
 

This is my third book on experimental human subjects and microwave weapons.  This book is a 

personal journey that began in 1994 and encompasses the current domestic Phoenix Program 

directed at dissidents, security risks and potential enemies.                                                               
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I Terry Dôsouza 



 

     I drove into Sacramento in the late afternoon, it was a hot day in July, and I was trying to find 

a house I had never been to.  I took a wrong turn as usual and wound up back tracking and finally 

found the place.  I was about to make an illegal u-turn on a busy street when a California State 

Highway Patrol cruiser jumped in front of me and pulled the same maneuver I was about too.  I 

followed suit and found the right street, it was a cul de sac that went back about a dozen houses 

or so on either side.  It looked like any town USA, a quiet suburban neighborhood of one story 

homes with manicured green lawns and cars in the drive way.  I went down to the end of the 

street and turned around came halfway back, and parked in the street on the right.  I had met the 

owner and his daughter the day before at University of California, Davis and he had invited me 

out to visit.  Terence Dôsouza was my age and about the same temperament, though he was an 

engineer and I had studied business management and then microbiology.  He answered the door 

and asked me to wait a moment then he emerged followed by his family and motioned for me to 

sit in one of a number of lawn chairs under an awning they had set up in the front yard.  Terry 

covered his hair with a blue scarf or handkerchief as did his wife and two daughters.  He looked 

younger than his 42 years, dark brown eyes light brown complexion, short sparse facial hair 

made up a mustache and beard, and an expressive slightly oval face.  When he spoke his eyes 

tended to widen as if to ask me to share in his amazement at this life.  Considering what we all 

were going through it was appropriate and showed considerable restraint.  He had been born in 

Pakistan but emigrated at the age of four and though I prided myself on my bookishness and 

complete lack of southern accent he surpassed me.  His wife was pale in complexion and had 

sharp features that softened when she spoke, and though we had not met before she accepted me 

even under difficult circumstances.  His two daughters were in their twenties, the daughter I had 

met yesterday at the university favored Terry slightly in complexion but they were both beautiful 

young women, college graduates who were highly intelligent and devoted to their parents.  All 

four members of the family covered their long dark hair with a handkerchief or scarf, as I would 

later surmise was the custom of their religion.  They were all even tempered, modest, and polite, 

which made them easy to be with and talk to.  I was a little uneasy because I was a stranger from 

Texas who was unsure of the mores of California, much less the Bahia faith.  The situation we 

were getting around to discussing was bizarre in nature and I wanted to move carefully and learn 

from them without offending or making them suspicious of my motives.  It didnôt help my 

uneasiness that I was lonely and yesterday the oldest daughter Sarah had made quite an 

impression on me.  She was studying her masters in aeronautical engineering and very attractive.  

I was offered food and drink as we sat in the shade of the front yard and waited for the sun to 

slowly fade.  The water was sweet and cool the vegetarian food was covered in interesting sauces 

and spices that appealed to me.  The women deferred to Terry in conversation and I faced him 

and gave him all of my attention.  Yesterday initially I had focused my attention on Sarah and 

noticed that this displeased him so after a few minutes I had addressed myself mostly to him.  

She seemed hurt or let down at the time and I felt I had made a blunder but did not know who to 

speak to so I preceded to speak to them both as much as possible.  It didnôt help that my neck 

was stiff and the muscles were fairly frozen in place from my illness and sleeping in my car.  I 



 

had to turn my body back and forth to make eye contact with both of them.  Tonight the body 

language at their home was different, as was their dress, the sari, traditional robes that were light 

and colorful.  The proximity of where they wished me to sit was much closer to Terry than to the 

women of the family so I addressed myself accordingly without excluding anyone as much as 

possible.  I waited for Terry to get to the subject at hand.  Presently he said ñHere they come, 

watchò.  The neighborôs cars came into the cul de sac in groups strangely each seemed to cross 

over from the right lane to the left to pass as closely as possible to his yard.  They all made eye 

contact with us that was not friendly.  It was like people gawking at a very strange creature in a 

zoo.  Occasionally they would sound their car horns as they were even with his house.  Several 

of them lingered in their drive ways and watched us for a few minutes before they went inside.  

