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Crooked Cops All Across 
America Want 

Respect—Like Really 
 
Here we go again with dishonest cops all across the 
country crying about not being respected. Like should 

we take these scumbags seriously because they feel 
they’ve been disrespected by the news media always 

airing videos of a beating or other? While I’m sure 
there are some good cops out there—maybe 10%—the 
rest are crooked by various means. What do I mean by 

that? Well, everyone knows that plenty of cops have 
been busted for criminal behavior. Great—let’s move 
past that idea—you know that there are just a few bad 

apples in the bushel. In actuality the chances of finding 
a 100% honest cop today is slim to zero. And that fact 

is based on this reality. How many cops do you think 
are aware of some wrongdoing by one of their own and 
says nothing? Well, based on public records at court 

proceedings, the number of police officers who are 
aware of crimes being committed on a daily basis by 

other officers such as racial profiling, repeatedly faking 
parking violations in order to hand out multiple tickets, 
shakedowns, rape, drug dealing, paying for prostitutes, 

speeding, running red lights & endangering public 
safety without verified cause, demanding free food & 
drinks from street vendors, and etc.—is quite high. 

Yeah folks, all the above situations are a crime. You 
know, like sneaking into a movie theater without 

paying. Yep, that’s a real crime (theft) that most 
everyone alive has committed at one time or other. 
And whether or not you think it’s a crime or not, it is. 

And with that idea in mind, whether a cop thinks he’s 
dishonest doesn’t matter. If he allows his fellow police 
officers to break the law and not call them on it, he’s 

guilty of the same as well. To put it more simply in 
popular “police talk”—if you’re a getaway driver in a 

bank robbery even though you didn’t actually rob the 
bank you’re still guilty of the crime of bank robbery. 
Well, two can play that game right? If you’re a cop 

who knows of one of your own breaking the law in the 
above-stated ways—then you’re guilty of the same for 

knowing about it and keeping silent. Of course they 
don’t think this way, do they? To this I say—want 
respect from the public—do your frigging job first. 
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Our World 
 

 

“Reality” Continues to Lose 
Credibility as Cable News 

Rewrites Truth—Yet Claim 
Ignorance in Giving Ignoramus 

Donald Trump Free “News” 
Coverage in the 2016 Elections 

 

OK—so continuing from the last issue on topics that 
should matter to every voter out there when picking a 
candidate as opposed to listening to what morons on 

the news and elsewhere spouts on a daily basis, it’s no 
secret that Fascist and proud jackass Donald Trump 
can basically get away with saying anything he likes on 

any given day by ranting on whichever of the news 
outlets he comes across that need a boost in their 

sagging ratings. Worst is the fact whatever he says is 
never seriously fact-checked like it should be. And by 
not doing their job properly because of the quest for 

ratings—these “journalists” at news outlets that should 
base their reporting on real facts and not go along with 

obvious tripe because it makes for splashy headlines 
actually misinform the public rather than inform. 
 

Rachel Maddow (MNBC) has a little more credibility 

than many of her fellow female journalists in that she 

at least tries to act unbiased with her comments when 

talking about specific political figures. But aside from 

that idea, Maddow yaks too much during her show, 

taking up valuable time when she could be talking 

about things that matter. That said—it was Maddow 

that broke the story about the water debacle in Flint 

when every other news outlet ignored the story 

because it wasn’t “flashy” enough. But nevertheless I 

think MSNBC would do a lot better if they cut her show 

in half and let the second half-hour be hosted by 

someone else with opinions on alternative subjects 

rather than waste a whole hour on meaningless 

yakking about things that only people who have the 

intelligence of a third-grader might find interesting. 

And I’m sure Maddow if given the chance might be 

more effective at her job if only the “management” at 

MSNBC would be pink-slipped for poor performance. 

 

Don Lemon (CNN) is yet another “journalist” who 

claims to be impartial yet time and time again 

continues to try to interject his opinions on others, and 

in some cases getting really upset by odd comments 

made by whomever radical “Right-Winger” that is 

being interviewed for a particular segment. Lemon is 

no more a journalist than someone who works at 

Entertainment Tonight and pretending won’t change 

facts. Anchoring cable news doesn’t make for being a 

real journalist or knowing how to be one either. As a 

“journalist” he should know better than to force his 

opinions on others—but he does this every time he 

doesn’t agree with someone—chastising them for how 

they think when he himself needs the same done for 

his two-faced views on certain topics. Example: he 

puts down black people who criticize how the law 

affects them by saying they should stop whining and 

accept that some in the black community are criminals 

and causes those that are not to be judged. It should 

be known he had a much better upbringing than most 

black people in poor communities did so he doesn’t 

really know how it feels to be the target of police 

playing the racial profiling game. Yet he switches 

vehicle on the “gay topic” and gets in a rage when gay 

people are targeted. Surprise—Lemon is gay and like 

all gay people with low self-esteem (or guilt) he sides 

with the farthest views of that group—never 

understanding that like his view on black people giving 

other black people a bad name this also applies to gay 

people giving other gays a bad name because of 

something they said publicly or did. I’m fully aware 

everyone is allowed to have their own views—and 

rightfully so—but criticizing others because they don’t 

think the way you do is no better than being one of the 

FOX News losers who he chastises endlessly—except in 

this case his similar behavior is also noticeable by 

anyone who has the ability to see both sides and 

realizes a hypocrite when they see one. No wonder his 

coverage of Trump has been so biased and under 

reported—yep Lemon doesn’t need CNN management 

telling him to pull back and ask only “soft” questions. 

He’s already doing that by not calling people out since 

“he” probably shares some of their “Right” views. 
 

Erin Burnett (CNN) is another one of the so-called 

“journalists” who plays along with the management at 

CNN bent on ratings over substance. Like her other 

pals at CNN she spends too much time debating 

Trump’s Twitter feeds endlessly—sometimes for the 

entire length of her show—than asking people who 

support him why they do—specifically hitting them on 

their racist views (of anyone who isn’t like them) which 

they obviously share in common with loser Trump. 
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Truth as We Know it Today 

Racist People and Hypocrites 
Frown on Others They 

Consider Dishonest—WTF 
 

Here’s something I saw recently on CNN that I think 
needs addressing in your paper due to how badly split 
on character and morality issues this country seems to 

be experiencing at the moment due to how polarizing 
certain topics are being handled by the press. Anyway, 

if this whacked political season isn’t clear enough on 
the views of the racist Right who seem determined to 
take America back fifty years—here is more proof that 

America needs to answer serious questions ASAP over 
racism before we reach a point of no return. 

It’s a bad character flaw when someone is a racist—but 
what is worse is having someone who’s racist—who 
either knows they’re racist but sees no problem with 

that—or someone who’s so incredibly stupid that they 
don’t realize they’re racist—foolishly stating with pride 
that they wouldn’t vote for someone they thought was 

dishonest while they tout racist views. A comment 
such as this was made recently by well-known corrupt 

businessman T. Boone Pickens who, for anyone who 
doesn’t know—is a racist and proud of it—type his 
name on the search box of your computer and you’ll 

see endless sites with comments made by this 
throwback from the Jim Crow 1950s South. This really 

sad excuse for an American has repeatedly made 
comments over the years about people of color and he 
has the nerve to say he wouldn’t vote for Hillary 

Clinton because he thinks she’s dishonest? Well—first 
here’s a slight prologue to the story—he made this 
statement after proudly making it known he’d always 

voted Republican all his life and didn’t care how 
prepared a candidate was, he voted for them. This 

comment alone makes clear what a toad he is—aware 
beforehand someone is unprepared for the job as 
President yet votes for them anyway. I guess he’s one 

of the reasons George W. Bush was elected. You know, 
Bush, the worst President in US history, Bush, who 

ruined the economy, Bush, who’s IQ is equal to that of 
a fly, and Bush, who pushed us into a fake war just to 
make his oil buddies rich. Hey—now it makes sense. 

Pickens of course would support an idiot—as long as he 
made lots of blood money from oil deals made on the 
backs of dead US soldiers. And this lousy motherfucker 

has the nerve to say Hillary Clinton is dishonest? 
Well, give me dishonest any day over a morally corrupt 

racist who values money over human lives. Any 
Republican who would vote for someone along party 
lines shows how much character they have. Like all 

racists in this country Pickens has a smug sense about 

his own self worth—however this view is always vastly 
different in the real world and how everyone else sees 

them as they really are. Pickens proves that like others 
before him that not only are racists dumb, but rich 
racists are really dumb and history will judge him as it 

has all others before. And no matter how much he 
pathetically tries to write his own obituary—he will go 
down as a turd in society. This country is filled with 

uneducated rich morons that really need to look at 
themselves in the mirror and see how hateful they 

really are. As the next generation of today’s youth 
starts to mature this kind of behavior really has no 
place in society. Racist losers as a rule hate change 

and it’s no secret how much the recent changes in the 
law about gay marriage and possible acceptance of 

immigrants have riled these types up endlessly. 
In many countries where education is lacking this sort 
of thing happens on a very a large scale due to 

ignorance. But in this country you’d think most people 
would have the intelligence enough to not be this overt 
about their feelings. But apparently most people who 

are racist or at least share views that most would 
frown upon never seem to want to change. I can admit 

myself that I grew up among people who, though they 
wouldn’t state it publicly their behavior or words would 
be racist today. I’ve always tried to judge others based 

on character and not skin color or religion. And though 
I’d like say that I never felt a certain way toward 

anyone, I admit that for a long time I was put off by 
gay people and their behavior during the 1980s. And a 
large part of it had to do with the fact that AIDS raged 

in those years and blame was easy to cast. But 
nevertheless, today I know this behavior was wrong 
and feel ashamed by how I felt. But for the record I 

NEVER once harassed or called people names. I kept 
my feelings to myself because calling attention to 

someone’s lifestyle was never the way I was then or 
now. But that doesn’t mean feeling this way in the first 
place was right—and people who feel hatred towards 

someone because of their color or religion needs to 
address their own shortcomings and why they feel this 

way in the first place—many of whom has never had 
any interactions with people of color or those who 
believe in something different from what they do. 

Of course someone who is racist also has self-esteem 
problems and putting another person down is their way 
of feeling good about themselves. In other words a 

racist is just a bully to the max. No other way to look 
at it really. Ever met a bully who was smart? Bullies 

are pathetic losers and so are racists—except racists 
can actually create situations that can lead to a person 
being killed because of their skin color or religion. And 

yes, look it up on the Internet—it has happened 
before—many times. However the worst part of seeing 

racist Republicans touting hatred on TV is being aware 
they also claim to be Christians. Did the Bible say 
being racist was OK—maybe I missed that part? 

 

Property of Nancy Hanks Lincoln Public Library

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/T._Boone_Pickens
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Jim_Crow_laws
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Hillary_Clinton
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Hillary_Clinton


 

Page 5 
 

Republicans vs.  the USA 
“ ”

 

Classless Politics 
2012 Slap with a Vengeance 

Minorities Might Finally Have Their Say 
Megyn Kelly Proves with Interview She IS a Bimbo 

Scary Times Ahead for America 
Real Bernie Sanders and Righteous Hypocrisy 

Devilish Cruz is “Lucifer” in the Flesh 
Citizen Overthrow of the USA on the Way 

 
More bumbling and crass behavior in the upcoming 

2016 US Presidential elections have led to “reality 
show” mentality voters and it’s not one bit amusing to 

anyone watching—especially if those watching are in 
Europe. And while we all love entertainment there’s no 
place for such ideas in politics. As a rule, running for 

political office should be dignified and informative. 
Instead we’ve been subjected to extremely crude and 
sad campaign behavior from many involved. Of course 

as usual with low blow behavior leader Donald Trump 
leading the pack what else can we expect? There have 

been endless lies from both sides—but the Republicans 
have added much more lies to the game this year than 
they usually do each election cycle. And since Trump 

has no real plan of action to put forth he’s engaged in 
a verbal sparring battle about which wives are uglier 

with devilish Ted Cruz. Look the real “news” shouldn’t 
be about whose wife is cuter—it should be about 
whether or not someone is going to “out” Cruz as a 

closet queer. It should be clear to anyone looking that 
he plays for the other side—men—and why Trump 
hasn’t played that card is quite curious to many 

watching—maybe because he too have dabbled in such 
behaviors? But regardless it’s time to face reality and 

admit to one fact. One thing is sure however, with 
either of these two losers vying for the lead position in 
the GOP—there’s no way either of these losers will end 

up as President. John Kasich is the only sane choice 
but as usual Republicans are too clueless to notice this 
fact as they debate one failed strategy after another. 

