Hulkower, Ph.D., one of the psychs who examined me before 
sentencing, asked the court to “simply recognize” my “position…in some manner, with words.” While in 
no way endorsing the “actions” I used to avenge those wrongs, he felt that such an acknowledgment would 
be a “plus” to my particular “psychodynamics” in that I would be less apt to still believe that “authorities 
don’t care.” Even though to “humanize the Justice system” was detailed as a “psychological necessity” that 
would have a “positive effect” for me, Judge Hupp chose to not only disregard it, but he threw it all back on 
me in that I didn’t take “advantage of” the “provisions at that time for challenging” the seizure of my 
property. And where did he get that idea? “From certain implications I got from the papers here” he said. 
Hel lo! Wake up guy; I mean Harry. I’ve been very vocal about all the steps I took in my attempts to get it 
all back. Even the “Fedbuster” letter refers to those steps. Polite requests, harsh requests, promises to teach 
counterfeiting and tip people off that are under surveillance until I get it back are all on the record. (And if 
anybody wants to see copies of these many letters I sent to various Secret Service agents and U.S. Attorney 
Rappe in years past I’ve got ’em for you.) And God only knows how long it’s going to take them to get it 
all back to me. How dare Judge Hupp say there are no “implications…from the papers.” There’s a 
mountain  of it out there — and it’s been there long before my August 1993 threats were ever put down 
upon paper. Needless to say, not only was I pissed at the lack of caring he showed, I was overwhelmed with 
joy that I had en t renched  myself in a self-imposed silence. Judge Hupp could have followed the lead of 
his colleague, Judge Kelleher, and began “therapy in the courtroom itself” as Dr. Hulkower suggested. But 
he didn’t, so now we have a higher barrier to get over in order to non-self impose me. Oh wel l , no skin off 
my back — time to hoof it on off to prison. step… step… step… step… : - ( Me an’ my secrets. : - ) 

Well, at least I won’t be facing a double whammy. It’s bad enough having the inmates know I’m a 



 
 
 

 
135 

 
 
 
 

child molester. At least I won’t be pegged as a snitch also — the second most looked down upon thing. I 
mean, I gotta’ live with these guys for the next three years. I don’t need having myself appearing worse 
than I already am. C Y A? You bet! I come first. Don’t like it? Ask me if I care. 

My thanks to Dr. Hulkower for his less-than-common suggestion to the court. It’s high time 
somebody recognizes that I’m not just imagining that these things were wrong to do to me. Usually they 
merely report that I perceive them as “wrong,” and then say it in such a condescending way as if to deny 
that they were wrong deeds to commit to begin with. I also want to thank Dr. Bruce L. Danto, M.D. Now 
this psyche was chosen by Jessner. My history with prosecution-chosen psychs indicates that these guys 
more-often-than-not bring to the table a scale pre-tipped in the prosecution’s favor. With that in mind, I 
want you to see what Jessner’s choice had to say about me. Now I’m sure he would have given Danto every 
bad-appearing piece of paperwork he had on me, including Revenge. It’s emphasis on doing no injuries to 
anyone surely contributed to his conclusion here. “I do not feel that he constitutes a danger to the 
community in terms of lethal behavior. He might be involved in some antisocial activity, such as 
counterfeiting or hustling a dollar in some manner or another, but I do not see him as an actual danger to 
the community.” He nailed me on the head closer than any other examiner has ever done. Jessner was 
surely hoping for justification to his “upward departure” sentencing request. Instead he got, “I would 
certainly not consider this man a candidate for outright release on probation, but would insist that he remain 
in a structured environment, such as a half-way home for a considerable period of time, and that he be 
assisted in being evaluated for and sponsored in a vocational rehabilitation activity, where he can learn a 
trade, so that he can make an honest living.” Had Judge Hupp of followed through, the fellas may already 
have been several years into serving their long prison sentences. Oops! Later on you’re going to see how 
denying me a half-way house for the last few months of my prison sentence (which is something inmates 
are suppose to be entitled to) and cheating me out of the opportunity to complete a vocational computer 
course has extended the fellas’ already longer-than-necessary vacation. Oops again! 

All this confirms what I’ve said before. If they want to screw you over, they’ll justify to themselves 
some way to do it; despite what probation or psych reports recommend. Judge Rosenthal was determined to 
send me to prison even though the majority of psychs and therapists who knew me along with a probation 
officer recommended probation with out-patient therapy. They said prison would be more detrimental for 
me but Rosenthal paid it no mind. Yet then when I get a bad report they’ll sure use that to their advantage 
to justify a harsher sentence. Just another one of those double-standard violations. Grrr  : - ( 

Before sentencing, I calculated that my security level was such that I should be eligible for housing at 
a low Federal Correctional Institution (FCI) facility. Lompoc has a facility of this level along with a 
maximum custody United States Penitentiary (USP) and a minimum custody Federal Prison Camp (FPC). I 
had also looked up in the prison law library that this institution has a vocational computer class which I was 
very interested in attending. At sentencing, I asked Judge Hupp to recommend FCI Lompoc because of the 
computer class and he did. Unfortunately, his court clerk left off the FCI part and just wrote down 
“Lompoc” on the Judgement and Commitment Order, which is the paper work that the Bureau of Prisons 
gets after a person is sentenced. 

And unfortunately further, I did not anticipate the Bureau of Prisons elevating my custody score 
higher than their own instructions call for. The probation report prepared for the court, which took every 
opportunity it could to emphasize all my bad points, said this about the most seriously injured victim in the 
1986 accidental assaults, “one victim…sustained temporary injury, but was not treated by a physician.” 
Even though that should clearly classify it as a “minor” assault, according to their form’s instructions, I was 
given extra points equivalent to the “aggravated” assault category, the same as if there would have been 
serious injuries. And to top that off, for my current threatening letters’ offense I was given points 
equivalent to the “greatest” severity, the same as if I had committed a heinous offense, even though Judge 
Hupp classified my crime as not a “crime of violence” and the U.S. Sentencing Guidelines assign the crime 
a “Base Offense Level” of 12 on a scale of 1 to 43, with 43 being the most severe crime. Even with this, my 
score was 1 security point below the USP level and, absent any other unforeseen circumstances, I would 
have gotten designated to a high FCI level institution — maybe FCI Phoenix — right from the start. (FCI 
institutions come in 2 security levels, high FCI and low FCI.) 

And this is where the court clerk’s screw up enters the equation. On the transcript, Judge Hupp 
recommended “Lompoc FCI” but his clerk wrote just “Lompoc” on the Judgement and Commitment Order. 
Once the Bureau gets that paper they then calculate the inmate’s custody score and then designate him to an 
institution within that range. 18 points and above calls for a USP level institution. I had 17 points, still 
within a high FCI level, but because the judge recommended Lompoc and the Bureau tries to honor judges’ 
recommendations as much as possible, and because my score was nearer the USP level than the low FCI 
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level they “flexed up” my point score and designated me to the maximum custody USP Lompoc. 
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CHAPTER 18 
Post-sentencing 

 
On June 13, 1994 I was sentenced to 40 months in prison and ordered to pay a “Special Assessment” 

of $300.00. There seemed to be less media interest in my case with each court appearance. On the evening 
of the 13th the O.J. Simpson murders were barely a day old and only now beginning to consume stories of 
lesser interest. If I’d have been sentenced a day or two later I may not have even made the news at all. 

On June 20th I was put in protective custody in administrative detention (the “hole”) by the Special 
Investigative Agent (SIA), Lieutenant Parr, who learned of a threat on my life. When he interviewed me he 
asked if I was aware of any threats. I told him I heard a rumor about an inmate in another housing unit who 
wanted to kill me but that I wasn’t concerned because our two units do not intermix. Lt. Parr told me the 
inmate out to get me had the last name of Beverly. He wondered if I knew anything about him. I didn’t. I 
was let out of the hole three days later because Beverly was already transferred from MDC-LA and I was 
put back in my same housing unit on the Annex. 

A day or so later fellow inmate Doug Hoskinson (spelling unsure) called me aside to talk to me. He 
was a friend of Beverly’s and used to talk to him through a locked door adjoining our two housing units. 
(The two lived on the same unit until Doug moved over to our side.) Doug apparently went to staff about 
my potential safety and that’s why I was put in the hole. Doug was sorry that had to happen and felt he 
owed it to me to fill me in. He told me details of my involvement with 16-year-old Michael Reeves back in 
1984 and his mother, Margaret, that only me and someone in the family or close to the family would know 
so I know it is true. Apparently Beverly is a friend or family member of Michael and/or Margaret and 
because of that, he wanted to kill me for what I asked Michael to do. The thing is, he never knew me at the 
time and he wouldn’t have known me now if I wasn’t a news item as I shouldn’t have been. In any event, 
I’m glad Doug filled me in. Now I know for sure that it was a real threat against me and not just some 
unknown person making an idle threat to a widely-known person as sometimes happens. 

I already covered how a combination of errors got me sent to USP Lompoc. Here I was, a widely 
known ex-sex offender, the worst looked down upon crime among prison inmates, being sent to one of the 
most violent prisons in the United States, where stabbings happen with considerable regularity and where a 
good number of the inmates will not see the streets for a long long time, if ever. 

Now as it turns out, they kept me in the dark about my designation until moments before I was loaded 
onto the van to leave MDC-LA. I could not believe they were sending me to USP Lompoc. First of all, 
because I don’t need that high of a custody level, and second, because that’s where Beverly is at. (It’s from 
Doug I found out that’s where he went.) Of all this time of keeping me safe from potentially harmful 
inmates, now they are sending me right where a known enemy is and to one of the most violent places 
where something is more likely to happen. Was this true? Could it be true? It was. 

As soon as I got to Lompoc I brought my concerns about Beverly forward to a Correctional Officer in 
Receiving & Discharge. He checked the computer and found that Beverly lives in J-Unit, which is all the 
way at the end of a long corridor from where I will be living in C-Unit. He did give me the option of 
checking myself into the hole for protection on my own, but told me that this institution has a policy of 
making self check-ins wait a year before they can get transferred somewhere else. Apparently, so many 
inmates are wanting to get out of this particular institution that they make up stories that they have an 
enemy out on the yard and then check themselves into the hole in order to get transferred elsewhere. When 
staff finally caught onto this shenanigan they made it a policy that the self check-ins will have to wait for a 
year before the transfer will be processed. They couldn’t force the inmate back into the general population 
because then they would be liable if the guy really did get attacked from an enemy, but they also wanted to 
dissuade the inmates from manipulating a transfer from staff. This was their way; let the guy sit it out a 
year in the absolute safety of the hole — 24 hours a day locked in a tiny (with emphasis on tiny) 2-man cell 
other than 5 hours a week in a small exercise cage and showers 3 times a week. The officer suggested I stay 
in the general population and work on a transfer with my “Unit Team,” the staff members in charge of the 
housing unit I’ll be living on. By not leaving the housing unit other than for chow there was no chance of 
running into Beverly. Because C- and J-Units are widely separated, I didn’t figure I’d run into him even in 
the dining room. Unfortunately I figured wrong. Even though his unit was long done eating, he apparently 
lingered to visit with friends as is often done. 

Him seeing me in the dining room that night was all it took. He got word to some of his “road dogs,” 
friends in more normal speaking terms, and I was viciously attacked on July 2, 1994 (my second day there) 
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by three inmates from C-Unit who made it clear what their reason was. Although they never mentioned 
Beverly by name, one of the them mentioned that they heard from someone in the dining room that I was a 
child molester and they wouldn’t stand for that. I received a small scar on my forehead (not quite as visible 
as the one I got back in 1974 from an attack by inmates aware of my sex offense then), a very sore jaw for 
several weeks, a bite that is different than before the attack, a cracked tooth which required a crown to fix, a 
black eye, and various other facial cuts. Then I — instead of Beverly and the 3 attackers — was put in the 
hole for 61/2 weeks until I got transferred to the Federal Correctional Institution (FCI) at Phoenix, Arizona 
and ended up having to wait twice for my property and money to be sent to me. I told them right from the 
start that I could identify two of my three attackers. All I needed was to see a photospread of white tattooed 
doper kinds of inmates that lived in C-Unit. To this day I cannot get them to get that photospread to me. I 
have written letters all the way from local prison staff on up to the Western Regional Director making it 
clear I don’t intend to drop this issue. 

I do not hide the fact that I hold staff members at MDC-LA totally responsible. The anger provoking 
thing — and the blameworthy thing on their part — is that if I was in such a danger to be placed in 
protective custody at MDC-LA when we didn’t even have physical contact with inmates in the housing unit 
Beverly was on (except for shared law library and chapel times) then surely I shouldn’t have been sent to a 
prison — one of the most violent ones at that — where we do have physical contact with inmates in all the 
different housing units. And the FBI and ATF should also share some of the responsibility for the attack. If 
they would have reported that I was merely a threatening letter sender and not an arsonist I wouldn’t have 
been a newsworthy person and wouldn’t have been known by all the inmates. Beverly wouldn’t have even 
known me by sight — I would have just been another unknown criminal/inmate in the crowd. 

I did an extra 4 months in prison back in ’89 for merely threatening to publicly expose Mrs. Reeves’ 
wrong behavior and am doing 6 extra months on this sentence due to an enhancement I got on it because of 
that prior conviction. That’s 10 months for making just a threat that involved no physical injury at all. And 
on top of that, this sentence was enhanced for the assault with caustic chemical conviction which, as I have 
already said, did not meet all of the elements which are required for guilt. Now they wanted to brush aside a 
vicious attack upon me as if it’s nothing. Again I spoke up, before I give up the real arsonists I want my 
attackers brought to justice. I’m not going to stand for being a double-standard victim again. I’m also 
insisting that it’s their responsibility to fix my tooth properly, which was cracked in the attack. 

(In my attempt to get justice on the attack I sent one of my April 24, 1998 inquiry letters to Mrs. 
Reeves. Within its 3-pages I addressed my allegations in hopes she would clear up my suspicions. Among 
other things I said, “On July 2, 1994 I was viciously attacked by three inmates at the United States 
Penitentiary at Lompoc, California. The inmate that ordered the hit was named James Beverly. From 
information I learned from one of his friends, Beverly is a friend of family member of yours and that’s how 
you come into this mess. Even though I said I could identify two of my three attackers if they would just 
show me a photo spread of all white inmates living in C-Unit, prison staff has dropped the ball in trying to 
ascertain their identity, despite my insistence that I will not rest until they are brought to justice. I got 
severely punished for merely threatening to expose your misbehavior back in 1989, so I’m not about to let 
slide by a vicious attack upon me. Because of the prison’s inactivity, it’s all up to me to get justice on this 
matter. Because you’re a friend [or] family member of Beverly’s, my next step is to find out if you had any 
part in the attack. Did you egg him on? Did you encourage it? Did you pay to have it done?” I also 
mentioned, “Because you are a private individual rather than a public figure, the law may not permit me to 
disclose your identity if you wish to remain anonymous. If this is your wish just let me know and I will 
grant it. Changing you name is just a few mouse clicks on my computer so it’s no big deal. If you do wish 
your name changed and have a preference please let me know that too. Otherwise I’ll assign you a name.” 
Unfortunately, as I mentioned before, the letter was returned unopened with a notation that she no longer 
lived at the address I got from Michael back in ’85. Because my 1988 letter to her included the draft 
version of Revenge, which told about our wranglings together along with her criminality, and she never 
objected to those details being published, nor asked for a name change, I’ll leave her real name as is. Boy, 
I’d sure like to know whether she was behind the attack. I tend to believe Beverly did it on his own, but I 
bet she cheered when she found out about it. But did she find out about it after it happened, or become 
aware of Beverly’s pre-designed plan before it happened and did nothing to talk him out of it? Hmmm. She 
still needs to be interviewed as part of the process of bringing my attackers to justice. After all, it is a first 
step in bringing everybody to justice and that’s one thing we’ve got to do if there’s any hope of rounding 
the arsonists up. Maybe somebody who real ly  wants to bring them to justice can delve into this. Hint, 
hint. If so, contact me for Mrs. Reeves’ previous address which will give you a starting point to track down 
her new location. I’m sure internet databases could be a tremendous help in the hunt. [Maybe a private 
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investigator would help. Here’s a couple I’ve run across during my surfing activities: 
http://www.pimall.com/ and http://www.kaleinvestigation.com/. And the January 1997 issue of Popular 
Science, page 56, had an article on snooping on the internet and getting information on others.] Once she’s 
interviewed we can proceed from there.) 

Now that I’m redoing my book with revised data in 2002 I see no legitimate reason to hold back her 
previous address. All this time has gone by and no one seems willing to bring my attackers to justice. If 
there’s any hope of doing so she has to at least be brought in for questioning to see what part if any she 
played in the attack. In 1985 she lived at: 750 27th Street, Manhattan Beach, CA 90266. Her phone number 
was: 545-7838. Her date of birth is 3-22-47. Now let’s get this gal in for questioning and get this issue 
resolved once and for all. 

One thing I preach over and over again is that I won’t stand for being treated in a double-standard kind 
of way ever again. If you make a big stink about my 1986 minor assault as being such a “serious” thing 
then make sure you make a comparable stink about a major assault when I’m the victim. And be as vigilant 
in finding out the identity of my attackers as you would be if it was a staff member that got attacked — as 
I’m sure you would be — or even if it was an inmate who wasn’t a sex offender that was attacked for some 
other reason. 

One of my hostile letters to staff went as such: 
 

I have a sneaking hunch that bringing my attackers to 
justice is a low priority in your book mainly because I’m a sex 
offender who was attacked for that very reason and you’re 
probably glad of it. You may hide your gladness or you may not, 
but I bet you’re glad anyway. I listen to talk radio. I hear 
all the hostility toward sex offenders and how we are at the 
bottom of the barrel. And I hear so many saying how they could 
care less if and when we are attacked in prison. Well I hope 
you realize how turn about can be fair play. Bringing your 
arsonists to justice is not a priority of mine. It’s at the 
bottom of my list just like I’m at the bottom of yours. And I 
don’t care whether you like my attitude this way. You want 
arsonists in custody; I want attackers in custody! Are we going 
to remain at a stand off forever or are you going to give an 
inch? 

 
They sure wouldn’t give up the hunt for the murderer of Julie Y. Cross, the only female Secret Service 

agent killed in the line of duty. I remember seeing flyers prominently displayed at various Los Angeles 
County Jail facilities back in the mid-1980s asking for assistance on that case, and that case alone. Now, I 
don’t expect that level of energy to be expended on bringing my attackers to justice; but I surely don’t 
expect it to be forgotten either. And I won’t let it be! You can trust me on that!!! 

I also have a sneaking hunch about something more sinister. Most times, inmates know a day or two 
before they transfer which institution they are going to. For those going to the higher-security United States 
Penitentiaries, staff often don’t give the inmate any advance notice of his pending transfer. They know 
inmates going to those institutions usually don’t like the idea of it and have therefore been known to 
misbehave in some way before the actual transfer. To stop that from happening, staff wakes them up early 
on the day of transfer without any advance notice and gets them on their way. That happened to me. In fact, 
one of the officers driving the van transporting us that morning, Officer Peltier, told me he didn’t know 
where I was going even though he had my central file with him. He even got mad at me for trying to sneak 
a look at my file over his shoulder when he was reading it. 

As I thought about all this later on, it seemed to becoming clearer that they could have conspired to 
purposely send me into a life-threatening situation, where they knew an enemy of mine was at, simply 
because I would not divulge any of the information they knew by now that I was holding onto regarding the 
likely identity of the real arsonists. During my entire stay at MDC-LA I was kept in 8-South Annex, a small 
housing unit reserved specifically for those needing protection from general population inmates for various 
reasons, along with those inmates having physical disabilities or mental disabilities. Three inmates housed 
there during my 8-month stay were former Los Angeles County Sheriff’s Deputies now charged with 
federal crimes, and one of them was cooperating with the government by testifying against others. Russ 
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was not a former sheriff deputy, but he was a fellow inmate in need of protection because he too was 
testifying against others. Russ is a repeat offender with a current offense conviction for robbery, a “crime of 
violence” according to the U.S. Sentencing Guidelines. A person with his record would surely score high 
on the Bureau’s Security Designation Form. But instead of shipping him off to a high-security institution 
after he was sentenced, he was transferred instead to the unfenced Federal Prison Camp at Boron, 
California. I believe they figured that because he testified and helped them they would bend over 
backwards to be as sure as possible that he isn’t at a place where more violent-prone inmates, who could 
especially hate snitches, are at. With me having child molesting on my record, something hated by inmates 
more than being a snitch, I get sent not only to a violent-prone penitentiary level prison, but to the very 
penitentiary where I had a known enemy who wanted me dead. And staff seemed perfectly willing to keep 
me in the dark until the very minute I was unloaded off of the van. There is a rat to be smelled here. We just 
haven’t found it yet. 

In March 1998 I came into possession of some additional documentation I did not have before that 
date. Later on, we’re going to be covering how the public defender I had in my Costa Mesa vandalism case 
put off my speedy-trial motion hearing until she received various documents she requested from the Bureau 
of Prisons. While much of what they sent was of no benefit to that case, a number of pages enlightened me, 
not only on this attack, but on some of my later dealings with staff at the next institution I transferred to. 

Inmates are allowed to review their central file periodically, but there is a part labeled “FOI Exempt” 
which we could not see. FOI stands for the Freedom of Information Act, which dictates what can and 
cannot be disclosed to an inmate. In a July 13, 1994 4-page report rubber stamped, not only “FOI 
EXEMPT,” but also “DOJ [Department of Justice] SENSITIVE,” J. Schectman, the Special Investigative 
Agent (SIA) at USP Lompoc detailed the attack upon me. Some of what is in it is noteworthy to mention 
because it tends to indicate that I was refusing to disclose the identity of my attackers. It is a common 
practice for inmates to not snitch others off when they are in a fight so possibly those interviewing me had 
this mindset already established. 

Schectman said, “According to Lieutenant [P.] Bise [the Lieutenant that interviewed me right after the 
attack], inmate LARSEN would not provide the identity of his assailants. However, according to Lieutenant 
Bise, inmate LARSEN related that one inmate was white, with tattoos on his arms and with facial hair 
resembling a goatee.” Wouldn’t identify them is the wrong word to use. They should have used the word, 
couldn’t, because I didn’t know their names. I don’t recall whether I told Bise I could identify two of them 
if I saw photos of them or not. I was still kind of bloody during our conversation. Instead of having me 
escorted to his office to interview me, Schectman talked to me briefly in my cell within earshot of my cell 
mate and inmates in adjoining cells. In his report he quoted me as saying, “I was hit the day after I got off 
the bus. It was in the card room (C-Unit), but I don’t know who the inmates were. I have an idea what it 
was about and maybe who ordered the guys to pounce on me.” It wasn’t until I was privately interviewed 
by Sally Erickson, my Case Manager, and, on another day, Lieutenant R. S. Truchsess, one of the 
Lieutenants in the administrative detention unit, that I told them that I could identify two of my attackers if 
they would show me a photospread of white inmates living in C-Unit. Schectman ended his report by 
saying, “In conclusion, this investigator was unable to produce the identity of LARSEN’S assailant.” First 
off, it was assailants, in plural, not assailant. And second, of course they couldn’t “produce the identity” 
because they failed to get me that photospread to look at. 

I was transferred to the high level FCI in Phoenix, Arizona in mid-August 1994. Staff there knew of 
my knowledge of the real arsonists but paid it no mind. After several months went by some inmate showed 
up from Lompoc that was aware of me being an ex-sex offender. Now threats and harassment began anew 
just like they had in past years in prisons. 

I continued my desire to get justice by telling my Unit Manager, Mr. David L. Wisehart, during my 
initial “Team” meeting of my desire to prosecute the guilty culprits. He told me to hire an attorney and 
that’s bullshit. Victims of crime don’t hire attorneys; that’s what prosecuting attorneys are for. I bet he’d 
make a stink if he was a victim and someone told him to pay money out of his pocket to get justice. Well, 
I’m making a stink too. I want justice and I don’t intend to pay out of my pocket to get it. “Surely you 
could send for photographs of white inmates that were living in C-Unit back in July 1994” I told him. 

I let Wisehart know how awful it is to keep my one single day of mailed threats in the “greatest” 
category custody-level wise which in turn subjected me to some of the worst God awful threats imaginable 
on a continuing basis at such a high-security level institution, where more hardened and hostile inmates are 
housed, and then do nothing to alleviate or protect me from daily victimization and attack on one instance. 
Where are the laws that are suppose to protect me from harm? If my threatening letters warrant such a level 
because threats are wrong then why aren’t worse threats I’m subjected to treated seriously? Why isn’t there 
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the same outrage at what I am subjected to as there is at what I mailed out? Why aren’t I protected from 
threats the same as society is protected from ones I lodged? Wisehart or anyone else declined to answer 
these questions and all attempts to recalculate my point score on the current offense category and on that 
one prior conviction failed throughout my stay in the Bureau of Prisons. I never got to go to a much safer 
low-custody camp or even a lower-custody FCI. 

I filed a Tort Claim in a timely manner soon after I arrived at FCI Phoenix asking for $5,000.00 in 
compensation for their negligence which led to the attack, plus I emphasized my desire to bring my 
attackers to justice. My claim was denied by Mr. Harlan W. Penn, the Regional Counsel for the Western 
Regional Office in Dublin, California. Not only wouldn’t he accept any responsibility for their actions by 
saying, “There is no evidence of negligence on the part of staff,” but they still refuse to refer the case to the 
United states Attorney for prosecution, or even write the culprits an incident report in which they could 
punish them according to prison rules. And worse than any of that, they don’t even care about knowing 
their identity. Penn had the nerve to say, “Investigation conducted afterwards failed to determine either the 
motivation for the attack or the identities of the assailants. The individual that you had expressed concern 
about [Beverly] was not conclusively linked to the incident.” Of course they didn’t get their identities 
because they never showed me a photospread of all white inmates living in C-Unit so I could pick them out. 
I told them I could pick out two of the three. And I bet they never interviewed Beverly. I wrote a follow-up 
letter to Mr. Penn stating that I had no intention of dropping the issue ever. All Penn did was refer it back 
down to Warden C.E. Floyd, the warden at FCI Phoenix, and he didn’t even do anything about it other than 
acknowledge receipt of Penn’s letter. I then wrote a letter a little more forcefully to Mr. O. Ivan White, Jr., 
the Western Regional Director for the Bureau of Prisons, and then to Kathleen Hawk, the Director of the 
Bureau of Prisons in Washington D.C. I covered some of the same ground the paragraph above does 
regarding attacks upon sex offenders as being a not important case to solve and how that is very anger 
provoking. I re-emphasized my insistence about getting justice and hinted that we need to work at solving 
the assault before we can work at solving the arsons. Even though they knew I only believed they did it, 
rather than knowing for sure, I never heard a word from them. I wonder if they would have been as 
unconcerned if I would have lied and said I knew for sure that they were the arsonists? We’ll never know 
because I’m not into lying. If anyone was going to be a beacon of honesty in this growing filthy cloud of 
spiked dishonesty and outright lies, it was going to be me. Anyway, I’m still asking for $5,000.00 in 
compensation for the attack, pain and suffering and whatever else they call it provided my attackers get 
punished. And that’s really a bargain. Some people have won much more than this in law suits that 
involved only a bit of mental anguish, a minor push maybe, or even just unnecessary aggravation caused by 
somebody’s improper actions. 

(As an interesting sideline, in July 1995 I asked Lieutenant B. Barton, the Special Investigative 
Supervisor at FCI Phoenix, why they won’t send over pictures of all white inmates that lived in Lompoc’s 
C-Unit. He told me that my word alone would not be enough to write the attackers an incident report. I 
suggested then that at least a notation could be written in their central files so staff will know about their 
violent nature. But they weren’t even concerned about that. I’m sure if it would have been a staff member 
that was attacked they would be though. And I was told something similar by Lt. Truchsess at USP Lompoc 
a year earlier. He refused my request to see a photospread because my ID alone would not be enough to 
convict if there were no other witnesses. The double-standard victimization here is overwhelming. They 
only need a “preponderance of the evidence” to convict an inmate of a prison rule violation. It’s not like in 
court where they need “beyond a reasonable doubt”; so it doesn’t take much. As far as I’m concerned, if 
they want the arsonists brought to justice, they best get me my attackers. What’s extra angering is that when 
it comes to me, I get thrown in the hole for weeks on the word of just some inmate that told staff that I was 
fiddling with a door as explained a little farther along in our story. Why is his word good enough for a 
piddly-ass thing like I did but my word isn’t good enough when it comes to identifying my aggravated 
assault attackers? You think you want the arsonists don’t you? Let’s talk about my attackers first! And 
when you approach me about the arsonists you best have news about my attackers getting their just 
punishment!) 

I did not realize my tooth was cracked until a minor tooth ache developed about 4 months after the 
attack. It was then that the dentist at FCI Phoenix, Dr. Johnston, advised me that a lower jaw tooth is 
cracked. He acknowledged the hit in the mouth — which happened at the same part of the jaw — could 
have cracked the tooth. He told me I needed a crown. They would grind the tooth down to a stub and glue a 
false tooth on it. Unfortunately, they use silver color metal crowns rather than the better real tooth color 
looking porcelain crowns. Dr. Johnston said that if it was his tooth and if the pain was not getting worse, 
he’d wait until after release to get a proper porcelain crown. I chose that option because I wanted it done 
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right. It only hurt slightly when I would bite down on that side on something hard like almonds. Sweets 
never affected it but ice water did a little bit. I don’t drink coffee so don’t take hot drinks. It remained this 
way until I got released in October 1996, and that’s when I got it fixed — at my cost. Grrr! 

Part of the sentence that was imposed upon me by Judge Hupp was a $300.00 “Special Assessment.” 
Unlike a fine, which can be waived, the law did not permit him to waive the Special Assessment. (By law 
it’s $50.00 per count and I had 6 counts in my conviction.) The Bureau of Prisons has a program known as 
“Financial Responsibility Program” (FRP) where they collect these debts on a periodic basis from inmates 
as they get paid on their prison jobs or get money sent in from home. 

Before we go on any further though, let me fill you in on some of Jessner’s behavior when Judge 
Hupp refused to impose a fine. Even though he was fully aware of what unfairly being cost money led to 
over and over again in the past, he tried his darnest to get a stiff fine imposed. He even went overboard 
harping on it repeatedly after Judge Hupp waived the fine and all costs except the $300.00. It reminded me 
of Rappe’s 1978 overly harping to Judge Hauk during trial about my past sex offense. Although Jessner 
didn’t have the benefit of reading my Statement of Judicial Debts Receivable or the latest edition of 
Revenge, he surely knows how Rappe’s actions along with others he did contributed to him coming out the 
goat and costing the government and society big time. Surely Jessner should have known he could have 
easily come out the goat 10 or 100 times over with big  time egg on his face. Fortunately, Judge Hupp — 
with the advantage of hindsight — knew my hyper-sensitivity to money violations and the problems it 
would cause. He knew Jessner best not be allowed to prevail and wisely waived all other fines. If anything, 
Jessner should have been more concerned about getting the other debtors listed within my Statement of 
Judicial Debts Receivable off of refusal status. After all, interest on their debts are increasing 
astronomically year after year as I clearly indicate. 

Unlike the state prison and parole people back in ’87-’90 who knew it was better to not try to collect 
the $1,000.00 fine that Judge Fratianne imposed, the Bureau of Prisons was not as enlightened. Even 
though they knew of my extreme hyper-sensitivity to receiving threats of any kind, they threatened me with 
sanctions if I wouldn’t sign my money over to them; i.e. wouldn’t “participate” in their “Financial 
Responsibility Program.” (The latest incarnation of a form, known as “Inmate Financial Contract,” which I 
was “requested” to sign even shamelessly quotes their threat in all capitals, “A STAFF MEMBER HAS 
PROVIDED ME WITH INFORMATION REGARDING THE POTENTIAL CONSEQUENCES OF A 
REFUSAL ON MY PART TO PARTICIPATE IN THE INMATE FINANCIAL RESPONSIBILITY 
PROGRAM.”) Even when I openly provided pages upon pages of clearly worded admonishments relating 
the danger of such a practice, and outlined the typical ways I’ve resolved such unfairnesses in the past, I 
could not get them to listen. I thought outlining specific remedies I’d ordinarily invoked would bend their 
ear just a bit but they just could not see the possible “predicament” they could be getting themselves into 
and they flat out refused to relent. They said it was a “court order” that I had to pay it. Well, it was also a 
court order that I be taken to my father’s funeral too, but they disregarded that and Judge Hupp didn’t as 
much as chastise them for their contempt. I figured that if I had to wait until I get released in order to, visit 
their graves, put all my property back in pre-vandalism condition, get my cracked tooth fixed right, and get 
my attackers brought to justice, then they can wait too. They didn’t see it that way though. To me, such 
threats of sanctions is much the same as when I previously told various perpetrators what would happen if 
they didn’t pay back what they owed me. In my case, I got charged with threatening communications or 
even extortion. Why isn’t the Bureau of Prisons held to the same standard? I’ll hold them to it and make 
them accountable. It would be my pleasure. If my threats are not excused in the slightest, then neither 
should anyone else’s be. Rather than being so concerned about getting 300 bucks out of me, there are 
higher priority things they should be more concerned about. But because of their lack of prioritizing, I 
g rudgingly  bowed to the threats knowing I’d get it back at the other end. That end is listed later on where 
we tally up what the selling price of my complete total story is in Chapter 20. Besides, Special Assessments 
are suppose to be directed to victims of crime anyway. That’s what the law says. Or don’t you think I was a 
victim of assault at the USP at Lompoc? (Fixing my cracked tooth alone cost more than 300 bucks!) You 
know I was, and you know I was sent there negligently. So fess up; it’s your fault! If anything, it owes me 
— NOT I owe it! Return my  money!!! (But, let me emphasize; I’m making no threat to do so though. I 
don’t do that no more. There’s no need to.) I don’t mean your fault to mean you the independent reader. 
Many of these paragraphs are lifted out of my Statement of Judicial Debts Receivable which is directed 
primarily to those judicial folks who violated me. 

One piece of documentation I gave them was a draft copy of Revenge. (This was done through the 
Bureau of Prisons’ official administrative remedy process which included filling out a BP-9 form.) I asked 
them to wait until I was ready to publish it before they ask me for my money. I touched on this topic earlier 
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when we were discussing the Fratianne fine but some of it bears repeating here. What’s said in the rest of 
this paragraph and the next was provided to them in a little different phrasing. A fine was the impetus for 
writing Revenge in the first place. I knew my breaking point when it comes to money violations and what 
such misconduct can and does lead to. I needed to make sure that if they were going to insist that I pay off 
that fine, that it was going to come from the profits of something that, although legal, they wouldn’t like — 
i.e. the teachings and preaching in my book. 

As I mentioned before; I solemnly vowed to never again be forced by way of pressure, threats, or 
extortion to pay for an attorney out of my pocket and never pay a fine or suffer an unnecessary or unfair 
judicial-caused expense without returning a punishment comparable in nature back upon them with 
enhancements as reoffenders get. (I will personally do nothing to bring on an attack of symptoms. And at 
the same time, I will not allow symptom-producing behavior to be done to me without first advising the 
instigator of likely side effects.) There will be no more income-funneling judicial related expenses going 
out of my pocket ever again! And that they can take to the bank — my bank! And that includes traffic or 
parking tickets. If I get one, I’ll choose to do the few days in county jail rather than pay the fine. I won’t run 
out on a promise to appear mind you; I just won’t pay a fine. I don’t mind doing the brief county jail time 
as long as it costs them and not me — after all; I do love to cost the judicial system money; to monkey 
wrench as I put it. That is a pet hobby of mine. Some people like cats or dogs or collecting stamps. I like 
monkey wrenching. (Did you catch the pun there? Pet and Hobby?) I am especially adamant about this vow 
today because I’ve been punished for the very same thing, (twice on one case alone); making threats. I’m 
not  about to accept them from somebody else! Double-standard violations are one thing I don’t tolerate no 
more. Don’t expect me to. I’m far, far to close to the edge on this topic. 

One of the documents I included in my BP-9 was a three page Monetary Advisory. I’m including 
select sentences and paragraphs from it below so you can see what they had presented to them. Don’t get 
lost now. Their ultimate response relates to our story at hand because it is extending the fellas’ vacation. 

 
MONETARY ADVISORY 

 
This open Advisory is addressed to any Bureau of Prisons 

staff member or any member of the judicial system in any 
capacity to inform them of my extremely fragile psychological 
make up as it relates to anyone trying to get ahold of any of 
MY legitimately obtained money and/or personal possessions.…I 
will do my very best to spell out the very touchy predicament 
such negligent tactics can bring to the surface. 

Nothing in this document or any others readers are referred 
to review are intended to be illegal threats of any kind. 
Rather, my strong words contain only advise on expected proper 
conduct to follow. 

Now let me admonish you as clearly as possible how your own 
laws and Guidelines emphasize that you should not try to get 
any of MY legitimately obtained money and/or property from me. 
First of all 18 U.S.C. [United States Code] § 3553 (a)(2) tells 
you that “in the most effective manner” you are “to protect the 
public from further crimes of the defendant” and “afford [an] 
adequate deterrence to criminal conduct.” The key word here is 
“in the most effective manner.” You’ve got a mountain of 
hindsight available to you. You know it hasn’t been too 
effective for either the judicial system or society when I have 
been squeezed out of MY money and/or property -- whether by 
threat or outright theft. Check the suggested reading list 
earlier in the last paragraph [not included here] and my rap 
sheet. You know this is true. 

What’s more, as if you need any more, 18 U.S.C. [§] 3614 
tells you to consider “the nature of the offense and the 
characteristics of the person.” [I just love to quote their own 
laws back to them. :-)] You know the nature of my offense. You 
know it was judicial misconduct over MY money and property that 
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brought it about. And surely by now you know my 
characteristics. You don’t want to commit another traumatic 
stressor again do you? Remember, the “U.S. Sentencing 
Guidelines,” under Probation and Supervised Release, commands 
you to do what’s “designed to limit further criminal conduct.” 
I’ve told you over and over how to do it. Can you pay attention 
this time? Hasn’t your mis-actions cost society enough? 
“Designed to limit” -- keep that in mind! 

Think relapse prevention this time; not more abuse 
infliction. That’s what got you in the dog house before. No 
matter how you stack the cards, you’re money ahead if you keep 
your sticky fingers out of my piggy bank. Others are probably 
tired of my waving scolding finger in their face when I come 
back later and say I tried to tell you so after they find out I 
laid into them pretty good. I’m tired of saying it too, but I 
know my weakness -- my breaking point! That’s why I’ve set 
aside a lot of time to prepare this Advisory and research legal 
documents to show you you are within the law and Guidelines if 
you just slack off MY money. Society will be benefited. You 
will be benefited. I will be benefited. And no one needs to 
come out the goat with big time egg on their faces again. 

Have I said enough, or shall I speak more forcefully? Do 
you care about society as strongly as you profess to do? If you 
don’t want me to be a “danger” or a nuisance to society - DON’T 
unfairly treat or unnecessarily aggravate me! (See the 
admonishments in my “Medical Advisory and Statement of Facts” 
[since renamed to Medical Advisory/Information: Statement of 
Facts] and you’ll know how to lawfully act. Think of it as your 
Bible and its pronouncements as rules to follow for the benefit 
of society.) 

 
And another document I provided to them was the following: 
 

AGREEMENT BETWEEN THOMAS LEE LARSEN 
AND ALL JUDICIAL SYSTEM PERSONNEL 

RESPONSIBLE FOR THE TAKING OF MY MONEY 
IN REGARDS TO THE “SPECIAL ASSESSMENT” FRP 

 
Your taking of MY money in regards to the “special 

assessment” you say I owe constitutes you[r] full understanding 
of my extreme sensitivity to money matters - especially 
receiving threats of unfavorable sanctions if I don’t give it 
up - as outlined in my “Medical Advisory and Statement of 
Facts” and other accompanying documents. By committing this 
misdeed you agree to familiarize yourself with various criminal 
statutes defining threats and extortion to see if any of the 
language and tactics you use fit within their language and, if 
so, you will become aware of the penalties for committing these 
acts. You agree to provide me with the name(s) of any 
individual(s) directly or indirectly responsible for the taking 
of MY money (especially the culprit actually signing the check 
sending MY money out) and any and all who insist upon receiving 
it. You also agree to make these names available to community 
members and/or media representatives should the need arise. You 
will be aware of past penalties handed down on account of 
former perpetrators and will openly stand up and proclaim your 
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full knowledge and understanding of my medical condition to the 
public in this limited regard in the future if and when the 
needs arises. You agree to admit freely and openly your desire 
to still take MY money even after knowing every intimate money 
matter detail about me and the problems such conduct has caused 
in the past. By taking MY money you further agree to not hide 
behind a facade of “I didn’t know” if ever questioned by 
community residents and/or media representatives. You further 
agree to make this documentation available to any and all 
(present and future) judicial personnel attempting to grab 
ahold of MY money along with those who will be the actual 
receivers of stolen property (i.e. MY money). You further 
understand I consider myself a victim of extortionate threats 
and petty theft and will log it as such for future reference. 
(Remember: I keep a record of all committed misbehavior so 
proper disposition can be made in the future!) (A review of my 
words to Mrs. Reeves in 1985 and again in 1988 [see “Judicial 
Debt Statement” [since renamed to Statement of Judicial Debts 
Receivable]] clearly indicate my wording fell far shorter of 
the threatening category than what I’ve received both verbally 
and in writing regarding the taking of MY money for this 
“special assessment” purpose. And in my case I was severely 
punished. Remember — I don’t like double standards as indicated 
on page 1 of “Medical Advisory and Statement of Facts”!!!) 

 
DISCLAIMER: None of my wording regarding the taking of money 
from me or costing me money in any way should be regarded as a 
threat of any kind. Rather, my wording is just advise on proper 
conduct that should be adhered to. References to past 
retaliation for misconduct should not automatically be 
construed to mean a threat is being made that retaliation will 
happen again after my release should a misdeed be re-committed. 
Rather, prospective perpetrators are merely advised of my 
higher than average sensitivity regarding this topic and are 
ardently advised to act cautiously and work within the 
framework of my well known and documented maladies. 

 
And one of the documents I provided even included the following paragraph: 
 
Snake, the writer of “Fedbuster,” was a particularly fire prone 
individual as I look back on him in hindsight. When the feds 
were pressing me pretty hard with their “facts” that I was an 
arsonist they escorted me into another room where I was shown a 
chronological chart of all the recent fires. When I saw that a 
white van was seen at one fire and a motorcycle at another I 
thought of disclosing that Snake owned a motorcycle and Mondo 
an old white van. [My typo in that document. Danny owned the 
van.] Before I was going to disclose this and probable take 
them to the park they were hanging out in back when I knew them 
I wanted to call home to see if things were being respected. 
When I found out the crime they were committing with my stuff I 
clamed up and they had nothing coming from me. Their over-
zealousness to violate me resulted in maybe the real arsonists 
going scot free. Whether they were or not we’ll never know. But 
that’s what they get when they try to lie their way into a 
confession and phony up a polygraph test. I kind of hope they 
were and that my silence brings the FBI & ATF a lot of crap 
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over how they botched the case. I wish I could run into Snake, 
Mondo, Danny, Tim, Chuck, Dave, Crystal, Doug, and Scott some 
day and get the whole story. 

 
This BP-9, by the way, was submitted up the chain of command after it left the warden’s desk on 

through the regional director (BP-10), and then to the General Counsel of National Inmate Appeals in 
Washington D.C. (BP-11). (All levels denied me and I was stuck with paying. Grrr : - ( ) And this isn’t the 
only appeal Washington D.C. received from me where I claim knowledge about the arsonists that I was 
hiding. Later on, you’ll read excerpts from another one addressing their denial to send me to a half-way 
house. To this day it puzzles me how little the judicial system cared about bringing the real culprits to 
justice once I was sentenced and shuffled on off to prison. Me not caring is very understandable — but 
them? Shouldn’t those who lost their homes expect more? Hmmm. 

I’ve spoken about my Medical Advisory more than once so far, so I guess I should show you a peek at 
it. Being a computer generated document though, it has advanced somewhat from the version prison staff 
members were given. For one thing, a number of Endnotes have been added as you will see: 

 
MEDICAL ADVISORY/INFORMATION  

STATEMENT OF FACTS 
 
BE AWARE, I, Thomas Lee Larsen have been diagnosed with a medical condition of 

Obsessive Compulsive Disorder (OCD) and Borderline Personality Disorder (BPD).1 These 
ailments manifest themselves as a higher than average degree of sensitivity to always expecting 
fair and just treatment from those individuals or organizations, particularly the judicial system & 
personnel, with whom I interact. During times of unfair or unnecessary aggravating experiences 
— sometimes even minor ones — my symptoms, similar to a severe allergic reaction, have been 
known to flare up; and, as past history indicates, when they do I do not respond very well. (This is 
especially true when the same offense is committed a second or more times.) This hyper-
sensitivity — not possessed by many, but in fact intensified in me by a series of judicial system 
misdeeds — is more understandable when you realize how some victims of crime are severely 
traumatized by the experience while others of a similar crime are barely affected at all. And 
reacting in an ardent manner is easier to comprehend when viewed from the perspective of a 
victim who has been repeatedly violated or emotionally battered over and over again by some 
wrong doing. Victims usually reach a point where they say they won’t take it any more, no matter 
what! Battered Wife Syndrome is now a recognized condition affecting some continually abused 
wives who have reached their limits. Thanks to several perpetrators, I am now in a similar 
position — my abusers being misbehaving judicial personnel, and my condition more correctly 
being called Abused Defendant Syndrome (ADS) — a condition equally worthy of attention and 
consideration.2  

Combining OCD, BPD, ADS, a mild form of Intermittent Explosive Disorder (IED), 
Narciss is t ic  Personal i ty  Disorder  (NPD),3 with my other less intense malady, Adjustment 
Disorder with Disturbance of Conduct, more than once, my behavior and desires to even the score 
have materialized into something that tends to — depending upon the degree of inappropriate 
actions — considerably cost, inconvenience, embarrass, and/or aggravate the perpetrator, or 
organization he, she, or they represents, who has victimized me in some way. These reactions, 
while at times quite extreme but always intentionally non-violent, have sometimes been 
channeled into actions not even illegal; and most of the time there is no defense against them. 
When I have chosen a method of response I knew could not lead to legal problems, I experience 
considerable satisfaction & pleasure when I can publicly make somebody look bad & then have a 
chance to get the last word by saying, “I tried to tell you so.” Three areas I am extremely  
sensitive about and that must not happen are: Don’t unfairly treat, discriminate against, belittle, 
taunt, or unnecessarily aggravate me in any way; don’t cheat, cost, or make me — by way of 
pressure, threats, or extortion — spend MY money (or even time) on things I don’t want to — 
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especially to correct damage you caused, did, or allowed to happen!!! (I can give numerous 
examples where even a small unfair cost resulted in a great expense to others4); and one of the 
most important of all, don’t ever, ever again mess with — or worse yet, take — MY legitimately 
obtained personal property. Since I was seriously violated on January 11th, 1980 by the Secret 
Service I now put much more emphasis on MY material possessions than people with a spouse 
and kids put on their family members, and I protect & cherish these possessions and punish 
violators as fiercely — possibly more, depending upon the level of violation. You know how 
you’d feel if someone touched your kid’s private parts without permission. I am that same way 
with MY material possessions. I don’t have a spouse, kids, or friends and I’m not looking for any. 
I’m a loner — a disgruntled loner. I’ve got MY personal property — don’t mess with it (or put me 
in a position where others are able to)!!! Or even touch it! Trust me; you don’t want to commit 
this offense again! That’s a dark tunnel you don’t want to explore. This is the one I worry the 
most would trigger me off the worst. This is a major hot-button issue — my Achilles’ heel. My 
fuse is far far too short to withstand any violation. Just respect my personal property as you want 
others to respect your kid’s private parts — i.e. no touching! It’s as simple as that. A child could 
understand it. Can you? Despite what some may think, I do not resent authority figures — only 
those who abuse their authority, and today, abuse it in even minor ways.5  

Recently, due to additional judicial system misconduct, my tolerance level and resilience to 
withstand any of the above violations — plus being lied to or about (or having my statements 
misquoted), having the wrong thing nit-picked on or exaggerated in any way (don’t blame me for 
something I didn’t do [see threats example below], or equally bad, amplify what I did do beyond 
proper bounds [don’t make a mountain out of a molehill and keep your concerns and priorities on 
the right thing6]), having a hypocritical double standard imposed upon me in any way (don’t 
persecute me, or punish me more, on something others are allowed to do to me or others, 
especially law enforcement personnel [the Manhattan Beach Police Department and Torrance 
courts are already in the dog house for committing this offense]), or various other wrongs; 
especially threats of any kind which is sure to aggravate the situation (I got prosecuted and 
punished for mere words improperly understood as being a threat in 1989 and am very touchy 
about receiving them from judicial personnel who think they can throw them around at will and 
then have the nerve to actually expect me to simply accept them. In two cases [1986 & 1989] I 
was threatened under fraudulent pretenses to plead guilty or no contest to higher offense level 
charges the DA and judge knew I didn’t do; my behavior only matched Penal Code requirements 
for guilt of lesser charges. Receiving threats is a very volatile issue to me. Don’t commit this one! 
I cannot make it any clearer.)7 — has gone even lower and I am less able to forgive, forget, or 
accept them. This intrinsic quality is something you have to be cognizant of and attempt to work 
around. In fact, knowing this tendency, you have more of a responsibility, as professionals, to 
modify your expectations and act in ways that will not promote an escalation of symptoms, bring 
on certain kinds of unfavorable behavior, or open a pandora’s box. Just as you work within the 
framework of any differently-abled (handicapped) person’s lesser capabilities, medical 
weaknesses, or greater sensitivities, that same methodology must be followed here. This way I 
won’t have an opportunity to resolve matters in a way I’m typically accustomed to doing and 
you’ll have to respect that.  

In order to avoid one of the above mentioned reactions, and while working within the 
structure of my innate nature, I now admonish a prospective perpetrator of my limit(s) and 
encourage him, her, or them to please choose an alternate course of action, slack off, or otherwise 
correct the situation when I am nearing my capacity. (And since the 1985 & 1989 Torrance 
travesties that capacity is reached with barely8 any misconduct whatsoever.)9 This way, if the 
offending party doesn’t refrain, he, she, or they must be accountable and accept some of the 
responsibility and criticism for the possible outcome that may transpire if I suffer a relapse. If 
they choose to play by less than the rules of the road, then they dare not have a right to complain 
if I respond in a like fashion.  
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Everyone has their limits — mine just happen to be lower than many peoples. Past behavior 
suggests that; I accept it; and work around it. I am no longer in a state of denial about it. I will no 
longer hide my true nature in the closet, nor will I lie about it or get bogged down worrying about 
it. If I’m treated not right, I will respond to some degree — period! This is now a feature of my 
intolerant personality, and a part of the landscape of my life, thanks to past judicial improprieties, 
and you have to accept it and work around it. And I will not make excuses, apologize, or feel 
remorse in the slightest for my intentional non-violent reactions when perpetrators knew of their 
wrong behavior but proceeded anyway.10  

If my alternate personality is to remain safely in remission without exacerbated reactions (if I 
am to avoid falling off the wagon, not backslide, or whatever you wish to call it) as I wish, your 
conduct must factor my lower11 threshold into the equation also. In fact, limits are important 
factors to take into consideration when interacting with anyone like this, whether they have OCD-
BPD-ADS-IED-NPD12 or not, and should not be brushed over lightly. As hindsight demonstrates, 
and professionals have predicted, when they are, unfavorable conduct can and has happened — 
the exact opposite effect of what you’re trying to accomplish. To persist is literally a penny wise 
and pound foolish situation. For all concerned, please adjust your actions toward me accordingly.  

Sir Isaac Newton’s third law of motion, “for every action there is an equal and opposite 
reaction” applies forcefully in various areas of our lives, even beyond the realm of the typical 
physicist in the laboratory — and in my case, the reaction has exceeded the action in many 
instances (much like has been done to me). Like a dog eventually bites back if he’s kicked too 
many times, in a similar analogy, guilty culprits should not continue their misbehavior and not 
expect to get bitten eventually.  

With the advantage of hindsight of past tragedies, and extensive knowledge of my 
unfairness/aggravation intolerant nature, most possessing wisdom and desiring to keep reactions 
within less invasive and acceptable levels, appreciate the opportunity to alter their course when 
prompted. It’s better to eliminate a problem rather than compound one — to enhance benefits 
rather than side effects. An ounce of prevention is surely worth a pound of cure. In 1991 I 
successfully made it off of state parole without any relapse due, in large part, to parole authorities 
properly minding their P’s & Q’s. Let’s continue following that same format. They almost 
faltered once, but an earlier version of this Advisory helped get them back on track within an 
acceptable “comfort” zone of behavior and a relapse was adverted. I don’t need the extra 
aggravation in my life at this time and those who act inappropriately don’t need repercussions 
and/or bad media coverage. I’m an easy dog to hunt with — my needs are simple. Just don’t 
violate any of the above and/or get on my shit list, which is very tough to get off — especially 
for re-offenders. Just like judicial personnel never forget defendants’ past misbehavior, even 
years ago (I still suffer adverse treatment because of an offense I committed in 1959 at age 9), I 
too never forget violations committed against me! I too keep a record — a “rap sheet” if you will. 
I too am an injustice collector. (The San Fernando Juvenile Court and Van Nuys Probation 
Department remain on that list to this day for a 1967 costly to me misdeed.) More caution needs 
to be shown so that a person not otherwise “dangerous” — or just merely a nuisance like me — is 
not actually made dangerous. If you want to be treated fairly, you must first treat others (me) 
fairly. Only then is everyone benefited.  

Please excuse my sternly worded admonishments (which are not intended to be illegal 
threats, but rather merely words of advice on expected proper conduct to follow), but critical 
situations — brought on by your own past misdoings — require strong words. I am only 
expressing how my anger level is extremely high (thanks in extra special part to Torrance 
buffoons committing offenses against me on two separate occasions [the second time after 
knowing full well the results of their first misbehavior])13 and I do not again want to reach a point 
where a violation of even minor severity is the straw that breaks the camel’s back. Several times 
in the past both I and professional evaluators — including psychiatrists — advised judicial 
personnel of not only a proper course they should take, but also that neglecting it may result in 
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unfavorable behavior. (I have never hidden the fact that my “comfort zone” of behavioral 
activities that I’ll accept from judicial personnel grows increasingly narrower with each new or 
recurring violation.) Every time this advise was neglected predictions of poorer responses 
regrettably came true. You wouldn’t give a recovering alcoholic a drink knowing he or she may 
suffer a steep fall after even just one drink. I ask the same courtesy. You know the side effects 
and impact of your misactions. Put your emphasis on smoothing my ruffled feathers rather than 
ruffling them to a point beyond any hope of smoothing them over again. I’m currently fairly well 
composed with my attitude with the judicial system at the present time.14 My writing, speaking, 
and teaching on judicial abuse matters trickles off any lingering misgivings I still have and profits 
from these activities helps make up improper financial losses I shouldn’t have suffered. Let’s help 
keep me in a tranquil state. I haven’t backslid in an illegal way since being released from prison 
in August 1990, but that continuing status is very dependent upon further ongoing proper 
behavior of judicial personnel. Heed the lessons of your past mistakes, acknowledge and learn by 
them, and use the advantage of hindsight — don’t screw up again. Don’t stir up a hornet’s nest — 
again. Don’t throw gasoline on a smoldering fire. Don’t light my short fuse. Don’t push me over 
the edge. Just don’t cross the conduct/misconduct line — again! Remember, you are on very  thin 
ice.15 Think relapse prevention; not abuse infliction. Do not for one second even think of 
sidestepping the Fairness  Doctr ine.  And never forget my number one cardinal rule; keep your 
money grubbing little fingers outa’ my piggy bank, (i.e. wallet) — and off of my personal 
property.16 I’m a perfectionist with it. I sure can’t make it any clearer than that. Remember, that’s 
what got you in the dog house more than once before. Enough said? Or shall I speak more 
forcefully? LEAVE ME AND MY POSSESSIONS ALONE; I’m a bottom-line oriented (if you want 
anything from me you’ve gotta’ “show me the money” first ’cause I ain’t doin’ nothin’ that 
doesn’t make financial sense for my bottom line — you got that?), narcissistic, materialistic, loner 
kind of guy (I’ve become increasingly more like this with each new judicial violation) and MY 
possessions are MINE; don’t bother us!!! All I care about is my happiness and my health. The rest 
of it — I can give a shit. And my money and possessions fall in the “my happiness” category. Let 
us get along with our lives with as minimal of aggravations as possible. Trust me; all will be 
benefited by it. Now shooo...... Get out of our faces; leave us alone and at peace unmolested!!!17  

Take that bold step. The ball’s now in your court. 
PLAY FAIR and tread lightly with utmost caution!!! 

 
 

ENDNOTES 
 
1. This document, without endnotes, is nearly identical to pre-arrest (November 7, 1993) 

distributed copies. Necessary changes since then have been added below as endnotes. 
In 1989, after the second Torrance travesty, I made a solemn vow to personally not do anything 

unhealthy, directly act, or behave in any way that will purposely aggravate or bring to the surface my 
various symptoms. Likewise, I vowed to not allow symptom producing behavior to be done to me 
without first advising the instigator(s) of certain features of my personality along with likely 
undesirable consequences of their high-risk misbehavior. To honor this second part of my promise 
I’ve prepared this document to advise other interested parties of my medical weaknesses and 
disabilities, along with highly recommended courses of action or behavior that should be not only 
followed, but those that should be abstained from. Provided these tenets are adhered to, undesirable 
features of my avenge-prone personality should not bubble to the surface, and that in the end is the 
real purpose of this document.  

2. Besides the afflictions listed in the original Advisory, I also have several professionally 
recognized symptoms of Post-Traumatic Stress Disorder (PTSD), the most notable being:  Hyper-
sensitivity to justice; Anger; Fantasies of retaliation and destruction; Cynicism and distrust of 
government and authority; and Tendency to fits of rage. I have previously described my afflictions as 
if grabbing me by both lapels and not letting go until they get their way. These additional ailments 
became active as a direct result of the FBI, ATF, Bakersfield Police Department, Federal Court & 
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associated personnel, and Bureau of Prisons (BOP) improprieties beginning on day one (November 
7, 1993), leaving my anger level much, much higher than ever before. Details of their — and past 
culprits’ — misbehavior can be found in my Statement of Judicial Debts Receivable. 

Be aware, all of my ailments listed within are chronic, meaning they cannot be cured. But, 
barring the optimum remedy — having each violator make proper restitution with an apology; as I’ve 
been saying all along — they can at least be contained through proper actions and behavior on your 
part. That’s where you come in. You’ve got to take the first pro-active step. I can only do so much 
alone within the framework of my disabilities. You’ve got to chip in too. All you have to do is follow 
the precepts outlined within these pages and not commit any traumatic stressors or trigger events — 
especially those listed within. Nothing could be simpler — or cost effective. Believe me when I say, on 
account of this latest bout of violations, proper conduct by any and all judicial personnel is considerably 
more important than ever ever before. You’ve got no slop factor for any mistakes — no margin for 
error. Today a minor mistake could result in the same undesirable response that once required a 
more major violation to occur. Just like I must be ever mindful of positions and movements I make, 
lest I inflame my easily irritated lower back into a painful condition, I — and you — must be ever 
mindful of conduct I am exposed to, lest some of my barely in remission and easily activated 
symptoms become visible within society. While fixing a misbehavior on your part can be somewhat 
successful, (and believe me, you’ve got a lot of fixing to do, let alone restitution to come up with [And 
just for the record so you’ll know, these above stern and wrath filled endnote words were written in 
prison before I come home and found out I was ripped off by my own relatives — all because I 
couldn’t secure the house up properly after my parents passed away and hire a reputable company or 
person to look after my affairs during my incarceration as I could have done if I would have been out 
on bail as I should have been. But no, I was too “dangerous” to let out on bail because of the anger I 
expressed in the threatening letters I mailed and the publicity I was making — which I shouldn’t have 
made to begin with if deceit and misconduct hadn’t been committed by the judicial system early on in 
this case. So how do you think I feel now? Now that I’ve been ripped off of some irreplaceable 
things? You know, I said long ago in an earlier version of this Advisory, which was in distribution to 
judicial personnel, that “More caution needs to be shown so that a person not otherwise ‘dangerous’ 
— or just merely a nuisance like me — is not actually made dangerous.” Now I don’t want to harp I 
tried to tell you so but… Didn’t I tell you about my allergic threshold and how easily my system is 
overwhelmed by misbehavior of offenders? Are you going to bring my perpetrators to justice? You 
should!!!]) prevention is measurably better. Treat the original reason; not the symptoms — get at the 
core. Give it a try this time. Be that pro-active participant. Let’s both work at it together for the 
mutual benefit of all concerned. There’s no need for anyone to come out the goat with big time egg 
on their faces again. Trust me when I say this natural, drug free safer alternative remedy is measurably 
more effective than synthetic pharmaceutical drug pushing, band-aid fixing, “traditional” toxic 
psychobabble hocus-pocus “therapy” could ever be. And it’s at no cost to anybody!  

3. and PTSD  
4. This is for your benefit as well as mine. My file and writings (Statement of Judicial Debts 

Receivable) are full of emphasis upon emphasis I place upon MY money and MY personal property. 
These are the things that butter my biscuit so don’t even think about prevailing with messing with or 
taking any of it. You really should be more concerned about making amends and apologizing for all 
past violations anyway — along with bringing my violators to justice — not committing new ones. 
I’ve lost far far too much to and because of the judicial system’s misbehavior already. That won’t 
happen no more — trust me on this folks! You haven’t trusted my advise in the past (at a great cost 
and embarrassment to society and the judicial system) but trust me on this. I won’t be a victim again. 
I’m a mooch and a hoarder. I wanna’ get all I can for free; and I wanna’ hold on to it. No more 
income will be forcibly funneled from me by the judicial system in any way! None of my personal 
property will be tampered with ever again! I won’t  stand for it (as I didn’t before in more minor 
ways)! I’ve taken a solemn OATH on it. Be advised!  

5. Since the above words were penned in 1989 my personal property and home were badly 
ransacked and vandalized again on November 7, 1993, this time by the FBI, ATF, and Bakersfield 
Police Department with the assistance of officers from the Manhattan Beach Police Department and 
the Torrance Police Department. Grrr! This, despite strong warnings in their possession not to, along 
with clearly stated consequences for doing so. Currently, we are in a “holding pattern” while they get 
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their ducks in order so they can come up with and participate in an acceptable restitution plan. (And 
just for the record, nearly everyone has been put on notice — i.e., they know what they’re suppose to 
do to make up their wrongs.) Be advised; “Three strikes and you’re out” is now law and in effect with 
substantial increases in punishment for third time losers. (And according to current California law that 
third strike can be relatively minor, so, you’re on notice; mind your P’s and Q’s very very  carefully. 
After all, if I’m subject to the law’s sanctions, then it’s only fair that you are too. And I believe in 
being fair — I obsess on it! What’s good for the goose is good for the gander. The judicial system 
now has 2 serious strikes against them (January 11, 1980 and November 7, 1993). Need more be 
said? Generosity goes only so far, be it from the judicial system (I’ve never gotten any) — or directed 
back toward it (I’ve never given any either). Now go deal with it!  

6. Misplaced priority violations seem to get committed more often than anything else, despite 
their full knowledge of returned reactions. If you’re going to play pin the tail on the donkey, make 
sure you pin the tail on the right place.  

7. Especially since I’m doing an extra 6 months on my ’93 federal sentence because of those 2 
fraudulent convictions. This is another one of those dark tunnels you don’t want to go down. The 
BOP with their Financial Responsibility Program (FRP) threatened thefts should have paid attention 
here knowing full well how I settled a similar threatened theft in state prison in 1990. They had this 
document (among others) sans endnotes. They should have been more concerned about several more 
important things like about bringing my vicious attackers to justice, especially since their negligence 
led to the attack. And also paying to have my tooth that was cracked in the attack fixed right. That’s 
on them too! (It ended up costing me $445.00 to get fixed after I got out of prison.) And, of course, 
bringing the staff members to justice for stealing (or in 2 cases merely being negligent with) some of 
my personal property several times when I went to the hole. I don’t forget these violations — nor 
will I ever!  

8. with emphasis on barely, since my house ransack/vandalism of ’93 et al. (and additionally plus 
the thefts by relatives when I couldn’t secure the house up properly as I should have been able to 
do).  

9. And that was written before the ’93-’96 violations elevated my anger pulse notches higher and 
left me with a zero threshold to withstand any judicial unfairness or unnecessary aggravation. The 
cupboard is now bare, there’s no tolerance left! I’ve been stressed and weakened to the point where 
my ability to suppress unfavorable reactions after being violated by judicial personnel is nonexistent.  

10. I have been a victim of every offense listed within the main document, some more than 
once. It was for that reason that part of my vow back in ’89, after the second Torrance travesty, 
included that I would never stand for violations again in the slightest of ways. You seem to expect me to 
live with being violated over and over again, sometimes in clearly criminal ways. Well, it ain’t gonna’ 
happen! Especially on violations I’ve been punished for when others committing the same offense 
against me haven’t been. And that goes especially double when pressured threats and/or extortion 
are involved. Because I’ve been directly or indirectly punished for these particular things (even when 
my conduct didn’t match code requirements of guilt) that part of my vow to not accept having them 
committed against me has been solemnly honored since that day forward and will forever and ever. 
And since I received an extra 6 months on my ’93 federal sentence because of one of those 
fraudulent convictions my vow’s pronouncements have been intensified.  

11. now nonexistent  
12. -PTSD  
13. Ditto the FBI, ATF, and Bakersfield Police Department after knowing of the Secret Service 

violation in 1980 and the reactions that has been bringing about ever since.  
14. Too bad the ’93-’96 violators couldn’t have kept this status.  
15. Please, please stay within my very narrow range of acceptable behavior.  
16. This has become even more important since several violations of MY money and MY 

property were committed by BOP staff during my ’93-’96 federal prison sentence with only some 
violations being satisfactorily resolved. And in none of the violations were the perpetrators brought 
to justice by way of traditional BOP methods nor has anyone accepted responsibility or made 
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amends despite complaints and hindsight references to know I’m not to be left in that property-less 
state.  