One of the neighbors who lived directly across the street came out and stood on the sidewalk and 

stared at us.  His hand went to his nose like he smelled something bad as he stood there for about 

10 minutes, making the occasional exaggerated gesture.  His stare was constant and his body 

language was both strange and slightly menacing.  I had seen it all before, but this was 

confirmation.  This family that I was sitting with so pleasantly was being targeted.  The term 

Targeted Individuals had been coined by someone and had stuck.  These people were all 

Targeted Individuals or TIôs for short.  Yesterday in Davis we had talked for several hours and I 

had tried to share as much of my accumulated knowledge with them as possible.  Now I came to 

learn from them.  ñWhen did it startò, I asked.  ñRight after 9/11ò, he replied.  I did the mental 

arithmetic in my head.  It was July of 2004, so nearly three years had passed.  His eyes grew 

wider and he held my gaze as if he still couldnôt believe it.  His wife spoke in a soft voice, ñWe 

documented over 200 instances of harassmentò.  She handed me a spiral notebook that 

meticulously documented the date and time of verbal assaults, vandalism, trespassing, group 

stalking, false complaints to the police, the litany was very familiar to me.  They had suffered 

everything from throwing trash in their yard to a physical assault against their youngest daughter 

by two of the larger male neighbors.  From the progression of entries in their notebook it was 

constant and escalating.  The police would come out and take down their complaints but no 

action was ever taken against the perpetrators.  Quite the contrary, the family was treated with 

increasing disrespect and disdain by the police who occasionally threatened the victims 

themselves with charges.  In order to protect themselves the family had begun filming the 

perpetrators at their ñworkò and this was when the youngest daughter had been surround by two 

ñperpsò and punched in the face by a 6ô2ò neighbor.  The police were called, they took down the 

report and were initially sympathetic but within a few minutes a police woman showed up on the 

scene and took over.  She took the girl aside and began blaming the young woman for the 

assault, who despite a bloody nose had retained her composure up to that point.  When it became 

clear she was to be blamed and possibly prosecuted by the hostile officer she began to cry.  After 

this attack on the most vulnerable member, the very close knit family retreated further into 

isolation and fear, as this despicable form of psychological warfare is designed to make the 

targeted individual do.   After a cursory flipping through the pages of entries that formed the 

death of a thousand cuts I shook my head and looked at Terry again.  ñIs it always like this?ò  



 

ñThey arrive in groups when my wife and daughters return from school or work in the middle of 

the dayò, ñThey donôt appear to have regular working hoursò. ñIôve lived here in this house for 

26 years and these people have all moved in very recentlyò. ñSome of them have second houses 

in other parts of townò.  ñThese homes may not be their primary residencesò.  He was looking at 

me with his head tilted to the side as if speaking to me in confidence and trying to gauge my 

reaction, if I believed him and what significance this information had to me.  After all I had been 

through personally and after talking to him yesterday I believed him.  I had already met about 

two dozen ñTIôsò who had similar stories.  My own experiences had been fantastical in 

themselves, and I believed that after the last several years nothing could surprise or amaze me, 

yet every new day brought continuing revelations that stretched my imagination.  I prided myself 

on my discerning eye when it came to human beings.  None of the 8-10 ñperpetratorsò I had seen 

in the last two hours seemed to be college graduates.  ñHow do they afford two houses if they 

donôt work regular hoursò, I asked.  ñWaitò, he told me with a grin.  In about thirty minutes the 

sun had gone behind the trees for good and hung just above the horizon.  Terry looked at me and 

motioned with his head.  ñHere he comes, watchò.  An oversized pickup truck not so common in 

suburban California pulled into the cul de sac and drove by at about 20 MPH.  Inside sat a 

Caucasian male, late 50ôs, early 60ôs, medium build, brown hair, white western button up shirt.  

