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Where Has Norma Jean Almodovar Been for 30 Years after she ran for
Lt. Governor of California on the Libertarian ticket in 1986?

I can tell you one thing- I’ve been very busy every minute of every day since I ran for Lt. Governor of California on
the Libertarian ticket in 1986. Of course there were those 18 months I spent in prison and the additional year and a half
on parole after I lost the election and was therefore unable to pardon myself. I actually remained busy even while I
was locked up- supposedly safely far away from the media where I couldn’t be interviewed and continue to upset the
powers that be. Unfortunately for the LAPD, the media attention continued throughout my incarceration, and there is
no doubt in my mind that it was because of the media I did not meet with a fatal ‘accident’ while I was there. I was
more afraid of what the guards might do to me than the inmates. Guards who are selling drugs to inmates do not want
a whistleblower anywhere near them or their drug operations. But that’s another story.
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To best chronicle my adventures (or misadventures in some cases), I’ve created an index and a timeline
from 1986 (after I lost the election) to the present. There is not enough room in this little booklet to
share each gruesome or fascinating detail but if you are truly interested, you can read more about
my activities on my bio page at: www.normajeanalmodovar.com/mybio.html and you can still
find copies of my book, Cop to Call Girl, on Amazon for about 1¢ plus shipping. No, I don’t get
any more royalties from it as it is officially out of print. Someday if I ever find enough time, I may
get around to writing the book about being in prison- “Prose and Cons- Postcards from Prison”
but in the meantime, I did put together a little booklet of the cartoons I drew for my husband
while I was on State Vacation, and yes, I am selling copies of it to raise money to fund my nonprofit organization ISWFACE. See page # 11 for details.
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Freedom

Freedom- Is there man born who lusts not after liberty?
Freedom- Are there anywhere souls who crave not to be free?
Those who would not look up to the sky and to God vowOne has the right to live one's life the way one chooses how?

Freedom- Man's noblest dream beset with well intent restraints...
Freedom-Is often lost midst "for your own good" refrains...
My freedom taken from me in the name of so called " moral right"
But to what end am I enslaved for someone else's fight?

Liberty "adjusted"- for whatever moral cause, and though they be..
If I have no right to choose, I have not libertyIf I so choose the path to hell, I alone must so decide....
Else that we call our "liberty" mocks all those who ever died....
For Freedom.

Freedom- Our natural right and yet so new a concept to our human minds!
Freedom-Each owns oneself- so simple an idea- so basic- it defines
All human interaction in that briefest, simple thought"To live one's life as each one decides the way one ought"
Freedom- It doesn't give the right to interfere by force or fraudFreedom- It is not reserved for those who say they're serving God!
Freedom....… The very word and all the word implies
Does not assume the one that's free is good or pure or wise!

Liberty is for the brave and strong, the weak and coward too,
And rich and poor alike, the fainthearted and the trueAll can huddle underneath the banner bought and paid for by our blood
All are free to make a choice to live, be it bad or be it good.
It's Freedom.
Norma Jean Almodovar- April, 1986
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In 1986, when I ran for Lt. Governor of
California, there were a number of skeptical
Libertarians who believed that my only campaign
issue would be prostitution.

What those skeptics didn’t know was that I
became a libertarian years before I left the LAPD
to became a prostitute- indeed, it was because I
was a libertarian and believed that I owned my
body that I decided to ‘turn honest’ and enter the
world’s oldest profession.

Whatever my personal interest in sex work, my
goal then and now was to make people aware of
the high cost to society of enforcing bad laws- of
which the prohibition of consenting adult prostitution is just one of many.

In my opinion, there are far too few libertarians
who are familiar with the tragic consequences of
these bad laws, although they may generally agree
that the government ought not be in charge of our
bedrooms or what we put into our bodies.

Many are still of the belief that the Libertarian
Party is better off if we don’t publicly endorse
decriminalization of ‘vices’ because it may scare
away potential allies within the religious conservative movement. And I agree that we need all
the allies we can get.

But if we do not explain to those potential allies
that by continuing to endorse prohibitionist laws
impacting individuals whose moral values they
may detest, not only are they endorsing much
bigger government, they are condemning good
law enforcement agents to a life of either looking
the other way while their colleagues engage in
criminal behavior, or they decide to leave their
jobs because they cannot tolerate the corruption
of their departments and their colleagues that bad
laws create.

Pressure to make arrests and win convictions in
fighting the war on drugs and sex makes cops
willing to lie in their reports and in court so that
their cases against alleged drug addicts, drug dealers, prostitutes and gamblers stick. There is even
a name for this- ‘reportalying’ and ‘testalying.’
While some might say “so what- the people
they are lying about are criminals anyway...”the
problem is that when cops are caught lying, it discredits all the other cases in which their testimony
resulted in the conviction of really dangerous
criminals, and those cases can be overturned and
dangerous criminals released from prison.
In the months following the election of 1986,
I continued to speak out whenever and wherever
I could- not only about the injustice of what was
being done to me by my former employer (the
LAPD), but the impact that so called vice laws
have on all of society.

RRRRRRRRRRRR

In March of 1987, I learned that the California Appellate Court had
overturned my probation sentence and instructed my sentencing
judge to resentence me to the mandatory minimum three year term,
even though I had nearly completed my probation with no violations. I was going back to prison. For those who are not familiar
with my case, just after my conviction in 1984, the judge sent me
to state prison for a ‘psychiatric evaluation’ to determine if I was a
danger to society... I was held in solitary confinement for 50 days
although the ‘evaluation’ took a little over three hours. The judge
said he wanted me to have a taste of prison. It was determined that
I wasn’t a danger to anyone, so the judge sentenced me to three
years probation. By the time I was sent back to prison, I had
already served two years and seven months of violation free
probation, in addition to the 50 days in solitary confinement. I had
also paid a ‘fine’ of $3,000 and done the hours of required
community service. Now I was about to serve a second sentence
of three years in prison.

