








Everything would be very official and we would give Matala

copies of the documents and photos to deliver to the court.  Since

our lawyer had not lifted a finger to arrange any inspection before

the sentencing, it was up to us to design a process to safeguard

what opportunity we could find.   Taking the initiative seemed

imperative since any other route lost us our advantage of being in

charge.

Another supportive letter came from a family in nearby Harrison

Ohio who were contending with bizarre neighbors who begrudged

them their wildflowers and yet stole blooms and seed from their

yard.  Their requirements were to cut the swath along the road

short and the next 10 feet back to 12 inches in height.

When the weekend came, there were decisions to be made about

pruning our orchard bushes, which already had next year’s buds

formed.  Wherever possible we would trim the tops level to look

“neat”, minimizing the damage to new growth anywhere but over

the top.  The arborvitae from the court picture would be no more

trimmed than they had in ‘98 when Matala had said they would

pass, very little different than the court photo.  Where

measurement was required we would again arrange photos

showing the proper measure in progress just as we had in the

photos we’d prepared for the court in June.
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We would clear the leaves from the lawn areas, the garden path,

around the swingset and the fenceline area that seemed to

fascinate Matala, and move them with the brush pile into the

bird sanctuary.   It would be the grandest composting structure,

with areas for longterm compost, and rotating areas for kitchen

offal among the leaves.  A wonderful habitat area beneath the

vineage and trees of the bird sanctuary.

We bought more landscaping timbers and used them to define the

perimeter of the backyard lawn area, distinguishing it from the

garden areas.  We also used timbers to define an area over the

septic tank to serve as a brush sorting area, a sheltered bed for

early starts for plants if needed and ground level feeding area for

our smaller habitat residents.  We clustered the wild rose and

other clippings with winter food sources there.  We could position

the yardwaste can, laying over, on the side of the patio nearby.

On Saturday, as we were beginning the operation, a van stopped

at the front of the house.  It was one of the jurors who came to

apologize for not holding out.  She said she had not been the only

one resisting but she wanted us to know that she regretted giving

up.   Next time, she said, it would be different.  We invited her to

see the yard for herself and she said it reminded her of her

husband’s ancestral home in West Virginia.  She was shocked at

the dual role of the city in this affair, particularly that we had

been on Fairfield’s habitat home tour while being prosecuted by



zoning.  Obviously the restriction against notetaking allowed

other information to slip through jurors’ grasp as available bases

to test the reliability of the city’s prosecution.

On Monday, I called Matala and asked if she would be available

to inspect the changes to the landscaping in order to implement

the judge’s orders.  She was totally unaware of the judge’s

instructions, and somewhat suspicious, but when I related the

conference at the bench after the trial, she agreed to come to the

lot the next afternoon, which was one of the times Carol had said

would work for her schedule.

When Matala arrived Tuesday she was in her usual autocratic

form, even though she complained that law director Clemmons

was out of town and she hadn’t been able to consult him.  When

presented with the picture envelop and documents, she was

uncertain of what to do and began stonewalling, even though I

read her the text that described the purpose of the document and

displayed the pictures.  My son explained that we had made the

changes required by the court but she disagreed and began making

an issue of the “pines” not having been cut even though they had

never been an issue in the court and they clearly were not

overhanging the sidewalk by even a smidgen which was their

only possible role in court.

Making outrageous demands, not supported by  law or even by
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Clemmon’s kangaroo court, she was resurrecting her original

demands for stripping the “pines” of their branches, probably in

retaliation for having been made to withdraw those charges

when the original summonses were eventually released; probably

encouraged by the arbitrary, sham logic honored by the court she

concocted rules of thumb that were bizarre.  Her lunatic version of

traffic visibility for the driveway was not even phased by my

suggestion that I’d rip out the driveway bush for clearance before

ever considering ruining the spruces.  She still wanted those

“pines” cut 4’ up and 4’ in.  She seemed to have a vendetta against

the “pines”.   When the lack of support from the court proceedings

was put in front of her, she began to insist that  she “shouldn’t be

here”, that she hadn’t “been informed”, that she was here as a

“courtesy”.  She would come the day before the court hearing.  At

which point Carol drove up.

Carol’s arrival stunned Matala, who retreated to more civil

behavior.  Announcing that she didn’t realize Carol was to be

involved, she paused while we greeted Carol, showed her the

paperwork momentarily, at Carol’s request, and told her that we

were just beginning the discussion of the landscaping changes.

Carol used her implied status as court approved expert to move

the proceedings along to a general listing of the changes we

needed to review, diverting attention to the grass.  Matala agreed

with Carol’s casual remark that the day was cold and Carol

quickly proposed that, as long as everyone was assembled, we



could review what changes might still be needed, particularly

since Matala was showing signs of hesitance.

Heading for the grass in the front yard garden, Matala said she

was going to “raise the grass”, to which several of us objected that

this was not the officially sanctioned way for grass to be

measured, as demonstrated in Judge Spaeth’s court.  She dismissed

Spaeth as well as Campbell’s respect for legal precedent, in one

sweeping statement that “we’re not talking Spaeth”.  In a

particularly irrational display of her “logic” she insisted that

grass, like hair when it gets long making the hair lay down more,

has to be raised to determine its height!

Detecting resistance, she wanted to know if our attorney was

coming, presumably he would be more trustworthy?  When we

looked incredulously at her and said he wouldn’t be attending but

was to be the addressed recipient of the documents for the court,

she wanted to check with the court.  At which point Carol

confirmed our assertion that this was to establish compliance

before sentencing.  Confused, Matala commented that that was

supposed to have been before the trial.  Indignant that Campbell

seemed to have undone the prosecution’s handiwork, Matala

wanted to do this tomorrow but Carol pressed for this tour as a

pre-certifying check with the presumed benefit of making

tomorrow’s check go smoother.  Besides we were here already,

something Matala could not dispute.  Unwilling to display her
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animosity openly, Matala continued around the side of the house

toward the “hedges”, having insisted that the grass in the

meadow garden was not adequately cut.

Looking at the foundation plants, Matala complained they didn’t

look to be under 6 feet.  My son said simply that he was just shy of

6 feet tall himself, making it clear that the bushes were about his

height.  Carol concluded this fact and was about to move on when

Matala objected to the arborvitae reaching the roofline, but Carol

said in shocked tones that it was not a hedge tree, that you

couldn’t sensibly cut its 6 inch diameter trunk off at the hedge

height, acknowledging the obscenity of Matala’s suggestion.

Deterred but unrestrained, Matala headed for her next favorite

target, the backyard, since she could now see the garden area was

not mown.  In passing she wanted the bush by the gate removed,

though it was under 6 feet but was diverted when I named it as

“honeysuckle”.

Making a beeline for the yardwaste can laying near the former

brush sorting area, Matala wanted that “stood up”.  When I

pointed out that this would make it accumulate water and become

a mosquito hazard, she fumed that it should be somewhere else,

but “stood up”.  Imperiously marching to the center of the yard,

she proclaimed that “all this” has to be cut.  Now Carol took

charge.  Obi-wan Randaci made unending magic to turn the

stormtrooper’s mind inside out on issue after issue.