17. The Secret Service knows what this offense has been costing them, Torrance knows, the 
California Department of Corrections knows what it cost them, the FBI, ATF and Bakersfield Police 
Department, aware of past wake-up calls, should have known better — at least they should have 
been aware of those past wake-up calls; I never hid them — (they know I didn’t give them a free 
vandalism/ransack pass the first time around [January 11, 1980]; there’s no reason they should expect 
it this time), the BOP (re-FRP thefts) should have a hint what it cost them. Let this document be my 
admonishment signal to cool it. Let it be your road map on the highway of fairness. I have 6 felony 
convictions (There would have been one more had Bakersfield and Newport Beach prosecuted some 
vandalism counts in a timely manner. Despite the fact there is no 7th conviction, the events 
surrounding the crime [which I personally didn’t commit] should leave no doubt that I am the wrong 
person to violate in any way; no matter what.), none involving violence or physical injury in any 
intentional way at all. The last 5 involved avenging judicial system misconduct regarding my money 
and/or property in some way at times when I was much less hyper-sensitive to such violations than I 
am at this time. One need only read my Statement of Judicial Debts Receivable to see that the common 
thread connecting each violation, and accompanying response on my part, was always involving my 
money and/or property in some way. And I can show evidence where money was a hot-button issue 
long before any of these convictions ever happened and I attained this level of hyper-sensitivity. Is any 
more clarification necessary? You’ve known for a long time that you don’t put your finger in the till 
and think you can get away with it. I have not hid the fact that I’ve taken a solemn OATH to never 
allow anyone — judicial system personnel or otherwise — to violate them and I’ve honored my 
OATH. Even years before I ever took it I was honoring it in more limited ways. I know my breaking 
point; I’m far, far too close to the edge to withstand another “hit” of this nature. Just don’t misplace 
your priorities onto something of a less important nature; as you’ve done over and over — even 
while coming out as buffoons again and again. You now know where your priorities belong and you 
know all too well what doesn’t work. And you’ve been advised once again, as before, what will work. 
Putting your foot on the brake and accelerator at the same time hasn’t worked before, and there’s no 
reason to believe it will work in the future. See if you can get it right this time — for a change. While 
past performance is no guarantee of future results, it could be an indication. You’ve got the 
advantage of hindsight — a mountain of it! My unfairness tolerance is zero and you know that! Try 
hindsight just once! Let no one be victims this time — me particularly. I’ve given 13 years of my life 
to the judicial system; a certain percentage of it being improperly imposed. I’ve paid my dues. Now 
it’s my turn! I just want to be left alone unmolested to enjoy my hobbies (astronomy, birding, & 
Macintosh computers), retirement, and golden years. So keep the boat on a steady course and don’t 
rock it — or me out of remission. I’d be very happy to stay there and deal with the added anger in 
just my writing, speaking, teaching, and activist activities. As I’ve said before, “I’m an easy dog to 
hunt with — my needs are simple. Just don’t violate any of the above and/or get on my shit list.” 
Barring making those amends and apologies I keep reminding you about, at least don’t commit any 
new violations! You now have the answer — GO FOR IT!!! 

 
Of course, my Medical Advisory doesn’t go anywhere without its companion document, the 

Agreement: 
 

AGREEMENT BETWEEN THOMAS LEE LARSEN 
AND ANY PERSON, OFFICIAL OR OTHERWISE, 

GIVEN OR HAVING HAD MADE AVAILABLE TO THEM 
A COPY OF MY 

"MEDICAL ADVISORY/INFORMATION: STATEMENT OF FACTS" 
 
Your receiving or offer to receive a copy of my "Medical 

Advisory/Information: Statement of Facts" (and in some 
cases, additional support documents) constitutes your 
agreement to familiarize yourself with and develop a full 
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understanding of (its) (their) contents. By committing, or 
allowing anyone to commit, any listed misdeed or 
misbehavior, either directly or indirectly, accidentally or 
on purpose, you agree to accept responsibility and make 
available to me the name(s) of (the) (all) guilty 
culprit(s). You also agree to make (the) (these) name(s) 
available to community members and/or media representatives 
should the need arise. You will be aware of past penalties 
handed down on account of former perpetrators and will 
openly stand up and proclaim your full knowledge and 
understanding of my medical condition to the public in this 
limited regard in the future if and when the need arises. 
You agree to admit freely and openly your desire to still 
violate me even after knowing every intimate detail about my 
medical condition and the problems such conduct has caused 
in the past. By committing the misdeed(s) you further agree 
to not hide behind a facade of "I didn't know" if ever 
questioned by community residents and/or media 
representatives. You will not deny your role if any 
controversy arises that tends to show negligence on your 
part. You further agree to make this documentation available 
to any (and all) individual(s) likely to interact with me in 
any way. You further understand I consider myself a victim 
when any listed misdeed happens to me and the perpetrator(s) 
as (a) criminal(s) who get logged as such for future 
reference. (Remember: I keep a record of all committed 
misbehavior so a proper disposition can be made in the 
future!) 

 
DISCLAIMER:  None of my wording here or in any documentation 
supplied or offered to you in any way should be regarded as 
a threat of any kind. Rather, my wording is just advise on 
proper conduct that should be adhered to. References to past 
non-violent retaliations for misconduct should not 
automatically be construed to mean a threat is being made 
that retaliation will happen again later on should a misdeed 
be re-committed. Rather, prospective perpetrators are merely 
advised of my higher than average sensitivity to these mis-
actions and are ardently advised to act cautiously and work 
within the framework of my well known and documented 
maladies. 

 
A pocket version of these two documents, along with my OATH — similar to a medical bracelet — 

are carried in my wallet at all times just in case I’m “ambushed” in some fashion by a careless judicial-
system person unaware of the lingering effects his or her misbehavior could cause. 

You may be wondering, being I wasn’t out on bail, how did I get ahold of one of my draft copies of 
Revenge to bring into prison. Jessner gave it to me — well not me personally. He gave it to my attorney, 
who gave it to me. You see, Jessner filed his own set of Position papers to the court to contest my 
attorney’s Position which presented me in the most favorable light at sentencing. In order to make me look 
as bad as possible, Jessner included things that had nothing to do with this case. Things like one of my 
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letters to Mrs. Reeves, Revenge, and even one of the letters that claimed responsibility for the recent 
vandalisms to car dealerships up and down the state. And being I got a copy of whatever he filed with the 
court, I now had what I needed in order to make copies so I could distribute Revenge on to others. It makes 
me chuckle a bit — his complaint at what I distributed to inmates years earlier (even though it was perfectly 
legal to do so), now provided me the opportunity to distribute it all anew to a whole new group of inmates. 
Sort of one of those opposites of what they’re trying to accomplish that I love so much doing. And no one 
could do anything about it because I stood tall upon the shoulders of our Founding Fathers who wrote our 
First Amendment. Is this a great country or what? : - ) Loving when one’s own plan comes together is one 
thing — turning someone else’s plan back on top of them and crushing them with it is ___________. I’m 
lost for words here; the feeling is so good. Can you believe that; loquacious me; lost for words? Surely for 
an avenger, it approaches the pleasure of a great sexual encounter. Does that mean Jessner made me cum? 
Bite your tongue. He is a handsome man though. If he were gay and it was a few years earlier, when he 
would have been within the age range that I’m attracted to, and I saw him at the Silver Mountain, I sure 
wouldn’t pass him by without a friendly, “hey guy, how ya doin’?” (If he’d have been there that fateful 
night I met Snake I would have never been approached, ’cause Jessner would have caught his eye first. Just 
think, if that would have happened you wouldn’t have this book to read. Then again, your houses wouldn’t 
have been burnt down either. Hmmm.) 

The first time they shoved that form under my nose to sign my money over to them was at my initial 
“Team” meeting held in the “Admissions & Orientation” (A&O) housing unit known as “Yuma” within 
days after I got to FCI Phoenix in August 1994. Chairing this meeting was Mr. Wisehart, my Unit 
Manager, (and prominent character in extending the fellas’ vacation as you’ll be seeing later. Like I say, all 
this stuff ties in.) The minimum amount they require the inmate to sign over is $25.00 per quarter. While 
that isn’t much, you need to realize we don’t get paid much on our inmate jobs. For months I was earning 
only $5.25 per month, known as “maintenance pay,” which is the minimum we all get. Many jobs pay 
more, but there is a waiting list to get them. I could have gotten a better paying job in one of the 
maintenance shops rather soon if I wanted, but as it turns out, a higher percentage of the kinds of inmates 
hostile to ex-sex offenders just happen to work in those shops, and they have access to all kinds of tools — 
tools that could be used to stab someone. I worked in the education department as an orderly (janitor). They 
only had funds to pay some orderlies more than maintenance pay, so until April 1995 that’s all I got. (My 
April pay was $16.80 per month, May and June was $19.80, and July was $19.32.) 

Fortunately, I got some spending money from home. My cousin was watching after my affairs after 
my parents died and he would send me money when I needed it. My spending habits were a lot less than 
many other inmates in prison so it’s not like I was a big spender. 

I moved to the B side of “Mojave,” one of the other housing units, after I was done with the A&O 
program. In January 1995 Mr. Wisehart just happened to transfer over to Mojave, and one of the things he 
did was review the FRP payment schedules of all of his inmates to see what they were paying in relation to 
what they were getting in pay from their jobs or from home. Even though I was still only making 
maintenance pay, he wanted me to pay $50.00 per quarter (beginning at the June payment) simply because 
I got enough from my cousin to afford it. These bloodsuckers just wanted to grab whatever money they 
could. They didn’t care that an innocent person not responsible for the debt is getting stuck paying what the 
inmate owes. I had already complained informally to the business office about the $25.00 per quarter right 
after I got there. This $50.00 deal is when I hit the roof and submitted the documentation mentioned earlier 
on their formal BP-9 form. Because I didn’t want to risk losing the room I shared with a very compatible 
cell partner I “agreed” to the higher payments, but not without adding, “(see my recent BP-9 regarding your 
predicament detailing the taking of MY money)” right next to my signature. Didn’t want ’em to snivel later 
that they weren’t told. 

I referred them to their own “Program Statement” # 5380.02 which permits them to put an inmate on 
“temporary exempt status” if the inmate has various physical or psychological problems. I thought by this, 
they could save face in that their own policy has provisions where people like me could get a waiver in a 
way where it won’t seem like they’re granting me a special favor that they aren’t granting to anybody else. 
Heck, I just had my mental weaknesses to wave in their face to show how I clearly fit within the policy’s 
provisions. Once again I tried to play that “psych card” and my “dangerous” nature by emphasizing how 
I’ve responded to money violations in the past, in hopes they’d grant my request. I figured they surely 
“would see — considering all the factors involved — that as the most prudent and beneficial choice — 
financial wise — for all concerned.” This, of course, would have only been a temporary waiver. I’d still 
owe them the 300 bucks after I got released from prison, but by then, I could crank out as many copies of 
Revenge to my customers until I’d made enough to cover it. After all, it was written specifically to cover 



 
 
 

 
155 

 
 
 
 

judicially-imposed costs I shouldn’t be stuck with. But no, they wouldn’t do it. Warden Floyd responded to 
my BP-9 and this is part of what he said. “Such a raise was clearly warranted in you r case. Further, Bureau 
of Prisons’ policy states that an offender may be considered ‘Temporarily Exempt’ from the Financial 
Responsibility Program for Psychological reasons. However, this policy does not apply in your case due to 
the fact that your mental state has not precluded you from gaining employment while incarcerated.” Ya, but 
that employment didn’t pay me enough to even make the $25.00 per quarter payment plan. If I wasn’t 
getting outside money I wouldn’t even be paying that. 

It was right around this time that I got my first raise above maintenance pay. Wonder if there’s a 
connection? Hmmm. You see, now they took my excuse away that I didn’t earn enough money at my 
prison job in order to pay $50.00 per quarter. But still, without outside money from my cousin, I would 
have had very little left over for tooth paste, soap, shampoo and stuff like that which we could get at the 
commissary. Sure, the government supplies those necessities to indigent inmates, but the free stuff is crap 
quality. 

As “dangerous” appearing as all my documentation to them was, I already vowed to never again break 
the law (or at least not until I’m old and feeble and have nothing to lose), and that included my methods of 
revenge. Pushing Revenge to an abused clientele could easily help me recoup losses I’ve suffered, and at 
the same time, throw a monkey wrench or two into the wheels of the judicial system in order to make them 
squeak. Of course, my activities with VOCAL goes without saying. Before Wisehart’s enhanced money-
grabbing tendencies came onto the scene, my extra-curricular monkey wrenching activities were rather 
inactive. For one thing, I was preparing to start a college-level computer technology course and was heavily 
involved in independent studies on my own so my time was rather filled up. I was also typing up this book. 

As you know, I was working in the education department as an orderly (janitor) at the time. When our 
work assignments were done we could go to any part of the education department we wanted to as long as 
we didn’t leave the area without permission. My little sweeping and moping job took me no longer than 
half an hour to do on most days. Much of this book was already written out in long hand at the time and my 
next project was to type it up so it would be mostly ready to publish soon after I got home. I needed to have 
it in that form so I could quickly scan it into my computer, do my final editing and formatting, and get it out 
the door in a timely manner. This case was long overdue and with its publication we could hopefully bring 
it to a conclusion — and, of course, get my attackers the punishment they had been escaping for far, far too 
long. (At the time, I had no idea so many other situations would enter the equation to contribute to the delay 
we’ve ended up having in getting it published. Thanks to Orange County and Bakersfield for that. But all 
that story will be coming folks; trust me!) On July 26, 1995 I was typing up the part where I was showing 
Snake and his minions the OATH. One problem though. Unlike having a copy of Revenge fall into my lap, 
courtesy Jessner, they never had the OATH to give me, so I was outa’ luck there. I typed it up the best as I 
remembered it, and when missing parts come to me throughout the morning I jotted them down. Of course, 
since Wisehart and the bunch started their money-grabbing routine, I became active rea l  qu ick  in my 
promotion of VOCAL. And that was obviously going to include getting new members who would be 
taking the OATH, so I clearly needed a current and complete version ready to administer anyway. 

Every 10 or 20 inmates leaving the dining room after meals gets searched to see if they are taking any 
food out with them. We were only permitted to take one piece of fresh fruit back to our cells, but inmates 
often hid other leftovers under their clothing. When I was coming out of the dining room after lunch on this 
particular day Senior Officer Specialist M. Amaro motioned me aside so he could conduct a routine pat 
down search. Unlike most officers, usually just concentrating on food items, Amaro read some of the 
papers I had with me, paying specific attention to my OATH. 

Amaro turned it in to Lt. Barton. A short time later he called me into his office and after talking to me 
for a few minutes he placed me in the hole. Officer Amaro wrote me an incident report, also known as a 
“shot,” accusing me of violating rule 299, “Conduct disruptive to security or orderly running of BOP 
[Bureau of Prisons] facility Most Like: Engaging in or encouraging group demonstration.” After being 
heard by the Unit Disciplinary Committee, consisting of Mr. Wisehart and I believe our Case Manager, Mr. 
Hall (with Amaro also in attendance), the shot was next scheduled to be heard by the Disciplinary Hearing 
Officer (DHO), Mr. Michael Strahl. His finding was, “The DHO in reviewing the charge finds there is 
insufficient evidence to support the charge, and therefore expunges the incident report.” Then under a 
veiled threat of a transfer he made me “agree not to pass any copies of the oath around or to administer any 
oath’s.” Oddly, they never objected to my Revenge book despite the fact I previously expressed my 
openness of it’s content to other inmates. Strahl said I would be getting out of the hole that day, Friday, but 
because no open bunks were available I had to wait until after the weekend, 3 days away. 

On Monday, after 6 days in the hole (and 4 days missed from my computer technology class), I was 
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released to Yuma where I spent a week while waiting for room to open up in Mojave-B. The day I was 
scheduled to leave Yuma, Lt. Barton called me into his office again to accuse me ripping up nearly 100 
pieces of inmate clothing. He based his suspicions on the fact that I had been seen “loitering” around the 
clothing bins, plus ripped up clothing was piled up in the hallway near my cell. Of course, he also knew I 
was a proud revenger who speaks favorably about such actions. Fortunately, he did not know that I had 
engaged in that very same score-settlement activity in the state prison system some years earlier. He could 
have put me in the hole for “investigation” but didn’t. Possibly he knew I was the wrong person to screw 
over a second time and that the prison system would be better off if they just backed off and didn’t commit 
another offense against me. I was surprised at his wisdom, but glad of it. I had been very open to prison 
staff in my views about how extra caution should be shown toward those of us who are extra sensitive to 
always expecting fairness. No one had paid it any attention — at a great cost to them — but it was nice to 
see someone heading the admonishment. “Now I’m not going to see any more clothing ripped up in Yuma 
am I?” Lt. Barton inquired. Without admitting to that score-settlement process, I told him I promised I 
would not. And with that, I was on my way back to my computer class. The thing is, my promise was 
limited to Yuma and I was scheduled to move out of there later that afternoon which I already knew. 
Therefore, if I did it back over at Mojave, I wouldn’t have been breaking a promise. In reality, I had vented 
enough and brought enough suspicion upon myself so it was time to back off. (Besides I didn’t want to risk 
missing any more of my computer class.) At least he got some idea that I’m the wrong person to fuck over 
and I looked on that as a “win” of sorts. 

When I expressed my extreme anger over the inconvenience and aggravation one is subjected to just 
by going to the hole and how punishing it is even when the person is not guilty of anything and not handed 
down a punishment, Barton promptly responded back by saying that rather than punishment it is really, 
“just a part of the process.” “But it’s still punishing though,” I said. What I didn’t say though is the 
philosophy I teach in Revenge — if something isn’t considered as part of the official punishment, it should 
not be accepted and should be returned back upon the perpetrator. I’m glad I settled that injustice; except 
for my stolen property though (which is discussed below) — that’s still outstanding. Although I honored 
my promise to not administer my OATH until after I left FCI Phoenix, I stepped up my teaching activities 
as outlined in Revenge — which they never objected to before or since — to correspond with them stepping 
up my FRP payments from 25 to 50 bucks. 

When an inmate goes to the hole the Correctional Officer on duty in his housing unit gets all of his 
personal property together and lists everything on an inventory form. After that, it is sent over to the hole 
where it is stored until the inmate gets released back into the general population. That evening, after I got 
settled in my cell, I checked over my stuff and noticed that some things were missing. After making a list I 
went over to Mojave to speak with the officer to see where the rest of my stuff was. Of the two officers on 
duty in Mojave, only one, Correctional Officer T.D. Hibbard, was on duty there the day I went to the hole. 
He said Correctional Officer L. Schmidt, who was working days, got my property from my cell and put it in 
the office. Because it was near her time to go home she did not inventory it. When Officer Hibbard got on 
duty and settled in he and the other officer assigned to Mojave that night, Correctional Officer Rule, 
inventoried my property and sent it over to the hole for storage. 

When I questioned Hibbard about the missing items he remembered some of them and even had a 
half-ass excuse as to why I didn’t get them. I had 2 boxes of Tide laundry detergent which I purchased in 
the commissary. One was open and nearly full and the other one was still sealed. I got the sealed box back 
but not the open box. Hibbard remembered spilling some of it so that places him in possession of that 
particular box because the other one obviously can’t spill. He remembered my bag of almonds, bag of 
pecans, and bag of walnuts. (He remembered 2 for sure but questioned a total of 3.) All 3 were in their 
original factory bags but then placed inside of tennis ball containers so they can be sealed for freshness. He 
said he remembered the tennis ball containers. His reason for taking them was because they were outside of 
their original containers. Commissary items are subject to seizure if they are not in their original factory 
containers. Knowing that some staff are extra picky about this particular rule violation I left the nuts in their 
original plastic bags, but then put the bags inside transparent plastic tennis ball containers which could be 
sealed with a lid in order to help keep them fresh longer. When I reminded Hibbard of that fact he then said 
he also had a concern for their freshness. Now that’s a real lame excuse. They do not spoil and if that was a 
valid reason then why did someone who got out of the hole the same day I got out not have his fresh fruit 
taken? That is a spoilage problem item, not nuts. Three other sealed bags of the 3 kinds of nuts I got back 
O.K. Some other missing items he didn’t remember are: 2 small shampoo and conditioner bottles, 2 
commissary purchased pens (he gave me some out of his desk to replace them so those are made up), a new 
tube of Aquafresh tooth paste (I got 2 of my other tubes of tooth paste back O.K.), a full sealed bottle of 
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Tussex cough syrup, a nearly full bottle of allergy tablets with antihistamine, a nearly full bottle of 
Pseudoval allergy tablets without antihistamine, about 6 used AA batteries (I’m letting them slide because 
I’m not sure how much life they had left), 1/3 box of graham crackers, 1/4 left in a bottle of Quinsana foot 
powder, 1 dictionary, and 2 computer books (1 of them, a dBase IV operator’s manual, was borrowed from 
another inmate). Hibbard said he remembered the books but stated the reason he took them was because 
they didn’t have my name in them. The thing is, one of them I borrowed from another inmate in Mojave-B 
and his name was in it but it was not given back to him either. A near empty container of hi-protein was 
also missing which I’m letting slide by. That adds up to $3.50 for Tide, $2.60 for almonds, $3.10 for 
pecans, $2.30 for walnuts, $4.35 for Aquafresh, $2.15 for Tussex, $0.75 for allergy tablets, $1.50 for 
Pseudoval, $0.90 (1/3 of $2.70) for 1/3 box of graham crackers, $0.81 (1/4 of $3.25) for Quinsana, $3.45 for 
dictionary, $25.00 for the computer book that belonged to the other inmate (this is the amount I reimbursed 
to him), and $20.00 for the other computer book (it was given to me by another inmate so this price is an 
estimate but it is still owed to me because the book had a lot of valuable information which I now can’t 
have unless I buy another book) for a total of: $70.41. (In Chapter 20 we’ll be tallying up all that I’m owed 
for this case so you’ll be seeing this figure at that time once again.) 

In talking to other inmates who have been to the hole before, I found that it is standard operating 
procedure that you will lose something when you go to the hole. Either it will be because of carelessness 
with your property by the staff member who is inventorying it or it will be because they will look for the 
slightest reason to confiscate something. One inmate lost the headset to his walkman radio because he had 
repaired them with tape. They therefore became “altered” and we are not allowed to have anything altered 
even if it is our own property. Basically what you have is a staff member who is pissed off that some 
inmate went to the hole and caused him to do all this extra work taking care of his property. His thought is 
to mess with him, or in this case, his property, in return. And the staff in the hole are noticeably less 
gracious to inmates in there for rule violations than they are to those in there for their own protection 
unrelated to some misbehavior they did. For instance, a couple inmates were housed in the hole while they 
were testifying against some other defendants in federal court in downtown Phoenix. For their 
“cooperation” with law enforcement they had an extra easy stay in the hole. In exchange for mopping some 
floors they were seldom locked in their cells throughout the day. The rest of us couldn’t even begin to get 
that amount of freedom. 

Clearly, revenge runs both ways; inmates to staff, and staff back to inmates. They sure don’t like the 
inmate to staff variety, but when it is directed back to us — like in messing with our personal property — 
the higher mucky-mucks let it slide by. I complained about the theft to higher-level staff at FCI Phoenix 
and even up to the Western Regional Office. No one seemed to be concerned at all. They suggested filing a 
Tort claim which is basically a big joke. I did that after being attacked at Lompoc and even with evidence 
of the assault they refused to accept responsibility. They had the nerve to say there was, “no evidence of 
mistreatment.” Besides, a Tort is a civil action. That wouldn’t get Hibbard held accountable. He was the 
actual thief; he even admitted it to me. And he had no shame about it. That’s what really pissed me off. It’s 
like, I’m just an inmate and he has staff backing him up — as if to mean that I’m shit out of luck. Well first 
of all, he didn’t realize he picked the wrong person to rip off; and second, my OATH, which got me in the 
hole to begin with, was, and is , very solemn to me. I honor it always! 

For one thing, I used the money that I was saving toward my next FRP payment to repurchase the 
stolen merchandise and repay the inmate for his computer book. (I was only paid around $20.00 per month 
on my prison job.) I pay legitimate debts I have in a timely manner, unlike those-so-many judicial system 
people who refuse to do likewise to me. I then went on what they call “refusal status,” meaning I was 
refusing to make any more FRP payments. They said I owe them money, I said they owe me money. As far 
as I was concerned, my debt’s paid in full if they’re letting Hibbard slide by unscathed. The thing is, when 
one is on refusal status one of the sanctions he faces is not being allowed to get a cell when one becomes 
available. I would be stuck sleeping in the overcrowded TV room for the duration, or until I resumed 
payments. And when I moved from Yuma back to Mojave-B that’s where I lived. (Other sanctions include: 
never getting paid above the $5.25 maintenance pay no matter what job you have, being denied working in 
Federal Prison Industries, being denied participation in various prison programs, being denied a half-way 
house placement for the last few months of your sentence, being denied the around $100.00 the government 
gives to released inmates, and possibly denial of some phone privileges.) 

Before I got ahold of those above mentioned FOI Exempt papers I had Barton pegged as the primary 
culprit for putting me in the hole repeatedly and setting my transfer in motion. After reading a number of 
memorandums from Wisehart, I now know he is the instigator. As our story progresses I will be quoting 
from those memorandums. 
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On November 2, 1995 Lt. Barton put me in the hole once again, this time for, “investigation into your 
possible involvement in damaging government property.” On October 20, 1995 a nation-wide lock down 
was ordered for all federal prisons after riots broke out at several institutions across the country. The 
uprisings were set off when Congress refused to correct the sentencing disparity in the amounts of powder 
and crack cocaine required to receive a given sentence. According to the U.S. Sentencing Guidelines, one 
could receive the same sentence if caught with 100 grams of powder cocaine as he would receive if caught 
with just 1 gram of crack cocaine. Crack cocaine is just a cooked down version from the powder. This 100 
to 1 disparity is particularly angering to black inmates who were more apt to deal in the crack version of 
cocaine out on the streets than powder. If a white person got busted with cocaine it was more than likely the 
powder variety he was dealing in. As a result, whites get much less time for getting busted with the same 
amount that the black person got busted with. Congress in letting that law stand set off the riots. 

Since I got out of the hole last time for my “OATH incident,” as I term it, I’d been living in the 
Mojave-B TV room (called also the cot room). Due to overcrowding, each housing unit converted one of 
their TV rooms into a small dormitory and the one I was assigned to had room for 12 inmates. (The TV 
from that room was then placed in a common area for viewing. Sort of like the living room of the housing 
unit.) One nearby cell that would normally house 2 inmates was left vacant so the 12 of us could have a 
toilet and sink to share. All other inmates living in 2-man cells had their own private toilet and sink. At 
night they were locked in their cells. Because those of us living in the TV room had to have access to the 
bathroom throughout the night our door was never locked. In fact, it couldn’t be locked. It was defective. 
All of a sudden when the nation-wide lock down was ordered, panicky staff members realized they have to 
hurry up and get that door fixed so they can lock us in. Within an hour or so staff members from the 
(Central Mechanical Services) CMS department had a used door installed and in operating order — sort of. 
They did get a door installed, and they were able to lock it; but they installed it so haphazardly in their 
rushed manner that it was left sticking at the top and had to be slammed to shut it all the way. At the time 
they didn’t care about that though, so long as they could lock it. This is the first time in U.S. history that 
there’s ever been a nation-wide lockdown of all federal prisons. Staff was rather panicky, and in turn, a bit 
more careless than they should have been. While we were on this full lock down, staff came up semi-
regularly to unlock it so we could use the bathroom. After a few days we were off of full lock down status 
and were in the process of getting back to normal. We were still confined to our housing units, we just 
weren’t locked in our cells throughout the day, as we never are. During this time I took it on my own to try 
to fix the sticking door by wedging something by the bottom hinge as I closed it in hopes that it would 
spring the top hinge into place. Unfortunately, I made it stick more so I quit before I made it even more 
worse. 

I had previously argued with a heavily-smoking Cuban inmate — who went by the name “Cuba” to 
his friends — with a bunk next to mine who always wanted the door shut in order to keep the noise from 
the common area out of our TV room. Several other Mexican inmates, who were also smokers living in the 
TV room, originally didn’t care one way or the other about the door, but rallied around their Cuban 
“comrade” because he was their friend. 

This particular TV room is the only one that has no fresh air inlet vent. It has only an exhaust vent, as 
weak as it was. All the other TV rooms in both Mojave A and B, which are used for TV viewing only, have 
both kinds of vents for proper air flow even when the door is shut. None had windows that could be 
opened. I asked the smokers, which was nearly every single inmate in there, to leave the door open a little 
while smoking as there is a flow that enters from the blowers out in the common area but they complained 
about noise and wanted to keep it shut. I admit that noise is a problem too, but still I asked to leave it open 
at least while they’re smoking. They can always close it later after the air clears out. I suffer from chronic 
sinusitis, a condition which gives me a constant post-nasal drip and the nuisance of clearing my throat 
often. Besides second-hand smoke being a health hazard to everyone in general, it is particularly 
bothersome to those of us with this condition. 

There are 3 TVs in Mojave-B. The inmates have designated one for white inmates, another for blacks, 
and the other one for Mexicans or Hispanics in general. Mojave-A has the same set up for their 3 TVs and 
the other housing units also follow the same procedure. In fact, other federal and state prisons I’ve been in 
throughout the years had similar procedures. This segregation is set up by the inmates, staff knows about it 
but accepts it. Although different races can view any TV they want to, some racially-motivated inmates let 
their feelings be known very clearly to the “intruder” that he is not a welcome “visitor” and make him as 
uncomfortable as possible. 

Blacks often were watching either shows with predominately black actors (often the cable Black 
Entertainment Television channel, one of many cable channels we had access to) or sports, neither of which 
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interested me. Whites smoked heavily in their TV room. Despite the fact that the TV rooms were suppose 
to be non-smoking areas, staff never seemed to enforce their policy. (Mr. Wisehart did try to enforce it 
when he first moved from Yuma to Mojave back in January 1995 but gave up the battle in short order as a 
lost cause.) While Hispanics often watched spanish-speaking programs, they also happened to watch shows 
that I liked. Before my squabbles with the Cuban and his buddies I was welcomed in the Mexican TV room 
as much as anybody else in the unit. The problem really surfaced one day when I was discussing the 
smoking problem with a friend of mine. Some Mexican overheard me saying that the Cuban isn’t even a 
citizen so he shouldn’t even have any say in the matter. Once word of that got around I was on the 
Mexicans’ shit list. (It also didn’t help when I voiced my opinion that I didn’t need to learn how to speak 
spanish because this is the United States of America where the primary language of our country is English.) 
The Mexican TV room was right next door to my sleeping quarters. That meant congregating in that whole 
general area were the majority of Mexicans living in the B side of Mojave, and they all had me pegged as 
anti-Mexican. 

Now I’ve never been a prejudice person before, or now. I didn’t like that particular Cuban, not 
because he was a Cuban; but because he was an inconsiderate heavy smoker who didn’t care at all about 
my feelings or my health. Unfortunately, my overheard remark (along with saying that “smokers’ rights 
end where my nose begins” and openly proclaiming smoking as “a filthy disgusting habit”) branded me as 
being prejudice against them. Absent that, they probably would have cared less when they saw me messing 
with the door. But now, they saw an opportunity to get me out of there. By several of them snitching on me 
they could be assured that staff would take action, and take action they did. 

From a memorandum dated November 2, 1995 from Wisehart to Barton, I was able to confirm all of 
my suspicions mentioned in the above several paragraphs which were written beforehand. One mexican 
inmate, whose name was blacked out on the memo, but who I know by the last name of Orta, who happens 
to be a good friend of the Cuban, was one of two snitches. Orta was one of the inmates assigned to clean up 
the area outside of our living quarters and he and I had exchanged words over my brushing my teeth in the 
drinking fountain already by this time. Our arguments become more intense weeks later and are covered 
farther along in the story. But until I got those exempt papers, I did not know I was put in the hole this 
particular time for anything more than tampering with the door. A couple quotes from page 2 of Wisehart’s 
memo are quite revealing and infuriating. “It is also suspicious that he has requested to remain in the cot 
room, which is highly unusual. When asked why he desires to remain there, he refuses to answer.…Most 
inmates move in and out, except the FRP refusal inmates.” He knew damn well I refused to pay on account 
of the Hibbard thefts and that my previously-scheduled September FRP payment went to repurchase the 
commissary items Hibbard stole. But does he mention that? No — all he says is, “Larson also refuses to 
pay his FRP obligation, although he has much money. He will not pay the government, as part of his 
resentment.” (Throughout the memo he misspells my name, despite hating to have his own name 
misspelled as we’ll be seeing an example of later on. That, to him, is apparently more important than 
bringing the arsonists to justice so you can see where this guy’s priorities are at.) I bet he’d be a little 
resentful if somebody stole from him — and even more so if he couldn’t get anybody to hold the thief 
accountable and make restitution. He ends the memo by asking Barton to put me in the hole. I’ll continue 
my story now with the below paragraphs that were previously written, and make additions learned from the 
memos where necessary. 

Lt. Barton, already mad at me over the views I’d expressed in my OATH, slammed me in the hole 
without even talking to me first. I guess one’s got to expect a few arrows in the back whenever they accept 
the role of “pioneer,” but the fact that they screw with inmates more than average once they learn of your 
“standing” is deplorable. One of those things I actively denounce in the strongest of terms in Revenge. 
Once you appropriately respond back though, they’ll surely know they picked the wrong person to treat in 
such a way and, if they’re smart, they’ll mind their P’s and Q’s a little better from that point forward — or 
wish they had. Unfortunately for all of us, they weren’t too smart. It took me several days just to get the 
paperwork addressing the reason why I was even in the hole, and that only said it was for, “investigation 
into your possible involvement in damaging government property.” I kept asking officers what property 
were they talking about. The door didn’t even occur to me. Surely it wouldn’t have been the clothing in 
Yuma back in July would it? When my request to see Lt. Barton went unanswered I refused to eat for a 
couple days. That brought the staff psychologist to see me and with his help, Lt. Barton finally saw me. 
When he explained to me what it was about I promptly admitted my culpability in the door-“tampering” 
fiasco and what led up to it. I also agreed to leave all future repairs up to staff or to the inmates assigned to 
make such repairs. Barton said he would write me a shot and at that point I expected to get out of the hole 
very shortly once the paperwork was processed. I figured they would give me some extra duty or some 
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such punishment like that. A shot never come. Days; weeks went by. Then on December 5th I was released 
back to my housing unit into the same TV room dormitory. (They changed their policy so inmates no 
longer had to go through Yuma.) No shot or nothing. I believe that Lt. Barton realized that if he would 
write me a shot that it would get expunged by the Disciplinary Hearing Officer once it got in front of him to 
determine guilt. By just keeping me in the hole under “investigation” status he could drag it out for weeks. 
By doing that, just being in the hole all that time turns out to be the punishment. He may not have a 
conviction of a prison rule violation on my record but he still got me punished, and that’s what his whole 
plan apparently was. The thing is, that amount of time was way out of line for what I did. Bear in mind, the 
door did stick worse after I tried to fix it. But they could still lock it if they wanted to. (We were off of full 
lock down status by then so they weren’t doing that any more.) I had stopped before I make it worse. I’m 
firmly convinced that Barton still had anger over the opinions I expressed in my OATH and that this was 
his way to stick it to me more than would happen to any other inmate that was never a trouble maker to 
staff. Staff has a way of screwing with someone — even in minor ways — if they don’t like him, and it’s 
not just this institution. I’ve seen such misbehavior committed quite regularly by sheriff deputies in both 
the Los Angeles and Orange County Jail system, and to a lesser extent by staff members in the California 
prison system. 

By being in the hole, I missed the triple conjunction of Venus, Jupiter, and Mars along with the 
interactions the three were having throughout November. And on the 23rd the thin crescent Moon joined 
the trio to make a very beautiful naked-eye sight that I missed. According to Astronomy magazine, 
November 1995, page 79, these three planets “won’t cluster as closely…for more than a century.” I missed 
a biggie and I’m really pissed. On top of that, I missed the Thanksgiving festivities the institution had for 
us. 

It is extra angering to be put in the hole for a piddly-ass thing when a serious attack was committed 
against me and no one cares about bringing my attackers to justice. Or to be held accountable for a minor, 
not on purpose, door mishap — which wouldn’t have happened if staff would have installed it properly — 
when they aren’t holding Hibbard accountable for the shameless, and purposeful, theft of my property. That 
is a double-standard violation about as bad as it gets. Don’t you dare put over emphasis on your property 
while at the same time you totally disregard mine. I’ll be returning to this violation in Chapter 20 where I 
tally up what this will cost them. 

While I was still in the hole for this incident I put my formal request in to my Unit Team for a half-
way house, officially now called a Community Correctional Center or CCC. Inmates can get placed in a 
half-way house 6 months before their release dates if they have “programmed” satisfactorily and kept out of 
trouble while in prison. I would be 6-months short to release in April 1996, so putting in at this scheduled 
Team meeting was the proper time to do so considering the amount of lag time they needed to process the 
paper work. I had completed a 3-month half-way house placement back in 1979 without breaking any of 
the rules or getting in any trouble so I expected no problem in getting a referral to one this time. Both the 
psychiatrist and a psychologist who examined me for the court before sentencing back in 1994 even 
recommended a community-type of placement instead of prison. Even though my criminal record is longer 
this time, there are no intentional acts of violence on it. And even if there were, that shouldn’t matter that 
much. I see other inmates with robberies or burglaries on their record go to half-way houses and all 
robberies and residential burglaries are considered “crimes of violence,” even if no gun was present or no 
one was home. 

Mr. Wisehart chaired my Unit Team meeting that November day in 1995. (I just couldn’t shake loose 
of this culprit.) Also present were my Case Manager, Ms. G. Tunder, and my Correctional Counselor, Mr. 
Davenport. I was flat out turned down by Mr. Wisehart strictly because of my 1971 child molesting 
conviction. “But it was on my record back in 1979 and you guys let me go to a half-way house then,” I told 
him. Without shame he admitted there’s politics behind half-way house denials for molesters. He told me, 
“the political climate has changed since then. They don’t want people like you out on the streets now.” 
With thoughts of Willie Horton or Richard Allen Davis surely on his mind, Mr. Wisehart then said “if we 
let you out early [to a half-way house] and you re-offended it would look bad on us as to why we let you 
out early.” I guess he figures their ass is covered in that if I re-offended after my “mandatory” release date, 
they wouldn’t look bad to the news media because they didn’t let me out early before they legally had to. 
They had no empathy for me. They never cared about my feelings or the extra trauma I had suffered 
beyond what a “normal” inmate suffers in a prison setting. They were out just for #1; themselves. Cover 
their  asses — be damned about any damage it causes to me. That’s their way it seems. 

“Well, you should be wanting me out there as soon as possible” I told him. “Need I remind you that 
I’ve been holding back who I believe set the fires ’cause I wanna’ make sure I got all my stuff back first 
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that the feds took. By holding me back an extra 6 months that gives the real culprits and extra 6 months to 
disappear into the framework of society forever. And that could bring you guys bad media coverage once 
my other book [meaning this one] covering the fires hits the streets and explains how you contributed to a 
delay in bringing the likely culprits to justice.” I should have added, “Now are you after just screwing me 
over even if it brings you bad publicity or would you rather avoid such media attention?” but didn’t. I 
wonder how they’ll deal with it once the shit hits the fan. At least they can’t come back and snivel that I 
didn’t try to tell them so. 

Like I did with a previous appeal, I filed an administrative remedy with the warden (a BP-9) and 
continued on up the line through the regional director (BP-10) and then to the General Counsel of National 
Inmate Appeals in Washington D.C. (BP-11). I begged them to put their priorities on the right things for a 
change — things that were a more pressing issue — rather than continuing to revert back to an ancient out-
of-date sex offense that was buried in my past a long time ago. I was denied at all levels of the appeal 
strictly because of my sexual history. They claimed that Bureau policy prohibits sending sex offenders to 
half-way houses yet that is in error. Program Statement 7310.01 (which they quoted from) says that sex 
offenders “whether in current offense or history…will not ordinarily” be permitted to participate in a half-
way house program. Will not ordinarily is different from are prohibited from. These last three words are not 
there which I brought to their attention as I appealed up the line. Some weeks earlier I had spoken to Mr. 
Leonard Lipsutz, the Community Corrections Manager from Phoenix, during a pre-release class I attended 
about my case in particular and was told my 1971 felony conviction does not disqualify me from 
participation. Those I appealed to tried to throw their own interpretation into the Program Statement. 
“Although the policy does say ‘ordinarily’, the intent of the policy is to clearly prohibit sex offenders from 
such placement.” I would sure like to hear from the authors of the Program Statement what their 
interpretation was. If they intended to prohibit all sex offenders from participating in a half-way house 
program it would have been the simplest thing in the world to merely word it as such. 

It’s interesting to note that in my administrative remedies I said: 
 

On a totally separate issue regarding avoiding bad 
publicity I should mention that in another book I’m writing 
about the Southern California wildfires of 1993. Because FBI & 
ATF agents had me under surveillance since before the first 
fire ever started they know I set none of the fires the letters 
I mailed 2 months earlier threatened. In my book I plan to 
disclose & detail how deceit & misconduct by FBI & ATF agents 
possibly lost them their best chance at more than likely 
solving many, if not all, of those arson fires. Because they 
resorted to behavior they knew by past experience I don’t stand 
for I shut down & wouldn’t tell them who I think set all the 
fires & what set off the crime spree. I planned to disclose 
names, details, & motives for the first time in my book 
figuring that because I had to wait so many months to get out 
(longer than a proper guideline sentence should have been) then 
they can wait to find out who the culprits might be. After all, 
turn about is fair play. Whether they are the real arsonists I 
don’t know for sure as I never saw them after I mailed the 
letters but I do know that the longer it takes to track them 
down the less chance they still live at the same places I know 
about. Surely anyone who delays my release, which delays my 
book publication & disclosure, would receive bad press if the 
culprits were missed by just that time frame when I could have 
gotten out earlier but was denied. Their (FBI & ATF) botched 
activities may not bring the level of embarrassment as Ruby 
Ridge or Waco has done to them, but I’m estimating it will be 
#3 once all the details are out there. Surely someone will say, 
“knowing he was holding onto information why did you resort to 
the misconduct & deceit you did knowing he was hyper-sensitive 
about it?” The main misconduct was tearing up the house in a 
very vandalous search after strong admonishments not to. Being 
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I wasn’t allowed out on bail I have to wait until I get out to 
put it in pre-vandalism condition &, in return, so can they 
wait for my information. Surely anyone delaying that release & 
resultant information outflow could receive bad press right 
along with the original guilty culprits; the FBI & ATF. Enough 
said? 

 
Further on I told them: 
 

You may want to review the case of an inmate I heard about 
from [USP] Atlanta that got over a million dollars after he was 
attacked because he was a child molester. Didn’t sound like he 
had as strong of a case of negligence than I do. And you should 
be aware how much more determined I am to get justice for that 
attack after being put in the hole for trying to fix a door 
that was improperly installed by CMS staff to begin with. What 
is so especially angering is that I am put in the hole on just 
the word of an inmate who turned me in yet when I offer to ID 
my attackers I’m told my word alone isn’t good enough to write 
an incident report. Yet they could surely put them in the hole 
for weeks for “investigation” without a shot as you guys are 
prone to doing. But no, you just want them to slide by because 
they didn’t damage anything of yours. Well I’m bound & 
determined to not let Lompoc get away with it! 

 
I then offered a gracious out. “I am open to discussion if an offer of a 6-month half-way house…was 

placed on the table in exchange for: my clearing any & all BOP staff of accountability of any kind for the 
vicious attack upon me,” along with “my agreement to not settle the matter either in court or out.” I also let 
it be known that I was, “open to discussion” on the Hibbard theft “with no punishment on the culprit other 
than a reprimand.” 

With all that — with that amount of graciousness and amnesty, they still wouldn’t let me go to a half-
way house. The only conclusion that can foreseeably be reached is that all levels on up through Washington 
D.C. accept accountability for all the violations I was willing to pardon them on here. Well, I have no 
problem with that; not a bit. It’s cool with me. And I also have no problem whatsoever justifying to myself 
allowing the real arsonists, my former friends, an extra 6 months of freedom to make up for the extra 6 
months of freedom I got cheated out of. And if anybody’s got a problem with my attitude; well tough shit. I 
tried to tell them so!!! (And no one can snivel that they weren’t told.) 

On December 14, 1995 Lt. Barton put me in the hole for talking to another inmate’s wife on the 
phone. Now this time he had a legitimate right to punish me. I did break a prison rule; minor as it was. A 
day or two into the nation-wide lock down the previous October, staff were in the process of taking selected 
black inmates out of the general population and putting them in the hole if they had any suspicion they 
would be apt to cause trouble. Bear in mind, none of them had done so; we didn’t have any troubles at our 
institution over the crack/powder cocaine disparity issue. They just wanted to make sure there would be no 
trouble when we get released off of lockdown. “Cricket,” a black inmate locked in the TV room dormitory 
with me was telling us that he knew that they would be coming to take him to the hole. In fact, he was 
looking forward to it. I believe he wanted to transfer from this institution. In recent days before the lock 
down he had been having some rather close-friendship-like talks with our counselor, Mr. Davenport. In 
remembering back to conversations I heard between Cricket and friends of his, I believe he had been asking 
Davenport for help on something and I think it was to get a transfer. Before the lock down come about, 
Cricket had borrowed some personal property from other friends of his and was now in the process of 
leaving it with a couple of the black inmates in the TV room with instructions as to who gets what. He 
previously asked me if he could borrow 2 AAA batteries for his radio when he saw me opening a new 4-
pack in order to get 2 out for my radio. I usually don’t make a habit of loaning things out but, not wanting 
any hard feelings with someone living in the same room with me, I gave him 2 batteries and he said he 
would pay me back when he goes to the store. The very night of the lockdown staff, in an attempt to placate 
us, let us fill out requests to purchase items from the commissary. Our purchases were delivered to us the 
next day and although Cricket got goodies for himself and his friends to eat, he made no attempt to get me 
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my batteries; nor did he offer an excuse or apology. (Even before the lock down went into effect, he 
neglected to pay me back when he shopped twice at the store that I know of.) Because we were locked 
down I kept my feelings of disgust to myself, after all they were only worth about a dollar. Still, tight with 
money me didn’t like it; and besides, it was the principle of it. A day or so later Cricket was taken to the 
hole and I assumed that any chance of him paying off his debt was over. 

When I was in the hole for the above-mentioned door-tampering incident I overheard Cricket speaking 
loudly to a friend in an adjoining general population housing unit and asking him to call his wife to let her 
know his situation about the hole and pending transfer. General population inmates have access to 
telephones most of the time, whereas those of us in the hole get to use it once a week for one brief call. I 
heard Cricket yelling out his Phone Access Code, a PIN like number each inmate is assigned, and his wife’s 
phone number. The thought occurred to me that by taking down the number I could call her and make a 
little waves in their relationship as sort of a return for him refusing to make good on his debt when he fully 
had the chance to do so. After I got out of the hole last time I anonymously called her and told her that 
Cricket was regularly corresponding with another woman. And I didn’t even have to exaggerate the events. 
Cricket openly spoke of the letters he was exchanging with her when he was talking with his friends in the 
TV room. It may have only been a little over a dollar that he gypped me out of, but it was the principle of it. 
Money is a hot-button issue to me when it’s unfairly taken from me. Despite what some thought, it had 
absolutely nothing to do with him being black. It sure felt good to throw a monkey wrench into their 
relationship — as it always does when non-violently avenging wrongs (within the Guidelines of 
VOCAL) — knowing he’d feel some emotional upset just as I felt over what he did to me. Being a firm 
believer in turn about is fair play, I was especially joyous that evening as I took my evening walk in the 
yard while listening to my usual talk-radio shows. I made the mistake though of telling her that the reason I 
was calling was because Cricket owed me money and refused to pay me back. At the time I said it I didn’t 
think Cricket would tie it to me because he owed other inmates money on gambling debts he often had. He 
regularly bet on sporting events in some of the pools run by inmates but he was known to make good on 
those bets he lost. 

Apparently, Cricket gave my name to Lt. Barton as the likely “suspect” calling his wife. Barton called 
me in and I stupidly admitted it and explained the reason why. Technically, it’s a violation of prison rules 
to call a person not on one’s approved phone list, but it’s hardly ever enforced. Often inmates will tell a 
friend right out in plain view of staff to call such and such and give out the phone number without 
hesitation. In fact, Cricket was out in the hole’s exercise yard and under direct supervision by an officer 
when he yelled out his wife’s phone number and his Phone Access Code number to a general population 
inmate on the other side of a wall. And this happens daily. The window of my cell in the hole overlooked 
the small exercise yard we used. When inmates are out in the yard there is always an officer present 
supervising. Very seldom did an officer tell an inmate to stop communicating with one of the inmates on 
the other side of the wall. Quite often, an inmate in the hole asked someone to make a call for them because 
using the phone in the hole was very limited. So if staff regularly disregards the rule why then is Barton 
being so nit-picky when I broke it? Could he be holding a grudge against me because he doesn’t like my 
attitude about the judicial system? In another memo to staff I said, “Don’t you dare selectively enforce a 
rule on day for 1 person & then disregard it for a multitude of others. That’s a double standard I won’t stand 
for!!!” And I won’t. 

Lt. Barton was debating among some other staff members present in the room whether to lock me in 
the hole for my misdeed or not. What clinched it though was when I reminded him of Officer Hibbard’s 
theft of my property and that if they are going to be extra picky about a minor rule I broke then why don’t 
they be just as picky about a prison violation committed against me by one of their own. I think I also threw 
in the fact that I’m still waiting to ID my attackers from Lompoc. With that I was handcuffed and led off to 
the hole. Surprisingly, he didn’t give me a shot though. It would have even been a valid one. I was let back 
out on December 22nd, just in time for Christmas. In view of the fact that my offense was less serious than 
Hibbard’s, I shouldn’t be held accountable if he isn’t. If he was going to get by with it and me not I would 
charge Barton for these days in the hole, but as mentioned above, Hibbard and the Bureau are being held 
accountable and they are paying for their thefts. Therefore, I’ll accept punishment of the hole on my “phone 
crime” as long as Hibbard is being held accountable for his misbehavior which I am doing as indicated in 
Chapter 20. No fees are charged on this double-standard violation; and that’s damn generous of me seeing 
that I was held accountable when a multitude of others commit the very same offense daily from the hole 
under staff supervision with no objections, and it’s damn generous of me seeing that I missed 9 more days 
from my computer class plus two special Christmas programs put on by performers who had come in from 
the outside. (In reality, I should at least make them pay my way to two Christmas presentations now to 
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make up for those two missed. It wouldn’t take much to add that requirement. A grumble out of them in the 
wrong way would do it rea l  quick!) 

Officially it was Lt. G. Jacquez who signed the Detention Order, but Barton was the culprit behind the 
misdeed. This is goin’ on his “rap sheet.” Jacquez was merely one of the staff members in the room at the 
time I was talking to Barton. And officially I was locked up, “for his own safety since a threat against him 
is perceived.” Lt. Barton’s reasoning apparently being that Cricket would be mad at me and want to get me. 
Well first of all, Cricket didn’t know for a fact that it was me. And second, he was in the hole and up for 
transfer so he couldn’t get me anyway. And if Barton was concerned Cricket would get word to an inmate 
on the yard to get me then that’s on them for letting inmates in the hole yell over to general population 
inmates against prison rules. So basically, that reason for locking me up was a big farce. They should pay 
big time for this hole injustice but, as I said above, as long as Hibbard is being held accountable — as I’m 
seeing to it that he will be — I’ll accept accountability for my “phone crime,” even though others who 
commit the offense can slither off scot-free with no reprimand whatsoever. Don’t ask me why I’m being 
this generous — they truly don’t deserve it. But if it gets Hibbard the proper punishment I guess it’s worth 
it! He mustn’t remain an unpunished thief forever. 

As 1995 turned into 1996 I was hoping Lt. Barton would stay out of my face unless I actually did 
something wrong. Unfortunately for all of us, that was not the case. Becoming like a turd that wouldn’t 
flush, he did it yet again. I guess once that OATH incident come to the surface he was bound and 
determined to get me one way or another. They just don’t like it when inmates express views that are 
unpopular with prison officials. 

The above paragraph was written before I got those exempt memos. Now I see Wisehart is the turd 
that wouldn’t flush. Barton was just a little shit that was just clinging on. If his name was Worf, would that 
make him a Klingon? Oh, that’s bad — really bad! Sorry ’bout that folks, I just couldn’t pass it up. A 
Wisehart to Barton memo (which got my name spelled correctly this time) dated January 15, 1996 really 
confirms the problems I had been having with the Hispanic inmates which is covered in the paragraphs 
below. I never seen it in writing before how they wanted me out of the unit so bad, but now I know. And 
you have to know that the blood trail leads right back to Hibbard’s doorstep — it was his thefts that were 
responsible for me being in the cot/TV room for all this time. Besides the below-listed “offenses” I was 
accused of doing, Wisehart addresses another one I was unaware of; “The microwave [oven] cord in that 
area has been spliced down and is bald.” He also mentioned, “There have been reports that the mops kept in 
the cot room rest room has been cut and flushed down the toilet.” Despite improper English, he told me 
they were thrown out the window. After telling Barton of my “offenses” he then says, “Several inmates 
have become upset with this action. At 3:00 PM inmate [whose name and number is blacked out] entered 
my office to inform me that there is going to be trouble if something isn’t done.” Wisehart then continues 
his single page by again mentioning that I, “continue to refuse to pay his financial responsibility” without 
mentioning Hibbard as the responsible party. They just want to hush that up don’t they? And the last 
paragraph is the nail in my coffin, “We need him removed from the unit and need to take a serious look at 
moving him to an institution where closer supervision is possible.” He’s the one that comes out the big goat 
in all this mess about cheating me out of my computer class — and, in return, keeping the arsonists out 
among us free people a while longer. Keep all this stuff in mind when we figure up his “goat level” in 
Chapter 21. You’re going to see real shortly how that tactic to solve the problem was akin to calling the fire 
department to put out a small camp fire. 

On January 16, 1996 Barton put me in the hole, this time for; spitting in the water faucet, kicking the 
water faucet, cutting a power cord, flushing cleaning supplies down the toilet, and throwing things out a 
window. (The Detention Order was officially signed by Lt. G. Germaine and the lock up reason stated I 
was, “pending further investigation and review of the inmate’s CIM assignment.” CIM stands for Central 
Inmate Monitoring, a status I was on since being attacked at USP Lompoc. Before staff transfers a CIM 
inmate they need to make sure the place he goes to does not have a known enemy which would also be on 
CIM status. But in my case, they don’t know my attackers. Maybe Beverly is on the status so we’re not 
housed together, but that’s it. [From those FOI Exempt papers we got I know Beverly is on it. His name, 
along with other selected parts on some pages, were blacked out, but I could still make out his last name, 
and even his first name, James, which I never knew before this.] The CIM form stated, “You[r] require 
separation from individual(s) currently confined in the Federal Prison System for the mutual protection of 
all concerned.”) Although they never wrote me a shot for these things, they apparently come to the 
conclusion that I wore out my welcome. They put me in for a transfer using the official excuse that my life 
was in danger. As indicated above, I had exchanged words with some of the Hispanic inmates living in 
Mojave-B’s TV room regarding excess smoke and wanting to leave the door open so we could get some 
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fresh air while they are smoking. 
Friends of some of those who I’d had disputes with told staff that I did those particular deeds 

mentioned above. I told staff I did not do those things and provided them with a more likely scenario as to 
what did happen. Someone cut the power cord on the TV in the Mexican TV room. Although no one saw 
the culprit, they suggested I was him. (In another Wisehart to Barton 1-page memo dated January 16, 1996 
it says I was seen cutting the TV cord. It ends by saying, “he [the inmate snitch whose name is blacked out] 
indicated it is common knowledge amongst all the Hispanic population that Larsen has cut cords, kicked 
coolers, flushed cleaning supplies down the toilet and damaged other property.” All the Hispanics huh? 
Remember that when I talk a bit later about sharing a cell in the hole with a Hispanic who lived in Mojave-
B that didn’t know me at all, other than seeing me around. And if I’m supposedly guilty of all these things, 
then why is it only the Hispanics that are snitching? Wouldn’t it anger whites and blacks too? Could the 
Hispanics all be conspiring together to get me out of the unit? Hmmm. I believed so before, and even more 
so since I saw all these exempt memos.) In reality, I believe the Mexicans themselves cut their cord so they 
could get a new TV. The channel changing and sound level push buttons were no longer working due to 
long-time overuse and carelessness on that particular set. The only way to change them was with the remote 
control so staff let one of the Mexican inmates keep the remote in his cell for that purpose. The blacks were 
in the same boat with their TV and, like the Mexicans, they were also allowed to retain one of the remotes 
on a permanent basis. When their set went out totally the recreation department brought them a brand new 
TV right out of the box rather than fixing the old one. I believe the Mexicans thought they could get a new 
TV too if theirs was to become defective. They had already complained about the broken buttons but as 
long as it was usable staff did nothing about it. With it totally out, staff would be there right away with 
another set while theirs was in the shop. Either they’d get a brand new one or they’d get theirs fixed right. 
As it turned out, they did get a brand new set. 

As far as flushing cleaning supplies down the toilet here’s the scoop on that. A 5-gallon container of 
floor wax or stripper, along with other janitorial supplies, is often stored in that cell which is left vacant so 
those of us sleeping in the converted TV room can use as a restroom. Inmates that are into drinking 
alcoholic beverages will, on occasion, cook up their own brew. This concoction, known as “pruno,” is 
made by mixing fresh fruit, sugar, and (if they can steal it from the kitchen) yeast together in a plastic trash 
bag. (I understand the kitchen no longer bakes with yeast for that reason.) After mixing it all together they 
tie the bag into a knot in order to seal it and then set it aside in a dark place so it can ferment for a few days 
and turn into alcohol or “wine” as they call it. Most cleaning supplies are stored behind locked doors, but 
small quantities are left out so we can get to them when needed. When I was living in a cell I would often 
go to that container of wax to get some so I could wax our floor. Sometimes, instead of finding liquid wax, 
I’d run into a sealed up plastic bag containing pruno hidden inside with the lid snapped back on so staff will 
not suspect anything is amiss. Whoever makes this stuff doesn’t hide it in their own cell just in case staff 
conducts one of their random searches. If it is found in this room open to everyone all they lose is the 
pruno; no one gets caught and no one goes to the hole. If in fact someone did dump 5 gallons of wax or 
stripper down the toilet I believe they did so in order to have a place to hide their pruno. 

As far as spitting in the water faucet, here’s the story on that one. That particular water faucet is a 
refrigerated unit. Mounted above it is a hot water faucet valve. One thing inmates can purchase in the 
commissary is dehydrated soups and dinners. They merely add water and then heat them up in one of the 
microwave ovens which are provided for our use. Somehow, the guys got to the water heater supplying that 
particular faucet valve and set the temperature so hot that when they add this water to their soups they don’t 
have to use the microwave. Often in the bottom of the drinking fountain’s basin one will find food items 
left behind which apparently spilled over from somebody carelessly filling their container with water. 

The particular cell bathroom the 12 of us living in the converted TV room used had one toilet and one 
sink with no partition between the two. Therefore, both could not be used at the same time. If inmates are 
late for work they are subject to going to the hole. Inmates are released to chow on a rotation schedule 
based on how well the housing unit scored on its weekly cleanliness inspection. If we scored farther down 
the line and ate breakfast later, as has happened, there was not too much time between breakfast and 7:30 
a.m. work call. Time how long it takes you to wash up, brush your teeth, and shit and then multiply that by 
12 and you can see that we were on a tight schedule. (In reality, not all inmates had to be at work at that 
time so the load was lessened. But still, many got up anyway to go out to the recreation yard.) Now add 
another complication. Because some inmates weren’t working, and were in fact sleeping at the time, some 
people that lived in cells didn’t want to wake up their cell partner by flushing the toilet so they would use 
our bathroom to shit. So now, we were sharing the bathroom not only among ourselves, but among some 
inconsiderate inmates that had their own cell’s bathroom to use. I had already been late for work once and 
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warned. I was also very fussy about brushing my teeth after meals, especially since I had a cracked tooth I 
didn’t want to get food trapped in. 

I would use that particular drinking fountain to brush my teeth in if the bathroom was in use. And 
sometimes I would use it even if the bathroom wasn’t in use if I knew several inmates were in need of the 
toilet. One day, Orta, the Mexican inmate assigned to clean that particular faucet, who’s also a buddy of 
that heavy-smoking Cuban alien, got on my case about brushing my teeth in it and warned me not to. It just 
so happens that on that day there was part of a jalapeño and a few noodles in the bottom of the basin. I 
showed them to my argumentative “friend” and he acknowledged what they were. Then I said, “it was a 
Mexican who left that behind ’cause whites and blacks don’t eat those things [referring to the jalapeños]. If 
you’re gonna’ get on my case, why don’t you jack up some of your buddies about making a mess first. I 
don’t leave anything behind in the sink when I’m done. I always see food in here and I’ve never heard you 
saying anything to anybody else.” I never bought those particular foods so I never left any food particles 
behind — and you can verify that from the records kept of all the commissary purchases I made. 

From the exempt memos I learned they complained about my water-faucet “crime” way back in 
November. It’s a fact, I had been having words with inmate Orta for some time about brushing my teeth in 
“his” water fountain that he cleans and he had warned me to stop. Well I didn’t, and the fact that he 
sniveled more about me than he did about others who actually did leave food particles behind, clearly 
shows it was a personal vendetta against me. How else to explain his lack of anger for the ones who really 
dirty up “his” faucet? Hmmm. 

The only thing I changed after that day was limiting my teeth brushing in the faucet to if the bathroom 
was already full. If it was empty I used it, even if I knew others would be needing it soon. If the hot water 
temperature was set too high for hand washing, as it usually was, I would unplug the refrigeration unit and 
let the cold water run while I brushed my teeth so it would be room temperature by the time I was ready to 
rinse my mouth out. I avoided cold water mainly on account of the minor pain it caused to my cracked 
tooth. One particular day I was walking to the bathroom to brush my teeth when another inmate who lives 
in a cell rushed ahead of me so he could beat me to it. I was pissed. I went over to my old standby water 
faucet, but instead of reaching down and unplugging the unit like I normally did, I wrapped my foot around 
its short cord and yanked it out of the wall socket. In the process, the cord partially come lose from the plug 
and sparked with a loud sound which sort of sounded like a kick. Troublesome Orta, along with some of his 
buddies, just happened to be there to see it and said, “what did you do, break it?” As it turned out, I did. But 
all one had to do was refasten the plug. In any event, that was one of the things I was accused of. In 
Wisehart’s January 16th memo an inmate whose name is blacked out, but was clearly Orta, gave him the 
broken plug. 

As far as throwing things out a window, I have no explanation for that. More than likely that was a 
total fabrication just to add to the other things they were reporting. I am convinced the Mexicans conspired 
to get me removed from the housing unit, or in the very least, the TV room. (Needless to say, even more so 
after seeing the memos.) 

Before continuing on, let me fill you in on another of Wisehart’s infamous memos, this two pager 
dated January 19, 1996 to S.H. Houston, the Associate Warden of Programs. Once again, my name is 
misspelled. Boy, for a guy more concerned about spelling his name correctly (you’ll see what I’m talking 
about shortly) than resolving the arson cases, he sure can’t get others’ right. After filling Houston in on my 
past history he continues, “However, on January 16, 1996, an excited, Hispanic inmate entered my office 
and told me that he had just seen Larson remove the false ceiling and attempt to cut the cable wire to the 
Hispanic television. [That’s one I never heard before.] The inmate reported that within the past few days, 
Larson was seen spitting in their drinking fountain [notice how they claim it as theirs, even though it is for 
everyone’s use and how they neglect to add that I was brushing my teeth or that their own people leave 
food particles behind], flushing wax and stripper down the cot room bathroom toilet, slicing the electrical 
cord to the Hispanic television and kicking the water fountain cord with enough force to break it. This 
inmate stated that he did not want to get involved in any problems, but that the Hispanic population of 
Mojave B had taken all they were going to take and if Larson continued to damage what they considered 
theirs, somebody was going to get hurt.” After telling Houston how he notified Barton, who then put me in 
the hole, he went on to add, “It is common knowledge in the unit that Larson has consistently destroyed 
their [there’s that word their again, never is it the whites’ property, or the blacks’ property, I’m only a 
vandal to the Hispanics’ property. Do you smell the Hispanic conspiracy here folks?] property and there is 
going to be trouble if Larson returns to the unit. Recognizing the fact that Larson is ten months from 
release, the Unit Team feels that it is in the best interest of the security of this institution that Larson not 
return to this compound. We are convinced that if he does, an incident will occurr. [His misspelling here] 
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We are therefore recommending that he be transferred to another medium security facility.” What is 
especially angering also is that Wisehart told Houston I admitted that I “had sprung the door” but he didn’t 
finish the story that it was accidental after their own staff installed it improperly. Here, all this time I had 
been holding Barton culpable for cheating me out of my computer class when it’s all Wisehart’s doing. 
Well, at least I know the truth. He alone has the responsibility for making the arrangements that are 
necessary so I can complete it. 

Staff’s solution to all this was to transfer me out of the institution for my own “safety.” Was this the 
same Bureau of Prisons that only a year and a half earlier sent me to one of the most violent prisons there is 
where I had a known enemy that now all of a sudden is so concerned about my safety after I exchanged a 
few words with some inmates? If they really were concerned, they could have just moved me to the non-
smoking “Pima” housing unit and that would have solved everything. But no, they needed a reason to get 
me out of the place and this was their pass key. I could have moved to Pima a year ago when Mojave-B 
changed from a non-smoking unit to a smoking unit, but chose to stay because I had a very compatible non-
smoking cell mate (who was Hispanic, by the way) who wanted to stay in this unit where his friends were. 
Now that I was in a smoke-filled TV room, the idea of moving to Pima was the most logical choice. Both A 
and B sides of Pima house only non-smoking inmates. No one over there was mad at me. On the contrary, 
they would have fully understood my disgust with living in a poorly-ventilated smoke-filled room. And the 
inmates in smoke-infested Mojave-B surely wouldn’t be out to get me on the yard for merely exchanging 
some angry words with them. (They just wanted me away from them.) Although sometimes inmates do 
have a serious grudge with somebody where it is necessary to get that person out of the general population 
for good, that was not the case here. Saying my life was in danger over those particular exchanges of words 
was just a phony excuse to get me out of the institution because I had become a nuisance to them with all 
my complaining and filing administrative remedies. These things were over; FRP payments, the attack 
upon me and why my attackers weren’t being brought to justice, a box of property lost by MDC-LA, stolen 
magazines, the infamous OATH, stolen personal property by Officer Hibbard, my routine and open 
reference about him as Criminal Officer Hibbard rather than by his prison-given title of Correctional 
Officer Hibbard, and even a request to allow inmates to have personal pocket TVs. 

Staff has a way of transferring inmates away, it’s not just this institution. It’s commonly known that 
they will transfer trouble making or even merely nuisance inmates around and won’t hesitate to exaggerate 
a reason in order to get the powers that be to authorize the transfer if they don’t have a reason that is 
legitimately strong enough. (They call it “diesel therapy” — Putting you on a bus and sending you 
elsewhere. After my OATH incident, covered above, Strahl used the word “diesel” as part of his veiled 
threat to entice me to agree to not pass around or administer my OATH to others.) And that’s basically 
what they did here. This was confirmed by Mr. Crawford, the Correctional Counselor I had at FCI 
Sheridan, Oregon, the institution I got sent to. I reviewed my Central File before I went home in hopes of 
ascertaining the real reason I was sent off. Because of the exempt part of my file that I wasn’t allowed to 
see, I asked Mr. Crawford to review it and confirm my suspicions that they basically just wanted to get rid 
of me. Although he wasn’t allowed to disclose the contents of this exempt part, he did confirm my 
suspicions. (Of course, now that I saw those parts myself it just confirms it even more.) 

