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“We dare not forget today that we are the heirs of that first revolution
in 1776. Let the word go forth from this time and place, to friend and foe
alike, that the torch has been passed to a new generation of Americans—
born in this century, tempered by war, disciplined by a hard and bitter
peace, proud of our ancient heritage—and unwilling to witness or permit
the slow undoing of those human rights to which this nation has always
been committed, and to which we are committed today at home, and
around the world.”

-John F. Kennedy
January 20, 1961
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Prologue

My mother gave birth to metwice. Thefirst birth took placein my parents
apartment in 1937 in Milwaukee, Wisconsin. The second birth she gave to
me was the day she died. Her death alowed me to make major changesin
my life, including separating from my husband and returning to Wisconsin
to live.

My brother telephoned mein March 1988, to tell me our Mother had had
astroke that shewould not survive. | arrived at her bedside on March 11 and
asked her if she was going to get better. She could no longer speak, but her
eyes filled with tears as she shook her head “no.” Later that night she lost
consciousness and never regained it.

After the three of us—my brother, my sister and I—made funeral
arrangements, | phoned Aunt Emily who lived on the family farm in North
Central Wisconsin, and asked if my sister, Ellen, and | could visit. Sheinvited
us for dinner the next day. Dinner is served at noon in farm country.

Our father grew up on the farm. Whenever | visited the farm during my
childhood and adolescence, | felt asif it wasmy real home. | belonged to the
land and to the three generations of people who had lived and died there.

My father’s sister, Emily, lived alone in the farmhouse in 1988. She was
82 and not only drove her own car, but mowed the grass around the house.
My Uncle Lloyd and his wife, Helen, came to lunch that day as did my
cousin, Steve, who lived in Appleton.
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“Well, Judy,” asked Uncle Lloyd, “would you rather livein thecity or the
country?’

“1 would loveto live herein Waushara County,” | replied looking around
the kitchen that held so many happy memories.

That iswhen theradical thought struck me. | had alwayswantedtolivein
Waushara County near the farm. There was no reason for me not to moveto
Wisconsin. My children were grown, my marriage 99 percent over, and my
mother’s death liberated me from her criticism. | was free.

Weleft thefarm about 4 0’ clock. I think | am going to moveto Wautoma,”
| said to Ellen as we drove into town.

“That should be an interesting experiment,” she replied.

| picked up free real estate booklets and a copy of the Waushara Argus,
the town’s newspaper, at the IGA in Wautoma.

“I’ve forgotten how beautiful Wisconsinis,” | commented as we headed
south on Highway 51.

My husband was waiting at the airport when | returned from Wisconsin.
Bernard, our half-Collie half-St. Bernard, was in the cargo section of the
station wagon.

“Bernard,” | said as | got into the car, “How would you like to move to
Wisconsin?’

| stoleaglance at my husband who was hisusual inscrutable self as he sat
behind the wheel. No response from him.

“|"ve decided to move back to Wisconsin,” | announced. “We can sell the
house and split the profits.” We were now on the Southeast freeway in DC.
Still no response. “You know how | feel about the farm. It is part of me,” |
continued.

Asfar as | was concerned, the issue was settled. When we reached our
house, | went inside. | looked out the window and saw him doing alittle jig
of happinessin the driveway.

By the end of June, our house was sold and the profits divided equally.
We each got acar and | got Wilbur and Bernard, our two dogs. Therewas no
legal separation agreement because | thought | might want to return to him.
He promised a monthly payment of $300 and continued car and health
insurance coverage.

I sent my money from the sale of the house to Union State Bank in
Wautomawhere | had opened a checking account by mail. Wilbur, abeagle,
was lodged in a kennel until August when my husband would bring him to
Wisconsin while on hisway to visit relativesin South Dakota. Bernard came
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with me in the station wagon.
“Well, Bernie,” | said as we left the Beltway and headed into western
Maryland, “we are finally on our way!”
Bernard hit the back of my head with his nose as his tail fanned the air.
There were no clouds on the horizon.
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Chapter One: Wisconsin
June 1988 to June 1993

Bernard and | arrived in Wautoma on June 27. | stopped at the bank to
make sure my $27,500 check had been deposited. It had. Then | went to the
post office and rented a post office box.

| decided to stay at the Mt. Morris Motel near Wautoma. | rented one of
the ten kitchenette units with a yard where | could brush Bernard. We then
droveto thefarm where Bernard and Tanner, Emily’sdog, met. Emily boiled
some coffee and put out a loaf of homemade bread, ajar of jam, and some
cheese. A thunderstorm had passed through the area earlier, creating a mist
that rose from the lake and hung in the air. Tree branches bent under the
heavy weight of the water and | could hear the raindrops falling onto the
sodden ground.

“l can't believe that | am actually here,” | said.

“l wish | could put you up...” Emily began.

“Emily,” | said, “1 didn’t move hereto cause you morework. | have quite
enough cash and credit cards.”

In the morning, | phoned the real estate agent whom | had written from
Maryland. We made an appointment for the next day. | told her that | had my
dog with me and that we would use my car.

The houses | saw were either too expensive, too dilapidated, or in town.

We made another appointment for after the Fourth of July. | saw a house
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advertised in the local paper that looked like what | needed. The ad did not
list the property’saddress. When | saw my real estate agent, | showed her the
ad. “I'll call Erickson Realty and set up an appointment for you,” she said.

A few days later, | met with Mr. Erickson. The house, only 985 square
feet, wasbig enough for me. Beige wall-to-wall carpeting covered the floors
in the living room, small hallway, and the two bedrooms. The bathroom
contained, besides atoilet, atub with shower, a sink with avanity, and gray
linoleum flooring. Thekitchen, itsfloor covered with indoor-outdoor carpeting
in a subdued red and black pattern, also held an electric stove and had a
window that overlooked the rear of the property and the field beyond. A tiny
hallway lay between the kitchen and the attached garage. One of the doorsin
the hallway led to the garage while the second door led to the rear of the
property. The house sat on two acres at the intersection of County Highways
C and KK. Located in the Township of Hancock, the property was 15 miles
from Wautoma.

Theranch-style house, blue-gray with white shutters and garage door, sat
near the front of the property. Along the edge of County Highway KK, arow
of tall pine trees grew. Pine trees also grew along the Northern edge of the
property protecting the house from the cold winter winds. Whilel had dreamed
of buying an old farmhouse, | discovered that either they were in very poor
condition and needed alot or work, or that they had been renovated and were
too expensive. Thelittle housein Hancock met both my needsand my financial
condition. | wrote a $600 check for a down payment and gave it to Mr.
Erickson.

The next time | saw Uncle Lloyd, | asked him about lawyers in town.
“Mr. Dutcher handled Clarence' swill, didn't he?’ | asked. “ Should | ask him
to check the Title?’

“He's no worse than the others,” replied Uncle Lloyd.

I hired Mr. Dutcher to search the Title and give me an opinion. Then |
went shopping. | bought anew refrigerator, TV and VCR at thelocal appliance
store. At the furniture store | purchased a hide-a-bed for the living room for
guests to use should | ever have any guests. | went to the weekend farm
auctions, bid on awashing machine and wooden bed frame with headboard,
and managed to buy both. | ordered an antenna installed on the roof of the
house. | bought a small three- piece maple dining set for the kitchen and a
stereo for the living room. As we traveled the countryside, Bernie hung out
the window and barked at the cows.

In early August, | received Mr. Dutcher’s opinion. It stated that there
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were Restrictive Covenants placed on the Title by the US Department of
Agriculture, specifically by the Farmers Home Administration agency of the
USDA. Theletter went on to say that | would never own the property outright
if the Restrictive Covenants remained on the Title. | phoned my real estate
agent and told her that |1 no longer wanted to buy the house. | wanted my
deposit returned, but if that was not possible, | would just forget about the
$600. She told me she'd contact Mr. Erickson.

Mr. Erickson phoned me at the Mt. Morris Motel. “We can solve the
Restrictive Covenants problem,” he told me. “You can put your $23,900
cash into Mr. Dutcher’s Trust Account. If the Covenants are not removed,
the deal will not be final and Mr. Dutcher will return your money.”

I thought about all the things that were being delivered to the house after
the closing date of August 16. | thought about Bernard’s hair in the motel
room that the owner had begun complaining about. | thought about Wilbur
who was due to be delivered in late August. | thought about the fact that the
Restrictive Covenantswere a USDA federal housing program and that | had
no reason to mistrust the federal government. | thought that Mr. Dutcher
would honor hisfiduciary duty to me.

“OK,” | said, “let’sdo that.”

Before August 16 Mr. Erickson called again. “The Covenants are being
removed by the County Agent of the USDA. However, the paperwork will
not be available until after August 16,” he informed me.

OnAugust 16 we went to settlement. Mr. Dutcher said hewouldn’t release
my cash until the Rel ease of Restrictive Covenant documents had been entered
on theTitle.

| drove to my house. My life had changed so dramatically and quickly
that it was difficult to believe that | was actually living in Waushara County,
near the family farm with a house of my own.

Thefurnishings| had ordered arrived, the TV antennarose from the roof,
and my new telephone worked. Wilbur arrived and he and Bernard greeted
each other by barking and chasing each other in circles.

It had all been so effortless. For the first timein along, long time | felt
happy.

My idyllic life lasted ten days. | threw a load of wash into the newly
hooked-up washing machine and returned to watching TV. When | used the
bathroom, thetoilet water backed up. | called the plumber who had inspected
the septic system for Erickson Redlty. He arrived the same afternoon and
checked the indoor plumbing, the septic tank, and the septic field.

14



ESCAPE FROM AMERICA: AN EXPOSE OF INTERNATIONAL TREACHERY

“You need a new septic system,” he told me.

“Your report on the septic system said it was working,” | replied.

“We did not guarantee it,” he explained. “ The system cannot handle all
the water from your washer. Just don’t use the washing machine.”

Well, | rationalized to myself, | guessit will be okay if the only problem
istoo much water from the washing machine. | felt discouraged and | heard
the faint tinkle of afar-off bell alerting me that maybe not all waswell with
the house.

Mr. Dutcher phoned me. “ The Release of Restrictive Covenants document
has arrived. | am releasing your money from my account.”

“Mr. Dutcher,” | said, “there seemsto be a problem with the septic system.”

“If you think | misrepresented something to you, hire another lawyer and
sue me.” Then he hung up.

Perplexed, | hung up my phone. | had no money to pay another lawyer.
There wasn't anything | could do, so | tried to put it out of my mind.

Thefellow who installed my TV antennahad told me that the roof needed
patching. When | went to Milwaukee for aweekend my well wouldn’t pump
water when | returned. | phoned adifferent plumber to come check the pump.
Hetold me | needed a new pump for the well.