Beginning with the obvious, irrefutable fact that the whole

backyard is not a grass area, Carol began the process of

establishing “yes-mode” followed by subtle movement into

transferring that agreement to another point.  Affirming Matala’s

insistence that “lawn areas” have to be cut, Carol distinguished

our shade garden from the central lawn area emphasizing the

landscaping timbers as delineating the areas.  While Matala was

absorbing the difference and the issue of delineation, Carol

reinforced the image with pure gardener’s decorous ardor for

lovely natural woodland gardens.  Emphasizing that “nice”

neighborhoods do this, she unflinchingly inquired for

confirmation that Fairfield was outlawing what nice

neighborhoods were doing.  “Not here?”

Matala looked around for something to reinforce her prejudice and

announced that the indian strawberry were “weeds” and they

should be mowed.  While appearing concerned for compliance,

Carol stressed with some obvious horror that “you’ll mow the

strawberries’ heads off”.  The image of innocent strawberries

being decapitated was stunning.  What a desecration of gardening

culture.

Without missing a heartbeat, Carol began a new picture, dropping

the name of the notoriously fine neighborhood in our area where

she was familiar with the landscaping.  Emphasizing her status
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as court expert with 20 years of horticulture teaching experience

and calling on some innate, god-given right to pursue gardening,

she sought Matala’s denial that Matala was telling us we “can’t

define our own garden?”  Hardly pausing, Carol did the defining,

identifying the features of our landscape and putting them in the

picture.  “This is a natural woodlands garden”, “with fruit trees”,

and “leaf mulch in the garden area”.  And here’s the “lawn for

cookouts and entertaining” surrounded by “gardens for herbs, fruit

and habitat”, all nicely delineated.  It sounded so refined.

Matala could imagine that as acceptable and Carol confirmed her

lack of objection by accentuating “so this is enough delineation!”

Realizing she had given some ground, Matala tried adding a

caveat that the “leaves can’t stay here year to year”, insisting

that was our habit though our late summer pictures show

otherwise, confirming our court testimony.  “These are old leaves”

she opined, claiming she knew this because of their color.  They

were brown.  Carol retorted that actually “we keep ours year to

year”, to which Matala made no response.

Instead she tramped back toward the bird sanctuary, now home to

the composting area, announcing authoritatively that it had to be

“opened up” or there would be “gnats”, and for good measure, she

tossed in “animals”.  In an incredible display of baseless babble,

she added that it would be all dried out in there and become a

wetlands!  Refusing to allow this hilarious absurdity to break her



concentration, Carol began thoughtfully, “if I understand the

prosecutor”, establishing that she had the court’s legitimate

definition in memory, a proper composting structure could be

covered, indicating with a gesture that the bird sanctuary was

indeed sheltered by the vines and their support structure.  And

that there was air circulation needed, referencing Matala’s

mistaken reading of the law in court to include a mention of

“screening” as well as the requirement for “turning” actually in

the ordinance.  To which Carol concluded, nodding assuredly, “so

it would be in compliance”, seeming delighted at the clarity and

recollection.

With no objection from Matala, Carol reviewed her list of issues

for compliance, making notes on her clipboard, and asserting

radiantly that it would be easy enough to be in compliance by

tomorrow with a bit more attention to just leaves and grass.  This

unsettled Matala and she indicated a need to “check with the

court”.   At which point I noticed that we not only had leaf mulch

in the garden but also around a couple trees in the lawn area,

especially the willow which needed the mulch’s moisture and

Matala hadn’t agreed to specifically this.  Based on her

animosity and propensity to fixate on leaves as “rubbish”, I

pointed out this additional landscape feature to be dealt with

before tomorrow.

True to form, Matala seized on these leaves as needing to be
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removed by spring.  When my son pointed out the willow’s need

for the mulch’s moisture especially in the summer, Matala

defended her eviction by saying we should replace it with wood

mulch, or shredded bark or compost.   Since there would be compost

galore that could be used and adding another layer would have

been our plan anyway as we had done the previous summer, I saw

no problem in this agreement but Carol lost no opportunity.

“Only certain kinds of mulch?” she asked incredulously, pointing

out that this arrangement of a circle of mulch around trees was

otherwise standard gardening practice.  “Wow, not leaves in

Fairfield,” she started to note exuberantly on her clipboard,

adding that in all the places she’s taught in New York and

Pennsylvania, naming the big league, epic sites, she commented

that she’d never encountered that.  “And I’ve been teaching just

that!” she declared in the delight of discovery.  “It actually says

that in an ordinance?  No leaves!” she wrote with gusto.  “And to

think, all our university courses,” she began, and then hit the

jackpot, “and those government training programs!”  At which

point Matala, backpedaled that the leaves weren’t shredded, as

apparently the distinction from the bark mulch. “Oh,” said Carol

now satisfied, “so if the mower were run over them in the spring”,

that would take care of the problem.

With no comeback available, Matala now turned to the north side

of the yard, just realizing that it was included in the delineating



timbers.  Heading for the plantain area, where the grass was not

yet quite crowded out, she spotted some long grass lying low among

the garden plants.  What an offense, there were some unwanted

plants in the garden after all.  Carol was quick to solve that

dilemma by suggesting that the timbers be moved just a bit back to

where the grass had totally disappeared.

I pointed out that this had all been grass once but the grass was

disappearing and would be gone soon, finishing that area of the

garden, making a fuller setting for the nature walk with its tiny

flags winding around the garden.  “I just walk anywhere”,

announced Matala referring to her invasive forays into our yard.

Seeming to be simply concerned for adjusting the landscaping

timbers, Carol said firmly that these were “obviously strawberry

beds”.  Only a klutz walks on strawberries seemed to hang in the

air.  Having established the principle of adjusting the timbers,

Carol recited her om that the “good thing about tomorrow” was

that we’ll know “upfront” that everything was ok.

Possibly preparing Matala for the idea that the garden area

might again expand, Carol described the wonder of

naturalization as the shade garden takes over all the shaded

area, saying that this was a gradual 5 year process.  Thinking

she’d found one last flaw in the beauty Carol described, Matala

began scolding that the problem was that we’d just done the

whole area at once.  We “should have done it bit by bit” she
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admonished, “not everything at once”.  Realizing that Matala

had just acknowledged that our landscaping was commendable

and within Fairfield’s tolerances, Carol seized the moment to

demonstrate that it was Matala’s slowness to realize that what

was being done was admirable, merely approached more rapidly

than Matala’s preference, that led to the unpleasantness of the

whole affair.  Lamenting that, this was “the really sad part”

because “in the world of horticulture”, our way was “the right

way”, which left Matala with no leg to stand on.