It was because such a sentence for the one count of pandering of
which I was convicted was so outrageous, particularly in light of
the appellate brief which had been filed by the Los Angeles District
Attorney’s Office and was the basis for overturning my probation
sentence that the producers of “60 Minutes” became interested in
doing an interview with me. What had the LA DA claimed in this
appellate brief? That I needed to go to prison because my crime
was “worse than rape or robbery” in that I was “commercially
exploiting my law enforcement past to draw on scandalous
escapades which undermine respect for the law.” There were 57
references to my book and the harm it would cause to the LAPD
if my book were published. You can see the interview with the late
Mr. Ed Bradley which first aired in February 1988, on my website,
www.policeprostitutionandpolitics.com/videos. And you can read
some of the news stories about the ongoing corruption that I was
planning to expose in my book- same website, and then go to
“Norma Jean and the Hollywood Corruption Scandal.”

When I learned I would be going back to prison, I did not go hide
in a corner like a good little girl and wait for the inevitable. Instead,
I continued to make guest appearances on national talkshows such
as the Late Show Starring Joan Rivers. As usual, I mocked the
LAPD and the DA, stating that if
someone was being raped, robbed
or assaulted and needed to call the
police, rather than say they were
being raped, robbed or assaulted,
to tell the 911 operator that
Norma Jean was in their front
yard pandering- and they would
get ten cop cars there right away. It did not endear me to either the
cops or the DA.

The first week of August 1987, I flew back to New York to make
another appearance on the Phil Donahue Show. Mr. Donahue, like
the other talkshow hosts, was appalled at what was being done to
me. When it was clear that I would be going back to prison, his
staff contacted me and asked if I would come on their show once
more before I went away. Once there, it was very tempting not to
return to LA and thus a three year prison term, which quite possibly
might end with my demise once in custody and away from the
media attention which had kept me alive thus far. Considering the
fate that had befallen both a cop (Hollywood officer Jack Myers
was killed in an auto accident when he was heading downtown LA
to give his deposition and name the other cops who were involved)
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and a prostitute (Sandra Bowers was found in a motel room with
her throat slit- killer never caught) who were key witnesses in the
Hollywood Burglary Ring scandal, it was not being paranoid to
think I might meet the same fate perhaps at the hands of a ‘lifer’ or
even a guard.

So yes, I briefly contemplated
not returning to Los Angeles.
My husband Victor wanted
me to flee to Europe, where
he would join me after selling
all our personal property. It is
highly doubtful that the DA or
the police would have made
any attempt to extradite me,
because if I were no longer a
threat to them there would be
no point to such an exercise. But being out of the country would
have resulted in my being unable to continue to speak out against
the corruption and abuse within the LAPD. and would have been
the end of my book project.

“Say, did you hear? LA DA
Ira Reiner is asking for the
death penalty in Norma Jean’s
case ‘cause she won’t stop
writing her book!”
“Postcards from Prison” 1987

After all I had already endured for my
cause, I wasn’t about to let the fear of
prison or even possibly being killed
while there stop me from my crusade.
I guess I am just too hard headed to
listen to either my husband or my attorney. My attorney told me that the
DA had a bet with him that I wouldn’t
come back from New York because I
didn’t want to go to prison. The DA
was right that I didn’t want to go to
prison, but he was wrong about my not
coming back.
I have to say it was one of the most
difficult things I have ever done to get
on that plane to come home. But I
wasn’t about to let the LAPD or the
DA win by default.

At the resentencing, the judge could barely look at me. I know my
prosecutor Richard Weber was very unhappy that I had returnedperhaps he realized that even though they were succeeding in sending me back to prison, they were never going to get me to shut up.
A friend of mine who was also a friend of LA DA Ira Reiner had
asked Mr. Reiner why he was pursuing this so vigorously. He was
told by Mr. Reiner that if he (my friend) “could get the cunt to shut
up on TV, he would consider dropping the appeal.” I told my friend
to tell Mr. Reiner that “the cunt wasn’t going to shut up, so do whatever he needed to do.” And so here I was, heading off to prison
and possibly worse. At least the judge agreed that I should not be
put into isolation as I had been for the previous 50 days. It was so
ordered that I was to be housed with the other inmates and not held
in solitary confinement.

On August 18, 1987, about a week after I was thrown back in the
pokey, conservative columnist Ben Stein wrote the following in
his column in the (now defunct) Herald Examiner: “I remain
puzzled about the strange case of Norma Jean Almodovar...
Throughout her trial and appeals, a heavy First Amendment
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question lay over the motives for her arrest and prosecution. Was
she being arrested for pandering or for writing a book critical of
the police? Obviously in America it is impermissible to lock people
up for writing books that criticize public institutions. Yet the assistant district attorney handling her case explicitly said her writings
were another reason she should be locked up.

Now, Almodovar is in jail. Last week, while she was being
processed at Sybil Brand (Institute- LA’s women’s jail), a previously recorded “Phil Donahue Show” in which she appeared was
aired. The other inmates, I am told, applauded her comments. Even
as they did, Almodovar was put into isolation at Sybil Brand.
Subsequently she was shipped off to Chino (CIW- California
Institute for Women- state prison). Her transfer apparently was
far speedier than is usual for a new entrant into the prison system.
Why was she put into isolation? Was it for speaking her mind on
TV before she was even put in jail? Was it because the other inmates liked her comments? The aroma of free speech repression
in Almodovar’s case is nauseating...”
It took a while but eventually I was
allowed to be housed in the general
population, and even though I had a
police background (if only as a civilian traffic officer), the other inmates
had no problem with me. In fact, I
was adopted by one ‘lifer’ who had
seen the many pre- prison interviews
and decided that she was going to
make certain that nothing happened
to me while I was a guest of the state.

Early on during my incarceration, the producers of “60 Minutes”
were able to convince the warden that they should be allowed to
interview me at CIW (California Institute for Women). The California Department of Corrections did not like it, but if I wanted to
be interviewed, then I must be permitted to do so.

And “60 Minutes” wasn’t the only interview I gave from behind
prison walls. Grudgingly, the warden conceded to granting the
many radio talkshow hosts who contacted the prison the right to
also interview me. By the time I left for work furlough in 1988, I
had given another 32 interviews from the phone in the hallway of
my dorm. The warden was not happy. The DA was not happy. But
there was nothing they could do to stop me from continuing to
taunt them in the media. And the media saved my life. By
remaining in the public eye, no one dared touch me.