Not to be outdone on the Democratic side—they have 
their issues too. Hillary Clinton is poised to win the 

nomination but when all’s said and done she can’t 
seem to learn how to appear friendly. But then again 
she might have good reason for her behavior with 

always being on edge by having a “fake” Democrat 
trying to destroy her chances to make history. The 

more I watch Bernie Sanders on TV trying to make 
everyone believe he’s got their backs—the sicker I’ve 
become of him. He’s pandering in the worst way and 

his “minions” can’t seem to see through his fake 
promises. Most of what he says he can do will never be 
possible and he knows it—yet he continues to lie 

because it serves his purposes of achieving desperate 
fame. I’ve noticed how he talks down to his minions by 

telling them the same old line over and over as if they 

aren’t smart enough to comprehend reality. He also 
seems to bask endlessly in praise and from his 

demeanor he seems sexist toward women—acting like 
they should take the lead of a man always and never 
dare question his authority or others who think like 

him. It’s quite odd that the press hasn’t gone after that 
story since I’m sure there’s a lot of fodder there. 
He also refers to himself quite a lot in the third person 

which is weird. The only other “person” I’ve seen do 
that in this campaign is Trump and that should say a 

lot. Sanders also seems to have no problem lifting 
(stealing) other people’s tag lines and repeating them 
as his own. Oddly enough Sanders have repeatedly 

accused Clinton of stealing his ideas despite repeating 
some of hers on occasion and more importantly 

repeating the word “huge” every chance he gets. And 
everyone knows that’s a Trump “tag word” in this 
campaign. Like I said, Sanders and Trump have more 

in common than most people know—scary for sure. 
Neither Sanders nor Trump are who they say they 
are—Trump isn’t a Republican and Sanders isn’t a 

Democrat if truth be known—he is a Communist and 
always has been. And he can play the Democratic 

Socialist card all he likes, but he only says that to sway 
idiots who aren’t smart enough to look up his history of 
extremely radical ideas. Trump is also something but 

he’s not Republican for sure—much too far to the right 
of the game even for them. He’s much closer to being 

a Fascist. Maybe he and Sanders should team up 
sooner than later since their ideas are so much closer 
together than apart. Sanders has the “good guy” act 

down act down for sure but if he was truly one of the 
good guys he would have run as an Independent like 
he’s always stated he was in the past. I guess his 

thirst for power justifies his pretending to be someone 
he’s not just to usurp power from the rightful heirs this 

time around. But of you ask me I’d rather have a room 
full of liars and cheaters than one of the “I’ll be 
anything you want me to be until I get what I want” 

type of person which is much scarier in the end. 
Trump and Cruz have certainly turned the election 

cycle into a circus but the media is to blame for most 
of it. Are you going to tell me they just couldn’t ignore 
Trump’s endless quest for attention by not airing his 

frequent rants on TV? Yes they could, but their need 
for ratings has caused them to slide down the ladder of 
real news and become a reality show instead. And I’d 

respect them if they admit that—but hearing various 
“news” outlets and “journalists” actually deluding 

themselves—stating they are still reporting the news 
and that they are journalists makes for sad laughter. 
 

As the 2016 elections looms, the huge failure of the 
2012 elections still hover like a black cloud over 

Republicans who still can’t grasp that they need to 
change with the times in order to secure more votes. 
Instead, they continue along a proven failed track by 

denying minorities the right to vote by closing polling 
sites, saying women have no rights, declaring only rich 
people’s votes matter and acting like there’s no racist 

problem within their party—talk about delusional. 
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As things heat up it finally seems to be dawning on 
anyone—even the most clueless that minority voters 

might decide the election outcome. Democrats usually 
have a lock on this field but Republicans apparently 
still can’t understand they will lose huge swaths of the 

population unless they get with the program and start 
seeing minorities as equals rather than just as groups 
they can bash for fun. The funny part about all of 

these situations playing out as the 2016 elections 
come closer is how clueless Republicans still seem 

even now, thinking that the white vote is all they need 
to cinch the deal. I guess it’ll take losing and losing big 
to set them on a path to reality. Then again you’d 

think after their massive 2012 failures they’d get wise 
to the deal—but instead they doubled down on their 

racist gameplay all the while acting like they’re the 
party of unity for everyone. Unity of what—dumb rich 
white people wanting control. Like whose giving them 

advice—a KKK leader who still thinks its 1950? 
 
Megyn Kelly is no stranger to bad press but you’d think 

she wouldn’t be so dumb as to go on CBS News and 
try to play the “smart” card. I mean seriously—she 

knows CBS isn’t FOX—in other words they don’t lie as 
much—yet she had the nerve in an interview with 
Charlie Rose to pretend she’s smart by saying she was 

a “lawyer”—but always wanted to be a reporter—so 
she got a job at FOX News? Like what planet does she 

live on? No one thinks FOX is real—it’s garbage for 
idiots. Lies galore OK—deal already. Then when she’s 
questioned by Rose on the fact that FOX News is seen 

by many to be biased—she stated with a straight face 
that FOX tells the truth—really—then admitted seconds 
later that FOX is skewed toward Republicans—that’s 

quite a contradiction which plainly is clear to anyone 
watching that is intelligent. She repeated the usual line 

by FOX “fair and balanced” that they say endlessly but 
it means nothing since it’s actually the opposite of 
what they actually do—and her admittance that they 

play to Republicans is telling enough. Maybe she 
should get a clue—she sucked at being a lawyer and 

switched to being a bimbo robot for FOX News—so now 
the only thing she should do is what she’d probably be 
really good at—being a weather bunny at FOX. She’s 

blonde—dumb—mildly pretty—yep, so perfect. 
 
As this election cycle continues onward with the scary 

possibility that Donald Trump will get to the GOP 
convention as their only choice—it should really start 

to terrify people. He’s clearly a moron but morons with 
power can lead to tragic outcomes. We’ve all been 
there before and if no one checks his rise ASAP things 

could go from bad to worse. He’s obviously from past 
records deluded about reality. How many times did he 

state with a straight face that Barack Obama wasn’t 
born in the United States? And when questioned by 
Anderson Cooper from CNN in 2015 he stated he didn’t 

want to talk about it since he moved on long ago. Code 
for anyone who wasn’t paying attention—he still feels 
this way—that Obama isn’t really American—and he 

isn’t alone. Plenty of his loony cohorts think this way 

too. Who do you think his supporters are? Like get real 
already. They have the same mindset he does. And 

yes, let’s go there with this further—all his supporters 
are mostly uneducated idiots who blame everything 
wrong in their lives on minorities. Yep, Trump is a 

racist and so are all his followers. And they can say 
what they like, but listen to their ignorant comments 
when interviewed and you can see what needs to be 

seen. Trump’s deal with his minions is the same as 
Bernie Sanders and his sad “sheep” followers. The only 

“difference” between the Sanders minions is that they 
think they’re on the side of the “good” when in reality 
they are only looking for free deals everywhere and 

haven’t taken the time to check what they’re being 
promised. I guarantee if these “sheep followers” of 

mostly Millennials were to be told the “free” deals are 
no longer on the table, they’d be so gone. Back to 
spending all their time at Starbucks or texting their 

friends while acting like they have it all going for them 
only to realize when they get older how pathetic their 
lives turned out because they were so deluded in their 

younger years. Think of them in the same way 
“hippies” from the 1960s were assumed to be—and we 

all know how that turned out—they became greedy 
Republicans when their endless quest for money led 
them far away from their so-called precious ideals. 

 
Bernie Sanders loves to lecture people on righteous 

issues—but hates to be “lectured” for hypocrisy 
himself. How sad is he? Sanders has been described by 
many who know him as a selfish self-absorbed creep 

and charlatan who lies when asked directly about his 
views—knowing most people wouldn’t agree with his 
hard Communist stances so he pretends to be a 

Socialist. Like really—since when do the Socialists he 
talks about—you know the ones in Sweden or Norway 

think that Fidel Castro was a good leader? Uh huh—like 
never. And if Sanders wants to deny his “real” views 
on Socialism—I mean Communism—actual footage 

exists from 1985 of Sanders praising Castro without 
hesitation. Oops—does that sound like someone who 

shares a Democratic Socialist view? Nope—I think not. 
Truth is—he still thinks the way he did back in 1985 
and will never change for any reason because he 

thinks he is right to have such radical views—though 
he’d never admit it publicly. Like Trump who still thinks 
Obama wasn’t born in America even now—because he 

(Trump) is a racist and always has been—Sanders is a 
proud die-hard Communist in the vein of Castro, Mao 

Zedong, Joseph Stalin and Vladimir Lenin and will 
never change either. For anyone who isn’t up to reality 
101 as it applies today—Socialist countries like Sweden 

and Norway follow only true Democratic Socialism and 
its principles. Countries like Cuba do not. They follow 

hard line Communist views from the past—and yes, 
there is a very big difference between Communism and 
Socialism—despite what some may say. Bottom line is 

Sanders does have good ideas about how the poor in 
society should be treated—however using the “it’s my 
way or the highway” rule doesn’t get you anywhere 

despite what many assume when taking a harsh 

Property of Nancy Hanks Lincoln Public Library

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Megyn_Kelly
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Charlie_Rose
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Barack_Obama
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Anderson_Cooper
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Fidel_Castro
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Mao_Zedong
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Mao_Zedong
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Joseph_Stalin
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Vladimir_Lenin


 

Page 7 
 

stance in order to get what they want. Compromise is 
a must for any deal—and refusing to budge only 

prolongs what already hasn’t worked in the past 
starting back in the 1980s where common sense was 
thrown out the window in favor of believing everyone 

was on the level about what was best for every 
American but actually were only out for themselves 
and their friends—and everyone who should of 

demanded compromise knowing how bad an effect it 
would have on the poor (but went along with what the 

diabolical masses demanded anyway in order to avoid 
confrontation) should be blamed. Of course the end 
results destroyed America’s middle class. This 

“wonderful program” that was so highly-touted was 
called trickle-down economics—a program that failed 

miserably—otherwise known as Reaganomics. 
 
Ted Cruz calls Democrats “radicals” when it’s HE and 

others who “think like him”—who are radicals and 
kooks trying to destroy America. Want more proof of 
this idea? Former house speaker John Boehner said 

recently (April 28) that Cruz was “Lucifer in the Flesh” 
and believe me no truer words have been said about 

this worthless excuse for a human being. Cruz of 
course when confronted tried to switch it up saying 
Boehner meant Americans and not him—which made 

no sense at all—then went further saying he didn’t 
know Boehner that well. Really? Cruz was Boehner’s 

lawyer at one point and he doesn’t know him that well?  
Clearly another Cruz lie—one of millions. Nevertheless 
here is the exact quote by Boehner “I have Democrat 

friends and Republican friends. I get along with almost 
everyone, but I have never worked with a more 
miserable son of a bitch in my life.” Oops—does that 

sound like Boehner is implying someone other than 
Cruz? Nope—and believe me Boehner isn’t the only 

one who feels this way. Cruz has an enemy list a mile 
long with his own kind—just about every Republican 
hates him. But what can you expect from a closeted 

religious zealot who has the charming personality of a 
decomposing cucumber? Yep, seriously, when Donald 

Trump tried to play the game that Cruz had slept 
around on his wife, there wasn’t one woman who was 
interviewed who said they’d “touch that” meaning 

Cruz—more importantly—the inside joke was that Cruz 
wouldn’t cheat on his wife with a woman—he’d do it 
with a dude—and trust me he has—plenty. Being 

labeled a devil is so true to who Cruz really is behind 
his disgusting smarmy exterior—if he has his way he’d 

declare America a theocracy and start playing the 
“Bloody Mary” game. He’s such a fake that even the 
most fake of the “so-called” born again Christians 

revile him. Not even his own daughters like him as 
revealed in a video that showed him being pushed 

away by one of his daughters when he tried to kiss 
her. I wonder if there’s more to that story that will 
come out later—possibly incest—wouldn’t be the first 

time that’s happened with a politician. But the most 
important thing is—he has no path to being President 
regardless. And for sure Trump wouldn’t allow it to 

happen. Additionally, the fact that creepy Cruz isn’t 

even an American would also come into play if he were 
somehow to “fix” the GOP nomination process. You can 

bet there’d be plenty who would stop at nothing to rub 
him out before he got anywhere near the White 
House—and like stated before—this wouldn’t be the 

first time this has happened either—but unlike the 
other times when murder was frowned upon—this 
ending for Cruz would not be met with grief—but with 

wild parties where everyone cheered Cruz’s death. 
By the way this sketch of Cruz isn’t one-sided. Many of 

the news outlets asked people who had known Cruz 
from way back to his college days about their views of 
him and not one person could be found that liked him 

even a little bit. Even his college professors found him 
vile and had nothing good to say about him. And we 

already know how women feel about him—finding him 
so intolerable that not even a hooker would let Cruz 
touch them. For the record when even hookers 

wouldn’t touch you for money that should be very 
telling about how much of a hateful troll you are. 
 