Keeping the momentum, Carol had one more look at the bird

sanctuary and commented approvingly what a “great compost

area” it was.  Looking for some scrap to nitpick, Matala poked at

the vines that overhung the bottom of the structure.  She wanted

them “trimmed back” to expose the blockwork, complaining that

the vines were overshadowing the groundcover.  Carol looked

askance at this suggestion, asking if that was “taste or

compliance”.  Having no basis for this demand in any ordinance,

and being in territory where Carol knew the ordinance

definitions, Matala grasped at straws.  Pretending some

horticultural basis she said it would make it grow back bushier,

not realizing the absurdity of demanding it be cut back for more

light, while pointing out that it would make the vineage grow

back even more thickly blocking the light.  Wasn’t that right, she

was asking Carol.  Not to be diverted from the real issue of

compliance, Carol reflected that , as it was now, it shielded the



neighbors’ view of the composting structure.  Having pondered the

issue sagely, Carol delivered the coup d’etat and the coup d’grace

at once.  She took Matala’s own high ground, saying compellingly,

“we need to stay with compliance.”

With that, we concluded the tour, with Carol commenting on the

cold again and asking if I had the paperwork for her signature.

While we took care of formalities, Matala basically retreated,

not wanting to sign something she didn’t understand and unwilling

to say when she would return tomorrow.  On the other hand, her

fear of having come without instructions and undone nearly

everything the kangaroo court had achieved, made her leave

without even a copy of the document so she had nothing to show

Clemmons when he returned.  I wonder what she told him about

the document and what his reaction to her description of the

events would be.  For our purposes, we not only had the pictures

and the document but also a tape recording of the entire visit.  For

now we had more work to do and not many daylight hours left to

do it.

Once we’d run the battery powered tools till they were out of

energy, we focussed on the leaves.  We wondered what the court

would say to Matala’s demands for the “pines” since the traffic

visibility testimony only concerned the driveway bushes.  As the

time approached dusk, Mr Richardson came to his side of the

fence and said Matala was trying to reach us by phone, which of

            79

The Derelict           A Victory

course we had long since disconnected.  I drove up to the city

administration building to see what she wanted since it was

across from the nearest payphone and I wanted to make a couple

calls anyway.

I arrived just as she was preparing to leave for the day, to her

surprise.  She dug out our file but she didn’t have word from her

sources yet so it seemed she really only wanted to have our new

phone number.  As she flipped through the file I could see that

she had a copy of Maria Rodger’s article in the file and wondered

if she had the supporting letter to the editor and the article from

the summer.  I decided I didn’t want her to have such easy access

to reaching us and left, saying that we wouldn’t be near enough to

hear it ring anyway.

I went across to the payphone and called Wetherall who seemed

surprised that we had arranged the certifying visit by Matala.

When I told him about the issues remaining, he was less than

encouraging.  I pressed that cutting the trees was not a simple

task, that the trees were worth thousands of dollars, though I

didn’t mention Carol’s suggestion of selling them.  He finally

suggested that we could request a continuance on the basis that an

expert was required.

My other call was to my brother, since I doubted the battery

powered mower would finish the cutting in the next charge.  He



said he’d bring his big brush cutter as soon as he was free, but it

wouldn’t be til after dark.  Otherwise it was off to Walmart.  Til

then there were lots more leaves, which we added to either the

garden, the trees or the bird sanctuary.

The street lamps were lit by the time my brother arrived.   We

stood in the meadow garden and talked about the day’s

discoveries, especially the hare-brained measurement of height

that was really length.   Checking the Zoysia island to gauge the

mower’s likely handling of the low but long grass, he clued us into

the beast’s temperament, tricks for starting and unclogging.  The

length of the grass didn’t seem to match Matala’s length where I

looked but who could guess exactly which strand Matala had

measured, assuming she actually managed to handle a tape

measure with any degree of correctness.  After the introduction we

voted to call it a night.

My daughter and I came back the next morning before the street

lamps were out and set ourselves to the adventure of powering up

the big mower.  Although this cut was annoying and an abuse of

power, it was not damaging to flora or fauna in the habitat

because, by contesting the charges til November, we were not only

past the interval when cutting is a detriment to the habitat’s

little creatures but the grass in question was mostly Zoysia, which

browns out for the winter anyway.  In the former consideration,

cutting is usually discouraged or limited between April and

            80

The Derelict           A Victory

August, while the year’s young fauna benefit from the extra

shelter.  For the latter, the life of the Zoysia had already

retreated to its roots, which are said to be as much as 3 feet deep.

By spring when the new growth emerged, what we were cutting

now we would have simply raked then, dry and the color of straw,

into a circle around the big maple as mulch.

As for the legal issue, we felt that the original precedent would

stand in future court proceedings if the issue were presented during

the trial phase and bolstered by logic.  Matala’s analogy to hair

would backfire on her in court since you could illustrate its

absurdity by comparing what she did to pulling a theater patron’s

hair up in the air and proclaiming them to be blocking the view of

those behind because of the “height” of their hair.  “Height” is

then clearly differentiated from “length” which is what she is

really measuring and not what the law is allowing.  We would

make a point of getting the issue raised with the Forest

Commission since Matala’s bogus logic would affect the way their

precious street tree ordinance was implemented for ornamental

grasses as well.

My brother’s mower was set fairly high and the ultimate

difference in appearance was pretty minimal now because, even at

full length, the picture taken two days before the trial shows the

height as it stood for the neighbors to stare at was already under

the five inch mark, “hardly tall enough to hide a mouse”,



according to the editorial writer among our nicer neighbors.  We

worked with rake and mower both, a meticulous form of grooming,

totally out of proportion to the “threat” of high grass, but we

laughed to imagine Matala crawling desperately around the yard

pulling at little strands of grass trying to find one that exceeded

her illegal limit, shrieking that we couldn’t deny her this shred

of triumph.

We adjusted the timbers and cleared a few more leaves.   The bird

sanctuary was filled to almost hip deep and made a delightfully

massive cushion to drop into, with each added layer of leaves and

grass.  By noon we decided to take a few date stamped pictures of

the changes and to include a sequence of pictures demonstrating

that our spruces were no traffic visibility problem.

We backed our car til the rear bumper was at the curb and it

became clear why city engineers design curb-lawns and sidewalks

as they do.  At the point at which the car is about to enter the

street, the driver is seated above the sidewalk so traffic

visibility is guaranteed, 180 degrees, left and right, which is why

the traffic visibility ordinance only applied to corner lots where

traffic is coming from more than left and right.

Not being a corner lot, our picture would show a wide open vista,

but we would see when we went back to court if we could get

agreement with these facts and their implied common sense and
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logic, though not today because Matala was still not there and we

had to have the film developed.  My son arrived shortly after my

daughter and I left to get to the photo lab before the deadline and

he stayed to just about dusk before going off to work.  She didn’t

come while he was there either.  If Matala needed to take

pictures for court, she had to have waited for us to leave before

returning to the scene of her downfall the day before.  Waiting for

dusk would have risked poor quality evidence for court the

following morning at 9AM.  What could Clemmons and Froelke

devise to recover her loss.  Tomorrow we would see.

