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Thank you for your commit-
ment and the wonderful work 
you do to keep the hobby vital 
and to interest members born 
long after Model A Fords 
retired from the Used Car 
Showrooms across America. 
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T h e  P a n d e m i c  h a s  P u t  M i l l i o n s  i n  a  B a d  P l a c e  

lawful detention have in-
creased nationwide. Murders 
are up 36% nationwide. 

Omar denies being violent, 
but admits to having affairs. 
They clearly do not have a 
close marriage. The most 
recent verbal fight Blanca 
details was in August, soon 
after Omar would have been 
told not to report as minor 
league manager. Her decision 
to seek a divorce coincides 
with his news to stay home 
from his manager job in   
Tijuana for the Mexican  
Winter Leagues. 

Omar is quoted saying “This 
is a divorce and I know she's 
really pissed off. There is a 
lot of things [being said] out 
there about things supposedly 
happening behind closed 
doors, you know. I don't have 
anything to say about that, 
either. It's just a divorce."  

52.6% of the vote (75% need-
ed for induction.). He was 
very good, but in filings this 
week, his wife details three 
incidents, with witnesses, of 
violent confrontations be-
tween them that had a mutual 
physical element.  

With people confined to their 
homes because of Covid-19, 
advocates expressed concern 
about a potential increase in 
intimate partner violence 
(IPV). Stay-at-home orders, 
intended to protect, left many 
IPV victims trapped with 
their abusers. Domestic-
violence hotlines prepared for 
an increase in demand for 
services, but many organiza-
tions experienced  call vol-
umes dropping by more than 
50%. 

Instead, criminal offenses 
including aggravated murder, 
murder, aggravated assault, 
assault, kidnapping and un-

I knew where my Wendy 
story would go this week, but 
you never know what the top 
story will be about the Coro-
navirus. It is disheartening 
that the two merged for me, 
the fiction and the real, in the 
divorce proceedings of one of 
my favorite baseball players 
and his wife. 

Omar Vizquel moved to Seat-
tle the same time I did. The 
same year center fielder, Ken 
Griffey, Jr. started with the 
team, but if you looked at the 
guys each replaced, Rey Qui-
nones (who led the majors in 
errors in 1987) versus Henry 
Cotto (a great field, poor bat 
center fielder) you can argue 
that gold glove winner Little 
O was more valuable to the 
Mariners. The team ERA 
dropped from 4.15 in 1988 to 
3.69 in 1990.  

In the 2020 Baseball Hall of 
Fame vote, Vizquel garnered 
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O F  I N T E R E S T  
T O  M E M B E R S  

• Dec.19, 1927 first 
Model A built out-
side Michigan 

• Betty Foster’s 
Birthday Dec. 22 

• Ed Simpson’s 
Birthday Dec. 24 

• Dec. 25, 1878 
Louis Chevrolet is 
born 

• Bill Horn just   
finished his 1931 
Coupe 

Omar and Blanca 
Vizquel 

I don’t understand why her 
husband’s not going off and 
having affairs would be more 
upsetting than his staying 
home, but I can see that this 
divorce will succeed in get-
ting him out of the house like 
she wants. 

My advice to husbands stuck 
at home right now: Do the 
dishes tonight, and if you 
haven’t lately—Shower. 



In the United States, wom-
en prisoners were separated 
from men in the 1870s. In 
Illinois, they had their own 
floor in the Admin. Build-
ing of Joliet, then their own 
building opened in 1895.  

In the 1930s, 34 women's 
prisons were built across 
the country including the 
Oakdale Reformatory in 
Dwight, Illinois made up of 
8 “cottages” on 160 acres. 

The buildings were of yel-
low brick and stone and 
were architecturally of a 
French Norman style and 

set amid oaks and spruces. 
The administration building 
had slate roofs and full 
brass front doors.  

An easily climbed wire 
fence surrounded the whole 
tract, but served "merely to 
indicate the boundary lines 
of the center’s property." 