He uncharacteristically did not make extended eye contact with us, but as he passed he slowed 

further.  Then I noticed the man who had stood on his sidewalk and gestured and stared earlier 

had now come outside as did about half of the other people who I took to be perpetrators by their 

behavior when they had driven by earlier.  They did not wave but stood in silent salute to him as 

one might greet a Raj or a lord of the manner.  They stood in awe and gratitude or walked slowly 

with the direction of his truck, maintaining eye contact looking happy to see him.  He 

acknowledged their homage to him without waving either, but with a barely suppressed grin and 

a few slight nods as he slouched down looking small in the huge pickup truck.  He was slowing 

not to glower or honk at Terry and family as the others had, but to accept the unspoken gratitude 

and fealty of the perpetrators who acted like serfs.  I watched him pass and pull into the fine 

house at the end of the circle that he lived in alone.  After he and his truck disappeared into the 

garage the 5-6 perpetrators who had emerged gradually melted back into their houses.  Terry 

looked at me and raised his eyebrows and characteristically widened his eyes in an unspoken 

questionéwell.  I had met 20 or more TIôs and seen many more perpetrators at work, but I had 

never seen anything quite like this.  I said, ñHe is obviously the handler, he must pay the billsò.  

Normally I didnôt commit myself to TIôs and instead let them explain their situation, but this was 

all too much.  I had seen handlers before who worked for the feds and ran entire towns, but I had 

never seen anything quite like this.  ñWhat do you know about himò, I asked.  ñHe works for the 

State of Californiaò.  A short time later, perhaps thirty minutes had passed when a short 

distinctive toot on a horn sounded.   ñDid you hear that horn?ò  He gestured with his index finger 

beside his ear.  ñYesô, I replied.  ñListenô he said.  The few neighbors who were outside 

immediately without hesitation all went indoors.  I heard the sound of more doors being shut and 

presently they shut three or four windows with a distinctive thump.  ñWhen the horn sounds they 



 

all go inside until there is an all clear horn, and then they re-emergeò.  The sun dropped down 

below the horizon and they continued to feed me and bring me water to drink.  We all 

collectively relaxed as the neighbors seemed to disappear and the evening cooled with soft 

California breezes.  The stars were coming out in silent witness.  I was very tired and switched to 

tea and enjoyed their company.  His family was generous and intelligent.  The youngest daughter 

had just finished her sociology degree and was headed to law school.  The oldest daughter was 

beginning her masters in aeronautical engineering.  Terryôs wife was going back to work in an 

office as an executive secretary.  Terry was experiencing ill health and was unable to work.  It 

bothered him, but he did not elaborate on the state of his health.  Despite his obvious burden he 

did not feel it necessary to complain.  I spoke about my journey from Texas and my meetings 

with other TIôs along the way, leaving out the most hair-raising details.  I tried to talk about 

common interests and happier subjects.  They were glad to have company, someone that 

understood what they were going through.  The hours passed quickly as we smiled and laughed 

together in the dark.  Some of the laughter was heartfelt some of it was incredulous and even 

macabre due to the situation and subject matter.   The short distinctive horn sounded again and 

one or two neighbors came back outside to tend their yards or just gaze at us as one looks at a 

two headed calf.  ñWatchò, he said.  Two neighbors came out with high pressure nozzles on their 

garden hoses and washed down their cars, the sides of their houses, and even the sidewalks near 

their houses, then went inside.  ñThey always wash down their cars, sidewalks, and even the 

sides of their housesò.  He looked at me as if I might hold the answer to the riddle, but I was at a 

loss.                   

     Terry and his family were very open and welcoming but they had not invited me inside their 

house.  The inside of their house was exemplarily of what I found in most TI houses.  The 

members of the TI community were all ashamed to some degree of what they had to go through 

and what they did to try to stay alive.  Their notebook recorded the daily assaults that ran from 

verbal taunts to physical attacks but these thousand cuts were not all that had to be endured.  In 

fact these torments were the least of their torture.  Like most TIôs the Dôsouza family, besides 

being harassed with organized gang stalking were being attacked with nonlethal microwave 

weapons.  The first recorded mass attacks using microwave ñnonlethalò weapons had been 