When we arrived at court the day of the sentencing hearing, we

showed Wetherall the pictures but we didn’t tell him about the

tape recording.  After the court’s automated reading of the

boilerplate admonitions, explaining citizen’s rights that were

supposed to be honored in the court, the special arrangements for

felonies and misdemeanors, victims rights, bail and jail and

alcohol programs, the actual session began with the entrance of

the judge.

Her first question was whether there was any reason why the

hearing shouldn’t proceed.  Our lawyer began by saying we had

done everything possible to come into compliance but that there

was one issue we were concerned was still unsettled.  When the

judge heard the tree described as having been there 25 years and

that the city wanted it cut, she was wondering what was the



problem.  Was it over the property line, apparently wondering

why she had no recollection of any tree discussion before.

Wetherall took the picture I gave him and asked to approach the

bench.  When the judge asked if the pictures were recent, I

responded that they were date stamped and had been taken two

days ago, since Wetherall hadn’t noticed or didn’t remember.

Wetherall now explained that the trees were very valuable and

that the proscribed cutting would ruin them.

When he added that we had cut the grass and put the leaves into

a structure at the back of the yard, the judge immediately picked

up on this new development, wondering if the structure complied

with the city ordinance.  Lacking confidence, Wetherall said he

presumed so since zoning had been out for the inspection.

The judge asked about “the bushes” and Wetherall confirmed

that they had been cut.  She was looking at one of the pictures

with my daughter holding a yardstick to a driveway bush with

the “pine” in the background, with the sidewalk and curb lawn in

view.  When she commented that the yard looked cared for, I

wondered whether she had ever even looked at the city’s

evidence from the trial which had a similar picture.  Why did it

now look “cared for”?

The judge next asked if there was anything I wanted to add.

            82

The Derelict           A Victory

Suddenly I was actually being consulted?  Not only wasn’t I

silenced when I’d commented earlier , here was more proof of the

power of the press.  Wetherall had other ideas about who should

speak and immediately began his “mitigation” spiel, saying “the

only thing” he could say was that I’d been an “upstanding,

contributing member of the Cincinnati community for many years”

and even had my own business, had authored a book and was “a

very intelligent lady”.

The judge persisted in seeking my comment.  What exactly did she

want now?  All the important things that had needed saying

during the trial would certainly not be welcomed.  Maybe she

expected a sound bite fit for the next newspaper edition or her

scrapbook.  I responded that we had made every effort to use logic

and common sense in determining what the legal requirements

were.  Without waiting for anything further the judge asked to

hear from “the City”.

The prosecutor was nowhere in sight but Clemmons was with

Matala.  He had Matala’s new pictures and began suggesting that

we’d strewn boards around the yard and that a “sizable area

appears not to have been touched” yet.  He seemed to have the

impression that the “boards” were connected with our composting

structure.

I started to clarify since I was the one who knew best what was in



my yard but Wetherall grimaced so I stopped.  Clemmons seemed

unsure now.  Was it the newspaper article, Matala’s account of the

visit or the judge’s actions or all of the above.  Did he consider

this a gamble, that he might be stepping into a trap, or was this

just dogged persistence in their harassment plan.   “Maybe I’m not

seeing these photographs very good,” he hedged.

With the photo I had of our composting area, Wetherall again

took over, offering the picture, calling it the “brick circle”.

Clemmons translated that into “the old swimming pool” trying to

get his bearings on which issue to press, the boards or the sizable

area but in the process basically acknowledging the viability of

the concept of using the bird sanctuary for the composting

structure, though he was attempting to get in a slur while he was

at it.

He decided he was adamant that the “boards laying here in the

yard” were the problem.  Ignoring Wetherall, I explained that

those were landscape timbers and that Matala and my

horticulturist had agreed that they were an appropriate

delineation of the shade garden areas of the yard.  Adding that

the shade garden plants were more dense in some areas where the

naturalization process was further developed, I described the

agreement to move the timbers so that the transition areas would

be included in the lawn area to be scalped.
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The judge seemed puzzled that the City was complaining about

something they had agreed to, so I emphasized that Matala had

been party to the agreement.  Clemmons backed down.

He was however not done trying.  His next target was “the

leaves”.  He wanted an explanation for the fact that he had a

picture showing leaves on the ground when we’d said the leaves

were raked.

Wetherall developed a sudden allergy to answering.  I looked

over at the picture from across the tables and noticed that there

were leaves on the tree right there in front of their faces exactly

above the site he was pointing to, which I immediately pointed

out, adding what should have been obvious by now, that we had

not only that tree but over thirty others right there in the same

area with over forty bushes besides, still shedding leaves. No one

with common sense and anything but hostility would need an

explanation for the few leaves in that picture.

With no comeback from Clemmons, the judge picked up the slack,

wanting reassurance that the raking would continue.  In fact she

“wanted” us to compost the leaves now that there was a structure

and asked Clemmons for confirmation that the City had no

objection.  Clemmons said it was acceptable.  We agreed without

hesitation to continuing what we had done all along.



Clemmons still wasn’t through.  He was back to the “pine”, saying

it needed to be cut back off the sidewalk but now insisting on “six

feet up”!  Unexpectedly he was ignoring Matala’s stupidity about

the traffic visibility.  Did she tell him what she had been up to

and he rejected her concept?   The judge didn’t seem to have

absorbed the compliance in the picture of the “pine” she’d

already been given since she was still saying “people shouldn’t

have to go out and around that tree.”

I objected that the tree didn’t do that and began describing the

picture we’d taken of the car with the driver positioned over the

sidewalk and the clear vista past both trees.  Wetherall was

trying to hide the picture under the pile but I managed to extract

it and offer it to the judge since she had the picture of only one of

the trees.  It not only demonstrated the right way to show traffic

visibility, for possible future reference, it showed how

unobstructed the sidewalk was.

After looking at this picture, the judge wondered what the City

was complaining about.  First asking if the City was indeed

saying it needed to be trimmed, then pointing out that it looked as

though it was already clear.  Clemmons dodged with “all we’re

saying is, I don’t want her to get the impression that the tree is

granted some kind of exemption into the future.”

The judge accepted the six feet order, even though it was based on

            84

The Derelict           A Victory

the new street tree ordinance from which the tree was exempted

as pre-existing.  Attempting to bolster this weak performance,

Clemmons re-iterated he didn’t want any misunderstandings.

Worried that her year’s worth of efforts were producing very

little, Matala made one last ditch attempt.  She said she’d

agreed to the use of the leaves for mulch until the spring and she

wanted them removed afterwards.  The judge asked if that was

acceptable.  The mulch in the garden would be overgrown with

the new year’s shade plants and the agreement was that

shredding the leaves around the trees with the mower was

tantamount to removing them so, of course we had no problem with

that .

The judge wrapped up the proceedings nullifying Matala’s

attempt to cast us as a derelict.  Admiring our “passion” and

“determination”, the judge admonished us that if we have a

disagreement with the existing laws we should work to get them

changed, educating the community and City Council.

Of course the fact that the laws had been misapplied at best,

that we were not defying the law, that the City was the one who

had perjured themselves, disrespected judicial precendent,

intentionally misrepresented the content of the law, engaged in

harassment and endeavored to cover it up, was supposed to be law

and order.  This was community consensus, and living together



respectfully.  Maybe a lot of “education” was indeed needed

“somewhere”.