My suspicions began to grow. | drove to the Court House in Wautoma
and asked to seethe Abstract (Title) to my house. OnAugust 17, Mr. Dutcher
had filed a Warranty Deed on the property. The Release of Restrictive
Covenant document wasissued on August 28. It was not entered on the Title
until September 8. | didn’'t think a Warranty Deed could be put on the Title
until the Restrictive Covenant had been released. The previous owners had
bought the house in 1986 from the US Department of Agriculture when a
Quit Claim deed had been issued along with the Restrictive Covenants.

| researched theregulation under Title 7 United States Code Service, Code
of Federal Regulations, Section 1955.116. The regulation stated that the
repairs the house need were to be listed on the Deed. No repairs were listed
on the Deed.

| went to the County USDA agent who had arranged for the Release of
Redtrictive Covenants. | questioned him on theseissues. Hereplied that maybe
I should visit the Regional Director of the USDA in Stevens Point. Instead, |
wrote a letter to the Regional Director. His reply stated that the USDA had
done nothing wrong and that he considered the matter closed.

Thusbegan my long nightmare. | spoketo Uncle Lloyd about my house’'s
problems.
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“Do you think,” he asked, “that the government will repair your house?’

“They were supposed to ensure that the repairs were made before the
Release of Restrictive Covenants document wasissued,” | replied.

Lloyd told me to turn the power to the water pump off before | |eft for a
weekend. That solved the water pump problem. The roof, if it was leaking,
never leaked into the house.

My brother Harry, the Executor of our mother’swill, sent me a check for
$9,000. That money alowed me to create a fenced yard around the back
door for the dogs. | purchased amailbox and had it installed at the end of the
driveway. | also purchased alarge room air conditioner and had it placed in
the living room’s common wall with the garage.

| had no desire to return to Maryland, so | shopped for an attorney to
handle a divorce. The first lawyer | hired didn’'t seem to understand what |
needed from adivorce. The second attorney took acheck for $500 asaretainer,
but handed me the check back when | returned for the first appointment.
“You areatroublemaker,” hetold me. Evidently, thefirst attorney had ignored
client confidentiality and told the second attorney that | demanded a fair
settlement.

| found an attorney in Stevens Point who understood how the Spouse
Equity Act of 1984 worked. The divorce was granted on February 5, 1990.
The Court Order stated that | would receive $900 a month for four years;
$600 for three years, and then 35% of hisfederal pension when heretired in
1996.

My septic system still performed poorly even though | used septic-system
productsto keep it operating. The septic tank was pumped every six months.

| took my documents regarding the Restrictive Covenants to my divorce
attorney in March 1990.

“There's nothing you can do about this,” he told me.

“What do you mean?’ | asked. “It states on the Restrictive Covenant
document that the Covenants are enforceable in any competent US Court.”

“There is nothing that can be done,” he repeated.

| didn’t pay him his $6,000 fee for the divorce. He broke his fiduciary
duty to me when he refused to pursue the USDA fraud.

| wrote to the University of Wisconsin-Milwaukee asking what | had to
doin order to graduate. | left UWM in 1960 three credits short of graduation.
The University replied that | needed acoursein Social Work policy. | applied
to the State of Wisconsin for tuition help under a program of the Department
of Vocational Rehabilitation that pays tuition for women returning to the
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workforce. In order to get this aid, | had to participate in eight hours of
psychological testing. This testing included the MMPI—the Minnesota
Multiphasic Personality Inventory. | was approved to receive payment of
tuition, books, and travel expenses. Evidently the tests proved that | was
sane.

| decided to get a mortgage on the house since the cash | paid for it was
lost. The housewas not worth themoney | paid for it and by federal regulation
was uninhabitable. | could at least get my cash back through a mortgage.
Over aperiod of ayear and a half, | obtained three mortgages from Union
State Bank. The bank’s attorney, Marc Bickford, charged me $75 every time
he checked the title for clouds. Each time he ignored the Quit Claim Deed
with Restrictive Covenants and the fact that no repairs were listed on the
Quit Claim Deed and that the Warranty Deed was placed on the Title before
the Release of Restrictive Covenants document was received. He was either
incompetent or corrupt.

| took the Socia Work policy classand learned that government regulations
havetheforceof law. | alsolearned, from TV’sLaw and Order, that contracts
signed under conditions of fraud are null and void.

At thispoint, | began researching various legal concepts at the Wautoma
Court House Law Library. | found Section 240.01 of the Wisconsin Statutes
that stated that contracts signed under conditions of fraud are null and void.
Thank you Law and Order!

| graduated from UWM on December 16, 1990. | put Bernard and Wilbur
inalocal kennel and took athree-week trip to San Francisco to visit Ellen.

By spring 1991, the septic system had to be pumped every three months.
| used a little water as possible and threw the water from cooking and
dishwashing pans outside. | researched the cost of a new septic system. Due
to the type of ground that my house was built on, and due to changes in
environmental law, a new septic system would cost $11,000.

Then Wilbur got sick and was diagnosed with a bladder tumor. The vet
catheterized Wilbur’s bladder and set up an appointment for him at the vet
school in Madison. Before that appointment, Wilbur’s bladder was obstructed
by the tumor again.

Wilbur always thought he was |eader of the pack. In Maryland, he would
jump the fence and swim in Henson Creek, his ears lying flat on top of the
water. When he' d escape from the house, he' d walk on the sidewalk to the 7-
11 store. He fathered four unplanned puppies and washed them with his
tongue as though he knew they were his. In Wisconsin we took walks and
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when he found a scent of some animal, he'd be off and baying across the
fields. He' d come home, usually smelling awful having rolled in something.
If, God forbid, | left him home when | went out, he' d sit with his back to me
when | returned, there being no doubt of his anger.

| had no idea of what the medical costs would be for Wilbur. My credit
cards were already maxed out. | decided to not put Wilbur through surgery,
but instead opted to euthanise him. | put both dogsinthe car early onemorning
and headed to Stevens Point on Highway 51. Wilbur sat in the back of the
station wagon, looking out the rear window. When hetired of this, hejumped
over thefront seat and wriggled himself under my right arm as | drove. How
can | do thisto him, | thought. | convinced myself that | had no choice, that
it was kinder to ease Wilbur into death rather than have him suffer. | lied and
I knew | waslying.

| started crying when the vet put the first needle into his vein.

“1 can stop now,” the vet said, “we can let him sleep it off.”

“No,” | said, crying harder.

The second needle went in as | stroked Wilbur’s silky ears. He stopped
breathing.

That night when | put Bernard’s food down, he sat there, looking at me.
Hewaswaiting for Wilbur to eat since Wilbur wasalwaysfirst. Berniefinally
ate after | picked the bow! up and set it in front of him.

In 1991 | began corresponding with federal officials regarding Title 7
USCS, CFR. Section 1955.116. | wrote the Department of Justice Fraud
section; the Secretary of the USDA in Washington; my Congressman and
Senators. Between 1991 and June 1993, | wrote every person in the federa
government that had any connection to the implementation of federal law. |
wrote to the Governor of Wisconsin. And | wrote to the Washington Post
where, in 1985, | had contributed to a front-page story concerning abortion.
| just knew that the Post would love investigating and reporting a case of
fraud in the government. The reporter | knew phoned me.

“You have to stop sending me material on this matter,” he told me.

“Why?' | asked. “| thought you'd eat it up!”

“We are not doing a story. If you send any more information, | will just
return it to you.”

| didn’t understand it. Why would the Post turn down such ajuicy story?

| wroteto theWhite Houseand in March 1993, wroteto Clinton’s Secretary
of Agriculture, Mike Espy. Every reply, without exception, denied that there
was any wrong doing on the part of any agency of the government. Senator
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Kohl went so far asto suggest that | apply for agovernment loan to repair the
house.

InAugust 1991, | took atrip to Bear Buttein South Dakotaafter receiving
aletter from the Inspector General of the USDA stating that no impropriety
occurred with either the placement or removal of the Restrictive Covenants.
Bear Butte, outside Sturgis, South Dakota, is a sacred place to the Sioux.
People climb Bear Butte in Vision Quests, seeking answers to problems. |
climbed Bear Butte on ahot, sunny day. There are places along thetrail to sit
and meditate. My quest waswhether to pursuetheissue of government fraud
or to just walk away from the house. By this time, | had received three
mortgagesfor thetotal amount of $23,000. Thetotal | invested in the purchase
of the house was $24,500.

Thewisdom | received on Bear Buttetold methat | could either stay and
try to exposethefraud or just walk away. However, | could not state that God
told meto do either. When | returned to Wisconsin, | stopped making mortgage
payments. Thiswould get theissueinto Court where Justicewould be served.

Or so | thought.

In December | noticed a Sheriff’s car parked on County Highway KK
near my house. When | got out of my car, a Deputy approached me and said,
“1 have something for you. Please sign here.”

He handed me an envelope to sign and then some papers.

“Thank you very much,” | said. “I have been waiting for this.”

“You have?’ he asked.

“Yes. Therealtorsand attorneys committed fraud when | bought thishouse.
| want to expose the fraud.”

The Deputy drove off as| entered the house. Union State Bank had served
me with a Mortgage Foreclosure Complaint under Case Number 91CV 189.
It was stamped as received by the Clerk of the Circuit Court for Waushara
County in Wautoma, Wisconsin.

I went into action. | Answered the Complaint with third-party claims
against the USDA, Union State Bank, Mr. Bickford (Attorney for Union
State Bank), Erickson Realty, Mr. Dutcher, and my divorce attorney, Mr.
Massoglia. | wrotethe history of the sale of the house and subsequent events.
| represented myself in the form of a pauper so | didn’'t have to pay filing
fees.

It's not asif | didn’t try to hire any attorney. My divorce attorney (as
recounted earlier) told metherewasno remedy. | could find no local attorney
that would take the case. | wrote Mr. Dershowitz and Scott Turow, both of
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whom replied that their schedule was full. The American Civil Liberties
Union refused to take the case. | wrote to Ralph Nader’'s Public Interest
Group in Washington but received no reply. | finally contacted a Milwaukee
attorney who asked me to send him my documents. He said he would phone
me with his opinion.

“You areright. Thisisfraud,” he said when he called back, “but stuff like
this happens al the time, and I’m not taking your case.”

“Thanksfor looking at my documents,” | said. It made mefeel better that
| wasn't wrong about the fraud.

“Let me know what happens,” he said before he hung up.

Thingsweren’t turning out aseasily as| hoped they would. At Bear Bultte,
| had decided to follow the issue to wherever it took me. | still had no doubt
that Justice would prevail somewhere in the system.

In early January, | received a Notice of aMotion for Summary Judgment
filed by Union State Bank. At the Motion’s hearing, Judge Wolfe dismissed
my third-party complaintsand Struck my Answer to the M ortgage Foreclosure
Complaint for having “too much extraneous material.”

“Since | must see that substantial justice is done,” said Judge Wolfe, “I
am giving the Defendant ten days to submit another Answer.”

How could | write another Answer when the factswerein the Answer she
struck from the record? | refused to submit another Answer. | immediately
appealed her decision to the Wisconsin Court of Appeals.

On March 19, 1992, another hearing was held at which a Judgment of
Foreclosurewasentered. | immediately appeal ed this decision to the Appeals
Court, too.