against anti-nuclear protesters in Greenham Common, England.  The protesters were mostly 

women and children who surrounded the US air base and tried to block the deployment of 

nuclear tipped cruise missiles on UK soil.  The Reagan and Thatcher Administrations were 

adamant that the missiles be deployed and the peace marchers were even more adamant that they 

would not be deployed.  They camped out around the perimeter of the base for several years and 

in the end were successful.  They also collectively became targets of microwave weapons from 

inside the US base in an effort to drive them away.  Even though these were invisible bullets, the 

medical evidence that this was happening was confirmed by medical authorities, electronics 

experts, and Nobel Prize nominated scientists.  One woman nearly died and many were 

debilitated and remain so today.  The majority of the TI community were not only targets of gang 

stalking and street theater; they were also being attacked with these state of the art microwave 



 

frequency ñnonlethalò weapons.  I was determined to find out why and more to the point by 

whom.  The earliest work on the effects of electromagnetic fields on human beings was done by 

Nikola Tesla; the earliest scientific paper was an Italian publication from 70 years ago.  Japanese 

scientists had used prisoners of war in WWII to experiment on, the lab notebooks referred to the 

test subjects as ñmonkeysò, but it was plain that they had used people in the lab and that these 

POWôs had been cooked to death in terminal experiments.  The US Navy confiscated the 

Japanese biowarfare and electromagnetic warfare knowledge at the end of the war and had 

classified it, jealously guarding it for their own use.  The US evaluated the Japanese microwave 

and radio frequency weapon as being capable of killing unshielded human beings at a range of 5-

10 miles.  The equipment was just too large and unwieldy to be fielded at that time.  The 

scientific literature really took off in 1958 when Dr. Allen Fry made major breakthroughs.  His 

two papers were entitled ñMicrowave auditory effect and applicationsò and ñHuman auditory 

response to modulated electromagnetic energyò.  The unclassified scientific literature was very 

revealing up to a point when major breakthroughs had been made and classification made the 

publication of the scientistôs major breakthroughs go black.  Things just seemed to have stopped 

in the 1970ôs, but had they really stopped, or was someone guarding these technologies as one 

would guard the family jewelséand if so, why.  I kept searching and reading books and 

scientific papers to find out where this promising weapons technology had gone.  The 

unclassified papers had diminished to a trickle, but they were there.  The scientists, their papers, 

and the patents for weapons of these sort were there to be found, but where were the weapons 

themselves.  It was as if the moon had moved in front of the sun and blocked out the light of day.  

Everything was there that one would expect to find except the hardware.  Who was hiding the 

hardware from all of this expensive government funded research, and what were they doing with 

it.  Just like the women protesters of Greenham Common, England, I had found a population of 

credible people saying they were experiencing certain effects that lined up perfectly with what 

one would expect to see had these weapons been fielded, yet where were the weapons, and why 

use them on these American citizens.  I needed answers and that is what drove me into the 

library to read dozens of books and scientific papers.  Now I had found part of the puzzle, it was 

probable that the weapons existed because the work of the scientists and their patents existed.  

Likewise I had found a large group of people who described exactly what the women in England 

had described, the physical and emotional effects you would expect from the use of microwave 

ñnonlethalò weapons.  Symptoms include nausea, vertigo, sleep disturbances, physical heating, 

sensations of pin pricks, shocks, burns, blurred vision, eye damage, changes in blood chemistry, 

hair loss, panic in non panic situations, and ultimately physical disability, cancer, brain tumors, 

and death.  Most TIôs were individuals in great distress but they did not strike me as people who 

suddenly went crazy in middle age.  Now I had seen with my own eyes that something bad was 

happening.  This family I was visiting and another family with a similar story were very credible 

witnesses.  Mass hysteria did not explain their claims of being attacked with microwave 

weapons.  The organized gang stalking was very real.  The more I learned the more possible it 

seemed that the attacks with classified weapons systems were taking place on innocent people. 