The judge then listed the terms of her sentencing: $1,100 dollars in

fines, much of it suspended, and 180 days of jail, 180 suspended,

and two years non-reporting probation, under which landscaping

violations would allow the judge to reimpose the fines and jail

days, which of course, she said, was “the last thing” she wanted

to do.  Did we understand, she wanted to know.

We understood that we had already bought land elsewhere

almost a year ago and were preparing to sell this house, that if

we were not the owner of any part of this respectful community

even their misbegotten version of law and order did not apply to

us and could not be used to reimpose anything, that the landscape

we had developed over the last five years was now judged to be in

compliance, basically as it stood before we appeared in court last

June, that the agreement that it was in compliance we had

documented with pictures and tape recording and that the same

court that had confirmed these agreements had just made us

convicted, serial environmentalists.  That title ought to be

impressive anywhere.  Yes we understood.

In the days that followed, we finished the last of the remodeling

tasks at the house, interspersed with the winding down of the

activities of the case.  Maria’s article on the sentencing gave us a
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chance to tell the area’s readers that we’d managed to salvage

some of our growing areas and that we felt the attention to our

cause had been helpful in making people aware of many

important issues.  We mentioned the fact that people seeing our

home because of the trial, in person or in pictures, had told us they

thought our home was gorgeous, from the folks at the EarthSave

meeting, to the Middletown Habitat coalition organizer, to the

clerk at the photolab who had hopes of buying a home with a

forest like ours.

In the same issue, the Journal-News printed a letter from my sister

that highlighted the gardening and civil liberties implications

for Fairfield residents with the headline “Common sense lost in

yard controversy”.  Within a week, another area reader wrote

that natural landscaping does no harm to anyone and that laws

based on “unsightliness” in some people’s tastes protected no one,

concluding that “Surely Fairfield can’t be proud of this.”

This provoked a response from one of the jury members who had

apparently not grasped the significance of selective enforcement

as opposed to character of the neighborhood.  We responded two

weeks later and the Journal-News published our letter to thank

the jury for their attempt to unravel the misinformation in the

case and not only explained those issues but supplied the real

estate data on our neighborhood and its analysis.  The juror had

thought such facts would have clarified the issues for him.



Responding to his other questions gave me the opportunity to

remind readers that R-1 property owners were entitled to a garden

and an orchard and to ankle deep grass, that having them was not

disrespecting the law and that independent sources had reported

in this paper, the Journal-News, that this is what they had

observed at our home.

He had also asked about why the neighbors hadn’t resolved this

among themselves and why we had chosen to follow the advice of

“outsiders” instead of Fairfield’s own experts.  To which I

responded that we had invited neighbors to visit when we were

on the Fairfield Habitat Home Tour, sponsored by the city’s forest

commission but no one had responded at all, then or earlier for our

open house when we were first certified, adding that the young

boys in our neighborhood however had loved the yard and that

Fairfield’s Utilities Department had been working with us to

encourage others to practice natural landscaping.

We closed by inviting readers to drive by and then address their

concerns to the councilmen at the upcoming elections next year.

This provoked an expected vitriolic response from a councilman

who claimed to have been an observer of these affairs, though his

face never graced any of its events nor examined any of its

evidence.  To him a natural landscape was a “bird-in-a-box”

hobby, which is just one more of the “nature-on-life-support”

            86

The Derelict           A Victory

attempts that are ultimately self-defeating, with some poor bird

or critter left in the lurch.  With natural landscaping you allow

the birds, for example, to plant and harvest the foods they need

to support themselves, within the limits of your space and use.

That was the habitat component of our yard’s design.  Based on

the logic that if you are convicted, therefore you are guilty, he

advised readers not to drive by and form their own judgment.

He slurred our home by claiming that the justification for the

ordinances was to discourage vandalism which he said increased

when the properties were “rundown, and poorly maintained”.

Not only did he ignore the evidence I’d presented in my article of

the bank’s appraisal of our home as exceeding the values in the

neighborhood, he seemed to be trying to associate the spate of

vandalism this summer with our case.  That rash of vandal

activity would not logically be connected to our property because

of the disparity of the timeframe, which he was aware of because

he acknowledged that our case was longstanding, which

undoubtedly prompted the urgency of his demand that no one

accept our invitation to come look as the neighbor who’d written

the earlier editorial had done.

The more worrisome possibility was that he was inciting unrest.

We had already considered the possible implications of the fact

that the ‘corporate’ culture that existed in Fairfield’s government

clearly tolerated perjury, harassment and public abuse of the law.



Would the realization, by those close to the settlement, that we

had undone their kangaroo court result in some fallout.  With our

unpredictable hours, my son had disturbed one miscreant active in

our backyard after 1AM not long after the trial.  How much would

the ‘justice’ system tolerate?

While all this was going on, more visitors came to our home to

offer support or called or wrote.  One was a woman whose entire

front yard at her Fairfield home was a wonderfilled garden with

monumental ornamental grasses, wild plants and bushels of

delightful greenery.  She had received a copy of the sentencing

article with the unsigned threat that “you could be next”.  An

irrepressible businesswoman who traveled frequently with her

husband, she had earlier encounters with Matala.   Among other

things, she confirmed that Matala never sent the city’s notices by

regular mail.  Her main suspect for the letter’s origin was her next

door neighbor as they’d had differences over the sheltered area

she’d arranged for her motor home in her backyard, which in her

opinion was much wilder than mine.  I explained what

exemptions and agreements now entitled us to our forest, orchard

and shade gardens and later sent her the website URL for

Fairfield’s ordinances so she could investigate what her

liabilities might be under recent changes since her last encounter

with Matala.

Also concerned about his yard was the natural landscaper, who’d
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earlier expressed his confidence in defending all his native

plantings.  He now called wanting the inside scoop on the

prosecution’s strategy.  When he heard about Matala’s lies that

we had 18” high grass over the entire property, he offered a set of

pictures for our use.  He had cruised by last May when we had

exchanged notes and had taken pictures of our house, date-

stamped the 19th of May.  This was precisely between May 12th,

when Matala claimed in court that there’d been no improvement

so she’d felt “obligated” to release the charges, and the beginning

of June when Matala’s memo to the court’s file stated that our

property was worse than ever.

Furthermore, he said that the turf manuals used by landscapers

who specialize in lawns had data on the maximum length of

grasses.  Grass, like eyelashes, only gets to its mature size, no

more, and when he checked, the lawn grasses in our area never

reached 18” in length, much less height;  only the coarse, upright

pasture grasses grew like that.  This delightful news I confirmed

specifically for my Zoysia by contacting the turf farm that

supplied our plants to request written acknowledgement of their

experience.