As part of the bigger picture of the 2016 elections I 
think the biggest thing most people should grasp right 

now in this country with hateful intolerants like Trump 
and Cruz vying for the Presidency is that racism must 
end now or there will be consequences of which will 

not be pleasant for people who share beliefs that 
divide people. What happened in the 1960s was mild 

to what will happen soon enough in the next ten years 
or so if Republicans keep pushing farther to the “Right” 
of common sense, foolishly daring to invoke Fascism 

while thinking they’re still in charge, but not realizing 
they’re not the majority anymore but the minority. 
People today have less patience of hateful rhetoric 

than they did ten years ago and ten years from now 
the feeling will be even more frowned upon. Most of 

the GOP are stuck in the past, wishing for a time long 
gone where women existed as an extension of a man 
and minorities “knew their place.” This election is proof 

that the shift has already begun and 2020 will be even 
more evidence of a shift where minorities will control 

the vote. Hispanics, blacks, Asians and other splinter 
groups such as Middle Eastern immigrants will decide 
the future—not racist white people still living in a time 

when their word was law. Seeing Republicans on TV 
repeating lines that seem out of the 1950s is weird but 
“more weird” is the fact they actually believe it. It’s not 

an act despite how comical their statements seem. 
The bigger question is not how many racists we have 

in this country—believe me we have plenty—the actual 
question is what will happen to our country if pushed 
by hateful trolls in the GOP a race war develops. Think 

of the outcome. Tragic is the only way to look at this 
situation that is right now preventable by removing 

every racist “old-time” Republican politician from office 
before more damage is done. For those who can’t see 
between the lines, Trump is only saying what other 

Republican feel and believes—but can’t say it because 
of the backlash that would occur. Think about the next 
time you vote for someone—do you want a racist troll 

in office? If you do by all means vote Republican. 
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Note: This is a real-life diary. For the record, the events mentioned 

in this diary occurred several years ago in 2008 and 2009. Remaining 

parts will be serialized in future issues of Opinion America. 
 

February 18 (Part 5)—I showed up at the parking lot of 
his apartment building later as promised and waited a 

while, but when Lucas Ford didn’t meet me as 
promised I went around to the front of the building 
until he came downstairs. For a while I thought he’d 

purposely forgotten about me and asked him later the 
same question. Apparently he hoped I’d get discouraged 
and leave, but he should have known better since I 

had nowhere else to go. We spoke briefly about the 
whole situation and then he led me to the back of his 

apartment building toward the parking lot, showing me 
where I would sleep. It definitely wasn’t anything like 
he had described earlier. It was worse—much worse. 

 
February 18 (Part 6)—I stood there in total disbelief 
that he actually expected me to risk my life staying in 

such an unsafe area. He acted like there was nothing 
wrong with this suggestion, so I told him he must 

really hate me to be willing to subject me to this sort 
of situation. He remained completely unwilling to deal 
with reality and kept insisting this was the best he 

could do when we both knew it wasn’t. I continued 
staring at the area he expected me to sleep until he 

finally relented a little and took a suggestion I had 
mentioned earlier (when I first saw the area) that I 
sleep in one of the metal lockers that were in the 

parking lot. Most had locks, so then I suggested he let 
me stay in the one he and his brother used, but he 
flatly refused, stating they had stuff in it. Stuff?—More 

like crappy junk if you ask me—things that should 
have been thrown out long ago, but of which he kept 

simply because he is a compulsive packrat. 
 
February 18 (Part 7)—I refused to really accept any 

ideas he suggested since they were all terrible—meant 
to benefit him only—when he finally realized I wasn’t 

moving he found an abandoned locker, broke the 
plastic cord which doubled as a lock and opened it. 
Though I didn’t really want to sleep in it, I had no 

choice at the moment. It was about three feet by four 
feet and had practically no room to stretch out for 
someone with my height. Still he kept coldly stating 

again and again that his brother was the reason I 
couldn’t stay upstairs. But his behavior toward me that 

night was a dead giveaway about his true motives. 
 
February 18 (Part 8)—I’m sure he could see that I was 

upset, but he didn’t seem to care. He just seemed so 

cold toward me. Even when he offered me some 

blankets, he neglected to mention they were filthy—as 
far as I could see. I was forced to sleep on those 

blankets and a dirty pillow for weeks afterwards.  
Never did he offer to wash them during the month I 
suffered through this ordeal.  It was still chilly—even in 

February—so I asked, or rather suggested over and 
over again until he begrudgingly went upstairs and got 

me another blanket. The same incident played out 
again minutes later when he found an old dirty 
backpack upstairs that he had no use for, but yet 

seemed unwilling to give me despite this fact. Though 
he seemed to think he was doing a great thing in 
“helping” me, but there was so much more he could of 

done, yet didn’t make an effort to. He also furnished 
me with a combination lock for the locker, but made it 

seem like I was asking too much of him. 
 
February 18 (Part 9)—I guess I should have been 

grateful he helped me at all considering he didn’t have 
to, but it was the amount of coldness in how he 

handled it—which made me take notice. Later as I got 
into the metal locker I thanked him for his help, at 
which time he finally managed a smile. But maybe it 

was all for show—and really couldn’t wait to be rid of 
me and the nightmare I had been dealing with up to 
that point when I made contact with him again. 

 
February 24—The next couple of days I went about my 

life trying to somehow make sense of how a mess my 
life had become, and during these times I assumed 
Lucas Ford would try to mend the rift between us or at 

least make an effort to ask me how I was doing. No 
such luck. He didn’t try to see me much less ask me 
how I was doing. I was totally invisible as far as he 

was concerned. On Saturday morning, February 21st, I 
saw him briefly outside the entrance to his apartment 

building and asked if we could get together and talk. I 
told him I was lonely and really needed someone to 
talk to. He didn’t give me a straight answer—he simply 

said he’d be around. His behavior was a clear indicator 
he didn’t want to talk to me and didn’t care. 

 
February 27 (Part 1)—Early on the next week I ran out 
of the money Lucas Ford had given me and decided to 

ask him for more—again I told myself it was okay since 
he owed it to me, but it was still hard to ask him for 
help. I met him outside the front entrance of his 

apartment building and when I asked him for money 
he acted like it was a hardship. I knew it wasn’t, but 

assumed he was acting that way because he didn’t 
want to help me unless he had no choice. He did give 
me the money finally but made it clear he wasn’t a 

bank. I acknowledged him but personally I didn’t care 
because he had never paid me back from our 2002 bet 

so technically it was money he still owed me. 
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February 27 (Part 2)—A little later the same week on 
one particular afternoon I met Lucas on Vista Street 

(coming back from a nearby library) intent on 
persuading him to buy me a new pair of sneakers 
which I badly needed. At first when I suggested the 

idea (as I had with the money earlier in the week) he 
didn’t like it, and came up with endless excuses to 
avoid helping me out. But finally he seemed to relent 

and I suggested Walmart because they had the 
cheapest ones. This particular Walmart was in a bad 

area of Los Angeles and he again came up with 
excuses about driving there, claiming he had an 
appointment with a client shortly. As if by fate he got a 

call right as we were talking and the client he was 
supposed to train cancelled their appointment. He had 

nothing in the way of an excuse now and reluctantly 
went along with my idea. On the way to Walmart we 
talked and I suggested we were making some progress 

in communicating. He seemed to agree and by the 
time we got to Walmart there was some melting of the 
frost that had stood between us for years now. 

 
February 27 (Part 3)—While shopping for my new 

sneakers I pointed out to him a new type of cookie 
that I knew he’d like. He seemed intrigued and bought 
a package of Oreo Cakesters. He got so into the mood 

of the whole “spending time together” situation that 
after we had left the store he offered to buy me a new 

package of socks without me asking. We went back to 
the store, purchased them and as we headed back to 
the gym he seemed open to finally working on fixing 

our friendship—or so I thought anyway. I mentioned to 
him before I got out of his truck after he parked on 
Vista Street how much I was pleased with the progress 

we seemed to be making after all these years. He 
seemed pleased also. Of course this was only my 

impression of the whole situation that afternoon. 
 
March 5—On Saturday afternoon that weekend I came 

back to the apartment building and found Lucas and 
his brother, Jake Ford, hanging out in the parking lot 

and at that moment I thought that maybe they (or 
Lucas) were going to let me stay upstairs. No such 
luck. Whatever they were doing in the parking lot that 

day I never found out but it surely wasn’t to let me 
have a better sleeping arrangement than the one I 
had. However a specific incident that took place that 

afternoon involving something I had said to both Lucas 
and Jake would play into events later. Not long after 

his behavior seemed to go back to the way it had been 
previously and I realized things would always be 
strained between us no matter how much effort I was 

willing to make. Of course this situation only added to 
my depression throughout these times and by 

Tuesday, March 3rd, I was pretty much tired of dealing 
with life in general and made plans to go back to the 
beach to end my life for good. That morning I went by 

the gym on Beverly Boulevard and had him meet me 
outside. Lucas didn’t seem pleased to see me, but at 
this point I didn’t really care one way or the other. 

I handed him his key to the locker and told him I was 
going back to the beach to die. He seemed confused 

by my statement so I showed him two bottles of 
NyQuil and Tylenol I planned to use. He seemed to 
think I wouldn’t take them, but I assured him I 

would—knowing these types of medication causes liver 
damage and eventually death. At this point you’d think 
he’d somehow feel some sort of compassion for me, 

but not Lucas. He acted like I wouldn’t go through with 
it when I mentioned he’d never see me again. There 

was no further reaction so I told him goodbye and 
began to walk away. He offered me five dollars, and at 
first I refused it—thinking what good it would do me 

now, but then took it with the mindset that he still 
owed me money. I thought he’d have tried to stop me 

at this point, or at least call out to me, or something, 
but he didn’t. I headed back to Nicholas Canyon Beach 
later feeling completely alone with no options left. 

Once there I took some of the NyQuil and Tylenol I had 
brought with me and went to sleep. 
 

March 12 (Part 1)—I slept a lot during the next couple 
of days (taking NyQuil and Tylenol to do it) in order to 

deal with being so depressed. The medication helped 
me to sleep but was too scared to take a fatal dose 
since I was afraid to suffer. I was also hoping to find a 

reason to live through this ordeal even though I felt 
otherwise. However, other forces of nature quickly got 

me to leave the beach again. Throughout my time 
spent at the beach I shared the campsite area with a 
large family of rats. At first they kept away, but as 

time went by (and when I left and returned several 
times) their fear of me vanished. I guess they seemed 
to smell death coming (I actually smelled like 

medication at this point) and moved closer and closer 
to me until they were close enough that I could touch 

them. And on the morning of Friday, March 6th, I 
realized that during the previous night a rat had been 
in my sleeping bag. That was it for me. I packed my 

stuff and left the campsite—never to return. 
 

March 12 (Part 2)—I returned to Hollywood—to Lucas 
Ford’s apartment building and when he saw me he 
didn’t seem surprised. I mentioned what had happened 

and asked for the key back. We talked briefly 
afterwards and then it was back to my uncomfortable 
sleeping situation inside the metal locker that I feared 

would be my tomb though I had thought I would die at 
the beach in the campsite that seemed like the perfect 

place to end my life initially. But maybe it was this 
little compartment that would be where I would spend 
my final weeks. At least it seemed so at the time. 
 