 

But how were they accomplishing the attacks and who was chosen to be the human guinea pig, 

by what criterion were these people chosen to be experimented on.  The first mass use of 

microwave weapons in Greenham Common had been aimed at anti-war protesters.  In the USSR 

in the 1950ôs these weapons had been aimed at the US embassy and more than one US diplomat 

had eventually died as a result.  There were precedents for this type of thing, but many questions 

remained.  I had to find out who the targets were in the self described ñTIò community. 

     Terry was hesitant to show me his home.  He was the 24
th
 TI that I had met in the last 6 

months so I didnôt press him too hard.  The gang stalking and electronic harassment tended to 

make people suspicious of others, if not outright hostile.  I couldnôt blame them for being wary, 

they were suffering terribly every day.  The pressures both physical and psychological were 

incredible.  The evening was pleasant and including our meeting yesterday he had now spent 

about 5 hours in my company.  Terry brought out a gauss meter and some other measuring 

equipment and showed me what normal readings should have been and the elevated signals that 

he routinely recorded in and around his house.  ñIt is coming from the neighborsò.  He had 

showed me in his notebook the documentation of the concerted campaign by the neighbors to 

drive his family out of their home of 26 years.  I had seen with my own eyes the activity by the 

neighbors that was consistent with behavior by other perpetrators I had witnessed harassing and 

stalking other TIôs.  These were very sober, down to earth people I was with, individuals not 

given to exaggeration.  Because he was an engineer his understanding of the electromagnetic 

spectrum was superior to mine.  He gently and painstakingly explained what the different sensors 

meant and what was normal and what was abnormal.  The readings would change depending on 

where one stood and what direction the device was pointed in.  It appeared that elevated readings 

were coming from next door and across the street.  I had seen the pattern several times before 

with similar measuring devices and some diagnostics that were different from his.  It is important 

to note that these different people, these TIôs that I had met were not contaminating each other.  

By that I mean that they had arrived at the same place on their own.  They were telling the same 

story without going online and getting the same idea from each other.  We walked around the 

edge of his house and he pointed to burns on the vegetation.  The burns on the bushes next to his 

house were rather linear and horizontal and ran about 3 feet off the ground.  The line of sight led 

back in the general direction that the readings from his EM monitoring equipment had indicated.  

The burns lined up to the house directly across the street and to the house next door.  To me this 

was merely circumstantial evidence, but I had seen this before as well.  He motioned me towards 

the front door and I followed him into the front room.  There was a bed that was elevated off the 

floor and it was draped in insulating blanks, red on one side and silver on the other.  The 

reflective silver side was turned outward to deflect the microwave and radio frequency radiation 

that bombarded the house.  He went in the back briefly and presently brought back a similar 

insulated reflective blanket and showed me discolorations and burns on the silver surface as well 

as curious looking pin holes, tiny holes that he said were perforations from the microwave 

weapon that attacked them in their beds.  Oscillating fans swung back and forth moving the air 

around as they hummed.  ñThe temperature in here is 10-15 degrees Fahrenheit above what it 



 

should beò.  ñBy using air convection and the collapsing magnetic fields of the fans we mitigate 

the microwave attacks somewhatò.  I had seen TIôs use fans and humidifiers as well as the 

reflective blankets.  These types of blankets were very commonly used.  I did not believe that 

Terry burned his vegetation, held up bic lighters to discolor the reflective blankets, or used pins 

to punch holes in them for my benefit.  I had seen all of this before in the homes of desperate 

individuals who were sober, educated, sane, and in great distress.  But those other people had all 

been alone.  This same story was now coming from a family of college graduates, the gang 

stalking and harassment campaigns by the neighbors, the EM measuring equipment readings, the 

burns and holes in reflective blankets, the health effects.  I couldnôt ignore their suffering but I 

didnôt know what to do about it.  The eldest daughter Sarah gave me a CD that had their story on 

the local news.  This was a new one on me, how had a family of TIôs managed to get on the local 

news.  We sat down together and watched the video on my laptop.  Sarah had an engineering 

degree but she wasnôt going to beat me over the head with it.  She explained to me in laymanôs 

terms what they had done and why.  ñWe figured out that the microwave radiation could not 