Another visitor left his business cards at various times and places

at the house, indicating that he specialized in dealing with EPA,

Health, Building and Zoning issues.  In a later phone call, he said

he had our story posted in his front office and he wanted to know
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what he might do to help since he had once been a Butler county

health and sanitation inspector and knew Matala’s handiwork

history.  Offering examples of others whom she’d unjustly

harassed, he said she was known to violate the rights of

Fairfield’s property owners in spite of the objections of his co-

workers and himself in the county health department, in the days

before he’d gone into business for himself as Acme Environmental

Services.  He should be able to help some of those Matala is now

creating problems for.

Which leaves only the last of the loose ends because the decision

tree that evaluated our options at this point, from combinations of

Supreme Court Disciplinary Council filings to pursuing the still

open appeal in the Court of Common Pleas for overturning the

ZAB hearing and making a bid to nullify the kangaroo court, to

appealing the kangaroo court’s irregularities itself, showed

definitively that biting their ankles one more time and getting on

with enjoying your life and making progress elsewhere was the

favored choice.   The method not only showed when to fold, it

showed how.

Not that irrational choices have never been successful, nor that

rational choices are always safe bets.  It’s just the option with the

best expected value, which makes for clear consciences and

longterm optimums.  In the short term, there are probabilities

involved, there’s the quality of the data and there’s the
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execution.  You can reduce the significance of the probabilities and

the variability in the data to a great extent by doing the

sensitivity tests but that doesn’t necessarily eliminate them

entirely, though it can help uncover likely and much more

promising outcomes that can guide your tactics.

In fact the decision to seek a lawyer for our case demonstrates that

the data of expecting professional experience in the courtroom to

be an advantage was bad data and resulted in the poor defense we

saw. As Wetherall explained later when I challenged him over

his lack of preparation and resulting poor performance, that at

lawyers’ prices a lawyer can’t expend the time to learn the case to

the extent required to know what you know, unless you are

exceedingly wealthy, so the exercise in the courtroom, as currently

practiced, is a gamble with the odds way over balanced against

the individual and in favor of whoever is pulling the strings in

the system.  This literally would make the operation a scam

because of the pretenses that are sold to the public with little

chance of being delivered, except that these very dire chances are

then presented as realism to frighten the client into more

dependence and to avoid the charges of fraud.

That Wetherall failed even to make sensible use of the resources

we presented and did not carry out his own normal preparation

time and further grossly underestimated the cost of his services

for normal preparation as described in the contract phase, makes



him liable for violations of professional conduct even under the

current rules.  A lawyer should be able to give you an estimate

that’s accurate to within about ten percent.  His actions in

response to criticism were to attempt to force agreement to new

terms without allowing due consideration, then attempting to

extort further charges for services we had never contracted for

when we declined to continue negotiations.

Yet this story shows that it’s possible to ultimately win in the

world outside the courtroom.  And, in the courtroom, it’s now the

rational choice to defend yourself for better odds.  Had we never

tried the conventional approach, we would never have exposed

the flaw in trusting experience, that the experience must not

consist of exposure to bad methods, and poor judgment.  That bad

experience, if not examined for revision, that revision not

rehearsed extensively, only adds likelihood of repetition of the

basis, not progress, not even stasis.  But the current faulty

rationale is promoted as standard practice so be aware and use

every non-courtroom option available with all the analysis of the

odds available in our story.  Your guardians are there for you and

there are more amazing ways to win than you think.  Best wishes,

from our new habitat to yours.
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20th March 2002

Judge Joyce Campbell
Fairfield Municipal Court
4951 Dixie Highway
Fairfield OH 45014

Dear Judge Campbell,

Re: 2000CR B793 (”weeds”), 2000CR B795 (”hedge”). and 2000CR B796 (”blight”)

I don’t suppose you receive many letters from those who have passed through your court but our case 

was special for a number of reasons and it’s important that you be aware of a few of its problems as 

well as the events and information that surfaced since the trial.  Although you may have the 

impression that the sentencing was routine, our goals were achieved and we have now completed our 

agenda.

The controversy that surrounded the charges and the conviction (see articles in the Hamilton Journal-

News dated 5th November, 16th November, 24th November, 29th November, 11th December and 29th 

December) have brought new evidence forward, in addition to some glaring flaws in the basis of the 

verdict.  We do not seek to overturn the case, only to provide you with information for your future 

reference in protecting the rights of Fairfield’s citizens.

The first item is a legal issue surrounding the applicability of the exemption from “blight” charges for 

properly sited composting areas.  John Clemmons claimed that the exempting phrase (“This section 

shall not include” such composting facilities) meant the exemption was only applicable to the clause 

in which it occurs, namely to [1343.03(g)(7)] concerning “Brush, stump roots,..., and other natural 

growths..”, and not to the other clause with which we were charged [1343.03(g)(5)] concerning leaves 

remaining in the yard for more than three months.  That this is a false interpretation of the term 

“section” can be seen by comparing it to the term’s usage in the “weed” ordinance [557.01] with which  I 

was also charged.  In [557.01(b)] the clause states that owners of land “described in this section” shall 

cut some required way.  But the land description intended to be referenced is in [557.01(a)], the 

previous clause, which shows that the term “section” does not refer only to the clause in which the 

word occurs as claimed by Clemmons when the jury requested guidance.

Even by examination of the content of (7) it can be seen to include (5)’s “leaves” under the broader term 

“natural growth”.  Hence to have a law in which leaves must be thrown away under (5), per John 

Clemmons, but are allowable under (7), per John Clemmons, is illogical.  The jury specifically 

depended on this distinction and would not have voted “guilty”.  One juror, Anna Bletner, came to our 

home apologizing for “not holding out”.  

The second legal point that was disputed and given a cynical twist by John Clemmons is the due 

process issue of whether the city can act against the owner of the land during the waiting period.  

Under Clemmons’ view the city can prosecute the owner during the waiting period but cannot take 

action to change the land for the stated duration.  This interpretation treats the owner with less 

respect than the land and leads to untenable situations in these ordinances.  Specifically in these very 



charges, the BOCA ordinance offers the option of appealing the decision of the zoning official 

provided the appeal is filed within 20 days of when the owner receives service of the notice.  (See 

PM111.1)  The soonest an appeal to the board can be heard is the next scheduled Zoning Appeal Board 

hearing.  In the event that the filing date is after the 15th of the month, the deadline for the very 

next ZAB schedule is closed and the appeal will be scheduled for the following month’s ZAB hearing 

date.  This could result in as much as 70 days wait between notification of zoning official’s displeasure 

and the ZAB hearing for the case.  

Under John Clemmons’ interpretation of the city’s rights, he could have the owner prosecuted and 

jailed before the appeal is heard.  This is so unjust and illogical, it clearly invalidates Clemmons’ 

claims unless the courts are infallible and the ZAB is a rubber stamp for the court.  Otherwise the 

ZAB could decide differently than the court, granting relief from the charges which should cause the 

charges to be dropped whereas they’ve already been prosecuted.  

What, pray tell, would the city do then?  Say “oops”?  There is nothing in the ZAB rules to prevent 

this from happening if the Stay of Proceedings [1137.05(e)] is interpreted as Clemmons claims.  There 

is no way his interpretation is a valid representation of the lawmakers’ intent.