Quite a few of the guards were actually afraid of me because they
were dealing drugs to the inmates. The guards were concerned that
my incarceration was staged so that I could spy on them. They had
never heard of anyone being incarcerated for one count of pandering and thought that it was a ruse. It didn’t help my case any that
less than a week after I was transferred from the maximum security
prison at CIW to the minimum security prison, CRC (California
Rehabilitation Center in Norco), seventeen guards were arrested
at CIW for selling drugs to the inmates (taxpayers might be vexed
to learn that they are spending hundreds of millions of dollars to
send drug addicts to prison to be ‘rehabilitated’ but the addicts are
getting more and better drugs while they are there- from the
guards! Even the guards are using drugs in prison- to keep them
alert while they are working two and three shifts). It wasn’t until
the interview with Ed Bradley aired in February 1988 that the

guards finally believed me when I told them I was there for writing
a book... or for trying to fulfill the sex fantasy of my former friend
Penny. Neither situation sounded plausible to most of the guards.

In September of 1988 I went to work furlough. With only a few
months to go before I was released on parole, I could now get a
job and if I behaved, go home on weekends to be with Victor. In
California, for every day an imate behaves, they get one day credit
which reduces their sentence to ‘half time.’ Inasmuch as I had
never been in trouble prior to going to prison, I was not about to
do anything to jeopardize my good time credits, so I was eligible
to go to work furlough with the ‘earned’ trust that came with it.

The halfway house where I was sent was co-ed and in the worst
part of Los Angeles- near the LA Coliseum. Most of the inmates
were male and were there for drug use, and had been in and out
of the system for years. As in prison, many of the guards were
male. I admit that I had a bit of fear about coming home at night
from my day job at the gas company, not just because of the bad
neighborhood where the halfway house was located but because
of the proximity of the male inmates’ bedrooms to the female housing on the first floor. There was not much protection for us- and
whenever we walked through the front where the guys congregated
to use the phones, we were propositioned by a bunch of horny guys
who were eager to be intimate with females- any females.

As it turned out, it wasn’t the male inmates I had the most to worry
about. It was a corrections officer who thought he was God’s gift
to female inmates. He was used to offering the women an opportunity to turn in a clean urine test in exchange for a blow job. In
my case, I didn’t need to be tested for drugs as I have never done
drugs and it wasn’t required of me. When he came into my room
and sat on my bed and started groping my breasts, I was quite
shocked. I asked him what he thought he was doing, to which he
replied that I must need some tender loving after all those months
without my husband.

He made the offer of the clean urine test, which I politely declined.
So he made me another offer; if I wasn’t cooperative, he would
see to it that I went back into prison for the duration of my
sentence, where I wouldn’t get to go home on the weekends to be
with my husband. I accepted the offer. Thereafter whenever I was
in the shower, I could expect a visit from him- at least whenever
my roommate wasn’t there. Unfortunately, sexual assault at the
hands of the staff is all too common in prison. I turned him in when
I was paroled, but was told that unless there was a witness, it was
my word against his. Eventually other women whom he assaulted
complained about him, and he was transferred to work in a male
prison. As I learned the hard way, speaking words (my crime of
pandering) is considered by the DA far more criminal than actual
sexual assault.

RRRRRRRRRRRR

Just before Christmas 1988, I was paroled and was at last able to
go home and be with Victor. However, I still had to get through
another 18 months of parole, and every day was an opportunity
for the cops to harass me and claim I violated my parole and send
me back to prison. The best way to ensure my safety was to go
back on television, and there were plenty of offers once the media
learned I was out of prison.
My parole officer was not happy that I requested to travel to New
York and Florida to be a guest on the various talkshows.
Unfortunately for her (and the LAPD), there was nothing legally
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she could do to stop me. In the months following my release on
parole, I appeared on a number of shows, including Hard Copy,
the Sally Jessie Raphael Show and many others. I also was invited
to speak at a number of local colleges and universities, and share
my story with the students.

Rather than silence me, the prison experience emboldened me to
speak out even more than I had previously, and now I had even
more to say about the corrupt system which had attempted to shut
me up. And now that I was out of prison, I began searching for a
publisher for THAT BOOK once again.

RRRRRRRRRRRR

Throughout my trial, the appeal and the incarceration, I tried to
find a publisher with the guts to go up against the mighty Daryl
Gates and the Blue Mafia (the LAPD). It seemed that no one
wanted to upset Daryl, even east coast publishers. My agent(s)
racked up a whopping 250 rejection letters from every publisher
there was. And 4 rejection letters from Simon and Schuster. It was
discouraging. All that I had been through and no one wanted to
help me expose the corruption.

In March 1991, a citizen named George Holliday video taped the
beating by Los Angeles Police officers of a parolee named Rodney
King. The aftermath of that beating was that everyone was now
aware that the LAPD had clay feet. A year later, my new literary
agent submitted my book proposal to yet another editor at Simon
and Schuster and this time, we were not rejected.

The book was finally published in 1993, and Daryl Gates had been
forced to retire. He now had a radio talkshow and his producer
contacted me about appearing as a guest on Daryl’s show. I was
shocked, but I agreed on the conditon that they allow the interview
to be taped by Entertainment Tonight- which was doing a piece on
my book publication.

It was interesting to confront him. Daryl did not like anyone to
speak ill of his department because it reflected badly on him. I said
that if he had known about the ongoing corruption when I was
there and he did nothing about it, he belonged in prison. And if he
didn’t know about what his gang of thugs was doing, then he
should not have been chief of police. Either way, he screwed up- I
told him. It was cathartic to vent to this man who no doubt had
much to do with my arrest and incarceration. I could freely speak
my mind to this man- because what was he going to do? Send me
to prison AGAIN? The first time didn’t work- neither he or the DA
could get me to shut up- not then or ever.

RRRRRRRRRRRR

After prison, I remained an activist
and advocate for sex worker rights
and had built up the Los Angeles
chapter of COYOTE. I worked with
my colleagues around the world on
the issue of decriminalization, and in
1995, I was chosen to be an NGO
delegate to the United Nations
Women’sConference in Beijing,
China. Although I have a problem
with the UN and all it stands for,
I realized that if we sex workers did
not attend and have the opportunity to speak for ourselves, the rabid
radical leftist anti- prostitution feminists would succeed in getting
the wording in the Platform for Action passed which would force
the member countries to pass even more draconian laws which
would in turn harm even more the ‘women and children’ it
claimed to want to help. The original paragraph slated for inclusion
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in the Platform for Action stated “All... pornography and prostitution... are incompatible with the dignity and worth of the human
person and must be eliminated.” Given the already horrific abuse
of prostitutes at the hands of law enforcement not only in third world
countries but in the US, it was imperative that sex workers stop that
parapgraph from becoming the means to even worse abuse.

