
December 23, 2011 
Merry Christmas, Mary 

Christmas. Family. Belief in Christ. Well, two outta three ain't bad, eh Mary? I'm 
talking to you, Mary McDonald or Blueshield or whatever your name is now. Your 
daddy is a preacher, and your lies have kept Richard LaFuente in prison for 
decades. Your lies have stolen his life from him.  

Your lies have kept him away from his family and all the things in this world that 
you and your family enjoy, are at his expense.  Your family has been well-paid for 
your lies. Your brother Russell has failed, but been paid well at every position he 
has been given.  He gets paid for Grants he failed to produce on time or which he 
failed to produce at all. He has put more of your family to work at the college, so 
many in fact, that I am surprised they don't change the name of the college to 
"McDonald Family Piggy Bank".  

You, personally, have profited from your lies. Every job you have been given is a 
"Thank You!" from the Turdclan for the lies you refuse to recant. Lies that keep 
an innocent man in prison, and the real murderers as your closest family friends.  

Do you really believe in Christ? I know your daddy doesn't. Nor does your 
mother. They never would have sold you into this when you were just a 
teenager.  They were paid well, as well. So was your Uncle Demus, who was 
there when Eddie was murdered, and helped to prevent Fred Peltier from helping 
his brother while he was being murdered in the kitchen.  

Everyone in your family has profited from your lies. Do you believe in God? I 
don't think so. Unless you think that all you have to do is quietly pray to no one in 
the room that you be forgiven for your lies and your cowardice. And you pray for 
that, right? I mean, you get it automagically from your God, right? You don't 
actually have to really 'do' anything to right the wrongs you have kept in place all 
these many years.  

Imagine if you had been wrongly accused and locked away and your family did 
not even know you. Imagine if you did not see your children again until they were 
grown and had children of their own, and you had to only get visits from them on 
rare but glorious Saturdays--- and the only pictures you have of them or they 
have of you were taken in front of a cheesy prison mural designed to give the 
impression that you were in some other place than a concrete enclosed, stinking 
prison cell.  How would you feel, Mary?  

This is what you have done to a man who has done nothing to you, and done 
nothing wrong.  

You, Mary. Your lies.  

Did the Truth ever matter to you?  
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Do you know how brutally Eddie was murdered by the very people who pay off 
your family and you? Was it a good trade?  

Your sister, Molly, the Judge, has done more harm to children than I can count. 
She would never have that job if it was not for you.  

Nor would your brother have so many high paying jobs. Nor would your Uncle 
Demus have been so gainfully employed, being the drunken moron that he is.  

How many children have been hurt because of your family? Can you count 
them? Do you know their names? Do you know what Molly has done to them? 

How many Elders lost benefits and services because Russell was so inept? Do 
you care?  

Look at Richard. Look at his children. Look at the Grandchildren that he only 
recently got to meet.  

Look at how he has to wear prescription sunglasses because the prison welding 
job he had did not provide safety gear, and he needed to be 'busy'.  

In 25 years, he has not committed one infraction of the rules. Not one. He has 
done everything asked of him except confess to and show remorse for, a murder 
committed by your friends and for that, and with your lies keeping him locked up, 
he can not see daylight.  

When, sweet Mary, do you think that Richard will have suffered enough for your 
sins and the sins of your family and friends? When will you have enough decency 
in you to tell the Truth and open the doors and let him out?  Shall we see if you 
and your family can have more for longer? Are they not yet full enough?  

Merry Christmas, Mary.  

Richard's Story 

Texas Monthly has done another story on 
Richard LaFuente.  Mike Hall has done a great 
job of showing how much of a travesty it is that 
a man who is obviously innocent, has done his 
time in exemplary fashion, has been punished 
for NOT LYING about a murder he did not 
commit.  

There are pictures of Richard on the Fathers 
Day link on that same page.  I urge you all to 
read it. You will get an insight into the amazing 
faith and strong character of Richard LaFuente 
in the overwhelming situation of being held 
both a prisoner for a crime he never 
committed and a hostage to the whims of a 
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Federal Parole Board that answers to no one, nor does it follow any rules or 
protocols itself has made.  

 

And yet, Richard, despite all this, every day, finds something to hold his spirits 
up. That one man has more courage than the sum total of all the families who 
have benefited from the lies told by Mary.  

I don't know anyone that can maintain a positive outlook, and remain not bitter in 
the least, under these circumstances.  

Mary's life is easy. All she has to do to keep her whole family prosperous, is to 
never ever, ever --- tell the truth. She would not last one day in the Hell she has 
sentenced Richard LaFuente to.   

So, Mary, what did Santa bring you this year? I know it was not a mirror. I doubt 
that you could ever look at yourself for what you have done and what you have 
become.  

Everyone, when you see her, phone her, Facebook her... tell her: 

"Merry Christmas, Mary". 
And when you do, think of this man: 

 

Think about his daughters and their children-- his Grandchildren.  
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Yeah, that crappy mural in the background makes it soooo much better, doesn't 
it? You can almost forget that this man is in prison for a murder he never 
committed. You can almost forget, Mary, that you did this to him.  

You know where to find me.  

~Cat 

 

 

 

 

  