And here’s another thing. Shortly before my transfer from FCI Phoenix, I shared a cell in the hole 
with a Mexican inmate from Mojave-B. Although we were only together for a few hours — possibly staff 
realized it would look bad for them seeing I was getting along with a Mexican from my own housing unit 
when, according to staff, they are all suppose to be mad at me — we spoke about my reason for being in the 
hole. He didn’t even know me, other than previously seeing me in the housing unit, and didn’t know why I 
was in the hole. If I was on all the Mexicans’ shit list, as staff alleges, I would have been talked about 
widely among them and this cell mate surely would have known about me. Moving me to Pima would have 
satisfied everything. But no; staff wanted me out of the institution — and now they have to pay for that! 

On January 28, 1996 I wrote a letter to Mr. Wisehart and Lt. Barton offering them certain information 
and asking if it, “is worth letting me out of the hole very soon.” I told them how, “I stumbled onto several 
inmates preparing 2 devices in order to wire-tap staff in order to overhear something in hopes of 
blackmailing someone to bring in drugs.” I explained further how I later overheard, “they had someone in 
mind,” and that someone was apparently, “a woman.” I offered to provide them with more details but 
neither asked for any. It’s really not part of Mr. Wisehart’s job description to ask for any, but Lt. Barton is 
another matter. As the institution’s Special Investigative Supervisor, this is his territory but he apparently 
decided to remain silent on the matter. 

What the inmates had was one of the FM transmitters which are used in the TVs that are located in the 
common areas. Due to overcrowding, each housing unit converted one of their TV rooms into a dormitory 
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and the one I was assigned to had room for 12 inmates. To make up for the loss of a TV room, staff 
mounted a TV in the common area. This area is used for playing cards, dominoes, table games, pool, and 
even letter writing or having conversations. In order to keep noise levels down, this particular TV had its 
speaker disabled and a low-power FM transmitter installed. Inmates are allowed to have only walk-man 
style radios that don’t have speakers. They tune their radios to the FM frequency transmitting the TV sound 
and hear it in their earphones. 

The wire-tapping inmates got either a new transmitter out of the electronic communications shop or a 
used one out of a broken TV. Inmates work in this shop along with adjoining shops so getting such items is 
no problem. They rigged it up to be battery powered and pick up and transmit the sound from a 
microphone. They planned to overhear some kind of dirt on a staff member and then blackmail that person 
to bring drugs into the institution or they would divulge the dirt. 

Drugs have been problems in every prison I’ve ever been in, and I’m sure they’re probably in all the 
others too. They’ll go as far as have someone who comes to visit them bring drugs wrapped up in balloons. 
They will swallow these balloons and shit them out days later thereby retrieving their “stash.” If an inmate 
is suspected of doing this he is locked in a cell with just a bucket — and no toilet so he can’t flush the 
evidence — and stays there until he takes a dump. This is unofficially called putting the inmate on “potty 
watch.” Shoving things up their ass is another way to get things into the institution. To “keester 
(pronounced keys tur, as in the first syllable to the word turkey) it” is what they call it. One cell mate I had 
in state prison referred to his ass as “the vault” because that’s where he hid things in a hurry when staff was 
coming to search the cell. 

When I was the institution’s yard photographer at FCI Terminal Island back in the early ’80s, one of 
the perks of the job was getting two free pictures for myself for each 35mm roll of film I turned in for staff 
to get developed. I could also get two extra shots per roll by using the leader at the beginning and end of 
each roll (frame 0 and 37 on a 36-exposure roll). At $1.50 per shot I’d make six bucks a roll and usually go 
through three or four rolls a week. We were allowed to have up to $20.00 in coins in our possession for 
spending in the vending machines located on the yard and in the visiting room. Some inmates wanted more 
money to spend than they were permitted to withdraw from their accounts so they would smuggle paper 
money (referred to as “green” by us inmates) in during visits. They then looked for inmates with excess 
coins that were willing to trade. After I got too much with all the pictures I was taking, I’d trade it off for 
green and give that to my parents when they’d come to visit me. Every time I’d get a twenty from someone 
it would be damp and smell a bit like shit. That’s because it had been washed after being up the guy’s ass 
so he could pass by the strip search coming in off of his visit. I didn’t need to do that though when I was 
taking money back out to my parents because we weren’t stripped searched going out to a visit. 

The point of all this being, that inmates have inventive ways of getting things into institutions, so 
when an opportunity presents itself to get staff to bring something in, that is a valued thing to possess. 
Obviously, it was a lot better to have a staff member bring drugs or whatever in, and that was these 
inmates’ plan. Thanks to Lt. Barton’s decision to keep me in the hole rather than find out the identity of 
these culprits, they may still be doing it. Chalk it up to another one of those “misplaced priorities” or 
“penny wise, pound foolish” situations. 

And if drugs aren’t a concern, what about weapons? A few years before I was there some inmates 
arranged to get a piece of equipment sent out to a certain place to get fixed. A person at that place put guns 
inside and when it reentered the institution no one opened it to inspect it. The inmates attempted to shoot 
their way out of the institution and were killed in the process. I’m sure steps have been taken to prevent a 
repeat of something like that. But staff aren’t searched coming into the institution. Can you see the danger 
here? It seems Barton didn’t! 

In my letter of January 28th I also advised them of a breach of security with the computers inmates 
have access to. The computers in the class I was in had a program called WatchDog that kept us out of DOS 
or files other than the ones we were permitted to access for classroom work. Some inmates use computers 
as a part of their work assignments. I advised Wisehart and Barton that, “some inmate accessible computers 
do not have WatchDog set up to the same tight level of security as the ones in our computer class have.” I 
then went on to tell him about what the inmates who work in the Federal Prison Industries section of the 
prison are able to do. Supervising staff members can override WatchDog with a password if they need to 
get to the DOS prompt to fix a problem with a computer an inmate is using. “In a moment of distraction, 
possibly planned, the inmate then types in, or maybe had a pre-written macro do it, C:\ATTRIB -H 
AUTOEXEC.BAT <enter>.” This makes the Autoexec file, which runs at start up and launches WatchDog, 
no longer a hidden file. This step is necessary before the next one. The inmate then types, or lets a macro 
type, C:\ATTRIB -R AUTOEXEC.BAT <enter>. This takes off the read-only status of the Autoexec file so 
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the inmate can write to it and save his changes. When the staff member is done he or she reactivates 
WatchDog unaware of the breach of security. One program the inmate has legitimate access to is a word 
processor called WordPerfect. With this he can go in and REM out the WatchDog Logon line in the 
Autoexec file, thereby deactivating it, save his changes and on reboot the computer will be a regular 
computer without security features present leaving the inmate with access at the DOS level and to any files 
he wants or any on the network that computer is attached to. When he’s done he can take out the REM 
statement, save the change, and on reboot WatchDog launches normally leaving staff unaware of the breach 
of security. And it is my understanding that there are some very sensitive areas he can really get into. 

One separate housing unit of the prison known as “Mesa” housed high-level snitches who testified in 
some big-time criminal cases. Those of us in the general population never associated with or even saw 
these inmates, nor did we even know their names; except… Before I ever learned about the above 
mentioned breach of computer security, one inmate told me how his supervisor inadvertently left his 
computer at the DOS prompt. This particular inmate worked on the payroll files for inmates who worked in 
the Federal Prison Industries. Mesa has their own smaller industries set up where some of the inmates 
housed over there worked. He, of course, saw the names of those general-population inmates who worked 
for industries, but when he came to those workers who were housed in the witness security Mesa all he saw 
was a coded prison number. For a short time before he reactivated WatchDog he went nosing around on his 
own to see what he could see. Somewhere along the line he saw the actual names for these inmates he once 
only saw numbers for. Now I wonder what such information would be worth to a big time mobster who lost 
millions on account of a snitch? And to think, it was more important to get me out of the institution than it 
was to find out what I knew about breaches of security. Are you thinking misplaced priorities like I am? 
Hmmm. 

I also told them how inmates would work on their own personal work, which they weren’t suppose to 
do, and then hide their files as a macro which they would then embed within another macro. Another way 
to hide something is to reset the system clock in the CMOS setting temporarily to a date near the time many 
of the system files were saved. One could then save a personal file into the DOS directory with a cryptic 
system-looking name and no one would suspect it. These two hiding techniques didn’t even require 
bypassing WatchDog, but if you have defeated it you can then type, C:\ATTRIB +H <filename> <enter> to 
make it invisible. These things aren’t really a breach of security, but I was doing whatever I could do to 
stay there so I could complete my computer class. 

I let them know how I had been in the class since May 2, 1995 and had put a lot of work in it to earn a 
certificate from Central Texas College. This course contained 5 terms with each term teaching us how to 
use a new computer program or about something relative to computer technology. The last term’s study 
contained Office Accounting and Automated Office Management. I was part way through my last term and 
would have graduated in about 3 weeks. As I’ve said before, astronomy and bird watching are 2 serious 
hobbies I’ve had for years. Computers is a more recent hobby, but it is just as serious of an interest. I told 
you earlier how I corrected the mistake they made on my release date back at FCI Terminal Island so I 
could complete a computer class I was in. Even though it was nowhere near as advanced as this one, it was 
still important enough to me that I was willing to do another 50 some days in prison which made me miss 
my parents’ 40th wedding anniversary and my birthday. And now they want to cheat me out of the rest of 
my class I’m almost done with and cared less that it was so important to me. Obviously I am extremely 
mad. 

I wrote a letter to Associate Warden of Programs Houston addressing much of what I have here and 
said the same thing in an administrative remedy which was answered by Associate Warden of Operations 
Cannon who was acting warden at the time. (Floyd was apparently out of town.) I even said I would resume 
my FRP payments so I could get a cell in order to be out of the TV room, which was the center of all this 
problem. I would have preferred resolving the stolen-property issue first, seeing that it was legitimate 
property to have, but I was going out of my way to resolve everything in a way we could all live with. I 
wanted to complete my computer class and that was too important to miss. Letting Hibbard slide by 
unpunished was a concession I was willing to accept at the time. 

And to show you even further just how important my computer class was to me, I told the associate 
wardens, “I have harped repeatedly about wanting to see a photo spread so I could ID the 2 attackers I saw 
but no one seems to care. Now I’m willing to drop the issue if I could just get out of the hole & return to the 
yard. I would be willing to sign a statement I will not hold the BOP [Bureau of Prisons] responsible for 
transferring me to where a known enemy was & I will not pursue the case in court by way of a suit as I 
planned. I’m trying to make a peace offering, a compromise, where we each give something in return. 
Please let me stay & return to the yard. I’ll be sure I will remain out of trouble for the rest of my stay here. 
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Thank you.” I had previously reminded them that an inmate at a prison in Atlanta, Georgia got over a 
million dollars after being attacked because he was a child molester. (See also the United States Supreme 
Court case: Farmer v. Brennan (1994) 128 L Ed 2d 811, regarding prison staff responsibility for a 
homosexual who got attacked.) And I previously wrote letter after letter and memo after memo — 
including mentioning it in several of my anger-venting administrative remedy appeals — to various Bureau 
of Prisons’ people proclaiming I had no  intention of letting my attackers slither by unpunished. So this was 
a damn, damn generous offer — all because my computer class was so important to me. But would they 
accept my “out” and still save face? No; they wouldn’t even consider it. So obviously they will be held 
accountable for the attack upon me, along with the theft of my property as is indicated within these pages. 
But my resolution offer is still real cheap. 

One thing that was particularly angering was when I offered to purchase my accounting class textbook 
so I could finish the course from right in the hole. For this term’s study we didn’t even need the computer. 
We basically used a spreadsheet program just as a calculator to add our columns of numbers which were a 
part of our accounting homework. I could have added up everything the old fashioned way — manually — 
and completed the course if I could have just gotten my book. The hard-cover textbook in question was just 
loaned to us until we finished with the class. We each got a soft-cover workbook to enter our class 
assignments in and this one we would be allowed to keep. Inmates aren’t allowed to have hard-cover books 
in the hole. Staff thinks they are a security risk, although I’m not sure what their concern is. There was no 
problem having soft-cover books though. I asked if I could purchase the hard-cover book and then let them 
cut the covers off so it would have no hard covers. I figured that’s a reasonable request. It would then be a 
soft-cover book and I could have it with no problem to finish my class. But “no,” they said, “having 
‘altered’ property is against prison rules.” “But that doesn’t stop you from breaking them if it fits your 
needs; like stealing an inmate’s property, if you know what I mean.” And I know they did. 

They say they were so concerned about my safety that they wouldn’t let me out on the yard. But the 
thing is, the disputes I was having were centering around living in the TV room, a room I wouldn’t have 
been in if I didn’t use the money I was saving for FRP payments to repurchase the things Officer Hibbard 
stole. Seeing that it was their fault, they should have given somewhat. With my books I could have 
completed my class in the hole and if they would have done that I would have quietly accepted the transfer. 
But not now! I even asked Captain M. Sandels and Warden Floyd to help me out when they would pass by 
my cell on their periodic rounds but they wouldn’t even lift a finger. 

So now I’m charging them whatever Central Texas College charges for the class, the cost for an 
apartment in Killeen, Texas for one month (where Central Texas College is located), any other living 
expenses which I would incur above whatever I would be dishing out if I was at home, airline costs to and 
from the nearest airport to Killeen, Texas weekly so I can take care of things at home when I’m out of 
school on weekends, and the costs of a rental car needed to get around. (I won’t pad the bill with a luxury 
car either; an economy model is O.K.) I won’t accept taking an accounting class in some local college 
either. I was in Central Texas College, I was working toward their certificate, and I want to complete their 
course. I should make them pay for a trip to FCI Phoenix when they have their next graduation ceremonies 
in the inmate visiting room because I should have been a part of that too — but I’ll let them slide on that 
one. If they don’t want to do the right thing and make the arrangements for me to complete my class I’ll 
charge them a flat fee somewhat above what their actual expenses would be if they arranged my stay in 
Killeen, Texas. This fee reflects a punishment added to whatever the actual costs would be. Assuming 
they’ll take the easy but more expensive route I’ll reflect their flat fee here. This fee includes our soft-cover 
workbook that we would have been allowed to keep. When I went to the hole the officer bagging my 
property up thought it was a school book and sent it back to them so I never got it. Written requests to the 
education department for it went unanswered. I set that flat fee at $5,000.00 which you’ll see tallied up 
again in Chapter 20 where all costs are compiled. 

(While the above figure is not an actual out-of-pocket expense, readers must know that Wisehart, 
Barton, and their cohorts are not getting off the hook that easy. There’s too much anger over this issue. I 
was purposely cheated out of completing my course and they must not prevail on that. The very last time I 
saw Wisehart was when he come to my cell in the hole and told me that I had been designated to another 
institution, but he refused to tell me which one. Right after that I asked, “you know, I’m the only one in the 
entire world who knows the identity of the real arsonists. I was planning to disclose that information in my 
book. Do you have any objection to me naming you as the reason it is being delayed because I won’t let it 
out until you arrange for me to complete my computer class you’re cheating me out of?” In a big pompous 
attitude he responded back, “as  long  as  you  spe l l  my name correc t ly ,  I  ha te  i t  when people  
misspe l l  my name.” O.K., that’s David L. Wisehart, W-I-S-E-H-A-R-T, Wisehart. There I got it right 
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Dave ol’ buddy. And that’s where we’re at right now. We’re waiting for Mr. Wisehart and his co-
conspirator, SIS Lt. B. Barton, to make arrangements with Central Texas College so I can complete my last 
semester and get my graduation certificate. [After seeing the exempt memos, I gotta’ remove Barton from 
the requirement. He was merely one of Wisehart’s many tools in this transfer fiasco. While Wisehart is 
welcome to use any of his available tools to get me enrolled, the buck really stops at him. Be rest assured 
though — I will always spell your name correctly. Don’t wanna’ get ya mad. I see how you treat people 
you’re mad at.] [Wisehart got an 18-page letter detailing all of the FCI Phoenix shenanigans I had to put up 
with and not only did he decline to answer any of my accusations, but he has yet to make the necessary 
arrangements with Central Texas College so I can complete my computer class. I guess he needs some 
prompting. Hint, hint. (If you care to do that you can contact him, or his wife Terry, at home at: 2908 W. 
Evans Dr., Phoenix, AZ 85053-7708, (602) 863-9343.)] Barring that, the above figure remains in effect, 
and a part of the selling price. Would you like me to get you a Kleenex so you can snivel? Actually, there is 
a fairly easy and inexpensive out. That accounting text book we had was very good and explained 
everything very well. The class I was in only went through the first part of the book anyway and it wasn’t 
all that hard. I could easily complete the course requirements right here at home without any teacher 
assistance. Just get me the hard-cover text book, its soft-cover workbook, and the other automated office 
management text book used in that final semester and I’ll do it all right here. Surely the teacher could let 
me send assignments and periodic tests in the mail for grading. All you’ll be out then is book costs, my 
course fees, postage, and my standard hourly rate, $5.11 [later on I explain how I arrive at the very low 
figure], for study time. [That’s because I have to spend my more valuable time now to do it when it should 
have all been done when I was in prison on a less valuable-time schedule.]. That’s not bad considering what 
you stand to gain in the end. See, you didn’t need a Kleenex after all. : - ) ) 

Two more exempt memos are interesting to bring up in this transfer conspiracy. And I say conspiracy 
with the utmost confidence, because there is no way anybody could arrive at any other conclusion. You see 
what you think at the end of this. Wisehart told me ahead of time that the Western Regional Office may 
decline to transfer me because my release date is so near. There was another inmate in the hole because he 
had an enemy in the general population, and he ended up doing all of his last several months right there 
because the Region declined his transfer him strictly because he was getting out so soon. While my release 
date was a little farther off than his, staff had to “sell” a good reason to the Region so they could get rid of 
me. 

Back when I was attacked at USP Lompoc, their request to the Region was “Transfer Code 323,” a 
“Close Supervision” transfer. The warden there filled the Region in on the extensive publicity my arrest 
made, along with the fact that the media exposed my child molesting conviction. They even amplified it by 
saying I had six prior convictions of child molesting. It also mentioned James Beverly as knowing a 16-
year-old girl I molested, when, in fact, it was a 16-year-old boy, Michael Reeves, and I only solicited him. 
Anyway, staff had discussed it with me ahead of time that they thought it would be better to transfer me 
back east, where there had been less media coverage about me, which would mean there was less of a 
chance that I would be known by the other inmates. I completely agreed with that. With my parents dead, I 
wasn’t going to be getting visits from anyone, so being close to home didn’t matter at all. The warden said, 
“Based on this information, we believe that Larsen’s life would be in jeopardy if he were in general 
population at any facility in the Western Region. Therefore, we are recommending that he receive a close 
supervision transfer to another Bureau of Prisons facility commensurate with his security needs.” Knowing 
that the Region doesn’t like sending inmates outside of their home region, they tried to sell the move even 
further by saying, “Subject indicates that he cannot return to Los Angeles, California. He will relocate to 
another area….” Where they got that I have no idea, but the bottom line was that they recommended I go to 
FCI Allenwood in Pennsylvania. With all that, including mentioning my concurrence to go outside of the 
region, the powers-that-be declined and sent me to FCI Phoenix, which is in the Western Region. 

Now fast forward ahead to a memo dated January 25, 1996 from FCI Phoenix Warden Floyd to Mr. 
White, the Western Regional Director, and to the attention of R. English, the Regional Designator. If my 
life was really in danger from other inmates, and if those allegations the Hispanics made about me were 
true, another 323 close supervision transfer would have been an appropriate request to the Region. But for 
whatever reason, maybe because they knew it was all a bunch of bull shit, they tried to sell the Region on a 
transfer another way. I say above how USP Lompoc embellished things in order to sell a transfer out of the 
region. Now here, FCI Phoenix tries the goody-good approach. I’m someone “deserving” of a transfer to a 
prison near home, which is something inmates far from home actively try to get — and something the 
Bureau tries to grant. (And that’s probably why they thought they could sell it.) First off, they recommend 
that I be sent to FCI Terminal Island, which is only an hour drive from my home, and then they had the 
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nerve to tell the Region that I, “AGREE WITH THE PLACEMENT OR TRANSFER.” (This exempt 
memo, unlike all the others, was computer generated on a dot-matrix printer and is in all capitals.) Oh, and 
by the way, this is a “TRANSFER CODE 313,” a “NEARER RELEASE” transfer. Continuing on in their 
line of deception, they play it off by mentioning twice that I have received no “INCIDENT REPORTS AT 
THIS FACILITY,” while conveniently leaving out that I got a minor one back at MDC-LA in 1994. While 
they mention that I’m refusing to pay my $300.00 Special Assessment, they proudly say, “HE HAS MADE 
PROGRESS TOWARD COMPLETING THIS OBLIGATION” and, “HAS A BALANCE OF $175.00 
REMAINING.” And their “RATIONALE FOR REFERRAL”? “HE HAS INDICATED TO HIS UNIT 
TEAM THAT HE WILL BE RELEASING TO VAN NUYS, CALIFORNIA. A REDESIGNATION TO A 
FACILITY IN CENTRAL CALIFORNIA WOULD ALLOW MR. LARSEN [they’re getting my name 
spelled right again] TO BETTER PREPARE FOR HIS RELEASE.” Excuse me here people, wasn’t it just a 
few months earlier that another institution thought my life would be in such a danger locally, where I made 
the most publicity, that they thought getting me c lear  across the country was the best thing to do? Now 
here, staff who is supposedly — at least according to all those Wisehart to Barton memos — concerned my 
life is in too much of a danger from Hispanic inmates to stay any longer, wants to move me to a more 
dangerous institution where undoubtedly I would be endangered by inmates who heard so much publicity 
about me on the local news. Pause a moment while we all scratch our heads in puzzlement here. Scratch, 
scratch, scratch, scratch…. You’ll recall how the various Wisehart to Barton memos put all the emphasis 
on my Hispanic-inmate problem and even quoted other inmates as saying, “somebody was going to get 
hurt.” So how do they address these concerns that took such prominence in the memos? “IN ADDITION 
[as if it was just another little thing to add in], SEVERAL HISPANIC INMATES SUSPECT MR. 
LARSEN OF CUTTING THE CORD TO THE HISPANIC TELEVISION. [Now get this.] ALTHOUGH 
HE HAS NOT RECEIVED ANY DIRECT THREATS FROM OTHER INMATES, TENSION EXISTS IN 
THE HOUSING UNIT TOWARD MR. LARSEN. THE UNIT TEAM FEELS A NEARER RELEASE IS 
APPROPRIATE AND NEEDED AT THIS TIME.” 

(And keeping things hidden from those higher up on the judicial totem pole is not limited to this 
institution mind you. Because officials like to abide by judges’ recommendations, along with the fact that 
Judge Hupp recommended Lompoc at the time of sentencing, Lompoc’s warden, Mr. P.W. Keohane, wrote 
to Judge Hupp to advise him that I would be unable to remain at Lompoc. Surely one would expect 
Keohane to explain the vicious attack upon me wouldn’t one? Well here’s what he said. “Due to the 
extensive media coverage that Mr. Larsen received in Southern California which exposed Mr. Larsen’s 
criminal history as a pedophile, he is not able to function in the general population at this facility. He has 
requested that he be transferred to another Bureau of Prisons facility away from this region. Subsequently, 
for Mr. Larsen’s safety, he is being referred for a close supervision transfer to another federal facility 
commensurate with his security needs.” Do you think they wanted to keep it hidden that they sent me to a 
place where they knew I had a known enemy? Hmmm. Seems the Bureau is rife with deception. Do you 
have a picture of people trampling all over the Constitution like I do here?) 

One day after I’d already been told that staff decided to put me in for a transfer, Wisehart asked me, 
“Other than Terminal Island, which isn’t accepting any inmates, where would you like to go?” In hindsight, 
it seems clear this question was asked after their Terminal Island request was denied. I never even knew 
they put me in for it, but was aware, from hearing other inmates talk, that Terminal Island was too crowded 
to accept any new inmates. I told Wisehart my choice was FCI Tucson, Arizona, remembering that they 
have an astronomy club there. 

In another Floyd to White memo, this one dated February 20, 1996, but this time to the attention of the 
Correctional Services Administrator (who is not named), their “RATIONALE FOR REDESIGNATION” is 
no longer in the context of a “good-guy” transfer. Right off the bat they start off, “Inmate Larsen was 
placed in the Special Housing Unit on January 16, 1996, after several inmates reported to the Unit Manager 
that Larsen had been involved in an argument with several Hispanic inmates. According to the Hispanic 
inmates, Larsen was seen vandalizing their television and water fountain. Although Larsen denies such 
allegations, Unit Staff feels it is in the best interest of all inmates’ safety that Larsen be transferred.” 

“This is not the first time Larsen has been placed into the Special Housing Unit due to disputes with 
inmates housed in the Mojave B cot room. There has been ongoing problems for six months and the Unit 
Staff feels the problem has escalated to the point where Larsen must be removed from the institution. 
Although he is not seen as a serious danger to others, his continued presence in the unit may cause the 
problem to escalate from a verbal altercation to a physical one.” 

“The Unit Team feels a Closer Supervision transfer is needed at this time. Larsen’s presence at FCI, 
Phoenix would be disruptive to staff, inmates, and the orderly running of this institution.” Quite a different 
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sales approach than the previous Floyd to White memo isn’t it? Do you now smell a deceitful rat among the 
bunch? And what do you suppose the “TRANSFER CODE” was? Why 323, of course. They also made a 
point this time of mentioning my “CIM ASSIGNMENT” in that I need “Separation” from another inmate 
(although they didn’t mention James Beverly by name or relate details of that incident) and that I needed 
“Special Supervision.” But I do have to hand it to Wisehart, he did recommend FCI Tucson to the Region. 
The Region sent me to FCI Sheridan, Oregon instead, but he still did honor my choice. As mad as he was at 
me, I would have expected anything but my choice, so there was one tiny pleasant surprise out of him. 
Seeing that he asked for my choice ahead of time and then honored it, I found it surprising when I saw it 
mentioned in the memo, “DOES THE INMATE CONCUR WITH TRANSFER:” and the response was, 
“Due to the nature of this transfer, the inmate was not consulted.” Now when you rewind to the previous 
Floyd to White memo it said I “AGREED WITH THE PLACEMENT OR TRANSFER” to FCI Terminal 
Island when they never asked me ahead of time. So go figure. 

Before I saw all these exempt memos I had envisioned a vast conspiracy to get me out of the 
institution at all cost. While there’s no doubt they wanted me gone no matter what, the conspiracy has 
shrunk to the point where the majority of conspirators were given biased or deceptive information about 
me. Floyd, Houston, Canon, Sandels, and every other high-ranking prison official against me staying were 
being fed by the prejudice tongue of Wisehart. While Barton would score second in the culpability factor, 
he was quite a bit farther down the line from Wisehart than I previously believed. Wisehart was the only 
one I expressed my intent to remain silent until they made arrangements for me to complete my computer 
class, and as I know now, that’s as it should be — the blood trail leads back to him, and nowhere else. 

In any event, I was sent to FCI Sheridan, Oregon in March. Much of the taunting of me being a 
molester died down at FCI Phoenix as time progressed (an inmate who knew me from USP Lompoc 
recognized me when he got to Phoenix and spread it around). But now at a new prison, thanks to an inmate 
whose first name is Ray (who was transferred to Sheridan after he attacked an inmate at Phoenix in the 
spring of 1995), who knew of me, it started all over again worse than ever. I suffered more of it as the “new 
kid in town” so to speak. I had to put up with that for 6 months until I went home. That’s 6 months I should 
have been at a half-way house. But no, they didn’t want to put people like me out on the streets any sooner 
than they legally had to. O.K. fine, I didn’t want to put people like arsonists in off the streets any sooner 
than I logically had to either. Now if you don’t like that statement, imagine how I feel about the previous 
one. Hmmm. And hmmm again, because it’s worth a second thought — or even a third; hmmm! 

On December 3, 1996, after I’d been home for two months, a psychiatrist (who, by the way, for 
reference, was given the draft version of Revenge, my Statement of Judicial Debts Receivable in the version 
it was in at that time, and many of the documents I gave to the Bureau of Prisons as part of my 
administrative remedy appeals) interviewed me regarding participation in a court-ordered therapy program 
(which I didn’t want). He happened to ask if I had any empathy for the innocent people I had previously 
victimized. Before I address that further I want to refresh your memory as to some of the things I said back 
in Chapter 9: 

 
After suffering so many unfair, improper, and unnecessary abuses and monetary loses 

over the years by various members of the judicial system — especially how the Secret Service 
very maliciously ransacked and vandalized our house, and particularly my bedroom on 
January 11, 1980 — this action [making me pay the $48.00 cost of the public defender] by 
[Judge] Willett was the straw that broke the camel’s back [and led to the car vandalisms listed 
in Chapter 9]. I was mad about losing MY money I, as an innocent victim, shouldn’t have lost, 
and I wanted it back. [For that I am not sorry at all even though I said so at the time to 
appease judicial personnel and possibly lower the punishment I could receive.] 

[The thing I am] very sorry for [though is] the minor injuries that happened to a few 
people when some of the overspray mist blew onto their skin. My MO is one of a non-violent 
property offender (revenge tactics that merely cost, inconvenience, embarrass, and/or 
aggravate others as a response to violations committed against me as outlined in my OATH), 
not someone to injure others — that is not my way, despite the fact that the district attorney 
put more emphasis on this part of my behavior. 

And just so the record is straight; no, it wasn’t just a $48.00 fee that led to the estimated 
half a million dollars in vandalism. That was just the final straw. Every other impropriety 
about this case which I’ve already addressed along with the anger over vandalizing Secret 
Service agents back on vandalism day 1980 was already brewing. Being pressured out of this 
48 bucks just raised the flame a notch higher and the tea kettle burst. Let that be a lesson to 
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those prone to misbehaving against some aggravation-intolerant defendants — keep the flame 
low. 

 
In asking about empathy for those I’d victimized, the psychiatrist particularly made note of those who 

were chosen totally at random, those who were not personally guilty of any wrong doing against me. 
People who were passed a counterfeit $20.00 bill or who had their cars sprayed with battery acid. I boldly 
answered, “nope, not at all.” No one to this day feels empathy for the victimization (detailed within these 
pages) that I’ve suffered. No one is attempting to make amends — yet — or even offer apologies; as I keep 
reminding them of. And as I said before, no judge, except U.S. District Judge Robert J. Kelleher, for my 
second counterfeiting case, ever considered past injustices I suffered and took them into consideration to 
hand down a lesser-than-average sentence. (All the others enhanced my sentences.) Rather than being so 
concerned that I victimized innocent people in non-violent ways, you all should be more concerned that our 
own government is killing and maiming innocent people, including children, when they do things like send 
a missile into a milk factory in Iraq or bomb a city block in Panama. I’d say those are b igger  priorities to 
be concerned about. 

And what about all the emotional (and three times physical) abuse I’ve suffered at the hands of 
inmates who were aware I’d sexually interacted with or merely solicited boys. This became known to 
others at county, state, and federal institutions I’ve been in more often than not due to either hostile staff 
telling other inmates or merely “letting it slip”, carelessness of staff with my records left out in open view, 
nosy inmate clerks with access to records, or news media coverage blabbing it around. It’s hard to put into 
words the trauma one feels about being constantly belittled, berated, threatened, and hated all because 
you’re considered a “baby raper.” Even for those of us who never used physical force in the sexual activity, 
being labeled one of “them people” carries with it the stigma that physical force and physical injury is 
always an element as far as fellow inmates see it. I mentioned before how it’s kind of ironic that the worst 
offenders are white, muscular, loud, tattooed, doper/biker kinds of guys who watch old reruns of Married 
With Children and lust over Kelly Bundy, played by Christina Applegate who was under 18-years-old until 
part way through their 4th season. 

And prison staff are as uncaring as anyone else about people like me. After I got to FCI Sheridan I 
again put in a request for a half-way house and once again was denied because of my 1971 child molesting 
conviction. When I told Karen Angus, the Case Manager I had at Sheridan, that turning me down for a half-
way house places me in danger that much longer from inmates aware of me her response was, “I’m 
surprised you don’t get jumped on more often than you do.” Well nothing happened there, but, as I said 
before, I did suffer more taunting as the “new kid in town” so to speak. (As you already know, I shouldn’t 
have even been sent there to begin with, so this is just another anger-intensifying part of the story covered 
within these pages.) Just like with Wisehart’s denial of a half-way house, the Unit Team at FCI Sheridan 
had no empathy for me at all. They never cared about my feelings or the extra trauma I was suffering 
beyond what a “normal” inmate suffers in a prison setting. They were out just for #1; themselves. Cover 
their  asses — be damned about any emotional, and up at Sheridan, potential physical damages it causes to 
me. That’s their way it seems. It meant nothing that inmates who had sold drugs got approved for half-way 
houses, even though their crime could have done more harm to kids’ lives than my non-violent offense ever 
did. Because my time was getting so short it would have been a moot issue to file an administrative 
remedy. Even if I had won it, I would have been due for release on my regular release date by then so it 
wasn’t even worth bothering with. I did suggest that Ms. Angus familiarize herself with the side effects of 
such a denial as addressed in my previous administrative remedy because she is as culpable as the Wisehart 
team. We’ll just see where those effects lead to. 

(I should have asked Ms. Angus why an inmate with the words “NO REMORSE” and a Satanic 
pentagram tattooed on his back got a half-way house when I couldn’t get one. And also, the inmate with a 
tattoo prominently visible on his neck saying, “211 — for the love of it” got to go to one. 211 is the Penal 
Code for robbery in California. Oh well, I guess I’ll never know her response. But it just angers me more 
and more why I was denied just because of that ancient non-violent misdeed I did way back in 1971. At 
least I had a chance to give the arsonists an extra 6 months of freedom to replace the 6 months I lost. And 
that lowered my anger a tad bit.) 

And it’s the same way with the denial of bail. They were looking out for themselves. How to make 
themselves look good. On all my other crimes when I actually did something against someone, rather than 
merely benignly threaten to do something, I was let out on bail. But now, all because of the media publicity 
(which shouldn’t have been there if they’d have reported it properly that they knew I wasn’t an arsonist) I 
was considered too “dangerous” to let out on bail. As if keeping me in — where I couldn’t: be with my 
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parents for their 50th (and final) wedding anniversary; be with them for our last Christmas together; attend 
their funerals; get my personal affairs together before going to prison; and couldn’t secure the house up 
properly (so I wouldn’t be ripped off by family members with access to it as detailed in Chapter 20) and 
hire someone reputable to look after it during my incarceration — would somehow “magically” make me a 
less “dangerous” or nuisance-provoking person later down the line. 

If they were really concerned about making me less “dangerous,” as they should have been, they 
wouldn’t have tore up our house again in their search on November 7th. They would have showed proper 
respect for my property as they were strongly  admonished to do. I’ve widely said and written, “more 
caution needs to be shown so that a person not otherwise ‘dangerous’ — or just merely a nuisance like me 
— is not actually made so.” 

I don’t hide the fact that I’m much angrier today than I was before November 7, 1993; the true day of 
my arrest, despite their papers saying the 8th. The interviewing psych seemed surprised when I claimed to 
have empathy in years past but no longer have it. He appeared to be under the belief that if someone had it 
in the beginning, they always will, and if they never had it, they never will. I disagree with that. I believe 
people can gain or lose the quality. It’s too bad I don’t have it any longer; it’s a nice quality to have. But I 
don’t, and I accept it and work around it. And so must those others who are responsible for its loss. All I 
can add is, after repeatedly being emotionally beaten down more and more so I’ve become more 
narcissistic, more looking out for #1, and less caring if someone is cost, inconvenienced, embarrassed, 
and/or aggravated in a non-physical injury kind of way. I agree, it’s better to return the violation directly 
upon a guilty culprit’s doorstep, and nowhere else, but if some other innocent bystander is cost, 
inconvenienced, embarrassed, and/or aggravated in a non-physical injury kind of way I’m not going to lose 
any sleep over it. 

People will boldly speak out on talk radio and TV shows for leniency for those who injure and 
sometimes kill child molesters. (Ellie Nessler is just one example.) They will speak favorably for “throwing 
away the key” in order to keep even the non-forcible offender locked away forever. They will applaud 
when hearing how a molester was attacked by other inmates. They will express joy when hearing that 
molesters are treated badly by other inmates. And when he gets out of prison they themselves will be right 
there to harass him at his residence and run him out of town. They fail to differentiate a forcible act where 
injury was involved (which does deserve a severe sentence) from an encounter involving a sexually active 
younger person who desired to interact with someone older. (35-year-old Mary Kay Letourneau, who had a 
planned baby with her 13-year-old lover, who made it clear on television and in print that he was not a 
victim of sexual abuse in any way, was one of the fortunate few to get a light sentence in the beginning. 
She ended up getting sentenced to prison later on though when the two of them, going by the premise that 
true love should have no chronological boundaries, were not careful enough in keeping their ongoing 
relationship a secret.) I’ll never forget how easily an inmate was accepted among others even though he 
was in jail for bruises he put on his 2-year-old daughter, while I was being harassed. He did more injury to 
that one kid than I did to all seven or so of those I interacted with. Yet I was the “scum,” worthy of 
disrespect and whatever else, and he was just another inmate — a tattooed/doper/biker kind of inmate; but 
still, just an inmate. Not one to be treated like plankton in the sea of abuse to be fed upon at their will as all 
the other child abusers are. And in the free world, I’d bet there are a lot of neighbors who know of a father 
that overly slapped his child around and wouldn’t even consider running him out of town or even harassing 
him for what he did. 

And you can imagine my outrage when I saw the February 1, 1998 edition of 60 Minutes which 
reported on the beliefs and teachings of the Faith Tabernacle Church, a church with 2000 members in the 
United States and thousands more worldwide. On that episode Ed Bradley began his report: “For most 
parents it is unthinkable not to take a sick child to a doctor or to deny that child medicine. But each year, 
thousands of parents do just that — don’t seek medical attention for their children because their religion 
forbids it. They believe that God, and only God, has the power to heal. They claim the Constitution 
guarantees them the right to practice their religion as they see fit. One such group is the Faith Tabernacle 
Church which is practicing its religion as it sees fit, and so far, because of what they believe, 14 children 
have died — children who almost certainly would be alive today if they had seen a doctor.” The story 
focused on one particular Pennsylvania family who first let their 8-year-old son die rather than take him to 
a doctor, and then a few years later, let their 16-year-old daughter also die in a similar fashion. Ed Bradley 
continued on in his report, “Under the law in nearly every state…parents like [those reported on in this 
story] do have the right to withhold medical care for their children on the basis of their religious beliefs, but 
only up to a point. If a child becomes seriously ill and dies then the parents, regardless of their religious 
beliefs, can be charged with involuntary manslaughter.” And that’s what happened to the family here. They 
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ended up pleading no contest to involuntary manslaughter on the death of their first child and received no 
time in prison — the judge citing “because of their religion.” After the death of their daughter they were 
convicted of involuntary manslaughter and received only a 5-year prison sentence. At the time the story 
was televised they were out on bail while appealing that conviction. The thing is, there was no public 
outrage about the much more serious child abuse they committed — twice! And why were they only 
charged with involuntary manslaughter; even after the second death? Where are the priorities of prosecutors 
here? Or even of the general public? One of us will piddle around with a child in a sexual way a little bit 
and they’re all ready to send us away forever and a day. And then do nothing to protect us from the much 
worse abuse we’re subjected to from prison inmates — and later, to a lesser extent from irate neighbors. 
But go and let your child die of an illness you refused to treat — just because you believe that sickness is 
caused by the devil and that only God, meaning no medical doctors, has the power to heal — and you can 
ride off into the sunset practically unpunished, if at all. And you have the nerve to ask about my lack of 
empathy. Don’t even think about it. 

But if you do, go ahead — ask. My lack of empathy? You bet — a thousand times you 
bet!!!  And I hope you don’t like it! But I don’t really care if you do or not. As far as I’m concerned, 
nobody’s got anything comin’ from me until they stop making excuses for those who attack molesters and 
stop giving these attackers lenient treatment just because the victim was a molester. That’s for starters! If 
you can be so damn concerned about a teenage criminal receiving a legal caning in Singapore in May 1994, 
then ya best be as concerned about the illegal actions we’re forced to put up with. 

And, by the way, I do know that it’s (non-violently avenging judicial system misbehavior) not the 
right thing to do. And I also know that two wrongs don’t make a right. But I don’t care! Nor do I care what 
you think about my beliefs. I’m not trying to justify that what I do or speak favorably about is right. I know 
it ain’t! (Morally that is. Legally it’s permitted. The First Amendment of our U.S. Constitution’s Bill of 
Rights guarantees me that.) I just don’t care. (And I don’t care who knows my true feelings. I’m not trying 
to beat my way out of a prison sentence by playing the “therapy” card like I did several times before, 
unsuccessfully. I don’t need to put a best foot forward as someone deserving of leniency. I’m already out of 
prison, I’ve done my time — 13 years of it! I’m not trying to get anything out of you, except just to be left 
alone and at peace unmolested.) No one cared about me or what was right. They looked out for #1. They 
covered their asses. The thing I do know is what I said in Revenge, “Two wrongs may not make a right, but 
it can sure make some people feel better. Non-violent revenge sure helps clean out the cobwebs — it 
considerably lowers the anger level, it levels the playing field, it puts us all on a more even keel. Seemingly 
powerless people are not so powerless any more. And I speak from personal experience on this. Revenge 
lets you sneak in the back door when the welcome mat is not out on justice’s front porch. We all need to 
confront those who profess injustice and I’ll proclaim that until the day I die.” 

And I’ll go a little further on my narcissistic attitude on this subject. It doesn’t bother me that families 
are struggling to put food on the table when I’m sitting financially secure with a guaranteed comfortable 
income for the rest of my life. They got nothing coming from me, especially those that keep plopping 
babies out over and over again when they can’t afford the ones they’ve already got and then expect 
taxpayers — like me — to pay for them; and believe me, being a single person, I pay my share of taxes. It’s 
too bad they’re hungry, but I’m not going to lose any sleep over it. And going even further down my 
narcissistic lane of thought processes, it doesn’t bother me that hundreds of people lost their homes in 
arson-set fires. It’s too bad they lost them. But their losses don’t affect me (unless insurance companies 
raise my rates to make up for the claims they had to pay out). After all, I didn’t lose a house in a fire. 
Bringing the arsonists to justice brings me no personal satisfaction — other than a chance to get my scanner 
back which I loaned to the fellas. But it’s probably all beat up by now anyway. I’m a bottom-line oriented 
kind of guy and helping law enforcement does nothing for my bottom line. I’m more concerned about what 
I lost over this case and how that’s going to be resolved. Getting my house tore up in a search; getting 
badly embarrassed in the news media; being denied bail; missing my parents’ 50th final wedding 
anniversary; not spending a last Christmas together; not being able to attend their funerals; not being 
allowed to get my personal affairs together before going to prison or secure the house up properly so no 
one would rip it off; getting attacked and then experiencing lack of empathy — there’s that word again — 
or concern to bring my attackers to justice; missing the once in a lifetime opportunity to see the impact of 
comet Shoemaker-Levy 9 on Jupiter in July 1994; being shuffled against my will out of FCI Phoenix so I 
couldn’t finish the last few weeks of my computer class or see Hyakutake, the brightest comet of my entire 
life as a serious amateur astronomer; having my personal property negligently lost, and in some cases 
stolen, by Bureau of Prisons’ staff members; getting cheated out of a half-way house which I should have 
been able to go to; and last but not least, coming home and finding out my own family members stole 
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things out of my house when I was in prison. These are the things I care about. The things I was a victim of. 
Be damned about all the hundreds who lost their homes in the fires. That didn’t impact me! My priorities 
are on ME. Now chew on that awhile. Besides, the fellas never did me any wrong — not in the slightest. 
While I could never do such a horrendous thing, I’m not about to help an organization who did violate me 
in the worst  possible of ways. 

(You’ll recall, I covered earlier how extra  angering it was to be made to miss a Christmas I 
shouldn’t have missed because this was the second time a judge made me miss one that he didn’t need to. 
Judge Rosenthal did it the first time. And it was also extra angering to be made to miss a 50th anniversary I 
shouldn’t have missed because this was the second time a judge made me miss one he didn’t need to. Judge 
Hughes wouldn’t let me attend the 50th anniversary celebration of my astronomical society.) 

You want to know about my empathy? Here’s my final example. If I knew with absolute certainty — 
and I’m not “certain” mind you — the identity and whereabouts of the real arsonists and I was the only 
person in the entire world who could bring them to justice I could neglect doing anything about it just as 
easily as those judicial personnel who are neglecting: to see about the return all of my stolen property (both 
by family members and prison staff), to see I get my missed computer class made up, to see my attackers 
are brought to justice, and to see that some other provisions are made to alleviate the anger over all the 
other improprieties in this particular case. (And that doesn’t even include all past ones.) That’s where my 
empathy is at — for me. Now chew on that awhile. Narcissistic? Damn right; you bet! Nobody cared about 
me being victimized so I don’t care. And I care less whether you like my attitude. Helping you doesn’t float 
my boat. (Just a pun folks. I don’t really have a boat.) Now chew on that some more!!! 

Assume for a minute that Snake and his minions are really responsible for the fires. If I were asked 
whether I’m sorry they did it, my answer — when you consider all the thefts and vandalisms that have been 
committed against me and my property over the years by law-enforcement personnel who have always 
gotten off scot-free with not as much as a slap on the wrist — is a loud resounding NOT IN THE LEAST. 
If you ask me, it’s high time somebody slammed them to the ground with no cushion. They were all put on 
notice what was required of them so they got no reason to bitch and bellyache they weren’t told the 
corrective measures to follow. Although I could never do something like that myself (nor even speak 
favorably about it); I’m not going to lose sleep that somebody else did. Just remember — they drew first 
blood first! They provided that first opening. They knew I was the wrong person to screw over. O.K. now, 
go chew some more. 

Now, if you want to do something really  worthwhile for me why don’t you go out and see about 
getting me those amends and apologies I keep reminding everyone of? My Statement of Judicial Debts 
Receivable puts everyone on notice as to what their offense is and what it will take to make it up so no 
one’s got no excuse to say “I didn’t know.” (They’re welcome to request a copy of it free of charge. I’ll 
even mail it at my expense.) If the IRS could apologize in September 1997 for the improprieties they 
committed against taxpayers in earlier years and if former Secretary of Defense, Robert S. McNamara, in 
his book, In Retrospect: The Tragedy and Lessons of Vietnam, could admit that Vietnam was wrong, then 
so can you admit your wrongs. That’s the answer — GO FOR IT!!! 

 
At the time I was with Snake, Mondo, and Danny I didn’t know what the attraction was to them. I had 

never associated with these kinds of low-lifes before. In fact, I had always despised them. Now it had 
become clear. The kinds of inmates most hostile to those of us with sex offenses are the white, muscular, 
loud, tattooed, doper/biker kinds of guys. Those just like Snake and many of his friends. (Now I know that 
Mondo was a black and mexican mix but he was a white mixed man, if you know what I mean. One 
inmates referred to as an “Oreo”; black on the outside, but white on the inside. Ya, ya, I know it’s not 
politically correct to make that reference but that’s how some inmates refer to ones like that.) Only these 
guys were extra friendly. Somewhere in my dying state of mind I had an overpowering need to be accepted 
by those kinds who had most harassed me over the years. Plus, I guess being around a bunch like this was a 
way to validate to myself that I had been violated. Psychologically, I needed to hang with somebody who 
finally acknowledged the abuse I had suffered. That’s the best explanation I can have for it. There was a lot 
of residue over the past poisonings of taunting inmates. It seemed my friendships with those kinds of 
people gave me a much needed look at another side of those of this ilk. Then as I descended into their 
world of death and destruction I found their pull combined with the effects of drugs almost too strong to 
resist. I lost a lot because of my brief foray into the world of drugs and drug addicts. Life sends us on many 
journeys and for a brief time I was on this one. These guys and the events surrounding them blew into my 
life like a tornado. It was a fierce wind I never want to see again… 
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CHAPTER 19 
Post-release arrest 

 
I went home on Thursday, October 3, 1996 to a cold, empty, and lonely house — but at least I was 

home. After attending my computer user group meeting that night and visiting my parents at the cemetery 
the next day, I set about the task of surveying all the damage done by the agents 35 months earlier. Before 
this time, I only had the crime scene described to me on the phone by my parents, so I had a pretty good 
idea of what I’d find. The only bit of comfort I had at this point was that for every day I had to wait to do 
this surveying, the fellas were getting an extra day of freedom. Now I know that may be cold to say, but 
they knew full well my hyper-sensitivity to such a violation. Plus, they knew they were invited in to search 
without a warrant provided they minded their manners. When that cop was taking pictures of our house 
way back in September or October of 1993 I told him he was welcome to come in and look around as long 
as he didn’t make a mess — which I explained had angered me in the past. While the vandalism was 
extensive, everything the feds took seems to have been given back. What I wasn’t ready for though, was 
finding that my own family members ripped me off while I was gone. All this is explained in detail in 
Chapter 20 which tallies up all the damages. 

At this point in time, my plans were to have this book ready to sell by January 3rd, three months after I 
got home. That took into account one extra month of freedom for the fellas for each of the two Rappe 
violations that Jessner committed (two exaggerated comments about my child molesting when I was being 
sentenced) and one month for having to wait one extra month to attend my first-Wednesday-of-the-month 
computer user group meeting because they refused to give me credit for the day I was taken in for 
questioning. Meeting that timeline was no problem because I already had the manuscript all typed up. It 
was just a matter of purchasing a scanner along with optical character recognition software so I could scan 
all the pages in. I also needed to get a new computer though because the one I had (the one I still got that’s 
doing this book) wasn’t powerful enough to handle a scanner. 

All plans went out the window on December 11, 1996. On this date at 2:35 p.m. Pacific Standard 
Time I was arrested by two detectives from the Costa Mesa Police Department with assistance from the Los 
Angeles Police Department as backup. You’ll recall that when federal agents raided our house on 
November 7, 1993, the Bakersfield Police Department also served a search warrant to look for evidence 
that could implicate me in the vandalisms of a number of car dealerships in Kern County which happened 
in August 1993. Detective Roger D. Ott, along with Detective Steve Griffith and Detective Adair were the 
three who came from Bakersfield to participate in the search. Because they found copies of the letters the 
fellas had mailed, along with a nearly full 5-gallon container of battery electrolyte (acid), which I purchased 
in 1986 when I was vandalizing cars back then, warrants were issued out of Bakersfield on December 2, 
1993 and Costa Mesa on March 24, 1994. The thing is though, they didn’t act upon them, nor did they even 
tell me about them until this date, over two months after I got released from federal prison. (Not knowing 
whether I’d be going to prison again, I didn’t buy a new computer or scanner. Instead, I typed my entire 
manuscript in by hand. Boy was that a pain. : - ( ) 

From what I learned from the Discovery and from the testimony that was given at the various court 
appearances I attended, every indication sure seems to be present that they conspired to keep me in the dark 
about these charges until after my federal time was over with so they could then give me consecutive time. 
I also suspect that Assistant U. S. Attorney Jessner was involved in the cover-up. (Of course, that’s one 
thing I inquired about in my letter to him. It was also included in letters to Bakersfield Detective Roger Ott, 
Bakersfield Detective Arnold (Ray) Kennemer, and Costa Mesa Detective Timothy John Schennum. Their 
letters were each 6-pages long and none of them answered me back.) 

These cases originated when the Costa Mesa Police Department sent me a letter as a sting in order to 
get me to come down there. It was postmarked May 7, 1996 but I didn’t read it until about a month after I 
got out of federal prison when I was going through all the back mail that was saved for me. The return 
address on the envelope is: Southern Cal, Department of Lottery/Lotto, P.O. Box 11771, Costa Mesa, CA 
92627, and is printed in black. In the lower left-hand corner of the envelope there is a logo consisting of the 
outline of California in red with the word Lotto written within it in green. To its right, along the bottom, the 
words: IMPORTANT: Winning Contestant Information, appear in black with the first word in bold. A 
rubber stamp appears at top center in red saying: IMPORTANT: READ, AND RESPOND, 
IMMEDIATELY. My name and address is typed on a stick on label and in bold is typed: VALIDATION# 
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01917641. Below that is a postal bar code. The red postmark indicates Presorted First Class where they 
paid only 27.4 cents in postage so apparently they sent a bunch of these hoax letters out to unsuspecting 
victims they had warrants out on. 

The letter has a double-line green border 3/4- to 1-inch inside each edge of the paper. All printing on 
the letter is inside this border. The upper left contains the same logo as is on the envelope. The upper right 
contains the same return address as is on the envelope except that it is printed in red and adds a telephone 
number: (714) 754-5357. The body of the letter is as such: 

 
Dear Winning Lottery/Lotto Contestant: 
 
CONGRATULATIONS-- from the Marketing and Advertising Services 

of the Southern Cal Department of Lottery and Lotto! 
 
To promote interest in our newest LOTTERY contest (California 

Adventures), you, along with only 75 other Southern Cal area 
residents have been randomly chosen by computer as automatic 
WINNERS! Your guaranteed prize includes 100 free Lottery 
Scratch-Off tickets. This, of course, means $$ CASH $$ for you 
and a possible trip to the Big Spin. Your guaranteed prize also 
includes your choice of a year’s worth of season tickets for 
two, to either the L.A. Dodgers or the Anaheim Ducks! 
 
Again, both of these are already guaranteed you! No sales 

person and no secret strings attached whatsoever! Last year 
over 400 million dollars were given away to lucky California 
Lottery and Lotto winners. Additionally, 34% of this was made 
available to our public schools. To keep Lotto/Lottery interest 
at its peak and for the continued benefit of our schools this 
random give-away has been planned. 
 
Your immediate response, upon receiving this notification, is 

required to avoid expiration of limited designated prizes. 
Simply call our Lottery/Lotto Hotline number at (714) 754-5357 
as-soon-as possible for confirmation of your scratchers and 
season tickets. After your call, immediate arrangements shall 
be made for you to receive your winnings. 
 
These tickets are being held in your name ONLY and valid 

identification must be presented so that you can claim them. 
Again, CALL (714) 754-5357 Monday through Friday, 8:00 a.m. to 
4:00 p.m. to confirm your tickets. 
 

Congratulations!! 
 
 
 
J.A. Smith 
State Marketing Director 
1035 Indiana Avenue, Suite F 
Sacramento, CA 95877 

 
J.A. Smith’s signature is printed on the page — not actually signed — in green ink. 
On November 4, 1996 at 8:39 a.m. (according to my phone bill) I made my first call to the above 

listed phone number (which, according to my phone bill, was in Santa Ana) and was asked my name and 
validation number. The lady that answered the phone criticized me for waiting so long to call them, but 
then asked if I could come down to Costa Mesa to claim my scratchers and Dodger or Ducks tickets. When 
I said I could, she gave me the name of the person I would be dealing with, a Mr. Craig Stevens, and then 
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took my phone number and said that he would get back to me. She mentioned that at this late date, probably 
only the Ducks tickets are available. Knowing now the kind of sting operation it was, I’m guessing they had 
a phony office set up as the location where us victims were suppose to go to claim our “prizes.” If I would 
have called them back in May, when everything was operational, they probably would have had me go 
down there to be arrested. 

After hearing nothing from them, I called them again on December 6th at 9:54 a.m. Memory has faded 
as to who I talked to or even if it was a man or woman. I believe they told me that the person I needed to 
talk to wasn’t available but that they would get back to me. 

I was contacted on the morning of December 11th and asked if I would be at home that day because 
someone is going to deliver my prizes to me. On either this day or on my last phone call to them I found out 
that Dodger tickets, which is what I wanted, are available. At exactly 2:35 p.m. (I know because I was 
working on my computer at the time and this is the time indicated that I quickly saved the file I was 
working on) a Costa Mesa police officer called me on his cell phone to tell me to come to the front door 
because they had a warrant for me. And so this mess began. 

I was in jail from that moment until I was released on bail on the evening of December 18th. On 
December 12th I made one court appearance in front of Newport Beach Municipal Court Judge Christopher 
W. Strople. (Newport Beach handles Costa Mesa arrests.) He appointed a public defender to represent me 
and also lowered Newport Beach’s bail to $10,000.00. (It was originally set at $25,000.00 back in ’94.) 
Unfortunately, he had no jurisdiction to lower Kern County’s $50,000.00 though. I had Craig (who was 
hired to watch after my house when I was in prison) post $60,000.00 to bail me out. 

A number of court appearances that were just postponements are getting skipped over here. But fear 
not, they’re all listed in Chapter 20 where we get to tallying up all the expenses in this case. 

I had my first court appearance in Bakersfield on January 15, 1997. My bail was lowered to 
$40,000.00 but I was also turned down for a public defender. It didn’t matter to them that I was indigent at 
the time of the crime. They go by what I have now and that makes me mad — and you know how I am 
when I’m mad! So here I was, the guy who vowed years ago to never be forced — by way of pressure, 
threats, or extortion — to pay for an attorney out of my pocket, once again being stuck with footing the bill 
for one. Fortunately, this time I have a book and saleable information I can use to reimburse myself for 
those costs once this mess is over with so I won’t have to settle up in a way I’m typically inclined to do. 

I hired Nancy S. Blanton of the law firm, Blanton and Blanton, who I was referred to from a toll-free 
lawyer referral telephone number. Our strategy was to file a Motion for dismissal because my speedy-trial 
rights were violated. They lodged these warrants against me and then just sat on them the whole time even 
though they knew right where I was at all along. 

I had a court appearance in Bakersfield on February 19th in front of Municipal Court Judge Charles P. 
McNutt. He heard our first speedy-trial motion and ultimately denied our request for dismissal. On the 20th 
I had a court appearance in Shafter, a Kern County city located about 10 miles north of Bakersfield. Ms. 
Blanton had found another warrant on me up there and was able to get it consolidated with Bakersfield’s 
charges. 

At my preliminary hearing in Bakersfield on April 1st I was bound over to Superior Court by 
Municipal Court Commissioner Louie L. Vega. The Deputy District Attorney, Ms. Cynthia Zimmer, failed 
in her request to get my $40,000.00 bail either revoked, or in the very least, raised, because I was 
considered to be such a “danger” to the community. There’s that damn word again, just keeps creeping in 
there when you least expect it. They’ll sure use it against me to their advantage, but when I tried to use it to 
my advantage a time or two, they totally neglected it. Just another double-standard violation to add to their 
“rap sheet.” 

To tag me with that designation they kept referring to my Revenge publication and emphasized the 
part where I explain how someone can follow a judge or DA home from work in order to find out where 
they lived. Doing such actions fall well within VOCAL’s Guidelines of non-violence because no harm is 
being done to the offending judge or DA, nor is any encouraged. Just letting the offender know one has 
such information is the revengeful part, because it gives them some worry that someone knows where they 
live. Considering the extreme uneasiness I’m made to feel when my past is known by inmates, I consider it 
just a tad comforting that those who offended me can feel a bit in return. 

With the availability of internet databases now, one can find out such information without staking out 
an offender’s work location. When I was in the hole at FCI Phoenix, on account of the conspiracy Wisehart 
and Barton cooked up, I got ahold of somebody on the outside to get me their home addresses from an 
internet site I learned about from a computer talk show I listened to regularly on the radio. Sure enough, in 
the entire state of Arizona their were only two David L. Wisehart’s listed, and a quick clandestine phone 
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call confirmed the one I wanted. From right in the hole, due to the laxity of staff, I got word back on out to 
general-population inmates where Dave ol’ buddy lived. And didn’t even try to hide that I had done so 
from staff because, despite them not wanting such information out there, it was not illegal to have what is 
in the public domain for all to see. After all, I abstained from suggesting that someone could go out and do 
something at his place. I’m sure you would ask now whether I should be held accountable if someone else 
with a grudge against him goes and does something to him on their own. That’s another one of those “If 
history” situations. If I hadn’t of handed them his home address on a platter would they have gone to the 
extent of tracking him down and doing something to him or his property? Who knows? But, like the 
judicial system teaches us though, we’re each responsible for our own behavior. Even though the blood trail 
leads right back to Maginnis’ doorstep, I doubt if anyone’s going to hold him responsible for burning 
Malibu down. Some may try to pin it on me for seemingly setting the wheels in motion, but, in the end, it’s 
the sole responsibility of the one or ones who struck the match. 

You may wonder how I was able to make such a request to someone on the outside when our mail — 
especially that from inmates in the hole — is read coming and going. Why I used invisible ink, of course. 
Invisible ink? How did you get invisible ink? They fed it to us. Huh? Let me pluck a paragraph out of 
Revenge and it’ll explain everything: 

 
Kemp, a boyish looking science-minded individual, revealed that when he was mad he 

would teach people how to write letters with invisible ink. All mail is opened by staff and 
possibly read while outgoing letters have to be left open. A hidden message can escape 
detection by staff’s eyes. By taking a bent paper clip or some such item and dipping it into the 
juice from an apple, grapefruit, lemon, orange etc. one is able to write a message with it. After 
it dries it’s invisible. The recipient can make it visible by heating the paper. Hold a match near 
it or iron it like you iron clothes are 2 examples. The “ink” is then burned and becomes 
visible. Normal censor procedures are then defeated. Kemp is not violating a prison rule either 
as long as he doesn’t encourage illegal behavior. He is only repeating what he learned in a 
grade-school science project book years earlier. Actually, prison staff didn’t even seem to 
care. Even though they were aware he was teaching this method of secrecy to other inmates, 
they never once spoke to him that he should not do it any longer. 

 
So there you have it. Pretty cool huh? Surely Wisehart knew of this tactic too because it’s spelled out 

in even the draft copy of Revenge which I provided to him. 
Is this a good time to confess that I had Detective Roger D. Ott’s, with emphasis on D. and not Roger 

L. Ott (who’s listed in the phone book), home address with me to spread around Kern County Jail inmates 
if I was going to be taken into custody as Ms. Blanton told me the day before was very likely to happen? 
No, I won’t confess to that. That sure would be doing one of those opposites of what they’re trying to 
accomplish though. By putting me in custody under the auspices of being too “dangerous” to be out free in 
the community (strictly because of my previous writings and Revenge done in state prison), would have 
accomplished actually making me a danger to the Ott family, without doing anything illegal to boot — and 
that’s the thing that makes my belly chuckle. There are so many ways to accomplish exactly the opposite 
thing they’re after achieving and not even break the law doing it. Adding to that, I could give out the Web 
address to others where they can go and look up any offending person they want to. Is this new internet 
technology a trip or what? : - ) 

And how did I know he was Roger D. and not Roger L.? He told me. As he was taking the stand to 
testify against me at my preliminary hearing that day Ms. Zimmer asked him, “State your full name and 
spell your last name, please.” “Roger D. Ott, O-t-t.” Thanks Rodg! The previous time when he testified at 
my speedy-trial motion, he didn’t include the D. It wasn’t until this very day that I could eliminate Roger 
L.’s different address the data base provided. Oddly, both show the same phone number though. Oh well, 
I’m not going into custody up there so no need to sort that oddity out — or ottity, in this case. : - ) 

One of the reasons Commissioner Vega declined to raise my bail was because we used the testimony 
of one of the prosecution’s own witnesses to show that I wasn’t the “danger” they were all making me out 
to be. A prison staff member testified as to my release date and the date I was released off of parole 
supervision just over a year later. Even though my original sentence included a three year parole term, my 
parole officer applied to get me released early. They didn’t have to do it, but the fact that they did, sure 
indicates they didn’t think I was such a “danger.” Hmmm. 

It doesn’t take much evidence to bind someone over to Superior Court, but getting a conviction there 
is another matter entirely. Who knows how that would have turned out, because Ms. Blanton wasn’t willing 
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to give up on the speedy-trial issue. She thought we had winnable grounds and reintroduced the motion to 
Superior Court Judge Lee P. Felice with new evidence we didn’t have the first time around. (The 
prosecution was slow in getting the Discovery to us.) By golly, he granted it, and all charges were dropped 
for good on May 16th by Superior Court Judge John I. Kelly. 

Now it was just a matter of accomplishing the same thing down in Newport Beach. Many of the 
delays we had down there were on account of them willing to wait and see what Bakersfield, who took the 
lead in the original investigation and had the greatest number of counts, would do. With them all done with, 
I expected Newport Beach to just drop their case — after all, they violated my speedy-trial rights in the 
same way. No such luck though. And that means no such luck for you all wanting to find out who burned 
your houses down, because I wasn’t gonna’ open up my big yap until I made sure I wasn’t gonna’ go to 
prison again. All my time, if I had anything coming, should have been concurrent with the federal time I 
did because everything happened out of the same events — and involved the same people. If I’m gonna’ do 
extra time, then the fellas are gettin’ extra vacation time too. Day for day I call it. Ya I know; grumble 
grumble — I’m sure you’re all grumbling out there. But hey, that’s the way it is. It’s not like they didn’t 
know I was sitting on information that could crack one of the biggest crimes in Los Angeles history. The 
federal marshals were told way  back, various Bureau of Prisons’ staff members were told, officials in the 
Western Regional Office were told by way of my administrative remedy appeals (just get copies of ’em, 
you’ll see), and even officials all the way back in Washington D.C. were told as those same administrative 
remedies worked their way on up to them. So don’t snivel. 

One day when I was checking on the internet for any articles still out there about me I found a 
November 19, 1996 article titled “The Incendiary Other” by Mike Davis (Copyright © 1996, Los Angeles 
Weekly, Inc. All rights reserved), although it may have been published in the Malibu Times originally. The 
following quote is noteworthy: “Finally - by the end of summer 1994 - the great arson manhunt had 
dissipated into a maze of false leads, misidentifications, minor arrests and interagency squabbles. The evil 
shadow of ‘Fedbuster,’ whose menacing letters suggested a vast conspiracy (‘They burned me now I’m 
going to burn them back. I fight fire with fire. You like puns, chumps? Sizzle, sizzle’), turned out to be the 
mad creation of a former sex offender with no role in setting any of the fires. Similarly, the dramatic 
confession of a transient Satanist that he set the Laguna Beach fire ‘in order to commune with a demon’ left 
egg all over the face of Orange County District Attorney Michael Capizzi when it turned out that the 
suspect actually had been in a Mexican prison at the time of the fire.” 