I was one of five prostitutes from
around the world to attend as an
NGO delegate. At first, China was
not going to permit ‘known prostitutes’ to enter the country, no matter
that the issue of prostitution, which
had great impact on women around
the world, was to be discussed at
length at a WOMEN’s conference.
We appealed to the UN conference organizers and were given the
equivalent of diplomatic immunity so we could attend the conference. We had to sponsor ourselves, unlike the academic feminists
who were funded by their universities and even their governments.

After two weeks of lobbying the government delegates, we were
successful in inserting one word into that paragraph which changed
everything. The paragraph which was ratified by all the member
countries now included the word “forced” so that it now read
“All... forced pornography and prostitution...” which is a position
we fully support. Unfortunately for those of us who worked so
hard to change that paragraph, the prostitution prohibitionists now
claim that ALL prostitution is forced- that women cannot make a
‘choice’ to become a prostitute, and therefore we cannot decriminalze prostitution because all prostitutes are victims of sex slavery.
Pretty clever of these abolitionists. The problem for us is that the
media has accepted this premise and disallows the voices of sex
workers to be heard- we are not allowed to speak for ourselves.

When I returned from China, I was contacted by two professors
from California State University Northridge about co-chairing and
co-sponsoring a conference on prostitution they were planning. I
accepted the offer and thus took on another project that would take
up the next 18 months of my life. The conference became known
as ICOP- International Conference on Prostitution, and it was held
in March of 1997. We invited sex workers from around the world
and it truly became international. One of the plenary sessions panel
was of the most infamous whores around the world. It included
Xaviera Hollander (aka The Happy Hooker) Margo St. James,
Sydney Biddle Barrows, Dolores French, Cynthia Payne (UK),
me, and a few other colorful and notorious women.

One of the most ‘notorious’ women at
the conference was the COYOTE LA
invited Keynote speaker- former US
Surgeon General Dr. Joycelyn Elders.
You may recall that she was fired by
Bill Clinton for daring to suggest that
teens use condoms or masturbate to
reduce teen pregnancies... I remain
friends with Dr. Elders and have written a chapter for her upcoming
book on masturbation.
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The conference took a lot out of me. I worked very hard to raise
money to bring sex workers from other countries, and also to pay
the speaker’s fee for Dr. Elders. The two professors from CSUN
who had invited me to be their co-chair turned out to be the most
patronizing academics I ever had the misfortune of meeting. They
claimed to be advocates of sex workers, but treated us like children.
They lied to us- not realizing that we were very computer savvy
and saved every one of their emails which could prove their lies.
By the time the conference was over, I was entirely burnt out- of
activism, of being treated so poorly by academics, of not having
enough money to keep COYOTE LA going- and I was about ready
to quit everything.
Before I went to prison, I had spent every
penny that didn’t go for rent, food and lawyers
fees on my activism through COYOTE LA.
If it hadn’t been for friends who helped us
after I came home from prison, Victor and I
would have been homeless.

As I did not want to go back to prison, I was no longer able to work
in my chosen profession. Because I was convicted of a felony
related to prostitution, I was also unemloyable in any other type of
work. I know- I applied for all sorts of jobs, even at McDonalds
and as a domestic servant at a local hotel. No one would hire me
because they were concerned that I might try to recruit their other
female employees to become prostitutes... or that I might solicit
their customers or the male employees. I was much too high profile- appearing on all those talkshows- for them to hire me.

Even the gas company where I worked while at the halfway house
wouldn’t hire me again. The ‘60 Minutes’ interview with Ed
Bradley aired for a second time while I was in their employ, sending a number of my female co-workers into shock. According to
the Human Resources department, just my presence at work
constituted sexual harassment, or so a number of those women
complained to them. I never figured out how they thought they
were being sexually harassed by my sitting at my desk doing my
job and not bothering anyone.
While I was incarcerated, Victor had been in an auto accident and
was also not able to work. It was only due to the kindness of
friends and supporters that we survived at all. Most of my book
advance was spent paying off attorneys fees related to my appeal.
Royalties would not be paid for several years, until the advance
had been repaid to Simon and Schuster.

I did not know how I could go forward without being able to raise
money for my activism. Being burnt out as I was after the conference and the disasterous interaction with the two ‘nutty professors’
from CSUN, I was ready to give up activism altogether.
COYOTE LA (and the other chapters nationwide) was considered
a political organization and thus not eligible for non profit status.
There seemed to be no solution to raising money to maintain my
work. Maybe it was time to move on with my life.

RRRRRRRRRRRR

After the conference, one of my male colleagues asked if he could
crash at my house for a while, and of course I said yes. My home
had always been open to my colleagues to crash on the floor or the
couch or anywhere else they could find space to sleep. During the
conference organizing, we had a pajama party (what a fantastic experience that was!) and there were about 35 women scattered all
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over the house- sleeping bags, air mattresses, canvas cots- whatever
was available for them to sleep on. Among the overnight guests
were two female academics, who were given unparalleled access
to sex workers to interview and get to know in a casual and non
threatening environment.

During that summer, my colleague Steve and I spent hours talking
about the sex worker rights movement and how much it needed a
financial boost to keep going. We also needed a way to harness the
academic research being conducted on us (prostitutes are about the
most studied group of people anywhere), so that the research findings could be helpful to sex workers and not just give the academics another notch on their research belts. Like many of my fellow
activists, I had not only participated in the research but helped recruit other sex workers to participate as well. We ended up with
nothing while the academic received accolades and praise from the academic
community. It seemed that none of that
research in which we had participated
was used to change things for us.

