Bill of Blights Part Three
 A is for Arrogance - B is Blight- C is for Cause
Part three of this series take me back to my opening paragraphs of part two

“I woke this morning to the rays of a November sun streaming in the east window of the bedroom. Not wanting to leave the comfort of my bed I turned away from the bright whiteness only to have a golden copper light filter through my eye lids, curious as to the cause I slowly opened my eyes. My neighbor’s magnificent maple tree, whose branches reach across two gardens to fill my north window frame, had caught the morning sun in its turning leaves. The color of new copper pennies as they tumbled from some unseen hand filled the window from a silken purse of a baby blue sky.  The beauty of that moment made me want to stay in bed and enjoy mother natures painting even more and to luxuriate in the warmth and light. 

The lake breeze caught the leaves and for a moment the ugliness they mask all of spring, summer and fall, came into view.  Like the barrel of a gigantic gun loomed the smoke stack of Ohio Edison (First Energy) and its partner, a sputnik like companion, which I assume is some sort of water tower. My thoughts turned from a glorious autumn morning to that of winter and the fact the offending structures would be my winter morning view. Trying very hard to dispel the thoughts of gloom I tried to convince myself that beauty was in the eye of the beholder and somewhere there were probably individuals that could see in the ugliness of the soot covered smoke stack, some grace in the line of structure; maybe they could see a monolithic work of art and space age wonder in the sputnik water tower.” 

What a difference a few  months make , when I  awoke in the same room this  hot  July  morning , the room  flooded with  sunshine ;  I  once again looked out at the view from my  window there was no  longer broad green leafy  boughs hiding the ugliness of  man’s creation from my eyes. Gone! was my  beautiful  screen of  green and gold , that shaded my  garden and my  neighbors  , and stopped the harshness of  a summer sun, gone were the birds that woke me with  their  chatter and song every morning.  The elderly neighbor upon whose property the magnificent maple had stood for close to 100 years, decided to take it down. 
The tree was not  diseased , in fact the tree people took it  out  in huge lengths to  sell  to  the lumber mill, the wood  was that desirable. No!  it was” in the way” for some infallible reason after nearly a century it was now “in the way” and because it “was in the way” it had to go!   . So  now  the houses that benefited from her shade and her ability  to  catch   the wind and lift it  over and above our  rooftops   stand  exposed to  the harshness of  unforgiving sunshine . The smaller trees in surrounding gardens, struggling to grow  in their  new found environment,  bending   and twisting  at unnatural  angles as the wind no  longer is  deflected away  from them.  It  is  a loss I  am reminded of  each  time  I  wake.
This  morning as I  opened my  eyes on again to  unattractive  phallic symbol of  the power plants smoke stack, but  my  mood  was happier than on that November day, even though  my  eyes were greeted with  the ugliness outside .  In the intervening months  I had made journeys  to  other cities , states , court houses, written thousands of  words with  regard to  “eminent domain for  economic development”
I  had watched , with  some guilt , as I  had not  yet contracted the “disease of  eminent domain”, that my  fellow  companions on my  journeys had contracted. Their  names and  faces sometimes blurring in my  mind ; not  so  their  stories which  took on a life of  their own.  The need for  someone to  listen, to  help , the reaching out to those that could  help - but  didn’t - and finally  the United States Supreme Court and Lady  Justice turned their  faces away  from the common man in their  decision in the Kelo  Case. The attorneys for the Institute of Justice had used their skill and passion to argue the case for those who had turned to  the Institute of Justice for advocacy. The disappointment, frustration and anger greeted by the US Supreme Court decision flooded the land. 
 Dana Berliner and the Institute of  Justice, once again in January 2006 before another Supreme Court, Ohio arguing  the case of yet another homeowner who was being forced from their home, their neighborhood destroyed for the greater good of “retail shopping”.  I  sat in the court room  that January  afternoon, the weather outside as bleak  and grey as the faces on those who  were  losing their  homes, and businesses  who  had come to  support the Neighbors of  Norwood and waited for  the lawyers and Justices to  take their  places. 
As we waited for  the Justices to  take their  seats on the raised platform , I  looked at the murals  that covered the walls, the history  of  Ohio  and the United States represented in paint and plaster. I  wondered what the “Founding Fathers” would  be thinking if  they  could  speak  from their  lofty  position; would  they  agree that the freedom to  own your  own land was now  only  a freedom as long someone else didn’t  have a “more profitable idea for  it” or if  it wasn’t  “in the way”. I  thought  of  the conditions they had to  endure, would  a three bedroom brick  home with  running water , and heat and light  and indoor plumbing be seen as a nuisance , how  blighted would  they  find it? 
I listened to the arguments on both sides, why are we even here? What brought us to this place? I understood that legalese was the reason what could or could not   be done, written in the language of laws, understood only by those select few. Could your home be taken, no matter your willingness, going to be decided on interpretation of language or the intent of the law?  I wrote the article “Business of Blight” after my trip to Columbus and the Ohio Supreme court- 
“As I sat in the court room on January 11th 2006 and listened to the language being argued over and the meaning of that language in case after case; I realized that the Norwood case hinged on the word “deteriorated”; the properties in order to meet blight were deterioratED or the argument of deterioratING 

What an ambiguous word, surely these learned Justices could see that people’s lives and homes should not be decided on ambiguity of language?
Thankfully upon waking this morning the Justices of the Ohio Supreme Court had agreed and my mood was one of happiness, happiness that someone had indeed listened and happiness that there were those to whom the “common man” could turn. 
“In a unanimous and lengthy decision, the Court laid out a series of important legal opinions.  The Ohio Supreme Court explicitly rejected the U.S. Supreme Court’s infamous Kelo decision of June 2005, in which that Court held that local governments can take property from one person and transfer it to another because the new owner might produce more taxes or more jobs than the current one—so-called “economic development.”  Second, the Ohio Supreme Court ruled that state courts must apply “heightened scrutiny” to uses of eminent domain, especially when the property is being taken for use by another private party; according to the Court, lower Ohio courts should not simply rubber-stamp decisions by local government to take property.  Next, the Court held that statutes authorizing the taking of property cannot be vague.  The “deteriorating” standard used by Norwood “is a standardless standard,” and the Court rejected it.  Finally, the Court struck down Ohio’s statute that allowed property to be taken even before an appeals court ruled that the taking was legal.”(Press release Institute of Justice http://www.ij.org  and http://www.castlecoalition.org 
The  case argued by  the attorneys  for  the Institute of  Justice , who  have listened to  the pleas for  help of  those that have reached out  to  them , they  had  won. The fight continues across this  nation for  less ambiguous language , for  the right to  be free to  own and keep  your  property , the freedom from those who  Arrogantly  decide you  are not  “worth  as much “ as others or  that you  are “in the way” , that Blight is  the tool of  progress . The Cause continues and so does the right to own and keep your property. 
I  am now  reminded every morning  when I  wake of  the ugliness that remains when someone decides that something is  “in the way” and so removes it  for  the reasoning it  was to  them a “good  idea” without  thought  to  their  fellow  citizens. 
To be continued 