The point of this being, Capizzi’s decision to drag out my Newport Beach prosecution after 
Bakersfield dismissed theirs resulted in just that much longer  of a delay in bringing the real arsonists to 
justice. He thinks he had egg on his face before? What about now? (I think it’s kind of funny — they offer 
me Ducks tickets but end up evolving into goats. Kind of a fowl situation isn’t it? Get it? Duck, fowl. Not 
quite what Darwin had in mind is it? Get it? Evolve, Darwin — Charles Darwin, evolution? Ah, now you 
got it. I know — you probably don’t like my humor. Well, you gotta’ live with that too. This is my ball 
game now! Besides, humor is a good way to deal with the pain that I’ve been through. : - ) ) Of all the 
articles I read on me, and I’m sure I didn’t catch them all, this is the only one that acknowledged that I had 
no role in setting any of the fires. Thanks Mr. Davis — you’re one of a kind. At least somebody did their 
homework. 

(One thing that hasn’t come out, and I wonder if they even know about it — those letters claiming 
responsibility for the vandalisms, which they found in our attic, were mistakenly left with the seized 
counterfeit birth certificates and other identification documents which were given back with the property 
my dad picked up from the feds on January 28, 1994. Discovery paperwork indicates Bakersfield police 
took the container of battery acid and the stamps with circus scenes on them. Everything else the feds 
retained. Ott even testified how the feds seized the typewriter. I wonder if he knew that they no longer had 
it? I can imagine them going to trial if the speedy-trial motions had not been successful and discovering at 
the last minute that they no longer had their evidence. Of course, the letters they found were copies rather 
than originals, just like the ones the car dealerships received. Seeing that they would have had to present the 
actual letters that were found in our attic at the trial, Capizzi would have really had egg on his face with 
that foul up. I wonder if they would have pawned them off as being the actual ones found in our attic. 
Hmmm.) (Well that question was posed to Ott and Schennum but neither had the guts to answer me.) 

The remainder of the article is also noteworthy: “In the meantime, the investigation of the Malibu fire 
turned full circle to focus on the conflagration’s original heroes: the two off-duty firefighters on Mount 
Calabasas. The result was an unseemly brawl between Sheriff Sherman Block, who publicly accused the 
two of starting the fire so they could put it out and become heroes, and District Attorney Gil Garcetti, who 
refused to indict them for lack of evidence. As the half-lynched firefighters were left to writhe in the agony 
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of unproven accusation, the U.S. Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco and Firearms announced that it was taking 
charge of the bungled investigation.” 

And then they, while working in cahoots with the FBI and Bakersfield Police Department, did the 
biggest  bungle of them all — they tore up and burglarized my house. Absent that, I’d have probably sung 
like a Canary and Snake and the fellas would be well into their lengthy prison terms they’d surely have 
gotten by now. Chirp, chirp. Or tweet, tweet — whatever Canaries do. I can just picture officials from those 
agencies hitting their heads against the wall while saying — s tupid ,   s tup id ,   s tup id… Need a 
Kleenex? To snivel? 

After having Ms. Zimmer try her darnest to get my bail revoked, or in the very least raised, up in 
Bakersfield, I was not prepared for what happened next. I had a court appearance in Newport Beach on 
April 11th in front of Municipal Court Judge Margaret R. Anderson, who I’d been in front of a number of 
times already for delays. She exonerated my $10,000.00 bail on her own motion (we never even asked for 
it) and gave me an O.R. release (own recognizance), noting how I’d made all of my court appearances on 
time. And the deputy DA in court that day had no objection in the slightest. 

I had a preliminary hearing set in Newport Beach for July 24th. (By now all bail money had been 
given back. Nobody had any of my money. Being it was cash bail we put up I got every penny back. No 
10% going to a bail bondsman.) For all my Newport Beach appearances since February 10th, I was in front 
of Judge Anderson, except once on July 3rd when Judge Strople sat in. Now, because they were expecting a 
lengthy preliminary hearing, Judge Anderson shuffled it off across the hall to Municipal Court Judge 
Susanne S. Shaw — her regular courtroom. (She once sat in Anderson’s Division on January 21st when I 
had a postponement.) At the last minute my Public Defender, Mr. Jim Spellman, suggested I waive the 
preliminary hearing and I reluctantly agreed to after some thought. Unfortunately, the Deputy District 
Attorney, Mr. Marc G. LaBreche, declined our offer as he had all the witnesses there. After Detective Ott’s 
inflammatory testimony (I knew he’d stick his nose into the case down here) and Judge Shaw binding me 
over to Superior Court, she expressed concern that I was out on O.R., but apparently considered continuing 
it with “some conditions.” In discussion with Spellman, she stated that I “could certainly be a danger to the 
community” and then had the idea to reset my “bail back where it was, 10,000.” It was then that LaBreche 
stuck his nose into it and said “People ask for a higher amount.” He expressed how I was a “very, very 
dangerous person.” Shaw agreed, emphasized my priors after LaBreche said “Two of them are 288 (a)s”, 
and then set bail at $50,000.00. (First off, I had two counts of a single conviction. And second, they were 
for 288, not 288a; all with no force mind you. Third, the conviction was reversed by the sentencing judge 
on a technicality after I did 3 years and 1 month in custody. I entered a new guilty plea and was given 
probation. Therefore, that particular “prior prison term” enhancement doesn’t even count according to 
Penal Code § 667.5(b). And as far as the others; well some of them aren’t valid. And some of them 
shouldn’t be valid, on account that their convictions shouldn’t be considered valid.) After some discussion 
between Spellman, me, and her, she then said I was “a major danger,” but decided to lower my bail down to 
$25,000.00. I was put in custody until Craig bailed me out. It was after this that he got around to billing me 
for his services for bailing me out both times and those charges are tallied up in Chapter 20. 

What is so extra angering is that Judge Strople lowered my bail to $10,000.00 with no objection in the 
slightest from the deputy DA. Then Judge Anderson exonerated it without us even asking her to, again, 
with no objection from, this time a different, deputy DA. And all this time I had gotten in no trouble at all 
and made all my court appearances on time, plus I kept my federal probation officer informed of 
everything. Yet that didn’t matter to Shaw. She justified herself by saying that she’s “got to protect society” 
because I have “a lot of rage inside,” as if costing me money and unnecessarily aggravating me is suppose 
to magically protect society so  much better or make me less rageful. (Can’t they think these things through 
better? Hmmm.) Clearly, her becoming aware of the draft version of Revenge contributed to her decision to 
put me in custody. Apparently she thought Strople and Anderson didn’t know about it when they lowered 
and then exonerated my bail respectively. Well if they didn’t, that’s on them. I shouldn’t get screwed over 
for them not doing their homework. Revenge’s existence was widely known about; even by state parole 
officials who let me off of parole 1 year and 1 month into the 3 year parole term Judges Fratianne and Mills 
proscribed. Surely, if they thought I was such a danger to society, they would have made me do all 3 years. 
I never applied to get off of parole early. They did it on their own. Unfortunately, Shaw and LaBreche did 
just enough homework to pick out and emphasize all my bad points. Why couldn’t they have done just a 
little bit more to find out that costing me money is a major hot-button violation that should never again be 
committed? Surely they knew that because Shaw read aloud from the “Corcoran” letter, “They picked the 
wrong…dude to ‘F’” and only a few sentences later she would have found, “They new I dont let no one 
take MY money” and “You dont take my money and think you can get by with it.” All the cards were on 
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the table and well displayed. Apparently, she didn’t mind me being out of custody though. She 
acknowledged that I “could post” the $25,000.00 and indicated she lowered it to that because I could. She 
just wanted to grab more of my money it seems, and for that there should be some returned costs. 
Fortunately, this time I can achieve them without breaking the law. Before we tally everything up though 
(in Chapter 20), I need to chastise LaBreche for something he said: “If the Court were to read People’s 
Exhibit 3 [the draft version of Revenge] they would find numerous ways of the defendant’s contempt for 
the judicial system.” In reality, if they were to read my Medical Advisory/Information: Statement of Facts, 
which they had a copy of, they would see that, “I do not resent authority figures — only those who abuse 
their authority, and today, abuse it in even minor ways.” Make no mistake about it folks, my “contempt for 
the judicial system” is limited to those individuals who practice deceit, thievery, or various other 
misbehaviors. For them, I got the strongest condemnation. Come to think of it, they shouldn’t hold Revenge 
against me at all. The last time I checked, we were living in a democratic society that allows such free 
speech and the expression of opinions which are contained within its pages. You know about that First 
Amendment thing don’t you? 

Now that we’ve got some of the preliminaries out of the way, let’s get to piecing together how I come 
to believe they all conspired to sit on their warrants until I got released from prison with assuredly the 
hopes of then getting me consecutive time. 

You’ll recall, it was on August 25, 1993 that Detective Ott first entered my life when he and his 
partner, Detective R. Buckles, came to my parents’ house in Van Nuys to ask me questions about 
vandalisms of cars up in their area. He got on to me after one of my former prison counselors, who saw an 
article in the local paper the day before, thought I could be the culprit and contacted police. 

On November 19, 1993, nearly two weeks after my arrest by the feds, Detective Ott and another 
partner, Detective O’Rear, came to interview me at MDC-LA. They read me my Miranda rights and asked if 
I wished to answer any questions. I said no and they immediately up and left. I found it surprising at the 
time why, after driving all that distance and spending who knows how much time getting processed into the 
institution to an upstairs “visiting room” (I was in a semi-protective custody housing unit at the time due to 
my high-publicity case and not allowed to use the regular visiting room on the first floor), that they would 
give up so soon. I would have expected at least a bit of disappointment to show through in their facial 
expressions or even some words of gentle enticement to get me to change my mind and talk. When I said 
no, they closed their thick folder of papers and motioned to the guard that they were done. 

In hindsight, it all seems clear why. Four days after their visit, Ott filed his report requesting “that a 
warrant be issued for the arrest of Thomas Lee Larsen for 11 counts of felony vandalism.” I believe that his 
reading me my rights and attempt to get a statement from me was a mere necessary formality in the process 
of getting a warrant. He surely knew that day that he would be submitting his report to the district attorney 
requesting that I be formally charged but didn’t tell me — and probably wanted to hurry on out of there as 
quickly as possible before I asked. He knew that if I was aware of the charges, but couldn’t get them to go 
forward with them at that time, that I could file a 1381 (actually a Penal Code § 1381.5 because I was in 
federal custody) and insist that the proceedings go forward then rather than at some later time. And he also 
surely knew that if I got them to prosecute then, I could quite likely plea bargain the state and federal time 
to run concurrently, and that’s exactly what they didn’t want. Obviously, they wanted to keep me in the 
dark to prevent this option from happening and there is other evidence to support my claim. 

And one tidbit is what happened next. Before the guard opened the door to escort me back across the 
hall to my housing unit and the two officers back down stairs and out of the institution, I made a statement 
to Detective Ott. I mentioned that someone else, meaning some police, had come to talk to me about other 
vandalisms. Now no one had, but I was already projecting ahead to how I was going to explain them 
finding the letters in our attic which detailed the reasons for the vandalisms. I could always tell the truth 
about Snake and his minions, but they weren’t gettin’ that story. Not with me in jail and without the 
property they took out of our house. If I got brought up on charges, as I was beginning to suspect, and 
knowing that those letters were the proverbial “smoking gun,” I needed to have some story concocted to 
cover my ass. At that instant it dawned upon me what it could be. Some detectives from one of the many 
cities where vandalisms happened paid me a visit at home just like Ott and Buckles had done some weeks 
earlier. The only difference being that this time, they confronted me about the letters. (You’ll recall they 
weren’t mailed until after Ott and Buckles’ visit.) My “cover your ass” plan was to explain them away by 
saying that they were left behind, possibly inadvertently, by those other detectives, and I just put them 
away in a box. That sounded like it would work for me. The trouble is, I needed someone to “confirm” that 
someone else did “visit” me. And that’s where Ott could have come in. I was going to use him to 
acknowledge that I told him that there was, in fact, someone. Well, as it turned out, I never did play that 
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card. But, Ott’s response to my statement is quite indicative that there was a cover up to keep me in the 
dark about charges I was facing. He knew that a number of other cities had been victimized; why he even 
mentions having contact with other detectives in some of those cities. If there was no cover up I wouldn’t 
expect him to be so surprised that some other detectives had come to question me. If anything, considering 
how many cities were involved, he should show surprise that he was the only one. On the other hand, if 
they had already entered into a scheme to keep me in the dark, they would surely have agreed that no one 
else will contact me. The fact that Ott thought somebody did, and was so very surprised about it, indicates 
there is a rat to smell here. What do you think? Hmmm. (In my inquiry letter to Ott I made a special note in 
bold, I’d sure like to know Rodg. but heard nothing. This same paragraph was also included in the 
letters to Kennemer and Schennum without a special bold emphasis.) 

Little did Ott realize how his suspiciously shady practices were extending the freedom of some very 
bad dudes and delaying getting some justice for a number of arson victims. The one thing that held up the 
disclosure of Snake and his minions until half way through 1998 was waiting to resolve these vandalism 
cases in the courts and get all the bail money back. Besides having to wait until the story is completed so I 
could tell it all, along with getting a final total of all the costs involved (which are tallied up in Chapter 20); 
I figured that if I had all these extra months of ag i ta ted  uncertainty as to whether I was going to go to 
prison or not, then others can wait in despair to get resolution as to who burned their houses down. One of 
those, turn about is fair play deals — you know how that works by now. Snivel, snivel. Ya, I know — 
snivel all you want. It’s the way I am. Deal with it! And if it smarts, take 2 aspirin and get out of my face! 
Ott knew damn well he was going to get charges filed on me when he talked to me on November 19th. 
Heck, their own local newspaper, The Bakersfield Californian, even reported on November 9th (page A1) 
that, “Police ‘in the near future’ will seek a criminal complaint against Thomas Lee Larsen, 43, alleging he 
sprayed about 750 auto dealership cars with acid, according to police Sgt. Sid Unruh.” Whoever Unruh is, I 
wonder if he would have told me. Hmmm. 

And then On December 2nd (page B1) they told their readers that, “Ten counts of felony vandalism 
and two counts of misdemeanor vandalism will be filed today against Thomas Lee Larsen in connection 
with a $1 million acid-splashing spree that damaged hundreds of cars in Kern County.” Now I didn’t have 
these papers at the time folks. There were photostatic copies of the original articles among all the papers I 
picked up from Ms. Blanton after my Bakersfield case was dismissed in May 1997. I believe they were part 
of the Discovery handed over by the DA’s office. It’s interesting to note that the same article mentions that 
they interviewed my father on the phone about the vandalisms where he said he believed I did not commit 
them. I wonder if they told him that I was being charged on that day. Hmmm. If so, he never told me — nor 
did he even mention the interview. 

December 3rd brings confirmation in the Californian (page B1) that charges were in fact filed the day 
before against me. So here we had the whole  county of Kern — and wherever else this newspaper is 
distributed — being told about my legal status; but they failed to tell me. Wake up guys; I’m the one that’s 
suppose to be told here. Well it’s good they didn’t. That’s why the charges got dismissed. : - ) (Can’t you 
just picture them hitting their heads against the wall once again saying stupid,  stupid,  stupid?) Pause a bit 
while I do a big belly laugh…………… 

It’s interesting that Costa Mesa police apparently don’t consider getting a statement from a defendant 
a necessary formality before they request a warrant. Detective Timothy John Schennum just sidestepped the 
whole issue by saying in his report, “Due to him being in the Federal Facility and him already being signed 
council [his grammar], I will be unable to interview him in regards to the vandalism cases on file at our 
police department.” Being assigned council in my federal case would not have prevented them from 
questioning me in an unrelated case. And if they were concerned about it, they could have easily contacted 
my deputy federal public defender and asked for his permission to question me, or even that he be present. 
The fact that they never did bolsters my theory even more that they were conspiring to keep me in the dark 
about these charges. 

On January 4, 1994, a month after the Bakersfield warrant was filed, I was visited by Mr. David L 
Perry, an investigator for the Bakersfield district attorney’s office. He never asked me any questions about 
the vandalisms. All he wanted was handwriting samples. I freely gave them to him as my writing was not 
on any of the letters or envelopes. I asked him if they were going to file charges against me and he said he 
did not know. I asked him to please let me know if they are and I never heard anything from anyone. 

Superior Court Judge Lee P Felice, who granted my speedy-trial motion after our second hearing on 
May 9th, made special note of this that there wasn’t due diligence to notify me of the warrant. In a 
conversation between Judge Felice and Deputy District Attorney Orlando Gutierrez, Mr. Gutierrez 
confirmed that this conversation between Mr. Perry and me did take place. Before that, it was just my word. 
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In fact, at the first speedy-trial motion hearing on February 19th, Mr. Gutierrez questioned whether there 
was even any handwriting samples taken. At the time they didn’t know of their existence. They were lost 
somewhere, only to show up later. The results of the samples were “inconclusive” as to whether I was the 
writer of the letter. Even though charges had already been filed on me a month before Perry’s visit, Mr. 
Gutierrez tried to play it off that Perry was “merely a mule” or “almost an errand boy” who was only sent to 
get the handwriting samples. Therefore, he wouldn’t be aware if charges had been filed on me and was then 
truthful when he responded to my inquiry by saying that he didn’t know. Judge Felice felt that my inquiry 
about whether charges were being filed should have triggered something for them to determine the status of 
the hold that was suppose to be on me, because if it was, I would have been notified about it and obviously 
already be aware of the charges I was facing. 

At my first speedy-trial motion hearing on February 19th, Detective Ott testified that he, “had a 
meeting with the district attorney two or three months” after he submitted his report to the district 
attorney’s office requesting that a complaint be filed against me. When Ms. Blanton questioned him at my 
preliminary hearing on April 1st about that meeting Ms. Zimmer objected and we were not allowed to get 
an answer. Ms. Blanton voiced her suspicions that, “I believe at this time that it’s possible that this officer 
obtained information that prosecutor was not going to prosecute this case until after Mr. Larsen completed 
his time, and I just need to find out if that occurred.” “But that’s completely irrelevant to the hearing” Ms. 
Zimmer said, and Commissioner Vega agreed. Like a sneaky dog with a big bone, one has to wonder what 
these characters had to hide. I feel they all got together from each jurisdiction to make sure I was not 
notified. Ott testified that when he went “from detective to sergeant” he “kept this case knowing that it was 
pending.” Yet if he knew this, why didn’t he inquire as to why I wasn’t being brought in to answer to the 
charges? Obviously, if he knew of a plan to get me after I got released from federal prison he would be 
quiet and hold onto the paperwork until that time. (While this paragraph was included in the letters to 
Kennemer and Schennum, the letter to Ott also stated in bold I’d sure like an answer on this one 
Rodg. Rodg remained silent though, just like I has been until now.) 

And then we have Bakersfield Detective Arnold (Ray) Kennemer of the warrant-fugitive detail. He is 
the detective that was in charge of notifying the federal prison where I was at of the warrant so they could 
put a detainer on me. He testified at both of my speedy-trial motion hearings and from them we found out 
that on the morning of November 4, 1996 (you’ll recall that it was on this very day at 8:39 a.m. that I made 
my first call to Costa Mesa to claim my “prizes”) he received a telephone call from an Orange County 
investigator asking if Bakersfield’s warrant was still active. Kennemer checked and told him — or her, that 
wasn’t clarified — “yes, it was” and when asked if they “want this guy?” Kennemer said, “Yes, we do.” 
Also in their conversation, Kennemer told him that I “still should be in federal prison.” Mr. Gutierrez made 
a comment in court during my second speedy-trial motion hearing that, “Mr. Kennemer thought he was still 
in federal custody because, according to him, he had to serve his time completely.” Apparently Kennemer 
figured that with a 40 month sentence, that I’d do all 40 months. But according to law, we get 54 days per 
year of good time off of our sentence so I did just a few days shy of 35 months. (I never lost any good days 
by misbehaving in prison.) This is where they miscalculated. It seems clear today that their intention was to 
keep me in the dark and then get me right before I get released. I can’t prove it to an absolute certainty (just 
like I can’t prove Snake and the fellas are guilty), but all the indications are there. Why, Kennemer’s own 
testimony lends support to my suspicions. When asked, “What is it that you are seeking to do when you 
place a detainer on a prisoner?” his response was, “Place a hold so when that subject is through at that 
facility we can bring him back for trial on the charges that we have on the warrant.” It’s as if I was on their 
minds all along; they knew where I was at, and they were just waiting — waiting for me to get released. 
Those dirty, sneaky SOBs. 

Kennemer testified that he entered the warrant against me in C-L-E-T-S, the California Law 
Enforcement Telecommunications System. As part of the Discovery, we got a computer-generated warrant 
history printout titled “DISPLAY SERVICE HISTORY” (the printout prints only in capital letters). For 
December 3, 1993 at 16:30 (4:30 p.m.) it states “ABSTRACT SENT TO FCI LOS ANGELES FROM 
BPMAI KENNEMER, ARNOLD R.” (I understand this is an abstract copy of the warrant.) And on the 
very day Kennemer received his call from Orange County, he sent out two teletypes which are indicated on 
the history printout as follows: At 14:04 (2:04 p.m.) two entries state that a “WARRANT INFORMATION 
SHEET” was sent both “VIA NCIC” and “VIA MAIL.” Although it didn’t say where, I assume it was to 
Costa Mesa. At 17:02 (5:02 p.m.) on December 11th, the day of my arrest, it states “ABSTRACT SENT 
TO COSTA MESA PD FROM BPMAI TOLBERT, TAMIA NASHAY.” 

Kennemer testified that after he sent out the abstract on December 3, 1993 he took no further steps to 
verify if a detainer was in fact lodged against me and said he received no word back from MDC-LA 
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requesting a certified copy of the warrant. He stated policy back in 1993 was that the federal prison didn’t 
always require a certified copy of the warrant in order to put a detainer on an inmate. He admitted though 
that this was the first one he had ever done in the federal system and that he had been at this job for only a 
few months. Judge McNutt, at my first speedy-trial hearing, ruled he did use due diligence. After this, Ms. 
Blanton hired a private investigator, Mr. Tom Meek of THM Investigations, to check into things further 
and he found out the federal prison now — and back in 1993 — does require a certified copy after 5 days 
to keep a detainer on an inmate. They will put a detainer on an inmate after receiving a request, but only 
hold it for 5 days and will drop it if they don’t get a certified copy. Ms. Blanton got a signed sworn 
Declaration from Mr. Art Moore, the Inmate Systems Manager. He is the staff member in charge of the 
records’ department overseeing such inmate matters at MDC-LA. Mr. Moore’s signed sworn Declaration 
spells out the Bureau of Prisons’ requirement very clearly: “Detainers require both a letter of request and a 
certified copy of the warrant. If either document is not received, the issuing agency is contacted by mail and 
informed of this requirement.” Ms. Blanton presented his statement to the court at my second hearing and 
Judge Felice ruled there was not due diligence. 

Before Ms. Blanton got her private investigator on the case I contacted MDC-LA myself and was 
inquiring about the policy they follow. I wanted to find out if there was any record of a detainer being 
placed on me. I spoke to a woman in the records’ office but did not get her title or name. She run my name 
and prison number through the computer and when she saw that I was released from the federal prison in 
Sheridan, Oregon she said that all my paper work is up there. I called there and spoke to someone in the 
records’ department and he went and got my file. As I was on the phone with him he was thumbing through 
various sections of my file and said there was nothing at all about a detainer. The thing is, if they put one on 
an inmate for 5 days before they get a certified copy, there should be a written notation of it. Yet there was 
nothing in my file. And as I said before, Kennemer testified that he heard nothing from them about wanting 
a certified copy. Somewhere along the line that teletype he sent never got there. Was it sent but an error 
prevented it being received? Kennemer testified that “if the abstract does not go through, I get an error 
statement on my screen verifying that it did not go through.” Was it then, a phony teletype? A fake message 
sent out just so they could have documentation to cover their asses if questioned about it later? Possibly — 
it’s sure something to think about folks. Was there some kind of clandestine plan to purposely keep me in 
the dark? Likely — very likely. Actually, almost certainly I believe. Beyond a conviction, was a 
consecutive sentence their ultimate goal? That’s where I’m placing my money. (Especially since all three 
detectives had a chance to respond to my accusations but declined to.) 

After I was released on bail in December 1996, and surely after Costa Mesa checked for any other 
warrants on me, Ms. Blanton found there was another one. This one from the Shafter Police Department 
filed on December 8, 1993. Shafter is a small town 10 miles or so north of Bakersfield and she just 
happened to find it while working on a computer hooked up to Kern County cases. We promptly appeared 
in Shafter and consolidated it with the other counts from Bakersfield and it was obviously dismissed along 
with the others due to the successful motion. The thing is, the handwritten Shafter police report states that: 

 
When first reported, Det. S. Griffith and Det. Ott told me because of 

their department’s resources they would conduct their investigation and 
keep us (SPD) [Shafter Police Department] informed of their progress. On 
11-29-93 Det. Ott told me based on specific evidence that they found on 
Larsen, they were filing charges on him with their D.A.’s office. For further 
information regarding their findings, refer to their attached report. It is 
S.P.D.’s intention to also file charges of PC 594(b)(2) against Larsen. Case 
closed per arrest via B.P.D [Bakersfield Police Department]. 

 
Per arrest via B.P.D.? Looks like they were leaving everything up to Bakersfield who did all the 

original footwork. They just filed their complaint in hopes of tolling all statute of limitation time limits and 
apparently let it sit silently in the background while I did my federal time. Did Costa Mesa do this too? 
Hmmm. (If so, they didn’t have the guts to admit it.) 

While the answer to that question isn’t known with certainty, we do know that on September 23, 1993 
— more than a month before my arrest by the feds — Sergeant Ellen D. Rhodes of the California 
Institution for Men at Chino faxed Detective Schennum information about me. Included in that information 
was a handwritten note with my former state parole officer’s name and phone number suggesting that he 
could be called “for a profile on” me. Schennum apparently never followed up which was confirmed at my 
March 20, 1998 speedy-trial motion hearing. With the DA filing no rebuttal to our motion, both sides went 
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into chambers with Superior Court Judge James K. Turner for about 10 minutes and after that the extent of 
the hearing was that both sides submitted the case with no testimony from anyone. Back on the record, the 
DA admitted Schennum never followed through with anything, even though he knew I was in federal 
prison. All the DA added in open court, as far as an objection, was his concern as to what my father could 
have added as far as an alibi if he would have been questioned about my whereabouts on the dates in which 
the vandalisms happened in Orange County, along with stating that receiving concurrent time with my 
federal sentence would have been an optional thing. Judge Turner ruled that there was not due diligence 
and that I had been prejudiced. He then thanked the DA for his candor and dismissed the case. And with 
that, it opened the way to finally bring this book to publication. (Boy, it’s been a long time coming hasn’t 
it?) 

One closing thought. While I’ve been very critical of Detective Ott, he does have one redeeming 
quality — honesty. He may try to hide certain things from you if it’s to their advantage, but when asked 
directly about something, he seems to tell the truth. When he interviewed my father on August 25, 1993 he 
asked him “If he could account for [my] whereabouts…In the evening hours of August 20, 1993, to the 
early morning hours of August 21, 1993,” the days of the vandalisms in Kern County. He testified that my 
father told him that I was at home when he went to bed at between eight and nine o’clock on the night of 
the 20th and again when he arose at seven or eight o’clock on the morning of the 21st. Our whole angle 
here was to show that by delaying prosecution until after my father died, I no longer had an alibi witness to 
testify that I was not at the scenes of the crimes during the times they were happening. As it turns out, my 
dad’s memory failure, rather than intentionally lying, caused him to vouch for my presence at home. (I was, 
in reality, with Snake and his minions at the time as indicated in our story earlier.) After Ott and Buckles 
left I confronted him about his statement and he promptly remembered that I had been gone. But, like they 
say, you can’t unring the bell. Once it was said and put on the record I was going to use it to the max. If Ott 
would have “conveniently” not remembered all of the conversation he had with my father so long ago and 
left out these important details — as I’m sure some law-enforcement people who I’ve known throughout 
my travails within the judicial system would do — I possibly would be putting off this book for a while 
longer until after I finished a state prison sentence. For Ott’s honesty here, he gets my thanks and 
appreciation. He’s not without a lot of faults in this case — but he is partially redeemed. Actually, his 
honesty helps society as much as it helped me. With me not going to prison again, law enforcement has a 
chance to bring the real arsonists to justice all that much sooner. There’s nothing left to hold up this book 
any longer — once the bail is all returned that is. 

And then, we have Mr. Perry’s taking of handwriting samples from me and, more importantly, 
acknowledging the conversation we had about me asking if they were going to file charges against me and 
to let me know if they are. That was quite instrumental in Judge Felice’s decision to grant our motion for 
dismissal. A less honorable person could have easily said that they had no recollection of that conversation 
ever taking place. And in the beginning, they even questioned my claim that handwriting samples were ever 
taken from me. They possibly could have continued to deny their existence for some time. But I’m sure that 
once we scoured visiting records from MDC-LA of anyone who visited me, that at least would have come 
to the surface. Still, Perry’s truthfulness was the key I needed and he come through. Much thanks there. 

Of course, I need to thank Ms. Allyn Jaffrey, the Public Defender assigned to handle my speedy-trial 
motion in Orange County. Like Ms. Blanton did up in Bakersfield (who I thank later on), she put together 
one hell of a motion. It’s nice to have the law on your side and win for a change. 

Detective Schennum deserves some thanks for his honesty too. Although it would have been hard to 
do, he could have covered his ass somewhat rather than admit openly that he failed to follow through with 
the information he had in a timely manner. 

The Newport Beach deputy district attorney handling the speedy-trial motion, whose name I didn’t 
get, also needs thanks for his candor. He got it from Judge Turner, now me. 

If some law-enforcement people I’d dealt with in past years had been as honest and forthright with 
me, a lot of grief being returned upon society could have been avoided. Let that be a lesson to those who 
interact with those of us who break the law. Treat us with fairness and honesty and everyone will be 
benefited; you, society, and the offender. That’s the ultimate lesson of Revenge. Heed it! Need prompting? 
Then think of the liabilities you may be setting up for yourselves and society if you slip up. Nuff said? 
Cool! Let’s get on to the next chapter… 
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CHAPTER 20 
Story “selling” price 

 
God grant me the courage not to give up what I think is 
right, even though I think it is hopeless. 

—Admiral Chester W. Nimitz 
 
Whew! That was a long story folks. Are you glad it’s over? Well don’t unfasten your seat belts just 

yet — it’s not quite. Now I’m sure you’re all wondering by now — what’s the bottom line? Well yawl 
come to the right place, ’cause this is the chapter that deals with that. It all boils down to this — money. Did 
you ever doubt that? I  don’ t  th ink  so!  

When I was still in prison, the only amounts I anticipated tallying up here (assuming no property was 
being held back as happened on vandalism day 1980) were the costs involved in putting all my property 
back in pre-vandalism condition, along with punitive damages for the property-abusing agents’ 
misbehavior. Needless to say, I lost a lot more than I ever would have imagined — and much of it all 
because I couldn’t be out on bail so I could get my affairs in order properly before going into custody. 

You’ll recall from the Author’s Note at the beginning I said, “In the interest of protecting the privacy 
of certain identities, some names and/or places may have been changed in several instances.” Now this is 
where I have to tread very cautiously over the keyboard as I enter into and out of C Y A mode. Earlier within 
these pages, I proclaimed my specific intent to not break the law ever again. Therefore, anything I say here 
are conditional statements. Conditional on the assumption that they are legal to say without breaking any 
laws. If I slip up, meaning the condition has not been met, consider them not stated. Got it? Cool. 

When I discussed with inmates the scenario of not divulging certain tidbits that are necessary in order 
to bring the fellas to justice until I recouped all I lost in this mess, I was warned to mind my tongue very 
carefully. If saying, “I’m going to do X if you don’t do Y” can fall under extortion laws, as I learned very 
well from my experiences with Mrs. Reeves, then saying, “I won’t do X until you do Y” could also fall 
under those provisions. Therefore, I dare not say, I won’t tell my tidbits until I get my money back, dare I? 
Nope; you won’t hear it outa’ me. And if you thought you heard it earlier — and if it is an illegal statement 
to make — well, ya heard wrong! 

Then, is it legal to merely offer the full and complete story to the first person who shoves a cashier’s 
check or postal money order into my hand for the total debt listed in bold at the end of this chapter? 
(Actually in Appendix IV due to one final unexpected fly in the ointment getting shoveled into the mix at 
the last moment right before publication.) (O.K., I’ll pause while you sneak a peek.)........................ There, 
are you happy now? If that is a legal transaction to enter into, I would prefer the purchaser be a member of 
the news media or a private individual, rather than someone involved with the judicial system. I have no 
objections to them tagging along though as secondary participants, with emphasis on secondary, because as 
far as I’m concerned, they’ve got nothing coming from me. I would be willing to field questions from them 
though as I take the buyer around to various locations that are pertinent to our story here just as long as they 
know their place. That place being the back of the bus (no racial reference intended — that’s just where 
those of their ilk belong). 

Many of the paragraphs below, and some earlier in this work, tend to proclaim rather sternly that I will 
not give the fellas up until such things happen like, my attackers are brought to justice, or my Aunts Myrtle 
and Florence return a box of old family photos they stole from the house, or Wisehart and Barton make 
arrangements for me to complete my computer class they cheated me out of etc. etc. Once again, I need to 
emphasize; these are conditional statements. If it is illegal to hold back information on people I do not even 
know with absolute certainty did the dirty deed or deeds, then consider them unsaid because the condition 
has not been met. Is that clear? 

Then again, they offer rewards for information on culprits when they believe private citizens know 
something but aren’t saying. I’ve never heard about someone being prosecuted for holding back until a 
reward was offered. Have you? Speaking of reward — if we’re successful in rounding the bunch up, you 
will remember who gave you the information when you’re cutting that reward check won’t you? I trust you 
will; sort of. Just let it be known — I expect it too. 

So then, if it’s not even legal to sell the hidden facts to my story, how do we go about getting them out 
to the right people so justice can be served? Do I just give them up for free? Bite your tongue! Do I take 
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them to my grave? Ah — I can live with that without a second thought. (Actually die with that without a 
second thought would be the proper phrase here, wouldn’t it be?) Not a bit of problem there folks. What if 
they would threaten me in some way — maybe a Rappe/Davidson threat — to try to get them out of me? 
Now I know they’re not the brightest bulbs on the tree, but they’re not stupid either. Surely they would 
know that a man of my finesse could easily dress up fraudulent information in authentic-looking attire 
leaving them chasing ghosts (as in peek-a-boo) and figuring they didn’t get their men — or men and 
woman (can’t leave Crystal out) — because too much time had simply passed. What me lie? Me, who 
proclaimed some pages ago that I won’t stoop to FBI/ATF levels? Well I also proclaimed to abide by my 
OATH, and one of its promises is “to protect, first myself, and then other deserving individuals against all 
judicial system enemies, foreign and domestic, to the best of my abilities.” Any ability will be used, and 
that’s as it should be. C Y A comes first. Besides, having been punished for making threats on more than one 
occasion, you gotta’ know that I’m not about to tolerate receiving them from anybody else in any way, 
shape, or form. Doesn’t that go without saying? Duh! And besides that, the fellas are more deserving in my 
book than the judicial system is, despite what horrendous things they did. After all, they didn’t do them to 
me, whereas the judicial system did. 

Of course, I could always fall back on my previous statement; Snake and the fellas are fictional 
characters. Ya, right! And then, we also come to the situation, provided all hurdles are overcome, there’s 
still no guarantee that the fellas could be found. With so much time on their side, that is a possibility. One 
prison staff member once asked me about making them wait so long in order to get my information, 
seeming to imply that the fellas could disappear into the fabric of society forever — which they could. I just 
come back at him with an exaggerated so  — in such a way with outstretched arms that I needed say no 
more to relay my feelings that I didn’t give a flying fuck, pardon my French. He then asked me how I could 
be so petty and cruel. I just said, “it’s a gift” in an arrogant tone of voice as I was walking away thinking to 
myself, how could they be so petty and cruel to inflict me with the emotional damage they have done over 
the years? Let ’em chew on that awhile. Shit happens both ways — and that’s as it should be. 

After a first bout with unfairness I think anybody is left in a somewhat damaged and weakened state. 
For some of us, we never completely recover to our previous level of tolerance, especially in an 
environment where so many around us condone the actions we’re expected to accept. What we are seeing, 
increasingly, is that several bouts of unfairness are resulting in a permanently weakened and damaged state. 
This impaired person then becomes much more susceptible to additional inflictions of unfairness, whether 
from a minor offender or any other more serious perpetrator. 

So then, back to the question at hand. If it’s not legal to trade my information now for a lump sum of 
money, what do we do? I could sell this book one at a time for years and include those final details in a new 
edition once net profits reach that magical debt I’m owed — plus interest which will be accumulating as 
time goes by of course. (In that scenario each book sold brings us one step closer to rounding ’em up and 
every buyer can pat themselves on the back that they lent a helping hand in our mutual crime-fighting 
activities.) Someone could donate money to me, just out of the kindness of their heart, with no thought of 
buying something in return. And then, little ol’ kind-hearted me (yes, that is one of my qualities to the right 
people) could feel a bit more generous than I am right about now and spill the beans for “free.” Assuming 
the transactions we’ve been talking about are not quite on the up and up, we’ll assume that if someone does 
shove a check into my hand for the full amount, then they are doing so just as a gesture of kindness to help 
ease the pain I’ve been going through these past few years. 

We’ll just leave things at that. But do remember though, it really doesn’t matter to me if your arsonists 
are ever brought to justice. I didn’t lose a house in a fire. I’m worried about what I lost in all this mess. My 
priorities are on me. But you know all that stuff already. 

I can imagine all you people grumbling real heavily right now. Now you know how I feel over some 
of the victimization I’ve suffered. And that’s one of the goals of this book. Some of you may also be 
wondering, isn’t it illegal for criminals to profit off of the telling of their stories? Maybe, but that’s not an 
issue here. Why? Because I’m not profiting one penny. Paragraphs below clearly itemize in great detail the 
costs of stolen things I had to repurchase, money I lost or had to spend that I shouldn’t have, time I put in 
getting everything back to pre-November 7, 1993 levels, and time I expended for things I shouldn’t have 
had to. The figure at the end of this chapter is only the break even point. No profit is being made here folks. 

As you’ll see, you’re getting a damn good break on time because I’m only charging what my hourly 
take home pay (after taxes) was back in 1986 at the last full-time job I had. Yes, after taxes. All those 
figures listed below are not income, in the sense that they are subject to income taxes. They’re make up, 
just the same as if someone stole your car and later reimbursed you for it or if somebody plows their car 
through your wooden picket fence and then gave you money in compensation for your materials (like 
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lumber, nails, and paint) and time to fix it. None of that’s income any more than my listed figures below are 
income. (Now if you’re hired out by someone else to fix their fence, well that would be income.) If anyone 
has other thoughts about all this, speak up now or forever hold your peace. If it is income — taxable 
income that is — I’ll adjust the total debt amount upward to reflect the amount that will go for taxes so I 
still end up with full reimbursement. I call it JRP — “Judicial Reimbursement Program.” The counterpart to 
the Bureau of Prisons’ FRP — “Financial Responsibility Program.” Sounds cool to me. : - ) 

Now as I get back out of C Y A mode, let’s begin the tallying-up process. Paragraphs below, lifted right 
out of my Statement of Judicial Debts Receivable, speak under the assumption that it is legal to sell these 
tidbits — that haven’t been spoken outside of prison walls — to the first person to shove a cashier’s check 
or postal money order into my hand for the total amount listed at the end of this chapter. (Actually 
Appendix IV.) 

 
When we misbehave repeatedly we get punished more severely. When judicial 

officials re-commit their same violations over and over again we should hold them 
to the same standards and treat them accordingly. Total cost here does not include 
the many hours of clean up time and expenses for redoing, repairing, and/or 
replacing everything of mine that had been messed with. (See below for that figure.) 
Only penalty assessment & punitive damages for the maliciousness by the vandals in 
their “jointly undertaken criminal activity” (1993 U.S. Sentencing Guideline 
Manual, § 1B1.3) is listed here and it is 4x the January 11, 1980 travesty to account 
for the extra “Criminal History Points” they have accumulated as recidivists. After 
all, the Introductory Commentary to § 4A1.1 in the 1993 U.S. Sentencing Guidelines 
Manual says, “A defendant with a record of prior criminal behavior is more culpable 
than a first offender and thus deserving of greater punishment. General deterrence of 
criminal conduct dictates that a clear message be sent to society that repeated 
criminal behavior will aggravate the need for punishment with each recurrence. To 
protect the public from further crimes of the particular defendant, the likelihood of 
recidivism and future criminal behavior must be considered. Repeated criminal 
behavior is an indicator of a limited likelihood of successful rehabilitation.” And 
case law backs this up. “Prior similar adult criminal conduct may indicate the 
seriousness of the past crimes and the likelihood of future crimes whether or not it 
has resulted in conviction. The recidivist’s relapse into the same criminal behavior 
demonstrates his lack of recognition of the gravity of his original wrong, entails 
greater culpability for the offense with which he is currently charged, and suggests 
an increased likelihood that the offense will be repeated yet again.” U.S. v. Jackson 
903 F.2d 1313 at page 1320 (10th Cir 1990). These are the standards we offenders 
are held up to. Let’s see to it all offenders are held up to the same standards, whether 
they be one of us or one of them. What’s good for the goose is good for the gander. 
4x is appropriate. Just pray that they don’t commit it a 3rd time and become a 
“Career Offender.” Three strikes and you’re out is now law and in effect with 
substantial increases in punishment for 3rd time losers; especially “prior similar 
adult criminal conduct not resulting in a criminal conviction.” — valid ground to 
upward depart a sentence as per § 4A1.3(e), U.S. Sentencing Guidelines Manual. 
The judicial system now has 2 strikes against it (January 11, 1980 and November 7, 
1993). Need more be said? Generosity goes only so far, be it from the judicial 
system (I’ve never gotten any as a reading of these pages can verify) — or directed 
back toward it (I’ve never given any either). And, by the way, U.S. v. Crawford 991 
F.2d 1328 at page 1331 (7th Cir 1993), which explains § 1B1.3, shows that what one 
agent did, they are all accountable for (even ones that weren’t at the crime scene 
participating in the vandalism); and I’m sure that goes just as well for the side 
effects. “In the case of criminal activity undertaken in concert with others, whether 
or not charged as a conspiracy, the conduct for which the defendant would be 
otherwise accountable also includes conduct of others in furtherance of the 
execution of the jointly-undertaken criminal activity that was reasonably foreseeable 
by defendant.” Penalty assessment & punitive damages total is: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  $20,000.00x 

(The superscript x after the above figure, and all those below, indicates 
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amounts that are not actual out-of-pocket monetary expenses or time costs involved 
in restoring something to a pre-November 7, 1993 condition. Such superscripted 
figures include: punitive damages and penalties for vandalizing the house, rent I’m 
charging them for each day they had my computer, projected expenses to make up 
missed events [other than my computer technology class], punitive damages for 
being in the hole, and related damages pertaining to the two tort claims — being 
attacked and having a box of irreplaceable property lost. These monetary amounts 
need not be collected before my self-imposed silence is ended and the complete 
story is disclosed to the first person to shove a check into my hand for the full selling 
price listed at the end of this chapter. [Appendix IV.] Originally, all monetary 
amounts, including superscripted ones, were going to be included in the selling 
price, but once I added everything up and saw how expensive it was, I realized that 
if I held out for that amount, as I really should do, I would have priced myself out of 
a sale. Plans now are to collect superscripted amounts by pushing extra copies of 
Revenge, although any income I make from paid interviews I might do in the media, 
beyond selling this book, will be applied to these superscripted amounts first. This 
book’s selling price includes only the actual out-of-pocket expenses I suffered in this 
mess along with the time I put in in the restoration process [plus a fee to make up 
my missed computer class which is explained in its appropriate paragraph]. And to 
top that, time is calculated at the very reasonable per hour take home [after taxes] 
pay I received way  back in 1986 on the last full-time job I had. The purchaser is 
getting a damn good bargain — I bet you wouldn’t work for what you did back in 
’86 — and I hope they appreciate it. I don’t like selling my story this low, but I’m 
doing it — grudgingly .  : - ( ) 

You’ll recall me telling you that I was driving around looking for Danny 
shortly before my arrest on November 7th when I was pulled over by two LAPD 
officers who were instructed by the feds to pull me over and send me home. In my 
shirt pocket I had a small container of pepper spray which they found during a pad-
down search. They stole it despite I told them that this particular kind in the 
consistency I had is legal to have without a special permit. I paid $12.95 plus tax a 
year earlier. For its theft I add this amount: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  14.02 

While I was being questioned by Sergeant Yarbrough late on the night of my 
arrest he told me to take my Casio watch off and give it to him and also to give him 
my house keys. If I had been allowed to take my watch into custody I could have 
had it once I got to my designated institution and possibly even as a pre-trial inmate 
at MDC-LA. He gave the items to FBI Agent Palacios who returned them to my 
father. Inmates cannot get watches sent from home once they are in the institution. I 
was forced to purchase a new one and did so after I got to FCI Phoenix Its cost was: . . . . . .  11.65 

The FBI had my computer from November 7, 1993 through January 28, 1994 
which was the day my dad picked it up from them. I’m charging them a rental fee 
just like a computer store would do when someone comes in to rent a machine. In 
order to determine a fair cost to charge them I went to a store that rents Macintoshes. 
At Mac Talk, 22536 Ventura Blvd., Woodland Hills, CA 91364, (818) 225-9327, I 
spoke to Moe H. Navidi and asked what it would cost to rent their least expensive 
model of Macintosh for 2 to 3 months. At first he showed me a state-of-the-art 
Power PC with a color monitor and quoted me a fee of $15.00 per day. I told him all 
I need is a slow Classic which is the model the FBI stole from me. He then quoted 
me $5.00 per day. I then said I also need a StyleWriter printer (the same kind that 
was stolen from me). His final figure for the complete package was $5.50 per day. I 
doubt it would have been any cheaper back in 1993 when the Classic wasn’t such an 
ancient out-of-date dinosaur. I never ascertained if tax is charged on a rental so I’ll 
let them slide by on that one and accept the very reasonable fee of $5.50 per day. 
That works for me. Even though the feds didn’t actually use it every day, they still 
had it and we couldn’t use it. Now I know you’re going to say that I wasn’t at home 
to use it. Well, first of all, I would have been home if I’d have been out on bail, as I 
should have been. And second, my dad had all of his financial records on it and he 
couldn’t track his investments as efficiently. For the 83 days they had it the total 
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rental fee is: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  456.50x 
And that doesn’t include any penalty for the tiny scratch I found on it. They 

can count themselves damn  lucky it wasn’t something brand new I plan to keep for 
years. If so, I would insist on a new case and the labor costs to install it. I will be 
selling this computer when I get a new one so I’ll let them slide by on this one. It is 
only a tiny scratch hardly noticeable and even with my obsessiveness about my 
property, I can live with it until I get my new one. 

Also stolen by agents raiding the house that day was one 12" 15-minute road 
flare. I had it in a box in the back of my Chevy van to use if I ever broke down. 
According to the Discovery it is a, “twelve inch red road flare manufactured by 
GLEASON CORPORATION, milwaukee, Wisconsin.” It was never returned. I 
priced what ones costs at Pep Boys and a new one with tax is: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  1.83 

The 4 or 5 pairs of rubber gloves I had in my bedroom were never returned. 
They are indicated on their “Evidence Recovery Log” inventory as “Packaged 
Rubber Gloves.” I will estimate their price as $.25 apiece for a total of: . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  2.00 

According to their inventory forms, “Misc batteries” were taken from the desk 
in “Room D,” the hallway. We had a number of AA, C, and D carbon-zinc and 
alkaline batteries in that desk. On later pages where I accuse some of my relatives of 
stealing some things from the house I mention that, “I’m not going to set a dollar 
amount on [the batteries] because most were old and had been recharged over and 
over again.” I cannot be certain whether they were never returned by the feds or if 
my relatives stole them when I was in prison. Either way, they’re gone and they 
shouldn’t have been. If I’d have been out on bail, as I should have been, I could have 
determined whether the feds were guilty here because my relatives would not have 
been left alone in the house. 

When I suspected I was under surveillance back in 1993 I rented two save 
deposit boxes at a bank to store the back-up floppy disks of all my data along with 
the original disks from all of the software I owned. I had heard too many horror 
stories about people either not getting seized computer materials back or of getting it 
back in damaged or destroyed condition. I had put in way too much time and effort 
creating my data to risk losing it. And that’s separate from the fact that much of it 
could never be recreated if lost. Losing the hardware and not getting it back would 
be bad enough. But at least that can be replaced by money. The data itself can’t be 
replaced with no amount of money. If I lost it I have no doubt that my Intermittent 
Explosive Disorder (IED) would have taken control in the worst possible of ways for 
as long as possible. And more than likely, such a violation would prompt me to 
throw my OATH out the window and go at ’em full bore with nothing holding me 
back. With the number of disks I had I needed two safe deposit boxes. One cost 
$50.00 per year and the other smaller one cost $25.00 per year. I have no problem 
accepting costs for the first year; it’s the rest I bitch about. If I’d have been out on 
bail, as I should have been, I could have emptied and closed the boxes before I was 
sentenced in June 1994 because I knew by then that the feds were through with 
taking or messing with any more of my stuff. I had to pay rent in 1994, 1995, and 
(because I couldn’t get out to a half-way house) 1996. I could have at least avoided 
the 1996 fees if I would have been at a half-way house because I could have emptied 
and closed the boxes before they were due that year. (Paragraphs below cover more 
fully my getting cheated out of the half-way house.) I closed them as soon as I got 
out of prison in October 1996. $75.00 per year for 3 years equals: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  225.00 

I was a member of Kaiser Permanente at the time of my arrest. Their health 
insurance fees for me in 1993 were $136.95 per month. Instead of paying monthly, 
we paid quarterly. I sent them a check near the end of September for $410.85 which 
would cover October, November, and December. Because I was in custody in 
November and December, and not out on bail as I should have been, that’s like 
wasting the money for those two months. If I would have been gone for two full 
months it would add up to $273.90, but because I was not in custody for the first 1/4 
of November, I’ll charge only 3/4 of that month’s fee. Through the end of 1993 we 
then have $239.66. For 1994 my health plan fees increased to $139.46 per month. 
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Near the end of December my dad paid that amount for January because he still 
thought I’d get out on bail. And on January 27th he paid the fees for the next three 
months; another $418.38. All this was wasted because I wasn’t there to benefit by it. 
I wrote to Kaiser to explain my situation and request a refund but never heard from 
them. Those wasted fees add up to: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  797.50 

For missing the 1993 Hollywood Christmas Parade I always go to on the 
Sunday after Thanksgiving and that I wouldn’t have missed if I’d have been out on 
bail, as I should have been, I add this amount for transportation and expenses to and 
from New York so I can see Macy’s Thanksgiving Day Parade as a make up: . . . . . . . .  1,000.00x 

For missing the total eclipse of the Moon that night, November 28th, 1993, I 
also should not have missed, I add this amount as a make up for travel and other 
expenses to view another future total lunar eclipse in another part of the world that 
won’t be visible here in any way and therefore wouldn’t have been seen: . . . . . . . . . .  3,000.00x 

For missing the winter Consumer Electronic Show in Las Vegas, which I 
always go to every January, I add this amount for transportation and expenses to and 
from Chicago so I can attend the summer CES in June, which is an event I don’t 
attend, as a make up: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  1,000.00x 

Fortunately for all of us, no attorney expenses were involved, I left that up to 
them this time and got a damn good attorney, Deputy Federal Public Defender Paul 
L. Abrams. But there were still expenses incurred such as phone calls home, 
gardeners (at $60.00 per month) that wouldn’t have been needed if I’d have been out 
on bail (because I would have been there to do the mowing and yard work as I was 
doing before arrest), gas, xerox fees, mailing costs, and parking fees (I found a 
parking receipt from the one time my dad visited me at MDC-LA for $3.30). Total 
is at least: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  500.00 

As I mentioned earlier, my Statement of Judicial Debts Receivable, along with 
Revenge, were deleted from my computer after my threatening letters were making 
widespread news and numerous arson-set fires were burning up the southland. I 
expected snoops would likely take my computer and I only wanted them to see my 
other squeaky clean files. It’s not that I was ashamed of those two documents mind 
you; it’s just that too much was happening in such a short time span that I just didn’t 
want to complicate things by having to explain my honest beliefs and opinions that 
people victimized by the judicial system should get even, albeit in non-violent ways. 
For once I was wanting to keep that silent. As it turned out, the feds had the sample 
draft version of Revenge which I had previously widely distributed to inmates and 
judicial personnel alike. Now I wanted to have a copy of my Statement of Judicial 
Debts Receivable so I could show appropriate personnel the violations that were 
committed against me over the years and what they have led to. Because the feds 
took my computer and printer, my father couldn’t just print me out a copy to send 
me. As mentioned earlier, I had rented two safe deposit boxes to hide all my master 
system and application floppy disks and the backup copies of the documents I had 
created over the last few years. My father never even knew about them, nor was he 
on the signature card to get into the boxes. Fortunately, I had two floppies hidden at 
home that contained these two documents. I sent him to Kinko’s to get it printed out 
and they sent him to Mac Universe in Tarzana. To print its 26 pages (that’s all it was 
back then) at $.95 per page on a laser printer, the only kind of printer they print on, it 
cost $24.70. Gas cost probably about $2.00. (He made two trips to Mac Universe.) 
Not including his time, that adds up to: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  26.70 

There were a number of costs I suffered that I wouldn’t have if I’d have been 
out on bail as I should have been. Both of my parents were receiving social security 
benefits. My mother passed away on December 29, 1993. After one spouse dies the 
surviving spouse can receive a special one-time payment of $255.00. My father 
failed to apply for it and when I checked into it after my release from prison I found 
I cannot do it now. The opportunity to get that payment died with my father’s 
passing. Because I inherited all their assets I lost out. If I would have been out on 
bail at the time I, who was closely monitoring my parents’ finances, could have seen 
to it the application for the payment was made. In a nutshell I lost: . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  255.00 
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My father purchased two $5,000.00 Redevelopment Agency of San 
Bernardino coupon bonds back in 1971 that paid 7% annually. He gave them to me a 
number of years ago and I had been depositing their interest in my savings account 
for all those years. They weren’t suppose to mature until February 1996 but they 
called them in early. He received the money from them a couple weeks after my 
arrest and deposited it in his personal checking account. It was still there when he 
died on February 14, 1994 and because of that I ended up paying estate taxes on that 
$10,000 that I wouldn’t have if it would have been in my account where it would 
have been if I’d have been out on bail. In studying over the complexities of the 
estate tax returns after my release from prison it appears that I paid nearly 22% in 
taxes on that part of the estate which was over the tax-free limit of $600,000.00. 
That means I lost: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  2200.00 

Of course, if I’d have been out on bail I would have reinvested that $10,000 
into a high-interest long-term investment just like all our other money is in. Instead 
of making about 6% tax free interest for those 3 years of my absence it was making 
only 1% while stuck in the checking account. That means I’m owed 5% interest for 
3 years and that equals: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  1,576.25 

On the subject of paying 22% in estate taxes on what I inherited over 
$600,000.00, my Christmas gift in 1992 was a new computer. The problem is that I 
didn’t buy it them. I was aware new models were coming out in a few months so I 
told my dad I wouldn’t be purchasing one until later. Later kept getting put off as I 
kept hearing of newer and newer models and falling and falling prices on the 
existing models. Besides, my existing computer was serving my needs, as it still is. 
(This book is being written on it.) By not buying it when it was given to me, the 
money stayed in my parents’ checking account and I got stuck paying estate taxes on 
that amount. I figured on paying around$2,500.00 for a new computer so 22% of 
that is: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  550.00 

I also saw that I ended up paying $970.00 in state penalties because my tax 
preparers filed the estate tax forms late and apparently the feds imposed a $130.00 
penalty for filing and paying late with them. With me out there that wouldn’t have 
happened. First off, I would have gotten all the necessary paperwork to those doing 
the tax preparation in a timely manner. And second, I would have kept on them to 
finish it on time. The gal who was doing the work acknowledged in a round about 
way that its easy to put my stuff aside behind another client’s when I wasn’t there to 
assist. These penalties should not be up to me to pay. Therefore I charge the full 
amount of: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  1,100.00 

And this wasn’t the only penalties for late tax filings. Chronologically, this 
entry should be farther down the line but I’ll put it here because we are on the 
subject of taxes. Craig — an employee with the law offices that set up my parents’ 
trust years earlier and the one I hired to watch after my affairs after my cousin, 
Mark, moved away — was late in filing the 1995 state taxes and I was charged 
$94.00. He was also late with the 1995 federal taxes and I was charged $148.00. 
And for being late in making an estimated tax payment to the state I was cost 
$13.54.That gives a total of: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  255.54 

My mother had one life insurance policy from Prudential Insurance Company 
of America and my father had two (policy numbers M07280020 and 403401390). 
He cashed hers in within weeks of her death but I had to wait until I got out to cash 
his in. On January 11, 1997 I received a check for $2,493.88 for the first one and 
another check for $1,999.01 for the second one. If I’d have been out on bail I would 
have gotten them in a timely manner and reinvested the total $4,492.89 into a high-
interest long-term investment just like all our other years I lost this amount of 
interest: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  858.21 

After my mother died two of my father’s sisters, Myrtle Christell and Florence 
Jensen, come out from Omaha, Nebraska to help my dad at home. I don’t know if he 
asked them to come out or if they took it on their own to do so but, in any event, 
they wouldn’t have been needed if I’d have been there. Now I know they were a 
great help to him, but so could I have been. My father hadn’t been feeling good for 
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several days and on February 2, 1994 he drove himself to Kaiser Hospital. He was 
immediately admitted and was given treatment for pneumonia but did not respond 
and died 12 days later. He had a phone in his hospital room and I talked to him every 
evening through the 10th. (When I called on the 11th I found out he had been moved 
to the Intensive Care Unit.) He told me he called his sisters and asked them to come 
out again. He relayed how they weren’t going to and he was crying when he told me 
that. He said he offered to pay for their trip and apparently pleaded for them to come 
out. I don’t know if he offered to reimburse them for the first trip or not. The main 
point here is, up until this time he never paid for their first trip so I’m guessing they 
took it on their own to make it out here that first time. They wouldn’t have had to 
come out the second time if I’d have been there. And they wouldn’t have had access 
to the checkbook to write themselves out checks for both trips. After I got home and 
had a chance to audit all my financial paperwork I found out Myrtle wrote herself 
out a check (check # 1079 from my dad’s checking account) for $1,400.00 and put 
in the memo field, “Airfare 2 times.” She also wrote a check (check # 1078) out for 
the same amount to Florence for the same reason, “Airfare 2 times.” I’m guessing 
they just took it on their own to have me pay for both their trips. Now I know they’re 
not as wealthy as we are and maybe they figured I didn’t deserve all I was getting 
(when they visited me at MDC-LA after my father died they were critical of me 
because of my criminal behavior throughout life and what that did to my parents) 
but the thing is, they wouldn’t have been here that second time or had access to the 
checkbook to write themselves out checks if I’d have been out on bail, as I should 
have been. (I also know they’re tight with money just like me. On January 11, 1994, 
Myrtle sent my father a birthday card [his birthday was the 15th] and mentioned 
among other things, “Will call you collect every so often as we talked about.” 
Apparently they wanted to talk to him as long as it was on his phone bill.) I have a 
sneaking hunch I ended up paying to help Myrtle’s adopted/divorced daughter, Lori, 
raise her kids because the dead-beat dad isn’t pulling his weight. (Myrtle has 
mentioned in past letters how she has to work to help Lori as the dad isn’t coming 
through.) Total for those two checks was: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  2,800.00 

For the few days Myrtle and Florence were at the house they used our ATM 
card 7 times to withdraw money. (I did give them permission to use it.) Now I know 
they had food and some other expenses, which they wouldn’t have had if they 
weren’t out here, as they wouldn’t have needed to be if I’d have been out on bail; 
but what they withdrew was way more than mere expenses. Besides the fact there 
shouldn’t have been any withdrawals, there surely shouldn’t have been this amount. 
On February 13th they withdrew $300.00. On the 14th another $300.00. On the 15th 
they made three withdrawals; $40.00, $160.00, & $300.00. On the 16th they 
withdrew $500.00 and on the 17th another $500.00 for a total of: . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  2,100.00 

My dad also usually kept around a couple hundred dollars hidden at home for 
cash expenses. This was also missing. Because I don’t know an exact amount I’ll 
split the difference and charge only: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  100.00 

When my dad was in intensive care for those few days before he passed away, 
and before I talked to Myrtle and Florence on the phone, they tried to help him get 
his final affairs in order. From conversations with my dad a few days earlier I know 
he was concerned a fine, reported in the news media to possibly be millions of 
dollars, could wipe out my inheritance. Back in 1986 my parents set up a Revocable 
Living Trust with a law office that specializes in such things. I believe my dad was 
wanting to restructure it so the inheritance would be untouchable by whoever would 
attempt to collect a fine. Apparently he couldn’t remember where a copy of the trust 
was so Myrtle and Florence hired another law firm. Where they found this place I do 
not know. After I got out I found check # 1090 was written out for $1,054.50 to this 
firm on about August 2, 1994 by cousin Mark. I contacted this firm and talked to a 
lady there who told me that my aunts — Myrtle and Florence — hired them to help 
get my dad’s final affairs in order so my inheritance would be protected. She was at 
the hospital but my father slipped into a coma before he could sign any papers so the 
original trust was still in effect. (Fortunately, there was no fine, except for the 
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$300.00 Special Assessment so everything worked out O.K. Even if there had been, 
the U.S. Sentencing Guidelines limited it to $40,000.00. I was never facing the 
millions reported in the newspaper. Nor was I facing the hundreds of years in prison 
they reported.) So basically nothing was done for this cost. Now I’m not contesting 
their right to charge that fee; I’m sure they did put in that amount of work. The point 
of this is, if I’d have been out there on bail, that other firm wouldn’t have been 
called because I knew where all the paperwork was from the place that did the 
original trust. They did all the transferring of everything to my name anyway. This 
other place accomplished nothing and that money was wasted. Also, if my case 
wouldn’t have made all the media publicity it did, the possible fine I was facing 
wouldn’t have been known to my father and he wouldn’t have been concerned 
enough to want to restructure his trust. It could have remained as it was originally 
set up which was very well done. I’m charging this other firm’s cost of: . . . . . . . . . . .  1,054.50 

My father had a number of investments spread out among various companies 
or locations. One bond he had was originally for $10,000.00 and was paying 8% 
annually. This bond was suppose to mature on November 1, 1991 but the company, 
Derwood Investment Corp., went into default while they worked at reorganizing 
their business. We were notified that although we wouldn’t get the principal we had 
previously invested at this time, we would still earn 8% annually until they pay it off 
in full. Soon after this they did repay $2,000.00. To do so my dad had to go to the 
safe deposit box to retrieve the $10,000.00 bond certificate and send it to them. They 
then sent us a new bond for $8,000.00 and a check for $2,000.00. As the months 
went by we continued to get letters from them updating us on their progress toward 
paying the rest back. In September 1993 the company wanted the bond certificate 
back once again as they were going to repay more of our principal. This time, 
instead of reissuing a new bond, they rubber stamped it saying among other things, 
“A partial payment of principal has been made and future partial payments of 
principal may be made. THEREFORE, THE UNPAID PRINCIPAL AMOUNT OF 
THIS DEBENTURE MAY BE LESS THAN SET FORTH ON THE FACE 
HEREOF” and sent it back to us. (I’ve still got the bond, that’s how I know what it 
says.) My father put it in a drawer where he kept other papers related to Derwood for 
safekeeping until he returns it to the safe deposit box. Shortly after that I was 
arrested, then my mom died, and then my dad died. When Myrtle and Florence were 
getting financial paperwork together to give to Mark before they returned home I 
told them to check this particular drawer because I didn’t know if my dad had gotten 
around to returning it to the safe deposit box. They couldn’t find it so I just assumed 
he had. I planned to give Mark written authorization to get into the safe deposit box 
because other bond certificates were in there that were needed so their funds could 
get transferred over to my name. The last communication we got from Derwood was 
that their plan was to issue partial principal and interest checks for the next few 
years until it is all paid off. Then they decided to recall the bond and pay everything 
off; all the remaining principal and any interest that was due up to that time. After a 
given date, which I do not recall and cannot find the paperwork right now, no more 
interest will accumulate. But to pay off everything they needed the bond certificate 
back first. I told Mark to check in that drawer and if it’s not there then it would be 
back in the safe deposit box. He said it wasn’t in the drawer. As it turned out, it was 
in that very same drawer folded up and put in an envelope. Negligent Myrtle, 
Florence, and Mark just didn’t look close enough. In fact, Mark never even did get 
in to the safe deposit box. The bank had no record of him getting into it plus the 
other bond certificates were still there. I didn’t lose any money by those investments 
staying in my parents’ name though. They just continued to pay regularly into their 
account which I eventually got transferred to my name after I got out of prison. 
Derwood was another story. When we couldn’t find the bond it was up to the law 
offices transferring everything over to my name to work with Derwood to get them 
to pay it off without the certificate. Just because it was missing it took all the way 
until December 1996, after I got home, to get the money sent to me. The law office 
worked closely with an investment institution and I understand they went through 
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some major headaches with Derwood until it was finally resolved. You can imagine 
my surprise, and anger , when I found the bond certificate right where I told them 
it was. If I’d have been out on bail, as I should have been, I would have taken care of 
it in a timely manner and at least 21/2 years worth of interest wouldn’t have been lost. 
Derwood was happy to delay as long as they could because they got to make interest 
by keeping it in their bank. That amount of interest I lost is calculated here. Because 
some principal had been repaid off of the $8,000.00 before my 1993 arrest the 
remaining amount that was held up for these 21/2 years was $7,166.71. 21/2 years of 
lost interest on that amount, assuming I would have earned 6% with it reinvested 
back then, equals: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  1,127.38 

After I got home I found a number of things were missing from the house. 
Some of the things I’m sure Myrtle and Florence are the guilty culprits. Other things 
point more to Mark at the thief. And many items leave no clue as to who took them. 
After Mark quit watching after the house in the spring of 1995 (he allegedly got a 
job promotion out of town) I hired Craig to take over. I brought up to him about 
things missing and he said he didn’t take anything. I tend to believe him. I haven’t 
questioned Mark, Myrtle, or Florence yet but I’d bet that if they admit to anything it 
will be that taking what they did was their “fee” for helping me out. (Each was sent 
an identical 19-page letter which contained all of the below paragraphs in this book 
that relate to them and only Mark responded back. His letter is quoted later on right 
after all the paragraphs relating to them.) The thing is though, Myrtle and Florence 
already took a bunch of my money with them back to Nebraska as I’ve already 
mentioned above. And Mark did his share of withdrawals too along with making out 
checks to himself from my checking account as I detail below. Plus, he had free 
access to use my 1990 Buick Regal and 1982 Ford van conversion so he benefited 
very well. It is possible Mark had some friend or relative of his stop and check the 
house that he didn’t tell me about. If so, this person could be the thief. Mark may be 
innocent; this has yet to be determined. (Mark’s letter claims no friend was in the 
house.) While on the subject of the Ford van I need to mention that my dad had 
purchased 3 or 4 service manuals separately and they are nowhere to be found. Nor 
is the owner’s manual around. I assume Mark took them to study over. I plan on 
selling the van so I’m not going to buy a new set of service manuals. Therefore the 
thief is a little farther ahead money wise; he or she doesn’t have to reimburse me for 
them 

There are three things I’m sure Myrtle and Florence took. One is two shoe 
boxes full of old family photographs. In there were small unframed pictures of my 
parents and their brothers and sisters, and possibly their parents, taken earlier in this 
century. These boxes were on a shelf in the closet at the northeast end of the living 
room. There are some larger framed pictures of my parents still in that closet along 
some pictures of me as a child and adolescent. I can tell these pictures, along with 
some of my old birthday cards and school report cards, have been sorted out neatly. I 
know Myrtle and Florence were helping my dad go through stuff after my mother 
died. I distinctly remember one picture was of my mother visiting my father in the 
hospital in the late 1940s when he had tuberculosis and was confined there for a year 
and nine months. I know my mother used to travel for miles to visit him. The love 
they had for each other really showed through in that picture and I want it back, 
along with all the others. There’s no way money can buy back these boxes of 
pictures. Everything else can be made up with an amount of money. This can’t! 
Without it, I will have nothing to do with helping to bring Snake and company to 
justice in any way. 