As Steve and I talked, I realized that I was
not ready to let go of my activism yet. But I knew that the
only way I could keep being an activist was to go about my activism a different way. That’s when we decided to start the first
501 (c) 3 non profit sex worker rights organization. It took us two
years and over $18,000 to win the approval of the IRS to be thus
classified, but we did it! I had a friend who was involved in the
prostitutes’ rights movement as a client of prostitutes- he was never
MY client- but he was financially well off and he believed in the
work I was doing, so now that he could write off the donations, he
funded the fledgling non- profit, ISWFACE (International Sex
Worker Foundation for Art, Culture and Education). He also
occasionally gave us money to live on, although he received no
tax incentives for doing so and always reminded me of that.
With the ability to offer other potential donors a tax write-off, we
had hoped to be able to raise enough funding to pay ourselves a
small salary, but unfortunately, that never happened. However,
right away we received some great publicity when VH1 television
producers contacted us and requested an interview. The interview
can be seen on my ‘youtube’ page:
http://www.youtube.com/normajeanalmo1

In February 1998, I was in New York to do more interviews when
Victor called to tell me he had received a phone call from a man in
Butte, Montana, who had an old victorian brothel he wanted to sell
us- to use as a museum, of course, not as a brothel. The Dumas
Brothel had been built as a brothel
and was the last intact example of
Victorian Brothel architecture anywhere. At one time, Butte had the
second largest red light district in the
US. The Dumas operated as a brothel
from 1892 to 1984 when the last
madam, Ruby Garrett, was sent to
federal prison for failing to declare
all the money earned at the brothel on her tax returns. After she
was released from prison, the local sheriff could not allow her to
reopen the brothel as it had received too much publicity during her
trial and a few of the new citizens of Butte (primarily liberals transplanted from California), were appalled that it had been operating
for all those years!

After discussing it with the foundation’s other board members, it
was agreed that I should go to Butte to see the building and learn
more about it. It seems like an ideal location for our international
headquarters and to use as a sex worker museum. To make a long
story short, we decided that it was a good opportunity and wanted
to purchase the brothel from the current owner and relocate to
Butte. Now we needed to raise money to make that happen.

RRRRRRRRRRRR

Our first effort was a fund raising event in
Hollywood, CA, which was called “Ladies
of the Evening at the Improv” because,
naturally, it was held that the world famous
Improv theater. Many of my very talented
sex worker friends (past and present) were
invited to perform- as comediannes, singers,
poets, pianists- to showcase the aspects of
their lives not usually known to the public.
Ron Jeremy, Xaviera Hollander, Scarlot
Harlot and many others helped us raise
enough cash for the “earnest money” to
show our good faith that we intended to buy the brothel.

It was time to start planning our move to Montana and the summer
events we hoped to kick off our adventure.

Butte is ideally situated in Montana for the bikers who are headed
to the annual Sturgis, South Dakota biker rally, as anyone from the
west coast must go through Butte on
the I 15/ I 90 to get to Sturgis. Amazingly, not even Butte native Evel
Knieval had thought to start a rally in
Butte for those who passed through
this city. But we had encountered a
couple of bikers in Los Angeles who
suggested that it might be something
we’d want to consider as a way to (a)
raise money and (b) generate publicity
for the Dumas and for ISWFACE. It
sounded like a good idea to me and to
Steve, my vice president and cofounder of ISWFACE.

When I first met with a number of the Butte hiarchy, everyone
seemed thrilled that we were relocating our ‘world headquarters’
there and would be restoring the old brothel as a museum. However,
stories and rumors soon started about some ‘sex festival’ that supposedly we were planning. In January 1999, I was ‘asked’ to come
to Butte for a townhall type meeting
to explain what we ‘whores’ were up
to. There were a bunch of elderly curmudgeons on the panel who had been
running the government in Butte
when the Dumas was an active
brothel. Now their wives were prodding them to discourage us from having a biker rally and bringing a bunch
of prostitutes to Butte- even if those
prostitutes were not coming to engage
in prostitution- but to help us work on
the restoration project.

I did my best to reassure them that the
sex workers who came to Butte were
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not planning to work as prostitutes, but rather they were going to
participate in our summer long “ICE Camp” (International Cultural
Exchange- also known as ‘Whore Camp”) and would be sharing
their respective cultures not only with each other but with the community and tourists who would come to see the museum.

In addition to our biker rally to be held the weekend prior to the
Sturgis rally (so that the bikers would stop in Butte on their way to
the BIG rally), we also planned to have a dedication ceremony
with Dr. Joycelyn Elders for an old postcard that was allegedly
discovered on the wall in a basement ‘crib.’ The postcard, shown
here, says “Safety First- Carry a
Spare” and has a condom attached. We had duplicates printed
and handed out at the ceremony.
Despite the vocal opposition to
our summer projects, our events
were relatively successful. We did
not make any money that
summer but we did bring a lot of bikers and tourists to Butte, and
planned to have the biker event every year.

We repeated the rally in 2000, but unfortunately the man from
whom we were buying the Dumas decided that now I had made it
world famous and had even put us in Time Magazine... on page
#4 of the August 14, 2000 issue (the cover photo of that issue was,
ironically, of Tiger Woods, who many years later would be exposed
as having hired numerous prostitutes as well as having casual
affairs with a number of women other
than his wife), decided he wanted to take
back the Dumas and sell it to someone
else for much more money than we had
agreed to pay for it. After the publicity
it had received, he was contacted by a
number of potential buyers, and the
‘paltry sum’ that he had asked for it back
in 1998 just wasn’t enough for this now
very infamous building. We were still
in the process of purchasing it, because
we could not find a bank that would
offer ‘whores’ a mortage for it. But we
had been paying HIS mortgage on the
Dumas and had already invested many
thousands of dollars in upfront ‘earnest
money,’ and trying to fix the many problems the building had- such
as the leaking roof, the broken water pipes and the crumbling walls.

We filed a lawsuit against him- to either keep the Dumas or get
our money back, but in the end, the whores from California lost,
because he was a home boy and we were not from Montana. With
the attorneys fees and other costs, we lost over $150,000 in this
venture. Most of this money came from our original supporter who
had funded us in the beginning. Some of the money came from
my book royalties that were finally being paid. There wasn’t much
money from my book royalties, but to lose any of it to this man
who had ripped us off so badly was personally devastating.

In the end, he was not able to sell the building to anyone else. The
offers made to him were based on us whores remaining in the
building as the attraction for tourists coming to see the sex worker
museum. Without the whores, it was just a building run by a con
artist who had successfully ripped off the international sex worker
rights organization. As far as I know, he is still trying to sell it while
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giving tours every summer to the few people who come to Butte.
And my biker rally was stolen by hometown bad boy Evel
Knievel, who decided that he would build on what I started. Even
after he passed away a few years back, his cronies still maintain
the annual event.

