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Deadly Triangle: Excerpt from The Innocence of OJ

So why would O.J. be interested in killing Faye Resnick? Something then crossed my mind. I thought, "Why is Faye Resnick pointing to O.J. as the only murderer again and again, to such an extent that it becomes obvious she is seeking to incriminate O.J. to divert attention from something much larger that must be involved in this tragedy?" (Especially because O.J. was already in jail with nobody believing his pleas of innocence anyway, so what would she have to fear?)

Faye Resnick's book seems to be sometimes illogical. (Which is surprising, considering that it has been put together and written according to Faye's words by one of the most professional writers in the country, Mike Walker.) Extremely unimportant things (like exchanging car keys, back and forth with her boyfriend Christian) received such a great deal of discussion that one can only wonder what is the agenda behind the car key story, the 911 story and other irrelevant stories—but, for example, the romance between Ron Goldman and Nicole Simpson in itself, is, except for a couple of meaningless lines, just not there.

Why would this story be more important than other love stories about Nicole? Because the whole world assumes that the trial of the century is Shakespeare's classic jealousy drama, Othello, and Desdemona. And since Ron Goldman is allegedly the reason for Othello's jealous rage, well, then at least there must be a clue for an affair between Nicole and Ron to bring Othello into the right mood to kill. Faye must have known it. She claims that "[she] was more 

into her [Nicole's] head than anyone else."  "I was the best pipeline into her heart, her mind, and her soul." (55) Unfortunately, Faye Resnick left this part of the "pipeline" out. If she hadn't, we would certainly understand a lot more what was going on between Ron Goldman, Nicole, and Faye. And there must have been a story. A real story. Because Nicole, Faye, and Ron had plans, big business plans. Big plans for Nicole's, Ron's—but especially for Faye's—future. And Ron would have been the decisive factor for making her dream come true, to become a male independent businesswoman.

But Faye Resnick mentions Ron Goldman, in the whole book only with a couple of meaningless lines. And the whole story starts and ends here: "Anyway, we were sipping our cappuccinos with a bunch of the Starbucks boys, these gorgeous young aspiring actors and good-looking guys who worked out and had hard bodies," and then she goes on, "Nicole had a crush on one of them, who she thought was really cute. I agreed. His name was Ron Goldman, and the first time I saw him I told Nicole, 'There's only one boy here who's worthy—it's Ron, and he's absolutely gorgeous!' Nicole was pleased to hear my judgment."
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It was a cold January morning in 1995. O.J. Simpson's trial had just begun, and I had no idea that I would ever write this book. I was not one of the fanatics vehemently fixed on O.J.'s innocence or his guilt. I was totally uninvolved because at the time, I was recovering from surgery and most of my time and energy was being spent on my convalescence. Deciding whether O.J. was a psychopath or the most pitiable man in America, was not my concern. At this point, I had no doubt that if he had to slit his wife's throat and that of the already dead Ron Goldman, he is indeed a psychopath. It is my opinion that he would fit into a class that includes Jeffrey Dahmer, who are hopelessly ill because of the irreparable damage their parents have done to their brains. I had faith, however, that the justice system would prevail and that O.J.'s lawyers would prove his innocence—was he innocent—or the prosecutor would prove his guilt—was he guilty.

Then I realized that most people had determined that O.J. was guilty. Every social encounter included a discussion of the O.J. dilemma. I realized that I was making enemies among my friends when I quietly suggested O.J. may be innocent and that we theoretically hold everyone innocent until proven guilty. Even my husband was convinced of O.J.'s guilt. The blood, he protested, was the convincing point and I could do nothing to change his mind. So, I gave up, especially since I did not consider it a matter of great importance. I turned it over with absolute trust to the American legal system. 