Another thing missing that was probably snatched by Myrtle and Florence was 
a small birthday book. A date book in which my mother filled in the names and 
dates of birth of all of our relatives. It was kept in the desk in the den. Although it 
wasn’t up to date with the latest additions to the family, it did include those who I 
knew as a child. It was began years before I was born and most entries were written 
with an old-style fountain pen. As with the box of pictures above, I need this book 
back. NO amount of money can make it up. 
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The third thing I’m sure Myrtle and Florence took was a framed crochet piece 
made by their mother and given to my father in the early 1950s. It said GOD BLESS 
OUR HOME. And I have pictures of us in the house taken at Christmas time and my 
birthday showing it in the background hanging on the wall dating back as early as 
December 18, 1962 to prove we had possession of it all those years. Now there is the 
possibility my father gave the piece to them during their first visit here after my 
mother passed away. After I got home and found that birthday card Myrtle sent to 
my father I noticed it said, “Our packages arrived Sat. in good shape. Was fun 
unpacking the goodies. Will all come in handy.” On first thought, I would expect 
that to be limited to my mother’s clothes, but maybe they snatched the crochet piece 
too. I can imagine them sitting around and discussing how their mother made it. I 
can also imagine them asking my dad for it or even him offering it to them. I have 
no way of knowing as he never mentioned it to me on the phone. Now I do know for 
a fact that that’s not the only important thing he declined to tell me. (I originally 
suspected Myrtle and Florence stole some Hummel statuettes they told me were 
broken in the January 17th earthquake, which surely my father would have 
mentioned to me if it were true, but I do see one vague indication that that is a true 
story.) The thing is, if I’d have been out on bail, as I should have been, Myrtle and 
Florence wouldn’t have been here to get their grubby little fingers upon it to begin 
with. On the possibility they may have come into possession of it with permission 
from my father I’ll give them the benefit of the doubt to this limited extent. Rather 
than refuse to disclose the complete story of Snake and his minions until they return 
it, I’ll allow them to take a polygraph test conducted by a law-enforcement approved 
examiner from their home town. If it comes back that they are showing no deception 
when they say they came by it with my father’s permission I’ll allow them to retain 
it provided  they put in writing that it reverts back to me upon their deaths. 
Florence is in her 80s and Myrtle isn’t that far behind. There’s no way their kids 
should be inheriting it. First of all, both of them have adopted kids. It’s not their 
grandmother who crocheted it; it’s my grandmother who crocheted it! And second, 
it’s been in our possession since I was a young child and I’ve got the pictures to 
prove it. Provided I am promised it back upon their deaths, Snake’s full story can be 
disclosed when all other financial hurdles are met satisfactorily. If Myrtle and 
Florence want to retain it within their family beyond their deaths I am open to a 
financial disposition. Whether they came by it with my father’s permission or not, I 
will not hold this item up as a hurdle that needs resolution before the Snake story 
can be told in complete detail. For the below listed fee I relinquish all rights to the 
crochet piece forever. That fee is: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  2,000.00 

Myrtle and Florence — and even Mark — need to know though that the 
wishes to be reflected in my will gives half of my estate to my father’s family and 
the other half to my mother’s family. I am gay and have no kids or a wife to try to 
claim a piece of the pie, nor will I. The way it sits now is; I’m counting the days 
from February 18, 1994, the day Myrtle and Florence left for home after my father’s 
funeral, until the return of the crochet piece. That number of days will be added to 
the time my father’s family will have to wait to receive my inheritance beyond the 
date it would otherwise be released to them. If I’ve got to wait to receive the crochet 
piece then they can wait to receive my money an equal amount of time. I see that as 
fair. And I am a fair person; in fact I obsess upon it — as is clearly evident in all my 
writings. (Speaking of fairness, I should subtract the time between October 3, 1996 
— the date I come home and discovered the theft — and the date I notified them of 
my findings and the consequences it brings. Although I could have and should have 
confronted them with the side effects of their actions in a timely manner, for my 
own reasons I waited until May 1998. They should not be docked for this time span.) 
Now I know this inheritance may be years in the future if I live to an average old age 
and whoever inherits it may not even be born yet. But I want Myrtle and Florence to 
know that their names will be attached to the reason for the delay of their unborn 
relative receiving my money. And be rest assured, any interest accumulated during 
that waiting time will go elsewhere; possibly to help criminals in prison. The family 
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don’t get that. They’re not going to profit from Myrtle and Florence’s misbehavior 
in any way. If they wish to buy the rights to the crochet piece for the fee listed above 
no waiting period will be imposed. (Myrtle and Florence need to know though that 
ever receiving any inheritance is dependent upon the return of those two boxes of 
photos and birthday book discussed above. They are not for sale for any sum of 
money and no offer is placed upon the table for any other compensation other than 
their return. Without them, Snake’s complete story dies with me and my inheritance 
will never be given to any member of my father’s family ever. No ifs, ands, or buts! 
Also, the same inheritance time delay will be imposed on the stolen pictures and 
birthday book as on the crochet piece. Once they’re returned, I’ll calculate the time 
delay to be added to when my distant relatives can get their fingers on my money. If 
Myrtle and/or Florence want copies of any of the pictures they’re instructed to put 
them in a separate envelope marked “copy” and I’ll copy them for them at their 
expense. They get copies, I get the originals!) 

Other less sentimental things come up missing from the house during my 
absence also. I put as much blame on the government for not letting me out on bail 
as I do on the actual thieves; be they Myrtle, Florence, Mark, or someone Mark let in 
the house to check it when he didn’t do so. None of this would have happened if I’d 
have been out on bail. I could have secured the house up properly before I had to go 
into custody and hire a reputable firm to look after my affairs during my 
incarceration. Actually, no one would have even needed access to inside the house at 
all. All gas and electric could have been shut off and I could have built a lockable 
mail box big enough to hold a couple weeks’ worth of mail. Whoever was hired to 
sort through the important mail and handle my affairs would have been given all the 
necessary paperwork ahead of time, along with a key to the mail box, so no access 
inside the house would have been necessary and no thefts would have taken place. 
The house has security bars on all windows and doors so burglary was not a concern 
either and there was no problem in that area. 

I already covered how when I was being questioned by Sergeant Yarbrough on 
the night of my arrest he told me to take my Casio watch off and give it to him. 
Agent Palacios later returned it to my father who signed for it. After I got home I 
find it is missing. I liked the style of that particular watch. When I buy something, 
the style of its looks is just as important as any other aspect of the item. That 
particular year Casio had only two watch styles that appealed to me, and I know 
because I had their catalog to review. Of the two, I chose the less expensive watch; 
model W-700. It cost $24.46 as I can prove by the receipt I still have. I already 
covered above how I had to buy a watch in prison which I wouldn’t have had to if I 
could have gotten booked in with the one I had. That watch was an unattractive off 
brand though. While it served its purpose in prison, I wanted an equally attractive 
watch to replace the stolen one after I got out. Casio no longer had a watch style I 
liked in the price range of the stolen one. And I know because I checked their latest 
catalog. Even the more expensive style was changed somewhat but it was still nice 
looking. It is model DW-6800-1V and cost: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  52.36 

Also missing from the house are a number of baseball caps. One was a green 
and white cap with a patch with the name of a place I worked at some years ago. 
Another was purple with a patch from the National Guard, a place I did community 
service at in 1985-1986 as part of my sentence for soliciting sex from Michael 
Reeves. Others were free-bees from various places we acquired over the years. But 
the most important one was a blue LA Dodgers cap autographed by Don Drysdale, a 
pitcher for the Dodgers back in the ’50s and ’60s. Back in about 1960 or so, when I 
was around 10-years-old, Mr. Drysdale was signing autographs in the basement of 
Butler Bros., a department store in Van Nuys at the time. Both my dad and I got a 
cap with his autograph under the bill. My dad used his cap regularly and the 
autograph had long ago faded. I preserved mine, but even with that it was pretty 
much faded. Still, it was a cap autographed by a ball player I liked a lot. Even 
though I wasn’t a sports fan, it still meant a lot to me and I want it back. Barring 
that, I’ll charge the following fee to cover it, my dad’s cap, and the other less 
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important ones: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  2,000.00 
(In my letters to Myrtle, Florence, and Mark I put here in bold Just what the 

hell did you do with all these caps anyway? You should of kept your 
damn fingers out of my stuff!) 

I had a Sharp scientific calculator model number EL-5100 that was a 
Christmas gift from my parents back in 1984. I liked the features it had and the style 
of it. And I was also very familiar with how it worked and liked that too. Sharp no 
longer makes a scientific calculator with all the features it had. I purchased model 
EL-520L which come close. Although it doesn’t have all the features the stolen one 
had, I wasn’t using them anyway. This new one uses a different key in sequence to 
perform the calculations I do use and I don’t like it as well. I’d still rather have MY 
calculator back. I’ve still got the instruction manual for it. At least the thief didn’t 
get that. Cost of the replacement calculator is indicated here and I have the receipt 
to prove it: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  14.06 

We also had a regular non-scientific calculator in the living room which my 
father and I used to not only calculate progress on our investments, but for other 
general calculating needs too. That too is missing. I purchased Casio model 
SL-807LB and retained the receipt to prove its cost was: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  7.57 

I spent 2.1 hours on February 14, 1997 shopping at several stores for these 
calculators. I was trying to find my EL-5100 and eventually found out that the less 
feature filled EL-520L is as close as I will get in the Sharp brand. I then settled for 
it. 2.1 hours @ $5.11 per hour (my take home [net] pay on my last full-time [45 
hours per week] job in 1986 was $230.03 per week which equaled$46.01 per day or 
$5.11 per hour) equals: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  10.73 

My father had a triple-head Norelco razor and I had the same thing in a 
cordless model. Both are missing. I do not know their original costs. I priced 
Norelco razors at Fedco in the fall of 1997 and found they had 6 rechargeable 
models. The model most like my stolen one is 4845XL and it cost $99.99 for a total 
of $108.24 with tax. Two of the 6 rechargeables were cheaper, and 3 were higher in 
price so my pick was about in the middle. Unfortunately, I didn’t like the style of 
any of them. From mail order I purchased a Panasonic cordless model number 
ES742s as a replacement for mine. It cost $117.35. I do not need two razors so I’m 
not purchasing a second one. But I did price comparable corded models. The only 
one Fedco had was Norelco model 3405LC and it cost $49.99 for a total of $54.11 
with tax. Total for the two is: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  171.46 

In our medicine cabinet I had several bottles of after shave and cologne that 
were quite full or nearly so. All of these are missing. Re-purchasing several of them 
(not including time involved in shopping which I failed to log) cost: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  20.51 

In a drawer from a desk in the hall we had two citizen band walkie talkies 
dating back to the 1960s. Even though they were old and were single channel they 
still worked. Through mail order I purchased one Midland model number 75-820 as 
a replacement. Because this unit has more features and costs more than the stolen 
ones I’ll consider its cost as paying off the two missing ones in full. Other items 
from this desk are also missing and are addressed below. The receipt for the one 
replacement walkie talkie will verify its cost was: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  134.45 

In the lower left-hand drawer of my desk I had a pair of 10x50 Tasco 
binoculars along with 7x50s by Jason. When I got home I found the 10x50s were 
missing. I got these back around 1968 as a birthday or Christmas gift from my 
parents. They were kept in pristine condition like much of my property so were 
virtually like new. I tried to shop around for some just like them because I liked their 
traditional style. Tasco has some that look similar but everyone I talked to familiar 
with such things said how Tasco’s quality today is nowhere near as good as it was 
back in the 60s, and even then they weren’t top-of-the-line. My Tasco’s were 
considered inexpensive, but they were damn good. (I hand picked this pair. I had 
returned two other pairs that didn’t pass the critical “star test.” A point source of 
light will show minor defects in optical quality real quick. This pair showed better 
resolution than many others of the same model.) Most of the better quality 
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binoculars today have a rubberized coating on their barrels rather than the traditional 
leatherette finish and I don’t like that. I ended up purchasing 10x50s from the Ultima 
line of Celestron International. They were a step up in quality but I had to make that 
step in order to get the traditional style I liked. (As for gas money and time shopping 
for them, that is included in the costs listed in the vandalism case detailed in the 
below section for the day I went to court in Newport Beach on March 4, 1997 
because I bought them down in that area before I returned home and just kept the 
clock running on my time going to and from court plus my gas expenses doing so.) 
The cost of the binoculars alone with tax is: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  266.13 

We had a Radio Shack 5" color AC/DC TV/Monitor in the bathroom that cost 
$319.95 plus tax which was 6.5% when it was purchased in the late 80s. (I couldn’t 
find a receipt to verify this price but I did find it in a 1988 Radio Shack catalog I still 
have. Its stock catalog number there is 16-108.) It too is missing along with its AC 
adapter. Out in the garage I find its box is still there and in it is the car cord and the 
compartment for the D batteries that power it during portable use. According to the 
box, its model number is merely the catalog number; 16-108. To replace it I 
purchased Casio TV model EV-510 for $216.49, AC adapter model AD-K64 for 
$19.47, and DC car adapter model CA-K65 for $56.45. And I have the receipts to 
prove these costs. Now some would say that because the Radio Shack TV was old 
and scratched that I should appraise it at a much lower price than the $319.95 plus 
tax we paid and only want that amount in return. Normally that would be the case if 
something is accidentally damaged or destroyed, but not when it’s intentionally 
stolen. They get no price breaks there. That’s the standard I’m holding the Secret 
Service to as indicated in my Statement of Judicial Debts Receivable. They stole 
legally purchased printing equipment from me back in 1977 and I’m assessing them 
the full cost I paid rather than what I could have sold it for as used equipment as I 
should have been able to do. I’m still waiting for them to pay it off so that’s a long 
past due debt, but it still remains on the books that the amount due is the cost I paid. 
Here, the TV and adapters I purchased ended up to less than the cost of the Radio 
Shack TV so they’re money ahead a bit on this one. On the binoculars, the ones I 
purchased cost more than the original stolen ones but that’s what similar optical 
quality and style of ones I liked cost. They stole so they just have to live with it. 
That same methodology will be followed throughout the thefts relating to this case. 
And if you don’t like it; too bad! Don’t steal next time Cost for the replacement TV 
and accessories was: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  292.41 

On the bed in my bedroom along with the bed in my Chevy van I have Vellux 
# 284 blankets manufactured by West Point Pepperell from West Point, Georgia. 
They are both the same color; beige. The blanket in my van was beginning to fall 
apart due to sun damage shining in on it over the years. Back around 1992 or so I 
purchased a new one at Fedco, the same place I got the first ones, but was not using 
it because the defective one was not that bad yet. I had the new one still in its 
original wrapper on the couch in the den along with a bunch of other stored stuff 
belonging to my parents. This couch was a sort of catch all for storing stuff. When I 
got home from prison I found that the blanket is missing. Maybe this is one of those 
“goodies” that Myrtle and Florence just decided to take off with. Maybe my dad 
didn’t realize it was mine and gave it to them; I don’t know the story yet. The thing 
is though, it IS mine and I want it back if it’s still new, or replaced if it’s been used. I 
went to Fedco to purchase a new one but found they now sell Cannon brand blankets 
in that same kind of fluffy material. But they didn’t have any in the beige color I 
wanted. I called West Point Pepperell to find another store that sells their blanket 
and found they no longer make the one I want. I called Cannon and got the name of 
a local supplier that may have the beige color I want. They are; Pillowtex at 3820 
Union Pacific Ave. in East Los Angeles near Interstate 5 and Indiana St., (213) 260-
7361. I went there and sure enough, they had the color of blanket in the full size I 
wanted. Now it may have been a slightly different shade of beige because it was 
from a different manufacturer but it was exact enough to what I wanted. The 
problem was that this place only sells to stores and not to the general public. The 
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lady said to check Mervyn’s department stores that sell it under the name of 
Celebration rather than Cannon. I went to Mervyn’s upon Mervyn’s (even a couple 
in Bakersfield when I was up there for court one day) and found only an ugly ivory 
color along with other colors I didn’t want and they wouldn’t special order my 
beige. I spent a lot of time checking other stores too for their own brands in a beige 
color but no luck. The closest I found was at Kmart. They have a Martha Stewart 
Vellux blanket in “stone” color for $24.99. Unfortunately, it’s a lighter shade of 
beige than what I’m looking for. Hours and hours traveling around trying to find my 
blanket at $5.11 per hour all adds up. Although I haven’t bought one yet, Fedco’s 
current price for a full size blanket with tax is $27.03 and Kmart’s is $27.05. On 
April 25, 1997 I spent .5 hours on the phone during my search. I raked up phone 
charges totaling $4.98 by calling long distance information and various relevant 
blanket companies. Calls were made to (704) 555-1212, (706) 555-1212, (704) 939-
2869, (706) 275-6217, and (213) 260-7361. On May 13th I spent 1 hour shopping 
and spent $5.00 in gas. 2.25 hours and $3.00 in gas on the 16th. .7 hours on the 22nd. 
.8 hours on the 26th. .7 hours on the 31st. And .7 hours on June 5th. That adds up to 
6.65 hours, all because I wasn’t out on bail, as I should have been, which allowed 
one of my family members to steal my blanket from me. At $5.11 per hour I’m 
$33.98 in the hole and still don’t have an acceptable blanket. With the phone calls 
and gas I spent along with assuming a blanket will cost me $27.03 all this mess adds 
up to: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  73.99 

(In my letters to Myrtle, Florence, and Mark I put here in bold Whichever 
one of you stole my blanket, it’s up to you to get it back to ME! Pillowtex 
had the one I want (full size for a double bed) right on their shelf. I saw 
it siting right there, but they wouldn’t sell it to me. Maybe you can 
contact them and explain the unusual predicament you got yourself into 
and prompt them to give it up. Hint, hint. I’ll leave that up to you. I’ll 
[send] you a piece of the old one so you can be sure you get the right one. 
No one’s accepted responsibility yet though.) 

Of course, if the stolen blanket is returned in unused condition, $27.03 will be 
deducted from the above $73.99 fee. That total assumes I have to purchase a blanket 
on my own and that I will be able to get it in beige, the color I require. Increasingly, 
this is seeming to be not possible. If I have to settle for the lighter “stone” color of 
blanket there should be some kind of “premium” charged. I’ll assess half the cost of 
the stone blanket and add that here. Half of $27.05 is: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  13.52 

A portable hair dryer is missing. Even though it was old, it worked perfectly. 
There were no plastic parts on its case. It was all metal. I purchased a new one and it 
cost $14.97. It’s interesting to note that the missing one was on the same closet shelf 
with the stolen boxes of photos mentioned above. I’m sure Myrtle and Florence are 
the guilty culprits here. On the same receipt I also purchased a toaster to replace the 
one that is missing so I’ll include that in this same paragraph. Its cost was $9.97. It 
doesn’t seem as well made as the old one we had since I was a child but that’s the 
way they make them today. Total for both with tax was: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  27.00 

I had a 2-cell AA Mini Maglite flashlight with batteries and holster in the 
upper right drawer of my bedroom desk that is missing. A new one with batteries 
and holster cost: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  10.68 

Also in my bedroom I had a Spartus digital alarm clock with large red 
numerals. Its model number was 1183-61. After I got home all I found was its red 
face plate on the floor. It was on top of my dresser and, according to my father, 
things on the dresser fell off in the major earthquake we had on January 17, 1994. 
It’s possible the face plate come off in the fall but my dad never mentioned it. My 
lava light fell to the carpeted floor but didn’t break so I don’t know what became of 
my clock. The thing is, if it was thrown out because the face plate come off that 
wouldn’t have happened if I’d have been there, as I should have been, because I 
probably could have fixed it. That may not be it at all. It could have actually been 
stolen too. The Westclox Baby Ben battery powered alarm clock that my parents had 
in their bedroom is missing. I didn’t buy one of those because I didn’t need one but 
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the replacement cost according to Fedco is $8.63 with tax. Now of course, if it had 
been left for the garage sale I plan to have, as it should have been, I wouldn’t have 
gotten that price. But because it was stolen, I charge full price. If you don’t like it — 
tough shit! Jack up the person who stole it then. I purchased a Westclox model 
22705 digital alarm clock with large red numerals to replace the thrown out/stolen 
one. It was the only one I could find with a similar style I liked to the missing one. It 
cost $17.31. Together both clocks cost: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  25.94 

My mother regularly checked her blood pressure with a battery-operated blood 
pressure meter that digitally displayed and printed out the results. It too is missing. I 
also used it every week or so but have not purchased a new one yet. I check my 
blood pressure with a meter a local drug store has for public use when I am grocery 
shopping in the area. This is a nuisance I shouldn’t have to do because our meter 
shouldn’t have been stolen. In checking, I find that Fedco sells an Omron brand 
“automatic blood pressure monitor with print-out.” Of the several models they had, 
this is the one with the features most like the one we had. Its model number is 
HEM-703CP and cost with tax: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  96.22 

We have shelves and shelves of pots and pans at home but I notice a few of the 
newer non-stick ones are missing. I purchased a Wearever 8" skillet for $14.82 and a 
Wearever 2 quart sauce pan for $24.99 as a make up. That totals up to: . . . . . . . . . . . . .  39.81 

There is an electric blender missing also. Although I don’t use it and don’t 
intend to purchase one, it should have been left for the yard sale. The cost of a 
similar-featured replacement with tax at Fedco is: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  32.12 

One small item I noticed is missing was the refrigerator thermometer out of 
the refrigerator. I purchased a Cooper brand model number 330 for: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  4.28 

We had a number of AA, C, and D carbon-zinc and alkaline batteries in the 
desk in the hall that are missing. I’m not going to set a dollar amount on them 
because most were old and had been recharged over and over again. There were a lot 
of other things in the drawers of that desk that are no longer there and I’m not sure 
what all of it was. Most of it was old stuff so I’m going to just let that slide. In 
another desk in the den and on a shelf under the phone we had a number of maps. 
Most of these were city maps of many of the various cities in Southern California 
and some were county and state maps. We had gotten them free from the Auto Club 
where my dad was a member. These all come up missing. One particular map was a 
United States map book dating back to around 1953 when we took a trip to Nebraska 
to visit relatives. We didn’t use it but it was kind of a keep sake. The other newer 
maps were all usable. I too am now a member of the Auto Club so I was able to 
replace them for free but it cost me time to do it. One can only ask for a few maps at 
a time so I made numerous trips over there to get my supply back up to the before- 
theft level. I spent a total of 3.4 hours doing so which at $5.11 per hour adds up to: . . . . . . .  17.37 

Out in the garage I had a grease gun and a new cartridge of grease for it. I 
discovered it was missing when I went to lube my Chevy van. A new grease gun 
cost $7.79, a hose for it cost $3.99, and a Stalube Moly 3 grease cartridge cost $2.99 
for a total with tax of: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  15.99 

When I went to trim some tree branches I found our tree branch cutter called a 
lopper is missing. I haven’t purchased a new one because I’m using other less 
efficient tools to do the job but I priced one at Fedco and a comparable model cost: . . . . . . .  16.23 

A ratchet pruner is also missing and cost: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  6.05 
Also out in the garage my mother had some stainless steel measuring cups 

which were used to measure laundry detergent and bleach. These too are missing. 
I’m using some other measuring devices I found in a drawer so didn’t repurchase 
anything. I did like those particular measuring cups better so I should charge for 
them but I’ll let that slide too. I guess I’m feeling a little more generous at this very 
moment. Don’t think I’m weakening though. I’m still very mad about them; and all 
of these thefts. They wouldn’t have happened if I’d have been out on bail if I should 
have been. 

When I was in prison in 1989 my parents sent me a Radio Shack AM/FM 
stereo cassette player and stereo earphones. I chose these two items out of a catalog 
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because I liked their style. They too are now missing. I found a faded receipt dated 
3-3-89 that lists the prices for these items. I do not have a model number for the 
cassette player but the receipt shows a stock number from their catalog. I believe 
Radio Shack considers them one-in-the-same. Unfortunately, I can only make out 
the numbers after the dash. They are 1039. Its cost was $39.95. The cell mate I had 
in January 1990 stole the motor out of it to pay off a drug debt he had acquired 
before I got there. Inmates use these motors to make tattoo guns to tattoo each other. 
He put it back together and the radio part worked perfectly. Due to the missing 
motor I will only charge half the price we paid, $19.97. The earphones were model 
Nova-35 stock number 33-1035 and cost $13.95. I still have the AC adapter but 
without the radio it is totally useless so you get stuck for the cost of it too. Its stock 
number is either 273-16?? or 773-16?? and cost 12.95. Tax back then was 6.5% so 
with half price on the radio that adds up to: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  49.92 

As an added note of information, I replaced the radio with a Sony AM/FM 
stereo model SRF-M32 which cost $43.09 and the earphones with a Sony model 
MDR-85 which cost $71.44. The reason I’m not charging the price I paid to replace 
the stolen items like I did with the 10x50 binoculars is because, unlike them, where I 
had to step up to that price range in order to get the style I liked in a quality range 
that was acceptable to me, here there were cheaper models that fit the style and 
quality that matched the stolen items. I chose to step up higher in style and quality 
and will bear the burden of the increased costs. 

I remember another battery-operated radio my parents had that is also missing. 
It was AM/FM and TV sound for the VHF stations. I don’t need a radio with TV 
sound. When I’m away from home I’ve got my Casio pocket TV. I purchased a 
battery operated radio by Grundig (model number Yacht Boy 400) for $191.90 with 
an AC adapter. I will not charge this amount for the stolen radio because this one has 
a number of short wave bands and is a much more expensive radio. The other one 
probably only cost $20.00 or $30.00. I’ll split the estimated difference and 
charge: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  25.00 

With so much stuff we have, it’s hard to know if I’ll ever be aware of 
everything that was stolen. There may be some smaller little-used thing that I won’t 
be aware of for years that it is gone. If only I could have been out on bail. Just 
missing that alone added greatly to the punishment and distress I suffered in this 
case. Because of my parents’ passing, being out on bail on this criminal case was 
more important than being out on any of the other criminal cases I’ve had in the 
past. And on this one, unlike my past cases, I caused no real damage to anyone; 
either physically, mentally, financially, or property wise. Now I know you’re going 
to say that the government spent money investigating me and that individuals who 
received the letters probably felt some distress when they read them; but that’s a far 
cry from sexually interacting with children, intentionally spraying acid on numerous 
cars or accidentally on a few people, or even printing up thousands of dollars in 
counterfeit money. And on all of those cases I was granted bail and never committed 
any new crimes while going through court proceedings either. And that should have 
counted for something. Too bad Hupp and Jessner couldn’t see that. If so, they 
possibly could have been sitting pretty well right about now with real arsonists 
behind bars instead of just little ol’ letter sender me! Well, that’s how the cookie 
crumbles when they choose less than ethical or fair practices. They can’t snivel and 
say I didn’t try to steer them toward proper conduct. I’ve been openly speaking and 
writing encouraging words of promoting ethical and fair practices by the judicial 
system for years. 

Within the pages discussing this case I thoroughly cover what extra trauma 
was caused to me by not being able to be out on bail for those few months as a pre-
trial person. If only I could have gotten my personal affairs in order. I can’t 
emphasize how awfully important that would have been. I would have gladly given 
up being out on bail on all my past cases just to be out on this one. It’s only a little 
bit of a consolation that I was able to return some of that favor by making the 
government also wait right along with me before they could even think about 
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resolving the actual arsons which is what they should have been concentrating on 
back on day one. Anyone who reads this will see just how badly they screwed up 
and I’m glad that it’s out in the open. I’ve never tried to cover up my 
admonishments that bad behavior on the part of judicial personnel will not be 
tolerated in the slightest and that there are side effects for such misconduct. I hope 
that in the future they can be as honest as I have been. 

In a couple paragraphs above I said, “With so much stuff we have it’s hard to 
know if I’ll ever be aware of everything that was stolen. There may be some smaller 
little-used thing that I won’t be aware of for years that it is gone.” Well, sure 
enough; that prediction came true. After all this was added up I found another item 
missing. My 10-inch vice grip pliers. Although I didn’t purchase them yet, I did 
price them at Fedco and found they cost $10.87 plus tax for a total of: . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  11.77 

For missing the annular eclipse of the Sun on May 10, 1994 I also should not 
have missed, I add this amount as a make up for travel and other expenses to view 
another future annular eclipse in another part of the world that won’t be visible here 
in any way and therefore wouldn’t have been seen. Such eclipses are rare in a given 
part of the world. I missed the annular eclipse January 4, 1992, which was visible in 
L.A., due to clouds and was looking forward to seeing this one. I would have only 
needed to travel as far as New Mexico to see it too, not way off to some other distant 
part of the world which I’ve always declined doing due to cost. So now you can pay 
to send me to wherever one will be to make up for this one I shouldn’t have missed. 
(I’m still fuming FCI Terminal Island wouldn’t let me out on a furlough so I could 
see the total solar eclipse on February 26, 1979 from a reasonably close location, 
Washington state. Others were getting furloughs quite freely back then but I couldn’t 
get one because I was a “child molester.” I have yet to see such an eclipse because 
all of those since have only been visible from far off, costly to travel to, lands. All 
except one that is. It was visible in Mexico on July 11, 1991 but I didn’t go because 
I was on state parole. I should have gone anyway.): . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  3,000.00x 

For missing the annual Riverside Telescope Makers Conference on Memorial 
Day weekend at Big Bear, California, which I could have attended if I’d have been 
out on bail, I add this amount for transportation and expenses to and from the 
Stellafane convention in Springfield, Vermont or the Texas Star Party in Fort Davis, 
Texas (two other major annual astronomy conventions I don’t normally attend but 
which are equal in proportions to RTMC) to make up for the RTMC one I should 
not have missed: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  700.00x 

For missing the annual local MacFair, put on by the Los Angeles Macintosh 
Group, which I could have attended if I’d have been out on bail, I add this amount 
for transportation and expenses to and from the MacWorld expo (another Macintosh 
convention I don’t normally attend) held in San Francisco, California every January 
to make up for the MacFair I should not have missed. (Don’t snivel now! Just be 
glad I’m not asking for transportation and expenses to and from the MacWorld expo 
held on the east coast every July or August.): . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  300.00x 

As far as putting a monetary value over not being out on bail for my parents’ 
last days, the funerals etc. I don’t have enough paper for that many zeroes. I am 
especially mad at the U.S. Marshals for refusing to take me to my father’s funeral 
after Judge Hupp ordered it. They are way back in the dog house and will never ever 
get out, EVER!!! They will never have anything coming from me, no matter what! 
(As I mentioned, that lifetime proclamation has since been expanded out to include 
all law-enforcement personnel — every last one of them; secretaries and janitors 
included. And there’s nothing that will ever change that.) 

What is so anger provoking is that they make such an issue out of a mere threat 
I made, yet when I received much worse threats from inmates aware of my child 
molesting conviction I couldn’t get anyone to do anything about that. And when I 
took matters into my own hands (see “extortion” ’89 case we discussed above) out 
of concern for my safety and advised them of my motivation for it I still got 
screwed. Yes, my threats were bad, but so was what I was put through. Threats of 
injury, rape, and death over and over again day after day for years along with every 
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harassment after harassment imaginable was surely worse than my single day of 
levied threats. Why weren’t they outraged about that as fervently? Where were they 
when I needed protection? 

I spoke earlier about how, unlike the state prison and parole people back in 
’87-’90 who knew it was better to not try to collect the $1,000.00 fine that Judge 
Fratianne imposed, the Bureau of Prisons was not as enlightened. Even though they 
knew of my extreme hyper-sensitivity to receiving threats of any kind, they 
threatened me with sanctions if I wouldn’t sign my money over to them; i.e. 
wouldn’t “participate” in their “Financial Responsibility Program” (FRP). (The 
latest incarnation of a form, known as “Inmate Financial Contract,” which I was 
“requested” to sign even shamelessly quotes their threat in all capitals, “A STAFF 
MEMBER HAS PROVIDED ME WITH INFORMATION REGARDING THE 
POTENTIAL CONSEQUENCES OF A REFUSAL ON MY PART TO 
PARTICIPATE IN THE INMATE FINANCIAL RESPONSIBILITY 
PROGRAM.”) Even when I openly provided pages upon pages of clearly worded 
admonishments relating the danger of such a practice, and outlined the typical ways 
I’ve resolved such unfairnesses in the past, I could not get them to listen. I thought 
outlining specific remedies I’d ordinarily invoked would bend their ear just a bit but 
they just could not see the possible “predicament” they could be getting themselves 
into and they flat out refused to relent. They said it was a “court order” that I had to 
pay it. Well, it was also a court order that I be taken to my father’s funeral too, but 
they disregarded that and Judge Hupp didn’t as much as chastise them for their 
contempt. I figured that if I had to wait until I get released in order to, visit their 
graves, put all my property back in pre-vandalism condition, get my cracked tooth 
fixed right, and get my attackers brought to justice, then they can wait too. They 
didn’t see it that way though. To me, such threats of sanctions is much the same as 
when I previously told various perpetrators what would happen if they didn’t pay 
back what they owed me. In my case I got charged with threatening communications 
or even extortion. Why isn’t the Bureau of Prisons held to the same standard? I’ll 
hold them to it and make them accountable. It would be my pleasure. If my threats 
are not excused in the slightest, then neither should anyone else’s be. Rather than 
being so concerned about getting 300 bucks out of me, there are higher priority 
things they should be more concerned about. But because of their lack of 
prioritizing, I g rudgingly  bowed to the threats knowing I’d get it back at the other 
end. That end is listed here. Besides, Special Assessments are suppose to be directed 
to victims of crime anyway. That’s what the law says. Or don’t you think I was a 
victim of assault at the United States Penitentiary (USP) at Lompoc, California as 
detailed below? (Fixing my cracked tooth alone cost more than 300 bucks!) You 
know I was, and you know I was sent there negligently. So fess up; it’s your fault! 
If anything, it owes me — NOT I owe it! Return my  money!!! (But, let me 
emphasize; I’m making no threat to do so though. I don’t do that no more. There’s 
no need to.) I don’t mean your fault to mean you the independent reader. Many of 
these paragraphs are lifted out of my Statement of Judicial Debts Receivable which 
is directed primarily to those judicial folks who violated me.): . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  300.00 

As I’ve already covered, Judge Hupp would not grant me jail credit for 
November 7, 1993 because I was not “officially” arrested until shortly after 
midnight, meaning my time begins on the 8th. They claim I went voluntarily with 
the FBI and ATF agents when I was taken from my house for questioning at about 
11:00 a.m. on the 7th. While that is true, questioning was such that I soon realized I 
would not be allowed to leave if I desired. I was even escorted by 2 agents every 
time I needed to use the restroom. Plus it was before midnight when I called my 
father to see if things were being respected at home. I wanted to ascertain the status 
of my property before I gave up Snake and his minions which I was seriously 
considering doing at the time. In this conversation my dad told me that the agents 
told him that I would be taken downtown to a federal detention center. So even 
though I wasn’t “officially” arrested yet, it was in the works and I was going to be. 
For all practical purposes, I was “in custody.” I would not have been free to leave 
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and this was before midnight. If they are going to be that dirty and consider that day 
as something I volunteered to them they’ve got another thing coming! I will charge 
them a “consultation fee” of $5.11 (a very generous bargain rate) for 24 hours (1 full 
day) because I did one extra day on my sentence I shouldn’t have done. That’s one 
full day (24 hours); not 13 hours — as would be indicated from being taken in 
“voluntarily” at around 11:00 a.m. — because I did one FULL day on my sentence; 
not just 13 hours. For the one day they cheated me out of the total is: . . . . . . . . . . . . .  122.64 

I covered how my tooth got cracked when I was viciously attacked at USP 
Lompoc. The dentist at FCI Phoenix, Dr. Johnston, advised me that the hit in the 
mouth — which happened at the same part of the jaw — could have cracked the 
tooth. He told me I needed a crown. They would grind the tooth down to a stub and 
glue a false tooth on it. Unfortunately, they use silver color metal crowns rather than 
the better real tooth color looking porcelain crowns. Dr. Johnston said that if it was 
his tooth and if the pain was not getting worse, he’d wait until after release to get a 
proper porcelain crown. I chose that option because I wanted it done right. It only 
hurt slightly when I would bite down on that side on something hard like almonds. 
Sweets never affected it but ice water did a little bit. I don’t drink coffee so don’t 
take hot drinks. It remained this way until I got released in October 1996, and that’s 
when I got it fixed. 

I went to the dentist soon after I got home to get my porcelain crown and a 
general checkup. I noticed another minor tooth ache a short time before my release 
from prison but when I went to dental sick call they said there was nothing wrong. 
The dentist recommended using Sensodyne tooth paste for sensitive teeth but I was 
already doing that, and had been for years upon the recommendation of a previous 
dentist. At this visit after release, my dentist found 4 old fillings that needed 
replacing. I’m charging here for not only the crown’s cost of $445.00, but also the 
cost to replace these fillings because all our medical needs are suppose to be taken 
care of in prison and they obviously didn’t give me proper dental care. These things 
should have been fixed on their tab; not mine. And the cracked tooth should have 
been fixed right way back then in a timely manner and not with a temporary jury-
rigged job to where I have to pay out of my pocket to get it done right after I get out. 
Also I’m charging them for the cleaning my dentist did. I had been on the waiting 
list at FCI Phoenix to get my teeth cleaned but they transferred me from there in a 
dirty move as explained already. When I got to my new location at FCI Sheridan, 
Oregon I was told they have their own waiting list for routine dental care and don’t 
honor the long wait I already put in back at Phoenix. I lost the opportunity to get 
them cleaned in 1996 at their cost so I’m charging them here. Costs for porcelain 
crown, 4 fillings, cleaning, and tax is: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  813.00 

I spoke earlier about filing a Tort Claim in a timely manner soon after I arrived 
at FCI Phoenix asking for $5,000.00 in compensation for their negligence which led 
to the attack upon me, plus I emphasized my desire to bring my attackers to justice. 
My claim was ultimately denied. I wrote follow-up letters stating that I had no 
intention of dropping the issue ever but never got any response. I’m still asking for 
$5,000.00 in compensation for the attack, pain and suffering and whatever else they 
call it provided my attackers get punished. And that’s really a bargain. Some people 
have won much more than this in law suits that involved only a bit of mental 
anguish, a minor push maybe, or even just unnecessary aggravation caused by 
somebody’s improper actions. 

In reality, because of the passage of time though and the statute of limitations 
probably prohibiting their punishments in court, I’m quadrupling my compensatory 
damage claim as an exchange for them not being brought to justice. (In other words, 
the judicial system is being punished for mishandling the whole affair from day one 
to where they lost jurisdiction in being able to legally punish the guilty culprits.) 
And that’s even a bargain. I did many extra months in prison for an accidental minor 
assault I was legally not guilty of back in ’87 through ’90 plus some number of 
months added to this federal sentence for that illegal conviction because it was 
considered a prior. It’s not right to let an intentional serious assault against me slide 
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by and then turn around and punish me for an accidental minor assault not only back 
in ’87, but using that invalid conviction to enhance my federal sentence in ’94. If 
you’re going to play that game I should charge you for every extra day I did that I 
shouldn’t have done. So $20,000.00 if you don’t bring my attackers to justice is a 
real bargain. Take it and run while I feel generous. Of course, if you want to 
prosecute my attackers, as you should do, I’ll gladly accept my original settlement 
request of $5,000.00. Just get me a photospread; I can get you 2 of the 3 — as I’ve 
been saying all along.: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  20,000.00x 

I also filed a Tort claim asking for $5,000.00 in compensation for a box of 
property MDC-LA lost when I transferred from there on July 1, 1994. Most times 
inmates have their personal property inventoried a day or two before they transfer. 
That’s when they find out where they’re going. But, as I talked about previously, 
those of us going to Penitentiaries usually aren’t given advance notice of our 
pending transfer. I was awoken early that morning and escorted down to Receiving 
& Discharge (R&D) for processing out of MDC-LA. (From papers I have in my 
possession from my Central File I know I was designated to USP Lompoc on June 
24th, so they can’t come back and say that they just found out I was going there.) 

I had two boxes of paperwork I wanted sent to my cousin, Mark, who was 
looking after my house after my parents passed away. Another box contained the 
property I wanted sent to me at Lompoc. Staff in R&D said they didn’t have time to 
inventory everything because they were running behind so I just left a piece of paper 
in each box as to what I wanted done and where to send them. Staff sends them 
registered mail at their expense and this requires the person receiving it to sign for it. 
When I was in the hole for 61/2 weeks at Lompoc I couldn’t get in touch with Mark. I 
arrived there with no property and no money. It took more than a week to just see 
the counselor to get some stamps so I could mail him a letter. And it took a few 
weeks to get my money from MDC-LA. After I got it I filled out the paperwork with 
the phone numbers I wanted to be able to call. Inmates can only call people whose 
phone numbers have been entered into the Inmate Telephone System (ITS) 
computer. Of the several phone numbers I had requested access to, Mark’s number 
somehow didn’t get into the system. Days later, after I refused to eat until I got a 
phone call, I finally was able to call him through staff’s telephone but only got 
through to his teen-age daughter. 

It wasn’t until I got to FCI Phoenix that I was able to talk to Mark. I found out 
that he only got one of the boxes. According to him, apparently each one arrived on 
a different day and on one of the days no one was home to sign for it. The postal 
carrier left a notice saying that he had to pick it up at the post office. Apparently 
Mark never got around to it and by the time he did, the box had been sent back to the 
sender; MDC-LA. Mark didn’t give me any indication that the other box had been 
sent back but I notice that it has two rubber stamps imprinted in red on it. One says 
1st NOTICE_______, 2nd NOTICE_______, and RETURN_______. And written in 
each blank space are the dates; 7-9, 7-14, and 7-24. The other rubber stamp says 
RETURN TO SENDER along with a finger pointing to the return address. A 
checkmark is by the word, Unclaimed. Indications are that Mark lied to me. 
Apparently not one, but two notices were left at Mark’s house and he paid neither of 
them any mind. Luckily MDC-LA I guess, I’m really not too sure about the chain of 
events here, resent the box back to Mark so he did get it. As far as the other box 
though; no one seems to know. My suspicions are that Mark was negligent with it a 
second time and MDC-LA just threw it out. 

I put most of the blame on Hupp and Jessner. If they would have let me out on 
bail, as they should have done, I could have hired a reputable person or firm to look 
after my house and affairs while I was going to be incarcerated. And secondly, being 
in the hole all that time and out of touch contributed to the loss. Those very dates 
Mark kept getting notices are when I was in the hole and couldn’t get stamps or 
phone calls. If I’d have been in general population during that time, with freer access 
to the phones, I’d have been in touch and keeping him on his toes. 

During this month and a half out of touch Mark apparently stopped checking 
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the house and mail that was arriving was piling up. It eventually got sent back to 
senders and was a problem for both Mark and me to get straightened out. He didn’t 
tell me he had stopped checking the house though or that the mail had piled up. He 
claimed a neighbor told the postal carrier that I was in prison and the parents are 
dead and the postal carrier then started sending all mail back to the senders. After I 
got home I talked to Pat, the postal carrier we have had for several years, and she 
said that she began sending mail back because it was piling up. No one told her 
about me being in prison. The mail went into a slot and into a big cardboard box in 
the garage which would easily hold two week’s worth of mail. Mark was suppose to 
check the house every couple weeks but apparently didn’t. (He did live around 50 
miles away.) All this apparently happened because I wasn’t regularly checking up on 
him. Once I was back in regular touch with him within days of arriving at FCI 
Phoenix he was back to regularly checking the house and proceeded to straighten up 
the mess of all the mail being returned to the senders. 

I wrote letters to MDC-LA about the missing box and had staff at Phoenix 
check into it. Mark then did receive a box but in it was only the personal clothes I 
was wearing on the day I was arrested. The day I left MDC-LA I indicated on my 
note to include them in one of the boxes they were to send to Mark. Somehow 
though, they were stored separately and weren’t included. Now with all my writing 
letters about the lost box of papers they find my clothes there and send them to 
Mark. A staff member at Phoenix contacted the department at MDC-LA responsible 
for my property and apparently there is no record of this other box. 

The main important items that were in this box, besides some legal papers 
pertaining to my current case, were the last birthday and Christmas cards I will ever 
receive from my parents. There were also keepsakes from their funeral services 
which were sent to me by out-of-town relatives who were able to attend their 
services. I also had a computer program I had written from scratch in the BASIC 
programming language when I was in state prison back in the late 1980s. It was a 
word processing program and although not as advanced as a professionally written 
program, it was an exercise in programming that I wanted to enter into my computer 
and make it operational. I had spend many, many hours writing it and could not redo 
it without the books on programming I had access to at the time. 

This particular program, which had been in a box in my bedroom closet, was 
one of the things seized by the feds on the day of my arrest. One box from the attic 
they took had legal papers from my past two state cases. All this stuff was returned 
shortly before my father went into the hospital and passed away. When my aunts 
Myrtle and Florence got to the house papers were spread out all over the place as my 
dad was in the process of sorting out the ones I needed. Myrtle and Florence got 
everything together and gave it to my Public Defender, Mr. Abrams, and my BASIC 
program got stuck in there too. The box of papers that wasn’t lost was the one with 
the past two state cases. I put my computer program in the box that was lost. It 
would have never gotten lost if I was at home on bail as I should have been. 

(In my letters to Myrtle, Florence, and Mark I put here in bold I hope you 
understand what the loss of this box means to me Mark! Needless to say, 
I’m very pissed!!!) 

This Tort claim, like my last one, was denied by Mr. Penn. He claimed, “There 
is no evidence of negligence on the part of staff in this matter” because “all three of 
the parcels were signed for and received by the addressees.” But we are talking 
about a total of four boxes when you include the clothes — which I previously 
expected to be packed in one of the original 3 boxes — being sent in their own box. 
That follow-up letter I wrote to Mr. Penn about denying my claim for compensation 
due to the attack upon me included this denial too. When I told him that I had no 
intention of dropping these things ever, I was clear that I was talking about both 
issues. All Penn did was refer my letter back down to Warden C.E. Floyd and he 
didn’t even do anything about it other than acknowledge receipt of the letter. 
Although money can’t make up for some of the irreplaceable items lost in this box, 
it is a start. Tort claim reimbursement request is: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  5,000.00x 
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I subscribe to 4 monthly magazines; Sky & Telescope (S&T), Astronomy (Ast), 
Popular Mechanics (PM), and Popular Science (PS). I read and keep every issue. I 
have not missed any issues since I began these subscriptions in the 1960s (1973 for 
Ast at its first issue of publication). When I was stuck in the hole, due to their 
negligence, for 61/2 weeks at USP Lompoc there was no use having the publishers 
change the address to there as I would be leaving. As soon as I got to FCI Phoenix 
and got my property I promptly notified the publishers of my new address. In the 
meantime, the others with MDC-LA’s address should have been forwarded to me by 
their mail room staff. Some were, some weren’t — they were stolen. The missing 
issues I had to repurchase are: August, September, and October 1994 S&T at $3.50 
per issue; October and November 1994 Ast at $3.50 per issue; August, September, 
and October 1994 PM at $2.50 per issue; and September, October, and November 
1994 PS at $2.50 per issue. All other issues were properly forwarded to either USP 
Lompoc or to FCI Phoenix after I got there until the change of addresses went 
through for them all to come directly there. All of my first class mail got transferred 
to me O.K. to wherever I was at. Of the various mail room staff members, obviously 
MDC-LA has a thief among them; or in the very least, somebody too lazy to do the 
extra paperwork to reroute my magazines. Maybe they think that the class of postage 
used to send magazines doesn’t have to be forwarded. (Maybe they use that excuse 
so they can read them themselves.) But the thing is, if I pay for it, then I expect it — 
and I’m not about to take no excuses. Total cost for all the missing magazines is: . . . . . . . .  32.50 

As far as putting a monetary value on missing Comet Shoemaker-Levy 9 
smashing into Jupiter in July 1994 — something that also can never be made up — 
where do I even begin to calculate. For a serious amateur astronomer since 1965, 
missing the biggest, g rea tes t  — once in a lifetime — astronomical event in the 
entire history of the world to date can barely be put into words without exploding in 
the fiercest of rages imaginable. For this alone they owe me big time!!!!!!! (I 
couldn’t even get the Supervisor of Recreation at FCI Phoenix, Mr. Epi Rodriguez, 
to purchase a small telescope so we could see the lingering spots that were easily 
visible in even small telescopes for months. Yet he would spend thousands of dollars 
on musical instruments so a small number of musically-inclined inmates can have 
that form of recreation. Well, astronomy is a recreation too for some of us. Some of 
us aren’t into the “regular” things most other inmates are into like sports or weight 
lifting — which they spend thousands of dollars on — and there’s no reason we 
should be left out in the cold.) (If they hadn’t of jacked my security points way up 
by claiming my minor accidental assault in 1986, where no one even sought medical 
attention, was in the “aggravated” assault category on their point score sheet or put 
my current offense’s severity in the “greatest” category, I could have qualified for 
the lower custody FCI at Tucson, Arizona which has an institution-sponsored 
astronomy club and I could have seen the comet impact spots. They also have a 
telescope, purchased with recreation-department funds, worth somewhat over 
$2,000.00 as mentioned in Sky & Telescope magazine for July 1993, page 101.) If 
I’d have been out on bail, as I should have been, I could have postponed sentencing 
for another month and a half so I could see the impacts on Jupiter. But no; I was too 
“dangerous”  to let out. Well, how the fuck you think I am now mentally; now that 
I missed the biggest event in astronomical history? I should be quiet and refuse to 
give up the people who I believe to be the real arsonists until I see another event just 
like it. That’s what the judicial system really deserves. But if I did that, seeing that 
it’s very unlikely that there will ever be such an event in my lifetime, I couldn’t 
make back any of the compensation I’m owed which I can do by selling my story. 
Basically it all boils down to being somewhat reasonable. I can’t make up fully what 
I shouldn’t have lost, but I can get at least a monetary chunk. While money can’t 
make up some of the loses I’ve suffered, it can take some of the sting out of the 
anger; and with that we all win in the long run! 

For missing the Shoemaker-Levy 9 events I add this amount for travel and 
other expenses to view another major astronomical event (possibly a total solar 
eclipse which I have yet to see) in another part of the world that won’t be visible 
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here in any way and which I wouldn’t have otherwise seen. (As far as I’m 
concerned, if I’ve got to wait to see another comet collision, then they can wait to 
find out from me the identity of those who I believe to be the real arsonists. That’s 
what they really deserve. I had no business missing that event just like the real 
arsonists have no business remaining unpunished. But I’ve got to be realistic 
somewhat here. If I hope to make back any of these unnecessary loses I’ve got 
coming I best not refuse to sell my story until I see another comet collision. More 
than likely, there won’t be anything like it in my lifetime and if I waited 30 or 40 
years no one would give a shit who set the fires and my story would be unsellable. 
Unlike other rare astronomical events that happen at infrequent intervals, this one 
will be much more infrequent. I’ll just have to accept travel and other expenses to 
another major astronomical event I wouldn’t have otherwise seen such as something 
visible only in another part of the world. Such a fee could fairly be.): . . . . . . . . . . . .  3,000.00x 

We covered in quite a bit of detail the thefts of Officer Hibbard. Now here is 
where we tally up all the damages. When I questioned Hibbard about the missing 
items he remembered some of them and even had a half-ass excuse as to why I 
didn’t get them. I had 2 boxes of Tide laundry detergent which I purchased in the 
commissary. One was open and nearly full and the other one was still sealed. I got 
the sealed box back but not the open box. Hibbard remembered spilling some of it so 
that places him in possession of that particular box because the other one obviously 
can’t spill. He remembered my bag of almonds, bag of pecans, and bag of walnuts. 
(He remembered 2 for sure but questioned a total of 3.) All 3 were in their original 
factory bags but then placed inside of tennis ball containers so they can be sealed for 
freshness. He said he remembered the tennis ball containers. His reason for taking 
them was because they were outside of their original containers. Commissary items 
are subject to seizure if they are not in their original factory containers. Knowing 
that some staff are extra picky about this particular rule violation I left the nuts in 
their original plastic bags, but then put the bags inside transparent plastic tennis ball 
containers which could be sealed with a lid in order to help keep them fresh longer. 
When I reminded Hibbard of that fact he then said he also had a concern for their 
freshness. Now that’s a real lame excuse. They do not spoil and if that was a valid 
reason then why did someone who got out of the hole the same day I got out not 
have his fresh fruit taken? That is a spoilage problem item, not nuts. Three other 
sealed bags of the 3 kinds of nuts I got back O.K. Some other missing items he 
didn’t remember are: 2 small shampoo and conditioner bottles, 2 commissary 
purchased pens (he gave me some out of his desk to replace them so those are made 
up), a new tube of Aquafresh tooth paste (I got 2 of my other tubes of tooth paste 
back O.K.), a full sealed bottle of Tussex cough syrup, a nearly full bottle of allergy 
tablets with antihistamine, a nearly full bottle of Pseudoval allergy tablets without 
antihistamine, about 6 used AA batteries (I’m letting them slide because I’m not 
sure how much life they had left), 1/3 box of graham crackers, 1/4 left in a bottle of 
Quinsana foot powder, 1 dictionary, and 2 computer books (1 of them, a dBase IV 
operator’s manual, was borrowed from another inmate). Hibbard said he 
remembered the books but stated the reason he took them was because they didn’t 
have my name in them. The thing is, one of them I borrowed from another inmate in 
Mojave-B and his name was in it but it was not given back to him either. A near 
empty container of hi-protein was also missing which I’m letting slide by. That adds 
up to $3.50 for Tide, $2.60 for almonds, $3.10 for pecans, $2.30 for walnuts, $4.35 
for Aquafresh, $2.15 for Tussex, $0.75 for allergy tablets, $1.50 for Pseudoval, 
$0.90 (1/3 of $2.70) for 1/3 box of graham crackers, $0.81 (1/4 of $3.25) for Quinsana, 
$3.45 for dictionary, $25.00 for the computer book that belonged to the other inmate 
(this is the amount I reimbursed to him), and $20.00 for the other computer book (it 
was given to me by another inmate so this price is an estimate but it is still owed to 
me because the book had a lot of valuable information which I now can’t have 
unless I buy another book) for a total of: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  70.41 

Getting put in the hole for trying to fix their improperly-installed door is 
costing them too. It is extra angering to be put in the hole for a piddly-ass thing 
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when a serious attack was committed against me and no one cares about bringing 
my attackers to justice. Or to be held accountable for a minor, not on purpose, door 
mishap — which wouldn’t have happened if staff would have installed it properly — 
when they aren’t holding Hibbard accountable for the shameless, and purposeful, 
theft of my property. That is a double-standard violation about as bad as it gets. 
Don’t you dare put over emphasis on your property while at the same time you 
totally disregard mine. I’m not about to accept judicial banditry. For each day in the 
hole I shouldn’t have been there I’m charging them $25.00 per day for 21 days for 
pain, suffering, and unnecessary aggravation — call it “inconvenience 
compensation” if you will. (And that doesn’t include the weekly plus extra holiday 
movies I missed while being in the hole and 20 days missed from my computer 
class. And what do you think I should add for missing yet another rare astronomical 
event I shouldn’t of missed — the triple conjunction of Venus, Jupiter, and Mars 
along with the interactions the three were having throughout November?) For days 
within the “holiday zone,” the time span between Thanksgiving and New Years, one 
of the times of year when it is extra difficult to be locked up, I double their penalty 
to $50.00 per day for those 13 days. (Such doubling of penalties is not without 
precedent either. In construction zones, traffic fines are doubled.) All this adds up to: . . .  1,175.00x 

But don’t feel too bad though. It’s a superscripted number, so the buyer of my 
story doesn’t get stuck with this tab. 

The correctional officers inventorying my property this time were King and 
Morton. I had two combination locks I purchased in the commissary. One was used 
to lock my locker and the other was a spare. (I bought one at MDC-LA right after I 
was sentenced in June 1994 so I would have it to lock up my property as soon as it 
got shipped to me at my new institution. My money arrived at FCI Phoenix before 
my property did and because I needed some commissary items and didn’t want to 
risk leaving them in an unlocked locker I bought a second lock.) One come up 
missing and its cost is $5.15. My Panasonic walk-man radio was also badly 
scratched on the back. It was apparently in the bottom of my nylon-mesh laundry 
bag which was used to put my property in when they got it out of my locker. I’ve 
seen officers drag these bags along the floor rather than carry them when they are 
going from the inmate’s cell to their office where they do the actual inventory 
paperwork on everything. Clearly the radio just happened to be in the bottom of the 
bag as they dragged it to their office. The radio cost $21.25. Because it was still 
working and about half way through its useful life (I’d had it for a year at the time of 
the damage and had a year left on my sentence before I went home) I’m only 
charging them half price; $10.62. (In reality, I’m still using it during my evening 
walks in early 1998 as I write this so clearly it was far from half way through its 
useful life, but we’ll let that slide by.) My notes show that King was the culprit here 
and I accept that he was just careless. He didn’t purposely set out to damage my 
radio. But neither did I purposely set out to damage their door. Yet it cost me a lot of 
aggravation, punishment, and missed TV shows and weekend movies so I’m sure 
you can see that I’m not about to let these theft/vandalism violations slide by 
unpunished. Cost for these two items is: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  15.77 

By not being at a half-way house between April 3, 1996 through my release 
date of October 3, 1996 I missed some events that I wouldn’t have otherwise missed. 
These are listed below along with the compensation requested to make them up. 

The brightest comet to appear in the sky in over 20 years appeared in the 
evening sky during March through early April 1996. I mention in later pages how 
being in the hole during that time I missed Comet Hyakutake which I could have 
seen from the prison exercise yard. If I’d have gotten out to a half-way house on 
April 3rd I’d have been able to go to a dark-sky location to see it even better than in 
a prison yard. On those later pages I add an amount as a make up for travel and other 
expenses to view another major astronomical event in another part of the world that 
won’t be visible here in any way and therefore wouldn’t have been seen. Because of 
that I won’t add any more compensation here. 

I have been an active member of an astronomical society for years and 
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regularly attend their meetings and star parities. Our meetings are held monthly 
except for July and August. Star parties are held monthly on the weekend nearest 
New Moon on the beautiful property they own in the northern part of Ventura 
County. Although they are scheduled throughout the year, I only attend those from 
early spring on through early fall when it is not as cold. By not being at a half-way 
house I missed 4 monthly meetings and 6 star parties. Rather than charge 
transportation and expenses to and from another club’s meetings and star parties I 
wouldn’t normally attend, I’ll merely charge $25.00 per each event I shouldn’t have 
missed. If I’d have gotten out in April, as I should have, I could have attended that 
month’s star party. Instead; by getting out in October, I had to wait a l l  the way until 
the warmer month of April 1997 to attend a star party. April is the month I usually 
make my first star party of the year because previous ones were too cold. You 
deserve to be charged for the extra unnecessary wait, but I won’t. 10 missed events 
costs you: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  250.00x 

For missing the annual Riverside Telescope Makers Conference on Memorial 
Day weekend at Big Bear, California, which I could have attended if I’d have been 
at a half-way house, I add this amount for transportation and expenses to and from 
the Stellafane convention in Springfield, Vermont or the Texas Star Party in Fort 
Davis, Texas (two other major annual astronomy conventions I don’t normally 
attend but which are equal in proportions to RTMC) to make up for the RTMC one 
I should not have missed: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  700.00x 

For missing the annual local MacFair, put on by the Los Angeles Macintosh 
Group, which I could have attended if I’d have been at a half-way house, I add this 
amount for transportation and expenses to and from the MacWorld expo (another 
Macintosh convention I don’t normally attend) held in San Francisco, California 
every January to make up for the MacFair I should not have missed. (Don’t snivel 
now! Just be glad I’m not asking for transportation and expenses to and from the 
MacWorld expo held on the east coast every July or August.): . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  300.00x 

In June of every year I attend the Gay Pride Parade & Festival in West 
Hollywood, California in celebration of National Gay Pride month. By not being at a 
half-way house I missed the event in 1996 and therefore add this amount for 
transportation and expenses to and from the Gay Pride Parade & Festival in San 
Francisco, California (the closest city which puts on a similar event equal in 
proportions to West Hollywood’s and which I don’t normally attend) to make up for 
the West Hollywood one I should not have missed: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  300.00x 

Every year in August I view the annual Perseid Meteor Shower. On some 
years the Moon interferes with viewing during at least some part of the night. This 
year there was a New Moon within 2 days of peak activity on the 12th so it would 
not interfere for the entire night. Although this event isn’t as major as missing a 
bright comet or even an eclipse, missing it is worth at least some compensation. 
Rather than charging travel and other expenses to another event as a make up I’ll 
graciously charge only: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  500.00x 

It was bad enough missing the total eclipse of the Moon within the very same 
month I was arrested in 1993. Now here, because I was not at a half-way house, I 
couldn’t view another total lunar eclipse with a telescope which happened just one 
week before my release date. Although I saw it with the naked eye at FCI Sheridan, 
it was nowhere near as spectacular as it would have been to see in a telescope or 
even in binoculars. For missing a proper view of the total eclipse of the Moon on 
September 26th, 1996 I add this amount as a make up for travel and other expenses 
to view another future total lunar eclipse in another part of the world that won’t be 
visible here in any way and therefore wouldn’t have been seen: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  3,000.00x 

During my incarceration I had to have gardeners mow and water the lawn. 
They charged me $60.00 per month. If I would have been at a half-way house I 
wouldn’t have needed their services for that 6-month period because I could have 
done everything myself. Those 6-month costs amounted to: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  360.00 

Also during my incarceration, I had to have someone watch after the house. 
After my cousin Mark allegedly got a job promotion out of town I hired Craig, an 
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employee with the law office who set up my parents’ trust, to handle those duties. 
He charged me $75.00 per month. If I would have been at a half-way house I 
wouldn’t have needed his services for that 6-month period because I could have 
taken care of the house myself. Those 6-month costs amounted to: . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  450.00 

On June 25, 1991 my father purchased a 27" Sony TV and on July 28, 1991 he 
purchased a Whirlpool washer from Adray’s department store in Van Nuys. For both 
items he bought an in-home service contract. This contract states, “If no claims have 
been filed during the 5 year term, upon presentation of this contract and original 
Adray’s receipt, one half of the Service Plan purchase price will be refunded in the 
form of an Adray’s merchandise credit, for up to 90 days after maturity.” After I got 
out of prison I went to claim my half of the contract cost back because 5 years had 
passed and we never needed any service on the two items. Unfortunately, Adray’s 
was in the process of going out of business and the closest store still open was way 
over in West Los Angeles. (These Adray’s stores are not affiliated with Adray’s in 
Orange County in any way which are still open.) Even though the “up to 90 days 
after maturity” time limit had expired on the TV’s service contract the lady gave me 
a merchandise credit for both items which added up to $124.85. Unfortunately, by 
this time the remaining merchandise in the store had been pretty well picked over 
and there was nothing I really wanted. When one of the employees heard my 
dilemma he offered to buy my credit for $.50 on the dollar. I assume he had the 
things he wanted stashed away for himself and with my credit certificate he literally 
got them for half price. He ended up giving me a few cents shy of half price and 
with that I was minimally satisfied. If I’d have been out at a half-way house, as I 
should have been, I could have been shopping at the store as soon as the 5-year 
contracts expired — on June 25, 1996 and July 28, 1996 respectively — before they 
were in the process of closing down. Then I wouldn’t have been there when 
practically nothing was left to buy and I wouldn’t have lost half the price of my 
merchandise credit because I wouldn’t have needed to sell it. I’m not charging for 
time and gas to drive way down to the West L.A. store because it’s possible I would 
have shopped from store to store even if I could have done everything in a timely 
manner back in June and July. (I’m known to do that if one store doesn’t have a 
model or style of something I want.) In all, on this selling it at half price deal I lost: . . . . . .  62.60 

We covered Wisehart and Barton cheating me out of my computer class. Now 
it’s time to tally up the damages. I’m charging them whatever Central Texas College 
charges for the class, the cost for an apartment in Killeen, Texas for one month 
(where Central Texas College is located), any other living expenses which I would 
incur above whatever I would be dishing out if I was at home, airline costs to and 
from the nearest airport to Killeen, Texas weekly so I can take care of things at 
home when I’m out of school on weekends, and the costs of a rental car needed to 
get around. (I won’t pad the bill with a luxury car either; an economy model is O.K.) 
I won’t accept taking an accounting class in some local college either. I was in 
Central Texas College, I was working toward their certificate, and I want to 
complete their course. I should make you pay for a trip to FCI Phoenix when they 
have their next graduation ceremonies in the inmate visiting room because I should 
have been a part of that too — but I’ll let you slide on that one. If you don’t want to 
do the right thing and make the arrangements for me to complete my class I’ll 
charge you a flat fee somewhat above what your actual expenses would be if you 
arranged my stay in Killeen, Texas. This fee reflects a punishment added to 
whatever the actual costs would be. Assuming you’ll take the easy but more 
expensive route I’ll reflect your flat fee here. This fee includes our soft-cover 
workbook that we would have been allowed to keep. When I went to the hole the 
officer bagging my property up thought it was a school book and sent it back to 
them so I never got it. Written requests to the education department for it went 
unanswered. My flat fee is: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  5,000.00 

(While the above figure is not an actual out-of-pocket expense, and therefore 
subject to a superscript designation, readers must know that Wisehart, Barton, and 
their cohorts are not getting off the hook that easy. There’s too much anger over this 
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issue. I was purposely cheated out of completing my course and they must not 
prevail on that. The very last time I saw Wisehart was when he come to my cell in 
the hole and told me that I had been designated to another institution, but he refused 
to tell me which one. Right after that I asked, “you know, I’m the only one in the 
entire world who knows the identity of the real arsonists. I was planning to disclose 
that information in my book. Do you have any objection to me naming you as the 
reason it is being delayed because I won’t let it out until you arrange for me to 
complete my computer class you’re cheating me out of?” In a big pompous attitude 
he responded back, “as  long  as  you  spe l l  my name correc t ly ,  I  ha te  i t  
when people  misspel l  my name.” O.K., that’s David L. Wisehart, W-I-S-E-
H-A-R-T, Wisehart. There I got it right Dave ol’ buddy. And that’s where we’re at 
right now. We’re waiting for Mr. Wisehart and his co-conspirator, SIS Lt. B. Barton, 
to make arrangements with Central Texas College so I can complete my last 
semester and get my graduation certificate. [After seeing the exempt memos, I gotta’ 
remove Barton from the requirement. He was merely one of Wisehart’s many tools 
in this transfer fiasco. While Wisehart is welcome to use any of his available tools to 
get me enrolled, the buck really stops at him. Be rest assured though — I will always 
spell your name correctly. Don’t wanna’ get ya mad. I see how you treat people 
you’re mad at.] [As I mentioned earlier, Wisehart got an 18-page letter detailing all 
of the FCI Phoenix shenanigans I had to put up with and not only did he decline to 
answer any of my accusations, but he has yet to make the necessary arrangements 
with Central Texas College so I can complete my computer class. I guess he needs 
some prompting. Hint, hint.] Barring that, the above figure remains in effect, without 
a superscript, and a part of the selling price. Would you like me to get you a Kleenex 
so you can snivel? Actually, there is a fairly easy and inexpensive out. That 
accounting text book we had was very good and explained everything very well. The 
class I was in only went through the first part of the book anyway and it wasn’t all 
that hard. I could easily complete the course requirements right here at home without 
any teacher assistance. Just get me the hard-cover text book, its soft-cover 
workbook, and the other automated office management text book used in that final 
semester and I’ll do it all right here. Surely the teacher could let me send 
assignments and periodic tests in the mail for grading. All you’ll be out then is book 
costs, my course fees, postage, and my standard hourly rate, $5.11, for study time. 
[That’s because I have to spend my more valuable time now to do it when it should 
have all been done when I was in prison on a less valuable-time schedule.]. That’s 
not bad considering what you stand to gain in the end. See, you didn’t need a 
Kleenex after all. : - ) ) 

When I went to the hole this final time the officer inventorying my personal 
property failed to include my combination lock with it. This is the last one I had. 
You’ll recall I had two at one time, but they lost one when I went to the hole a 
previous time. Now I had none. Mr. Wisehart let me purchase one and have it put in 
with my property so I’d have it when I got to wherever I was going. The thing is, 
they made me pay for it rather than buy it for me with their money as they should 
have done. I’m charging them for the cost of it which is: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  5.25 

Also for each day in the hole I shouldn’t have been there I’m charging them 
$50.00 (double the punishment of last time to account of being a repeat offender) per 
day as inconvenience compensation. I was locked in the hole on January 16th but 
didn’t get out until April 3rd. That’s 79 days for a total of: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  3,950.00x 

And this doesn’t include having to wait 8 days to get the limited property I was 
allowed to have in the hole like my radio and study materials because the property 
room officer was not there and no other staff member would get it for me. Normally 
it only takes a day or two to get one’s property. Nor does it include being without 
my property for 12 more days between the time they took it from me, in order to 
ship it to my next location, until the day I left Phoenix on April 18th. Usually an 
inmate’s property is not packed up more than a couple days before he transfers, and 
sometimes it’s packed the very day he leaves — that happened to two of my cell 
mates. And when I got to my next location, FCI Sheridan, I was in the hole until 
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April 3rd so that’s another 16 days without my property while in the hole. And after 
I got out of the hole I was without it another 5 days until I was allowed to pick it up. 
For all the times I was in the hole at Phoenix I couldn’t have dental floss because 
they wouldn’t allow it, but it was allowed in Sheridan’s hole. And last but not least; 
from the day I went into the hole on January 16th until the last day of my computer 
class, which ended while I was in there, I lost 33 more days of class time. Grrr! 