My high hopes dashed of living in a much safer city where I could
be a part of the community, I returned to Los Angeles after the rally
in 2000. Victor had not been able to join me that summer as he had
needed surgery early in the year, for which we had to come back to
LA because his doctor was here. He was not healed sufficiently by
summer so I drove to Montana and back alone.

The lawsuit against the con man from Butte took up an enormous
amount of my time and seemed to drag on forever. I had to travel
back and forth to Butte to take depositions from various characters
who were part of the con job this man pulled on ISWFACE.
During this time we learned that the many amazing artifacts which
supposedly had been found in the Dumas when this con man
purchased it from Madam Ruby for $2,000, were not artifacts
from the Dumas at all. Most of the items which this con artist had
claimed were found in the basement of the huge building had
actually been found by others at swap meets, garage sales and even
in dumpsters. His friends sold these items to him and he then
presented them as genuine artifacts from the old whorehouse. He
made up stories about each artifact which he claimed were told to
him by the former madam. But that was just another con he pulled
on us. As I mentioned, he has been unable to sell the building to
anyone else and now the true origin of those artifacts is in the public record so hopefully he won’t get to con anyone else.
_______________________________
RRRRRRRRRRRR
In the years between these massive and time consuming projects,
life has been filled with many other activies, which make my life
quite interesting and certainly never dull.

In my capacity as a ‘world renouned and respected sex worker
rights activist,’ I was the only sex worker (retired) invited to participate in the June 2000 conference at Airlie Center in Warrington,
Virginia, organized by the US Surgeon General (David Satcher)
entitled “The Surgeon General’s Call to Action to Promote Sexual
Health and Responsible Sexual Behavior. ” In the letter of invitation, Dr. Satcher stated that “the steering committee had given
careful consideration to compiling a list of conference participants
who possess expertise that will enable broad view to be taken and
activities to be sustained toward the goal of addressing the issues
of sexual health in the community.” Further, that “your expertise
and contribution will be important in developing the recommendations for the Surgeon General’s Call to Action.” Regardless of
how I feel about government involvement in the health issues of
all Americans, I was certainly flattered to be considered- by any
government agency- an expert. At the end of the conference, one
of the recommendations given for the final paper of the conference
was to seek to decriminalize consenting adult commercial sex, to
make it easier for health care professionals to work with the sex
worker community. Unfortunately, the US government has since
taken the untenable position that it must attempt to abolish all
prostitution, regardless of the consequences to the health or well
being of prostitutes. It’s for our own good of course!
I’ve also been a speaker at a number of academic conferences,
including the American Medical Students Association Conference,
Hastings Women’s Law School Conference- and the paper I
presented at that conference was published in their law journal the
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following year. I’ve been invited to speak at conferences on human
trafficking- although unfortunately now it is not politically correct
to invite current or former sex workers to these conferences unless
we are of the opinion that all prostitution is harmful to women and
must be eliminated. Clearly that is not my opinion.

I continue to speak to classes at local colleges and universities, as
well as to judicial forums where the courts are seeking solutions
to the problem of arresting juveniles for prostitution- which puts
them at risk of being raped by the corrections staff... something
with which I am quite familiar. I’ve written a number of articles
for academic journals and have had my writings quoted in other
law journal articles and judicial opinions. I do not get paid for those
articles and the honorariums for speaking at colleges and universities are very small. Such honorariums just about cover the gas to
get there and pay for someone to monitor Victor, who is now an
invalid and bed ridden. More on that later.

ISWFACE’s chief fiscal sponsor died in 2003- at age 79, but we
are still going strong- although on a much smaller budget which
unfortunately means we are unable to accept the many invitations
to attend and present at the various conferences world wide. We
co-sponsor many sex worker events and activities that coincide
with our mission statement and purpose, such as the Sex Worker
Film and Art Festival held in San Francisco every two years.

One of the primary projects we have
undertaken is the research for yet
another book which is sure to get me in
more trouble with law enforcement
agents AND politicians as well as the
religious community when it is published. I began working on this book
many years ago, and at the time it was
tentatively titled “Police, Prostitution
and Politics- 20th Century $ex $candals
in America.” As the years passed and I
had little time to work on it, there were
so many new scandals popping up on a
regular basis that involved so many
more cops, politicians and preachers
which I knew must be included, and I
also felt that the title might be too academic sounding for a book that
I want everyone to read. The new title is “Cops, Hos, Preachers and
Politicos... Commercial $ex $candals in America.”

RRRRRRRRRRRR

It is more difficult to research the many scandals which occurred
decades ago than it is to find information on current events. We don’t
have the money to afford to access to the archived news articles that
we need to thoroughly document the incidents of sexual indiscretion
of cops, preachers and politicians. Although we have applied for
grants and our project fits the criteria for those grants, we have yet
to find a funding organization which offers grants to such politically
incorrect people as we are. I am probably even more’ politically incorrect’ than many of my sex worker activist colleagues, because in
addition to being pro- decriminalization, I am also a libertarian and
want the government to stay out every other part of my life.

You can read more about the book project on the website dedicated
to the posting of the research on these issues and the harm done to
all of society by the bad laws arbitrarily enforced by corrupt cops.
We want to make it one of the most comprehensive sources for statistics and information on this and the corresponding issues anywhere. And if you live in the San Fernando Valley area of LA and
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have a few hours to spare once in a while, I
can sure use your help in tracking down
more information. ISWFACE has accumulated an extensive library of books and
articles on this subject and the library is
available to anyone with an interest in the
subject- students, the media and even law
enforcement.
The
website
is:
www.policeprostitutionandpolitics.com
Did I mention we need money to do this?
See page 11 on how to donate...
_ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _
555555555
So what about my personal life? When
I paroled, I was given the $200 that
every paroling inmate receives and sent
home to try to rebuild my life.

accident in which he had crushed a number of vertibrae in his spine
and neck. He didn’t mention he’d been in an accident until I came
home. I wondered why he looked so uncomfortable whenever he
visited me! I thought it was just the surroundings and the other
inmates like the Manson Family Women who were frequently in
the visiting area at the same time we were there. He wanted to spare
me from worrying about him- and if I had known, believe me I
would have worried!
Anyway, what I didn’t realize was that it was very expensive to
participate in craft shows. While I sold a few pieces at my first
show, every penny went to pay the entrance fee. This wasn’t going
to work. Besides, I needed time to (re)write my book and try to get
it published.