But then, on one of those cold nights, I heard, by chance, about Ron Ship's testimony. He had been invited to testify on the subject of O.J.'s telling him about his dreams of killing Nicole after her death. At first, I laughed. This is funny. Eventually, I asked myself, "How can they allow dreams as evidence in a court of law?" If they do, surely they must invite psychologists and/or psychiatrists to assess and analyze these dreams. Because the dream, as such, has the same importance in psychology as subconscious language, Freudian slips, body language, compulsive behavior and of course, compulsive self-accusation. It is one of the basics of psychology itself. As every psychologist knows, a dream has nothing to do with soothsaying, oracles or fortune-telling. A dream is a very serious thing. Assessing dreams requires years of study and experience. Flying in one's dream does not mean that one can fly. Dying in a dream doesn't mean one is about to die in the way the dream portrayed. It means nothing more than an aspect of that person has died—he has become more mature. If we were unable to dream, we would get depressed, even sick. We need our dreams to process events. We dream about our fears, even mortal terror. We dream about our aggressions in order to deal with them in our waking life.

The interpretations of dreams by one who is not qualified, is dangerous. The assumption that something someone dreamt actually happened, is fallacious. A dream cannot be directly translated to reality. That would be an oversimplification. Yet, this fallacious assumption, this oversimplification of a complicated psychological process, was being used as evidence to convict a suspect of murder. It was difficult for me to believe this was happening in America—a country with some of the best scholars and psychologists in the world. 

It was from this incredibility that my interest in knowing whether O.J. is a psychopath or the most pitiable man in America began. I knew, as a psychologist that "my feelings" regarding O.J.'s innocence has the same value as anyone else's—nil, zero. Why? Because this "feeling" is nothing but the product of one's own nervous system. It is dependent upon one's own upbringing and experience. (**[i]A1) And so I pondered where I should start. I did what German prosecutors love to do: They read the book written by the suspect (if there is one) and look for evidence. In some cases, one revealing sentence alone—convicted the suspect. Another psychological phenomenon, the compulsive self-accusation, also called compulsive confession, can play an enormous part. 

Psychologists are like criminologists, that they can trace a line from the result back to the origin of the problem. They read between the lines, draw conclusions from Freudian slips and compulsive behavior, analyze dreams and read body language. They also understand the "subconscious language" which means they understand exactly what someone would not want to reveal.

I wanted to have the same success those German prosecutors had, I set out to find O.J.'s self-accusation which of course would be compulsive, unintended and subconsciously motivated. I wanted to find what the FBI calls "bragging" (of criminals about their deed), and psychologists call "compulsive self-accusation." I knew if I accomplished this, it would be one of the biggest sensations in the case. I rushed out to buy, first of all, O.J.'s book, I Want To Tell You; Raging Heart about the Brown family by Sheila Weller; and last, but not least Faye Resnick's book, Nicole Brown Simpson. The more I read, the more I became convinced that O.J. was not Othello and Nicole was not Desdemona, but they lived in reality (and unknowingly) the classic tragedy of "The Prince and Cinderella" which relates to "Gratitude Breeds Aggression" and the image of O.J. as the wife-beater. 

In the meantime, the case was presented to the jurors, who, on October 3, 1995, within short three hours reached their verdict of Not Guilty! But this didn't mean that O.J. was innocent. Not at all. Fifty-six percent of Americans believed that a killer "got away with murder." But why would 33% consider the verdict, in fact, reasonable? Are they stupid? Don't they feel for a young man, for Ron Goldman, who had a whole wonderful life ahead? Don't they feel for Ron's desperate father whose cry of pain set his teeth on edge and caused many tears?

People couldn't believe that it was over after the verdict: they turned it (and as NBC calls it officially) into the O.J. Aftermath! The majority were simply unable to accept the jurors' decision. The comments ranged from, "We are shocked, our hearts are with the Goldmans and Browns," to "O.J. is guilty as hell!" And they excused "such an irrational wrong decision" (of "black jurors") with "Johnny Cochran knew how to play the Race Card!" And yes, in fact, the whole case has a lot do with racism, and we all heard about the Race Card. But is it really true that Johnny Cochran convinced twelve people only by pushing their vulnerable nervous system and without facts? And what does it really mean to be a racist? What is a "Race Card" in the first place? Is it really true that someone would hate another person because of religion, skin color, gender, sexual orientation, or because they are an "Auslander" (foreigner)? Not at all. 