The brightest comet to appear in the sky in over 20 years appeared in the 
evening sky during March through early April 1996. By being in the hole during that 
time I missed Comet Hyakutake. I add this amount as a make up for travel and other 
expenses to view another major astronomical event in another part of the world that 
won’t be visible here in any way and therefore wouldn’t have been seen. (If I would 
have decided to wait before divulging any further details about Snake and his 
minions until I saw another comet of equal beauty and brightness to the missed 
Hyakutake, as would have been the fair thing to do, that wait would play no part 
here because Comet Hale-Bopp filled the bill quite well in the spring of 1997. 
Although Hyakutake was more beautiful with its longer straighter tail, according to 
those who saw both comets, Hale-Bopp was still very pleasing. Unfortunately, other 
things are delaying the telling of the story, along with getting me the compensation 
I’ve got coming, and they are listed in the December 1996 arrest detailed below. 
Unlike with my computer class, where they clearly conspired to cheat me out of it 
— how else to explain why they wouldn’t let me complete it in the hole which 
would have been so easy to do — Hyakutake was different. It came so fast and 
brightened so fast that not even me, regularly reading my astronomy magazines, 
realized the brightness it would achieve. Yes, they caused me to miss it; but no, they 
didn’t conspire to do so. They’re not quite as far back in the dog house on this 
matter as one could reasonable assume.): . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  3,000.00x 

When inmates transfer they have to wait for the money from their account to 
get transferred from one prison to the next. In order to get spending money sooner 
they usually have someone from the outside send them money. Personal checks have 
a hold placed on them until they clear. Postal Money Orders do not. I had Craig send 
me a Postal Money Order and its cost was: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  .85 

By transferring once again, all four of my magazines for May 1996 didn’t get 
forwarded to me. From FCI Sheridan I twice called a bookstore in Phoenix where I 
had ordered other magazines in the past and ordered the missing issues. The store 
proprietor damaged his last copy of Popular Mechanics so to make up for not 
having my complete order he didn’t charge me shipping. The three magazines cost 
$10.85. (I was able to read my cell mate’s May issue and did receive my issue at 
home so I do have the issue to keep.) I failed to log the cost for my two calls. We 
paid $.25 per minute for long distance calls so I’m sure$5.00 will cover it. This adds 
up to: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  15.85 

It wasn’t until after I got home that I had a chance to go over my financial 
records of the last nearly 3 years. As I previously mentioned, my cousin Mark was 
looking after my affairs until the spring of 1995. From then on, Craig took over for 
the duration of my stay in prison. Mark was suppose to keep all of my Sky & 
Telescope, Astronomy, Popular Mechanics, and Popular Science magazines for me 
but he didn’t. That subject will be discussed below. He was also suppose to keep all 
of the bills and various financial statements that come in the mail but failed there 
too. Craig kept everything but in reviewing over all the bills I found some utility and 
credit card bills had accumulated finance and/or late charges because he was late in 
paying them. The water apparently got shut off one time and there was a 
reconnection charge I saw on one bill. There was plenty of money in the checking 
account so this need not have happened. Mark was guilty of this offense too but 
because I didn’t get many of the bills, and never ordered duplicates, I may be more 
in the hole than I’m aware of. (I did reorder some bank statements and their costs are 
listed below.) In going through the available DWP, Pacific Bell, Gas Company, 
AT&T Master Card, and GM Master Card bills I found late and/or finance charges 
for the following amounts; $.56, $15.00 five times, $28.00, $.50 twice, $.96, $1.70, 
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$.83, $1.08, $.51 twice, $.77, $15.00, and $1.26 for a total of: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  127.18 
When Myrtle and Florence visited me at MDC-LA that one time after my dad 

died they brought his checkbook so I could sign all of the remaining checks. 
Because there weren’t too many left I had Mark make out a large check and put it in 
his own checking account so he could use his own checks to pay my bills. Because 
he left me no records of my expenses I don’t have any idea what amount he could 
have pilfered for himself beyond a legitimate fee for his services. (Considering he 
was using both vehicles that fee shouldn’t have been too high.) I do have bills from 
the law office that was transferring my parents’ money to over to my name along 
with bills from the tax preparer, but they all seem to have been paid after Craig took 
over in the spring of 1995. On April 4, 1994 Mark made out check number 1088 to 
himself for $5,000.00, on October 21 check number 1091 to himself for $4,000.00, 
on October 25 check number 1092 to himself for $2,000.00, on January 13, 1995 
check number 1093 to himself for $2,000.00, and on February 3 check number 1095 
to himself for $1,700.00 for a total of $14,700.00. He also made a number of cash 
withdrawals with my ATM card too. (I did give him permission to use it but I do 
expect accountability for all transactions.) On March 13, 1994 he withdrew $100.00, 
on April 3 he withdrew $100.00, on December 17 he withdrew $500.00, on 
December 18 he withdrew $500.00, and on February 13, 1995 he withdrew $500.00 
for a total of $1,700.00.On April 3, 1994 he had a quick look fee for $1.00 and then 
later on the same day he sustained another quick look fee for $1.00. All this adds up 
to $16,402.00. Now I know there were legitimate expenses in here which need to be 
subtracted. I’ll do the best I can to reconcile them, but for anything beyond that I’ll 
consider it as stolen until it can be proven otherwise. Among Mark’s above check 
writings to himself I saw that on January 19, 1995 he made out check number 1094 
to the Internal Revenue Service (IRS) for $4,000.00. I assume that was for federal 
estimated taxes all paid in one lump sum. There was no check made out to the 
Franchise Tax Board for state estimated taxes though. He probably paid that from 
his own checking account. According to the 1994 state tax form, $400.00 was paid 
in estimated taxes so I will subtract that amount from the above mentioned 
$16,402.00. By adding up the 10 DWP bills I had available (not including late fees 
or charges) — those from the service period beginning on December 29, 1994 and 
extending through August 26, 1996 (they each include a two month period) — and 
then dividing by 10 I arrived at an average for each two month period. By dividing 
by 2 again I ended up with a monthly average of $19.34. There are six bills that 
would date from about December 29, 1993 through December 28, 1994 covering 12 
months that are missing. $19.34 times 12 months equals $232.08 and that amount 
will be subtracted from the $16,402.00 that Mark deposited into his personal 
account. I used that same methodology for Pacific Bell’s bills. For the service period 
from April 11, 1995 through October 10, 1996 I had 18 monthly bills available. By 
adding them up, without including late fees or charges, and dividing by 18 I arrived 
at a monthly average of $16.96. Multiplying that by the 12 months Mark was on 
duty I get $203.52 which will be subtracted from the $16,402.00. It was interesting 
to note that on the very first Pacific Bell bill I got, which obviously arrived just after 
Craig took over, there was a “credit for service removed” for “AT&T REACH OUT 
(R) America 24 Hour” which was costing $9.50 a month. In checking I found out 
that this gave my phone a discount on long distance calls made from it. Apparently, 
Mark was making long distance calls from my home and I got stuck paying for 
them. Clearly, those missing bills carried higher charges than the average I found 
above, but because they weren’t suppose to be there to begin with I’m only 
subtracting what the monthly average should have been with no usage. [I want you 
to explain what was going on here Mark! What were you up to?] For The 
Gas Company I had 18 bills for the service period from February 21, 1995 through 
September 18, 1996. Their monthly average was $5.08 so for the 12 months Mark 
was on duty that means $60.96 gets subtracted from the $16,402.00. In reality, more 
gas was used than that, but that’s on them; not me. The available bills show how 
many therms of gas were used for that month in the previous year. It turned out that 
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instead of using 0 therms per month, like when Craig was manning the operation, 
Mark’s failure to turn the gas off resulted in a monthly average of 17.42 therms; a 
figure consistent with leaving the pilot lights lit on the hot water heater, furnace, and 
stove. Right after my dad died I wrote a letter to Myrtle and Florence with 
instructions as to what to do at home before they turned everything over to Mark. 
One of the things I mentioned was to turn the main gas valve off at the meter. Even 
with clear instructions on how to proceed they failed to do it. Suspecting they may 
have, I wrote the same instructions to Mark soon after he took over and, as it turns 
out, he failed too. What I subtract here is the monthly charges at 0 therm usage, not 
the actual costs for those months. I’m not paying for gas usage that I instructed twice 
to be shut off. Soon after my father died I ordered 1-year subscriptions to my 
magazines to come to the prison and put them on my credit card. These are fees to 
subtract from the $16,402.00. Sky & Telescope cost $27.00 plus another $27.00 to 
renew the subscription coming to the home. Astronomy cost $27.00. Popular 
Mechanics cost $15.94, and Popular Science cost $13.94. I also ordered the 
Observer’s Handbook for 1995 for $16.95 plus $4.75 for shipping and handling but 
Mark never kept it for me as he was suppose to do so that one doesn’t get subtracted. 
(I order that publication every year and have since 1967. And I have kept every one 
of them. Now I’m missing one out of my complete collection and I’m very  mad 
about it. Besides making him pay its cost, I should also add a premium charge for 
not keeping it because I can’t buy one to replace it.) I also ordered some replacement 
magazines that never got to me when I transferred from MDC-LA to USP Lompoc to 
FCI Phoenix and charged them to my credit card. These were tallied up earlier and 
their cost was $32.50 so that figure is subtracted off of the $16,402.00. I also need to 
subtract the $60.00 per month gardener’s fees for 12 months which amounts to 
$720.00. (I don’t know if it was him or Craig who paid the last few bills before the 
Mark-to-Craig transition but I’ll give Mark the benefit of the doubt and assume he 
did.) I have no idea if Mark paid the insurance on the house or not. I do know that it 
had expired by the time I got home but it could be that Craig just missed the final 
year’s payment. Records show he made no insurance payments. I’ll give Mark credit 
for paying the home insurance during his tenure. Not knowing what the cost was I 
will estimate. I found a 1993 bill where my dad paid $366.00. In 1997 I paid 
$392.00 so I’ll split the difference and credit Mark with paying $379.00. The 
property tax bill would have been due in December 1994 during mark’s watch. My 
1993 tax bill was $345.05 and my 1995 bill was $362.07. Splitting the difference 
gives $353.56 to credit Mark with. The insurance on the Ford van and Buick Regal 
had also expired by the time I got home. If Mark paid them on his watch that should 
be on his tab, seeing that he was using the vehicles. Even though it was with my 
permission, that expense shouldn’t fall to me. I contacted a company to see what 
they would charge to look after the house and do what I needed done. They quoted 
me $75.00 per month; the same fee Craig charged me when he took over. Now Mark 
and I never agreed upon a fee he should get. Mistakenly, I sort of left it up to him to 
pay himself what he thought was fair. Clearly there is a discrepancy here as to what 
we each think was fair. I’m going to judge $75.00 per month as a proper fee and 
multiply that by 12 to arrive at his total fees to become $900.00. That too will be 
subtracted. Also to be subtracted is $447.82, the remaining payment for my 
headstone. Mark made out a check from my checking account to pay for my parents’ 
headstones. That check included one small payment for my headstone and the 
receipt I have gave the total that was due and what amount is suppose to be paid on 
it monthly. He left me no records of any payments being made so I checked with the 
cemetery and found out he paid it off in full in one payment for this amount in April 
1994. Because it wasn’t out of my checking account I assume it was from his 
account. $447.82 is to be subtracted. I had Mark send me money three times and the 
total come to $360.00. This will be subtracted. One of the checks was a Postal 
Money Order which probably cost $.85. This too will be subtracted. When I was at 
MDC-LA the only way I could call him on the phone was by making it collect. Once 
I got to FCI Phoenix all calls were paid for out of the money in my inmate account. 
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I’ll roughly estimate the collect calls to him at $200.00 and subtract that amount. I 
found one receipt for a check to the law office handling the trust transfer for 
$1,500.00 so that will be subtracted. So we have $16,402.00-400.00-232.08-203.52-
60.96-27.00-27.00-27.00-15.94-13.94-32.50-720.00-379.00-353.56-900.00-447.82-
360.00-.85-200.00-1,500.00 and what is left is what I suspect he pilfered because I 
can’t recall any other expenses I would have had. That pilfered amount is: . . . . . . . . .  10,500.83 

(I find it hard to believe that he stole this much of my money, but until he 
provides me documentation to the contrary, this figure stands. Whoever gets stuck 
with paying my story’s selling price may want to interrogate Mark in order to get 
that cost down a bit.) 

To get a better idea of what Mark may have paid to the law office and tax 
preparer out of his checking account I wrote a letter to Craig to ask for dates and 
amounts of such fees. I spent .9 hours on 1-7-98 and .8 hours on 1-15-98. I spent 
$.15 on copies and $.32 on a stamp. At $5.11 per hour this all adds up to: . . . . . . . . . . . . .  9.16 

(I have yet to receive an answer from Craig.) 
And while we’re on the subject of DWP, just let me add that if I’d have been 

out on bail, as I should have been, I could have had the power disconnected while I 
was in prison. Even with no power being used, I was still billed a “minimum charge” 
of $7.00 per month plus $.70 for “city utility tax” because everything was still 
hooked up. For 35 months that equals $269.50. When I called to inquire, DWP told 
me that there is no charge to disconnect service, but they do charge $13.00 to 
reconnect; therefore that amount is deducted here. And when power is disconnected 
there is no “sanitation equipment charge” added to the bill. For the first 32 months 
of my incarceration they charged me $4.50 per month, and for the last 3 months, 
$6.00 per month. That equals $162.00. For the 35 months I was in prison all this 
comes out to: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  418.50 

And for the phone, I could have had it disconnected while I was in prison. As 
mentioned above, it cost an average of $16.96 per month just to have it hooked up. 
For the 35 months I was in prison that adds up to $593.60. Disconnecting is free. For 
reconnecting, they charge $34.75. Deducting this fee leaves: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  558.85 

And for the gas, I could have also had it disconnected the whole time. As 
mentioned above, it cost an average of $5.08 per month just to have it hooked up. 
For the 35 months I was in prison that adds up to $177.80. Disconnecting is free. 
For reconnecting, they charge $25.00. Deducting this fee leaves: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  152.80 

When my Honda motorcycle license was due in June 1994 I told Mark to pay 
the $5.00 fee as non-operational rather than paying the full license fees I’d been 
paying all though the years. He didn’t do it and because of that DMV required me to 
pay all back fees. They did waive penalties though when I explained the 
circumstances why we were late. Cost I had to pay was $39.00. Subtracting the 
$5.00 fee, which I would have been charged at the time, leaves: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  34.00 

The same story goes for my Chevy van which was due in September 1994. I 
ended up paying $104.00 and $69.00 for a total of $173.00. Subtracting $5.00 
gives: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  168.00 

As I mentioned above, Mark was suppose to keep all my Sky & Telescope, 
Astronomy, Popular Mechanics, and Popular Science magazines which I receive 
every month and keep but he didn’t. From the time Craig took over watching the 
house I have all those issues. 

(In my letters to Myrtle, Florence, and Mark I put here in bold So what the 
hell did you do with my magazines anyway?) 

I ordered the following replacement issues of Sky & Telescope: December 
1993; January through July, October, and December 1994; April, May, and 
September 1995. These cost: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  58.50 

I ordered the following issues of Astronomy: April through October 1994. 
Their cost was: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  23.65 

On another invoice I ordered the following issues of Astronomy: January 
through March, November, and December 1994; January, March, and September 
1995. Their cost equals: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  30.65 
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I ordered the following issues of Popular Mechanics: January, March, and 
April 1994; May, June, July, and October 1995 for a total cost of: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  15.85 

I was missing nine issues of Popular Science from 1994, 1995, and 1996. 
To replace them it cost me: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  26.55 

I did not have a toll free number to call when I ordered the above mentioned 
missing issues of Popular Science in January 1997. The phone charges were: . . . . . . . . . . .  3.10 

Some of my issues of the Griffith Observer were missing and I had to order 
replacements. I later found some of these but by then I had already received the 
replacements. For December 1993 and January 1994 Griffith Observatory 
charged$8.00. On a separate order for the February 1994 issue they charged $4.00. 
That totals: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  12.00 

Unfortunately, I wasn’t able to replace all of the issues I’m missing because 
the publishers were already out of some of them. The astronomical society, where 
I’m a member, announced they had extra copies of back issues for sale. But in order 
to get them I had to go to where they had them stored in Monterey Park. Of the 
several issues I wanted, they only had the December 1993 Sky & Telescope. They 
sold it for only $.10 but I had 3.2 hours of time invested in the purchase. At $5.11 
per hour that adds up to $16.35. Gas was about $5.64. The total for just this one 
issue was: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  22.09 

At 1997’s Riverside Telescope Makers Conference I purchased used copies of 
the August and September 1994 issues of Sky & Telescope for $2.00 each for a total 
of: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  4.00 

By being stuck with used issues, I at least have a complete set of Sky & 
Telescope and Astronomy. I’m not so lucky with Popular Mechanics and Popular 
Science. In the former I need August 1994 and in the later I need March, June, and 
September 1994. Keep that in mind when you want to talk to me about the arsonists. 

(In my letters to Myrtle, Florence, and Mark I put here in bold Are you 
going to hunt these issues down for me Mark as you should do?) 

And as I also mentioned above, Mark was suppose to keep all of the bills and 
various financial statements that come in the mail for me but failed there too. It cost 
me $40.00 to order copies of monthly statements from my checking-account bank so 
I could verify the comings and goings of my money from there. To get copies from 
another bank I had a savings account at they charged me $21.00 and the checking-
account bank charged me $6.00 for copies of some checks I ordered. I suspected 
some suspicious activity and needed to see who these checks were made out to. That 
adds up to: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  67.00 

And Mark’s screw ups continue. Once a month I received two interest checks 
from Countrywide Funding for two Ginnie Mae investments my father had 
purchased. Because of my suspicions of Mark’s activities along with having no 
available records to verify what he did or didn’t do, I decided to contact 
Countrywide to see if any of the checks he was suppose to deposit didn’t get 
deposited. Sure enough, several checks totaling $1,344.25 never got deposited. They 
reissued the checks but that 2 years 9 months delay means I lost interest from the 
bank during the time they weren’t in my account. That lost 1% interest is calculated 
here and is: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  37.30 

Just as an added point of information, if that money would have been earning 
6% interest, as it would have been if I’d have been there to reinvest it into such an 
investment, I’d have made $234.12 instead of just $37.30. By depositing all my 
other interest and dividend checks into the checking account paying only around 1% 
I lost a ton of money and I’m very very  mad. Just keep that in mind the next time 
you try to squeeze me for more of my money in the slightest of ways. 

Mark failed to deposit another check too. At the time I was receiving a 
$166.66 check from an investment company every month for an investment I have. 
They informed me that a check issued on February 28, 1995 was never deposited. 
They reissued it and I got it deposited to my account on June 23, 1997. Although 
about 28 months of interest was lost, calculating a dollar amount is a little more 
complicated. On November 12, 1996 I reinvested most of my money that was 
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earning low interest for the last 3 years into higher-earning investments. The lowest 
interest earner at that time was a state and federal tax exempt investment paying 
5.5% annually. As mentioned above, I lost interest for 28 months on account of 
Mark’s screw up. For the last 7 of those 28 months that money would have been a 
part of that 5.5% investment rather than the 1% checking account. Lost interest here 
is calculated at 1% for 21 months (1.75 years) and 5.5% for 7 months (.58333 
years). That figure equals: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  8.37 

I drove down to the law office of Mr. Abrams, my Federal Public Defender, to 
get replacement copies of the legal papers that were in that box which was lost due 
to Mark’s negligence back in 1994. On my first trip I spent 4.5 hours which included 
driving time and time to sort through numerous boxes Mr. Abrams has. I chose what 
I wanted copies of and he had them made up at no cost to me. There were pages I 
originally had gotten from him as part of the Discovery that I skipped over, but I got 
the most important ones. My second trip was to pick up my copies and it was 1.5 
hours long. A total of 6 hours @ $5.11 per hour = $30.66. Gas for both trips cost 
$10.00. The total expense here is: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  40.66 

My parents’ 1990 Buick Regal was appraised for estate-tax purposes at 
$6,000.00 but I couldn’t sell it until I got out of prison, nearly 3 years later, and then 
only got $4,000.00. Mark and Craig can both verify my desire to sell it because I 
asked both of them if they were interested or knew anybody who was. Neither was 
nor knew anybody who was. The amount I lost by not being out on bail and 
therefore needing to wait to sell it was: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  2,000.00 

And the above figure doesn’t include interest I lost for 3 years if I could have 
sold it then for $6,000.00. I’ll even give you a break here. I’ll figure I would have 
gotten only $5,000.00 for it. By that amount not being reinvested at 6% for 3 years 
I lost: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  955.08 

And on the subject of the Buick, Mark was using it on February 3, 1995 when 
he was hit in the rear by somebody. He reported it to the insurance company it was 
insured with but never told me about it. After I got home I found a letter dated April 
28, 1995 to my dad from a claims representative asking him to get them estimates 
for the damage and bring the vehicle in for inspection. I ended up doing it myself 
and the insurance company paid me $377.38 which was $250.00 less than the actual 
damage because of the deductible. Between May 1997 and January 1998 I received 
$50.00 every two months from the guilty party through the insurance company to 
pay off that deductible. Because that is done I had no out-of-pocket expenses other 
than the time I put in running around getting estimates and meeting with the 
insurance company. I have 3.2 hours involved with that. At $5.11 per hour that 
equals: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  16.35 

 
Now that I’m done with the paragraphs that were included in the 19-page letter 

of inquiry that was sent to Myrtle, Florence, and Mark I’ll quote the letter Mark, the 
only one to respond, sent me on May 20, 1998. 

 
Dear Tom: 
 
I wanted to get this off to you as you appear to 
have some feelings that I betrayed you or did not 
do as well as you had hoped for in your absence. 
I hope we can communicate further if indeed you 
feel any malice towards me as none was ever 
intended from my end. I did the best I could in 
watching over the Larsen affairs without making 
it a second job on my behalf. 
 
I kept together all magazines that came in and 
left them in your bedroom; forwarded them to you 
or discarded them as some literature you did tell 
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me you did not intend to keep. I apologize for 
those that were not there that you had hoped for. 
 
No one other than my father-in-law once (as he 
helped me drive the 2 vehicles to my house for 
safe-keeping) and Shirley [Mark’s wife] twice 
ever went into your house. And I can recall only 
making 2 or 3 calls to Shirley to let her know 
when I was coming back home. So, for any long 
distance phone calls other than the ones just 
mentioned (that should not have been a dollar 
each -if that much-) I have no knowledge of. 
 
The one item I did take with me when I moved - 
and I can return it as we usually visit L.A. 
during Thanksgiving- was your tree limb pruner. 
In my move I realized it was with my garage items 
and I failed to return it to your house. That is 
the only item I took from your residence. 
Anything else missing I have no knowledge of nor 
claim to know of its whereabouts. 
 
And again I restate that I was never in receipt 
of that box of belongings that was to be sent to 
me on your behalf. All monies that I withdrew 
from the Larsen account was used for/on your 
behalf. I do admit to reimbursing myself over the 
time span in the amount of $2,000.00 
 
I wish you well in regards to all the troubles 
you have been through. Again, I thought I was 
doing what was right in regards to helping you 
out as you requested (which was totally 
unexpected and all came so sudden with the deaths 
of you mother and father). A professional care 
taker and administrator I am not nor did I hope 
you had expected. 
 
I hope this clears up some concerns of yours. 
Sincerely, 
 
 
Mark 
5-20-98 
 
Well there you have it. Only some items addressed, but at least he responded. 

That’s more than anyone else did. I wonder why I gotta’ wait all the way until 
Thanksgiving to get my tree pruner back though. Hasn’t he heard of United Parcel 
Service or FedEx? Hmmm. (Now here it is May 2002 and he still hasn’t gotten it 
back to me.) I realize it was a burden for him to handle my affairs — what with a 
full-time job, 3 kids to raise, and living an hour and a half to two hours away — but 
he’s the one who told me on the phone shortly after my father passed away, “Oh 
don’t worry about anything, we’re  family .” Given the reverse situation, I sure 
wouldn’t have wanted to handle a family member’s affairs like this, especially one I 
wasn’t too close to. But I would have done it long enough to find a professional 
administrator to take over. Mark never led on he would have rather not had to do it. 
In fact, when I found out as early as August 1994 that he may be moving I asked 
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Craig if he knew of anyone who could take over and he offered to do it himself. 
Mark had an opportunity to bow out long before he moved but opted to stay on. He 
admitted to not being a professional care taker and administrator, and I know that, 
but he seemed to think that I didn’t expect him to act like one. I would expect 
someone to speak up if they can’t handle a job assignment right so a proper 
individual can take over. He could have sought out a professional or even turned it 
over to Craig who already accepted. While he made some mistakes too, they were 
nowhere the caliber of Mark’s. It really all boils down to the damn government not 
letting me out on bail as they should have. I could have easily gotten somebody 
lined up for the job before I had to enter into custody. Heck, I did that in 1997 when 
it looked like my Orange County and Bakersfield vandalism cases would get me 
locked up. 

Right before publication of this book I contacted Myrtle on the phone to see if 
she had any comments she’d like to make regarding the stuff missing from my 
house. Besides being critical of me and thinking that I should just “forget it,” 
considering what money I inherited, she denied taking anything other than what my 
father gave her and Florence. Besides my mother’s clothes and jewelry, he did give 
them that crochet piece their mother made and gave to us in the early ’50s. Myrtle 
said my dad told them that he didn’t think I’d be interested in it as much as they 
would because it was their mother that made it. That is a believable scenario and no 
polygraph examination will be necessary as I previously alluded to. We did discuss 
what happens to it upon their passing though and Myrtle indicated the “proper” thing 
to do would be to pass it down to their kids, mentioning Florence’s daughter in 
particular (who is just adopted). I grumbled a bit about that but didn’t press the issue 
seeing that my letter clearly explains how they give up any claim to my inheritance 
when they choose to not revert it back to me upon their deaths. Oh well, the family 
can’t come back and snivel later. As you see, it’s not just the judicial system that 
receives liabilities once I’ve been wronged. All violators face them. Myrtle also 
claimed my father gave them the blood pressure meter as he didn’t intend to use it. 
That also tends to be believable because he really didn’t use it. His blood pressure 
was lower than average if anything. Still, I used it; and if I would have been out on 
bail, as I should have been, they wouldn’t have been out here to get ahold of it. (And 
then she couldn’t complain how she lost a month off of work during their two trips 
out here which she surely reimbursed herself for with my father’s permission.) 
Several times in our 45 plus minute conversation we discussed the boxes of photos. 
While they admit to looking at them, she denied taking any, claiming they already 
had their own copies of them. It’s hard to know who to blame here, but another 
scenario has bubbled to the surface. From conversations with them and Mark way 
back in ’94 I know that they left Mark a box of important papers that he would need 
in the management of my affairs. Although her memory has faded with the passage 
of time, Myrtle tended to indicate that she may have left the pictures in that box for 
Mark to look at. Now knowing how he let my magazines and utility bills kind of slip 
away it’s believable the same thing happened with the pictures over the course of 
time. They could be stashed away in his house and he’s long forgotten about them 
just like he did with my tree pruner. Possible one of you arson hunter out there in 
readerdom would like to pursue this other clue. I NEED those pictures back!!! As far 
as the Radio Shack 5" color AC/DC TV/Monitor she claims seeing it in working 
condition on their first trip out at the time of my mother’s passing but not working 
when they come out the second time. She said they took it to Radio Shack and was 
told that it’s not worth fixing so they “dumped it.” Well I beg to differ. While it may 
not be worth repair if paying a professional’s high labor fees, doing it yourself for 
just the cost of parts would be well worth it. My first stereo and TV I had in my 
bedroom as a teenager was gotten this way. When people brought items into my 
father’s TV radio repair shop and found repair costs with labor were so high they left 
them behind rather than pay the minimum checking charges. For just the cost of 
parts I fixed them real cheap and they worked great. Myrtle knew I was a trained TV 
repairman. There was no reason to dump it. Other things we discussed and she 
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denied taking were the binoculars, blanket, two Norelco electric razors, baseball 
caps, walkie talkies, and maps. She remembers seeing the maps but not taking any. 
She admits to taking a few batteries though. During our conversation she questioned 
whether Craig could have taken some of this stuff. Well in a phone inquiry to him he 
denied taking anything. All I know is this stuff’s missing and it shouldn’t be! None 
of it would have been if I’d of been out on bail as I should have been. Let’s see the 
feds do some tracking on this stuff before they even talk to me about arsonists. 

 
After Craig took over from Mark he was using the Buick also. A few days 

before I come home he had it serviced and I ended up paying for it. A notation in the 
checkbook register indicates that it needed tires and electrical work. When I sold the 
Buick I gave all service bills to the new owner. I’m sure there were others for 
routine work like oil changes and the like. Somewhere along the line, I recall a new 
electric antenna and power window motor needed to be replaced. This bill only, paid 
by check number 1382, is included here and its figure is: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  931.25 

As is widely known, I am hyper-critical about people merely touching my 
personal possessions, let along taking them. I’m charging them labor costs, the time 
I had to put in in order to clean, redo, repair, and/or replace everything that had been 
messed with (most particularly my bedroom — “Room E” in their terminology — 
and personal possessions plus the attic — the “loft” “Room I” — and what’s up 
there) in order to put it all back in pre-vandalism condition. I calculated my time at 
$5.11 per hour and multiplied it times the number of hours it took me to finish the 
job. It all started as soon as I got home on October 3, 1996. I logged 1 hour that day. 
On the 5th I logged 4.5 hours. On the 6th I spent 7.5 hours checking and reinstalling 
my computer and all of its files. They had taken my computer and copies of my 
master disks. I have no idea if they corrupted any of my data or installed a virus on 
my hard disk just to be mean so to be on the safe side I retrieved the floppies I had 
stashed in the safe deposit box and reinstalled everything fresh. Just putting my 
computer back in pre-theft/mess with condition took me 7.5 hours that day. (Just for 
the record, before I reinstalled all my files I examined my data and files and did not 
detect any dirty shenanigans. On some of my files the “Modified” date was after 
they had it in their possession indicating they modified some of my data but I also 
noticed that the modem port was chosen in the Chooser rather than the printer port. I 
know from experience that if I merely choose a different printer driver in the 
Chooser and merely launch a WriteNow 2.2 document the modify date changes to 
that time even if I make no changes in the document. It’s possible those modified 
dates merely indicate them launching those particular documents and not actually 
changing them in any way to screw up my data. Now I didn’t read everything word 
for word to see if they changed anything, like maybe purposely misspelling words or 
some such spiteful thing such as that, but I believe they did at least respect my data. 
In any event, it was all reinstalled fresh from disks I know were unmolested.) I 
didn’t get around to scrubbing my bedroom until January 1997. And by scrubbing I 
mean literally washing the walls including inside the closet. I scrubbed out all my 
drawers, the possessions inside them, and washed all the clothes in my closet. Now I 
know I put in a lot more time than an average person would put in after a law-
enforcement search but I’m extra fussy. To put it back to MY specifications took this 
amount of work and I’m billing it accordingly. Dates and times in hours are listed as 
follows; 1-27-97 = 1.8, 1-28-97 = 7, 1-29-97 = 3.5, 1-30-97 = 5, 1-31-97 = 8.5, 2-1-
97 = 3, 2-2-97 = 2, 2-4-97 = 9.5, 2-6-97 = 7.5, 2-7-97 = 8, 2-8-97 = 2, 2-9-97 = 11, 
2-10-97 = 2, 2-12-97 = 5.5, 2-13-97 = 10, 2-16-97 = .7, 2-17-97 = 2.6, 3-14-97 = 
6.2, 3-15-97 = 3, 3-16-97 = 8.5, and 3-17-97 = 1.5. We store a lot of stuff in our attic 
and it was all neatly arranged until the feds and Bakersfield police got to it. Attic 
clean up dates and times in hours are listed as follows; 3-26-97 = 2.8, 3-27-97 = 5.8, 
and 3-28-97= 1.2. A total of 131.6 hours @ $5.11 per hour equals: . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  672.48 

To clean my personal possessions and return them back to my higher-than-
average specifications of cleanliness I purchased various cleaning supplies. They 
are; Sponges = $4.93, Simple Green = $8.65, sponges again for $4.93, and Simple 
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Green again for $8.65. Supplies total for returning everything to pre-offense 
condition equals: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  27.16 

In order to try to get a lower sentence we attempted to play the “psych card.” 
In other words, we tried to suggest that the court give me therapy rather than prison. 
Well, Judge Hupp saw right through our ploy and sent me to prison anyway without 
any reduction in my sentence because of my supposed “diminished capacity.” He 
still stuck me with a “psychological/psychiatric counseling or treatment program” 
after my release though. Because the below mentioned case come up, my United 
States Probation Officer, Mr. Frank J. Gulla, put that requirement on the back burner 
for some time. (That’s the only good thing that has come out of that case.) I had one 
appointment with a psychiatrist, whose name escapes me (I tend to remember 
Rothberg or something like that), at the Hillview Mental Health Center, 11500 
Eldridge Ave. in Lake View Terrace on December 3, 1996 at their cost — which is a 
major point. Making me pay could trigger a relapse big t ime . Even though it’s no 
cost to me, I’m still paying. From the time I left home until I arrived back at my 
front door I was down 2.4 hours. I also gave him a copy of my Statement of Judicial 
Debts Receivable in the version it was in at that time along with a lot of other copied 
material about me. All told, I paid $9.77 for copies. (Somewhere along the line I 
failed to log travel time to Kinko’s to get the copies plus the time actually copying 
them so they’re a bit ahead there.) On March 12, 1997 I had an interview with 
psychologist Dr. Tony Alfano. My away from home down time was 1.7 hours. The 
mileage was 21 miles round trip. Although I didn’t fill up with gas immediately 
before and after, I’d say $2.50 per trip for gas is in the ball park. On April 23, 1997 I 
had another appointment with Dr. Alfano where he gave me the MMPI-2 
psychological test (which I never did get the results of). My down time was 2.8 
hours. Therefore gas total so far is $7.50, 6.9 hours @ $5.11 per hour is $35.26, and 
copies total is $9.77 for a total of $52.53. But there’s more figuring to do on this 
crap. By January 1998 Mr. Gulla decided that the below mentioned case won’t delay 
getting into “therapy” any longer. On the 29th he sent me a letter with instructions to 
call a particular therapy clinic. When I did, I found out that they want the money (25 
bucks) up front before they do anything for a patient. I briefly explained my hyper-
sensitivity to being pressured out of money and asked them to wait until I publish 
this book which is calculating these fees into my story selling price. They refused 
that, along with billing the probation department. I then went to the Gay & Lesbian 
Community Center in Hollywood which conducts a group called Sexual 
Compulsives Anonymous (SCA). I went to them after I was released from prison 
after my first counterfeiting case back in ’79 because the U.S. Parole Commission 
stuck me with required therapy. Even though I didn’t have a sex problem at that 
point, that was their reason for sticking me with it so this group, even though no 
professional runs it, was very acceptable to Mr. Gulla, who happened to be my PO 
back then too. I liked it solely because they didn’t charge anything. It’s basically run 
the same way Alcoholics Anonymous is run — you know, the 12 Steps and 
Traditions; all that bull cocky. Anyway, I started going there again, making my first 
meeting on February 10th. Because the groups last for nearly two hours, rather than 
a psychiatrist’s 50 minutes to an hour, I figure going every other week will give me 
the same time coverage. Plus, it cuts my gas expenses down, and anything that keeps 
money from being pressured out of me is a tremendous benefit to society in the long 
run. And no one can question that with the track record I’ve accumulated over the 
years. Figuring a half hour driving to the meeting, two hours in it, and another half 
hour driving home adds up to three hours down time every other week. I’ll figure 
gas at $3.00. I get off of Supervised Release on October 2, 1999, so that means 43 
meetings I’m stuck going to. At three hours each, I’ll waste a total of 129 hours. At 
$5.11 per hour that adds up to $659.19. Gas at $3.00 per meeting for 43 meetings 
equals $129.00. With the above $52.53 the total is: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  840.72 

If we’re lucky, Judge Hupp will take this requirement off of me and the story 
buyer won’t get stuck paying for “therapy” sessions I have yet to attend. Possibly he 
could be prompted to do so. Hint, hint! Or at least let me attend AA meetings instead 
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— which Gulla wouldn’t allow — because there are nearby ones where I wouldn’t 
have to spend gas money and extra drive time to go to. They should allow that 
anyway. This crime involved getting high rather than doing illegal sex. 

(LATE ADDITION: In June 1998, shortly before Mr. Gulla was set to retire, 
he unexpectedly, and without explanation, switched me over to Dr. Lynne S. 
Weinberg, Ph.D., a licensed psychologist in North Hollywood. While she wants to 
see me weekly, the “sessions” are for only an hour and the travel time and gas 
expense is half of what I’d expend in going way down to Hollywood every other 
week. Therefore, my total accumulated costs at the end of my Supervised Release 
should be about the same as to what is calculated above had I of continued going to 
SCA. But the thing is though, the government has to pay this gal 50 bucks per 
session [a reduced rate for the government], whereas they paid nothing to SCA. Now 
seeing that costing the government money has been a pet hobby of mine for a 
number of years, you’ve gotta’ realize it brings a chuckle to my belly when I can 
accomplish it without even breaking the law. Too bad they can’t realize that it would 
do me more good — in that it would lower my anger level — if they’d take the 
“therapy” requirement off of me and give me the money they pay her so I could 
apply it to the debt they’ve accumulated on just this one case alone and therefore end 
my self-imposed silence all that much sooner. Oh well, fat chance of that happening. 
Just shows where their priorities are at. We can all just be glad they saw the wisdom 
in not trying to stick me with the tab. They know that’s a dark tunnel no one wants to 
go down again! I am puzzled though. The reason Hillview was unwilling to see me 
after the initial evaluation was because they felt group therapy was best for me but 
they didn’t have a suitable group at the time. I get into SCA which is a group, but 
then Mr. Gulla switches me over to Dr. Weinberg who has me in individual therapy, 
so  go  f igure . When I speak of all this being just a dog and pony routine I know 
from where I speak. Of all the psychs who have evaluated me over the years and 
made recommendations to courts, in 9 times out of 10 they always seem to 
recommend just the form of therapy they specialize in. Those who conduct 
individual sessions recommended individual therapy, those who did groups 
recommended group therapy, those who do family counseling wanted my parents 
present, one who conducted hypnosis felt including that in therapy would be good, 
and psychs who worked for the prison system felt a prison sentence was the best 
option to choose. Like I always say, each brings their own personal biases to the 
table when they work on their patient slash victim.) 

(LATE ADDITION TO THE THIRD PRINTING: As of December 15, 1998 
I’ve had 21 “therapy” sessions with Dr. Weinberg — Grrr — and at fifty bucks a 
pop the government is out $1,050.00 — yea!!! Despite that, I’m still pissed  I’ve 
got to go through this bull cocky. Beginning on meeting number one Weinberg — 
who would be doing a written report on me — wanted details on my criminal 
history. Because this book was still a couple weeks away from printing I began with 
a condensed version of what you read back in Chapter 4 — which detailed my first 
encounter with the judicial system at age 9. I figured that once I give her a copy of 
this book [along with Revenge and Statement of Judicial Debts Receivable] she 
could just read the details about my life that she would need in order to complete her 
report. Well it didn’t turn out that way, Grrr. Despite giving her a copy for  f ree , 
she wants to hear it from me — verbally. So here we are, 21 sessions into this mess 
and she hasn’t learned anything about me that she couldn’t have gotten from the 
book. In fact, in going through my life story with her I often mentioned that the book 
covers more details than I verbally disclosed to her. But will she read the book? NO. 
[She does claim to have looked at it some though.] Now get this folks — taxpayers 
among you who are paying for this shit — much of the time I’m actually reading 
selected parts right from the book for most of the 50-minute sessions I spend with 
her. Do you think this could fit into one of Tom Brokaw’s “Fleecing of America” 
segments? Hmmm. By session number 21 her pockets were filled with $1,050.00 of 
your money [and mine are a little lighter on account of gas expenses going to and 
fro, Grrr] and we’re only up to Chapter 18 — less than half way through the book. 
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At this rate she’ll be some two thousand bucks richer by the time we’re done and 
still have only a condensed version of me. [Although there were times she got more 
detail on certain events than is included here.] You people paid to get my book and 
have a hell of a lot more detail about me than unreading she has. Is there something 
wrong with this picture here? Do I hear you whispering fleecing in the background? 
[Pause as we all scratch our heads in puzzlement.] I suggested that if she wants to 
hear it verbally from me we could do all this on the phone. I could read it to her and 
she could follow along with her copy. But would she do that? NO — even when I 
explained that it would cut my gas expenses down along with saving me nearly an 
hour of the time I spend traveling to and from. [I can’t even get an earlier meeting 
time out of her. By being at 11:30 a.m. I have to drop whatever I’m in the middle of 
doing — even if it’s while being all greasy working on my 27-year old van as has 
happened a time or two. If it could just be early in the morning before I start on my 
day’s projects — especially tedious ones — I wouldn’t have to face the 
aggravat ion  of stopping right in the middle. I could get her crap done with early 
and then come home and start the day’s chores without interruptions. Oh well, 
maybe she just wants to sleep in a bit longer.] Despite knowing me well enough to 
understand fully the seriousness of being unnecessarily cost money and how 
important it is to lower my very high anger level she would not give in. Even 
suggesting meeting every other week for double the regular session time fell on deaf 
ears. [Maybe I should make her read my book out loud.] Another case of misplaced 
priorities? I’d say so, especially when you know what else happened a few weeks 
earlier. October 28th would have been my 16th session with her but I didn’t make it 
because my van broke down half way there. As soon as the Auto Club got me back 
on the road I went right to her office to explain and reschedule but she had already 
ratted me off by way of a faxed message to my new probation officer, Mr. Joe Gulla 
[Frank Gulla’s son, who has fully been apprised of my extreme anger at having to 
attend these “therapy” sessions] to let him know I didn’t show up. He called me on 
the phone and gave me the third degree wanting to know why I didn’t show up. Here 
I’d been making all my meetings promptly on time but for being late for just one 
meeting they make such a big thing out of it one has to immediately wonder why 
they can’t be as concerned about bringing my attackers to justice. Shouldn’t that be 
a grea ter  priority? [It was a more serious offense you know — even though it 
happened to “merely” an ex-sex offender.] Especially when that’s one of the hurdles 
they have to get over before we can bring the fellas to justice. And also especially 
since no one gave the Marshals the third degree for not taking me to my father’s 
funeral; which was a court order also just like this therapy bull shit is — and from 
the same judge no less. Do you sense me feeling as a double-standard victim once 
again folks? Grrr! As much as I’ve preached to them — including her — about 
gettin’ their priorities straight they still can’t get it right. If they want to be more 
concerned about angering me more and more well so be it. They’re just bound and 
determined to send me closer to the edge aren’t they? Well at least they can’t snivel 
they weren’t told. I confronted Weinberg — who surely should realize by now that 
I’m unamenable to treatment — with why she doesn’t recommend that they take the 
“therapy” requirement off of me. I originally expected her report to parallel what the 
psych in 1990 concluded on her post-release report to my parole officer done right 
after I got out of state prison — that “it is felt that forced attendance would be 
counterproductive as he appears unamenable to psychological intervention.” After 
all, it is the truth. And I wasn’t even in a self-imposed silence about nothing back 
then. Well, despite angering me more and more Weinberg seems to think that 
attending this stuff gives me an opportunity to “let off steam.” Hel lo  — my way of 
letting off steam is to throw monkey wrenches of one form or another into the 
wheels of the judicial system in order to make them squeak, NOT merely reading 
passages aloud from this book which gloats with wry humor how I love to do it. If 
she can sell that reasoning to anybody as to why I should remain “therapy” involved 
I’d like to know who that chump would be. I’ve got an old broken TV to sell him or 
her for five hundred bucks. Make it a thousand — a chump like that’ll buy anything. 
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If you want to know what I thing her reason is for keeping me “therapy” involved 
I’d say it’s so she can make more money than she would without me. While she does 
consider me officially a “patient,” I’m also a cash cow. MOO! Now I’d admit it 
would feel good to have Palacios or Jessner or someone of that ilk sitting in front of 
me while I wave a scolding finger in their faces and gloat how their misbehavior is 
responsible for keeping the fellas in the land of the free and out among us all this 
time. It was these people who loused up their arrests. But having me read it to 
somebody who had nothing to do with violating me in the past — I  don’ t  th ink  
so!  Well at least I done my job. I told ’em how all this crap and misplaced priorities 
is not gettin’ them what they should be wanting. They can’t come back and snivel 
they weren’t told. With my track record on handling purposely-inflicted 
aggravations, one can only wonder what their reasoning is here. I mean — do they 
actually sit around and think these things through ahead of time? Shouldn’t their 
priorities be on smoothing over my ruff led  feathers and getting me out of my self-
imposed silence? Shouldn’t the arson victims expect that? Do you think public 
support and encouragement could get them back on track? Hmmm. When I asked 
Mr. Gulla about taking the “therapy” requirement off of me his response was, “that’s 
not gonna’ happen.” [They just don’t like it when defendants stand up for — and 
voice — the things they believe in when those things are the opposite of what most 
everyone else believes in. Grumble , Grumble  : - ( ] His high-and-mighty arrogant 
tone of voice at that moment was just like prison staffs’ were when you asked them 
for a favor and they not only denied you, but they did it in such a way that they let 
you know they have all the power in the world to make that decision. At that 
moment I decided that as long as “therapy” was a requirement on me I would remain 
silent even if all other things were made up. If they can be demanding as to what 
they want out of me then I can be the same way. Well folks, the ball’s back in your 
court once again. Voice yourselves. As Captain Picard would say, “make it so!” [In 
case you’re interested, Dr. Weinberg can be reached at 12520 Magnolia Blvd., North 
Hollywood, CA 91607. (818) 760-7676.] One added tidbit. I tried to get a copy of 
Weinberg’s report but she wouldn’t give it to me claiming I’d have to get it from 
Mr. Gulla who had said previously to get if from her. When I got back to Gulla he 
put it off with “let me check with my boss to see if we’re allowed to give it to you.” 
Just what are they trying to hide from me anyway? Do they think I’d be angry at 
getting labeled the misfit I am? It’s not as if I’m trying to fool them with a best-foot-
forward in hopes of getting labeled a “mentally stable” person or something like that 
— as I’ve done in the past to judges before sentencing. I know I’m not, and I accept 
it and work around it. I know I’m a dangerous sociopath. But does that mean I’m 
going to go out and do crime just out of the blue? NO! But it does mean I have a 
very short fuse though. I don’t hide the fact that if someone violates me I will 
respond. While it may not be immediate, it surely won’t be forgiven nor forgotten. I 
want them to know I’m in remission only because everyone is minding their P’s & 
Q’s and that there is no slop factor for error by those culprits prone to misbehavior. 
My Medical Advisory/Information: Statement of Facts, distributed free to any 
potential abuser, clearly indicates how misbehavior opens them up to punishments 
of various severity depending upon the level of violation on down the line. While all 
but “third strike” property or money violations would fall within the boundaries of 
my OATH, they could still find themselves f a r back in the dog house; arf, arf. And I 
also don’t hide the fact that I consider myself merely in a temporary “holding 
pattern” while I “patiently” await compensation and apologies for past injustices 
outlined clearly within my Statement of Judicial Debts Receivable. I expect an 
unfavorable psych report out of Weinberg. If anything, I want to make sure they get 
it right. As I did with some of the other characters in the story presented here, I 
invited her to defend herself with the promise that I’d quote her accurately. Even 
though she was free to remain silent, her response was that, like Hillview, she also 
recommended group therapy for me but the outfit she is tied in with had none 
available. She wouldn’t want me in a group anyway. With my anger level she’s got 
to know that I’d be pushing my pro-revenge agenda and the teachings of VOCAL 
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to others present just like I did back in prison right out in the open with staff fully 
aware. She also denies sleeping in late as the reason for not starting work before 
11:30 a.m. She justifies her late arrival by saying “I live quite a distance away.” 
Well, I’m used to judicial-system people considering their own needs and 
conveniences way before mine are even thought of so that ain’t nothin’ new. Still, 
it’s angering. I bet Judge Hupp wouldn’t cut me any slack if my commute to her was 
as far as hers is. If you got a long commute and have to be at work early would your 
boss? Pardon me a moment while I pat my ruffled feathers down a bit. Wish I could 
do better, but oh well. Her reason for not doing “therapy” on the phone is that there 
wouldn’t be the same personal relationship that way. How she feels that openly-
disgruntled me sitting in front of her and investing extra travel time and gas 
expenses in doing so is somehow better for me is beyond me. I’d say this gal needs a 
reality check. How ’bout you? Hmmm. She justifies denying every-other-week 100-
minute sessions by saying, “where would it end?” She seems to believe that I’d next 
be asking for hours-long marathon sessions meeting once a month or less. While 
meeting that little would be nice, that long of a session wouldn’t be. Granting my 
every-other-week request wouldn’t lead to a slippery slope. For somebody getting as 
much money as she’s getting, you’d think she’d feel some obligation to work with 
the client rather than against him. I know corporations in the private sector expect 
their employees to bend over backwards to assist their best clients. Even though 
she’s not getting the money from me personally, she’s still getting a pretty penny on 
account of me, and that’s what matters. Surprisingly, Gulla come through with 
showing me her written report without me having to file “Freedom of Information 
Act” requests or mail off “administrative remedies” to the Department of Justice as 
I’m prone to doing. I was limited to reading it in front of him and making notes from 
it rather than being able to get my own copy, but that’s OK — sort of. While there 
were a few factual errors to events I relayed to her, what stood out more than 
anything else was how mild I was portrayed. Of all the times in the past when I went 
out of my way to put a best-foot-forward before being sentenced so some psych 
wouldn’t label me as “dangerous” — when I really wasn’t back then — here I was 
honestly showing my current dangerous nature when I get violated and come away 
with a report more favorable than it should have been. Clearly, she’s good to have 
on your side if you’re trying to get a break from a sentencing judge, but I’m not in 
that boat no longer. I’m done with my prison time. I want it known that I’m the 
wrong person to violate in the slightest of ways. I don’t want someone coming back 
later on down the line saying “we didn’t know he would do that” after I resolved 
some violation in a way I’m typically inclined of doing. There’s no shame in my 
game. I’m totally out in the open with my mental facilities and weaknesses. Mind 
my Medical Advisory/Information: Statement of Facts very carefully! How that 
message didn’t come across in Weinberg’s report I’ll never know. While continuing 
to stand up for the things I believe in, it’s now time to get back on track to the 
subject of this chapter — getting myself, and then, [notice the secondary emphasis] 
the arson victims justice.) 

(LATE ADDITION TO THE FOURTH PRINTING: By July 1999 I had 
become so enraged at having to put out this amount of time and gas money every 
week on this bull shit that I finally decided it was time to hit Weinberg in her own 
pocketbook. Beginning on my July 13th session and continuing on through the end 
before I give up the arsonists she would be required to write out a $50.00 check from 
her own account each week to an ex-sex offender of my choosing that I got off of an 
internet database. That way, if I’ve got to see her I know she’s at least not making 
any money off of it. I got to admit, for the very first time ever she looked upset at 
that prospect. Telling her weeks earlier that I was holding back the identities of the 
arsonists never ruffled a feather; but this sure did. I advised her of this new 
consequence the week before it was to begin. That way she could always cancel 
further meetings before the begin date. Well she didn’t. On my July 13th meeting I 
started it off by handing her the name and address of an ex-sex offender I got off of 
an out-of-state database. [You’ll recall those of us in California aren’t listed.] She 
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promptly threw it in the trash and I began reading aloud from my book as I had been 
doing all along. The next week I had another inmate to hand her. Besides throwing it 
away she let me know that if I did it again she would report it as harassment. Now I 
could just see them trying to punish me for harassment just for handing her a piece 
of paper when I suffered real harassment in prison and no one did a thing about it. 
That would be the kind of double-standard violation that would trigger me off in the 
worst possible of ways and that’s a dark tunnel no one wants to go down again. Well 
I let her know that I’ll keep my future ex-sex offender choices to myself but that in 
no uncertain terms would her debt to them be expunged. I also let her know that for 
each week I have to attend this bull shit I would write to one ex-sex offender my 
thoughts and suggestions as addressed back in Chapter 7 in hopes that the seed 
would be implanted in them as to how to counteract some of these recent changes in 
the law. In total from July 13th until my last meeting with her just before my release 
off of Supervised Release there were 10 sessions. At $50.00 per session that’s 
$500.00 that must come out of her pocket before the arsonists are given up. And I’m 
very strict on this folks. This is not something somebody else can pay off. These 10 
individual checks MUST come from her own personal account and they need to be 
made out by her to ex-sex offenders of my choosing. She had no business making 
this money at my expense and she alone must be the one to give it back. This fee is 
separate from what is totaled up at the end of this chapter. That fee counts up what I 
personally am owed. This $500.00 isn’t going to me and is not in that grand total.) 

The Department of Justice sent a letter to me at the home address in late 
October or early November 1995. I don’t have the envelope it was in so I don’t 
know the postmark date but the letter’s “NOTIFICATION DATE” is October 23, 
1995. This letter, titled “TAX REFUND OFFSET NOTICE,” stated that I owed 
$300.00 — the “Special Assessment” — and that I should pay it “within 65 calendar 
days from the date of this notice.” It goes on to warn me that if I don’t pay it they 
will notify the IRS to “offset [my] Federal income tax refund” by this amount and 
charge me a “servicing fee” to do so. On the back side of the letter it says that, 
“Within 65 calendar days from the date of this notice” I could “present 
evidence…that all or part of the civil or criminal judgment debt is not past due” and 
“that the amount of the civil or criminal judgment debt reported to the IRS, is greater 
than the amount currently owed.” I was making quarterly payments toward this debt 
as set up by Bureau of Prisons staff members so I wouldn’t suffer certain 
“sanctions” they impose to those inmates who are on “refusal status.” As outlined on 
earlier pages, I bitched and bellered about having to pay this money; but I was 
grudgingly  paying it and it was according to a payment schedule they established. 
To do so, they took into account the amount of money I had in my prison account 
and the amount of pay I would receive on my prison job. Also, the amount, $300.00, 
they were reporting to the IRS was greater than the amount I owed in October 1995. 
I paid $25.00 in September 1994, $25.00 in December 1994, $25.00 in March 1995, 
and $50.00 (Mr. Wisehart raised my payment schedule against my strong 
opposition) in June 1995. I was on refusal status when the September 1995 payment 
was due on account of the Officer Hibbard thefts detailed on earlier pages. So in 
October 1995, the date of the letter, I had paid $125.00. Them saying I owed 
$300.00 means their records were out of date. I wrote to them at the address in the 
letter — U.S. Department of Justice, U.S. Attorney California - Central, Attn: 
Financial Litigation Unit, 300 N. Los Angeles St. Room 2315, Los Angeles CA 
90012 — and advised them of this. I never heard any more from them. The back of 
the letter quotes Title 31 United States Code § 3720A to say that “before notifying 
the IRS [they] must…notify the taxpayer who is responsible for the debt that the 
agency plans to refer the taxpayer’s debt to the IRS for offset of any Federal tax 
refund… after providing the taxpayer at least 65 days in which to present evidence 
to the contrary.” Additionally they must “make reasonable efforts to collect the 
debt.” First off, they know I was in prison and not at home. The letter says, “The 
purpose of this notice is to meet these [U.S. Code] requirements.” How can they be 
meeting the requirements by sending a notice to a place they know the person is not 
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at? If it wouldn’t have been for Craig forwarding the letter to me I would not have 
gotten it. Luckily Mark wasn’t handling my affairs at that time. And another thing, 
“reasonable efforts” were being made “to collect the debt.” I was paying up 
according to a schedule set up by the Bureau of Prisons which is a part of the 
Department of Justice. Well, I had no tax refund coming for that year, but not so for 
the next year. (Just for the record, I resumed payments at FCI Sheridan and paid 
$25.00 in May 1996, $25.00 in June 1996, and $25.00 in September 1996. 
Altogether, I paid $200.00 of the Special Assessment. As discussed in pages above, I 
was considering the final $100.00 also paid off by way of Hibbard’s thefts and they 
knew that.) On or about November 22, 1996, after I was back at home, I received 
another letter exactly like the one a year earlier except this one, dated October 30, 
1996, said I owed $200.00. It seems they were still behind in their bookwork. Minus 
the Hibbard crap, I only owed $100.00. Well, I didn’t even respond to this one. I 
made my position on the Hibbard theft very well known when I was in prison so 
there’s no doubt they knew where we stand on the status of this “debt.” Well, as it 
turns out, on April 26, 1997 I received a letter from the IRS stating that they 
“applied” $210.92 of my “overpaid tax” “to a debt another government agency says 
[I] owe.” That government agency being the Financial Litigation Unit of the U.S. 
Attorney’s Office. Why $210.92 and not $200.00? Well the $10.92 part of it is the 
“servicing fee” their Notice speaks about. The IRS letter gave two phone numbers to 
call for information: (213) 894-2470, which I was already familiar with from the 
original Notice, and a “nationwide” number, (800) 255-3545. Well knowing me, I 
called the toll free number first. I’d rather it be on their bill rather than mine. All I 
got was a recording but I left a message. After getting no call back, on April 28, 
1997 I called the toll number and talked to Wanda Belvin. She left it up to me to get 
all my records together to prove that $200.00 had been paid, and when I do I would 
get $100.00 back. I’d still lose the $10.92 though. On the 28th I spent 1.1 hours on 
this crap plus spent $.32 on a stamp to mail her a letter and $.37 for the phone call. 
On May 1st I spent .5 hours on this deal and made another call to her for $.08. On 
May 2nd I invested .5 hours and $.16 for two calls. May 9th one call at $.08 with too 
short a time to log. Another short $.08 call on the 12th. On the 13th I called three 
times — $.08, $.10, and $.10 — put in 1.5 hours, spent $.32 on a stamp, and $.30 on 
xerox copies. And on the 27th I made one short $.15 call. On June 30th I received a 
check for $100.00 and spent .4 hours to travel to and from the bank and wait in line 
to deposit it. When Wanda told me I wouldn’t get my $10.92 servicing fee back I 
called the nationwide number and left a message every day until they called me 
back. Daryl (he refused to give me his last name) from the Executive Office of the 
U.S. Attorney in Washington D.C. called me back on June 12th. I explained briefly 
what is outlined in this paragraph, including the Hibbard fiasco, but he refused to 
return MY $10.92. I kind of said that I hope they don’t mind if I hold back on the 
identity of the culprits in my case until I get my $10.92 back and his response 
seemed to be ambivalent. Knowing what an unfair cost to me did back in ’86 it’s 
surprising they’d resort to such risky behavior again. But I guess you don’t have to 
be a rocket scientist to be one of these people. I do the best I can do to advise them; 
that’s all I can do I guess. Altogether I have 4 hours invested in this theft. At $5.11 
per hour that equals $20.44. Add to that the $10.92 “servicing fee” and $1.99 in 
other costs and we have a total of: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .       33.35 

Do I have a right to be mad? You bet! Am I mad? Madder than shit! Read 
my Medical Advisory/Information: Statement of Facts. I truly don’t suggest 
committing another traumatic stressor again — even in the slightest of ways!!! If 
one thing is very apparent in this whole mess, it’s how much extra  distress can be 
added by merely denying a defendant bail. Those mucky mucks with the power to be 
need to know how much this can end up costing society in the long run. In just this 
one case alone, it adds in delaying solving one of the biggest crimes in Los Angeles 
history, as far as number of direct and indirect victims are concerned. And who 
knows if it can ever be solved at this late date? The obvious lesson here is to avoid 
looking at only the short term “protection of society” philosophy, as Jessner and 
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Hupp were doing. Think of the long-term protection down the line — after someone 
gets out of prison. Is your ex-offender going to be a happy camper on that day of 
release or will he or she be embittered more than ever? Far, far too many of us are 
getting out with a grudge to settle up all because a select number of individuals 
involved in some way with the judicial system chose to act in not the fairest of ways. 
When you make decisions, look at both sides and ask yourself this; is it best for both 
the defendant and society if I make this decision? Do this and society will be safer 
— trust me! 

Total owed me on this case equals: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  $116,666.95 
Calculating interest posed a little more complicated than in past cases. Some 

things, like the money Myrtle and Florence pilfered out of the checking account, 
clearly should calculate from the day of the thefts. But for things they and Mark 
stole, they were not replaced until after I got out of prison. Therefore then, does that 
interest start on the day of the thefts, or on the day I actually incurred out of pocket 
expenses to repurchase them about three years later? For fixing my cracked tooth; do 
I calculate from the day I was attacked, or the day I paid the dentist to get it fixed 
more than two years later? And how about for things that there were no out of 
pocket expenses on? Penalties for tearing up the house, putting me in the hole, 
making me miss my computer class, projected costs I’ll incur to make up various 
events I missed? For simplicity sake, I’ll begin calculating interest on January 1, 
1996, a time when I was more than 2/3 of the way through my sentence. I’d say that’s 
a fair time to begin calculating. If anyone has a gripe, speak up and we’ll discuss it. 
Total owed me by the FBI, ATF, Bakersfield Police Department (relating to 
vandalous/thievish search by BPD only, not to the state vandalism cases listed 
below), Federal Court system, Bureau of Prisons, Aunts Myrtle & Florence, and 
Cousin Mark with interest calculated from January 1, 1996 through end of 1997 
year equals: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  $131,086.97 

(The figures with x in superscript all add up to $70,631.50. This amount is 
subtracted from the above $116,666.95 total and the result is $46,035.45. By adding 
interest to this amount, calculated from January 1, 1996 through the end of 1997 we 
have $51,725.43. This amount is added to a comparable figure in the section tallying 
up the two below vandalism cases to arrive at my story’s full selling price. Need 
another Kleenex? Trust me folks, this is bare rock-bottom price — my mere 
expenses — along with computer class make up on account of Wisehart’s 
arrogance.) 

 
Both these cases are tallied up separately in my Statement of Judicial Debts Receivable and that is 

why there are two separate totals here. Actually there’ll be a third. That’s because my Statement at the time 
of publication only calculates interest through December 31, 1997. Once these two cases with interest are 
added together, I’ll figure the interest from January 1, 1998 through publication day of this book. Assuming 
a buyer comes forward rather quickly, no more interest additions will need to be made. 

 
On December 11, 1996 I was arrested by two detectives from the Costa Mesa 

Police Department on warrants that were issued out of Bakersfield on December 2, 
1993 and Costa Mesa on March 24, 1994 for vandalism. This section includes all 
costs related to these two cases. 