How did we survive after prison without a job or income? It wasn’t
easy, that’s for sure. Fortunately we had some wonderful people in
our lives who understood the high cost of fighting the all powerful
government.

When the apartment house where we lived for fourteen years was
sold and the new owners raised our rent so high we could simply
not afford to live there anymore (they did not want an infamous
prostitute living in their building), a libertarian couple who owned
a townhouse in LA allowed us to move in and essentially subsidized our rent so we would not be homeless.

The state did offer to provide me with ‘work tools’ so that I could
find a way to earn a living through my artwork. While I was
incarcerated, I was fortunate enough to have been assigned to work
in the art studio, primarily because I had previously considered
myself an artist- although my artwork pre- prison consisted of making for my former colleagues little wall plaques with three dimensional cop dolls eating donuts, and doing a few oil paintings.
I never really had the time or the materials to pursue my art until I
was a lady of leisure in the prison system.

While the prison experience itself was traumatic, being able to
create art during my incarceration was life saving. In the art studio,
it didn’t matter that the location of the studio was behind bars. The
hours flew by when I was sculpting - at first I continued to make
simple pieces - little inmate dolls, clowns etc. But as I became
more familiar with the clay and comfortable with my own skills,
my work radically improved.

After prison, I thought I might try my hand at a ceramics businessmaking whimsical characters and selling them at craft shows. The
state bought sculpting tools, paints, clay, a kiln and other items I
needed to start a business. Considering how much money the state
took from me- including the $3,000 ‘restitution’ payment I made
to the state during my probation sentence, I figured I was getting
my money back. [All tolled, I spent 50 days in solitary confinement
being studied to see if I was a danger to society, two years and
seven months on probation with no violations, paid a $3,000 fine,
did 200 hours of community service, eighteen months in prison
and another eighteen months on parole The state paid about
$2,500 for my tools. I think it got off cheap.]

Victor and I spent months creating pieces to sell at craft shows, and
had built up quite an inventory. I would sculpt the pieces and he
would take them to the kiln and fire them. This was about the only
thing he could do because he was in constant pain from his auto
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To make a long story short, my ceramic business was short lived.
I did not stop sculpting though, and years later I used my skills to
create a one of a kind chess set- based on the so called ‘Trial of the
Century” - of O.J. Simpson. My agent at the time suggested that I
create something related to the trial to generate some publicity. It
so happened that notorious madam Heidi Fleiss was on trial at the
same time as OJ, and I was attending her trial every day with my
friend Mayflower Madam Sydney Biddle Barrows. Sydney was
there because she had been commissioned to write an article about
Heidi’s case, so my agent at the time, Sherri Spillane (ex wife of
writer Mickey Spillane), thought I ought to be using my sculpting
talent to my advantage. Thus was the chess set below created.

There was interest by a major toy manufacturing company to turn
my one of a kind set into a mass produced board game. I was in
discussion with them and an entertainment attorney and there was
talk of a million dollar advance. I flew to New York to meet with
representatives from the company, and there was plenty of free
publicity for the set- it was shown in the National Enquirer, mentioned in Cindy Adams’ New York Post gossip column and a few
television appearances with it... even a trip to Germany for a
popular nighttime show similar to the Tonight Show with Johnny
Carson. Unfortunately, once the verdict was read, the company
bowed out, claiming it would now be in bad taste as OJ had not
been convicted. If the verdict had gone the way Heidi Fleiss’ did,
I’d be a rich woman!

The chess set still sits on the shelf in our townhouse, waiting for
the right person to appreciate the many months of work I put into
it and buy it. After creating that ghoulish work of art, my interest
turned to Halloween and horror themed art, and I created stand
alone doll characters such as my Skeleton Crew© Chef du Mort©,
Deadheads©, Shady Characters© as well as wreaths with a series
of doll characters on them. I offered some of them for sale on eBay
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and found a few takers, but the high prices I have to charge for them
discouraged some buyers. These pieces were all one of a kind and
took many hours to create. They are the kind of pieces that would
be of interest to collectors of gore and Halloween art.

In early 2007, I was encouraged by one of my eBay customers in
Florida who LOVED my characters to become a vendor at the
annual Fangoria Convention in Burbank, CA. For 5 months, Victor
and I labored on creating the most unique characters I had ever
made. I borrowed the money to pay the stiff vendors’ fee and
brought my brother Neil in from Arizona to help us at the three day
convention. Unfortunately because I was a new vendor and also
only bought one booth, we were placed far, far away from the main
convention where thousands of horror fans were milling about. Victor and my brother went to the main convention floor and tried to
steer people to the far part of the hotel where my booth was located.
We got so very little traffic to our tiny rooms for the entire three days
we were there. Everyone who saw my work loved it, but other
vendors are not there to buy- they are there to sell their own stuff.
I did not sell a single doll character or wreath.

has become so painful that I can’t do much sculpting to create new
characters. Fortunately I have sold a few of my high priced creations
to some collectors, but once my inventory is gone, I probably won’t
make anymore.

Occasionally I used to do graphic art work for my friend Xaviera
Hollander, who lives in Spain and in Amsterdam and produces small
theater shows in her bed and breakfast homes. However, primarily
we live on Victor’s social security checks.
Victor and I recently celebrated our 43th anniversary. I am still madly
in love with him and he with me. I don’t mention him often because
years ago he asked me to keep this part of our lives private. The rest
of my life has been an open book- making me vulnerable to whatever
rumors and innuendos others might want to attribute to ‘Norma Jean
the Whore.’ I did not want that to happen to Victor. Those who are
close to us know how very much Victor means to me.
When I am not taking care of my beloved Victor, I am conducting
research for that book which is bound to get me in more trouble with
the cops. I had hoped that when my first book was published, things
might change on the LAPD. Unfortunately, they didn’t. The cops
are misbehaving more than ever and usually get away with it.

RRRRRRRRRRRR

My work did get the attention of a major New York magazine publisher which caters to horror fans, and they were going to do a story
about me and my unusual doll characters- except they couldn’t figure
out how to write about me without mentioning... well, who I am.
While they liked to write about the colorful characters who create
horror / halloween art, they said I was a tad too colorful for them.

Victor, with his already bad back and
neck, was in agony after the convention.
He had walked and walked and walked
those three days trying to generate business for us, and the morning following
the convention, he could not get out of
bed. My strong, amazing husband was
at the beginning of what has turned into
one health crisis after another.