In fact, ZAB rules state [1137.05(d)(4)] that if the owner, or anyone adversely affected, is dissatisfied 

with the ZAB decision, once it is official, the owner may appeal the decision in the county’s court of 

common pleas, a process that takes months.  Our case was just such a case (Case CZ2000-08-1811 in 

Hamilton’s Court of Common Pleas).  Based on Clemmons’ interpretation, your court accepted what can 

only be viewed as trumped up evidence intended to railroad a citizen in the midst of pursuing her legal 

rights.

In the interim following the trial and the controversy, other evidence has come to light which would 

also warrant your future skepticism in dealing with the zoning official Matala.  Our insistence that no 

notification by regular mail from Matala’s office was ever sent in any of our dealings with zoning was 

confirmed by another Fairfield citizen Gloria Stuard, who visited our home to discuss the history of 

the case when she received an anonymous copy of the newspaper article on our conviction with the 

unsigned annotation that “You could be next”.  This is the type of police state behavior begotten in 

Matala’s snitch agenda.  

Further Matala’s claim that she only responds to citizen complaints was disputed in a letter we 

received from Fairfield citizen, Ella Bruce, who told of Matala’s refusal to prosecute a wealthy 

homeowner whose woodpile was infested with carpenter ants that were migrating into the elderly 

Mrs. Bruce’s home.  Matala told Mrs. Bruce that the decaying wood, the roll of chainlink fence, “dead 

trees, leaves and limbs throughout the neighbor’s yard was legal” in Fairfield.  

Nor were these the only examples of perjury in Matala’s testimony.  She testified in court that “there 

was 18” high grass over the entire property, in every picture.”  Not only can this be seen to be 

indisputably untrue in many of Matala’s pictures --particularly clear were the frontyard and sideyard 

pictures-- but before witnesses later, Matala admitted to knowing that she was mismeasuring the 



grass height, the proper method having been demonstrated when Judge Spaeth threw Matala’s 

charges out in an earlier case 97CRB2757.  Matala was pulling the grass up by the tips and measuring 

“length” instead of “height” and when challenged that this was discredited in ‘97 she dismissed the 

court precedent with the statement that “this judge” didn’t honor that.  We have that on tape.

For independent verification of the actual appearance of our property at the exact time when Matala 

testified that she “graciously” withheld but was forced to file the charges, we received word that 

another Fairfield citizen, Mark Stephens, had heard of the case on the internet the previous May 

when the charges were first filed and had driven by to take photos which he subsequently posted at 

his website whose URL at that time was (http://www.backyardforest.org/cowgirl/photos.htm).  

These digital, date-stamped pictures were taken on May 19th, 2000, a date that bridges the date 

Matala testified in court that there was no sign of compliance with the laws and the date of Matala’s 

June memo to the court claiming the property was in “worse condition” than ever. (June 14th)

These pictures clearly show grass under the 8 inch limit, not knee-high grass, which is what 18” high 

grass would be.  They show that there was no debris, blight nor any offending hedge at the public 

right-of-way.  They also demonstrate that the other charges Matala made in the original certified 

notices about the “pines” being a traffic visibility problem and the habitat sign being illegal were 

total misapplications of code.  You would be well advised in demanding stringent standards in 

evidence from zoning official Matala in future cases where Matala’s testimony is disputed.  In fact 

Fairfield’s Codified Ordinance 525.02(c) would limit the use of Matala’s testimony in cases for at 

least two years.

Also, in reference to the suggestion you made at the sentencing hearing that the appropriate avenue 

for our environmental concerns was city council:  You really shouldn’t advise those with grievances 

unpleasant to the city administration to present their dissenting case to City Council because, in fact, I 

did that in ‘98, before the ‘97 case came to court.  To be specific, the copy of my presentation given to 

then-Councilman Dirksen, at his request, was used in this court under Judge Spaeth by attorney 

Froelke as evidence against me.  Froelke had the Chief of Police present the document as proof that I 

disrespected the law and was defiant.  Apparently Councilman Dirksen’s solicitous concern, saying he 

shared my interests and supported my agenda for ordinance reform but that “this was not a college 

town”, was either less than genuine or his trust in the city administrators in zoning and law was 

grossly violated.  The spectacle of a citizen’s speech to her elected government being twisted into a 

criminal act by the representatives of law and order in this town is an eerie lesson in the difference 

between constitutional rights and police state immorality.  It’s a lesson you don’t repeat, or advise.

While we’re on the subject of history, you might want to review the contents of your court’s file on this 

case for another reason.  Some of your staff is more conscientious about legitimacy and respect for legal 

process than others.  In the course of this trial Matala attempted to introduce documents into the 

official file from an earlier confrontation in which I went to her supervisor and she was forced to back 

off.  In an apparent attempt to the make the current case more extensive, Matala had one clerk named 

Marcia add the illegitimate materials and pictures attaching a cover note to this clerk with the 

disingenuous claim that she (Matala) had just discovered these.  When the clerk was queried, her 



supervisor had the items removed saying that they didn’t belong there.  But sometime between then 

and the date after the trial when I checked the file, it was again included.  It seems Ms Matala is not 

very good at understanding that she has limits to her authority to dictate court process. 

Although you may wonder why we have not pursued either appeal -- the Court of Common Pleas case 

to overturn the ZAB hearing or the case to overturn the Fairfield Municipal Court case -- the reason is 

that the record of Matala’s inspection visit between the verdict and the sentencing has validated our 

landscaping aesthetics and agricultural rights and this has not only been established as precedent in 

the sentencing but also in the following spring’s confrontation between Matala and Clemmons before 

witnesses.  In a recorded phone conversation, Matala’s supervisor reported that Clemmons had 

instructed Matala that the city was not interested in pursuing her latest interest in our home unless 

the curb lawn or areas outside the delineated prairie garden in the front yard were not cut, per the 

court’s sentencing agreement (the transcript of which was acquired for my use after the trial).   

Further, the appropriate resolution for the courtroom misconduct by the various lawyers in our case 

has been set in motion and will deal with that misbehavior.  And lastly, all other hazards of the 

sentencing are moot as of September 2001.

Sincerely,

Jeanette Raichyk

formerly of

5791 Lake Circle Drive

Fairfield OH 45014-4444 

(For the record I am enclosing printouts of the photos that were posted on the internet as well as copies 

of the city’s evidence annotated to demonstrate that the city’s “evidence” invalidated their claims so 

you may consider what procedures might improve court outcomes when faced with official 

misconduct.)

CC:  Maria Rogers, Hamilton Journal-News



25th March 2002

Amy C. Stone

Assistant Disciplinary Counsel

The Supreme Court of Ohio

175 South Third Street, Suite 280

Columbus OH 43215-5196

RE: Gerald Froelke, Esq. (A1-3112),  

John Clemmons, Esq. (A1-3111),  

Gregory Wetherall, Esq. (ODC File No. A1-3113)

Dear Ms. Stone:

Your analysis of the cases above, though they were exhaustively documented and thorough, is amazing 

to me on several counts.  In the Wetherall case, for example, you deny your responsibility to handle the 

case on the “logic” that I am claiming this attorney represented me poorly and that such behavior, in 

your opinion, is not a case of ethical misconduct.  