March 12 (Part 3)—I had returned from the beach with 

the idea Lucas would make an effort to be nicer to me 
but when I realized he wasn’t trying I began to create 

situations to insure he couldn’t avoid me. I already 
made sure he ran into me before he went to work on 
Saturday mornings and when it became clear it wasn’t 

working as I would’ve like—I began playing the guilty 
card every chance to achieve the goal I wanted. 
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The excerpt below is taken from the 1902 novel Lady of the Barge by W. W. Jacobs (of which Monkey’s Paw is 
included in the collection of short stories. This book is available online at the Nancy Hanks Lincoln Public Library. To 

obtain a free version of this book on PDF visit www.nancyhankslincolnpubliclibrary.com and download a copy. 
 

 

 

 

Without, the night was cold and wet, but in the small parlor of Laburnam Villa the blinds were drawn and the fire burned brightly. Father and son were 

at chess, the former, who possessed ideas about the game involving radical changes, putting his king into such sharp and unnecessary perils that it 

even provoked comment from the white-haired old lady knitting placidly by the fire. 

“Hark at the wind,” said Mr. White, who, having seen a fatal mistake after it was too late, was amiably desirous of preventing his son from seeing it. 

“I’m listening,” said the latter, grimly surveying the board as he stretched out his hand. “Check.”  

“I should hardly think that he’d come tonight,” said his father, with his hand poised over the board.  

“Mate,” replied the son. 

“That’s the worst of living so far out,” bawled Mr. White, with sudden and unlooked-for violence; “of all the beastly, slushy, out-of-the-way places to 

live in, this is the worst. Pathway’s a bog, and the road’s a torrent. I don’t know what people are thinking about. I suppose because only two houses in 

the road are let, they think it doesn’t matter.” 

“Never mind, dear,” said his wife, soothingly; “perhaps you’ll win the next one.”  

Mr. White looked up sharply, just in time to intercept a knowing glance between mother and son. The words died away on his lips, and he hid a guilty 

grin in his thin gray beard. 

“There he is,” said Herbert White, as the gate banged to loudly and heavy footsteps came toward the door.  

The old man rose with hospitable haste, and opening the door, was heard condoling with the new arrival. The new arrival also condoled with himself, 

so that Mrs. White said, “Tut, tut!” and coughed gently as her husband entered the room, followed by a tall, burly man, beady  of eye and rubicund of 

visage. 

“Sergeant-Major Morris,” he said, introducing him. 

The sergeant-major shook hands, and taking the proffered seat by the fire, watched contentedly while his host got out whiskey and tumblers and 

stood a small copper kettle on the fire. 

At the third glass his eyes got brighter, and he began to talk, the little family circle regarding with eager interest this visitor from distant parts, as he 

squared his broad shoulders in the chair and spoke of wild scenes and doughty deeds; of wars and plagues and strange peoples.  

“Twenty-one years of it,” said Mr. White, nodding at his wife and son. “When he went away he  was a slip of a youth in the warehouse. Now look at 

him.” 

“He don’t look to have taken much harm,” said Mrs. White, politely. 

“I’d like to go to India myself,” said the old man, “just to look round a bit, you know.”  

“Better where you are,” said the sergeant-major, shaking his head. He put down the empty glass, and sighing softly, shook it again. 

“I should like to see those old temples and fakirs and jugglers,” said the old man. “What was that you started telling me the  other day about a 

monkey’s paw or something, Morris?” 

“Nothing,” said the soldier, hastily. “Leastways nothing worth hearing.”  

“Monkey’s paw?” said Mrs. White, curiously. 

“Well, it’s just a bit of what you might call magic, perhaps,” said the sergeant-major, offhandedly. 

His three listeners leaned forward eagerly. The visitor absent-mindedly put his empty glass to his lips and then set it down again. His host filled it for 

him. 

“To look at,” said the sergeant-major, fumbling in his pocket, “it’s just an ordinary little paw, dried to a mummy.”  

He took something out of his pocket and proffered it. Mrs. White drew back with a grimace, but her son, taking it, examined it curiously. 

“And what is there special about it?” inquired Mr. White as he took it from his son, and having examined it, placed it  upon the table. 

“It had a spell put on it by an old fakir,” said the sergeant-major, “a very holy man. He wanted to show that fate ruled people’s lives, and that those 

who interfered with it did so to their sorrow. He put a spell on it so that three separate men could each have three wishes from it.”  

His manner was so impressive that his hearers were conscious that their light laughter jarred somewhat. 

“Well, why don’t you have three, sir?” said Herbert White, cleverly. 

The soldier regarded him in the way that middle age is wont to regard presumptuous youth. “I have,” he said, quietly, and his blotchy face whitened.  

“And did you really have the three wishes granted?” asked Mrs. White.  

“I did,” said the sergeant-major, and his glass tapped against his strong teeth. 

“And has anybody else wished?” persisted the old lady. 
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“The first man had his three wishes. Yes,” was the reply; “I don’t know what the first two were, but the third was for death. That’s how I got the paw.” 

His tones were so grave that a hush fell upon the group. 

“If you’ve had your three wishes, it’s no good to you now, then, Morris,” said the old man at last. “What do you keep it for?” 

The soldier shook his head. “Fancy, I suppose,” he said, slowly. “I did have some idea of selling it, but I don’t think I will. It has caused enough 

mischief already. Besides, people won’t buy. They think it’s a fairy tale; some of them, and those who do think anything of i t want to try it first and 

pay me afterward.” 

“If you could have another three wishes,” said the old man, eyeing him keenly, “would you have them?” 

“I don't know,” said the other. “I don’t know.”  

He took the paw, and dangling it between his forefinger and thumb, suddenly threw it upon the fire. White, with a slight cry,  stooped down and 

snatched it off. 

“Better let it burn,” said the soldier, solemnly. 

“If you don’t want it, Morris,” said the other, “give it to me.” 

“I won’t,” said his friend, doggedly. “I threw it on the fire. If you keep it, don’t blame me for what happens. Pitch it on t he fire again like a sensible 

man.” 

The other shook his head and examined his new possession closely. “How do you do it?” he inquired.  

“Hold it up in your right hand and wish aloud,” said the sergeant-major, “but I warn you of the consequences.” 

“Sounds like the Arabian Nights,” said Mrs. White, as she rose and began to set the supper. “Don’t you think you might wish for four pairs of hands for 

me?” 

Her husband drew the talisman from pocket, and then all three burst into laughter as the sergeant-major, with a look of alarm on his face, caught him 

by the arm. 

“If you must wish,” he said, gruffly, “wish for something sensible.”  

Mr. White dropped it back in his pocket, and placing chairs, motioned his friend to the table. In the business of supper the talisman was partly 

forgotten, and afterward the three sat listening in an enthralled fashion to a second installment of the soldier’s adventures in India. 

“If the tale about the monkey’s paw is not more truthful than those he has been telling us,” said Herbert, as the door  closed behind their guest, just in 

time for him to catch the last train, “we sha’nt make much out of it.” 

“Did you give him anything for it, father?” inquired Mrs. White, regarding her husband closely.  

“A trifle,” said he, coloring slightly. “He didn’t want it, but I made him take it. And he pressed me again to throw it away.”  

“Likely,” said Herbert, with pretended horror. “Why, we’re going to be rich, and famous and happy. Wish to be an emperor, father, to begin with; then 

you can’t be henpecked.” 

He darted round the table, pursued by the maligned Mrs. White armed with an antimacassar. 

Mr. White took the paw from his pocket and eyed it dubiously. “I don’t know what to wish for, and that’s a fact,” he said, slowly. “It seems to me I’ve 

got all I want.” 

“If you only cleared the house, you’d be quite happy, wouldn’t you?” said Herbert, with his hand on his shoulder. “Well, wish for  two hundred pounds, 

then; that’ll just do it.” 

His father, smiling shamefacedly at his own credulity, held up the talisman, as his son, with a solemn face, somewhat marred by a wink at his mother, 

sat down at the piano and struck a few impressive chords. 

“I wish for two hundred pounds,” said the old man distinctly. 

A fine crash from the piano greeted the words, interrupted by a shuddering cry from the old man. His wife and son ran toward him. 

“It moved,” he cried, with a glance of disgust at the object as it lay on the floor. “As I wished, it twisted in my hand like a snake.” 

“Well, I don’t see the money,” said his son as he picked it up and placed it on the table, “and I bet I never shall.”  

“It must have been your fancy, father,” said his wife, regarding him anxiously.  

He shook his head. “Never mind, though; there’s no harm done, but it gave me a shock all the same.”  

They sat down by the fire again while the two men finished their pipes. Outside, the wind was higher than ever, and the old man started nervously at 

the sound of a door banging upstairs. A silence unusual and depressing settled upon all three, which lasted until the old couple rose to retire for the 

night. 

“I expect you’ll find the cash tied up in a big bag in the middle of your bed,” said Herbert, as he bade them goodnight, “and  something horrible 

squatting up on top of the wardrobe watching you as you pocket your ill-gotten gains.” 

He sat alone in the darkness, gazing at the dying fire, and seeing faces in it. The last face was so horrible and so simian t hat he gazed at it in 

amazement. It got so vivid that, with a little uneasy laugh, he felt on the table for a glass containing a little water to throw over it. 

With a little shiver he wiped his hand on his coat and went up to bed. 
 
 

Property of Nancy Hanks Lincoln Public Library



 

Page 12 
 

 

 

Crime & Punishment 
 

© 2014 Street Beat News 
 

Case #6 P1 
 

Tate-LaBianca Murders in Los Angeles 
 

 

This case is one of the most disturbing in the annals of crime history and being 

this is the 45th anniversary of the tragic events that unfolded on August 9, 1969, 
it was thought that a look back would remind people of just how dark human 

beings can be and what lessons can be learned from this senseless act. 
 

 

Originally published in the Los Angeles Times (written by Dial 

Torgerson) and reprinted in the San Jose Mercury News on December 
5, 1969. It is reprinted here in its entirety with minor corrections made 

to spelling errors and incorrect or missing punctuation. It has been 

reformatted to fit into the space provided as well when needed. 
 

 

Details of Los Angeles Murders 
 

LOS ANGELES—From many sources, this is the first 
detailed account of the Tate and La Bianca murders: 
Steven Parent was the first to die at the home of Sharon 
Tate. He was shot to death as he was trying to leave the 
estate as a band of black-clad murderers were coming in. 
The other four died more slowly, some of them pleading 
to be spared, under the shots, blows and stabs of persons 
alleged to be members of a wandering hippie band. The 
next day, fearing they had “lost their nerve,” the band 
struck again, claiming two more victims, Leno and 
Rosemary La Bianca. It all began at least six months 
before the August murders. Witnesses indicate the 
murders were ordered by Charles Manson. A professional 
criminal since the early 1950s, he had become the leader 
of a car-stealing commune of wanderers who called him 
“God,” “Jesus,” or, sometimes, “Satan.” Many of his 
followers were women who satisfied his sexual fantasies. 
His domination over the band was termed “hypnotic.” 
Manson hoped to become a musician. Terry Melcher, son 
of Doris Day and a television producer with good show 
business connections had refused to help further Manson’s 
career. As revenge for Melcher’s rejection, Manson told his 
followers to kill “the pigs” at the home. By then Melcher 
had moved out of the $200,000 residence. Director Roman 
Polanski and his wife, Sharon Tate, moved in February. 
Manson didn’t know who lived in the home. But he had 
been there with Melcher. He knew it was a secluded spot. 
Manson is believed to have sent his terror squad to the 
house on August 8. Charles D. (Tex) Watson apparently 
climbed a telephone pole and cut the telephone and a 
power line leading into the home and the out-buildings. 
One of the band of four pressed a button. The gate swung 
open. Linda Kasabian, Watson, Susan Atkins, and Patricia 
Krenwinkel, waited outside. There were six people inside. 
Miss Tate was in her bedroom. Abigail Folger, who had 
been staying there, was in another bedroom. Her 
boyfriend, Wojciech Frykowski, was lying on a living room 