As a veteran, he was able to see the doctors at our local VA, but
they prescribed pain medication to which he was allergic, and he
got very sick. The doctors did not know what was causing his
dramatic weight loss and he went from a healthy 220 lbs (he is 6’2”)
to 165lbs in a matter of months. I had to admit him to the ER twiceand incompetent doctors nearly killed him with a misdiagnosis.

He is now an invalid and mostly bed ridden with osteoarthritis in
all his joints. He also has prostate cancer. I am his caregiver, which
is not easy because I have my own health issues too. I turned 68
this year, and all the traffic accidents I endured on the LAPD have
left me with chronic pain in my back. Lucky me, I inherited all my
mother’s genetic ailments, including bone spurs on my feet (making it excruciating to walk or stand), arthritis in my hands- which
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I understand why conservatives don’t want to accept the
consequences of bad laws in the horrendous corruption that
accompanies the enforcement of such laws- as far as they are
concerned, their so called ‘moral values’ trump individual freedom,
whatever the unpleasant side effects of bad laws. But I don’t understand why libertarians aren’t more concerned about these issues,
even if they don’t care as much about the decriminalization of drugs,
gambling and prostitution as they do about the financial aspects of
libertarian philosophy. The cost alone of enforcing these laws, as
well as the ancillary consequences which impact everyone in society,
ought to give fiscal conservatives pause. Drug and prostitution laws
have decimated individual liberty.

In the past, there were plenty of libertarians fighting for the right to
keep the money they earn, and a quite a few fighting the idiotic drug
laws, and now, thankfully there are a growing number of libertarians/ including libertarian sex workers out here fighting for the right
to sell one’s body. But it is much more than that... prostitution is
the embodiment of the fundamental principle of self- ownership.
Either it is my body or the state owns it. If it is my body, then whatever I, as an adult, choose to do with it ought to be my right.
Unfortunately because the issue involves... SEX... it doesn’t garner
the same enthusiastic response and financial support from many
libertarians as ending the war, thwarting the IRS, getting government
out of our educational system and so on. I hate to say it, but many
libertarians treat these ‘vice’ issues as if they were the illegitimate
step children of the freedom movement who must be kept out of
sight at all times and never discussed so as not to frighten away those
alleged potential conservative allies.

Even if prostitution were decriminalized tomorrow, it won’t change
anything for me personally. At 68 and with all the aches and pains
that are my lot in life, I am not about to go out and start ‘working’
again in the profession I chose as a protest against societal hypocrisy
and apathy toward the corruption that bad laws engender. When
people ask why I am not more involved in the Libertarian Party, I
tell them I am much more interested in changing the minds of those
who are not yet libertarians than in being involved in party politics,
infighting or endless debates about Robert’s Rules of Order. There
isn’t enough time remaining in my life to spend one minute of it
not working toward liberty. That’s what I’ve been doing for 30 years
since I left the LAPD on April 18, 1982, and will continue to do
until the day I die.
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HOW YOU CAN HELP

During my incarceration, I drew a series of cartoons for Victor so that I would
remember little details of my state vacation for inclusion in the book about prisontitled “Prose and Cons- Postcards from Prison.” As all incoming and outgoing mail
was read by a corrections officer, the only way to get past the censors was to encode
information in my cartoons. The guard would not recognize what it was I was saying
to my husband in my cartoons, but I would certainly remember once I returned home.
While the book has not yet been published, I did put together some of the cartoons
and the stories that go with them in a little booklet called “Postcards from Prison.”

This beautiful patriotic wreath (24” in diameter) is not available
but I can create a similar one for around $250.00 without the doll
characters. Wreath includes red white and blue lights
(plus shipping)

If you just want to donate to ISWFACE, you can go to the ISWFACE website [www.iswface.org] and click on the Paypal
logo. We are a registered 501 (c) 3 non profit organization and all donations are tax deductible. Every donation of
whatever size will help. If you want to buy one of my creations- all the money goes to ISWFACE anyway- although the
portion of your tax deductible donation will only be the amount of your donation minus the wholesale cost of the item
you purchase. However, with every donation of $25 or more, you will receive a FREE copy of your choice: ‘Postcards
from Prison’ cartoon booklet OR a set of my 1986 campaign posters (see page #2 for images of the posters). A donation
of $100 or more will get you BOTH the ‘Postcards from Prison ‘cartoons AND a set of AUTOGRAPHED posters.
To see some of my artwork still currently available, please visit my website at: www.normajeansgifts.com
or email me and I will send you a catalog of the type of item in which you are interested- either by snail mail or email.
I also create one of a kind faux florals like the one below for your holiday table which will never die- for Christmas,
Easter, and my favorite holiday- Halloween!
My “Shady
Characters©”
dollslike this
naughty
politician
Earl Randyham
who is
incarcerated
for taking
bribes... like
Randy
Cunningham
did!
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View Norma Jean on a few of her interviews:
http://www.youtube.com/normajeanalmo1
• Joan Rivers
• VH1 (ISWFACE)
• American Justice

Among the many talkshows on which she has been a
guest are:
• Donahue Show (4)
• 60 Minutes
• Entertainment Tonight • Current Affair
• Hard Copy
• The History Channel
• Geraldo (7)
• Oprah
• Joan Rivers (5)
• Montel Williams (4)
• CNN
• Sally J. Raphael (2)
• Real Personal (3)
•Dennis Prager
•American Justice
• Good Morning America
• 20/20 John Stossel
• CBS Nightwatch
• Dick Cavett
• Bill O’Reilly

Some of the colleges and universities where she has
lectured:
•Princeton University
•Colo. State Univ
•Stanford University
•USC
•Orange Coast College
•UCLA
•Cal State Fullerton
•Cal State Irvine
•Institute for the Advanced Study of Human Sexuality

http://www.policeprostitutionandpolitics.com/videos/
to view the following interview:
• 60 Minutes (while she was incarcerated)
Visit some of our websites to view ongoing research
and articles:
http://www.policeprostitutionandpolitics.com/

Don’t forget to visit our primary site:

www.iswface.org!

To read my bio page:
http://www.normajeanalmodovar.com/mybio.html
To see my doll characters and other artwork: http://www.normajeansgifts.com
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