Yet the document that is the basis of the Disciplinary Counsel’s agenda specifically charges lawyers 

with the ethical responsibility to “give appropriate attention to his legal work” (EC 6-4) as well as 

rules titled “Failing to Act Competently” which state that a lawyer must not “handle a legal matter 

without preparation adequate in the circumstances” nor “neglect a legal matter entrusted to him”.

When a lawyer spends the billed preparation day rearranging his office furniture and handling his 

rental matters for an expanded office and redecoration, in the report of his legal assistant, then utterly 

and demonstrably fails to present the evidence in his custody in defense of his client, why is it the 

client’s responsibility to bring his conduct to anyone other than the Counsel officially charged with 

monitoring attorneys to ensure that they act competently and do not neglect the legal matters entrusted 

to them?  And then to be told that the case does not involve your concern for ethics?  Are there only 

selected portions of the Code of Professional Responsibility that you uphold?

But the truly impenetrable “logic” is the dismissal you use to wash your hands of the remaining two 

cases.  By abdicating your authority over a whole class of attorneys, all prosecutors, and placing the 

burden on the aggrieved party, you are complicit if not directly responsible for the embarrassing 

statistic that our society’s “justice” system holds the unenviable record of jailing the world’s largest 

percentage of its citizenry.  Prosecutorial misconduct is clearly an unsavory part of this picture.



But the solution you offer as an alternative is ludicrous.  In this case, we won our points outside of the 

courtroom and any victim of such harassment would be averse to trusting a court, appeals or not, 

basically in the same political jurisdiction, yet the evidence of misconduct is plain.  Your representation 

that the Counsel would reopen these prosecutorial cases, in the event that the victim of prosecutorial 

misconduct, unlikely as that would be, successfully litigates the claim themselves, is a farcical 

definition of self-discipline by a professional society.  Your logic would only pursue the villain after 

the victim has successfully nailed the villain?

Our case is not some hopeless story of devastation like the one we encountered recently of an innocent 

victim finally released after 25 years in jail;  those cases will not likely reach you, their victims too 

weakened, and certainly their evidence would not be in sufficient condition to successfully disable the 

villains who perpetrated such horrible cases.  If you fail to take the opportunities when you have 

them, though they are not life-and-death, the destruction of our rights and freedoms, our citizens’ 

guarantees of respect, will continue and your office will be a bottom-feeding, useless exercise whose only 

reason for existence is to cover up the sins of your profession til they have been exhaustively 

demonstrated at the expense of those you are charged with protecting.  

You have my condolences for the impending loss of your self-respect and soul for failing your mission.

Just as sincerely,

J. H. Raichyk, PhD.

Dectiri Publishing

P.O. Box 54050

Cincinnati, OH 45254
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C r i t e r i a : 10% 10% 10% 30% 10% 30%

100%

Decision Probab i l i t y Outcome Lives on targget-Foccus on Housee

Expected Summary Summary  | Childrren's SSelfResspect

Value  |  | Childrren'sSttress //HappyChildren'sStress /Happy

 |  |  | Naturee Proggress-JJeopardy to established Entitlemeent

 |  |  |  | Financcial-BuFinancial-Business

 |  |  |  |  | LibertLiberty Progress

 |  |  |  |  |  |

v v v v v v

3.6 54% 6.7 8 9 7 7 4 6 / 60% other harassment

3.1 36% 8.6 9 9 9 1 0 5 8 / 90% entitlement stands for model 40% peace & nature wins

Sell house under entitlement

supreme court vs clemmons

0.3 10% 2.8 5 5 5 2 1 2 video promotion                 \ 10% entitlement disrespected

- - - - - - ignore appeal vs ZAB (supreme court vs weatherall)

7 . 0 100% Letter to Judge Campbell, the Maayor, the City Manager and the Hamiltton Journnal News

Offer help to Forest Commision

3.0 48% 6.3 8 8 4 7 4 6 / 60% other harassment

2.6 32% 8.2 9 8 6 1 0 5 8 / 80% entitlement stands for model 40% peace & nature wins

/  

Test entitlement ourself/

0 .5 20% 2.5 4 4 4 2 1 2 /sell house late in fall        \ 20% entitlement disrespected

- - - - - - ignore appeal vs ZAB (supreme court vs weatherall)

6 . 1 100% Letter to Judge Campbell, the Maayor, the City Manager and the Hamiltton Journnal News

supreme court vs clemmons

video promotion                    \

Offer help to Forest Commision

0.8 10% 7.7 3 9 7 8 7 9                                / 70% countersuit vs Fairfield successsful

/ 20% win ZAB - entitlement uundone?

/                                \

0 .2 4 % 5.7 2 6 6 4 4 9 / 70% win county appeal                                \ 30% countersuit vs Fairfield disresppected

2.9 56% 5.2 5 7 8 2 5 7 /                                      \ 80% disrespected by ZAB - entitlement at risk

Press appeal vs ZAB independenttly city good name must bee protected at all costs

with yardwork=entitled--> sell?

0.7 30% 2.4 0 2 2 0 5 5 video promotion                \ 30% disrespected by county

- - - - - - Supreme Crt vs Clemmons

4 . 6 100% Supreme Crt vs Wetherall

Letter to Judge Campbell, the Maayor, the City Manager and the Hamiltton Journnal News

Case:  By law [1137.05(c)(1)] leegally prrescribed notification time nott allowedd

Evidence: envelop datestamp

        Our supporters could make a differeence

Tom Pennington's article

Ella Bruce's letter

BJ Sandoz

         Court case miscarried

Matala's photos with no 18" high graass

Panoramic shot of invisble froont hedgge

Composting exemption appliees to entire section 

Conclusion: Law violated, miscarrriage noot insignificant, right to returnn processs to point of derailment

Case:  Our landscape wwas not in violation/ordinances misappliedd

"height" - established in court '98

"section" - grass ord usage appllied to B

experts: Carol, Nick, Jennifer

Matala's photos vs invisible heddge

1.3 16% 8.2 7 9 7 8 8 9 /  90% countersuit vs Fairfield successsful

/ 20% win ZAB - entitlement uundone?

/  \  

0 .1 2 % 5.9 6 6 6 4 2 9 / 90% win county appeal                                \ 10% countersuit vs Fairfield disresppected

4.0 72% 5.6 9 7 8 2 5 7 /                                      \ 80% disrespected by ZAB - entitlement at risk

Press appeal vs ZAB with controol over lawyer city good name must bee protected at all costs

with yardwork=entitled--> sell? ZAB is filled with Ffld LLackeys

0.2 10% 2.4 0 2 2 0 5 5 video promotion              \ 10% disrespected by county

- - - - - - Supreme Crt vs Clemmons

5 . 7 100% Supreme Crt vs Wetherall

Letter to Judge Campbell, the Maayor, the City Manager and the Hamiltton Journnal News