The Sheriff offered the property for salein July 1992. | didn’t know how
the Sheriff could sell property that | never legally owned. Union State Bank
bought the house which means, | guess, that the bank moved the property
from the debit side of their ledger to the asset side.

In September, | advertised a* Going to Jail” sale of my furniture and of
theimprovements| had madeto the house. At first the WausharaArgusrefused
to print my ad, but | told them | was legally responsible for the ad.

At this point, my aunt and uncle were shunning me. | think they thought
| was bringing shame onto the family’s name. My aunt Emily made it quite
clear that | was not welcome at the farmhouse. This was the first time that |
saw aperson’s“mask” fall away, exposing her real self. Thissuddenrevelation
of my aunt’s real personality scared me.

Since my position wasthat | never legally owned the house and therefore
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had no right to make improvements to the property, | sold the TV antenna,
the fencing, the mailbox, and the air conditioner. | kept asingle bed, asmall
lamp, and my typewriter.

On October 1, 1992, the Waushara Circuit Court issued a Confirmation
of Sale Order and aWrit of Assistance for the Sheriff to remove me from the
property between October 1 and October 8, 1992. Bernard and | stayed close
to home those days, but no one arrived. On October 9, someone knocked on
my front door at 9 am.. It was a detective.

“We are here to remove you from the property,” he said.

“Your Writ of Assistance expired yesterday,” | replied.

“1 don’'t care,” he responded, “get dressed.”

After | dressed, | put Bernard and my typewriter into my car. | got in,
locked the doors, and turned on the engine. The “L" shaped garage offered
me the opportunity to park the car sideways in the garage preventing the
authorities from towing it away. At this point, the detective came out of the
house. He banged on my window.

“Turn off the car! You are under arrest!” he shouted.

It wasthefirst timethat | saw a person’s eyes change from blue to green.

I shook my head “no” and continued to try to turn the car.

Another officer came up on the passenger side of the car, unlocked the
door, reached in, and turned the ignition off. | was taken to the police car in
handcuffs.

“Your car will be stored in alot in Plainfield. Your dog will go to the
animal shelter.”

| looked around for the first time that morning. There were several police
carsaong theroad and officialsfrom the bank. What were they expecting—
ashootout? | did own asingle barrel shotgun.

As we drove to the Wautoma jail, the driver asked, “Is this what you
wanted?’

“Moreor less” | replied.

“They’ll probably kill your dog,” he added.

Bastard.

Wereached thejail and they processed me through mug shot, fingerprints,
and other procedures. | used the phonein the cellblock to call my son, Mike,
who lived in Washington, DC. | asked him to phone Senator Kohl and let
him know that | wasin jail. | went into my cell and lying on the bed was a
Catholic magazine that featured the death of a Polish priest in jail who had
been persecuted by the Communists. It made merealize that others suffer for
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putting themselves at risk for Justice. | was not alone.

At three p.m. | appeared in court where | entered a plea of “not guilty.”
Released on my own recognizance, | picked up my car and went to get
Bernard. He seemed to be having fun at the shelter. Crazy dog.

As | drove to find amotel room for the night, | allowed myself a small
chuckle. No one had read me my rights.

On October 11 | traveled to Ascension Lutheran Church in Milwaukee
for its 150th Anniversary celebration. | had been baptized, confirmed and
married there. The pastor who had confirmed and married me was the guest
preacher. | sat inthe balcony with the choir membersas| had sat there during
my teens and young adult years. The same choir director was there and |
gave him a huge hug when we “ passed the Peace.” Pastor Grimsby spoke of
the saints who were yeoman workers for God. Between the Polish priest
persecuted by the Communists and the yeoman workers for God, | began to
realize that | was on a spiritual journey aswell asalegal one.

| took a short trip to visit my sons in Maryland and spent four days in
Ocean City. The ocean is good for clearing out my head.

When | returned to Waushara County, Bernard and | spent nights in
different motels. He would bump his nose against my head when | drove
beyond County Road MM where the farmhouse was located. He didn’'t
understand that we were not welcome there anymore.

Bernard's confusion grew as we spent November in different motelsin
different towns. At one point at a motel, he refused to get into the car. My
trial on the Misdemeanor charge, Obstruction of Justice, Case 92CM 114,
was scheduled for January 15, 1993. | phoned Mike again.

“Hi, Mike,” | said as he answered the phone.

“Hello, Mother,” he replied. “What's up?’

“1 am looking for anew home for Bernard. Do you know anyonewho is
shopping for adog?’

“Actualy, | do,” hesaid. “I'll call them and tell them about Bernie.”

On Thanksgiving, | phoned Mike. “ They want to take Bernie. They have
anew puppy and need an older dog as a companion for it.”

“Great. Thanks, Mike. I’ ll drive Bernieto Maryland as soon asthisblizzard
isover.”

| sat on thefloor and told Bernard that he was going to have anew home.
That it was the best that | could do for him. That | didn’'t want to give him
away. That | didn’'t know what else to do. That maybe when this legal stuff
was over, | could take him back. | sobbed through al of this.
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We reached Washington on December 3. While Bernie and Mike's dog,
Thunder, romped in awooded area, | told Mikethat | would spend December
in Ocean City and that if the new ownersdidn’t want Bernie, I’ d pick him up
on the way back to Wisconsin. | gave Bernie a hug and a kiss. My heart
broke as| drove away.

In Ocean City | rented a bedroom in a two-bedroom condo. The other
resident camein only occasionally to pick up clothesor other items. In effect,
| had atwo-bedroom condo with deck and fireplace by myself for $250. My
youngest son, Brian, came and visited mefor severa days. Dennis, my middle
son, spent Christmas Eve and Christmas Day with me. Mike took me out to
lunch in Georgetown.

One of the reasons my marriage broke up was that my ex-husband and |
disagreed on how to manage Brian and his epilepsy. Brian's father thought
that Brian should just take his medication and get ajob. | knew that Brian
was sicker than even the doctorsthought and | told Brian that. When | moved
to Wisconsin | felt that Brian would be free of this conflict. The doctors had
no idea of what caused his seizures and now Brian was losing his sight and
the doctors couldn’t figure that out either.

In Ocean City | typed up aMotion to Dismissthe chargesin Case 92CM 114
because | had not been read my Miranda rights. | tossed it in the mail in
Maryland and sent the original to the Court, a copy to the District Attorney,
and a copy to the bank’s attorney.

On my way back to Wisconsin, | brought atub of KFC chicken to Dennis
and Brian and phoned Mike from there and discovered that Bernie's new
ownersadored him. That made me cheer up abit. | still opened the back door
of the car to let him jumpin, but | knew | would stop doing that eventually.

| returned to Wisconsin in early January and stopped to pick up my mail
in Hancock. A letter from the District Attorney informed me that he had
dropped the charges against me without prejudice which meant he could
recharge me anytime. Also in the mail was the decision from the Wisconsin
Court of Appeals that upheld the Circuit Court’s Orders in Case 91CV 189
that Struck my Answer and that ordered a Judgment of Foreclosure.

| had never been allowed to argue my legal claimsinacourt beforeajury.
I had not been ableto bring my illegal arrest beforeajury eventhough it was
my Motion to Dismiss that probably caused the District Attorney to
temporarily drop the charges. | filed a Petition for Review with theWisconsin
Supreme Court in early January 1993. (These documents are listed in
Appendix 1).
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| traveled around Wisconsin in January, staying in many different motels
in many different towns. | rented rooms by the week when possible.

February arrived and the Wisconsin Supreme Court had not issued a
decision. | spenttimeat thelaw library inthe Wautoma Court House. | learned
that Wisconsin law stipulatesthat no oneisto be removed from aproperty in
dispute until al legal remedieswere exhausted. Why was| living in motels?
| should till be living in the house.

| decided to go back into the house to see what would happen. The locks
had been changed, so | went in through the kitchen window. | turned on all
the lighting fixtures and shoved the thermostat as high as it would go. My
bed, lamp, and typewriter table had been removed. | couldn’'t live there in
winter with no furniture, no bed, no dishes, no refrigerator, no cooking utensils
or towels. | left the property and returned to the Prestonnaire Motel in Adams
County.

| waited to seeif | would be arrested. | wasn’t. | am sure the lights were
noticed, but maybe police thought someone elsedid it. | went to see the new
Digtrict Attorney, Guy Dutcher, Mr. Dutcher’s son. (How’sthat for aconflict
of interest?)

| told the office staff to tell the DA that | would be trespassing on the
property in the afternoon. | visited Union State Bank and told an officer of
the bank that | would be trespassing on the property. | spent two hoursin my
car sitting on the land around the house. No one came to arrest me. | drove
back to the Court House and asked the DA why | wasn't arrested.

“We're not going to arrest you for trespassing,” he responded.

| needed to get arrested so that | could present thefraud to ajury. | planned
to defend myself, of course. What did | have to do to be arrested without
committing a serious crime? My modus operandi in other causes consisted
of hand-printing signsthat | posted in strategic places. What was better than
aposter? The sides of the house, of course. | bought black paint and painted
my signs on the house: USDA corrupt! Union State Bank issues mortgages
on worthless properties! Sheriff cooperates with fraud! | painted similar
dlogans al over the house where they could be seen from the road. | was
staying in Adams County. No one came to arrest me.

| droveto Wautomafor groceries. When | came out of the store, a Sheriff's
car pulled up. “You are under arrest,” the Deputy told me.

“My car ishere. Can | driveit tothejail?’ | asked.

“Yes”

After | parked my car in the jail parking lot, | was escorted into the jail
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and processed again. The charge was “Destruction of Private Property,” a
felony. | was resting on my bed when an officer came into the cellblock.

“Judy,” he asked, “whereisyour gun?’

“I'sinmy car,” | replied.

I thought no more of it. On Sunday morning the jail staff finally brought
inaTV. | was aone in the women’s cellblock, so | hoped | would find a
televised Mass or a good movie. Instead, | saw ATF agents involved in a
shootout in Waco, Texas. As | watched and listened to the TV report, | had
only one thought: the revolution has begun.

On Monday, March 11 appeared in court where| pleaded “Not Guilty” in
Case Number 93CF007. | looked forward to my day in court before ajury. |
was released on my own recognizance.

The Wisconsin Supreme Court refused to review the Appeals Court and
the Circuit Courts' Orders in Case 91CV189. The only remedy remaining
was the US Supreme Court. | sent a brief to the Court, not knowing what |
wasdoing. Inresponse, the Clerk of the US Supreme Court sent me abookl et
that outlined how to file acase at the Court. | learned that | needed to request
aWrit of Certiorari, which, if granted, would review the decisions at the US
Supreme Court.

I spent a few weeks researching law and typing the brief. | sent it all in
and received Notice that Case 92-8914, Judith M. Hansel vs. Union State
Bank, was registered at the US Supreme Court.

| tried to move my criminal case to the US District Court in Milwaukee
where | thought I’d get a fairer decision. Instead | received a decision that
was labeled a“ Civil” case, not a“Crimina” case. | was denied removal of
my case from the Circuit Court to the US District Court under Case # 93-C-
341.