couch. Somewhere in the house was Jay Sebring, a 
Hollywood men’s hair stylist. Just leaving was the Parent 
youth, an 18-year-old friend of the caretaker, William E. 
Garretson, who was in a guest house at the far end of the 
sprawling estate. Parent was getting into his father’s 
Rambler sedan to leave when the party, dressed in black, 
walked in. Before Parent could get the car started, a man, 
apparently Watson, thrust the pistol in the window and 
fired repeatedly. Parent died behind the wheel. Then the 
killer crept into the house through a window. There had 
been a small party earlier, but all was quiet. Frykowski was 
asleep. The man in black went to the front door and 
opened it to admit the girls. The girls awakened Frykowski 
and tied him up. He cried: “What do you want, money? I’ll 
give you money!” The other house guests ran in. Sebring, 
a karate student, came into the living room, and was shot, 
then stabbed. He died beside the living room couch. Miss 
Folger ran in. She was stabbed, but not killed. Miss Tate 
either came in or was dragged in from the bedroom. 
Frykowski broke loose from his badly knotted bonds and 
ran toward the door. He was clubbed in the face with the 
pistol. He kept running. Watson shot him in the back. He 
fell on the lawn near the front door. Miss Folger tried to 
run. She headed toward the south end of the property, 
possibly remembering that Garretson and five dogs, one 
of them a big Weimaraner, were there. The man caught 

her on the lawn and stabbed her. She fell, the victim of 
repeated blows, beneath a tree on the grass. It was there 
that she was found dead the next morning. Then it was 
Sharon Tate’s turn. She was 8½ months pregnant. Other 
members of Manson’s family had spoken of how they 
loved children, and everywhere the band moved, children 
were part of the entourage. Miss Tate pleaded with the 
black-clad trio: “Please let me have my baby!” She was 
stabbed, time and again. But the blows were directed 
toward her upper torso. The stomach wasn’t touched. It 
was found out later that a perfectly formed baby boy died 
with her. Although Atkins, later said that she and one of 
the other girls did some of the stabbing, most of it was 
believed to be the work of the man and that the girls held 
the victims. Garretson said he heard the dogs barking, and 
neighbors later told of hearing the dogs, screams, and 
what could have been shots. Garretson stayed in his room 
and didn’t leave it. None of the neighbors called the 
police. The killing was all over by 12:30 that Saturday 
morning. There were some final touches: The killers wiped 
their hands on a towel. One of the women used the bloody 
towel to write the word “pig” on the front door. The towel 
was placed over Sebring’s head, like a hood. A nylon cord 
looped around Miss Tate’s and Sebring’s necks was thrown 
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over a rafter in the open beam ceiling. The three women 
and the man returned to the Chatsworth movie ranch 
where Manson led a group charged with stealing 
Volkswagens and turning them into dune buggies for 
resale. The intruders took with them $73 from the victims. 
There was more there that they hadn’t bothered to take. 
Robbery was not their motive. At the ranch they reported: 
“We got five piggies.” The next day there was some talk 
among the group as to whether they had lost their nerve. 
Manson had apparently once been at a party in the area 
where wealthy grocery chain owner Leno La Bianca lived 
with his wife, Rosemary. At random the La Bianca home 
was picked as the scene of the next killing. The Manson 
band hated affluent people. The La Bianca home, a 
$50,000 residence at the top of a hill, had an expensive car 
and a trailered speedboat parked in front. The La Biancas, 
who were caught by surprise where they were found—he 
in the living room, she in a bedroom—were tied up. Two 
men and a woman member of the group left, and a man 
and two women launched another orgy of murder.  La 

Bianca’s head was covered with a white hood. 

He was stabbed to death, his chest was pierced with a 
meat-carving fork, and the words “war” and the letters 
XXX were cut into his flesh. Mrs. La Bianca was stabbed so 
repeatedly her back was almost cut to shreds. After the 
killing, the trio calmly took showers at the home—and 
then helped themselves to food from the refrigerator. 
When they left there was a message there, too, written in 
blood on the refrigerator. It said: “Death to pigs.” Law 
enforcement agencies said these two murder cases may 
have accounted for only a part of the hippie commune’s 
toll. A musician slain last July is believed to have been a 
victim of the gang. Authorities are also investigating the 
possibility they killed several others:—A member of the 
commune known as “Shorty” who was believed to have 
been hacked to death by the hippie gang as a lesson to 
members to follow Manson’s orders.—A narcotics 
pusher.—And a member of a rival motorcycle gang. 
But, officials said, no list of prospective victims was found. 
Manson, they said, was a man who acted by whim. 
 

Manson Family and Their Wave of Crime 
 

Originally published in the online site Crimemuseum.org—it is reprinted here in its 
entirety with minor corrections made to spelling errors and punctuation. It has been 

reformatted to fit into the space provided as well when needed. For a complete 

telling of this story read—Helter Skelter—by Vincent T. Bugliosi, Jr. and Curt 
Gentry—published in 1974—it was later made into a movie in 1976.  
 

Act 1—“Gary Hinman Murder” 
 

Gary Hinman, a friend of the Manson family, would often 
allow members to stay at his home rather than staying on 
the Spahn ranch (Manson family residence). Tex Watson 
scammed Bernard Crowe to obtain money for Charles 
Manson. Crowe threatened Manson and the Manson 
family. Soon after, Manson shot Crowe under the false 
pretense that Crowe was part of the Black Panthers. 

However, Crowe did not die from Manson’s efforts to kill 
him and Manson feared retaliation from Crowe. 
To escape and move into a new territory away from the 
Spahn Ranch, Manson needed money. 
In the midst of Manson’s escape plan, he was told that 
Hinman was coming into some money via an inheritance. 
In an effort to retrieve money from Hinman, Manson 
ordered Bobby Beausoleil, along with Mary Brunner and 
Susan Atkins, to go to Hinman’s residence and persuade 
him to turn over the money. Hinman was uncooperative 
and had been held hostage for days when Manson came 
with a sword and slashed Hinman’s left ear. Ultimately, 
Beausoleil murdered Hinman by stabbing him twice in the 
chest. Hinman’s blood was used to smear “political piggy” 
on the wall along with the Black Panther’s paw to 
implicate the Black Panther party. Although there is much 
speculation regarding the circumstances surrounding 
Hinman’s murder, Beausoleil was arrested when he was 
found sleeping in Hinman’s vehicle, wearing the bloody 
clothes worn during the stabbing, and with the murder 
weapon concealed in the trunk tire. 
 

Act 2—“Parent-Tate-Folger-Sebring-etc. Murders” 
 

In a semi-isolated location in the canyons of Beverly Hills 
on Cielo Drive, actress Sharon Tate and director Roman 
Polanski were leasing a home together. On August 9, 
1969, a pregnant Tate was enjoying the company of her 
friends in the absence of her lover and father of her unborn 
child, Polanski. Those who were staying that night with 
Tate were Abigail Folger, Wojciech Frykowski, and Jay 
Sebring. Into the late hours of that night, Tate’s neighbors 
claimed to have heard suspected gunshots but did not 
proceed further by alerting the authorities. 
There were also reports of a man screaming coming from 
the Tate residence. Later in the night, a private security 
guard hired by property owners also heard gunshots 
coming from the Tate residence and proceeded to notify 
the Los Angeles Police Department (LAPD). The following 
morning at 8:00 AM, the housekeeper, Winifred Chapman, 
came into the residence and discovered the brutally 
murdered bodies. According to the book Helter Skelter by 
Vincent Bugliosi (lead prosecutor of the case) and Curt 
Gentry, Charles Manson directed Charles Watson, Susan 
Atkins, Linda Kasabian, and Patricia Krenwinkel to enter 
the Tate residence and to “destroy everyone in it—as 
gruesome as you can.” Watson, Atkins, Kasabian, and 
Krenwinkel all climbed up a brushy platform to gain 
entrance into the property. While they were trespassing, 
Steven Parent, a visitor of the residence’s caretaker, 
William Garretson, was leaving the property in his vehicle. 
Watson stopped Parent, swung a knife at him, and then 
shot him four times in the chest and abdomen. 
 

END OF PART 1 
 

Part 2 will conclude in the July-August 2016 issue. 
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Sad Sights in the City of 
Brotherly Love 

 

Spring 2014 
 

A City in Peril with Uncaring Officials 
 

Today was one of those days that I took notice of the 
crime-ridden areas of Philly that seem to be getting 
worse with graffiti and drug dealers at every corner. I 

for one can ask freely—where are the police when you 
need them to care? Is this the way every other city is 

now because of so many cutbacks in spending from 
the government? It’s just so incredibly sad when you 
think about it happening to so many people. 

As I took my daughter to school I tried to shield her 
from the flasher that seems to always be at the corner 
across from her school every morning. This perv can’t 

be more than twenty years or so. But for some reason 
he seems to think standing across from an elementary 

school dressed in a black raincoat is the way to go in 
order to get his thrills whenever he pulls the coat open 
to reveal he’s wearing nothing but a smile—dude 

seriously needs to be locked up before he hurts 
someone or someone clocks him hard. I’m surprised it 

hasn’t happened yet. I’ve heard from my friends that 
he apparently has made a move on several girls about 
a month or so ago—even asking one of them for a 

blowjob—telling her his dick had magical powers. My 
daughter by the way is in seventh grade and knows 
the deal with sick freaks like this but still I feel I need 

to make sure she isn’t accosted as she arrives for 
school every morning since no one seems to care. 

And where are the police? Well, that’s a good question 
when you think about it. I bet they’re probably 
screwing some hooker in a nondescript alley where no 

one pays any attention at seeing a grown man in a 
police uniform with his pants down as he fucks some 

drugged out whore while his wife thinks he’s working 
at protecting the city—yeah, right. He’s protecting the 
city all right—right after he blows his load in a worn 

out hag who he promised to buy crack for afterwards. 
God, I can’t wait for my daughter to go to college so I 
don’t have to worry as much as I do living in this 

neighborhood. But what can I do on my own without 
having her mother around—she died two years ago 

after being hit by a car just off of Chestnut Street. 

 

Volunteering at the Betsy Ross House 

 

I had some free time last week and volunteered at the 

Betsy Ross House on Arch Street. So many people 
there that it was quite hard to stay focused and guide 

people around. The place is kept so immaculate it’s 
hard to believe it is over two hundred years old. 

Homeless Everywhere 

 

It’s so sad to see so many people without a home just 
standing around all over the city begging for money 

supposedly for food. But probably more often it’s for 
drugs so they can score a high and not have a mood 
swing that causes them to flip out. The city seriously 

should be trying to fix the problem instead of acting 
like it’s no big deal when it obviously is—and can only 

become worse if this sort of thinking continues. 

 

Loony Tune Threatening Store Owner 

 

Never a dull day when the loons come out to play their 

crazy games—some guy decided to hold up a grocery 
store with an ice pick yesterday from what people were 

telling me at work—and he was serious about using it 
to carve out the brains from the grocery store owner’s 
head if he didn’t get all the money from the cash 

register. This happened somewhere in Chinatown and 
I’m guessing this didn’t make the news as no one said 

they heard or saw it later. Maybe the Chinese owner 
just didn’t want cops sniffing around his place for fear 
they might find something else he was doing on the 

sly. Or maybe he knows they don’t care much to do 
any extra work once the perp left the scene. 

 

Talking to the Homeless 

 

This morning after dropping my daughter off at school 
I ran into a homeless guy who made a point of asking 

me four times for money. He didn’t seem to be strung 
out but you can never tell when it comes to addicts. So 
many of them are good at hiding it well—just look at 

Charlie Sheen as an example. I listened patiently as he 
told me his tales of woe but something just kept 

nagging at me about how honest a guy he was when 
he started blaming everyone for his lot in life but never 
seemed willing to admit some of his issues were of his 

own stupid doing—starting with the mistakes he may 
have made that led to where he is presently. 

I asked him several times why he never sought 
counseling or made an effort to get a job—any job. But 

each time he tried to switch back to his tales of woe 
making it look like whatever was wrong with his life he 
shouldn’t be called out on it. I offered to buy him 

something to eat but didn’t have money—only a debit 
card. He actually tried conning me into giving it to him 

so he could buy something later but I saw through that 
rouse and told him he must be joking. I told him again 
I was willing to buy him food but wouldn’t hand over 

my debit card to a total stranger—especially one that 
was homeless. He seemed really pissed at that point 
and then ignored me until I left. Oh well, I guess my 

feelings about him were justified from the getgo. 
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Learn New Things for Later 
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Starting Fresh in a New City in Florida 
 

Been here in Miami about two months now—moved 
from Richmond, Virginia to start a new life after my 

relationship went south. First few weeks were hard 
with not knowing anyone and not really willing to open 
myself up to trying since I was still shell-shocked from 

my last relationship. Boyfriend was definitely not 
boyfriend material is you know what I mean—the slug 

had two lives going at the same time and didn’t think it 
was important to mention this to me. I found out what 
a freak he was when he tried to seduce my friend by 

playing the old drink game, plying someone with 
alcohol until they’re too sloshed to fight you off. 