As in the above federal case, I will calculate my time on these two cases at the 
take home pay rate of my last full-time job in 1986: $230.03 per week, $46.01 per 
day, or $5.11 per hour. I originally planned to double my fees for time spent in 
custody within the “holiday zone” (between Thanksgiving and New Years), but 
because costs in the above case are already astronomically high I’m waiving that 
penalty this time. Every minute will count though because of their dirty practice of 
allegedly sitting on these warrants purposely until I got out of prison. If they hadn’t 
of, I wouldn’t have suffered any of these expenses (all of this would have been 
settled while I was doing my federal time); nor would I have done any extra time 
because I could have gotten the time to run concurrently with my federal sentence 
just like Heidi Fleiss did once she was already sentenced by the feds. And 
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concurrent would have been especially appropriate in my case because all these 
crimes happened within the same time frame and were so closely intertwined 
together. I already covered in considerable detail what we learned from the 
Discovery and from the testimony that was given at the various court appearances I 
attended. Every indication is present that they conspired to keep me in the dark until 
after my federal time was over with so they could give me consecutive time. And I 
suspect that Assistant United States Attorney Gregory W. Jessner was involved in 
the cover-up too. 

One thing Bakersfield Detective Ott and his cohorts took during their 1993 
search was a nearly full 5-gallon container of battery electrolyte (acid) which I 
purchased in 1986 when I was vandalizing cars back then. I had already gone 
through one container of acid and had just started on this second one when I was 
arrested by police who had me under surveillance. They never took it during their 
search of our house back then because they never found it. Actually, they didn’t 
search much at all because I admitted my guilt on day one. It belonged to that crime, 
not this one. It wasn’t up to these guys to take it. If police didn’t take it last time, 
then they lost jurisdiction of it. Approximate cost of that acid was: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  7.00 

As mentioned earlier, I took what I thought were all the letters that claimed 
responsibility for the vandalisms from Snake and his minions. Before I threw them 
out I tore off the corners of the envelopes that contained the $.29 stamps and saved 
them. All these stamped envelope corners were taken during the search and all but 
those with circus scenes on them were mistakenly returned when the feds returned 
all my property to my father on January 28, 1994. I would say there are 50 
outstanding circus scene stamps for a total of: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  14.50 

As I mentioned before, on November 4, 1996 I made my first call to the phone 
number listed in that phony lottery-winning letter to claim my “prize.” The cost of 
this 1 minute phone call was: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  .15 

After hearing nothing from them, I called them again on December 6th. 
Cost for this 1 minute call was: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  .15 

I was in jail from the moment of my arrest on December 11th at 2:35 p.m. until 
I was released on bail on the evening of December 18th. We have 9.4 hours on the 
11th. 24 hours per day from the 12th through the 17th. And 23.6 hours on the 18th. (I 
took 3 city buses home from the Orange County Jail and arrived at my front door at 
11:38 p.m.) At $5.11 per hour (don’t bitch, rather thank me for graciously not 
assessing you the 2x rate on account of being within the “holiday zone,” plus some 
extra penalty for screwing up my birthday on the18th) for 177 hours plus $6.20 for 
the 3 city busses all adds up to: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  910.67 

In jail I purchased a toothbrush and toothpaste for: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  2.16 
Because I was promised 100 scratcher tickets and season tickets for two to the 

Dodgers or Ducks I’m not about to let them slide by without fulfilling their promise. 
Because this is not an actual out of pocket expense though, I will assign this amount 
a superscript x. As indicated in the above section, this designation means that this 
amount is not included in the selling price of the complete story of Fedbuster. 
Remembering what little my dad used to win on scratcher tickets, I would say that 
100 tickets would yield a minimum of $20.00 in winnings. Who knows whether one 
ticket would have been a big winner or not, but giving you the benefit of the doubt, 
the law of averages would say no, so only $20.00 will be added here. Costa Mesa 
police told me that season tickets for the Dodgers are available. I called Dodger 
stadium at (213) 224-1400 and found out that ticket prices vary from $648.00 per 
person for seats in the outer reserved section, on up to $891.00 and then $972.00 for 
seats in better sections. I confirmed the cheapest seat price quote I got for the 
upcoming 1998 season is the same as it was for the 1997 season when I was suppose 
to get my season tickets. For the toll call I used a pre-paid calling card I got free as a 
promotional thing with some free minutes on it so you don’t get pegged with phone 
charges this time. Double the $648.00 price for two people and add the $20.00 
scratcher winnings and we have: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  1,316.00x 

Before I got out on bail I made one court appearance in front of Newport 
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Beach Municipal Court Judge Christopher W. Strople in Division 2, Department 90. 
He appointed a public defender to represent me and also lowered Orange County’s 
bail to $10,000.00. (I believe it was originally $25,000.00.) Unfortunately, he had no 
jurisdiction to lower Kern County’s $50,000.00 though. I had Craig post $60,000.00 
to bail me out. To do so, he had to close one of my parents’ high-interest-earning 
savings accounts. The interest I lost by not having the bail money invested, where it 
should have been, will be figured up later. Craig and an attorney had to visit me at 
the Orange County Jail to get my notarized signature on some papers so the savings 
account could be closed by him. He advised me his fees for all this would be 
substantial, but I had no choice. He actually never got around to billing me until 
after he had to bail me out a second time in July 1997, and then made one bill for 
both times. That amount will be included farther down the line in its proper 
chronological space. 

I had a court appearance in Newport Beach on December 19th, the day after I 
got released on bail. Judge Strople offered me 16 months in state prison and the 
deputy DA went along with it. I originally considered it, but then decided to fight it. 
I invested 12.6 hours this day for court and some legal research in the law library. 
Additionally I spent $10.00 in gas and $.20 on a phone call. This totals: . . . . . . . . . . . . .  74.59 

I had my first court appearance in Bakersfield on January 15, 1997. My bail 
was lowered to $40,000.00 but I was also turned down for a public defender. It 
didn’t matter to them that I was indigent at the time of the crime. They go by what I 
have now and that makes me mad — and you know how I am when I’m mad! (I 
ultimately hired Nancy S. Blanton of the law firm, Blanton and Blanton, who I was 
referred to from a toll-free lawyer referral telephone number.) On this day I invested 
18 hours in time and spent $38.17 for gas along with $2.46 and $2.67 for food. (I 
drove up the night before and slept in the van due to bad weather and expecting 
Interstate 5 to be closed the next day.) This totals: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  135.28 

I had a court appearance in Newport Beach on January 21st. While still in Div. 
2/90, Municipal Court Judge Susanne S. Shaw was on the bench this time. I invested 
9 hours in time on this date and spent $12.00 for gas. This totals: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  57.99 

I had a court appearance in Bakersfield on February 5th. I invested 8.5 hours 
in time and spent $24.33 for gas. This totals: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  67.77 

I had a court appearance in Newport Beach on February 10th. Municipal Court 
Judge Margaret R. Anderson was on the bench this day, and remained so for all my 
remaining Div. 2/90 appearances unless otherwise noted. I invested 5.5 hours in time 
and spent $14.00 for gas. This totals: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  42.11 

I had a court appearance in Bakersfield on February 19th in front of Municipal 
Court Judge Charles P. McNutt. He heard our first speedy-trial motion and 
ultimately denied our request for dismissal. On the 20th I had a court appearance in 
Shafter. Ms. Blanton found another warrant on me from this Kern County city 
located about 10 miles north of Bakersfield. We got it consolidated with Bakersfield. 
I stayed overnight in the van but all told, from leaving home to arriving back at 
home, I invested 34 hours in time, $28.50 for gas, $7.66 for food, and $3.22 for 
copies. This totals: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  213.12 

I had a court appearance in Newport Beach on February 25th. I invested 8.5 
hours in time and spent $19.75 for gas. This totals: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  63.19 

I had a court appearance in Newport Beach on March 4th. I invested 15.5 
hours in time (court was running late into the afternoon) and spent $30.00 for gas. 
(Part of the time and gas expense here includes what was involved to find and 
purchase a pair of Celestron 10x50 binoculars. They were stolen from the house 
when I was in federal prison as is detailed in the above section.) This totals: . . . . . . . . .  109.21 

I had a court appearance in Bakersfield on March 5th. I invested 7 hours in 
time and spent $23.00 for gas and $1.08 for copies. This totals: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  59.85 

I had a court appearance in Newport Beach on March 18th. I invested 9 hours 
in time and spent $20.00 for gas and $.20 for copies. This totals: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  66.19 

I had a court appearance in Bakersfield on April 1st. What complicated matters 
on this appearance was that Ms. Blanton called me on the morning of March 31st to 
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inform me that she just received a Motion from Cynthia Zimmer, the Deputy District 
Attorney, requesting the court to revoke my $40,000.00 bail and put me in custody. 
At the time, I had only partially gotten my personal affairs in order to prepare for a 
prison sentence that was seeming to be likely. Now it was a mad rush to get 
everything done because it looked like this would be the last day I would see home 
for some time. I have 37 hours invested for this court appearance because I received 
the call from Ms. Blanton at 9:00 a.m. on the 31st and immediately began my 
preparations. The entire rest of the day was spent in that endeavor right on up to 
catching the bus for Bakersfield. I did not want to have my van stuck up there for 
Craig to retrieve so I took the Greyhound bus. But because the earliest bus arrives in 
Bakersfield too late for me to make it in time for my 8:30 a.m. court appearance, I 
had to go up there the night before. I spent $1.35 on an MTA city bus from home to 
the Greyhound depot, $12.00 for the Greyhound ticket to Bakersfield, $28.00 for a 
room at the Padre hotel, $9.81 for dinner and breakfast (breakfast was fruit I got the 
night before at the restaurant), $4.65 for lunch (the long preliminary hearing lasted 
from morning on into the afternoon), and, because Municipal Court Commissioner 
Louie L. Vega declined to put me in custody, or even raise my bail, $12.00 for the 
Greyhound bus home and $1.35 for the MTA bus the rest of the way. I got home at 
10:00 p.m. — 37 hours after Ms. Blanton’s distressing phone call. Also included in 
this appearance’s costs is $4.82 for dropcloths. My bedroom was already squeaky 
clean from the work I did in putting it back in pre-vandalism condition after being 
trashed on the day of my arrest in 1993 and I wanted it to stay that way during my 
absence. I covered everything with dropcloths that I purchased that day. All this totals: . . . .  263.05 

I had a court appearance in Bakersfield on April 10th. I invested 6.5 hours 
in time and spent $23.50 for gas and $.87 for copies. This totals: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  57.59 

I had a court appearance in Newport Beach on April 11th. Judge Anderson 
exonerated the bail on her own motion and gave me an O.R. release. She noted how 
I had made all court appearances on time. The deputy DA had no objection. After 
Bakersfield’s attempt to revoke my bail last week I never expected this. My 
preliminary hearing was scheduled for this day but the DA wasn’t ready. In 
chambers they agreed to put everything off until after Bakersfield was finished. I 
invested 9 hours in time and spent $12.00 for gas. This totals: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  57.99 

I had a court appearance in Bakersfield on May 8th. I invested 8.5 hours in 
time and spent $24.00 for gas. This totals: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  67.44 

I had another court appearance in Bakersfield on the very next day, May 9th. I 
drove home between the times though and did not stay over night. I invested 7.75 
hours in time and spent $24.00 for gas. This totals: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  63.60 

I had my final court appearance in Bakersfield on May 16th where the case 
was dismissed by Superior Court Judge John I. Kelly because we won last-week’s 
(May 9th) speedy-trial motion hearing. (Superior Court Judge Lee P. Felice granted 
our motion to dismiss.) I invested 9 hours in time and spent$24.00 for gas. This 
totals: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  69.99 

I had a court appearance in Newport Beach on June 13th. I invested 10.5 
hours in time and spent $12.00 for gas and $9.02 for phone calls. This totals: . . . . . . . . . .  74.68 

I had a court appearance in Newport Beach on July 3rd. Judge Strople was on 
the bench this day. I invested 9.75 hours in time and spent $12.56 for gas. This 
totals: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  62.38 

I had a court appearance in Newport Beach on July 11th. I invested 9.5 hours 
in time and spent $13.00 for gas. This totals: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  61.55 

I had a court appearance in Newport Beach on July 24th for my preliminary 
hearing. I already covered how Municipal Court Judge Susanne S. Shaw raised my 
bail and put me in custody until Craig bailed me out. It was after this that he got 
around to billing me for his services for bailing me out both times. Those charges 
are itemized below. 

Truly, the in-custody hours — from about 11:00 a.m. on the 24th through 8:10 
p.m. on the 25th — deserve double my $5.11 hourly rate, if not way more, but 
because costs are already so  high, and I don’t want to price my story too far out of 
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range, I’ll graciously charge only “straight” time. And I should give Snake and his 
minions one extra month of freedom for each day I was in custody this time, but I’ll 
be gracious there too. Too much time has already elapsed. It’s time to get those 
arson victims their long-over-due justice. (Now it’s not that I’m so overly concerned 
about that mind you. I’ve got my own selfish agenda for wanting to get this behind 
me at this particular time, and it has nothing to do with helping anyone else out. My 
reasons are totally narcissistic. You just fortuitously fall into my time-line plans.) 
Also I’m not charging for missing my monthly meeting of the Los Angeles 
Macintosh Group which was held on the 24th. It wasn’t going to be a regular 
meeting with a presenter anyway like it usually is. They only planned an informal 
get together at their “Resource Center.” Despite that, I was still going to go to it and 
I surely would have learned things, like I always do. I got up at 4:30 a.m. on the 24th 
and didn’t get home until 2:00 a.m. on the 26th. That’s a total of 45.5 hours. I also 
spent $13.05 for gas. This totals: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  245.56 

I had a court appearance in Santa Ana on August 5th. I invested 9.5 hours in 
time and spent $11.69 for gas. This totals: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  60.24 

I had a court appearance in Newport Beach on August 15th. I invested 7.5 
hours in time and spent $13.95 for gas. This totals: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  52.28 

I had a court appearance in Newport Beach on October 3rd. I invested 6 hours 
in time and spent $16.16 for gas and $.20 on a pay phone call to Ms. Allyn Jaffrey, 
the Public Defender assigned to handle the speedy-trial motion, to find out why she 
never told me the court date was changed. This totals: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  47.02 

I had a court appearance in Newport Beach on October 17th. I invested 7 hours 
in time and spent $15.96 for gas. This totals: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  51.73 

I had a court appearance in Newport Beach on January 16, 1998. I invested 7.5 
hours in time and spent $12.63 for gas. This totals: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  50.96 

I had a court appearance in Newport Beach on March 20th where the case was 
dismissed by Superior Court Judge James K. Turner who granted our speedy-trial 
motion. I invested 7.6 in time (which included going to Ms. Jaffrey’s office after 
court to pick up a box of papers she no longer needed along with going to the clerk 
in the Santa Ana Courthouse to change the address from Craig’s office to my home 
for the return of bail) and spent $14.73 for gas. This totals: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  53.57 

I had a great deal of time invested in legal research and preparation. This time 
included trips to the law library, reading legal books and pages I copied from them, 
preparing letters for my attorneys, and preparing and updating a letter of instructions 
for Craig to follow in the event I am put into custody. (He agreed to watch after my 
affairs at home once again.) Other logged times include that involved in purchasing 
magazines I would want sent to me in prison and copying legal pages. Dates and 
times in hours are listed as follows; 12-21-96 = 2, 12-23-96 = 1, 12-24-96 = 5.6, 12-
25-96 = .8, 12-26-96 = 4.4, 12-27-96 = 1, 1-4-97 = 4, 1-6-97 = 1, 1-7-97 = 6, 1-13-
97 = 2.5, 1-14-97 = 12.25 (plus $10.00 gas), 1-20-97 = .5, 1-22-97 = 2, 2-18-97 = .5, 
3-19-97 = 1, 3-20-97 = 2 (plus $4.00 gas for drive to MDC-LA to see if they had any 
record of warrants on me), 4-4-97 = 6.2, 4-5-97 = .5, 4-6-97 = 2.2, 4-7-97 = 9.1, 4-8-
97 = 9.3, 4-9-97 = 8.8, 4-15-97 = 9.5, 4-26-97 = 2.8, 4-27-97 = 4.4, 4-28-97 = 4.8, 
5-5-97 = 2.7, 5-6-97 = 4, 5-7-97 = 1.7, 5-11-97 = 4, 5-13-97 = .5, 5-15-97 = 2.1, 5-
17-97 = 8.6, 5-28-97 = 3.8, 5-29-97 = 5.8, 6-10-97 = .7, 6-14-97 = 8.2, 6-15-97 = 
12.5, 6-16-97 = 2.3, 6-18-97 = .6, 6-20-97 = .5, 6-23-97 = .5, 6-28-97 = 3.4, 6-30-97 
= 1.4, 7-1-97 = 9, 7-2-97 = 5.3, 7-10-97 = 1.4, 7-14-97 = .8, 7-31-97 = .5 (to pick up 
checkbook and papers from Craig after he bailed me out), 8-4-97 = 1.2, 8-14-97 = 
1.2, 9-16-97 = 8, 9-17-97 = 6.5 (plus $12.07 gas for interviews with Public 
Defenders Ms. Jaffrey, assigned to handle the speedy-trial motion, Mr. David J. 
Scharf, assigned to handle a trial if the motion is unsuccessful), 9-18-97 = 7.3, 9-29-
97 = 1, 10-29-97 = 4 (plus $11.25 gas for drive to Mr. Scharf to sign papers 
authorizing the Bureau of Prisons to release parts of my file showing I had no 
detainers), 10-30-97 = 2.6, 11-10-97 = 1.7 (plus $3.65 gas for drive to downtown 
L.A. library to view microfilm copies of the Orange County Register to see if I am 
mentioned in regards to the vandalisms and if my father told them I was not 
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involved as he did to a Bakersfield reporter), 12-23-97 = 3.2, 12-24-97 = .5, 12-31-
97 = 6 (plus $10.52 gas for drive to Mr. Dennis M. Nolan, my new trial lawyer, to 
discuss my defense and fill him in), 3-5-98 = 7.1 (plus $9.78 gas for drive to Ms. 
Jaffrey to put finishing touches on speedy-trial motion). All this time, plus 
mentioned gas costs, adds up to: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  1,260.84 

Copy charges (other than ones tallied up on court appearance dates) included 
the following; $1.20, $5.70, $14.23, $4.92, $4.75, $2.25, $2.55, $3.72 (copies for 
probation officer Gulla), $.70, $3.30, $3.51, $.35, $1.43, $7.44, $.17. All this adds 
up to: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  56.22 

Besides the two toll phone calls listed above, I didn’t tally up the charges daily 
during the first few months of this mess. This paragraph includes monthly totals for 
calls pertaining to these cases. They are as follows; $6.54 on the January 1997 bill, 
$.42 on February, $.15 on March, $11.85 on April, $1.32 on May, and $3.10 on the 
June bill. All this adds up to: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  23.38 

From now on phone charges are tallied up daily; 6-16-97 = $2.76, 6-23-97 = 
$.11, 6-24-97 = $.15, 7-24-97 = $3.65 (3 calling card calls), 7-28-97 = $.15, 8-8-97 
= $.27 and $.65, 8-11-97 = $.15, $.15, and $.52, 8-12-97 = $.27, 8-13-97 = $.15, 9-
15-97 = $.40, 10-6-97 = $.27, 10-7-97 = $.52, 12-19-97 = $.27 and $.40, 12-22-97 = 
$.15 and $.27, 12-23-97 = $.15, $1.15, and $.15, 12-26-97 = $.15 and $.27, 
12-29-97 = $.15. All this adds up to: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  13.28 

For postage to mail various letters related to the cases we have; $.32, $.32, 
$3.00, $3.00, $.32, $.32. All this adds up to: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  7.28 

As mentioned in the last section, I subscribe to 4 monthly magazines; Sky & 
Telescope (S&T), Astronomy (Ast), Popular Mechanics (PM), and Popular Science 
(PS). I read and keep every issue. Because I was involved in other chores at home in 
late-1996 through mid-1997 I was not reading my magazines as they were coming 
in. If I was going to go to prison — which seemed rather likely until the Bakersfield 
case was dismissed in May 1997 — I did not want my only copies sent to me 
because they could get lost. I purchased new duplicate copies from the publisher in 
some cases (who charged shipping & handling) or bookstores in most cases to have 
for this purpose. As it turned out, I got around to reading all my back issues at home 
and never needed these extras, but I wouldn’t have bought them if these cases 
weren’t in effect so their cost is passed on. I paid $7.61 for Dec ’96 Ast. (This was 
for the magazine and shipping & handling from the publisher because bookstores 
were already sold out.) $14.95 for Dec ’96 and Jan ’97 S&T from the publisher. 
$10.71 for Jan Ast, PM, and PS from a bookstore. $14.98 for all 4 February 
magazines from a bookstore. $14.98 for all 4 March magazines. $14.98 for all 4 
April magazines. $8.55 for May S&T and Ast. $6.43 for May PM and PS. All this 
adds up to: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  93.19 

As mentioned above, I was denied a public defender in Bakersfield and 
basically forced to hire an attorney. You may recall from some of my other 
statements that I vowed years ago to never pay a fine again or be forced by way of 
pressure, threats, or extortion to pay for an attorney out of my pocket without 
returning that expense back upon them in some way. Fortunately, I have a book to 
sell — actually two if you count Revenge — so this proclamation can be 
accomplished without breaking the law in any way. And the fact that it could irritate 
the money-grabber in the process is just icing on the cake. I hired Nancy S. Blanton 
of the law firm Blanton and Blanton. On January 16, 1997 I paid her $1,500.00 for 
handling the speedy-trial motion and preliminary hearing. On March 14th I paid her 
$500.00 to appeal the speedy-trial motion Judge McNutt denied. On April 1st, right 
after I was bound over at the preliminary hearing, I paid her $6,000.00 for trial. 
Ultimately we didn’t need a trial because she presented the speedy-trial motion in 
Superior Court with new evidence we didn’t have the first time and it was 
successful. On May 27th she returned the unused $3,020.46 to me. Besides her fees, 
I paid all costs she incurred. These included: hiring private investigator Tom Meek 
of THM Investigations and another individual, Robert C. Wall; purchasing a 
transcript; getting copies made; paying for the Discovery, and paying L.A. courts for 
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some papers relating to me. In all it cost me: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  4,979.54 
While we’re on the subject of Ms. Blanton, I should mention that her qualities 

approach those of Mr. Abrams. Like him, she put everything she had into this case. 
After we lost the first speedy-trial motion, she hired a private investigator to delve 
into other evidence she became aware of that would benefit my case. Just when I 
thought the speedy-trial issue was dead she found what we needed, repackaged it, 
and presented it to a higher court. Many average attorneys would have probably 
moved on to the next step after the first denial and my fate, and ultimately society’s, 
would have backed up many steps. 

On June 18th I ordered the transcript for the speedy-trial motion hearing we 
had in Bakersfield on May 9th from the Official Reporter, Ms. Edyne Frassinelli. Its 
cost was $130.00 and mailing the check to her cost $.32 for a total of: . . . . . . . . . . . . .  130.32 

As mentioned earlier, I had Craig bail me out both times. After my July 
incarceration he provided me with an itemized statement of his fees. That statement 
is reproduced below: 

 
Law Offices of Xxxxx Xxxxxxx 
XXXX Xxxxxx Xxxxxxx Xxx, Suite XXX 
Xxxx Xxxxx, CA 90XXX 
(XXX) XXX-XXXX 
 
 

STATEMENT  
 
THOMAS L. LARSEN 
XXXXX Xxxxxxxxx 
Van Nuys, CA 91XXX 
 
ARRANGE BAIL  12/18/96 and 7/15/97 
 
Paralegal Time billed at $85.00 per hour.  Attorney Time billed at $175.00 per 
hour. 
 
Craig Xxxxx, Paralegal 
(7) Seven hours. 
(includes:  telephone conferences with client and banks, travel time to banks 
and County Jail, notarizing documents,) 
 
Jolene Xxxx, Paralegal 
(4) Four hours. 
(includes:  telephone conferences with client and banks, travel time and 
expenses to banks to obtain cashiers check) 
 
Danielle Xxxxxx, Attorney 
(3) hours 
(includes:  travel time and being present at client signing documents at Orange 
County Jail,) 
 
 
 $595.00 Craig 
 $340.00 Jolene 
 $525.00 Danielle 
  _______ 
 $1460.00 
 <$730.00> Family Discount 
 
 $730.00 Total hours. 
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 $300.00 Attorney Service Messenger ($150.00 each delivery to County Jail) 
 $6.00 Service Charge (Cashiers Check) 
   _______ 
 
 $1036.00 TOTAL DUE 
 
_____________________________________________________________ 
 
One can only see the hourly rate I was charged here to appreciate the fact that 

I’m only charging you the take home pay I was receiving way back in 1986. I 
shouldn’t even be going that low, so I hope you appreciate it. Totals to get out on 
bail both times are: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  1,036.00 

Just like in the above case, calculating interest posed a little more complicated 
than in all the others. Different losses happened at different times, and dates that 
interest calculations start need to take that into account. In this paragraph, I’ll 
calculate all interest on these two cases through December 31, 1997. To post the 
original $60,000.00 bail, a 5-year CD savings account earning 6.61% and not 
maturing until February 5, 1997 was closed. It’s remaining $39,075.73 was then 
deposited in the checking account, earning only 1%, in anticipation that I would be 
needing it for legal expenses, which I did. After the judge in Bakersfield lowered my 
bail from $50,000.00 to $40,000.00 on January 15th, it took until May 9th to get the 
$10,000.00. It actually arrived around April 3rd or 4th but Craig failed to give it to 
me until May 9th. (The check come to him as he was the one who posted it.) After 
Judge Anderson exonerated the $10,000.00 Orange County bail on April 11th it took 
until May 7th to get it. After the Bakersfield case was dismissed on May 16th it took 
until June 23rd to get the remaining $40,000.00 back. And beginning July 25th they 
once again had $25,000.00. For simplicity sake, I’ll graciously overlook the loss of 
interest I sustained by transferring that $39,075.73 from a high-interest savings 
account to the low-interest checking account and then keeping it there for most of 
1997 rather than reinvesting it to where it belonged. I’ll also skip over all the extra 
money that was purposely kept available in the checking account and two money 
market accounts which were paying lower interest than I would have gotten 
otherwise. Likewise, I’ll skip over how some, and then all of the bail was returned 
on different dates. I’ll figure lost interest on $60,000.00 for 6 months and on 
$25,000.00 for 6 months. That should be a rather close approximation to what I 
actually lost in interest from day one through the end of 1997. If whoever ultimately 
pays this cost figures it up more accurately and finds that I am overcharging, please 
feel free to speak up and I will adjust my figures accordingly. In reality, I’d bet I’m 
cheating myself a bit though. Lost interest amounts to: $2,250.00. Calculating 
interest lost to money I paid to Ms. Blanton also poses some difficulties. Three 
separate checks went out to her and one came back as a refund when a trial was not 
needed. For nearly two months she was drawing interest on that $3,020.46 rather 
than me. A total of $4,979.54 went out to her. I will calculate interest on that amount 
for the last 8 months of 1997. Lost interest equals: $199.18. Calculating interest lost 
to Craig’s 1,036.00 fee was easy. For the last 5 months of 1997 it is: $25.90. By 
adding up all the remaining figures in the column to the right we have $6,064.07. I 
will figure their interest for the last 6 months of 1997 and that total is: $181.92. For 
the total of lost interest through December 31, 1997 we therefore have: $2,250.00+ 
$199.18+$25.90+$181.92. All this adds up to: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .       2,657.00 

Total owed me on these two vandalism cases equals: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  $14,736.61 
Judge Shaw’s $25,000.00 bail was returned on April 21, 1998. Lost interest for 

111 days at the 5% annual rate I’m using in 1998 is: $380.14. Total owed me on 
these two vandalism cases (including the $380.14) with interest calculated from 
January 1, 1998 through publication date (established as June 1st 1998 for 
calculation purposes) is: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  $15,423.76 

(The June 1st publication date was arrived at as follows: Three days after I got 
Shaw’s bail back I sent letters of inquiry to 15 people and asked for them to respond 



 
 
 

 
243 

 
 
 
 

to various allegations I’m making. I told them they had one month to respond if they 
wished to, but would grant a reasonable extension if they wanted one. Even though 
publication was delayed longer than the one month, only my cousin, Mark, 
responded.) 

(The figure with x in superscript equals $1,316.00. This amount, along with its 
6-months worth of interest, $39.48, are subtracted from the above $15,423.76 
leaving $14,068.28. This amount is added to the comparable figure above 
[$51,725.43] to arrive at my story’s selling price as of the publication date. As in the 
above case, this is bare rock-bottom price — my mere expenses — so don’t snivel 
too much.) 

 
Adding up everything that leaves a grand total of: $65,793.71. Like I told Rappe, Davidson, and 

McNitt so many, many years ago when they were pressuring me to give up MY press and paper, “It’s for 
sale, you can buy it.” (And we all know what its cost them throughout the years for getting it in the dirty 
underhanded way they did — which I’ve never hidden.) Well, I’ve got something for sale again. “It’s for 
sale, you can buy it.” Any takers? Back in the November 11, 1993 edition of the Los Angeles Times (page 
B8) Governor Pete Wilson was quoted during an October 30th tour of fire-burned portions of Ventura 
County, “I wish I could get my hands on the bastard,…I’d like to strangle him.” Let’s see if we can give 
him that opportunity. Anybody want any tidbits? This is provided, of course, that such a transaction is legal 
to enter into. I’m keeping my vow to not break the law. (Surely accepting donations doesn’t break it — 
hint, hint. Although I’m not actively soliciting any, seeing that doing so may require a permit of some 
kind.) Obviously, if I haven’t covered my ass enough, we could always revert back to my statement in 
Chapter 17 — “Snake and the fellas are fictional characters.” So go ahead; take your pick. I’m sure you’ll 
do the right thing. 

But hold on —$65,793.71 may not be the total selling price. Earlier in this chapter I said, “As you’ll 
see, you’re getting a damn good break on time because I’m only charging what my hourly take home pay 
(after taxes) was back in 1986 at the last full-time job I had. Yes, after taxes. All those figures listed below 
are not income, in the sense that they are subject to income taxes. They’re make up, just the same as if 
someone stole your car and later reimbursed you for it or if somebody plows their car through your wooden 
picket fence and then gave you money in compensation for your materials and time to fix it. None of that’s 
income any more than my listed figures below are income. If anyone has other thoughts about that, speak 
up now or forever hold your peace. If it is income, taxable income that is, I’ll adjust the total debt amount 
upward to reflect the amount that will go for taxes so I still end up with full reimbursement.” In order to get 
an idea what that amount would be I calculated my 1997 taxes as if I would have made $65,793.71 more 
than I actually did. I paid $3,915.00 in federal income tax on the taxable income I made. It would have been 
$23,283.00 if the 65 thousand was figured in. That’s $19,368 more going to the feds. I paid $1,124.00 in 
state income tax on the taxable income I made. It would have been $7,196.45 if the 65 thousand was 
figured in. That’s $6,072.45 more going to the state. That means if the 65 thousand is taxable income I’d 
pay $25,440.45 more in state and federal taxes — according to 1997 figures that is. If a buyer comes 
forward to purchase my complete story for $65,793.71 it is with the understanding that he, she, or they will 
pay the extra income tax I get stuck with if it is determined that it is taxable income. I lost $65,793.71 on 
this mess and that’s all I want made up — nothing more, nothing less. (Any excess received will be applied 
to other debts listed in my Statement of Judicial Debts Receivable.) Oh, and also I’m throwing in a 
reasonable number of court appearances free of charge. : - ) (That’s reasonable, not unlimited folks!) Now 
that’s a heck of a lot more than other experts who testify in court do. These jokers get hundreds, if not 
thousands, of dollars for each day they spend in court. Because so much time has passed — meaning the 
fellas obviously no longer have the incriminating things in their possession that they did back on day one 
— my testimony will be more important than ever. (And seeing they’re depending on my word, I bet no 
U.S. Attorney will impeach my credibility as Rappe did back in ’78 [see Chapter 6]. Well then, aren’t I 
tolerating a double standard then? Well ya, sort of. Oh well, I’ll let this one slide by, but it is dirty to 
discredit us when we testify on our own behalf and then accept our word as Gospel when we help the 
government. Grrr.) 

And one closing statement to those readers out there who don’t like my arrogant tone as I belittle our 
criminal-justice system. First off, I’m only reporting what they did. Don’t stone the messenger. Besides, 
freedom of speech protects not only that which the majority agrees, but also the minority. Our country was 
built upon many ideas, one of which was freedom of speech. While laws and morals vary among countries 
and, indeed, among people living within those countries, most people ultimately want the same thing. The 
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ability to live their lives as best they can, without hurting others in the process or being hurt in return. Keep 
that in mind as you live your own life. God bless the First Amendment! : - ) 
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CHAPTER 21 
The Goat 

 
Well, that’s about it — much longer than I expected; and certainly much more personal information 

about myself than I ever dreamed I’d be telling the world. About the only chore we got left now is to figure 
out who come out the biggest goat in all this mess. Most of the inmates, who before this time were the only 
ones to hear the complete story, voted for Maginnis as their choice — after all, the blood trail does lead 
right back to his doorstep. But there are a number of other goat candidates, each worthy of their own level 
of culpability. In the order they first entered my life lets briefly reexamine each one. 

First off, we have Bakersfield Detective Roger D. Ott. Before he come to my house to interview me I 
had departed from Snake and the fellas for what I believed to be the last time. Ott’s suspecting me of the 
vandalisms the fellas had committed sent me into C Y A mode real quick and back to the group to develop a 
plan to keep me in the clear. Out of that return visit came the birth of all the letters and, if my assumptions 
are correct, the fires. On the goat scale of 1 to 10, with Maginnis being 10, how would Ott rate? Remember 
to take into account his redeeming quality, honesty. Surely that contributed to me getting charges dropped 
in Bakersfield — and therefore getting this story out to the public just that much sooner when I didn’t need 
to go to prison again — whereby the fellas may be able to be rounded up that much sooner. On the other 
hand, don’t forget the alleged cover up to keep me in the dark about the charges I was facing. He loses 
points there. Ya think a level 5 is fair? Oops. Don’t forget he was a co-conspirator in tearing up the house. 
Surely a level 7 then. Ya, that works for me. Any thoughts? 

Next we get to Special Agents Richard G. Palacios and Michael P. Gleysteen of the FBI and ATF 
respectively. Now I really didn’t have any dealings personally with Gleysteen, other than seeing him in 
court a few times. Palacios is the one who confronted me at the house and conducted the initial interview 
on the day I “voluntarily” went to their office. Both hold equal culpability for tearing up the house though, 
because they were each instrumental in committing that act and worked in cahoots to do so. They had a 
wide variety of documentation available to them detailing my extreme hyper-sensitivity to such an 
abhorrent practice that it’s amazing they would even consider such a risk. (After all, their own agents 
“profiled” me as a person who would commit such arsons. Of course, they didn’t know of the OATH at the 
time.) Then on top of that, surely they knew they were invited in when they talked to the cop who took 
pictures of the house a few weeks earlier. If it wasn’t for neglecting my strong admonishments I would 
have sung like a Canary back on day one and the fellas would surely be well into lengthy prison terms by 
now. My score? A tad under Maginnis. 8? Tweet, tweet. (Get it? Canary, tweet! Alr igh t  a l ready, I’ll 
move on.) 

Next in line is United States District Judge Harry L. Hupp and Assistant United States Attorney 
Gregory W. Jessner. Now I don’t like the idea of disrespecting the court, and that is not my intent here, but 
the facts are the facts. The chips have to fall where they may. I’m merely reporting the facts folks — I’m 
not inventing them. Judge Hupp’s gravest sin was denying me bail. Jessner shares that of course, but his 
culpability goes much deeper. He sunk into the sewer of deception. While I’m quick to point out that this 
denial of bail extended my self-imposed silence until my release from prison, at the very soonest; in their 
favor is the fact that they were unaware of what their denial was costing society. They honestly believed 
that keeping me in was saver for society. They just had no idea it had the exact opposite effect. (I may not 
have had too many choices at that point-in-time, but I did have the power to see they didn’t get it both 
ways, i.e. safety at both ends of the candle.) They say that ignorance of the law is no excuse to break it — 
not that they broke a law that would be prosecuted — but they had enough documentation at hand to show 
that I was the wrong person to treat unfairly. Even Mr. R. William Crovella II, the U.S. Probation Officer 
doing a probation report for the court before sentencing said such things as, “the undersigned Probation 
Officer would not be surprised if his conviction in the instant offense further aggravates his anger and 
obsession with his concept of ‘justice.’…this Officer remains unconvinced that the defendant’s spite will 
not surface again in the future.…[and] the Probation Officer sees no interruption of this pattern.” They 
knew there would be liabilities for their misbehavior. They’re probably flabbergasted they’re all law-
abiding liabilities whereby they can’t do anything to stop them. See, I’ve “progressed” in my methods of 
evening scores. : - ) — or : - ( depending on which side of the fence you just happen to fall on. My score? 
Judge Hupp; 6 (Gotta’ give him credit for letting me see my mother at the funeral home. That was a biggie. 
And also for not fining me. That’s the thing that really saved him from topping Maginnis’ score.) Jessner? 
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Easily equal to Palacios and Gleysteen on different grounds; 8 (And that doesn’t count extra points for 
bellyachin’ when Judge Hupp refused to fine me. It’s hard to comprehend what Jessner was thinking there. 
I mean, the guy’s suppose to protect society. That’s his job description. Let’s just hope he doesn’t become a 
judge like Rappe did. And if he does, just pray he’s learned to look at the big  picture before he makes a 
decision undesirable to a defendant. Like — is society going to be safer years  down the line for it? Judge 
Jessner? Hmmm. There may be hope with the right training and acceptance of responsibility for past 
mistakes. Take what you’ve learned from this book Greg and go with it. Ya might even get my vote — 
NOT!) (While I’m at a point where I mention Crovella, I’ve got to wonder why he only said, “He indicated 
that he initially seriously considered buying a gun to ‘even the score,’” in the probation report when I told 
him someone showed me a gun and offered to sell it to me. [I only mentioned the hand gun. I didn’t 
disclose the trunk load.] Why fail to mention the other participants? Was there a pre-designed plan to make 
me the only scapegoat in this mess? Darn it, I failed to send him an inquiry letter to ask him. Oh well, 
maybe some news-media hound can pursue that with him.) 

I guess last on our list for the “Fedbuster” case will be two staff members from FCI Phoenix — 
Lieutenant B. Barton, the Special Investigative Supervisor, and Mr. David L. Wisehart, my Unit Manager, 
who was more interested in getting his name spelled correctly than bringing the arsonists to justice. Well, 
he’s got a new name to add to himself now, and it’s spelled G-O-A-T. Both conspired together to cheat me 
out of finishing my computer technology course, even though I could have easily finished it from right in 
the hole. Wisehart, along with other Bureau of Prisons’ staff members, including some as far away as 
Washington D.C. (who read my administrative remedies), conspired to cheat me out of a half-way house 
despite knowing that it would lengthen the freedom time of the only arson suspects we had. For thinking 
that was more important than letting a non-violent ex-sex offender with an ancient conviction go to a half-
way house they gotta’ score damn high on the goat scale. Barton had no part in the half-way house fiasco or 
in placing any obstacles along my path to freedom. Wisehart was the primary instigator of my transfer, so 
therefore I’d say; Barton; level 6, Wisehart; 8, and unnamed cohorts involved in the half-way house fiasco; 
6 (they didn’t have as much documentation in front of them as Wisehart did to know better, plus they were 
fed fraudulent information from the poisoned pen of Wisehart). 

Now it’s on to my two vandalism cases, people I had no dealings with until I got out of federal prison. 
We already scored Ott, so I guess next on the list is Bakersfield Detective Arnold (Ray) Kennemer. He’s 
the one that allegedly sent a teletype to MDC-LA to notify them a warrant had been filed on me. There are 
indications that he and Ott were working in cahoots to keep me in the dark so they could get me right when 
I was getting out of federal prison and eventually consecutive time. And on the Costa Mesa side of the 
fence we have Detective Timothy John Schennum. He too put a warrant out on me but never come a 
looking. I’ll give ’em a 4. They’re less culpable than Ott and they had no part in tearing up the house. 

Although a few paragraphs above I said that, “I don’t like the idea of disrespecting the court,” when it 
comes to Municipal Court Judge Susanne S. Shaw I have no problem with it. Not in the least! She has that 
coming after helping the county pocket interest by banking my 25 thousand bucks in their bank for nine 
months, and that’s plenty of time to give birth (pun intended, got it? 9 months; birth) to a lot of intensified 
anger feelings. She had no business yanking my OR release, which was given to me by one of her 
colleagues right across the hall without us even asking for it — or the DA objecting for that matter. For 
nine God damn months they had MY $25,000.00 to make interest upon just because that cunt — strike that 
word, I don’t want to say that about a judge (although I don’t know why not) — that whatever (I can’t even 
think of a polite word to say in its place I’m so angry), got a wild hair up her ass and stuck an excessive bail 
on me totally ignoring that I had made all of my court appearances on time and had gotten in no trouble at 
all in the slightest, and totally ignoring the documentation she had a mountain of in front of her that I was 
the wrong person to treat unfairly. As you can see from Chapter 20, her sin adds to my story’s selling price 
by an amount equal to the interest I would have earned if my money was invested where it should have 
been, plus the extra fees Craig charged me to bail me out a second time. On the goat scale of 1 to 10, with 
10 being the biggest goat, I’d clearly equate her to Jessner. On second thought (that was my anger speaking 
there folks), back her down two notches; 6. While she extended the fellas’ vacation time by the same 
number of days that it took to get my $25,000.00 back after the case was dismissed, which should account 
for one extra goat point alone, (if I had to wait, then everyone else was going to wait to get this out in the 
open), it nowhere equated to the three-year wait caused by Jessner — or his greater number of severe sins 
for that matter. 

 
So what do you think? What’s your score? E-mail me at tlarsen@fedbuster.com and I’ll post your 

results in a future edition. Just kidding folks. I don’t have my own Domain name yet. I get the freebee over 
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at Hotmail: tlarsen2@hotmail.com. Actually fedbuster would be my pick if I ever decide to get one I think, 
especially if this book takes off like wildfire. Ops, sorry for that pun. Takes off like gangbusters. Is that a 
better analogy? I would like to hear how you rate our candidates though. And as I do new printings of this 
book in the weeks, months, and maybe years ahead, I’ll be sure to include your results for future readers to 
see. 

If there’s any lesson to be learned in all this mess it’s that, despite what crime we may have done, if 
you want us to treat society fairly once we’re released from custody, then you’ve got to take that first pro-
active step beginning on day one and continuing right on through the offender’s last day on probation or 
parole supervision. I’ve said it before, but it bears repeating, “If they choose to play by less than the rules of 
the road, then they dare not have a right to complain if we respond in a like fashion.” Sir Isaac Newton’s 
third law of motion, “for every action there is an equal and opposite reaction” applies forcefully in various 
areas of our lives, even beyond the realm of the typical physicist in the laboratory — and in some cases, the 
reaction has exceeded the action. Like a dog eventually bites back if he’s kicked too many times, in a 
similar analogy, guilty culprits should not continue their misbehavior and not expect to get bitten 
eventually. Tread lightly folks! Do that and my job is done. And lay off the ex-sex offenders so much. You’ll 
find that is the best way to protect your kids. Now go take  on  the  day!  
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APPENDIX I 
 
As I mentioned back in Chapter 4, Snake and his bag of misfits devoured every word of Revenge 

much like a devout Christian would do with the Word of God. To give readers (not wishing to invest the 
$10.00 necessary in order to acquire their own copy) a chance to see some of its teachings, I’ve copied 
selected paragraphs from the tome and pasted them here into this Appendix. When reading it, bear in mind 
that other material goes between those paragraphs that are double spaced. Also bear in mind that some 
things have been added since Snake set his eyes upon it back in the summer of ’93. Enjoy. : - ) 

 
 
Never underestimate a genius with a chip on his shoulder. 

—in the movie Malice 
 
If you have ever been treated unfairly, lied to or about, victimized, cheated, and/or somehow abused 

or unnecessarily harassed, threatened (to admit or plead guilty to something you didn’t do), or aggravated, 
no matter to what extent, by anyone connected in any way with the judicial system — whether while in 
custody or not — this handy book is for you. 

The term abuse, as used throughout this book includes, but is not limited to, any forms of unfair, 
unpleasant, and/or unnecessary; physical, mental, emotional, psychological, financial, or even harassing, 
distress inducing, or mildly aggravating actions, to any degree, which leads to unwarranted uneasiness — 
whether committed accidentally or on purpose. 

I also consider it abuse for them to act with a double standard and treat a poorer or less-prominent 
person less favorably, in any way, than a more prominent, respected, or politically-powerful person who is 
going through the system for a similar judicial matter. Likewise, it is also double-standard abuse to be 
treated different in any other way due to prejudice or bias (because of race, color, religion, financial 
condition, sex, sexual orientation, age, position of status in the community, or personal differences or 
interests) than someone else is. 

This manual contains a collection of costly dirty tricks and underhanded stunts, some with skewed 
humor (but sometimes such humor is the best medicine to deal with the abuses we suffer), that some people 
could be, and/or have been, inclined to use in order to even the score with anyone, or any judicial 
organization, who has earned their heartfelt contempt. It was written for the sole purpose of informing those 
of facts or methods used or thought of being used. Obviously the events, examples, and descriptions listed 
could be based upon actual happenings and real people. If in fact there is any similarity between any events 
that actually happen, it is probably because they did, otherwise any events reported are purely coincidental 
or accidental. 

 
In a preliminary sample draft of this booklet I circulated among state prison inmates and various 

judicial personnel between September 1988 and August 1990 I said that, “last names have been deleted in 
order to protect the innocent, as well as the guilty.” Because sunlight is the best disinfectant, the best way to 
expose these insidious abuses is to get them out in the open and available to the public. Therefore, now in 
the published copy, I see no reason to hide or cover up any dirty rotten scoundrels’ identities or cover up 
guilty culprits’ misbehaviors any longer. Such lies of omission are outmoded, dishonest, defeat true 
understanding, and leave an imbalance in the education of society. Any disinformation in relation to 
powerful people higher up on the judicial totem pole is an unworthy act of man that must be challenged. 

Besides, their actions are part of public records anyway, open to inspection by anybody; and if news 
organizations can publicly expose the names of misbehaving guilty individuals to national audiences, I 
surely can. And if private people can notify neighbors when recently-paroled child molesters are living 
nearby, I surely can. This is done so people can keep an eye out to make sure they don’t misbehave again. It 
is no different with misbehavior-prone judicial personnel. These malefactors’ behavior can lead to 
dangerous conduct being caused just as bad, so we should tell on their tales too. Guilty culprits included 
here are identified in their true identities with warts and all. 

 
The incidents depicted are for entertainment, amusement, and protective purposes only. They are in no 

way intended to be other than educational and/or instructional. They are not portrayed with the intent of 
helping to promote methods, actions, or devices which assist others in breaking the law. This is not a 
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handbook to be used as a guide meant to be put into practical use. It does not encourage breaking laws. 
Each individual has the responsibility to make up his or her own mind as to whether or not to do so, or even 
how far they wish to go to even the score, if they in their own mind of their free will even choose to do so 
at all. Likewise, this material is not advising, recommending, inducing, counseling, commanding, cajoling, 
organizing, procuring, soliciting, aiding, abetting, instigating, inciting, enticing, assisting, promoting, 
teaching, endorsing, or advocating anyone to break any laws, produce imminent lawless action, or willfully 
cause the commission of any offense or crime. It is not treasonous and is against the overthrow of the 
government and anyone who endeavors to persuade anyone to engage in such conduct. It merely is actively 
against the abusive actions of certain members employed by, or working on behalf of, that government. 
Nothing here is intended to obstruct justice in any way. On the contrary, our goal is merely to bring real 
justice for all concerned. Nor is any conspiracy taking place as defined by conspiracy laws as no one is 
together agreeing to cooperate or engage in criminal activity together. I’m merely reporting as an author. 
Not encouraging, but merely “suggest” what “should” be done, and sometimes, “actively suggest” what 
others “should” do. “Speak favorably” is a term I like to use. The author disclaims any responsibility for all 
liability and/or damages. Although this book is about revenge, the author expressly disclaims responsibility 
for any adverse effects arising from the use of techniques described within. Neither the author nor the 
publisher assumes any responsibility for the use or misuse of information contained in this book or for any 
infringements of rights of third parties that may arise from the use of any information in this book or from 
the ideas portrayed in its stories. I assume no responsibility for the readers’ performance or actions or 
behavior towards any of the actions and/or deeds mentioned herein and shall not be held liable for any 
direct or indirect damages resulting from their use. Under no circumstances, including negligence, will the 
author or the publisher assume any liabilities, or be liable to anyone, for any incidental, special, or 
consequential damages of any kind that may result from the information contained herein, its use, or non-
use, even if the writer has been advised of the possibly of such damages. It is sold for entertainment 
purposes only. Be warned. 

The publication of dirty tricks such as these should not be construed as prima facie evidence that the 
author supports or condemns the ideas therein, in whole or part, nor that those ideas represent the personal 
views of the author in all cases. Freedom of the press in this country was founded on the concept of the 
citizenry making informed decisions through an open marketplace of ideas. May the best ideas win. 

While it is not my intention to encourage illegal behavior, I do invite public support for the problem in 
hopes the judicial system will reconsider their abusive actions. In the meantime, the only authority my 
opinions have are the value that a growing assortment of individuals are adopting similar opinions towards 
judicial abuse. Truly, the judicial system is in deep doo doo! It had better police their own members’ deeds. 

Our disclosure of guilty culprits’ identities is also not meant to be slanderous within the legal 
definition in that it has good motives encouraging offenders to correct their behavior and therefore has 
justifiable ends. Our obvious intent is to advocate for changes away from abuses which will aid in 
preventing the tragic kinds of lashing out incidents we’ve depicted. Anything we can do to prevent these 
injustices benefits not only the individual victim(s), but all of society. 

There, that should make judicial personnel cringe at the thought they cannot prosecute me for a not-
extensive-enough disclaimer. Just in case, I’ll add that it is not my intent — specific, general, or otherwise 
— to violate any laws in my writings or speakings. Every attempt has been made to avoid violating the law 
in all wording contained in this book. All such statements I make are to be considered conditional 
statements. Conditional on the assumption that they are legal to say without breaking any laws. If I slip up, 
meaning the condition has not been met, consider them not only inadvertent and immediately withdrawn as 
if they never existed in the first place — but also not stated. My specific intention is to obey the law in all 
behavior, words, and writings for the remainder of my life. Due to the complexities of our legal system 
though, I could conceivably do, say, or write something I do not know is illegal. If so, consider it 
inadvertent and corrected as soon as I become aware of it. 

In fact, this book is still basically in the sample stage after all these years — I am still testing the 
waters for its language content. After all the additions since my “silently” approved sample draft was 
circulated several years ago, some new questionable language bordering on illegality may have 
inadvertently slipped by my scrutiny. If, due to my carelessness, it has, it is purely accidental and not 
intentional in any way. My only intent is to obtain a Maximum Irritation Factor (MIF) of the judicial 
system and, of course, make up monies I should not have lost — currently up in the hundreds of thousands 
of dollars. 

Although it’s conceivable someone could pick up an idea or two to help themselves quell an anger, it 
is no different from a person watching a crime television show and picking up an idea or two on how to 
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accomplish a crime. If that were illegal, many shows would be off the air. 
While encouraging someone to break the law is illegal, it is not illegal to have a personal belief and/or 

opinion about a matter and how one would like to see someone handle it, or even wish someone would 
handle it. There is nothing unconstitutional or illegal about expressing opinions we may have in a free 
enterprise democratic system. This is the United States of America where the First Amendment of our 
Constitution allows us to have our own opinions and beliefs. This booklet is filled with opinions and beliefs 
of not only the author, but of the many people confidentially interviewed in the process of research. As a 
consultant to the judicially abused, the author freely gives his opinions and ideas to anyone interested, 
whether they are a victim of abuse or not. Although I no longer intend to do some of the imaginative antics 
I once did, which we report on here, I honestly do believe that such things can stir up the judicial 
community — and it’s sure time something does! And as I have been known to say in the past, “nothing 
fixes a situation better than a well thought out, aggravation inducing, non-violent revenge played to the 
max.” : - ) 

 
Although this discourse does not suggest or recommend that any person should do any illegal methods 

to even the score, it strongly advocates, and one of our purposes here is to stimulate others, that something 
must be done in order to stop the abuses and/or unfair actions some of us have had inflicted upon us by 
someone who is in some way employed by or in the judicial system. This can include, but is not limited to: 
judges, district attorneys, U.S. attorneys, probation officers, parole officers, correctional officers, sheriffs, 
police officers, jailers, government peace officers such as members of the Secret Service, Drug 
Enforcement Administration, FBI, ATF, IRS, Coast Guard, & U.S. Customs personnel, and all the 
numerous support people associated with these and other organizations not mentioned. Nothing in my 
wording is intended to be a threat of any kind, but rather my statements are merely words of advice on 
expected proper conduct judicial personnel should adopt and follow. 

It should also be mentioned my 1988 sample draft included the following statement: 
THIS IS A PRELIMINARY SAMPLE DRAFT FOR DISPLAY 
PURPOSES ONLY, NOT FOR PUBLICATION OR SALE AT 
THIS TIME. THE AUTHOR APPRECIATES FEEDBACK 
FROM INDIVIDUALS AND ENCOURAGES ANYONE TO SUB- 
MIT ANY CONFIDENTIAL ACCOUNTS THEY WISH TO HAVE 
CONSIDERED FOR PUBLICATION. CRITICISM ON 
THOROUGHNESS OF DISCLAIMER LANGUAGE IS SOLICI- 
TED FROM THOSE KNOWLEDGEABLE IN THIS AREA… 

Various judicial personnel who were sent, or in some way provided with, a copy of my early booklet 
included: Manhattan Beach Police Department; Municipal Court Judge William G. Willett, Torrance 
(current location unknown); Superior Court Judge Cecil J. Mills, Torrance (as of January 1998 he was a 
Juvenile Court Judge at the Los Padrinos Juvenile Court, 7281 E. Quill Dr., Downey, CA 90242-2096. 
(562) 491-8841.); head District Attorney in 1989, Torrance Courts; Mr. W. Kitchell, Program 
Administrator Unit 2, California Correctional Institution, Tehachapi; Lt. J. M. Ferguson, Unit 2, California 
Correctional Institution, Tehachapi; Ms. Mary Figueroa, Correctional Counselor 1, California Institution 
for Men, Chino; Detective Roger D. Ott, Bakersfield Police Department; Special Agent Richard G. 
Palacios, Federal Bureau of Investigation (FBI); Special Agent Michael P. Gleysteen, Bureau of Alcohol, 
Tobacco and Firearms (ATF); Mr. Gregory W. Jessner, United States Attorney, Los Angeles; United States 
Probation Officer R. William Crovella II; United States District Judge Harry L. Hupp; Mr. David L. 
Wisehart, Unit Manager, Federal Correctional Institution, Phoenix, Arizona; Municipal Court 
Commissioner Louie L. Vega, Bakersfield; Municipal Court Judge Susanne S. Shaw, Newport Beach; and 
various other state & federal prison and court officials — some higher ranking. Besides these judicial 
personnel, a private citizen, Mrs. Margaret A. Reeves of Manhattan Beach was also sent a copy in 
December 1988. It is noteworthy that even though each one had an opportunity to respond, not one of these 
characters, or any others for that matter, complained that my test booklet’s language violated the law. 
While there were grumbling complaints about its content by some of the recent examiners (only since 
1993), that’s a far cry from proclaiming a law had been broken. No such proclamations, in my mind, means 
approval by silence — everyone remained neutral. Clearly, the legality of my wording in that sample 
passed with flying colors. I offer my thanks for the time they put in in reviewing my work. 

Since that time though, extensive material has been added and my disclaimer has been expanded 
greatly to cover my ass from all possible judicial attacks. I’m sure certain people I’ve irritated want to nit-
pick my words apart to try to find a violation of law committed in these writings. To those so inclined I say 
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you should have thought about the possibility of repercussions by me before you violated me (especially 
those who knew I was so inclined) and you should be more concerned about smoothing over my ruffled 
feathers rather than ruffling them up to a point beyond any hope of smoothing them over ever again. Get 
your priorities on the right thing people. You have the advantage of hindsight again. Don’t screw it up! 
Don’t come out goats again like too many of you have already done. 

The only major change since that first trial version, other than length, is that I have been able to 
strengthen the manuscript and sharpen my position (particularly in response to how much more serious of a 
threat they really are to us all), with the result that the book is, I believe, a much better presentation. 

While no one objected to my sample draft, it is also true that no one submitted an explanation for their 
misactions (or actions depending on one’s interpretation) that brought them to the forefront and worthy of 
inclusion herein. Because this work is on computer and can be updated frequently I leave an open invitation 
to anybody to explain why they did what they did, and I promise I will retype their side of the story word 
for word and include it in the very next reprint. 

If anyone still sees my disclaimer as not sufficient even after “approval” by the above listed illustrious 
reviewers speak up now or forever hold your peace and I’ll make phrasing changes where necessary. 

 
*** 

 
All that us people who have been abused and/or somehow treated unfairly need to do for these 

officials to succeed is to do nothing. No one can do everything, but each of us can do something. Each of us 
counts. We live in the society we allow to continue. Just sitting back and doing nothing isn’t good enough 
any more. If you’re not part of the solution, you’re part of the problem. First, as people interested in judicial 
abuse — judicial malpractice if you will — reform, we need to recognize our common goal and take the 
necessary steps to achieve it. We need to help others like ourselves understand the importance of these 
issues. We need to take active steps to safeguard each of us victims from the moment the abuse is first 
afflicted upon us until its last and final vestiges are resolved to our satisfaction. We need to create 
appropriate restrictions on our abusers in order to limit the damage these insensitive folks are capable of 
creating. We need to spotlight the absurdities in the judicial system if we are ever going to have a chance at 
eliminating them. Whatever you/we do, don’t leave it to the other guy. We cannot wait for others to solve 
the problem for us; there isn’t enough time for that. We need action now! The inequalities and injustices 
can be changed. We all have it within our power to make it better for us, or at least keep it from getting 
worse. With unity, this can be accomplished. We won’t always succeed — but unless we try, we can’t 
possibly succeed. Just remember, these things happen to us because we allow them to happen. We have the 
ultimate responsibility to determine our fate. If we’re going to keep on getting abused, it’s on us for 
allowing it! Remember that folks. 

 
If we don’t demand what we know is right, no one is going to give it to us. Black slaves had to band 

together and by doing so they were freed. We too must band together and no longer let anyone rip us off. If 
enough of us speak out, we can stop the abuse. If we all have the same response for our perpetrator(s) they 
will then have to comply. We just need to stick together. By lack of protest we tacitly support these kinds of 
actions. Silence from us is interpreted as though we approve of our treatment and that is surely not the 
message we want to send. With strong support we can bring real pressure upon others to maintain a 
reasonable level of fairness and propriety. 

Reaching our ultimate goal will require bold and even somewhat unorthodox steps. Sometimes it is 
the unorthodox that advances our civilization. We must all do our part to enlighten and educate those less 
informed that fairness is on a continuum with the best interests for all concerned. 

 
A different standard of justice needs to be instituted. If we really want people to uphold the law we 

must help stop the stampede of Orwellian officials who use methods that may not be the most appropriate, 
fair, or wise. This includes every person involved with the judicial system that the defendant comes in 
contact with, from the first arresting officer on day one, court personnel as they proceed through the court 
processes, prison staff once they are sentenced, and all the way through parole or supervising officers up to 
their last day on supervision. That should be a primary goal, to help the person discontinue previous anti-
social behavior — and to achieve that end we need to take whatever steps are necessary, even if they are 
not popular with the public. When officials become the enemies of justice, we all lose — the guilty as well 
as the innocent and their loved ones. Fairness in our judicial system must not become merely legal fiction 
taught to students in grade school. If this were to happen, anarchy would result. Justice is a full course 
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meal, not merely an appetizer giving partial satisfaction. When everyone is treated justly, no one’s rights 
are violated. And that is what this country and its laws have been all about since the days of our Founding 
Fathers. That logic must not elude us. 

 
Too often, authorities are at a loss to explain what brought the lashing out to the surface in the first 

place, and are then surprised when they are told what caused it. It’s hard to believe they can do some of 
these things without expecting some repercussions. It’s as if they actually expect us to just accept them as 
normal. The current crop of political officials, judicial personnel, and those tough-minded people seem to 
be the only ones who are totally blind to the fact that retribution is quite likely to occur in some instances. 
In fact, in a way, revenge is much like the weather — it inevitably affects our lives whether we like it or 
not. Truly, politicians and the general public are short-sighted in endorsing these current policies. They are 
a far more costly alternative than is necessary. Obviously, they should be thoroughly reconsidered. A 
realistic analysis of all the costs involved — including those of revenge — would likely show that the 
attractions of such harsh treatments or other abuses are more apparent than real. This has to be factored into 
the loop and considered before any more actions are taken. An ounce of prevention is worth a pound of 
cure — and tha t ’s  the  t ru th!  

 
Why aren’t people concerned? The reasons are easy to find. People are not worried about 

defendants/inmates, and until now there hasn’t been a sense of urgency about it either. Responding in the 
July 6th, 1991 edition of the Los Angeles Times on page A28 about 3 medicated prisoner deaths in non-air 
conditioned cells during a heat wave at the California Medical Facility at Vacaville, John Irwin, Professor 
of Sociology at San Francisco State University and an expert on prisons, said that he, “doubts that the 
inmates’ deaths will spark public outrage. I don’t think the public has much sympathy for convicts. I don’t 
think there’s going to be much reaction at all. I think that’s a horror that’s true.” Truly it is a horror. And if 
the public is not outraged by needless deaths, they surely won’t blink at various needless abuses we have 
thrust upon us every day. I bet they wouldn’t be so unsympathetic if they knew their cars were getting 
vandalized because of those abuses. Maybe then there would be a public outrage to do us right then. 

 
Protecting society is important, but of equal concern should be how will the person act upon release 

from confinement. Average people must understand that harsh punishments and/or any other kinds of abuse 
can magnify the problem by having the opposite of the hoped for effect for some people. A short-sided 
view of eliminating criminal activity only while the person is in custody should take a back seat to the 
broader and wiser view of a positive decision that will aid the person in really wanting to be law abiding for 
the rest of his or her life. What is in the best interest of the defendant must be equated to what is in the best 
interest of society, for only with including both equally is justice really served. 

 
If you don’t like the idea about revenge violating innocent people, look what we spent to get Manuel 

Noriega in 1989; millions of dollars and many innocent people dead when we invaded Panama to get him. 
Where were those upright anti-revenge seeking people? I don’t hear them bitching that the U.S. went 
overboard in their zealousness to get him. Let’s admit it, the U.S. used severe methods to revenge 
Noriega’s misdeeds and there’s no way around admitting that. And there’s no way denying innocent people 
got violated — dead in fact. At least I favor non-violent revenge. It’s too bad the U.S. Government can’t be 
as upright. 

Of course, that wasn’t the first time innocent people in the vicinity of the targeted guilty culprit were 
injured or killed in the name of revenge. Remember when we bombed Libya in 1986 to avenge Muammar 
Qaddafi who was suspected of being the mastermind of terrorist bombings against U.S. citizens. Remember 
all the support most of us all had with the reaction? Remember hearing about the deaths of innocent 
children? Remember the response being merely, “Oh well, that’s too bad. Blame Qaddafi not us”? 

And going farther back in time, what about bombing Japan twice with the most powerful destructive 
nuclear devices ever made and killing millions of innocent civilians and children in retaliation for their 
sneak attack on Pearl Harbor in 1941? I haven’t heard many Americans bitching at our deliberate targeting 
of completely innocent victims. Have you? 

Then on top of that, in June 1993 President Clinton bombed Bagdad in retaliation (revenge) for a plot 
by Iraq to kill ex-President Bush during his visit to Kuwait months earlier. In the process though, 8 
innocent people were killed with rockets that went off course. Do you remember how much public support 
there was for a decision to bomb them even though the risk to innocent lives was very well known. Why 
weren’t the anti-revenge people bellering out there? I guess even violent revenge is acceptable when the 
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perpetrator is bad enough. Let’s carry that philosophy down the scale a little and say that non-violent 
revenge — which is the only  kind this book covers — should also be acceptable when a less bad 
perpetrator has been bad enough. If the loss of innocent people’s lives is an acceptable side effect of 
revenge on a very bad perpetrator, then shouldn’t non-violent revenge with innocent people violated in a 
minor or inconvenient way be acceptable for a less bad perpetrator? Come on folks, revenge is revenge! 
Don’t you dare accept innocent deaths as a by-product of a violent revenge method and then not accept the 
inconvenience or minor irritation of innocent people as a by-product of a non-violent revenge method. And 
don’t you dare consider those soldiers who commit the actual death and destruction (that ends up spilling 
over and victimizing innocent children and other citizens) in the name of the government as heroes worthy 
of the highest praise, while you consider us revengers — who seek always a non-violent method of 
correcting a less serious wrong but without the benefit of government backing — as worthy of the worst 
condemnation. 

What, they’re not the same thing you say? Well, in a way that’s true. Our actions are accomplished at 
some cost to innocent people’s property and/or reputation. Theirs was accomplished at any cost — even the 
ultimate one! Shame on them. But, on the other hand, both were designed to curtail the actions of a bully or 
group of bullies who believed they were doing the right thing or didn’t care if they were, but were doing it 
anyway. Make no mistake, I wasn’t against the Persian Gulf War. Bullies, in whatever form they’re found, 
must be stopped — period! I firmly believe it should be done without physically injuring anyone — even 
guilty ones. And even guilty ones that deserve it. That’s the way I deal with my abusers. Obviously, many 
supporters of Desert Storm do not see that limit to be a prime concern when they want to keep improper 
actions in check. I guess it all boils down to which abuses you’ll allow to happen and which ones you’ll put 
your foot down on. My vote is cast on the side of stomping out all forms — no matter how small or minor 
some seem to think they are. A wrong is a wrong — period! That’s how I live my life; how about you? 

Now while we’re in the general neighborhood of the Persian Gulf War, let’s talk a bit about how 
blame gets passed around from one to another. Just like Saddam Hussein blamed us for starting the 
aggression on Iraq, even though we all know it was him who started it when he invaded Kuwait; we 
monkeywrenchers will likely be blamed for deeds of evening the score even though we know it was those 
who did misdeeds against us who started it. If strong support for violent retribution of Iraq’s misdeeds can 
be gathered, as it was, then in a similar manner, strong support for milder forms of non-violent retribution 
should be gathered for milder forms of abuse. Scuds can be stopped whether they are actually real live 
flaming rockets or just improperly applied tactics fired in our direction. If they fire at us, we gotta’ fire 
back! We just need to launch a campaign at our adversaries as strongly as the U.S. did to its adversary, the 
ol’ Saddam. 