My jury trial in the housing painting charge, Case 93CF007, was scheduled
for May 19, 1993. As| drove to Wautoma that morning, | experienced chest
pains. | knew that these pains were psychologically caused since my fear
level was way up. | had no idea how to be an attorney other than the law |
read and the TV programs and movies | saw.

Onefriend had tried to cheer me up. “ You know, Judy,” he said, “you are
practicing law the same way Abraham Lincoln did.”

Perhaps. But | knew | didn’'t have Lincoln’s way with words. Movie
characters that | relied on were the Paul Newman character in The Verdict
and Ben Kingsley’s Gandhi.

With my heart pounding | parked my car on the street, entered the court
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house and, on my way to the court room, saw afriend's husband. | stopped
and entered the room to greet him.

“You can’'t comein here,” he declared.

I had stumbled into the jury room. | backtracked into the hallway and
went into the assigned court room. | arranged my papers and tried to look as
if I knew what | was doing. The Court had provided mewith alist of potential
jurors, two blank verdict sheets, and astatement that | choseto defend myself
and accepted responsibility for that choice.

| had a hazy idea of what | would ask potential jurorsin the “voir dire’:
were they Union State Bank customers? Had they ever had a mortgaged
foreclosed? Were they related to or close friends of any of the principalsin
the case? Had they discussed my case with anyone? Were they or relatives
employed by any of the principals? Did they ever gain from or were they
ever refused help from aUSDA program?Werethey participatinginaUSDA
program now? That was about all | could think to ask them.

The DA arrived and then we were told to rise for the judge. He looked
surprised when he saw me. | smiled at him

“Shelooks okay sometimes,” the DA mysteriously said.

Judge Karch then told methat since | was representing myself, he needed
to ask me afew questions. Unfortunately, | didn’'t object. After an hour of
interrogation on various points of law, the judge asked mehow | would handle
the“In Limine” Order granted the Prosecutor at aMotion Hearing that | had
not attended. The Order stated that | could not ask any questions about
ownership of the property.

“I’ll get around the Order somehow,” | responded and added aline lifted
from The Verdict, “ The jury usually hears the truth.”

“You are not competent for trial,” the Judge Karch stated. “1 am callingin
the jury and dismissing them. You wait in the hall.”

| angrily gathered my papers and shoved them into my used brief case.

“Why are you putting your papers away?’ asked the DA.

“1 don't want you to see them,” | replied.

| left the courtroom and went to my car and jumped in. | drove to the
Prestonnaire Motel in Adams County where | was staying. How dare Judge
Karch deny me my right to atrial by jury? Was he afraid that I'd win?

That evening two of my neighbors were chatting about their guns. They
brought them out to show everyone. | went to my car to get my shotgun to
seewhat they thought of it. | couldn’t find it. Therewasabox of anmunition,
but no gun. Then | remembered the conversation with the Deputy in the jail
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in February. They must have taken my gun when | wasin jail. Of course, this
was another illegal move on the Sheriff Department’s part. Guns cannot be
confiscated until the owner is convicted of afelony.

The next morning two officers from the Adams County Sheriff’s
Department arrested me at the motel. They drove meto the Waushara County
line where they handed me over to the Waushara County Sheriff’s deputies.

Riding in the back of apolice cruiser was now apart of my everyday life.

| appearedin Court in the afternoon. My new Case Number was 93CF024.
Unlikeprior arrests, | wasnot given the Defendant’s copy of theArrest Warrant
or the Statement of Probable Cause. They did not tell me what the charge
was. The judge said he' d release me with $2,000 cash bail.

“1 don't have $2,000,” | told him.

“You have family and friends,” the judge suggested.

“1 have committed no crime. This Court, the District Attorney, and the
Sheriff arethe criminals. The bank’s officers and attorneys are the criminals.
I won’'t ask anyone for cash when | shouldn’t even be here,” | lectured him.

“Well, then,” roared the judge, “you can sitinjail until you raise $2,000.”

“Then | will sitinjail and not eat,” | retorted.

They took me back to jail. | wasweighed. Different jail staff tried to talk
me out of not eating. “It's the only weapon | have,” | told them.

| ignored the dinner left for me on the cellblock door. A can of Coke and
achocolate bar were left for me at bedtime. | ignored them, too.

I occupied one of the four cellsin the women’s cellblock. One evening
they brought aweepy woman into one of the other cells. Shetold me she had
been arrested on a bad check charge. After 45 minutes we were laughing
over thefact that thereal criminalsarethe bankers. Shortly after our laughing
session, aguard came and put her in another cell down the hall. She resumed
weeping and apologizing to the guards. Women too often think obsequious
behavior will help them when all it does is breed contempt.

On Tuesday | appeared in Court again.

“Ms. Hansel,” intoned Judge Karch, “1 am willing to release you on a
signature bond with acondition that you must consult with a Court-appointed
attorney whileyou arein jail.”

“1 want an attorney who isin private practice and who is older than my
sons,” | responded. Most of thelegal aid attorneyswere still intheir twenties.

“1 have also made an appointment for you with the Director of the
Winnebago Mental Institution for aMental Competency Evaluation on June
22 in Oshkosh,” continued the Judge.
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The next day, Patrick Seubert, an attorney in private practice in Neenah,
Wisconsin, came to see me. “| want you to set up a competency evaluation
with another psychiatrist for a second opinion,” | told him.

“1 don’'t know how to do that,” he said. “I will be the Court-appointed
Guardian of your finances after your Evaluation.”

| didn’t reply. The handwriting was on the wall. | would be declared
incompetent so that | lost all my credibility. That might not shut me up, but it
would destroy any hope of having my experience of fraud inthe USDA rura
housing program believed and accepted. | might even be involuntarily
admitted to the Institution and receive drug and electric shock treatments.

“Can | take afriend to the interview with me?’ | asked.

“No.”

“Can | take atape recorder?’

“No.”

My fate was sealed with my only hope a Writ of Certiorari from the US
Supreme Court.

On May 28 | wasin court again.

“How doweknow,” asked Judge Karch, “that you will go to the evaluation
appointment?’

I had thought about this possible question and gave the only answer |
knew that would be accepted. “I want to prove to Mr. Dutcher that he is
wrong.”

| was released from jail on May 28, 1993. | immediately left Waushara
County and checked into the Prestonnaire again. | had wanted to get my gun
returned, but | had been too afraid to ask for it.

Sincethe outcome of the Evaluation wasalready decided, | knew | couldn’t
attend the appointment scheduled for June 22 in Oshkosh. My only hope for
Justice continued to be aWrit of Certiorari from the US Supreme Court.

On June 91 drove past my house on the way to the Hancock Post Office.
The words | had written on the house in February were being covered over
by white siding. Earlier intheyear, | had noticed anew roof on the house and
that a new well had been dug. | surmised that the US Supreme Court had
denied me a Writ of Certiorari. Fear stabbed me in the chest. How could |
avoid involuntary commitment to the Winnebago Mental Institution in
Oshkosh?

I picked up my check at the Hancock Post Office, droveto Adams County
and cashed it, and headed to Waukesha to see my brother.

Asl| drove south on Highway 13, | listed in my head all my Constitutional
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rights that had been violated:

Amendment Two: The right to keep and bear arms

Amendment Four: The right to be free of unreasonable searches and
Seizures

Amendment Five: Theright not to be deprived of life, liberty or property
without due process.

Amendment Seven: Theright to trial by jury.

Amendment Fourteen: The right to equal protection of the law and the
right to not be deprived of life, liberty or property without due process.

I never redlly believed that | would have to flee to Canadato resolve my
problems with the fraud committed by the US Department of Agriculture.
When friends asked what would | doif | lostinthe Courts, | just laughed and
said, “Oh, I'll go to Canada.”

When | arrived at my brother’s house, he told me the Supreme Court
decision was on the hall table. | opened the envelope and after reading the
brief denial, | asked, “What am | going to do now?’

“Yeah,” Harry responded, “What are you going to do now?’

“Well, | am afraid that the District Attorney and the Director of the
Winnebago Mental Institution in Oshkosh have plans to label me psychotic
or may even commit meinvoluntarily to the hospital. | cannot take that chance.
I will have to go to Canada.”

| wrote anote to the Waushara Circuit Court Clerk that requested that my
alimony check be forwarded to my brother’s address. He agreed to forward
all my mail if and when | arrived in Canada.

| left Waukesha at 6 p.m. and headed south. Once | crossed the Illinois
border, | felt safer and checked into amotel in Stockton. The next morning |
reached lowa and a short time later, arrived in Minnesota. | called Patrick
Seubert in the afternoon and asked him if he would approach the bank to
somehow settle the problem out of court. He said, “No.”

That evening | arrived at my favorite motel outside Red Wing, Minnesota,
where | had stayed several times earlier in 1993. “We have your registration
card right here,” the owner said as | walked in the door.

“Oh, thanks,” | replied. | wondered how he knew | was arriving when |
hadn’t made a reservation. Since | was out of jail on bail | decided to leave
early in the morning to avoid possible arrest.

| left at 6 am. and drove past Minneapolis/St. Paul. While stopped for
coffee, | looked at a map of Minnesota. | decided to stay off the Interstate
highway and enter Canada at International Falls since this seemed safer to
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me. | spent the day traveling down two-lane highways, feeling confident that
no local police were on the lookout for me. | made one more call to Mr.
Seubert who again refused to represent my point of view to the officials of
the bank and their attorneys.

Late in the afternoon | discovered | was much further West than
International Falls. | spent the night in Black Duck, Minnesota. At breakfast
| learned that | was not far from Baudette, which has a border crossing with
Rainy River, Ontario. | droveinto agas station and filled up thetank. | wanted
to ask the farmers who were filling their trucks with gas if | would have
trouble crossing the border. | decided not to ask anyone anything since |
didn’'t want to draw attention to myself. | had read in the mediathat Canada
wasturning refugee claimants back into the US. It seemed smarter to pretend
to be atourist and claim Convention Refugee status once | was in Canada.

At about 10 am. on June 12, 1993, | reached the border. A femal e border
guard approached my car and asked to know the purpose of my visit.

“1 am driving to Thunder Bay and will return to Wisconsin driving along
the shore of Lake Superior in Minnesota,” | lied.

“It looks like you have alot of luggage in there,” she commented as she
peered into the cargo section of my station wagon.

“1 know,” | admitted, “I always pack too much stuff for trips.”

I had a whole carton of legal papers, Court decisions, letters from
government officials, and my arrest records that | hoped she'd never see.