It would’ve worked too if my friend hadn’t caught on 
right away what was intended and jumped ship before 

anything could happen. And you can bet when I 
confronted him later after being given the scoop on 
what he tried to do—that he denied it and said it was 

the other way around—that he was the plied with 
alcohol and would never be unfaithful. Of course that 

was a lie since he’d already cheated on me once before 
and I’d let it slide because I believed him when he said 
his ex had tricked up into believing I had said I was 

done with him—quite the idiot I felt after this incident 
with my friend came back to play a different tune than 
the one I thought happened initially. Good thing when 

he asked me to marry him I had the good sense to say 
I would think about it—and four days later I find this 

out. Pain never felt as sharp as when I saw the truth 
for what it was and realized I needed to make changes 
in my life that didn’t involve an untrustworthy lover. 

 
Some People Never Learn Manners 

 

So after hiding in my apartment for the last few weeks 
going out only if I had to—I ventured today to Miami 

Beach just to catch a look at the area hoping it would 
cheer me up after being so depressed lately. 

The sun was shining brightly and the crowds on the 

beach were quite large but not like a sardine can if you 

know what I mean. As I walked along the beach 
barefoot, holding my sneakers in my hand I had to 
smile at some of the theatrics playing out nearby. A 

teenage boy, probably about 15 or 16 kept teasing his 
mother as she went into the water with the theme 
from Jaws—and then saying over and over he just saw 

a fin and if his mother didn’t watch it she’d get 
chomped. She seemed to play it up and didn’t let it get 

to her. He kept this up for a few minutes then began 
flirting with a girl about his own age who had shown up 
thinking there was a real shark sighting nearby. 

But his actions were tame in comparison to a guy 

some yards away berating his girlfriend for not wanting 
to have sex with him on the beach. As I walked by she 

looked at me and seemed really embarrassed to even 
be seen with him. He continued with his troll-like 
behavior telling her she was a letdown and that he was 

definitely going to start playing the field. His behavior 
was so out of control two muscle-bound jocks came by 

and told him to cool it or they’d flatten him. He must 
have realized they could do it too because he flipped 
them off and left his girlfriend there on the sand. 

 

South Beach Escapades 

 

Took some lunch on South Beach and began to 

actually feel better, that maybe my life wasn’t such a 
total wash after all. Maybe Richmond wasn’t for me or 
maybe I just needed to see the light. Not sure which 

but at least now I feel like things could actually 
improve and my chance to be happy isn’t so beyond 
the reach of reality as I first thought. 

Through my friends I found out the ex has been 

whoring his way through every bar in Richmond since 
we split and seems quite happy. Good, maybe he’ll 
catch something that will really define his true 

character, especially mistreating other people he’s 
supposed to care about like their feelings don’t matter 
as long as he gets what he wants in the deal. 

After lunch I saw a few guys setting up cameras and 

hung around as what seemed to me like a low-budget 
movie was being filmed. There were hardly any people 
watching so I guess there was no one famous to gawk 

over like people usually do whenever there’s a local 
shoot of some TV show or movie being filmed in a 
place where people are not accustomed to seeing such 

things in their neighborhoods every other day. 

 

Willing to Try New Things 

 

Sun quite hot today so after watching the filming for 

about an hour or so I headed back down the beach. Of 

course the drama with the creep who was talking to his 
girlfriend was even better now—as the cops were now 
part of the show. Apparently from one of the onlookers 

standing there (as I approached) the sleazeball came 
back and tried to punch his girlfriend in the face saying 
she was too prissy and needed to please her man more 

before he forced her to make a choice—which of 
course brought out the cops from the usual donut shop 

where they were probably hanging. Nothing annoys a 
cop more than being forced to cut their extended 
donut break short to attend to some punk bringing 

attention to himself because he’s not much of a man to 
begin with. Heard later he was charged with assaulting 
one of the cops—with brass knuckles—dummy. 
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Excerpt 3 
 

Sparkling lights lapped over the valley they ascended upon, illuminating the star-kissed 
rolling hills, orchards and vineyards, a land forgotten in time and rarely frequented by 
anyone. Lucy was astounded to see what she guessed to be a hundred cars parked in front 
of a magnificent oasis, a winery reminiscent of romance. The air seemed to stir with love 
stories of times long past and an old world ambience lingered upon the cascading trees. 

The pair proceeded into the vineyard, walking hand in hand. They passed charming ivy 
colored walls, a ruby-tiled roofed factory, European-style gardens, or at least what people 
remembered of Europe and fountains which would put the Trevi to shame. Lucy felt as 
though she were floating in some magic-infused dream, and until Mike broke the silence 
with his angelic voice, she almost forgot where she was. Who she was. 

“Here we are,” he chirped, standing in front of what looked to be an outdoor Event 
Center. Entering through its cherry wood gates, immersed in the aroma of flowers, they 
found an atmosphere of liveliness, a picnic area spotted with courtyards and a massive 
lawn comprised of the most stunning, emerald grass, a dance floor, a vine covered bar. 
The only thing missing? A treasure of people aglow with excitement and a hint of elegance. 
The place was abandoned. “Where is everyone?” she asked. 

“The meeting is held underground in the cellar. That way, we are clear of the 
surveillance. No robot bugs. No underground surveillance that we are aware of. We meet 
the same time every week to avoid sending out emails or phone messages.” 

Lucy’s soul sizzled, feeling like a handsome fireplace ablaze on a cold winter night, 
melting away the treacherous frostbite which had only moments before seized her body. The 
fear she breathed through her lungs was slowly transforming into excitement. What a 
change from always working! 

“This is incredible.” She scanned the patios, chairs, lemon trees, and bottles of wine set 
upon the many tables, emotions harvesting within her like the luscious grapes of the 
estate, cultivating passions as distinctive as the finest wines. Even without people, it 
seemed to be the most romantic place in the world. She didn’t even bother to mention to 
Mike that no place was safe from surveillance. 

Guided by the sentiment and wonderment of the night, she looked up at Mike, a bath 
of moonlight cascading over him, caressing her heart, and she looked up for a kiss. 

Instead, she was gently tapped on the left shoulder. “Lucy?” She turned around to be 
greeted by Julia, a glass of dazzling merlot accessorizing her friend’s hand, and a dashing 
Tom on her arm. “Come, we will show you to the cellar. We just came out to the car to 
grab a notebook and what a lucky coincidence!” 

“Julia?” Lucy gasped. Her heart sank a little, saddened that her best friend had not yet 
shared that she was accompanying Tom to meetings of the Revolution. Or that she had 
been able to offer more insight regarding her recent troubles with Mike disappearing every 
Wednesday. The sadness soon mixed with colors of betrayal, Lucy’s soul taking on the 
appearance of abstract art. 

Why didn’t you tell me? Lucy wanted to shout. Make Julia feel guilty. Let her know 
how upset she was. But Julia is my only true friend, and given that I kept a great deal 
from her regarding my relationship with Ivan, I would be hypocritical to blame Julia for 
betraying Tom’s trust. It was too dangerous to tell me about these meetings. 

Meanwhile, Julia looked at Lucy with mild suspicion, and as her eyes bobbed from Mike 
to Lucy, one could see a cast of confusion beaming from her pupils. 
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Sensing awkwardness out of the pervading silence, Mike imposed, “We’ll let you ladies 
catch up. Tom and I haven’t gotten a lot of guy time lately.” 

Pecking their men with light goodbye kisses, Julia and Lucy fluttered into the cellar, 
where they were met with a swirl of people. Lights glittered everywhere, dancing upon the 
hair of all the meeting’s guests and bouncing off the elegant wine bottles housed on cherry 
wood shelves, and the room, clothed in an air of romance and excitement, felt like the 
spirit of the enlightenment materialized. 

“So, have you been here before?” Lucy did not even hesitate to ask this. 
“Last week was my first time. We met the owner of the vineyard, a woman named Lila 

Vozza. She is the loveliest, most extravagant creature! And, so inspiring!” Julie gushed. 
“It’s such a shame her winery had to be shut down, well, officially anyways. IvanMart has 
all but put her out of business. Unable to afford the fees needed to sell wine, she founded 
the underground gardening movement, even though wine isn’t quite gardening, as well as 
this revolution.” 

“What does she look like?” Lucy implored, never having seen Julia so impressed by 
one’s appearance or accomplishments. “Blinding. I can’t even remember; it’s almost like she 
is so beautiful and glows so brightly, you cannot see her. I’ll try and point her out to you. 
But I won’t need to. When you see her, you’ll know who she is.” 

“Well, it looks like she’s recruited a hundred fifty people or so. So far. Do you know 
what the purpose of this revolution is? What its goals are?” 

“Vaguely, which is how I think it is for everyone. Ultimately, the group wants to make 
America democratic again, diversify the number of business owners, and free us from the 
clutches of heavy fees which favor the elites who can afford them. There is a strong 
anti-consumerism dialogue. They feel we are too mechanized and have lost our souls to 
material goods,” Julia blurted. 

“Primarily, there is a lot of socializing. And then, a few members speak and we discuss 
what rights we want, what our goals are, and how to accomplish our aims. It is like 
writing a new Bill of Rights.” 

Confused why such a Bill of Rights would be needed or why these people considered 
America undemocratic, Lucy went along with it all, spending the next half hour socializing 
and partaking in delicious wine, the sort that soothed every fiber of stress out of one’s 
body. They met delightful people, and a few even looked familiar to Lucy. One woman 
actually, Adele Jones, was a local artist Lucy greatly admired. 

“I just love, love your work, Ms. Jones! ‘Pensees et les reves’ is my favorite!” 
“Thanks. I wish more people were like you. Nobody appreciates good art anymore.” 

Adele sighed. “Instead of depth and talent, the public wants comics and graphic cartoons.” 
“Well, I’ll buy a piece. Maybe I can recruit others to.” 
Lucy’s stomach dropped and a shot of pain shook her body until she outwardly 

shivered. Was it that such a marvelous artist had to resort to cheap, commercial work, and 
trade the brilliance she had for enlightening society with what was surely some disgusting 
gig producing cheap goods that shook her? No, there was something all too sickening and 
frighteningly familiar about Adele’s story. 

“Are you all right?” The artist reached out to help Lucy restore her balance. “Quite. I 
think I had a little too much vino, perhaps.” And then, they were silenced. That night’s 
speaker took the stage. It was Mike! Lucy’s spirit leaped forth in admiration. 

“Good evening, everyone,” he began. “Tonight, I want to express some key things that 
need to be added to our Constitution. In addition to the fact that businesses should be 
taxed to account for all environmental costs, we must also charge a social & environmental 
tax on all products that are not eco-friendly, and place a huge tax on speculation and 
luxury items, and only minimally tax necessities, if at all.” The crowd cheered and raised 
their glasses. Hoot! Hoot! People would cheer about anything after all of this wine, Lucy 
could not help but think. As a scientist, however, she could not help but find it logical that 
one would charge a company for environmental costs. She was more than aware of how 
America’s consumerism has posed severe threats to the Earth’s sustainability. 
 

To purchase a copy of America, Inc. please visit: www.vinspirepublishing.com 
 

Excerpt 4 will be published in the July-August 2016 issue. 

Property of Nancy Hanks Lincoln Public Library

http://www.vinspirepublishing.com/


 

Page 18 
 

 

 

Best of Reprints
 

© 2012 Street Beat News 

 

The editorials below and in the following page are reprinted 

from three 2012 editions of Street Beat News—which was a 
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present space provided below as well as the next page. 
 