The whole facility was at 
various times compared to a 
"swank country club,” "an 
ivy-league campus,”  "a 
monument to a handful of 
Illinois club women who 
fought for it for ten years," 
a "monument to crime," and 

S i x t e e n  Y e a r s  f r o m  P l a n s  t o  D e d i c a t i o n  

W e n d y  i s  I m p r i s o n e d   

a “monument to the belief 
that in time crime can be 
abolished.” 

At times, cottages could 
have dogs, their children 
under 5, and go on camping 
trips or play softball. 

From 1974 to 1979 mini-
mum security men were 
included on the campus to 
reduce overcrowding in the 
male facilities, to unsurpris-
ingly bad results. 

When it closed in 2013, it 
was the only maximum 
security prison for adult 
females in Illinois. 

be. You just have forgotten 
how in love with me you 
are.” he said, twirling a 
knife on the kitchen table. 
“In a month we will be our 
happy selves again.  Next 
time I go out, can I get you 
anything? Anything you 
want? You’re so special to 
me. You are.” 

“If you mean that. Really 
mean that. You aren’t going 
to be leaving the house for 
days again, are you?” 

“Now, Wendy, you know 
that’s my job. I only do that 
to put food on the table.” 

“I get so lonely though. 
That get’s me hungry for 
sweets, and I don’t want to 
get fat for you.  Could you 
please bring me a great big 
jar of pickles? And, then, 
that will be all drying my 
mouth, so could you bring 
me a full case of Coca Co-
la, too, please?” And so he 
did, just before he left for a 
trip down to St. Louis.   

Part of Wendy’s medical 
training was in chemistry. 
As soon as he’d left, she 
soaked a towel in the pickle 
brine, and sprinkled salt on 
it and wrapped the soggy 

mass around the shackle. 
Then she read a book.   

Once she’d finished a few 
chapters, she lifted the tow-
el, wiped off a bit of the 
mess, and then after pour-
ing a bottle of Coca Cola 
into a bowl, used a Brillo 
pad dipped in it to scrub the 
rust back to bare metal. 

She repeated the process 
fifty times if she did it 
once. When it got dark she 
would nod off for a while 
letting the vinegar in the 
rag do its work and wake 
up to scrub again. By the 
end of the first day, there 
was noticeable progress. By 
the third, she could pound it 
using a chair to elongate it 
one way, then turning her 
ankle, pound again to bend 
it the other way, quickly 
making a crack that the 
vinegar could work into. 

By that night she was able 
to use the tines of a fork to 
pry the crack apart and free 
herself, but she had no 
money, Bob was a trained 
hunter, and he had all the 
spousal rights in the world.  
Worst of all, he could be 
home in any minute! 

After one drunken bender, 
Bob wasn’t willing to listen 
anymore.  Wendy became 
frustrated and took action; 
she took his bottle of gin to 
the kitchen sink and poured 
it out before his eyes. 

With his eyes reddened, 
sweat and steam running 
off of him like a bull in 
Pamplona, he rushed over 
to grab the bottle from her, 
but in so doing, she 
dropped it and it shattered.  
Unable to think of anything 
else, Bob made a fist and 
gave Wendy a right cross 
splitting her cheek, black-
ening her eye, and knock-
ing her out. 

Wendy awoke on the couch 
hours later, Bob nowhere 
around, but unable to es-
cape because he had shack-
led one ankle to a long 
chain. The other end was 
attached to the radiator. 

An hour later, he was back, 
ready to lay everything on 
the line. “You are not going 
to leave me, Hun.  After all 
I’ve done for you.” 

“You can’t keep me locked 
up here, forever.” she said. 

“I’m sure it won’t need to 
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1916 court ordered 
ankle monitors. 

A Dining Room when 
it opened to prisoners 

Dwight Correctional 
Center today 

Belva Gaertner inspi-
ration for musical  
Chicago—Cook Cty 
Jail 1924– acquitted 