No one seems to call President Bush a murderer or a vandal even though he ordered the bombing to 
begin which resulted in the destruction of innocent people’s property and the deaths of innocent children 
and other civilians. (That’s merely chalked up and justified as, “that’s all part of war.”) Everyone appears to 
accept that Saddam Hussein caused it and that President Bush was just reacting to his actions. They don’t 
say, “death and destruction wouldn’t have happened if President Bush would have stayed out,” which 
obviously it wouldn’t have happened if President Bush did choose to not respond. Instead they say, “death 
and destruction wouldn’t have happened if Saddam Hussein wouldn’t have done his misdeeds.” The blame 
is placed on the original perpetrator of misdeeds, and rightly so, not on the one who responds. In like 
fashion, blame must be placed on the original perpetrators of misdeeds against us when we respond in an 
enthusiastic way, even if innocent people are aggravated. To be effective, innocent aggravated people must 
be made aware of who caused the reaction just as the government makes sure everyone knows Saddam 
Hussein’s actions are the cause. 

And if the majority of Americans can support the decision to continue the campaign until Saddam 
complies with certain terms and conditions, one of which includes making amends for his wrongs, then 
those same supporters should not be so irate if an innocent person’s property only is damaged and that it 
will continue until the guilty one(s) make amends for their wrongs committed. Especially when the real 
perpetrator — the Saddam like character — was advised what he or she was doing was wrong, and there 
could be serious consequences for that action if continued, and that there is an eventual time to pay the 
piper. Make no mistake, I am not putting a minor abusive deed in the same category with Saddam 
Hussein’s atrocities. Likewise, our reactions are nowhere as aggressive or damaging to the perpetrator or 
innocent alike. I am only campaigning how reactions by one party, handled in certain ways, can be 
considerably acceptable against an abuser. This seems true if the reactions are within the same severity 
range as the original actions. 

You know, when you think through this whole situation there is a major irony here. If we speak out to 
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those who act improperly to advise them that they should correct the situation under penalty of retribution 
we probably will be accused of making a threat. Yet when President Bush threatened Saddam Hussein to do 
certain actions or face possible further retribution which, as in the case of all war actions, includes 
unavoidable injuries and deaths to innocent victims and children, he was held in the highest regard by a 
majority of Americans and enjoyed the strongest support of his entire Presidency. Why is it worthy of 
condemnation and possibly prosecution for the little guy — the individual — to put his foot down non-
violently on one form of aggression, but worthy of the highest praise for the biggest guy to put his foot 
down in a fiercer violence-prone manner on another form of aggression? Do we Americans have our 
priorities in the right places? Hmmm. 

Whether it’s President Bush telling the world what Saddam has to do or the little guy telling a local 
cop or judge what his expected conduct had better be, setting right a wrong is setting right a wrong. Why do 
so many people snivel when the little guy sets the record straight? The moral is, the power of revenge — or 
retribution as the case may be — is a power to reckon with. It is a power we all have; big and little alike. 
Used in a diplomatic way as President Bush did, considerable support can be gained. Used in a little guy 
kind of way, as you and I do, considerable sniveling from far too many people is gained. Be advised and 
use your power judiciously. Either way though, the power to change attitudes is always there. 

 
Because there is strength in numbers — along with an opportunity for sharing talents, information, 

and solutions — it may be beneficial to organize and form a non-profit group network or coalition in order 
to provide a supportive environment for judicially-abused survivors. Besides having a place to kick around 
ideas on how to help our cause and respond to abuses as they happen, various techniques could be 
discussed as to how best to enlighten and educate an uninformed public. This task group could encourage 
others to be imaginative in considering new directions and disciplines. Participants should be challenged to 
expand their horizons and to garner as many stimulating ideas as possible for future enterprises in this area. 
Using the catchy acronym; VOCAL  (Victims Of Court or other judicial system Abuse of Laws & 
powers), branches could be formed in various communities as our united strength grows and spreads out. 
With a strong advocacy of people who agree with our goals and principles, our forum will be adequately 
represented to help those of us who have been persecuted. What once was a field of ideas populated by a 
few lonely thinkers defending complete but idiosyncratic theories is now becoming a field characterized by 
healthy individuals sensitive to all forms of abuse; judicial or otherwise. What once was merely individuals 
unable to accomplish anything, now we are united together and defining a common game plan. Together 
we can make a great impact by encouraging these people and letting them know they are not a lone wolf 
howling in the wilderness — that something can be done. By keeping our cause out in public circles we 
could put pressure on and activate more people to step out and help. Let’s hear ideas from readers. And I 
don’t mean just you guys out there. There has to be female avengers around. We need your input too. If 
anyone would like to sponsor a VOCAL chapter in a given area please feel free to write and I will get 
you in touch with other interested advocates in your area so you can begin communicating together and 
making a difference. Before groups like this start discussing any useful tactics to accomplish their goals 
though, they make sure they announce out loud to everyone present a thorough disclaimer stating how 
everything said is for amusement purposes only etc. etc. and not meant to be put into practical use, much 
like how I began this book. This way, if there are any uninvited law-enforcement snoops in the audience 
trying to collect information from those “conspiring” to accomplish some deed, they will have their asses 
covered. This way their discussions can’t be interpreted as being actual plans to commit a crime. Stating 
one’s position up front will cover them from any set up or entrapment method snoops may have in mind. 

Like any good organization, VOCAL should state its official position in writing and adopt a 
Constitution of some kind. A final approved document will hopefully incorporate the wisdom of many 
people, but to get the ball rolling, let me put out some of the ideas those of us in prison come up with as a 
beginning format and we can all take if from there. 

 
CONSTITUTION 

 
Victims Of Court or other judicial system Abuse of Laws & powers (VOCAL) is an organization 

founded in response to abusive practices of any nature which are perpetrated against any person or persons 
by anybody involved in any way with the judicial system, whether officially or unofficially. Its membership 
is open to all individuals sympathetic to the plight of judicial-abuse victims and survivors. We recognize 
the dignity and personal worth of every individual — whether ex-con or not. VOCAL is strongly opposed 
to judicial personnel inflicting any degree of unnecessary and/or unfair action(s) or aggravation(s) — be 
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they physical, mental, emotional, psychological, or financial in nature — upon any person (either 
accidentally or with spiteful purpose) which is currently in a position of being unable to resist its injuring 
effects. Included in our list of prohibited misdeeds are: lies of any nature; being cheated or cost money; 
having personal property messed with or taken without permission; having emphasis placed on the wrong 
thing; being overly picky on one item while another item is unfairly neglected; being threatened; getting 
harassed, belittled, or taunted; being treated differently (double-standard like) than another person is when 
going through the judicial system for a similar matter; and anything that leads to a condition of distress or 
uneasiness that is unwarranted. VOCAL’s goal is to end the long-standing abuse and persecution of 
powerless people who come into contact with the judicial system by:  

(1) empowering people to get off their duff and make sure the judicial system does not get 
away with whatever improprieties they might level upon us; 

(2) building a broad support network for such victims of abuse and persecution where together 
we can gain more judicial experience and develop a realistic strategy how to counteract 
their devastating tactics; 

(3) educating the public on the malevolent nature of our country’s judicial system in far too 
many instances; 

(4) cooperating with other competitor groups in the judicial-abuse activism movement and 
exchanging information that has been found to be useful in the accomplishment of our 
common goals; 

(5) putting abusers on alert that we are on to their immoral and iniquitous ways and that we 
have resolved to not let any more misdeeds go by unpunished; 

(6) supporting various methods of non-violent retribution against guilty culprits who have first 
been advised of their misbehavior and strongly encouraged to modify their conduct to 
within proper boundaries; 

(7) empowering people that they do not have to take abusive tactics of any nature, any longer 
— from anybody; 

(8) promoting a general environment of widespread fairness where we can heal the emotional 
wounds left by our status as a persecuted minority.  

One of the prison chapters of VOCAL I was involved with some time ago come up with these goals, 
or “Statement of our Principles” as they termed it: Achievement/Aggressiveness: We set aggressive goals, 
and drive ourselves to achieve them. We recognize that this is a unique time, when our actions can change 
the way abusers conduct themselves. It’s an adventure and we’re in it together. 

To be most effective, we must devise timetables for our abuse-reduction goals, both for the short term 
(achievable in a year or less) and the intermediate term (1 to 10 years). Much can be accomplished by 
setting up practical objectives and agendas. This not only paves the way for real progress, but also keeps us 
from becoming discouraged when we are not victorious immediately or, worse, suffer a setback. To 
maximize success, however, we must thoroughly know the subject, be prepared to expend effort, always 
tell the truth right to the point, offer them solutions, and attack the system not people. Tackling short-term 
goals can lead to immediate relief or a sense of achievement. Think of how much we could accomplish if 
every victim and every victim’s support VOCAL like group were to resolve to undertake at least one 
simple project every year to help lessen the infliction of further abuse. Judicial abuse is a monumental 
problem that will not disappear overnight. We are convinced it can be solved, but only if a concerted effort 
is made by enough persons over a sufficiently long time. While it might take a number of years to conquer 
the widespread forms of abuse everybody seems to be committing, immediate gains are possible if we form 
smaller coalitions to concentrate on specific problems. If we win enough small battles we can eventually 
win the war — or at least give them a hell of enough reason to think twice about their actions from now on. 

Each chapter of significant size could form separate focus groups. The goal of these sub-groups would 
be to have open and frank discussions on the various important issues each one addresses. Possible 
individual focus groups could be titled: 1) Education and community outreach, 2) Membership, 3) Activism 
and current/emergency issues, 4) Linkage with other revenge (anti-abuse) groups, 5) Research of new 
abusive laws and practices as they affect our people. 

Early on in my job as a Judicial Abuse Consultant an Activist, I became aware of one thing; 
Revengers come in two varieties. Some push the envelope from within, squeezing out every last fairness 
they’ve got coming by only using non-violent means. Their insights can turn judicial misconduct into a 
settled debt without any physical injury to anyone. But then there are revengers who perch outside the 
envelope and stir up trouble. Impatient with the pace of progress, and bureaucratic red tape, they stretch 
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into more violent tendencies, often mixing and matching ideas from various revengers dedicated to a 
common goal. Early on I developed the OATH and today require it as a condition of membership in 
VOCAL. Why what self-respecting organization would be worth its muster without an Oath? Or even a 
theme song? Our “fight” song as I call it. It was written by members of the Corcoran chapter of VOCAL 
when I was imprisoned there in 1990. It’s sung to the tune of the Christian Hymn “There Is Power in the 
Blood.” Sorry no musical scale accompanies it folks. Just drag out your ol’ Hymnal and you’ll find it right 
in there. You do have a Hymnal don’t you? Both the OATH and theme song are reproduced at the end of 
this book where they can be devoted to their own separate pages. As far as the motto, here it is: We’re  
fur ious,  we’re  f ierce,  we’re  in  your face — get  used to  i t !  

As you can see, all this is still in the developmental stage. But even with that, always be sure to abide 
by the “VOCAL Way.” Never resort to violence. There’s an anti-judicial abuse movement in the air 
folks, and it’s growing! Jump on the bandwagon and join us. It’s going to be quite a ride. We may get a few 
arrows in the back for our efforts, but I guess you got to expect that whenever you accept the role of 
“pioneer.” 

“Never doubt that a small group of thoughtful, committed citizens can change the world; indeed, it’s 
the only thing that ever does.” —Margaret Mead 

 
Maybe we collectively can make a difference. Sometimes I stop and ponder, will this work appear in 

the historical records when the scholars of an age still to come recoil in contemplation of the cruel ways 
people were treated. If power leads men to arrogance, maybe this work will help bring them back in line; 
maybe these words will be the candle that lights the fire to ultimately bring about the fairness we deserve; 
maybe Big Brother will pause, check itself for fleas, and scratch before the next mad scramble to screw 
someone over. Maybe it will set new standards for itself. Something better do it before it’s too late, if it 
isn’t already! Corrective measures this late in the game may prove to be harsh medicine to some special-
interest groups, but there’s no easy solution to satisfying those kinds of people. We’ve got to expect that 
and move around it. Is this too strong a stand? I don’t think so. After all — look at the alternatives and 
consider the consequences. All that is essential for the triumph of evil is that good people do nothing. 

 
Sometimes a prosecutor will go all out to win a conviction, even though he or she knows the person 

isn’t guilty, just so they can “earn” a conviction on their “score card” and claim a victory. They may even 
gain political momentum in the process of their shenanigans. This gives them “brownie points” for their 
supervisors to see and that’s what they really want. This is the ultimate form of abuse — the ultimate 
injustice committed against anyone. 60 Minutes exposed some of these practices in a March 1989 episode. 
They reported how known unreliable inmate snitches are used in big cases to testify on individuals they 
want convicted at any cost. More than a year after this exposé, the Los Angeles County Grand Jury sharply 
criticized the District Attorney’s office and the Sheriff’s Department for tolerating suspected perjury from 
snitches and rewarding them for their cooperation with leniency on charges they are facing. My question is, 
when they found out about this travesty, why didn’t we see all those guilty deputy district attorneys get 
prosecuted — and punished? This should make as much news as when a heinous serial criminal is 
captured. I’ll bet those guilty DAs are still on the job. Whenever they use unreliable information from an 
unreliable source to convict someone to “win” a conviction and make themselves look good and their job 
easier they need to be made to suffer in the severest way possible. They should do the same amount of time 
that the innocent person they tried to set up would have done in prison — and not at some easy-to-do-time 
minimum custody camp either. (According to 60 Minutes July 26, 1998 episode it’s still happening. Grrr!) 

The July 19, 1994 edition of USA Today even did a story on this and said how “…prosecutors — 
knowingly or unknowingly — relied on fabricated, mishandled or tampered evidence to convict the 
innocent….” (page 1A). “Faking or lying about evidence is not out of the ordinary at all,” says James 
Starrs, a George Washington University law professor who specializes in forensic science. “There are so 
many things of this kind, I’m horrified.” (page 2A). Our system of justice can’t be left in the hands of 
criminals like this. It demands everyone’s effort to find the truth — and we shouldn’t settle for anything 
less. 

These are classic examples of why we shouldn’t treat others fairly when we are not treated fairly by 
others, especially those in a position of power that are suppose to know better. What is so anger provoking 
is they will take the word of these snitches as gospel truth even though they are known criminals, but if we 
have a previous conviction on our record and are testifying on our own behalf for a new case our word is 
“impeached,” meaning we are a less reliable witness and our word is not as gospel. 
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More than a few wicked malefactors will even know a person is not guilty of all the elements of a 
crime necessary to sustain a legitimate conviction when they prompt him or her to plead guilty anyway, 
sometimes under threat of some higher charges they know are even less valid.… 

I know several of the most politically-active VOCAL members in prison who had been victimized 
by this tactic were seeing to it there is a considerable impact on the judicial system in one way or another. 
“And they shall live with what they have created and they shall find no redemption in laying guilt at an 
innocent man’s door.” We are the violators that violators have produced. I too have been a victim of this 
horrendous practice and am very irate and vocal when speaking on this subject. When they threaten 
someone to plead guilty — or even no contest, which still “wins” them a conviction — to something statute 
says they are not guilty of it is nothing less than state-sanctioned extortion. Make sure they know that and 
are treated as extortioners are treated. Let’s turn those “brownie points” into pie on the face for our guilty 
culprits. This is especially needed for those scoundrels who do whatever is necessary to further their careers 
and make themselves look good. Things like this set a very dangerous precedent. These are the dangerous 
people in our society. Make sure they don’t get rewarded for their aggression. I remember when President 
Bush addressed the nation about the invasion of Kuwait. When he told us that, “aggression will not be 
rewarded” this brought applause from a majority of Americans. The thing is, stopping any form of 
aggression should be applauded, whether it be an invading army; or an invading prosecutor. Open the 
floodgates, bring the offenders to their heels, ram it down their throats. Wage a campaign against abuse of 
all kinds. 

A May 1990 episode of Geraldo also dealt with overly aggressive prosecutors and police who connive 
to convict a person they know is not guilty. Experts on judicial-system practices acknowledged incidents 
such as these are happening and people are being left bitter, angry, and feeling abused. They clearly say 
prosecutors and others should be held in the loop of accountability. Doctors are, by way of malpractice 
lawsuits when they screw up. They’re not immune. Why can’t we sue these wicked judicial malefactors? 
Why should they have the luxury of immunity? Why shouldn’t we get the defense attorneys we hired paid 
for by them? Why don’t we get paid for the time we did in jail when we couldn’t bail out? We cannot agree 
more. Unfortunately, no mention was made to the consequences their actions sometimes bring about. That 
is where this work picks up the ball — where they left off. Together we can depend on our own resources 
to hold them accountable. Just make sure they understand they can’t do these things and expect to slither 
off to gloat in a victory. Maybe members of a group like VOCAL could publish these unindicted 
criminals’ activities along with their home addresses for distribution among the county jails and 
courthouses for defendants attending court proceedings from the streets. Maybe they can be picketed at 
their homes like anti-abortion people do to doctors that perform abortions. Our goals are the same. They try 
to get the doctors to stop doing abortions, we try get the abusive judicial person to cease their wrong 
activities and straighten up. If they knew their addresses were out and about maybe they would be more 
careful. I sure wouldn’t want my address known to someone I screwed over. 

A November 1990 episode of 60 Minutes further addressed the issue of being illegally set up by lying 
police. They told of police in Oakland, California planting drugs on people to make arrests, stealing 
personal money, and beating people all because of a quota system to keep their jobs. Interviewed cops 
admitted these things and even of lying in court to back up their fellow cops. It has now been exposed and 
the law is dealing with it, but who knows how long it was building up to this point. The thing is though, it 
went on as long as it did because we victims let it happen. If the victims revenged each incident there surely 
would have been a public outcry to stop it or else. And public outcries do get results. The Rodney King 
beating cops would have never faced a second trial if there wouldn’t have been pressure on the higher ups 
to get some justice. Even those of us lower down on the judicial totem pole aren’t apt to face federal 
charges after we’re found not guilty in a state court. 

(Actually, as much as I wanted to see the cops get convicted, the second trial really wasn’t proper after 
they were found not guilty the first time around. But they wanted a conviction so bad they were willing to 
overlook that in order to make up for the wrong decision at the first trial. This was a case of where two 
wrongs did make a right. The not guilty in the first trial was wrong and the guilty in the second one was 
wrong. But being found guilty there made up for the wrong decision in the first one — two wrongs made a 
right. It was a dirty tactic, and something I would classify as abuse if it were to happen to me, but it shows 
of the over amount of power they have if they really want to get somebody at any cost. This time it worked 
to correct the wrong decision in the beginning, but remember, it only happened because of public outcry. 
That was the key. Now if our wrong monkeywrench behavior as a response to their wrong original behavior 
gets a wrong changed into a right is it then O.K.? Hmmm.) 

And it’s just as deceitful when police are too quick to stop looking for a more valid reason for an 
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offense or the true guilty party when they have one in custody that seems to fit close enough to be able to 
convict “beyond a reasonable doubt.” As long as they can clean up the books with the person they’ve got 
that satisfies them. The October 23th, 1993 edition of Fox’s Front Page reported on a forensics “expert” 
falsifying blood samples and other evidence in rape and murder trials to link the most likely person police 
merely think did it. How many innocent victims have gotten stuck on something of this nature when police 
were too lazy and/or careless — or worse yet, purposely botched — to be sure the one they had was the real 
guilty party? Guilty officers who hang it on somebody and go no further should be made to do the exact 
same amount of time in prison — and at the same prison — that the innocent person spent before the 
mistake was corrected and he or she was released. And when they purposely falsify something that’s when 
they really need to be slammed down hard! 

 
The implications of this kind of acid-splashing vengeance we talk about here have ramifications far 

beyond this isolated case. Let’s pose a hypothetical scenario. A vandalism of this nature could conceivably 
make more typical people aware of our plight than many other methods of vengeance already covered. 
Some would say vandalizing innocent people’s nice new cars that are not connected with the judicial 
system is not right. Let’s look at the issue from an oppressed and abused person’s point of view. Some of 
them say it’s the rich people that want us to receive severe punishments and then they are the ones that 
don’t care how we’re treated when we get them. These are some of the people responsible for pressuring 
the judicial system to get tough at any cost. And what a cost it can be as we’re seeing. In this point of view, 
typical people aren’t so innocent after all. Their get-tough policies often result in us losing more than the 
value of their nice cars’ paint jobs, in paid out exorbitant attorney fees and lost income from work for a 
given period of time. This financial loss is not even considered as part of the punishment, either officially in 
writing or unofficially. And if it’s not considered as part of the punishment, one should not sit idly by and 
allow it to happen to themselves. As this fearful era of get-tough policies continues and the costs mount I 
hope this work will sharpen the perspectives of the proponents of both the get-tough school and those 
liberal-thinking individuals sympathetic to our cause. Something better shake them up before more damage 
is done. 

Some are of the opinion that if a multitude of abused people were to splash up the town so to speak 
and then notify judicial people in the higher echelon such as the Chief of Police, the head District or U.S. 
Attorney, and the Chief Judge of a particular court jurisdiction etc. it may have enough impact to force 
some changes. Involving the various news media in a letter-writing campaign may also help our plight to 
get coverage in a wider audience. And, of course, informing the individual splash victims isn’t a bad idea 
either. 

Imagine the easily-committed damages incurred by one vandalistically-inclined person driving slowly 
by just one line of parked cars splashing each one once and then multiply that by even a small percentage of 
abused people — say 100 — doing it all day long for just a few days and you can see the implications. The 
judicial system would surely feel the pressure to change wouldn’t they? There’s no question these are 
excessive measures, (just as are the excessive charges filed against us more serious than what we had done, 
just as is the excessive bail set on us to get out on, just as is the excessive punishments meted out) but as 
we’ve said before, sometimes you have to hit the mule between the eyes with the board to get its attention. 
You know how stubborn mules can be; and judicial personnel. Sometimes traditional methods of reasoning 
are not enough. As more and more of us gather battle scars — particularly the deep ones — more victims 
are adopting the attitude that we have the right to even the score. 

 
The September 2nd, 1993 edition of ABC-TV’s Nightline addressed the issue of arrested people being 

actually forced to confess a crime while their conversation is being tape recorded. Sometimes they lie and 
say they have more evidence on you than they really have in order to try to get you to confess. If they can’t 
get their convictions in the proper way and without lying & conning they best not complain when we do 
sneaky things back to help others avoid capture. Listening in on police radio frequencies and tipping off 
others under surveillance is quite satisfying to alleviate lingering angers as it pertains to these sneaky police 
tactics. The moral to this is when you are arrested they tell you that you have a right to remain silent. Do 
it!  Keep your damn mouth shut! Remember, a fish gets caught by opening its mouth. Don’t give them an 
easier way to convict you. Don’t make their job easier. Let them bring out whatever they have on you in 
court and work a deal from that point. Any time earlier; shut your trap no matter how tempted you are with 
a lie to try to clear your ass. Trust me on this. On more than one occasion I spoke up in an effort to try to 
talk my way out of something and inadvertently gave them information they were able to use to get more 
on me and by piecing it all together I got screwed worse than if I had kept my big mouth shut. I can’t make 



 
 
 

 
259 

 
 
 
 

it any clearer — shut your mouth no  mat te r  what!!! Make sure you don’t aid them in their job. That’s 
their job — not yours. And just because they aren’t writing all of your statements down don’t let that fool 
you into talking. These interview rooms are wired for recording. Always assume anything and everything 
you say is being recorded. If mirrors are present you can also bet it is a one way setup and that a camera is 
on the other side taking your picture. Actually, with such small cameras now-a-days they don’t even need 
to do that. A book on a shelf across the room could easily hide one of these micro cameras. One trick they 
may use to try to get you to talk is what is known as the “good cop, bad cop” routine. One cop will be real 
mean and threatening to you for awhile and then the other one will come in and question you real politely. 
Their con here is that you’re more apt to spill the beans to the nice guy as a reward for him getting the other 
one away from you. Watch out for this trick and make sure you don’t get sucked in to their web. They’ll 
use anything to try to get you to talk. When I refused to wave my rights I was told that from that point 
forward anything I say cannot be used against me. Like a fool, I let my guard down and talked more freely. 
It is true that if I would have had a trial, any of my statements could not be used against me. The thing is 
though, my recorded statements were played to the deputy district attorney handling my case and with the 
additional information I spilled he got a higher bail set by the court and refused to deal as well as he should 
have. I can’t emphasize it enough — zip it shut; no matter what!…Tragically, because DAs have immunity 
to purposeful lying and abuse we don’t have the option to prosecute them in legitimate court proceedings. 
Where does this leave us? Forget it or revenge it, that’s all we’ve got; and you know my feelings on that 
matter. The judicial system’s stance should be if they are going to take action against us, they should act 
responsibly. It’s wrong to leave them a “legal” way to commit these offenses. They need to be stopped 
before they’re allowed to victimize anybody else. 

 
This is the last seemingly accepted form of abuse our country still allows and encourages. We are the 

latest group, in a long list, of people who have suffered some form of oppression at the hands of 
governments. Apparently we’ll be the last too. I don’t believe modern society will ever again tolerate 
oppression of any other groups. Those of us who are at harmony with our recently acquired true inner 
strength wonder how otherwise good people can be so cruel. The fact of the matter is simply a lack of 
understanding on their part. It’s the teachings like this that place mankind out of balance. Why don’t more 
people see what we are doing to ourselves? When we are out of balance, humanity loses. As we have 
shown, judicial abuse is not an issue that only affects those that it is directed to. It is not a specialized issue 
affecting just us. Like all forms of prejudice and abuse, any threat to any of us is a threat to all of us — 
offender and non-offender alike. It’s time to stop, that’s all there is to it people! We need understanding, 
not aggravation. 

 
One wonders why this tendency to even the score should surprise them so much. After all, we keep 

hearing professionals warn us that when kids are victimized in some abusive way they are more apt to grow 
up and become an abuser in return as a way of regaining the loss of power they felt at the time. They like 
the feeling of power over others to alleviate the feelings of powerlessness they once had. They like the 
opportunity to heckle others to return heckling they once had inflicted upon them. And this, in fact, is 
exactly how we abused revengers feel. This is an exact analogy to our regaining lost power our victimizers 
took from us by their misdeeds. We want to feel we have the power to bring them to their knees. We want 
to heckle them back. We want to have our power back. We want some control over something. They know 
what previously abused and now grown kids are prone to do. So why do they continue to abuse us and then 
not expect us to grow into it? Why can’t they see how today’s judicially-abused person will likely become 
tomorrow’s judicial abuser? Can they be that stupid? Can they become smart? Hmmm. Experts agree we 
draw “social maps” based upon our experiences in life and tap into this storehouse which becomes a guide 
by which we later live. What does this map look like to a person who has been abused? Need you really 
ask? Remember, my dear judicial-abusing “friends,” you are suppose to be doing things that will decrease 
undesirable behavior in people, not increase it. Got that? For the sake of all of society — I hope so. 

 
Something should be done with these misbehaving culprits though. In far, far too many cases police 

shoot to kill when shoot to injure and stop would have accomplished their goal of taking the suspect into 
custody and assuring their safety just as effectively. I overheard one officer brag to a fellow officer he 
always goes for the kill because he knows he has the backing of LAPD “policy” and the law to back up his 
kill. That’s a horrible way to think. Just because you have the law on your side doesn’t mean it is morally 
right and proper to take a person’s life when another viable option is clearly just as effective and safe for 
the nearby public — like aiming for a non-vital part of the body. And they think we’re sick, vindictive, and 
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inhumane when we seek to obtain retribution in non-violent ways? What do you call it when a person will 
happily go for a kill despite other alternatives just because he is doing it within approved “policy” and will 
garner high praise for marksmanship from his fellow workers who see it all as just a game of skill? Do you 
get the hint somebody’s priorities are a little out of wack? Do you begin to see why police get shot at by 
those who don’t respect the value of human life because they view police officers as having that same lack 
of respect? If police want the respect of life and safety they currently are lacking, don’t you think they had 
better start showing respect for our lives first? Hmmm. 

Because police get targeted at random whether they are the good guys or the bad guys, maybe the 
good guys — which end up suffering on account of the bad guys — who have the proper respect had better 
start educating those kill-happy guys that alternate behavior will be better for all concerned. Let them know 
that, despite training to the contrary, criminals are people too. Don’t let them de-personalize their actions of 
“killing” a “human being” by adopting kinder words and calling it “neutralizing” a “problem.” Face up to 
it, whatever glossy words are used when referring to us, we are still living breathing personal human 
beings. Get with it guys. There are a lot of dead people that were killed “legally;” but not morally — and 
surely unnecessarily. Wake up to the value of life; of all life — criminal and non-criminal alike. While 
actions of this nature garner praise and glory from peers in the law-enforcement community, unforeseen 
consequences are also bubbling to the surface. Rather than honor their actions with “outstanding 
achievement” awards, let’s instead put them on a list of individuals who need to be leashed and heeled. 
Criminals are people too. People! Get it? Not inanimate or faceless objects to be treated as chattel. 

 
 
Reminder: You know where to get your own personal copy of Revenge if you want it — the address at 

the beginning of this book. Cost? Just ten bucks — for all 114 pages of it plus its back cover which says: 
 
 

Ever See Yourself Wanting to Throw a Monkey 
Wrench into the Wheels of the Judicial System 

and Really Gum up the Machinery?  
Some say if the judicial system treats you unfairly or somehow screws you over 

you have to accept it as if it is the normal thing to do. Hogwash! Bull cocky!! WE 
DO NOT!!! These are the ’90s; we don’t play that game any longer! We’re not 

defendants or inmates from your father’s era. Although we may have to 
temporarily accept the unfairness when we’re in no position to stop it, that’s no 

reason to let them slither off and think they put one over on us.  
In Revenge on the Judicial System: Don’t Get Mad, Get Even!, author Thomas 

Larsen, a Revenger for over three decades, enthusiastically encourages and helps 
you to overcome the idea that you have no option but to accept judicial 

unfairnesses sight unseen. By understanding various options available, cheated 
angry people can harmonize their feelings into ways to bring it full circle and back 

onto those who treated them unfairly.  
If you have ever been treated unfairly, lied to or about, victimized, cheated, and/or somehow abused or 

unnecessarily harassed, threatened, or aggravated, no matter to what extent, by anyone connected in any 
way with the judicial system — whether while in custody or not — this handy book is for you.  

The term abuse, as used throughout this book includes, but is not limited to, any forms of unfair, 
unpleasant, and/or unnecessary; physical, mental, emotional, psychological, or financial, aggravating 

actions, to any degree, which leads to unwarranted uneasiness — whether committed accidentally or on 
purpose. I also consider it abuse for them to act with a double standard and treat a poorer or less prominent 
person less favorably, in any way, than a more prominent, respected, or politically powerful person who is 

going through the system for a similar judicial matter. Likewise, it is also double standard abuse to be 
treated different in any other way due to prejudice or bias (because of race, color, religion, financial 

condition, sex, age, position of status in the community, or personal differences or interests) than someone 
else is.  



 
 
 

 
261 

 
 
 
 

This manual contains a collection of costly dirty tricks and underhanded stunts, some with skewed humor 
(but sometimes such humor is the best medicine to deal with the aggravation they cause us), that some 

people could be, and/or have been, inclined to use in order to even the score with anyone, or any judicial 
organization, who has earned their heartfelt contempt. It was written for the sole purpose of informing those 

of facts or methods used or thought of being used.  
Disclaimer: The incidents depicted are for entertainment and amusement purposes only. They are not 

intended to be other than educational and/or instructional. They are not portrayed with the intent of helping 
to promote methods, actions, or devices which assist others in breaking the law. This is not a handbook to 
be used as a guide meant to be put into practical use. It does not encourage nor discourage breaking laws. 

Each individual has the responsibility to make up his or her own mind as to whether or not to do so, or even 
how far they wish to go to even the score, if they in their own mind of their free will even choose to do so 
at all. Likewise, this material is not advising, counseling, aiding, abetting, instigating, inciting, assisting, 

promoting, teaching, endorsing, or advocating anyone to break any laws. Under no circumstances will the 
author assume any responsibility for the actual use of this information or from the ideas portrayed in its 

stories and shall not be held liable for any direct or indirect damages resulting from their use.  
Take your power back! Find their off button. Buck the system — the judicial system! Go 

against the grain. Rock the status quo! Empower yourself! Don’t be passive and 
accommodating! Don’t be a causality. Be a nuisance, a thorn in their side, an irritant; not 
merely a finger tickling at their ribs. Bring it back full circle. Let the judicial system know 

they picked the wrong person to screw over. R a t t l e  some cages! Read this book!  
Speak out, act out, fight back, and don’t let anyone rip you off! 

Monkeywrench on folks! 
You’ve got the p o w e rp o w e r , the power of revenge!!!  

HIP, HIP HURRAY!!! 
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APPENDIX II 
 
I spoke only briefly about a theme “fight” song VOCAL has. It was written by members of the 

Corcoran chapter of VOCAL when I was imprisoned there back in 1990. It’s sung to the tune of the 
Christian Hymn “There Is Power in the Blood.” Sorry no musical scale accompanies it folks. Just drag out 
your ol’ Hymnal and you’ll find it right in there. You do have a Hymnal don’t you? Hmmm. 

 
There Is Power in Revenge 

 
1. Would you be free from the an-ger of wrongs?  There’s pow’r in  re-venge, 
2. Would you be free to e-ven up the score?  There’s pow’r in  re-venge, 
3. Would you be glow-ing and smil-ing with pride?  There’s pow’r in  re-venge, 
4. Would you do serv-ice for ot-hers done wrong?  There’s pow’r in  re-venge, 
 
pow’r in re-venge;  Would you wish to sing the vic-to-ry songs?  There’s 
pow’r in re-venge;  Come for a cleans-ing and be no more sore?  There’s 
pow’r in re-venge;  Is-n’t it time to make them run an’ hide?  There’s 
pow’r in re-venge;  Would you live dai-ly to prac-tice this song?  There’s 
 

Refrain 
 
won-der-ful pow’r in re-venge.  There is  pow’r,  pow’r, won-der-work-ing pow’r 
 there is  
In re-venge__________against all wrongs; __________There is pow’r, _______pow’r, 
 In re-venge against all wrongs; there is  
won-der-work-ing pow’r In the pre-cious ways of re-venge. 

 
Do I hear an Amen?… No? Oh well, I didn’t really expect one. It doesn’t matter anyway, because I 

can care less what you think. Next to “Another One Bites The Dust,” this became one of Snakes’s favorites. 
Care to hazard a guess why? He often broke out in song and we all just ended up following along as we 
were tooling down the road. 

Anyway, VOCAL has its own logo, which is prominently displayed in Revenge, and I also failed to 
show it to you as promised. 

 

 
 

Cover Design: The monkey wrench emblem is the recognized symbol for a unity of people who seek to 
even the score with anyone or any judicial organization who has earned their heartfelt contempt. It signifies 
the traditional throwing of a monkey wrench into the wheels of the judicial system in order to make them 
squeak. 

 
And how about a business card? Oh ya, here’s mine. 
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— — | | 
Thomas Larsen 
Judicial Avenger 
 

V O C A L 
(Victims Of Court or other judicial system Abuse of Laws & powers) 

 

XXXXX Xxxxxxxxx Xx. e-mail: tlarsen2@hotmail.com 
Xxx Xxxx, CA 91XXX-XXXX Xxxxx: (XXX) XXX-XXXX | | 
— — 

 
I call myself the Judicial Avenger because I’ve dedicated the rest of my life to disavowing the 

misinformation and avenging the lies perpetrated on the American public that the judicial system’s current 
approach is actually making our streets safer and that the justice system is a “just” system. I believe 
everyone should non-violently avenge all judicial-system misconduct, no matter how minimally it raises its 
ugly head or in whatever manner its tentacles latch onto us. I speak about this, and I stand tall upon the 
shoulders of our Founding Fathers who gave me the permission to do so. God bless the United States of 
America. : - ) 

And here is the promotional flier that is used to advertise Revenge. 
 

Have you ever been treated unfairly, lied to or about, victimized, cheated, and/or somehow 
abused or unnecessarily harassed, threatened, or aggravated, by anyone connected in any 
way with the judicial system, either while in or out of custody? Are you mad about police 
making you lay flat on the ground after a simple traffic stop? Have you ever wanted to get 

even in such an imaginative way that it would really tickle your funny bone? Do you want to 
really satisfy your anger at the dirty culprit? Do you really want to bring it full circle and put 

the offending scoundrel in his or her place and embarrass the heck out of them? 
If so this handy book is for you: 

Revenge on the Judicial System: 
Don’t Get Mad, Get Even! 

The term abuse, as used throughout this book includes, but is not limited to, any forms of 
unfair, unpleasant, and/or unnecessary; physical, mental, emotional, psychological, or financial, 
aggravating actions, to any degree, which leads to unwarranted uneasiness — whether 
committed accidentally or on purpose. I also consider it abuse for them to act with a double 
standard and treat a poorer or less prominent person less favorably, in any way, than a more 
prominent, respected, or politically powerful person who is going through the system for a 
similar judicial matter. 

This manual contains a collection of costly dirty tricks and underhanded stunts, some with 
skewed humor (but sometimes such humor is the best medicine to deal with the aggravation they 
cause us), that some people could be, and/or have been, inclined to use in order to even the score 
with anyone, or any judicial organization, who has earned their heartfelt contempt. It was written 
for the sole purpose of informing those of facts or methods used or thought of being used. 

Disclaimer: The incidents depicted are for entertainment and amusement purposes only. 
They are not intended to be other than educational and/or instructional. They are not portrayed 
with the intent of helping to promote methods, actions, or devices which assist others in breaking 
the law. This is not a handbook to be used as a guide meant to be put into practical use. It does 
not encourage breaking laws. Each individual has the responsibility to make up his or her own 
mind as to whether or not to do so, or even how far they wish to go to even the score, if they in 
their own mind of their free will even choose to do so at all. Likewise, this material is not 
advising, counseling, aiding, abetting, instigating, inciting, assisting, promoting, teaching, 
endorsing, or advocating anyone to break any laws. Under no circumstances will the author 
assume any responsibility for the actual use of this information or from the ideas portrayed in its 
stories and shall not be held liable for any direct or indirect damages resulting from their use. 

Take your power back! Find their off button. Buck the system — the judicial system! Go 
against the grain. Rock the status quo! Empower yourself! Don’t be passive and accommodating! 
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Don’t be a causality. Be a nuisance, a thorn in their side, an irritant; not merely a finger tickling 
at their ribs. Bring it back full circle. Let the judicial system know they picked the wrong person 
to screw over. R a t t l e  some cages! Get this book! 

 
And how about the OATH? Oh ya, almost forgot. 
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OATH 
 
I____________________am a member of a growing legion of 

disgruntled people unwilling to ever again, under any 
circumstances, give up any of my rights for fair, just, and equal 
treatment as guaranteed by our Constitution of the United States of 
America and the Bill of Rights. I pledge to closely adhere to 
VOCAL's Prime Directive in not allowing any violation of person, 
property, or money to go by unchecked or unpunished — no matter how 
minor, or regardless of the time span between offense and 
resolution. Nor will I allow myself to be unnecessarily aggravated 
or treated as a second class citizen in any double-standard kind of 
way. 

 
As a follower of VOCAL, I promise to abide by its Guidelines 

and goals and agree to protect, first myself, and then other 
deserving individuals against all judicial system enemies, foreign 
and domestic, to the best of my abilities. 

 
In responding to misdeeds, I will be ever mindful of the 

violator's original offense level, lest I be tempted to engage in 
over-behavior which I am actively protecting against. Whenever 
possible, I will first advise a prospective perpetrator of my zero 
tolerance status and suggest more benign avenues of behavior, or 
corrective measures if the misdeed has already been done. Under no 
circumstances will I purposely trick an abuse-inclined person into 
action if he or she is naive to possible side effects or 
consequences. Nor will I intentionally hide the fact that I am the 
wrong person to mistreat in any way. At all times, no matter what, 
I will continue to stand up for the things I believe in! 

 
While it is preferable to return the violation personally upon 

the guilty culprit's doorstep in a timely manner — and nowhere else 
— I understand that some indirect, wider-reaching, methods of 
response designed to cost, inconvenience, embarrass, and/or 
aggravate a perpetrator, or organization he or she represents, are 
quite acceptable; even if years pass between the offense and 
resolution. But I accept VOCAL's firm position that any 
intentional response that physically hurts or injures another 
animal or person is not. I agree to abstain from such behavior to 
the best of my abilities and understand that if I falter, VOCAL 
will disavow any knowledge of my membership. 

 
I take this OATH freely without any mental reservations or 

purpose of evasion. 
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APPENDIX III 
 

All that is necessary for the triumph of evil is for good 
men to do nothing. 

—Edmund Burke 
 

I’m including each of the letters that were sent out (along with the handwriting exemplars taken from 
me way back on September 27, 1977 by Secret Service Special Agent James D. Davidson) so you can 
compare the various handwritings for yourself. It doesn’t take an expert to tell that many different 
individuals put their John Henry’s on those letters and envelopes, and that none of them were me. Just why 
was it that no one thought to inquire about anybody else? Sorry for the poor copies though. It was copies 
that were sent out originally. Then the FBI made copies to give to the U.S Attorney, who made copies to 
give to my attorney, who made copies to give to me, which I copied to give to you all. Once you get a few 
generations down the line, quality’s shot all to hell. Wish I did have the originals stashed away somewhere, 
but — oh well. I never anticipated a book blossoming out of the ashes of destruction. But, that is what 
spring is all about — new beginnings; new growth. Out with the old; in with the new. With a new spring 
upon us, maybe we can all find the justice each of us craves in our own unique ways and bring closure to 
this horrible part of our lives so we can move on. Anybody want any tidbits???… 

 
Spring, 1998 Thomas Larsen 
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APPENDIX IV 
One final (unexpected) fly in the ointment 

 
Well where are they? The letters that is. And why is this book getting released to the general public 

way in July when I just got done referring to a springtime release date? Well, that’s because another fly in 
the ointment got shoveled into the mix moments before I was ready to go to press at the end of May. It 
seems a problem I never anticipated has blossomed forth and granted Snake and his minions a stay of 
execution a few weeks longer. (Sorry ’bout that folks, but as you’ll see in a moment, even though a 
representative of the judicial system was advised how her actions are bringing on the delay she never 
objected.) 

You’ll recall back in Chapter 20 I mentioned that the feds never returned the road flare which they 
took from my van back on the day of my arrest. In order to get an accurate cost for one to add to the tally 
sheet I stopped at Pep Boys in the late afternoon of December 15, 1997. What I didn’t expound on then was 
that upon walking from the store back toward home (I walk one hour every evening for exercise and 
included this stop on that evening’s walk) I got a ticket for crossing in mid block in an “unsafe” manner. 

Both in Chapters 10 and 18 I stated that, “I solemnly vowed to never again be forced by way of 
pressure, threats, or extortion to pay for an attorney out of my pocket and never pay a fine or suffer an 
unnecessary or unfair judicial-caused expense without returning a punishment comparable in nature back 
upon them with enhancements as reoffenders get. (I will personally do nothing to bring on an attack of 
symptoms. And at the same time, I will not allow symptom-producing behavior to be done to me without 
first advising the instigator of likely side effects.) There will be no more income-funneling judicial related 
expenses going out of my pocket ever again! And that they can take to the bank — my bank! And that 
includes traffic or parking tickets. If I get one, I’ll choose to do the few days in county jail rather than pay 
the fine. I won’t run out on a promise to appear mind you; I just won’t pay a fine. I don’t mind doing the 
brief county jail time as long as it costs them and not me — after all; I do love to cost the judicial system 
money; to monkey wrench as I put it. That is a pet hobby of mine. Some people like cats or dogs or 
collecting stamps. I like monkey wrenching. (Did you catch the pun there? Pet and Hobby?) And I’m 
especially adamant about this vow today because I’ve been punished for the very same thing, (twice on one 
case alone); making threats. I’m not  about to accept them from somebody else! Double-standard 
violations are one thing I don’t tolerate no more. Don’t expect me to. I’m far, far to close to the edge on 
this topic.” 

With that frame of mind firmly implanted within my psyche, I figured on going to court and asking 
for the day or two in jail in lieu of paying a fine if I am found guilty. Preaching my philosophy of revenge 
to other inmates along with knowing that I’m costing the system, rather than it costing me, would surely 
help vent off other tendencies that could easily bubble to the surface and once again infect society. This is 
the first ticket I’ve received since proclaiming that vow way back in ’87 (I may have a bad criminal record, 
but my driving record is good), but still, I didn’t anticipate any difficulty in selling my wishes to a judge. 
Boy was I wrong. Grrr : - ( 

First off, it was off to the law library to look up the Vehicle Code violation I was charged with and see 
what it says. I sure didn’t think I was being unsafe in the manner I was crossing the street, but I didn’t want 
to appear in court with half my brain tied behind my back when I was arguing my case in front of the judge. 
Section 21954 (a) of the Vehicle Code says, “Every pedestrian upon a roadway at any point other than 
within a marked crosswalk or within an unmarked crosswalk at an intersection shall yield the right-of-way 
to all vehicles upon the roadway so near as to constitute an immediate hazard.” Well that dirty SOB Officer 
Charles Garcia. I was yielding the right-of-way — he had no business even giving me a ticket. 

Van Nuys Blvd. is divided with a raised curb directly across from Pep Boys (the one just north of 
Saticoy St.), but a short distance to the south it is divided without the curb. I was standing in the unraised 
divided section right next to where the raised curb ends and waiting for southbound traffic to clear — i.e. 
yielding “the right-of-way to all vehicles upon the roadway so near as to constitute an immediate hazard.” It 
was at this time that Officer Garcia approached from the north on his motorcycle and stopped to let me 
cross. At first, I took it as a gesture of him yielding to me and waved a thank you to him as I crossed 
because his was the last vehicle approaching from the north. In reality, he yielded to me so he could then 
motion me over in order to write me a citation. 

I didn’t dispute anything with him at the time because I didn’t know the wording of the law on such 
matters. I just assumed if he was ticketing me that I must be guilty and was already thinking ahead with 
plans to do a day or two in jail before he even got done writing the ticket. But after I read the statute I said 
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whoa, hold it here; I’m not guilty of anything. 
I went to court on January 28, 1998 but all that was for was to pay bail to a clerk. I had already gotten 

a letter in the mail informing me that it was $55.00. Of course, I don’t have to remind you what an unfair 
$48.00 pressured out of innocent me cost society back in ’86, so obviously paying up was out of the 
question. (In case you’ve forgotten the $48.00 fiasco, re-read Chapter 9.) When the clerk wanted the money 
before he’d set a trial date I said I don’t have it and I’m not working. Now I wasn’t being deceitful either. I 
am unemployed, and I come there with only had a few dollars in my pocket, enough for bus fare back from 
downtown L.A. where the county jail is located. Without expounding on my hyper-sensitivity to money 
matters, I requested to be put in jail and have a trial date set. But no , he wouldn’t do that. He said I had to 
see a judge to request an O.R. (own recognizance) release and get that before a trial date is set in which the 
officer would be called in to testify. “O.K. fine, do that,” I said. He then come up with May 7th. in Division 
102. “Don’t you have anything sooner,” I asked. With it being put off so long I was afraid the officer would 
forget the events that happened and that’s just what I didn’t want. I want him to look dumb in court when 
he admits that I was waiting for traffic to clear; which is just what the statute requires. In his final attempt 
to get me to pay up he told me he’d set a trial date right then, and only a short time away too, if I’d just fork 
over the 55 bucks. That’s dead, I’ll stick with the May 7th date. 

On that date I appeared in front of Municipal Court Commissioner Rebecca G. Omens, entered a plea 
of not guilty, and asked for an O.R. She said to see her cashier for that, who happens to be in a small room 
right next to the courtroom. Out there I talked to Tenice (whose name I didn’t learn until the next time I 
appeared back in Division 102.) Once again, I tried to play up my unemployed status and that I didn’t have 
$55.00 — at least not on my person. But Tenice was more pressing for details about how do I live then, and 
how I support myself. Then stupid me, being too honest — at least more honest than I should have been 
considering so much was at stake here — said I’m living off some money my deceased parents left me. 
“Was it more than $55.00?” she asked. “Yes,” I responded. And with that my O.R. was denied. It even 
meant nothing when I told her that I was out on an O.R. on a felony case (the one I had with Michael 
Reeves back in ’85) and made all of my court appearances on time. 

Holding firm to the precepts of my OATH — “I pledge to closely adhere to VOCAL's Prime 
Directive in not allowing any violation of person, property, or money to go by unchecked or unpunished — 
no matter how minor….” and “I will first advise a prospective perpetrator of my zero tolerance status and 
suggest more benign avenues of behavior, or corrective measures if the misdeed has already been done. 
Under no circumstances will I purposely trick an abuse-inclined person into action if he or she is naive to 
possible side effects or consequences. Nor will I intentionally hide the fact that I am the wrong person to 
mistreat in any way.” — I briefly filled Tenice in on the so called $48.00 problem and that last time when I 
was pressured out of money I did over a half-million-dollars in vandalism to avenge it. When I tried to play 
up my psychological instabilities and hinted at the possibility of such a situation bubbling to the surface 
once again Tenice just responded back in a snotty way, “well then, we’ll just put you in jail again.” This is 
one of those stupid attitudes that is far, far too prevalent within the judicial system. They’re suppose to be 
there to prevent crime from happening, not opening up situations where it can happen, in which case they 
have to come in and clean up the mess afterwards. 

I reiterated my desire to be put in jail in lieu of posting bail but Tenice told me they can’t do that with 
“infractions.” I can be put in jail only if I let it go to a warrant, but I’m not going to do that. I fully intend to 
make all my court appearances on time. I signed a promise to appear when I was issued that ticket and my 
word’s good. Clearly getting disgusted with me by now Tenice just put off the “pay up” date until May 
14th, in which case I was to report to the downstairs clerk with my 55 bucks. 

Well May 14th came along and I marched my ass on down to the courthouse once again. Now I 
haven’t even been keeping track of all the time I’ve got invested in this mess. Luckily, the courthouse is 
nearby rather than way off miles away like was the case with my Orange County and Bakersfield fiascos. I 
was still planning a late May release of this book at that time without even mentioning this ticket fiasco 
within its pages despite the fact that it’s related to the story in that the ticket happened only because I was 
out pricing one of the stolen items. 

Once again, I asked the court clerk for a trial date with the officer present and an O.R. And once 
again, he said I have to see the judge for that. Is this just going to go round in circles or what here? At least 
he didn’t put it off months away. I was set for Division 102 again on May 29th. 

Sitting on the bench that day was Municipal Court Commissioner Alvin Nierenberg. Just like last 
time, I pled not guilty and asked for an O.R. Nierenberg referred to the fact that I had already entered a plea 
of not guilty and then stated that he denied an O.R. before so why would he grant one now. Well, first of 
all, he didn’t deny it — nor did the other judge. It was Tenice who denied it; that little________. : - ( I’ll 
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leave it to your imagination what word I’m thinking of here, but suffice it to say it has four letters, begins 
with c, and ends in t. After a brief discussion about me not working, Nierenberg said he saw no reason why 
I shouldn’t be and then ordered the bail “forthwith,” meaning to pay it then and now. Once again, I asked 
for jail in lieu of it. He said something to the effect of, “not with a not guilty plea,” which tends to mean 
that if I would have pled guilty I could have gotten jail time rather than a fine. But I ain’t pleading guilty to 
something I didn’t do. I’ve played that game before and both me and society have come out b ig  time 
losers for it. That road won’t be traveled no more — at least not by me. Maybe some of you people will 
take it, but that’s on you. 

Once again, I got shuffled off to that side room to see one of the cashiers and it happened to be Tenice 
I got stuck with like last time. Well right away she wanted my 55 bucks. “I don’t have it,” I said. “I’m 
ready to go to jail,” I told her in a rather chipper tone of voice. She informed me that if I don’t have it it’ll 
just go to a warrant then. “Fine,” I said, “just tell me when to come back.” “You don’t get a court date. Just 
wait till they pick you up.” “I’m not going to duck out on a promise to appear, when should I come back.” 
“Oh come back next week or so, it’ll be filed by then.” And with that I angrily said, “f ine ,” and left. 

The thing is, by going to a warrant it becomes a misdemeanor “failure to appear,” exposing me to, I 
guess, a year in the county jail as a possible sentence even if I turn myself in to them rather than let them 
pick me up. And then on the back of the ticket it says, “WARNING: If you fail to appear in Court as you 
have promised or do not resolve this matter, you will be charged with a misdemeanor (V.C. 40508a) 
assessed an additional $250.00 Civil Assessment (P.C. 1214.1) and referred to a collection agency which 
will use all possible remedies including the seizure of vehicles to satisfy this debt. The Department of 
Motor Vehicles will WITHHOLD the issuance or renewal of your driver’s license and may revoke or 
suspend your driving privilege.” Well I see that as nothing more than an extortionate threat and I’m not 
about to tolerate it. (And neither should anybody else. Clearly I need to address this topic in Revenge much 
stronger than it currently sits before it hits the streets to the general public.) Heck, my words to Mrs. Reeves 
back in ’88 regarding the money she owes me were nowhere as forebodingly sinister and look how I was 
punished for them. Do you really expect me to sit back and accept them? I  don’ t  th ink  so .  

Too bad I didn’t have Revenge ready to sell. I could have sold it to other disgruntled court attendees in 
line that day waiting to grudgingly fork over their money. Just a few copies would have recouped my 55 
bucks and we wouldn’t be having these extra pages added to this book or extending the fellas’ vacation. 
After all, it was written specifically to pay off charges I shouldn’t be cost. 

Against the precepts of my vow and full well knowing that money pressured out of me can send me 
from zero to revenge in two point two seconds flat, I begrudging returned to Tenice’s desk and handed over 
my 55 bucks, but not without letting her know in clear and no uncertain terms the side effects of her 
money-grabbing behavior. At least I was abiding by my OATH to, “first advise a prospective perpetrator of 
my zero tolerance status and…side effects or consequences,” for such actions. First off, I asked for a trial 
date as soon as possible and then explained why. “After my arrest in ’93 I refused to give up the identity of 
the real culprits in my case when I found out the feds tore up my house. I’m writing a book that discloses 
who they are, but because this [ticket] case is indirectly tied in to that one I’m going to hold up on my book 
until this case is over with.” When she set my trial date for June 15th I asked for something sooner stating 
that, “these were some really bad dudes, it’s rather important that we round ’em up as soon as possible.” I 
didn’t go into how their vacation was being extended not just 18 days — the number of days from May 
29th, money-snatch day, to June 15th, trial — but for the number of days from money-snatch day until the 
return of my money after the ticket is dismissed. I fully expected that once I won the case it would take 
another month or so for the bail to get back to me, and as far as I saw it, if I had to be without MY money, 
as small amount as it was, then they can be without the fellas in custody an equal amount of time. At least 
that fulfills the “returning a punishment comparable in nature back upon them” part of my vow. That would 
help vent my anger down and help keep other tendencies at bay so we don’t have a repeat of vandalism 
1986 style (which began after just a $48.00 theft from me). 

I had already heard Tenice give her first name to a guy in front of me so I asked for her last name 
stating that, “I hope you don’t mind me mentioning you in my book as being responsible for delaying the 
roundup of these characters, this case made world-wide publicity and people are going to want to know all 
about it.” I think she took it all as a joke like I was making it all up or something because she said with a 
snicker in her voice, “oh, I don’t mind being in a book.” O.K. Tenice here you are, you’re in it. I hope 
you’re proud of yourself. She refused to give me her last name though, but if anybody wants to reach her to 
voice their criticism she can be reached in Division 102 at the Van Nuys Branch of the Los Angeles 
Municipal Court, 14400 Erwin Street Mall, Van Nuys, CA 91401, (818) 374-2653 or 374-2654. 

When will the judicial system learn to keep their grubby little fingers off of my money. They know by 
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now that they lose every time they grab it. Oh wel l .  I wouldn’t let up on Tenice. If she was going to 
receive bad press in the media for keeping one of the biggest criminal cases in Los Angeles history in the 
unsolved category longer than necessary I wanted her to understand how her behavior had liabilities 
attached to it. I referred to the fact that I had 6 felony convictions on my record with the last 5 involved in 
avenging judicial system misconduct regarding my money and/or property in some way. I even casually 
mentioned how there would have been another one but that it was dismissed when my speedy-trial rights 
were violated. “Are you sure you want to take MY money?” I asked one last time, knowing she now had a 
good deal of facts in front of her as to why it would be best for society if she didn’t. But even with that, it 
didn’t mean a thing. It’s unlikely that Snake and the fellas will be missed on account of Tenice’s caused 
short delay after all this time has passed since my original arrest back in ’93, but if they are, at least we 
know where the blood trail originates. Anybody want to figure up a Chapter 21 goat score for her? 

After Tenice handed me the paperwork pertaining to my June 15th trial date she wished me good luck. 
“Wish the arson victims luck,” I said as I was heading out the door, “they’re the ones who want ’em 
brought to justice as soon as possible. It really doesn’t matter to me ’cause I didn’t lose a house in a fire.” I 
got some funny looks from some of the people in the long line waiting to fork over their hard earned money 
to the cashiers. They’re probably wondering what’s this all about. 

Of all the judicial-system people since November 1993 who have helped in the delay of bringing this 
case to a successful conclusion (despite knowing I was holding the key to the whole damn thing), Tenice is 
clearly the lowest one in rank on the judicial system’s totem pole — a mere cashier to a mere commissioner 
in a mere Municipal Court. How low can one get within the judicial system and still violate me? Well at 
least she can’t come back and snivel that she didn’t know that her actions will disadvantage society. I may 
have broken my vow (at least as far as forking over money) : - ( (and you can believe it’ll never happen 
again, no matter what), but at least I honored my OATH. : - ) 

Anyway, June 15th come with the worst possible of results. Sitting on the bench that day was Edward 
Firestone, Pro Tem (a mere attorney filling in for a judge). In front of him, Officer Garcia relayed that he 
didn’t recall me waiting for southbound traffic to clear or that he stopped for me to let me finish crossing 
the street. That’s just what I was afraid would happen; with so much time going by (6 months) his memory 
had faded as to what really happened. When Firestone found me guilty he made some snide comment about 
me having no business crossing Van Nuys Blvd. in mid block to begin with. But that’s not what the law 
says. (Even the 1998 California Driver Handbook, which we all get at the DMV, says on page 95, “When 
crossing or walking on a roadway at places which are not intersections or marked crosswalks, yield the 
right-of-way to vehicles.…If you ‘jaywalk’ across a street between intersections, where no pedestrian 
crosswalks are provided, you must yield the right-of-way to all vehicles.”) I was walking in the direction of 
Saticoy to begin with so I could have just as easily crossed there but when I saw no northbound traffic at all 
I decided to cross where I did. And when I saw southbound traffic I waited (yielded) by the raised divided 
section of the roadway — just what the law requires. Maybe in general it’s not wise to cross Van Nuys 
Blvd. in mid block, but when one yields to other cars while doing so it is legal. (If I would have known how 
the law is worded I would have refused to sign the ticket and let him take me to jail right then and there. At 
least with the jail time out of the way and all of that time counting as part of the punishment after being 
found guilty there would have been no money out of my pocket to pay.) 

After being found guilty I immediately asked to do jail time instead but Firestone wouldn’t allow it. (I 
learned only later that Pro Tems aren’t allowed to sentence people to jail.) They just want that money, and 
seeing they already got it they weren’t about to give it back. Even asking to do a few hours of community 
service was no help. Firestone let me know that there’s a fee to sign up for that so I’d still be stuck with 
out-of-pocket expenses. I bet if enough people cost them many times more than what they’re making they’d 
start letting people do the jail time if they want to. We’ll leave that topic for further discussion in Revenge. 

Well being no bail is being returned to me and because this case was concluded on June 15th you’re 
probably wondering why this book didn’t publish right after that. Well, that’s because I entered into a stage 
of fuming outrage. : - ( Seeing that summer was upon us my original plan was to give the fellas one last 
summer of freedom, probably the last they’ll see for the rest of their lives — at least their lives as younger-
age people. (And no, it had nothing to do with allowing a final summer to make up the final Christmas I 
should have had with my parents back in ’93.) But after a couple weeks went by I realized that the judicial-
system’s multitude of errors have granted them enough summers of freedom already. I’m sure not going to 
be responsible for giving them one. Heck, the last summer they should have seen from the outside was back 
in ’93. (And don’t let me even hear a whimper out of anyone that I’m responsible for giving them ’94 
through the present. It’s well documented that I let the cat out of the bag as early as February ’94, to the 
U.S. Marshals, that I knew of their identity and was keeping it to myself for the time being. And then later I 
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let it be known to various Bureau of Prisons’ staff members, both in person and in writing by way of my 
various administrative remedies which ended up all the way back in Washington D.C. MEOW! [Get it, cat 
out of the bag — meow? Alright, I’ll move on.]) 

And giving them up now has nothing to do with the fact that a worse-than-average fire season is 
expected this year once all the El Níno-caused greenery dies out. I’m sure Snake shot his wad — firewise 
— back in ’93 and is onto some other abhorrent behavior by now. And I do mean a sexual overtone when I 
say “shot his wad” and relate it to fire. He just had a look in his eyes when he spoke of the fires he started 
in Vietnam and that look clearly reflected the pleasure of a great sexual encounter. 

It’s kind of ironic, of all the twists and turns this case has had regarding bringing the arsonists to 
justice, and of all the people within the judicial system with whom I’ve had unfavorable dealings with 
(which resulted in delay upon delay), from locals out here all the way back to Washington D.C. and points 
in between, the whole thing comes to an end with the actions of a judge mere feet from where it all began. 
You see, the Municipal Court building is right next door to the federal building where I was held that 
fateful day in November 1993 when I learned about the vandalism they committed at our house and 
decided to shut down and not help them a damn bit. (Even Lee Harris, the prosecutor whose misbehavior in 
’86-’87 allowed Maginnis to prosper with my money is in this building — as a judge. Spooky isn’t it? I 
guess it’s fitting that the whole thing comes to an end in this building.) Then of course, as we’ve thoroughly 
covered within these pages, other flies in the ointment got shoveled into the mix to prompt me to remain in 
a silent state just all that much longer. Now with Firestone’s conclusion, as unfavorable as it was, the road 
if finally opened up and there’s no traffic in sight. (That means I can cross the street in mid block legally 
doesn’t it? Oops, better not. May get another clown who doesn’t interpret the law properly.) 

Now clearly the judicial system hasn’t cared too awfully much about bringing the arsonists to justice 
— at least those judicial-system people I’ve had dealings with haven’t. But what about the victims? How 
’bout you people reading this? Does anybody want these guys and girl (Crystal) rounded up? Does anybody 
want my tidbits? (I know I would if I was a fire victim.) If so, come and get ’em — although the price has 
gone up a hair since Chapter 20’s tally which had figured on a late May/early June publication release. 
What, you thought I was going to eat the loss? I  don’ t  th ink  so!  

For one thing, interest was calculated just through the end of May. Now here we are releasing in July. 
But hold on folks — I’m going to give you a break here. : - ) I’m not docking you for the couple three weeks 
of my fuming stage. The case was over with on June 15th and that’s when publication should have 
happened. So with the lost interest on $65,793.71 for half of June which would be $137.07 plus the $55.00 
for the ticket the total is bumped up to $65,985.78. And that’s not counting all the time I have invested in 
these court appearances either, which I wasn’t even tracking — why I don’t know. Oh well, we’ll just dock 
you the extra lost interest and ticket fee. (I’d gladly accept a day or two in jail if they want to consider me 
guilty of failing to yield and wouldn’t feel no need to avenge it either. As long as no money’s out of my 
pocket I can accept it. Of course, having an opportunity to push some of my teachings onto other inmates 
helps too.) See, I’m an easy dog to hunt with. Probably too easy when you consider my extreme 
sensitivity to money-related violations. (Added note to the May 2002 release of this book. The above figure 
has not been recalculated to the current date. It shows what I’m owed only through June 1998. If and when 
the time comes when somebody is ready to make amends I’ll calculate additional interest from June 1998 
on through the pay up day.) 

Oh, one more thing — you may be wondering whether a ticket totally unrelated to the “Fedbuster” 
case would have delayed the fellas’ arrest like this. For instance, if I’d have crossed the street in the same 
way during one of my usual evening walks when not out pricing a stolen item. No it wouldn’t have, not in 
the least. I would have merely added the costs I suffered to my Statement of Judicial Debts Receivable. 

O.K. now onto the letters, which you should have gotten back in the last appendix. Well, better late 
than never. With them you now have the whole story spelled out for ya and with that you can decide 
whether my tidbits are worth the cost or not. The ball’s now in your court — you have an active part to 
play, and a decision to make. I trust you’ll do the right thing. : - ) 

 
The following xerox copies are of the following: 

(For the Web version clicking on a link below will open another window. 
Simply close that window to return to this page.) 

 
Handwriting samples taken from me by United States Secret Service Special Agent James D. 

Davidson on September 27, 1977. (1 page) 
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My counterfeiting operation 1981 style containing the following photos (left to right, top to bottom): 
Homemade process camera used to photograph the bills (or anything else) onto film; Developing the 
resulting film in my make shift darkroom. Notice aluminum foil covering the windows of the apartment I 
rented specifically for this purpose. Because there were tiny pinholes in the foil which leaked in light I 
touched them up with black paint; Examining the resulting negatives with a magnifier on a make shift light 
table; Burning the negative’s image into an aluminum plate pre-sensitized to light with a carbon-arc light. 
The image being worked on at the time was the word TWENTY on the front of the bill. Separating if from 
the green seal in the background added complexities to the process requiring this extra step to isolate it. The 
vacuum pump shown on the right sucks air out of the vacuum frame which then places the negative and 
blank plate in tight contact; Developing the resulting image on the plates in the darkroom; Mixing my inks; 
The Multi 1250 offset press used to print the dirty deeds : - ) ; The process camera disassembled. (2 pages) 

 
The infamous “Fedbuster” letter and one of its addressed envelopes done by a different writer. (8 

pages) 
 
The “Nightcrawler” letter. (9 pages) 
 
The Maginnis “No Justice No Peace” letter and one of its addressed envelopes. Notice all the different 

handwritings on just this one letter alone. (6 pages) 
 
The follow-up letter I mailed to Maginnis at his law firm on October 24, 1993, two days before the 

first fire ever started. Notice the stamp on the envelope is just scribbled over and not cancelled with the 
postal service’s regular cancellation machine. This is the letter that was pulled out of the mail box and 
“hand delivered” (using his words) to Maginnis leaving clear indications that I was under surveillance at 
least this far back. (2 pages) 

 
My C Y A letter to Harvey Levin mailed the day before my arrest when I was under surveillance. 

Notice its stamp is not cancelled either because it was pulled out of the mail box before going through the 
normal mail pick up routine. (2 pages) 

 
The letter leading to my Bakersfield vandalism case. (10 pages) 
 
The letter leading to my Costa Mesa vandalism case. (2 pages) 
 
Two other vandalism letters (each 2 pages long) mailed to areas that brought no charges. 
 
Well there you have it. As Paul Harvey would say, “Now you know, the  res t  o f  the  s tory .” 

Closure is well within our sights. But remember — you’ve got a decision to make. Let  the  g a m e s 
begin…… 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 