“How much money do you have with you?’ she asked.

| told her about three hundred dollars. She seemed satisfied and told me
to enjoy my trip. As| drove down the road, my body flooded with relief. |
arrived at the International Falls/Fort Francis border crossing at noon where
| saw aline of vehicles on the US side of the border. Canadian border guards
wereinspecting trunksand opening all thedoorsonthecars. “Hey!” | wanted
to shout, “I’m over herel”

| stopped to change my US money into multi-colored Canadian bills.
When | told the clerk that she was giving metoo much money, she explained
that US money isworth more than Canadian money. What a pleasant surprise.

| droveto Atikokan and spent the night at the Flyway Motel on the highway.
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Chapter Two: Thunder Bay, Ontario
June 1993 to July 1994

| drove into Atikokan for breakfast on June 13. After breakfast | returned
to Highway 17 and headed down the two-lane highway towards Thunder
Bay. Sporadic traffic on the tree-lined road provided little company as |
rambled along. Occasionally a pond or alakeinterrupted the forest and gave
me splendid views of nature. The day, sunny and warm, relaxed me. Even
though the US was only afew milesto the south, | felt detached from it and
| wallowed in theidea of being out of harm’sway. No longer did | worry that
the next minute | would see a black and white behind me with its siren
screaming.

In late afternoon | arrived in Thunder Bay. | had been eating on the road
for three days, had spent four nights in motels, and traveled more than 800
miles. My car, an’82 Le Baron, needed to be fed its gasoline, too. | realized
that | would soon be out of money. After | checked into aninexpensive motel,
| phoned Ellen, my sister in San Francisco, to tell her that | was safely inside
Canada.

The next morning after asking directions to the Ministry of Immigration,
| drove to the building, parked the car, and went in. A well-dressed woman
approached me and asked, “How may | help you?’

“l amanAmerican,” | explained, “and | need to filea Convention Refugee
claim.”
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“Won't you please come into my office?’

| followed her into her office and gave her a brief history of my legal
problems. “ Do you have any documentation of your identity and threats made
to you?’ she asked.

| gave her my driver’s license, my birth certificate, and a copy of the
Court Order for a Mental Competency Evaluation dated May 25, 1993.

“I will give these to the Senior Immigration Officer and he will decide
whether or not you qualify for a hearing before the Immigration Refugee
Board,” shetold me.

As | left she handed me a copy—actually a paperbound book—of the
new immigration regulations just authorized by Parliament. | thanked her
and hoped that | had presented my story well enough for her to understand
my objective fear.

Paying for my breakfast the next morning, | discovered | was down to
$80. | returned to the Immigration officeand asked if | could stay in arefugee
camp.

“We don’t have refugee campsin Canada,” the Immigration Officer said.
“They are against the law.”

“Oh,” | replied, “where can | stay then?’

“Call the Social ServicesOffice,” shesaid. “They arein the phone book.”

On the phone a social worker told me that | could stay at the Emergency
Shelter on Simpson Street. After she gave me directionsto get there, | drove
to the shelter, parked my car, and anxiously went in. | explained my
predicament to the person in the office. | completed the form he gave me and
waited while he read it

“You will be able to stay here until your next alimony check arrives,” he
said. “Our shelter is co-ed with 28 beds for men and eight beds for women.
Wearea so adrop-in center from 8 am. to 4 p.m. and from 8 p.m. to midnight.
All prescription drugs are kept in alocked drawer in the officer. Alcohol and
drugsare prohibited. We servelunch to the general community daily; residents
receive three meals.”

After | signed in, | drove around Thunder Bay and enjoyed exploring a
new city. Upon my return to the shelter, a message from the Senior
Immigration Officer said that | qualified to have a hearing before the IRB. |
was to be at the Immigration office at 9 am. to be processed. | felt both
relieved and happy.

Wednesday morning | had difficulty getting out of bed before 8 am.. |
missed breakfast. Half the hair on my head wasflat and the other half curly.
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| grabbed my curling iron and took it to the drop-in lounge upstairs. As |
looked around the room for an electrical outlet, | saw abrown-eyed man lift
his baseball cap, run his hand over his partialy baldhead, and smile at me.

Well, there heis, | thought. Trouble. As| plugged in the curling iron and
fixed my flat hair to match my curly hair, | wondered why he made such an
impression on me.

| left the shelter before 9 am. and drove to the Immigration office, where
the female Immigration officer photographed and fingerprinted me and then
gave me a ten-page biographical form to complete. That evening, during
drop-inhours, | completed theform. | saw Mr. Trouble at another tableplaying
cards. | had enough sense to compl ete the form instead of dlithering over to
introduce myself to the card players.

Thenext day | phoned my brother and gave him the shelter address so he
could send me the next alimony check.

Now safely in Canada with Immigration documents, and having a place
to slegp and food to eat, | could relax and enjoy myself. | introduced myself
to Mr. Trouble. He told me his name, Henry (Hank) Royal. | listened with
my social-work trained ears as he told me that hiswife had died in 1988 and
that he had drunk himself out of the house they had owned. Since then he
had been living with friends, on the street, or in the shelter. Newly sober, he
was trying to stay off the booze. | proposed a deal to him: since | knew no
one in Canada, but had six years' sobriety, | would encourage and support
his sobriety if he would provide companionship for me. He agreed.

When my 27-year marriage ended in 1988, | had decided that | did not
want to be in another intimate relationship. | valued my freedom too much. |
saw no way that this platonic relationship could either hurt me emotionally
or derail me from my goal—Convention Refugee status in Canada.

| saw Hank at lunch every day and usually also in the evening. | met and
conversed with other clients. The shelter crowd wasamultifarious community
that included actively drinking alcoholics who became rowdy on a regular
basis, alcoholicswho werein the process of sobering up, and schizophrenics
who wrote page after page of nonsense. One gentleman, Lawrence, showed
me the abdominal scar he acquired when the doctors had to cut him open to
remove parasites. Mark, tall, thin, and with abeard, had lived in Chicago for
awhile because his mother was American. He enjoyed playing psychiatrist
to the other clients.

My check did not arrive until June 30. By that time, Hank had rented a
room at the Odd Fellows Lodge. John, the shelter manager, suggested that |
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go to the Diocesan Office of Refugee Services (DOORS), an agency of the
Catholic Church. | drove to the refugee house on Archibald Street, three
blocks from the shelter, parked my car and climbed the stairs to the front
door of the three-story brick house. The door was open so | went in. A small
officeontheleft side of the entrance held the Reception Desk. “| am aRefugee
Claimant,” | told the receptionist. “ The shelter manager told me you might
have aroom for me.”

“I’ll call the Director, Mrs. Buttle, for you,” the receptionist said. “Please
have a seat whileyou wait.” A few minuteslater a pleasant |ooking heavyset
woman in her late thirties came down the stairs and introduced herself as
Mrs. Buittle.

| introduced myself and explained what | was doing in Canada and that |
needed aplaceto live. Mrs. Buttle asked to see my Immigration documents.
| gave them to her.

“You can have the second floor bedroom,” she said after reading the
documents, “but we' d like you to teach English to immigrant children in our
summer school.”

“Sounds good to me,” | responded, “but | have no teaching credentials.”

“That's okay. Just do the best that you can.”

The summer school consisted of three mornings aweek for six weeks.

| went to a teacher’s supply store and purchased books that used the
phonetic method of teaching reading. One five year old needed to learn the
alphabet, but the other children had spent time in Canadian schools.

My room at DOORS was large and furnished with a double-sized bed, a
chest of drawers, and awindow that overlooked St. Patrick’s Cathedral across
the street. After | moved in, | phoned Harry.

“Hi, it'sjust me,” | said.

“You still in Canada?’ he asked.

“Yeah. | loveit here,” | replied. * | am hoping that you will be ableto send
my mail by FedEx instead of the postal service. | will send you a Money
Order to pay for it.”

“| can do that,” he said.

Now settled in, | had to find a place to cash my check. | went to a bank
where ateller told methat the bank would open an account for me and deposit
the check but that | could not withdraw any cash until the check cleared.
That would take four weeks. | took my check to the Money Mart store next
to the bank. | asked to speak to the Manager.

“Do you need some help?’ he asked
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“1 am immigrating to Canada,” | replied, “and the banks won't cash my
check.”

I handed him the check.

“Well, this is made out by the Circuit Court.”

“Yes. The US Navy check is sent to the Court. The Court deposits the
check and then writes a check to me.”

“l am an American,” the manager said, “I met my Canadian wifein New
Mexico. | am sure this check is good. We'll be happy to have you as a
customer.”

Money Mart charged me a fee and the exchange rate was lower than the
bank’s, but | needed the cash.

I made contact with some Twelve-Step groups that | belong to and went
to several meetings per week. | felt very much at home at meetingsand enjoyed
the fellowship at Robin’s Donuts after the meetings.

| ate lunch at the shelter and spent some evenings there, too. After lunch
| usually drove to the Inter-City Mall with Hank where he would “harvest
tobacco.” He collected cigarette butts from the ashtrays and rolled his own
with the tobacco left in the butts. | acted as his lookout to warn him of
approaching security officers. It was fun.

A refugee family from Poland arrived at DOORS in mid-July. They
occupied the third floor apartment. Hank, who occasionaly visited me at
DOORS, told the young woman that she was pretty—in Polish. How many
languages does this guy speak | asked myself. | knew very little about Hank
even though | drove him to the city office to pick up his birth certificate.

“Look,” hesaid, waving the certificate at me, “thisismy birth certificate.”

I had doubts about Hank’s real identity and gave him alook that | hoped
communicated that.

| argued with myself about hisidentity. | didn’t believethat | wasimportant
enough to have some sort of undercover agent investigating me. Everyone at
the shelter looked forward to listening to his outrageous tales. | thought that
even if he was gathering information on me, | didn't mind because | had
nothing to hide. So | stomped on my intuition and told it to go away.

When Hank was not riding in my car, herode abike around town. | invited
him over to the house for dinner the last weekend in July. He accepted and
said he would be over when he finished attaching new saddlebags to his
bike. | suggested he arrive at 6 p.m.. Well 6 p.m. came and went. No Hank. |
drove over to the shelter at 7 p.m. and there was his bike sitting outside the
shelter. | parked the car, looked to see if anyone was around, took his
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saddlebags off his bike, threw them in the back of the wagon, and went to a
meeting. | told no onethat | had become a thief.

At lunch the next day, | asked Hank why he hadn’t shown up for dinner.
His excuse was that he had gone to the meeting at the shelter. “And,” he
continued, “someone stole my new saddlebags while | was there!”

“Poor baby,” | said.

On August 13 the summer school ended. Mrs. Buttle told me that her
husband was a barrister (attorney). He wanted to peruse my documentation
for my refugee claim. | happily gave her my evidence. On Monday she
returned and said, “ You' re going to have to move out next Monday. We are
turning your bedroom into an office.”

I just looked at her. | knew that my documentation would provethat | had
avalid claim, but | never imagined that I’ d be thrown out of arefugee house
for being able to prove my refugee status.

That week | lived aone in the house. One evening a Central American
man came to the door.

“Can | spend the night here?’ he asked.

“I’'m not in charge here,” | replied, “go to the shelter and they’ll giveyou
abed.”

