
Comments Added to the Record on August 14, 1999

By June of 1996, I was seriously afraid that I was going to die in a gunfight with the cops.
I recall one day in particular when they were prowling around outside my fence.  I was
wearing my borrowed flack jacket and hiding behind a piece of furniture with my loaded
rifle in my hands.  I intended to try to kill the first cop who came through the door.  After
that, I didn’t have much in the way of a plan.  For some reason, they went away without
trying to force entry.

What they eventually did, according to my best guess, is to place my house under
surveillance and follow me when I went somewhere to get some food.  I was unarmed at
the time, and I was stopped on the freeway and surrounded by armed Gestapo thugs all
pointing their guns at me.  I was arrested at gun point and taken to jail.  I sat chained to a
chair in the booking area for more than 12 hours and was placed in the high security lock-
up for my first week in jail.  For my entire stay, I had to wear the red costume reserved
for dangerous criminals and I never went anywhere unless I was in chains at ankles,
wrists, and waist.  I’d like to mention at this point that my presence in court in chains
doesn’t constitute an appearance in the legal sense of a voluntary submission to the ju-
risdiction of the court.  So far as I’m concerned, I never had and still don’t have any obli-
gation to that court.

For a single count of “failure” to pay child support, my bail was set at $200,000.  At the
bail reduction hearing, the prosecutor didn’t make any mention whatsoever of child sup-
port payments.  Instead, he quoted to the judge my political doctrine as I had expressed it
in some of my letters.   Although it was entirely acceptable for the prosecutor to use my
political doctrine to justify high bail, I was utterly unable to find a lawyer who would agree
to argue my case on its merits, using my political doctrine.  I tried to begin that argument
myself, by writing letters to the judge from my cell.  The judge ordered me to stop trying to
communicate with her.  She declared that she had not taken any notice of the letters and
that she would not take any notice of any other letters that I wrote.  I was afraid that if I
tried to argue my case on its political merits, I’d just spend years in jail for contempt.

Both the public pretender and the lawyer that I was trying to hire (Kevin Veltfort) sup-
ported my fear, and advised me to just leave it to them.  That lawyer, when I eventually
hired him, was able to arrange my release and negotiate a settlement whereby I got out
of the situation with a little cash left over from the “voluntary” sale of my home.  Other-
wise, he was worthless to me and utterly unwilling to introduce any political content into
the case.  In retrospect, and in spite of my lawyer’s insistence about how we had to han-
dle things, I’m kind of ashamed of myself for not sticking to my principles and for not in-
sisting on presenting my beliefs to the court.  The only thing I can say for myself is that,
because of my compromises during my stay in jail and afterward, I’m now able to con-
tinue the long-term struggle from a stronger position.  Otherwise, I’d probably still be in
jail.  Nevertheless, I’m still ashamed of myself for the compromises.

Sam Aurelius Milam III




































































































