With this book, The Innoncence of OJ, I am introducing for the first time the true Race Card. As a result of eight years of research, I discovered the pioneering cause for racism, namely The Breakdown of the Identification Phase with the Mother. I've established racism to be a serious illness. As well as making these important connections between, "The Race Card," "The Prince and Cinderella," "Gratitude Breeds Aggression," I hoped to find that the guilty party, in this case, would make The Big Mistake—that the compulsion would be stronger than rational thinking and would reveal him—herself. And I was lucky......
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CHAPTER ONE

The Prince and Cinderella
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"You just don't know what it is to be eight years old and all your friends think you have the best mother in the neighborhood," O.J. said emotionally, of Eunice, at his induction into the Football Hall of Fame in 1985. (1) "Eunice was a pillar of the community, and her values, spirituality, and resourcefulness were inspiring. Despite her week of all-night work, she was at the Potrero Hill Housing Project's recreation hall almost every Saturday night from 1949 on, helping a local minister set out the folding chairs, move the organ, and generally transform the impersonal concrete and linoleum room into a homey, makeshift church and Sunday school. In fact, she chose her exhausting work hours expressly so that she could have Sundays off to go to church. On Sunday mornings, she got up and bathed and dressed Carmelita, Truman, O.J., and Shirley, and then walked them over to the transformed recreation center for the 9:00-to-11:00 a.m. session," gushes the author, Sheila Weller, about Eunice Simpson, O.J.'s mother, in her book based on the Brown family's tales. (1) 

Yes, I can imagine that O.J.'s mother, Eunice, must have been, almost fifty years ago, a beautiful, charismatic and very impressive personality, who became the center and magnetic point for many of O.J.'s friends. Young people who needed, like all young people around the world, a role model to identify with, and who would show them that there is always hope. Young people who escaped the no-future attitude and resignation of their own homes. In Portero Hill, the San Francisco housing project, one could feel the damp fog, a reminder of the closeness of the bay. (2) 

Not only O.J.'s career itself is evidence for Eunice's personality, but she was also for O.J.'s friends the one who let them forget the sad tristesse of the Portrero Hill Housing Project. Eunice would show them that even in such a sad atmosphere, where walls are often painted brown, (so that dirt won't attract attention) a glass of beer can still be half full (and not already half empty). Psychologists like to use this "beer of glass example" to demonstrate the same situation, but under two totally different point of views: the winner view and the loser view. The winner considers the same quantity in the same glass to be "still half full," the loser can also see the same quantity. But his assessment is depressed. "The glass of beer is already half empty." 

Yes, Eunice was a victor—and not a victim. Her optimistic attitude was the reason why "Eunice Simpson, was indeed, the favorite mother among O.J.'s friends. O.J.'s friends from the projects—Joe Bell, Howard Rogers, and Al Cowlings—loved to hang out at his apartment. Eunice was a second mother to Cowlings," explains Sheila Weller. (1) Eunice had, too, like everybody a hard life. She struggled and fought, she has been disappointed and deeply hurt. I can imagine that she cried many tears in her life. But she showed the world—and especially their children—that there is hope and that there will always be a glass that is still half full...

"When Simpson was interviewed by Lawrence Linderman for Playboy magazine in 1976, Simpson put a positive—indeed, a romantic—spin on his childhood home, where, by his own estimation, seventy percent of the residents were on welfare." (3) Sheila Weller is analyzing O.J.'s interview: "According to his telling, O.J.'s childhood had a Tom Sawyer quality." I don't think so. O.J. is telling about the world that he really saw and experienced. A world created by Eunice. The world with hope and that made her unique and the "best mother in the neighborhood."