“1 spent last night at the shelter and | cannot have another night there,” he
replied.

| didn’t feel comfortable enough to invite the man into the house. “You
can stay on the porch if you want.”

Sweating and shaking with gray circlesunder his eyes, it was obvious he
was running from someone or something. | made him a couple of sandwiches
and gave him aglass of milk. The porch was empty when | checked itinthe
morning.

| told Mrs. Buttle about the man when she arrived at work the next day

“It'sagood thing you didn’t let him in,” she said.

| wanted to ask her if this was what happened to people when they were
denied refugee status. The incident made me acutely aware of the fact that
Canada has never granted refugee status to any US citizen.

That Sunday night | defrosted and cooked Hank’ s steak that was|eft from
the dinner he didn’t attend. | drove to the Odd Fellows building and could
hear Hank and a friend speaking French as | walked down the hall.

“Bon Soir,” said his friend as he departed.

“Bon Soir,” said Hank as | walked in the door.

“Oh,” exclaimed Hank, “you didn’t have to do this.”
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“It'syour steak,” | responded, “1 am leaving tomorrow. Do you want to
come along?’

“Where are you going?’

“1 don’'t know, but someplace out inthe bush.” (“Bush” meanscountryside
in Canada).

“Areyou returning to Thunder Bay?’

“Probably. My hearing will be here. So do you want to go?’

“No. But thanks for the steak.”

“Bon Soir.”

“Bon Soir.”

The next morning | packed up and was out of the house by 6 am.. | did
not want to seethe employeeswhen they arrived at work. | droveto apark on
the banks of Lake Superior and slept until 9 am.. Parked next to my car
when | wokeup wasaRCMP policecar. | sat up, gavethen what | hoped was
awithering look, and began to apply makeup. The police car drove away.

| waited at the park until noon. The FedEx package usually arrived at the
shelter before noon. | kept the shelter as my Canadian address because | did
not want to confuse anyone with several addresses. My check was at the
shelter when | arrived. | took it to Money Mart and received $525 Canadian
for my US $416. Ready to leave town and explore Canada, | left town on
Highway 11 heading northwest. | planned to driveto Dryden, Ontario, unless
some placeinteresting showed up along the way. The two-lane highway had
little traffic and few gas stations. It seemed prudent to add gas every time
that | could to prevent an empty gastank. Some gas stations were equipped
with restaurants and others with camping facilities. | passed asign that read,
“You are now in the Arctic watershed.” | was thrilled!

In late afternoon | saw abillboard advertising Raven Lake Lodge. A few
kilometers down the road an arrow pointed to the right labeled “ Raven Lake
Lodge.” | turned right and went into the Lodge office.

“Hi,” I said as | went in, “I’'m looking for a place to stay.”

“How long do you want to stay?’ asked the fellow behind the desk.

“A week,” | replied.

“Okay. My nameis Charlie. Let me show you what we have.”

Three rustic cabins had wood stoves for heat, showers without tubs, and
sparsefurniture. Charlie must have seen alook of dismay on my fact because
he said, “| have more modern cabins, too.”

I usually enjoyed rustic lodges, but | was alone and wary of the wood
stoves. Aswewalked to the other cabins, we passed asteel contraption lying
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on the ground.

“What isthat?’ | asked

“It’s our bear trap,” Charlie explained, “there’s food inside and the door
shuts when the bear enters. We've been trying to catch this one bear all
summer.”

A fish house containing sinksfor cleaning fish caught in Raven Lake and
a refrigerator for storing them, stood near the lake. The walls were wood
halfway up with screening to the roof.

We reached the other cabins. These cabins had baseboard heat, tubs with
showers, and completely furnished kitchens. “1’ll take this cabin,” | told Ch

“You'll be the only person renting a cabin until the weekend,” Charlie
informed me.

“That sounds good,” | replied, “1 enjoy solitude.”

After | paid for thecabin, | drove my car to the cabin and unloadedit. The
cabin contained two bedrooms and a living room in addition to the kitchen
and bath. No radio or TV. | had my cassette player with me and John Denver
tapes. Almost heaven.

While soaking in abubble bath, | heard aloud scratching noise. | got out
of thetub, put on my robe, and tried to find the source of the noise. | decided
it wasoutside, so | opened the door and looked out. A black bear, standing on
his hind legs, was tearing down the screened walls of the fish house. |
considered walking to the L odge office which was up a hill, but decided to
stay in the cabin. | had no desire for a close encounter of the bear kind. The
cabin had no telephone.

Later the evening the bear removed the lid from the garbage can outside
my kitchen door. As | gazed through the window at the bear, | wondered if
bears knocked before coming inside. The next morning | was eager to see
what damage the bear had done. | walked down to the fish house where
Charlie was inspecting the destruction.

“Morning,” | said. “I saw the bear down here last night, but | was too
afraid to leave the cabin.”

“Look what that damn bear did,” complained Charlie, “he tore the
screening off, climbed in, opened the refrigerator, and ate all the fish.”

| wanted to laugh, but instead said, “That's awful.”

“Bear hunting season begins in September,” said Charlie.

The nearest grocery store was eighteen miles away in Ignace. As | was
driving to town, | picked up a woman hitchhiker who had misudged the
amount of gasin her car’sgastank. Wearrived in Ignace. Thewoman thanked
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me as she headed to the service station. | bought enough food for aweek and
while | was checking out, | told the clerk about the bear incident at Raven
Lake

“If youwant to seebears,” shesaid, “go to the garbage dump in the evening.
Bears hang out there and scrounge for food.”

I bought some post cards and stamps and drove back to the lodge on that
beautiful cloud-free day. | felt blessed to have found sanctuary where not
only was | safe, but | was surrounded by peace. When | reached the cabin, |
wasinamellow mood. After | put thefood away, | changed into my swimsuit,
grabbed my cassette player, and went to the beach to sunbathe. John Denver
singing, “Some Days are Diamonds’ proved that thiswas a diamond day for
me.

| stayed the seven days | had paid for and then signed up for another
three. | didn’'t want to leave the serenity of Raven Lake and its surrounding
beauty. One day just melded into another. | visited the bears at the Ignace
dump, wrote in my journal, took naps, photographed the lake, the trees, a
double rainbow, and hoped to see a moose.

My supply of money was disappearing so | reluctantly packed up my car
and drove to Thunder Bay. | had fallen in love with Canada. It had not been
my intention to fall in love with another country, but | had. | felt no guilt
about it. Canada was for me and | was for Canada.

I checked into Fort William motel when | arrived in Thunder Bay. A letter
from Immigration at the shelter announced that my hearing would be held in
Thunder Bay on October 6, at 9 am.. | borrowed atypewriter from a 12-step
friend and set about writing my statement for the hearing. By the time |
finished writing the statement and organizing my evidence, | had a114-page
document. | purchased three binders and made copies of the document: one
for each member of the two-member Immigration Refugee Board and one
for me.

Several people suggested that | consult a local Thunder Bay barrister
who had represented another Wisconsin woman in 1991. | made an
appointment to see him.

“My initial feeis $6,000,” he told me.

“That leaves me out,” | replied.

| then appealed to Legal Aid for help. That organization gave me along
form to complete which | took with me. Several days after | had returned the
completed form to them, | received a letter denying me help because as an
American | had zero chance of gaining Convention Refugee status. | appealed
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this decision to the Director of Legal aid and then to the Board of Directors.
They all agreed that Legal Aid would not help me because of my US
citizenship. | would have appreciated legal representation, but | had stopped
trusting lawyersin Wisconsin. On my own again as| had been in Wisconsin,
| planned to handle my claim by myself. | searched for the UN Declaration
of Human Rights at the Thunder Bay library. | found the declaration and
made copies of it. | wrote a chronological history of the events that had
happened in Wisconsin from the day | purchased the property until the day |
crossed the border into Canada. Then | added all the specific US Constitutional
rights and Human Rights that had been violated in Wisconsin. | listed the
Human Rights violations as follows:

Article 3: Everyone had the right to life, liberty, and security of person

Article 7: All are equal before the law and are entitled without any
discrimination to equal protection of the law. All are entitled to equal
protection against any discrimination in violation of this Declaration and
against any incitement to such discrimination.

Article8: Everyone hastheright to an effective remedy by the competent
national tribunals, for acts violating the fundamental rights granted him by
the constitution or by law.

Article9: Nooneshall be subjected to arbitrary attest, detention, or exile.

Article10: Everyoneisentitledinfull equality to afair and public hearing
by an independent and impartial tribunal in the determination of his rights
and obligations and of any criminal charge against him.

Article 11: Everyone charged with a penal offense has the right to be
presumed innocent until proven guilty according to law in a public trial at
which he has had all the guarantees necessary for his defense.

Article 12: No one shall be subjected to arbitrary interference with his
privacy, family home or correspondence nor to attacks upon his honor or
reputation. Everyone has the right to the protection of the law against such
interference or attacks.

Article 17: ...2. No one shall be arbitrarily deprived of his property

Article 25: Everyone has aright to a standard of living adequate for the
health and well-being of himself and of hisfamily, including food, clothing,
shelter, and medical care and necessary social services.

Violations of my US Constitutional rights arelisted at the end of Part I. |
wrote the following summary for the IRB members: “The law does not exist
inthe United States of America Therefore, based on violations of the Articles
of the Declaration of Human Rights; and based on repeated violations of the
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US Constitution by the State of Wisconsin and the United States of America,
I respectfully request Canadato grant me Convention Refugee status.”

I did not see how the Immigration and Refugee Board of the Canadian
Ministry of Immigration could deny me Convention Refugee status based on
the documentation of violationsof rightsthat | possessed. | happily anticipated
my Convention Refugee hearing. | decided to relax while | could and see
more of Canada.

| took aone-day trip to the amethyst mine east of Thunder Bay. Amethyst
poked out of the ground a ong the highway. When | reached the mine on top
of ahill, I turned and looked around. Spread below me for asfar as| could
seewas Lake Superior surrounded by trees. Blue lake, blue sky, green trees.
It looked asif | had arrived immediately after Creation and this was how the
world looked then. Impossibleto take a picture of the whole scene, my camera
lens captured only aportion of the glorious panoramabefore me. At the mine
| chose several discarded pieces of amethyst which | planned to turn into
Christmas presents. Just another perfect day in Canada.

After searching for more permanent housing, | rented aroom at Robby’s,
aformer Y MCA building. Rabby’sfitness center wason thefirst floor, rented
rooms were on the second and third floor. My room, twelve feet by twelve
feet, held a double-size bed, a desk and chair, a chest of drawers, a bedside
table, alamp, and afull-size refrigerator. Each floor had a common kitchen
and laundry. The bathroom was across the hall from my room. The rent was
$250 a month.

I bought a used black and white small TV and invited Hank to see my
room. He sat on the edge of the chair as if he would bolt at any moment.
Whenever Hank was perturbed with me he would criticize me. Ashe moved
towardsthe door, he shot one of hisscurrilousremarks at me. “ Thanks, Hank,
| needed that,” | laughed.

The door slammed shut behind him.