On Specific Issues of 
Mental Illness 

 

The issues of many of those on the streets with serious 
mental illness causes all of us to look at what is being 

done and what more can be done to serve those most 
in need. I personally made an appointment with a 
reputable mental health care provider in the city to see 

if they could help a lady on the streets who is in dire 
need. I made the appointment and met the lady in 

question—we both went to the place and I was told I 
couldn’t come in due to security reasons. Fair enough. 
I then asked if I could find out what was being done 

with this individual. I was told her case manager would 
come out and see me. After waiting 20 minutes in the 
sun, no case worker ever came out to see me. The 

only person who came out to see me was the mentally 
ill patient in question who was instructed to ask me 

what my problem was—obviously sent out by the 
people in this place as they didn’t want to deal with me 
themselves. I want to be hopeful, and I know how 

difficult a job caring is for the mentally ill—but if the 
service providers are going to be so arrogant and not 

allow regular folk on the street to offer help and 
assistance we are only moving backwards. 
Einstein once said “you cannot solve a problem with 

the same consciousness that created it.” When there 
are those who suffer in their mind—they are not well 
enough to seek the help they need. This idea that they 

need to come and seek help before it is offered is 
ridiculous and absurd. Does Aloha ask us to care for 

those most in need? I went back to the same facility a 
few days later to see if I could speak one on one with 
someone again about this lady’s situation—but again to 

no avail I was refused help on basis of confidentiality. 
This lady sleeps tonight alone on the streets—for the 

last two years it has been the same and no one can 
seem to make a difference. It is not good enough. 
We need agencies that are more concerned about 

making a real difference rather than fostering a spirit 
of bureaucracy that seems to serve those individuals 
need for control. The next time you see a severe case 

of someone on the streets of Hawaii with an obvious 

mental disability—say a prayer for them—right now it 

seems like the only thing you can do. 
 

“This Isn’t Supposed to Happen” 

A True Story 
 

From an April 2012 Interview 
 

“Hello, I am Virginia Vega; I am 87 years old at the 
time of this interview. I was born in Cuba. 
Raised by my father; a physician. I participated in the 

Cuban Revolution. I was on a first-name basis with 
both Che Guevara and Fidel Castro. I immigrated to 

America in 1967 having spent most of my career as a 
teacher enamored with the notion of America being the 
land of greater opportunity. I did not want to lose any 

time dawdling and gravitated toward any circumstance 
that would allow me the privilege of fully participating 

in my newly-adopted home. My time away from the 
classroom was taken up with various causes and 
campaigns always helping others wherever, and 

whenever, I was able. For a time I was drawn to 
helping a homeless veteran who chronically drifted in 
and out of shelters. He was the one who introduced me 

to IHS where I met and became acquainted with its 
founder, the late Reverend Claude Francis DuTeil. 

He was such a very nice man, and one of many who 
inspired me to remain a loyal charitable volunteer. Just 
about three years ago, my home church, Sacred Heart, 

teamed up with another nearby church agreeing to 
serve hot meals twice each month. This seemed such a 

natural fit that I found myself volunteering almost 
immediately. Just as I expected the church prepared 
and cooked a whole lot of food, which was very good, 

because a whole lot of people came to get that food. It 
made my heart feel good to see that every plate was 
completely filled with food. Oddly enough, even though 

the church did cook up and serve a whole lot I could 
also, plainly, see that after the meal ended without 

failure there would be a whole lot of food left uneaten. 
I said nothing about this, although it deeply disturbed 
me to see any wholesome and nutritious food go to 

waste. There came a day when one of our dinner 
guests approached me and asked so respectfully and 

politely if I could dish him a second plate. 
I thought nothing of it because they always have so 
much food left over that it is alarming to waste it. As 

soon as I handed the filled plate to the man, along 
comes this short, morbidly-obese, woman who 
probably had a lot of authority over Sacred Heart 

Church’s hot meal program, snatches the plate from 
the man’s hands and throws the plate and the food 

into the trash can—the man and I were shocked, 
outraged and humiliated. I interjected with, “Excuse 
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me why are you doing that?” She glared at me and 
loudly announced, “We have rules here and ‘THEY’ 

know that they can’t go through the line twice.” 
The man left right away and I turned to this woman 
and said, “Well, I see that you prefer that the food end 

up in the trashcan.” The whole matter was so very 
ugly. Mind you that this food is purchased by me and 
many of the congregation of Sacred Heart Church, my 

home church, and I cannot think about this scene 
without my blood boiling. It does not make sense to 

me that the church would be so cruel to people who 
have nothing. I mean if the church throws away so 
much food then where would the harm be to let them 

have two plates of food? Instead they insist they go 
through only once. I won’t go back there. Such a 

practice is beyond belief. And the last I checked cruelty 
is something that the Father, the Son and the Holy 
Spirit does not want us to visit upon one another.” 

 

Voice from the Streets 
 

I’ve been homeless and disabled for 6 years now, so 
I’ve had to get good at it. What I noticed is that 
change in government only happens if you vote. 

So everybody get organized and team up and maybe 
this newspaper could help with that. 

It’s your only chance. Of course the government is 
corrupt and mismanaged. Let them know you’re going 
to VOTE it’s the only one thing they fear. 

Being homeless is like being a punching bag and big 
pain is the order of the day. I sent many ideas to the 

Governor but no results. Go figure. 
 
1-Don’t be depressed; instead be a battleship. Keep doing 

what you’re doing. 

2-Be an American; demand your human rights! 

3-What is needed is a short book on how to operate the 

services that are available to fit your needs. 

4-You can’t fix stuff if you don’t know what you’re doing, and 

of course the government has no clue so here’s a few. 

 
A-Hire a smart homeless person if you want to get the 

job done! Not somebody looking for a paycheck. 

B-Tent cities in districts. 

C-Board of homeless directors to work with the 

government. 

D-Homeless board of assistance & counseling. 

E-Floating cities statewide. 

F-Where is our director of homeless affairs? Someone 

who is “one of us” not some third party manager. 

 
These are some of my damn good ideas. I’m an old 

master mechanic and I don’t mess around with stuff 
that doesn’t get the job done. 
So why is the government wasting taxpayer money 

and we don’t get no help that’s worth a damn, how 
about some bang for the buck, instead of stupidity? 

Hardheaded politicians need to get voted out! 
Anybody can vote so learn how; if you don’t know how 
I will explain how in the next paper. Remember drugs 

are trash and really don’t work. You are not forgotten, 
and you still have value no matter what! Even if you 

are a big mess, it doesn’t matter. I too was lost but 
not anymore. Remember never give up. You’re not 

alone; we are all up the creek together. Some fun, 
yeah right! And there’s more everyday joining us! 
There are enough of us now to change an election, so 

think about it! All we have is each other—so some of 
us can do stuff and some of us are too messed up to 
do anything. Still those who can’t are still valuable in 

one way or another and shouldn’t be faulted. 
A lot of people are just mean. A lot of us don’t smell 

good or look good but what do you expect with all the 
cutbacks and cutoffs besides lack of resources. 
I got a word for this but can’t say it, so just use your 

imitation. There’s really nobody to really help us, 
watch over us etc. It’s time to get real tough and get 

going and do it ourselves! I’m too old to wait anymore 
for help that ain’t coming. I spent most of my life 
building Oahu and risking my life to keep America 

moving and am not done yet but beat up really good. I 
would make a good Governor because it’s about people 
not money and everybody deserves a chance at life. 

We are all stewards of the earth, make no mistakes 
about it! So what are you going to do about it! VOTE if 

you can’t do anything else, the next thing is write 
letters to newspapers and to your representatives of 
Congress. Be a pain in the butt. The squeaky wheel 

gets the oil, which gets the jobs done.” 
 

Thanking Those Who Feed the 
Homeless in the Parks 

 

With the continued threats by certain groups to ban 
feedings in the park, this seems like the right time to 

thank those who give of themselves every week 
without asking for anything in return. They know they 
are appreciated, but maybe telling them will let them 

know personally how much their effort is noticed. 
Personally, their efforts do not go unnoticed by those 
who depend on them to stay alive. Recently the people 

who feed the homeless have become the target by 
politicians as they were scrutinized for their efforts. 

Yet, without them, many of the homeless would have 
otherwise turned to shoplifting to eat. Yes, this is a 
fact, and for that these wonderful people who use their 

own time and energy to help others and probably 
prevent unnecessary crime at the same time, their 

efforts should not go unnoticed by society as a whole. 
In a world where most people are unwilling to help 
others without expecting something in return, they do, 

and it would be nice that they are made aware of how 
much they are depended on every week. 
 

Q & A 
 

(Question) Benson Troy Do you think the local government is doing 
enough to mend the issue of homelessness in Hawaii? 
 

(Answer) Mike Halperin-Rogers No. I think they pretend they know 

what they need to do but in reality they couldn’t care less. 
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Interactive Sites 
Select news sites listed below can be accessed directly with Internet availability. Left click on the link(s) and the 

site will open on your computer. Humanitarian (non-news) sites are in red. 
 

 

ABC News 

www.abcnews.com 

 

Access 

Aircraft Casualty Emotional Support Services 

www.accesshelp.org 

 

Advertiser/Adelaide Now 

www.adelaidenow.com.au 

 

Al Jazeera America (English Version) 

america.aljazeera.com 

 

Alabama Real Time News 

www.al.com 

 

All Hawaii News 

www.allhawaiinews.com 

 

American Civil Liberties Union 

www.aclu.org 

 

American Red Cross 

www.redcross.org 

 

Animal Defenders 

www.ad-international.org 

 

AOL News 

www.aol.com 

 

Argonaut 

www.argonautnews.com 

 

Argus Streaming News 

www.argusnewsnow.com 

 

Arizona Daily Star (Tucson) 

www.tucson.com 

 

ASPCA 

www.aspca.org 

 

Associated Press 

www.ap.org 

 

Atlanta Journal Constitution 

www.ajc.com 

 

Atlanta Leader 

www.atlantaleader.com 

Australian 

www.theaustralian.com.au 

 

AZ Central 

www.azcentral.com 

 

Baltimore City Paper 

www.citypaper.com 

 

Baltimore Sun 

www.baltimoresun.com 

 

Bangor Daily News 

www.bangordailynews.com 

 

BBC News 

www.bbc.com 

 

Beverly Hills Courier 

www.bhcourier.com 

 

Beverly Hills Weekly 

www.bhweekly.com 

 

Big Issue 

www.bigissue.com 

 

Bing News 

www.bing.com 

 

Boothbay Register 

www.boothbayregister.com 

 

Boston Globe 

www.bostonglobe.com 

 

Boston Herald 

www.bostonherald.com 

 

Boston.com 

www.boston.com 

 

Boston Magazine 

www.bostonmagazine.com 

 

Brisbane Times 

www.brisbanetimes.com.au 

 

British Virgin Islands News 

www.bvinews.com 

 

Brussels Times (English Version) 

www.thebrusselstimes.com 
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Buenos Aires Herald (English Version) 

www.buenosairesherald.com 

 

Burbank Leader 

www.burbankleader.com 

 

Caribbean News Now 

www.caribbeannewsnow.com 

 

CBS News 

www.cbsnews.com 

 

Change.org (Main Site) 

www.change.org 

 

Chicago Sun-Times 

www.suntimes.com 

 

Chicago Tribune 

www.chicagotribune.com 

 

CNN 

www.cnn.com 

 

Clutch Magazine 

www.clutchmagonline.com 

 

Columbus Dispatch 

www.dispatch.com 

 

Community Connection (Los Angeles) 

www.cangress.org 

 

Cop Watch 

www.copwatch.org 

 

Crooks and Liars 

www.crooksandliars.com 

 

Daily Beast 

www.thedailybeast.com 

 

Daily Caller 

www.dailycaller.com 

 

Daily Mail Online 

www.dailymail.co.uk 

 

Daily Record and Sunday Mail 

www.dailyrecord.co.uk 

 

Daily Telegraph 

www.dailytelegraph.com.au 

 

Dallas Morning News 

www.dallasnews.com 

 

Democracy Now 

www.democracynow.org 

 

 

Denver Post 

www.denverpost.com 

 

Detroit News 

www.detroitnews.com 

 

Detroit Free Press 

www.freep.com 

 

Dispatch Times 

www.dispatchtimes.com 

 

Eagle 

www.theeagleonline.com 

 

Entertainment Weekly 

www.ew.com 

 

Epoch Times 

www.theepochtimes.com 

 

euronews 

www.euronews.com 

 

Evening Times 

www.eveningtimes.co.uk 

 

Express UK 

www.express.co.uk 

 

Fabius Maximus 

www.fabiusmaximus.com 

 

Feeding America 

www.feedingamerica.org 

 

Financial Times 

www.ft.com 

 

France 24 News (English Version) 

www.france24.com 

 

Free Speech TV 

www.freespeech.org 

 

Free Thought Project 

www.thefreethoughtproject.com 

 

Gawker 

www.gawker.com 

 

Glendale News-Press 

www.glendalenewspress.com 

 

Globe and Mail 

www.theglobeandmail.com 

 