"When O.J. was sixteen, he and Al and Joe—by now this threesome were known in the neighborhood as 'The Three Musketeers'—joined a gang called the Superiors. They threw rocks at buses, stole cars for joy rides, and sometimes were hauled into the station house by the police. O.J. would set up fights, then split on A.C., leaving his friend to take the licks for him," explains Sheila Weller. (4) You almost had to join a gang if you lived in Portrero, O.J. has said. Life there was too dangerous without a group's protection. After being president of a nonfighting gang, the Gladiators, at thirteen, he moved on to the inevitable next step: a fighting gang, the Persian Warriors. "We did a pretty good amount of fighting, and the big showdowns would usually take place on holidays, when everybody would get on down to Market Street," says O.J. (4) And yet, O.J. didn't end up as a criminal, and/or as a drug dealer, which could easily have been the case.

He was intelligent, and he wanted to be somebody—because he knew from his mother that there is always a glass beer that was still half full...,And so instead of stealing cars, selling tires, spare parts and other goods—his drive was to "be somebody." He didn't believe in limitations, that the color of his skin could have prepared for his life. At the age of sixteen, he decided "to step out of all this rowdy shit and give dances instead." O.J. and his friends rented a hall in the Sheraton Palace Hotel and gave a Halloween party that hundreds of kids came to. The young "entrepreneurs" O.J., Al and Joe had perhaps their first big success/experience (perhaps even the decisive key experience) and cashed in: $ 3,300 for the night! 

I can imagine, young men, holding for the first time such a vast amount of cash in their hands! Adrenaline must have flown through their bodies. Now they knew what it meant to be the "Superiors." Because, now they were superior. They proved to themselves that they made money because they're smart! Mom was right—there was always a way so that the glass of beer would be, in fact, still half full... But despite this key experience, O.J. didn't choose the classic career of a businessman who was able to make $3300 with just an idea; it was sports that became the love of his life. Sports grounded him. He was fascinated by baseball, and dreamed of being a major league catcher. (5) "But it was Eunice Simpson who steered him past the bullets of his own worst self and made him an athlete." (5)

In 1967, with the help of Wayne Hughes, a billionaire owner of Los Angeles Public Storage warehouse, O.J. made it. (6) Wayne became not only O.J.'s mentor but also a friend. In 1967 was a major alumnus from the University of Southern California (USC), and remains so today. (7) O.J. was heading for a college, and he moved out of the ghetto into the football glory. He rose from the "Superiors" and would be a "Trojan." Shortly after receiving a full scholarship, O.J. married Marguerite in a Catholic church ceremony on June 23, 1967. They moved to Los Angeles and took a small apartment near campus. Marguerite got a job as a clerk in the science library. 

Simpson became the greatest football star the university had ever known. (8) O.J. Simpson had reached his goal to be SC's Trojan knight in shining armor. In 1969, O.J. Simpson was the number one football draft pick in the country, signing with the Buffalo Bills for a reported $350,000 for a four-year contract. O.J.'s readiness to fight and to win is then interpreted by Sheila Weller: "He had found a way, despite his childhood infirmity and despite his homosexual father, to win in almost every social encounter." (5) 

I was really astonished about such wrong conclusions in 1995. I asked myself, what does she mean by saying "despite his homosexual father ?" Sheila Weller goes on to report in her book, based on the Brown family's memories, "A few days after O.J. beat her [Nicole] on New Year's Day 1989, Nicole said to a confidant, 'O.J.'s father was gay, did you know that? That's why he did this. I think he gets aggressive and violent like this because his father was gay." (9) I know that the Browns tried to put a psychogram together that was meant to portray O.J. as the natural-born killer personality (which he must be if he killed Nicole and Ron as was demonstrated). 