Early in October, the Seattle Seahawks arrived in Thunder Bay to play
against the Canadians. | decided that thiswould be the perfect opportunity to
make my refugee claim public. I hand-drew signsthat read, “USAVIOLATES
HUMAN RIGHTS.” | taped these to the outside of the arena, on the front
door of the bus that the Seahawks used, and stood in front of the entrance
holding asign. A reporter approached and interviewed me. In the next day’s
story about the hockey game on the front page of the Chronicle Journal, my
plight was told. | phoned the paper and spoke to Jim Kelly, a reporter, and
thanked him for the coverage. | invited him to my refugee hearing and he
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agreed to attend.

On October 6 | arrived at the Canadian Immigration Center at 9 am.. As
| got out of my car, another car drove into the adjacent parking slot and
disgorged two men and a woman. “You must be Ms. Hansel,” the middle-
aged woman said to me.

“Yes, | am,” | replied as we entered the building.

The Senior Immigration Officer greeted us at the door. “ The hearing room
isthisway,” he explained as he led us down a hall.

As the Immigration Refugee Board members arranged their papers, |
removed my coat and looked for Jim Kelly, the reporter. The presence of a
member of the press was crucial. Since | had no attorney, the presence of a
third party provided me with some assurance that | wouldn’t be railroaded.

Thehearing room, the size of asmall courtroom, wasdesigned inasimilar
manner. The IRB members sat behind a dais made of teak. The two desks
that the hearing officer and | occupied were teak also and faced the dais.
Each of us had a freestanding microphone in front of us. The walls and
carpeting were pale gray. A picture of the Queen on thewall and a Canadian
flag hanging limply from a pole were the room’s only decorations.

“l anAlidaLeistraand thisis Peter Doran,” MsLeistrasaid, gesturing to
the expensively tailored man to her left. “Mr. Dale Munro is the Refugee
Hearing Officer. His job is to inform Mr. Doran and myself about current
refugee law and precedent cases.”

Mr. Munro, a 30-something fellow with dark hair, horn-rimmed glasses,
and awell-pressed blue suit, leaned over and shook my hand. At this point,
Jim Kelly entered the room and sat on a bench behind Mr. Munro.

Pointing at Jim Kelly, Ms. Leistra asked for his name and his reason for
being there.

“lam Jm Kelly,” hereplied. “| am areporter for the Chronicle Journal.”

“These hearingsare usually closed hearings. Do youwant Mr. Kelly here,
Ms. Hansel?”’

“I invited him,” | replied.

“This hearing isbeing tape-recorded. Wewill mail you acopy. Pleasetell
us what brought you to Canada, Ms. Hansel,” said Ms. Leistra.

“1 have these three binders,” | said as| rose and gave oneto Ms. Leistra
and oneto Mr. Doran.

“Oh,” said Ms. Leistra, “we didn’'t know about these. You should have
mailed them to us.”

“They are heavy and cost too much for meto mail,” | replied.
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I then went through the whole history of my problems from the day |
bought the property in 1988 to the day | arrived in Canada. As | told my
story, | referred to the documents in the binders that would prove my point.
The Board membersfollowed along in their binders as we went from letters
from attorneys, Congress members, bureaucrats; to hearing records and
decisionsfrom Courts; to my arrest records and bail bond commitments; and
to the Order for Mental Competency Evaluation and the decision from the
US Supreme Court. As we went through the documents, Mr. Munro would
interrupt me with a reference to alaw or a case for the Board members to
ponder or as a reply to a question from Ms. Leistra. Mr. Doran asked no
guestions. Correspondence from the Convention Refugee Determination
Division had informed me about Mr. Munro. | thought his presence at the
hearing wasto make sure all issueswere discussed; not to bring material into
the hearing that | didn’t know about and therefore could not comment on.
Mr. Munro was not the friendly referee that he was described as being, but
seemed to be a coach for the Board members when the going got rough.

I concluded my testimony with a statement that described my documents
as being the objective evidence of my subjective fear. Both the Immigration
Act of Canadaandthe 1951 UN Geneva Convention on the Status of Refugees
demand that arefugee claimant’s fear must be based on objective events.

“Do you have any questions, Mr. Doran?’ asked Ms. Leistra.

“No,” replied Mr. Doran.

“We will mail you adecision, Ms. Hansel. This hearing is adjourned.”

I spoke to Jim Kelly as the Refugee Board members and the Hearing
Officer gathered their papers, their coats, my binders, and | eft.

| knew that | had done the best that | could and that the decision was now
in the hands of the Immigration Refugee Board members.

On October 7, the Chronicle Journa ran a two-column story about my
Convention Refugee claim and what had happened to me in Wisconsin. |
surmised that if Jim Kelly had heard thefacts, so did the |mmigration Refugee
Board members. | did not see how | could be denied Convention Refugee
status.

The next Saturday as | was leaving Robby’s, he stopped me at the door.
“Someone threw arock through the driver’s side window of your car.”

“Call the police, will you?’ | asked him.

| went out to see my car. Shattered glasslay all over thefront seat and the
floor. A brick lay on the floor. | filed areport with the police and then drove
to the car wash where | vacuumed the broken glass out of the car.
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“What are you going to do about the window?’ Hank asked me the next
day when | saw him at the shelter.

“Oh, I'll find some way to fix it,” | replied. “God usually provides for
me.”

A few days later | bought heavy-duty clear tape. | wound it around the
doorframe and then around the vent-window frame. At intersections | had to
peek through the wound pieces of tape.

“So how long are you going to drive like this?” Hank asked as he rode
along in the passenger’s seat.

“Don’'t like women who find their own solutions, en?’ | responded.

If Hank was an undercover law enforcement officer, it wouldn’t look
good if he was seen riding around in a car with tape where glass should be.
And if there were an accident, he might have been held responsible. That is
probably why Hank introduced meto one of hischumswho fixed the window
for $45.

My car worries, however, were not over. | drove to Kakabeka Falls to
photograph the Fallsand when | returned to the car, | saw water leaking onto
the ground from the radiator. When | returned to Thunder Bay, | priced new
radiators and learned that anew radiator cost $90. | visited several auto parts
stores and asked them to find a used radiator for me. In the meantime, | was
limited to driving in town. No more trips to the bush for me.

And then Hank disappeared. No one knew where he was. His shelter
buddies hadn’t seen him anywhere.

Busy organizing my papers on October 28, a knock on my door startled
me. | opened the door and there was Hank, unshaved, wearing dirty clothes,
and holding a hand against the wall to steady himself.

“Hi,” he said with agrin.

“Hank, where have you been?’ | asked.

He camein, brushed past me, tripped on the rug, flew through the air, and
landed sitting up with his back against the refrigerator. His baseball cap was
askew. | was speechless.

“I loveyou,” he said as he pulled abottle of sherry out of the sleeve of his
jacket.

“You do?’ | asked.

He nodded “yes’ as he durped on the bottle of sherry.

What an unexpected turn of events! Should | order him out of my room?
Did | want to play the game he was playing? Was he playing a game or was
this the real shelter bum he claimed to be? What to do. What to do.
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“1 love you, too,” | responded.

At thispoint Hank stood up, lurched to the bed, fell onit, and passed out.

| decided to let him sleep it off. | went back to organizing my papers
while | wondered who Hank really was and why he wasin my life. Later in
the afternoon Hank woke up.

“My check isat Don’s,” he said, “will you drive me there?’

“Sure,” | said.

Hank had lived at hisfriend Don’s house for awhile and still used Don’s
address for mail. As we were leaving, | noticed Hank’s backpack on the
floor.

“Hey,” | said, “you can't stay here and drink. Take your backpack with
you.”

Over the next few days Hank was always drunk. Thrown out of the shelter
several times, he was also loud and obnoxious at the Odd Fellows building.
| wasn’t afraid of Hank, he was just another alcoholic. Other alcoholicswere
one of my specialties.

While | didn’'t want to admit it to myself, the fact was that | was bonded
to Hank. Thefour monthsthat | had been in Canadawere spent mostly in his
company. Even drunk he was funny.

| went to the women’sAA meeting on Saturday night and filled everyone
in on what was happening. Hank Royal had quite a reputation in Thunder
Bay. A lot of business people knew him on afirst-namebasis. The AA women
knew him from when he sobered up once and went to meetings. After the
meeting we went out for coffee. Jill, who worked midnights at an answering
service, invited Sally and me to visit her at her office.

“1’m going to check on Hank, but I’ll be over later,” | told her.

“Okay,” Jill replied.

I could hear Hank shouting when | arrived at the Odd Fellows Lodge.

“Hank, are you dtill drinking?’ | asked as | walked into his room. He
always left the door open.

“YES! YES! YES!” he shouted.

Other roomers were telling him to quiet down. | knew that there was no
way that he would quiet down.

“Let’s get out of here,” | suggested.

“YES! LET'S GO TO YOUR ROOM!”

“Oh no, Hank, you' re not getting me thrown out of Robby’s. I'm taking
you to amotel.”

“YES!”
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First | drove to Robby’s where | picked up some bubble bath. Robby’s
didn’t havetubsand | wasdying for abubble bath. Sitting on the floor outside
my door was abottle of bourbon three-quartersfull. I took it with me back to
the car.

“Areyou out of sherry?’ | asked Hank as| slammed the car door shut.

He pulled afull bottle of wine out of hisjacket sleeve and grinned.

My brain whirled—what was | doing taking this drunk man to amotel? |
felt that | had reached some crisis point with Hank and it had to be resolved
one way or the other.

| paid for the motel and signed usin as my brother and hiswife. | hoped
Harry wouldn’t mind if he ever found out.

“1’m going to take abubble bath,” 1 announced to Hank. | had anicelong,
hot bubble bath. Hank stayed in the bedroom.

“Now | have asurprisefor you,” | told Hank after | finished the bath and
was dressed. | took the bottle of bourbon and mixed some with Coke in a
motel glass. | drank it.

“1 thought you didn’t drink,” said Hank who seemed sober.

“l usualy don’t,” | explained, “but when | wasin Ocean City at Christmas
in 1992, the woman who sublet me her condo had a cartoon of different
alcoholic beverages sitting on a dining room chair. | was fegling very sorry
for myself and had a drink. It had no effect on me. | didn’t crave another
drink. So what do you think?’

Hank just looked at me.

“Well?’ | asked.

| then decided that | should call Jill sincel probably wouldn’t be visiting
her at her job. | phoned and told Jill, “I don’t think 1’1l be over. I'm at amotel
with Hank.”

“We didn’t think that you' d be here,” said Jill.

“Really? Why?’

“I'ssix am., Judy. You must have had a good time,” giggled Jill.

“I'smorning?’ | asked.

“Sureis,” she answered.

| said goodbye and hung up. Hank was asleep in the bed. | pulled the
drapes back and the blinds up. The sun was shining.

“1 suppose you're mad at me,” said Hank from the bed.

“Should | be mad at you?’ | asked.