Google News 

www.news.google.com 
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Guardian 

www.theguardian.com 

 

Gulf News 

www.gulfnews.com 

 

Hartford Currant 

www.courant.com 

 

Hawaii Reporter 

www.hawaiireporter.com 

 

Hawaii Tribune-Herald 

www.hawaiitribune-herald.com 

 

Herald Scotland 

www.heraldscotland.com 

 

Herald Sun 

www.heraldsun.com.au 

 

Heart for Animals  

www.heartsforanimals.org 

 

Hollywood Reporter 

www.hollywoodreporter.com 

 

Honolulu Star-Advertiser 

www.staradvertiser.com 

 

Houston Chronicle 

www.chron.com 

 

Huffington Post 

www.huffingtonpost.com 

 

Independent 

www.independent.co.uk 

 

Indianapolis Star 

www.indystar.com 

 

Inquisitr News 

www.inquisitr.com 

 

Intercept 

www.theintercept.com 

 

Irish Independent 

www.independent.ie 

 

Irish News 

www.irishexaminer.com 

 

Islam Times 

www.islamtimes.org 

 

Island Sun British Virgin Islands 

www.islandsun.com 

 

 

Japan Times (English Version) 

www.japantimes.co.jp 

 

LA Weekly 

www.laweekly.com 

 

Las Vegas Sun 

www.lasvegassun.com 

 

Las Vegas Tribune 

www.lasvegastribune.net 

 

Los Angeles Daily News 

www.dailynews.com 

 

Los Angeles Times 

www.latimes.com 

 

Louisville Courier-Journal 

www.courier-journal.com 

 

Mail Online 

www.dailymail.co.uk 

 

Mail.com 

www.mail.com 

 

Malibu Times 

www.malibutimes.com 

 

Media Matters for America 

www.mediamatters.org 

 

Memphis Daily News 

www.memphisdailynews.com 

 

Miami Herald 

www.miamiherald.com 

 

Mirror 

www.mirror.co.uk 

 

Monaco Life (English Version) 

www.monacolife.net 

 

Mother Jones 

www.motherjones.com 

 

MSN News 

www.msn.com 

 

Nashville City Paper 

www.nashvillecitypaper.com 

 

National Post 

www.nationalpost.com 

 

NBC News 

www.nbcnews.com 
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New Civil Rights Movement News 

www.thenewcivilrightsmovement.com 

 

New Republic 

www.newrepublic.com 

 

New York Daily News 

www.nydailynews.com 

 

New York Magazine 

www.nymag.com 

 

New York Post 

www.nypost.com 

 

New York Times 

www.nytimes.com 

 

New Yorker 

www.newyorker.com 

 

Newsday 

www.newsday.com 

 

Newsmax 

www.newsmax.com 

 

News Times 

www.newstimes.com 

 

Newsweek 

www.newsweek.com 

 

News.com.au 

www.news.com.au 

 

New Zealand Herald 

www.nzherald.co.nz 

 

Olive Press Spain (English Version) 

www.theolivepress.es 

 

Opinuns Entertainment News 

www.opinuns.com 

 

Opposing Views 

www.opposingviews.com 

 

Orphans of the Storm 

www.orphansofthestorm.org 

 

Pacific Standard News 

www.psmag.com 

 

Parade 

www.parade.com 

 

 

Pasadena Now 

www.pasadenanow.com 

 

Pasadena Star-News 

www.pasadenastarnews.com 

 

Patriot Ledger 

www.patriotledger.com 

 

People 

www.people.com 

 

Perth Now 

www.perthnow.com.au 

 

PETA 

www.peta.org 

 

Philadelphia City Paper 

www.citypaper.net 

 

Philadelphia Daily News 

www.phillydailynews.com 

 

Philadelphia Inquirer 

www.inquirer.com 

 

Philadelphia Inquirer 

www.philly.com 

 

Philadelphia Tribune 

www.phillytrib.com 

 

Phoenix New Times 

www.phoenixnewtimes.com 

 

Pittsburgh City Paper 

www.pghcitypaper.com 

 

Pittsburgh Post-Gazette 

www.post-gazette.com 

 

Pittsburgh Tribune Live 

www.triblive.com 

 

Politico 

www.politico.com 

 

Politicus USA 

www.politicususa.com 

 

Portland Press Herald 

www.pressherald.com 

 

Push Back Politics 

www.pushbackpolitics.org 
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Raw Story 

www.rawstory.com 

 

Real Change News (Seattle) 

www.realchangenews.org 

 

Register 

www.theregister.co.uk 

 

Reuters 

www.reuters.com 

 

Richmond Times-Dispatch 

www.timesdispatch.com 

 

Right Wing Watch News 

www.rightwingwatch.org 

 

Ring of Fire 

www.ringoffireradio.com 

 

Ripoff Report 

www.ripoffreport.com 

 

Salon 

www.salon.com 

 

Salt Lake Tribune 

www.sltrib.com 

 

San Diego Reader 

www.sandiegoreader.com 

 

San Diego Union-Tribune 

www.sandiegouniontribune.com 

 

San Francisco Chronicle 

www.sfchronicle.com 

 

San Francisco Examiner 

www.sfexaminer.com 

 

San Francisco Gate 

www.sfgate.com 

 

San Francisco Globe 

www.sfglobe.com 

 

San Jose Mercury News 

www.mercurynews.com 

 

San Juan Star (English Version) 

www.sanjuanweeklypr.com 

 

San Marino Tribune 

www.sanmarinotribune.com 

 

 

Santa Monica Daily Press 

www.smdp.com 

 

Scotsman 

www.scotsman.com 

 

Seattle Times 

www.seattletimes.com 

 

Sherman Oaks Studio City Encino News 

www.shermanoaksstudiocitynews.com 

 

Slate 

www.slate.com 

 

Space Change News (Boston) 

www.sparechangenews.net 

 

St. Croix Source 

www.stcroixsource.com 

 

St. John Source 

www.stjohnsource.com 

 

St. John Tradewinds 

www.tradewinds.vi 

 

St. Louis American 

www.stlamerican.com 

 

St. Louis Post-Dispatch 

www.stltoday.com 

 

St. Thomas Source 

www.stthomassource.com 

 

Star Tribune 

www.startribune.com 

 

Straits Times 

www.straitstimes.com 

 

Street Roots (Portland, Oregon) 

www.streetroots.org 

 

Street Sense (Washington, DC) 

www.streetsense.org 

 

Street Spirit (San Francisco) 

www.thestreetspirit.org 

 

Street Vibes (Cincinnati) 

www.streetvibes.wordpress.com 

 

Street Wise (Chicago) 

www.streetwise.org 
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http://www.seattletimes.com/
http://www.shermanoaksstudiocitynews.com/
http://www.slate.com/
http://www.sparechangenews.net/
http://www.stcroixsource.com/
http://www.stjohnsource.com/
http://www.tradewinds.vi/
http://www.stlamerican.com/
http://www.stltoday.com/
http://www.stthomassource.com/
http://www.startribune.com/
http://www.straitstimes.com/
http://www.streetroots.org/
http://www.streetsense.org/
http://www.thestreetspirit.org/
http://www.streetvibes.wordpress.com/
http://www.streetwise.org/
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Sun 

www.thesun.co.uk 

 

Sun Chronicle 

www.thesunchronicle.com 

 

Sunday Times UK 

www.thesundaytimes.co.uk 

 

Sydney Morning Herald 

www.smh.com.au 

 

Tampa Bay Times 

www.tampabay.com 

 

Telegraph 

www.telegraph.co.uk 

 

Tennessean 

www.tennessean.com 

 

Think Progress 

www.thinkprogress.org 

 

Time 

www.time.com 

 

Times UK 

www.thetimes.co.uk 

 

Times of India (English Version) 

www.timesofindia.indiatimes.com 

 

Toronto Star 

www.thestar.com 

 

Toronto Sun 

www.torontosun.com 

 

Toshiba News 

start.toshiba.com 

 

Tulsa World 

www.tulsaworld.com 

 

United Press International 

www.upi.com 

 

US Hunger Relief (Feeding America) 

www.feedingamerica.org 

 

US News & World Report 

www.usnews.com 

 

US Uncut 

www.usuncut.com 

 

US Weekly 

www.usmagazine.com 

 

USA Today 

www.usatoday.com 

 

Vancouver Sun 

www.vancouversun.com 

 

Variety 

www.variety.com 

 

Verge 

www.theverge.com 

 

Vice News 

news.vice.com 

 

Vineyard Gazette 

www.vineyardgazette.com 

 

Virgin Islands Daily News 

www.virginislandsdailynews.com 

 

Voice of America 

www.voanews.com 

 

Volunteers of America 

www.voa.org 

 

Vox News 

www.vox.com 

 

Wall Street Journal 

www.wsj.com 

 

Washington City Paper 

www.washingtoncitypaper.com 

 

Washington Examiner 

www.washingtonexaminer.com 
 

Washington Post 

www.washingtonpost.com 
 

Washington Times 

www.washingtontimes.com 
 

Wichita Eagle 

www.kansas.com 
 

Wrap 

www.thewrap.com 
 

Yahoo News 

www.yahoo.com 
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Glass Owl 
Excerpt 9 

 

Below is an excerpt from the serialized novel Glass Owl. Copyright 2015. All rights reserved. Glass Owl is a serialized novel written in episodic format. Sections 
serialized by Opinion America were not reprinted in exact order of existing storylines from the novel. Copies of Glass Owl in 50 separate episodes (electronic 
format only) can be purchased online beginning in late 2016 from Google Play. Opinion America accepts fictional and nonfictional material by email only for 

publication of various subject matters. However all works must be legally copyrighted by rightful owner(s) of whom must provide proof of ownership to 
Opinion America before material is accepted for publication. Opinion America will not publish works plagiarized from other sources. No exceptions. 
 

Originally serialized in Street Beat News in 2015. 
 

Denise slams the front door and heads toward the library when she hears a noise. She turns to see 

Howard Madison standing a few feet away from her. He seems annoyed. 

“In case it slipped your mind that door cost me over ten grand to fly here from India.” 

Denise rolls her eyes. 

“Like I care—we’ve got real problems—and you won’t like it one bit.” 
Howard folds his arms across his chest and sighs. 

“Well—do tell—time is money—my money.” 

“It’s Kyle.” 

Howard rolls his eyes. 
“What about Kyle?” 

Denise looks around the room nervously. 

“He—he has a son.” 
Howard makes a face. 

“Like duh.” 
“No—I mean he has another son—some guy named Patrick—I met him earlier—they were talking.” 

Howard looks at Denise curiously. 

“Old news.” 

Denise sighs loudly. 
“You knew?” 
“Worried about how much money you’re entitled too Denise? Well, don’t. You have no say in anything 

that goes on with this family—like that shouldn’t be a surprise—or did you forget your place?” 

He smirks. 

“Did the prenup you signed when you married my son for his money all those years ago slip your 
mind? Because if it did—I’m more than happy to give you a refresher course.” 

Denise looks away. 

“I wasn’t thinking about myself.” 

“Oh huh—tell it to someone who doesn’t know the real you—bitch—nevertheless don’t you worry about 
Patrick Glick or Kyle for that matter—I’ll take care of it when I see the need to.” 

Howard grabs Denise by the arm. 

“And I’ll take care of you too if need be—so think about that the next time you dream of trying to 

swing one over on me thinking I’m a crazy old fool who don’t know what’s going on around me.” 

Denise pulls away from Howard. 
“I—I—didn’t mean anything by it.” 

Howard makes a gesture with his hand. 

“Be gone from my sight this instant or I swear you’ll be leaving this house in a body bag like your 

“friend” Daryl—such a messy situation if I do recall—all that blood—ruined my carpet.” 
Denise gives Howard an odd look and runs toward the stairs. Howard looks at her running toward the 

stairs and cracks a huge grin. He looks at the cell phone in his hand. 

“Damn whore is really pushing it today by working my last nerve—maybe it’s time I look into an 

alternative way of handling her—handling her problems with my family.” 

He shrugs. 
“It’s not like she has any friends or other family here in Marble Hills—and Wesley is almost an adult 

now—he’d get over the loss really—maybe he wouldn’t even care if I took care of this annoying problem.” 

Howard turns around to see Lindsay looking at him with a curious look on her face. 

 

Excerpt 10 will be published in the July-August 2016 issue. 
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