Most of us grew up, believing, that the "strong father figure" is the decisive factor for a son to become a strong man. But this is exactly the wrong conclusion. The son/boy gets his strength exclusively from the mother! All outstanding (self-confident), successful, (often famous) men, have strong relationships with their mothers—and they all were "mother's boy." The names are: Abraham Lincoln, Teddy Roosevelt, the Russian Czar, Peter the Great until Arnold Schwarzenegger and Charles Barkley and many, many others (who could fill a very interesting book).

If we want to find out and to be sure, whether O.J. is a natural-born killer, a psychopath (which the majority believes) or a man who is unjustly accused then we have to analyze his mother's personality and the relationship with her son and vice versa. Nobody, except a murderer personality, is able to do what has been done to Nicole and Ron. And a murderer personality develops from childhood on. And it is the mother who can hurt her son in many ways, even by just ignoring him (as I will explain later, boys suffer more than girls). Or by leaving him unprotected to father's "strong" punishment (because she believes, subconsciously, that she is no authority for her children)—it is the mother who creates a murderer.

But O.J. was lucky. He also had one of the wonderful strong mothers who gave him (unknowingly) his self-confidence. But O.J.'s insecurity is the conflict that has been created through society about the importance of skin color. The Browns made this point very clear, "With the help of Hughes, he was heading for a college for rich white L.A. boys and girls who had grown up in the gated homes of Hancock Park and Pasadena, kids whose parents were members of no-Jews-allowed country clubs and who had known blacks only as maids, chauffeurs, and Bullocks Wilshire elevator operators." (10)

Pigmentation is only a psychological thing. It is psychological pressure to accept that it would have value. Not more and not less. It is not real because it doesn't mean anything for the quality of your brain. You don't feel it, you feel only the reaction of ignorant people who are trained to think in racist terms and really believe that there would exist such a thing like pigmentation that might be superior to another pigmentation. But as I will demonstrate throughout the book, exactly such a mirage creates a lot of self-doubt among those who have the "superior pigmentation" (like Mark Fuhrman for example, who therefore will be the perfect metaphor for my demonstration later in the book).

But why would I maintain—yes, emphasize—that O.J. was lucky and had one of the wonderful strong (original) mothers ("the best in the neighborhood"), despite the majority of people who believe that O.J.'s problems started exclusively with his father who left the family when he was five years old? Because this way of thinking is wrong. This misconception of the "strong father figure" who is the only role model and who is responsible for the son becoming "strong"—this is the root of all evil. It is the heart of most of our societal (and personal) problems. It is the reason that people are having identity problems and depression. It is the cause for eating, sleeping, and other disorders, yes, even for phobias. And it is also the cause that marriages and relationships don't work and that people create unhappy families and torture themselves through their lives. Most people don't know that they live against nature. 

Many people accept (subconsciously) abstract ideas about male and female behavior because they believe that this is "normal," or at least it would be the Laws of Nature that men and women would have "their roles." But our forefathers and foremothers lived indeed for 100,000 years according to the Laws of Nature, that means the mother was not only the leader of society (in ultimate partnership with their men) but was an admirable role model that provided her sons with Identification Phase, so that he was able to develop his male identity. Therefore, our forefathers until 1000 B.C., were self-confident men (who were allowed to cry like every human being) and most definitely didn't know what hate or racism was! Why? Because their identity was so strong so that they didn't need a target that would help to divert from themselves.....

This secret, and what the reason for racism is all about, requires a full discussion. Therefore, I ask the reader to accept at this point in the book, that it is the case. Later, in the 

"The Race Card," I will discuss in more detail why people are becoming racists after all.

However, Sheila Weller, who wrote the book Raging Heart about Nicole and O.J. Simpson based on the Brown family's memories, several times quoted the psychologist Dr. Richard Majors (Co-founder of the National Council of African-American men), who had some good theories—and sometimes my hair stood on end! First of all, he agrees
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