Thelast timel had checked my watch it was 1:05 am.. Now it wasafew
minutes after 6 am.. Had | blacked out from the swallow of the drink that |
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had? The motel room wasn’t trashed. Neither of us had broken bones or
bruises. Nothing was missing. | decided the best thing to do was to pack up
and leave. | carried afew things out to the car.

“So you're leaving me here,” said Hank when | returned.

“No, Hank. We just have to check out.”

“I’m out of cigarettes. Will you get me some?’

“Sure.”

| drove a block to the gas station and bought two packs of Export A’s.
When | returned to the motel, Hank was up and dressed. | drove him back to
the Odd Fellows Lodge and took myself home.

| felt confused.

By November first | had received nothing from the refugee board. By
now, certain that | would be denied Convention Refugee status simply because
everyone told me so, | tried to adjust emotionally. Part of me accepted what
people said, but another part held out hope. | didn’t think the Refugee Board
could or would violate international and Canadian law just because | was a
UScitizen.

Evicted from his room for non-payment of rent, Hank was still drinking
and being obnoxious. | drove over to the Odd Fellows and had the resident
manager put some of Hank’s possessionsin my car. Hank’ s fishing pole, his
ax, and an old black briefcase we stashed in my car’scargo area. Hank didn’t
care what happened to his stuff.

| received a message at the shelter that the Senior Immigration Officer
wanted to see me. | went to the Immigration office on November 6.

“We are giving you a Conditional Departure Order,” the Senior
Immigration Officer told me.

“What?" | asked.

“This Conditional Departure Order will turn into a Deportation Order
when you receive the denial of Convention Refugee status,” he continued.

“But | haven't received adecision yet,” | argued.

“Well, thisis our procedure. Please sign here,” he said as he shoved the
document at me.

“I’m not signing it.”

“Your signature only proves that you received the Order, not that you
agree with it.”

“I refuseto signit.”

He then shoved the document at me again. | wrote on the signature line,
“Refused to sign.” He gave me my copy. | left.
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I consulted the Immigration Act that was given to me on June 16. | typed
up astatement that | wanted to appeal the Conditional Departure Order at the
federal court. | mailed it and went to lunch at the shelter.

“Hank’s in the hospital,” John told me.

After lunch | went to the hospital. Hank was sitting up in bed looking
bored.

“What happened to you?’ | asked him.

“I vomited blood.”

Hank had no IV running and no blood transfusing into hisarm. | doubted
his story.

“Let’sgo outside for a cigarette,” Hank suggested.

“Okay,” | replied.

Hank put on his shoes. “ See the blood on my shoe?’

It looked like red paint to me. Being Canada, it wasn't exactly warm
outside.

“Don’t you worry about getting sick coming out here?’ | asked.

Hank shook his head.

He stayed in the hospital for about a week. Occasionally when | visited
him, he would shoot one of his abusive remarks to me whereupon | would
leave. | realized that the relationship bordered on insanity, but | felt | had to
tough it out to prove myself. If Hank was an employee of one of the
governments or of a private interest, | needed to prove that he could not
throw me off course.

| waswrong.

Two weeks after | sent my statement to the federal court, | received a
reply. | had used the wrong form to submit my argument and the deadlinefor
submitting the correct form had passed. | was stuck with avalid Conditional
Departure Order. How much of my failure | could assign to time spent with
Hank rather than working on my legal issues, | did not know. | vowed never
to let Hank come between me and my goal of Convention Refugee status
again. It was my mistake—no one else’s.

Released from the hospital Hank spent some nights outdoors. He showed
me a few places he slept. Sometimes he slept at the shelter. Sometimes he
dlept in my room, but there was no sex. | don’t know if he wanted to avoid a
real bond with me or if he hoped I d break out in hives from frustration. My
plan with Hank was to just go with the flow.

On the fourth Thursday in November, US Thanksgiving Day, | received
the IRB’sdenial of my Convention Refugee claim. The written reasonswere
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acompletely turned-around story of what actually had happened to me. Lies.
| took my copy of the Immigration Act to a library across town where |
would not be interrupted while thinking and writing.

First | had to file anotification that | was going to file an application for
Leave and for Judicial Review. | had seven days from the receipt of the
decision to mail that to the Federal Court-Trial Division in Ottawa. Within
thirty days of that date, | needed to file a perfected application which had to
list the mistakes made by Ms. Leistra and Mr. Doran, the applicable laws,
and precedent casesin my favor. Another AA woman lent me her typewriter
and allowed meto keep it at Robby’s. Thiswasabig help. | used thelibrary
in the Thunder Bay Court House and the public library.

| made surethat | understood which form | had to use for each step. After
my notification to the Court that | was applying for leave and judicial review,
| received abooklet from the Court outlining the time limitsand information
that had to be included in the application.

I spent most of December researching, writing, and typing. Once |
determined what errors were made, | had to match them with the laws those
errors violated, and then match both of those with precedent cases in my
favor. It wasn't difficult, just time consuming. | am not an attorney and do
not have the blessing of any bar association. | did not bel ong to any good old
boy/girls' club wherel could have power lunchesto promote my cause. | had
no choice but to do it myself.

I took breaks during this time by lunching at the shelter and going to
meetings. One group had a Christmas party scheduled for December 18. |
asked Hank to accompany me and at first, he refused. On the night of the
party, though, he was waiting for me when | left Robby’s.

When we arrived at the church, Hank hid out in the nursery in arocking
chair. | was busy helping to set food out for dinner. | ran a plate of shrimp
and cheese to him and asked, “Don’t you want to join us?’

“No,” hereplied.

Thefood wasready when | overheard awoman saying, “ There’'sahorrid
man smoking in the nursery. | told him he couldn’t smoke there.”

I went to talk to Hank, but he was gone. | grabbed my coat and went out
to the car. Hank was sitting on the passenger side.

“Come back in,” | pleaded, “that woman isan idiot.”

“I’ll just wait for you here.”

“Don’t beridiculous. I’ll grab a couple of plates and we'll take them to
Robby’s.”
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After filling two plateswith goodies, | drovetotheliquor store and bought
a bottle of champagne and one of sherry. Hank spent the night with me. Of
course, still no sex.

| woke early in the morning. The lamp was on. Hank, sitting on the chair,
glowered at me.

“Whereisit?’ he demanded.

“Whereiswhat?’ | responded.

“Your cash. Where do you keep your cash?’

“1 hide my cash. What’s wrong?’

“Whereisit?’ he demanded.

I got up, went to the closet, and got my wallet. “Hereitis,” | said, waving
it at him.

Hank attempted to grab the wallet. | put it in my other hand. He reached
for it. | changed hands again and held my hand in the air. He snatched the
wallet from my hand and |eft.

I looked at the clock. It was 6:30 am.. | put my clothes on along with my
boots and coat. | went downstairs and opened the door to the street. It was
snowing. Only one set of boot prints marked the snow. These prints went
from the door to the curb. There were no footprints in the street. A car had
picked Hank up!

| walked ahalf-block to my car and drove to some of the outside sleeping
places Hank had shown me. He was at none of them. | droveto the shelter to
seeif he was there.

“We haven’t seen Hank this morning,” said John.

“If you see him tell him | am reporting his theft of my money to the
police.”

Then | went to Don’'s house. Don hadn’t seen him either and | left the
same message with Don.

My final stop was at the West Hotel where some of Hank’s friends lived.
One of his French-speaking buddies was buying cigarettes. “Have you seen
Hank thismorning?’ | asked.

“No,” said his chum.

“He stole my cash. If you see him, tell him | am reporting the theft to the
police.”

Then | drove back to Robby’sand crashed into bed. | was shattered. | was
hurt, angry, surprised, and felt betrayed. How could he do this to me? Was
Hank just asmall time con man?Who drovethe car that picked him up?If he
was being paid to spy on me, why did he want my money? | felt violated. |
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had trusted him and he had used that trust to steal from me.

| stayed in bed immobilized by emotional pain. At 11 am. someone
knocked on my door. It was Hank.

“What's this | hear about the police?’ he asked.

“I"d like my money back,” | replied.

“What are you talking about?’

“You stole my money, went downstairs, and were picked up by acar.”

“1 dept under the stairs. | haven't left the building.”

“1 saw your boot prints in the snow to the curb. Stop lying.”

Hank sat down.

“1 want you to give me my wallet and leave. Now.”

Hank shrugged his shoulders, stood up, and left. My wallet was on the
floor next to the chair. My money was still in it.

| stayed in the rest of the weekend. As the temperature dropped to minus
44 degrees Celsius, | knew that my car might freeze up, but there was nothing
| could do about that.

On Monday | stayed away from the shelter. | walked to the nearby mall
for groceries, probably looking asbedraggled as| felt. Returning to Robby’s,
the room seemed colder than ever. A heavy build-up of ice lined the window
ascold air poured through the junction of thewall and thefloor. | complained
to Robby and he suggested that | purchase a space heater, but he lent me one
that didn’t do much good. | spent most of the time in bed just to keep ward.
Even my electric blanket didn’t work. Maybe it too, had frozen.

I had my little TV, my books, enough food, and, of course, my appeal to
keep me busy. At about 10 p.m. on Monday, December 21, someone began
pounding on the men’swashroom walls. Thiswashroom was one room away
from mine. Shouting obscenities and sounding as if he were in a drunken
rage, Hank announced his presence. | would have to pass the washroom to
get to the phoneto call the police. I hoped someone else would call for help.

The pounding and yelling stopped at 2 a.m. Inthe morning | wrote Robby
anote and told him that Hank wasterrorizing meand that | didn’t understand
why someone hadn’t called the police. | needed to let Robby know that Hank
hadn’t been invited by me.

| went to check on my car and athough it took awhile, it started. Originally,
| had parked the car in the tourist parking slots at a parking lot half a block
from Robby’s. In November the Thunder Bay snow-removal people left me
anotethat said | had to move my car because the tourist parking slots were
used as a snow-dumping site. Since then | had parked on the street, next to
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the parking lot, where there were no meters.

I carried my cash in my shoes or my boots. | thought that was the safest
place. | decided that Hank had taken my wallet to make me unable to pay
either the rent or the filing fee for the application for Leave and for Judicial
Review.

| had requested help from the Bishop of the diocese. | wrote him letters,
but received no replies. On Christmas Evel placed severa large poster board
signs around St. Patrick’s Cathedral stating that the Bishop refused to help
me. Bishop O'Mara was scheduled to preside at Midnight Mass. His non-
response was difficult for me to understand since the second floor room at
DOORS was unoccupied and had not been remodeled into an office. | did
not want to return to DOORS, but | thought that some family might have a
spare room for me to rent. | was not expecting the Church to support me.

The shelter scheduled a Christmas Eve party. | decided to go. The shelter
provided gifts for clients who ate lunch at the shelter, those who used the
drop-in center, and residents. Hank was there and sober. | didn’t want to be
alone on Christmas Eve, so | sat next to Hank. Neither of us had too much to
say. Hedidn't apologizefor stealing my money or pounding onwalls. | didn’t
apologizefor call