really be block but that there was an angle of deflection for the microwave frequency being 

aimed at the houseò.  ñIf we used corrugated sheeting at an angle of 15 degrees it would deflect 

much of what was being aimed at usò.  I couldnôt understand how a human being under such 

pressures as constant gang stalking and vicious electronic harassment could have the fortitude to 

complete an aeronautical engineering degree.  I would be hard pressed to do so with all my 

support systems in place.  I was in awe of this young woman who seemed so matter of fact.  ñWe 

placed corrugated sheeting all around the outside of the house at an angle of 15 degrees more or 

lessò.  ñThe temperature inside the house came down appreciably, it gave us some reliefò.  The 

video was from the evening news in Sacramento the first part was an on camera interview by 

Sarah describing what the family was going through.  The interview cut to a news helicopter that 

circled the house and filmed the outside of their home surrounded by large pieces of corrugated 

sheeting at a slight angle.  I was not surprised that a house in suburban Sacramento surrounded 

by corrugated sheeting had managed to attract some attention but from the video it appeared that 

every news helicopter in that part of the state had managed to make the trip to their outwardly 

quiet street.  ñYou and your family are absolutely fearlessò.  She smiled and laughed which 

seemed to bring me back to life.  Dealing with human suffering and evil on a mass scale seems to 

drain the joy out of you after a while.  ñSome of the local coverage didnôt let us explain much, it 

tended to cut off our explanations and show us in a light that was designed to make us seem 

crazyò.  ñOne station seemed to be more balanced and sympathetic and on the whole they let us 

tell on camera what was happening to us and why we had used the materialsò.  ñWe made the 

news for two weeks, until the city made us take it downò.  ñThe city building inspector had come 

out and wrote us up and wouldnôt listen to us, but we were at least able to get our story out there 

in the public domainò.  You had to admire it, most TIôs would have been afraid that the 

authorities would have them committed to a mental institution and forced to take medication 

after protesting so loudly and successfully.  Most of the TIôs I had met personally had grown 

wary of attracting the attention of the authorities.  These were isolated individuals who when 



 

they reported the neighbors for gang stalking and electronic harassment had either been 

threatened with forced incarceration or had actually been hauled off and made to take anti-

psychotic medications.  None of the TIôs I had met or talked to by phone had gotten any relief 

from being forced to take medications.  Normally 20% of the mentally ill patients in the general 

population donôt respond to the meds but in the case of the TI community I have yet to meet or 

talk to one person who got ñreliefò from the stalking and electronic harassment after they were 

forced into taking anti-psychotic medication.  They had however learned to keep their mouth 

shut or risk incarceration.  This seemed to be by design in order to discredit the TIôs and to shut 

them up, but here were four obviously sane, sober, educated adults who all were telling the same 

story, so apparently the local news might paint them as crazy people if it wished but forcing them 

into an institution and claiming mass hysteria would just not work on them as it did on isolated 

targets.  To my amazement the news stories featured the reaction of the neighbors and some of 

those interviewed were the very people who were engaging in the concerted campaign to drive 

the family out of their home.  I recognized at least two or three persons who had stared 

menacingly, honked their horns, and had gestured in what were now recognizable signals of 

street theater and gang stalking.  Whoever had designed this program of harassment was very 

familiar with the psychiatric diagnostic manual known as the DSM-IV.  It is standard diagnosis 

that claiming to have strangers make gestures to you is a criterion for being judged insane, yet 

here were the neighbors standing out in front of their houses and holding their noses like they 

had encountered a bad smell and other exaggerated and standardized gestures designed to harass 

the target.  Was it possible that this ñprogramò of street theater and gang stalking had been 

designed by a mental health care professional?  I tried to concentrate on the family at hand to 

understand why they had become targets.  I wrote them up in my mind as case study number 24.  

They were numbers twenty one through twenty four to be precise.  I was building a profile of the 

average target to find out what they had in common in order to find out why they had become 

targets.  This was text book epidemiology.  The method for discovering why people had become 

sick in outbreaks of disease was something I was familiar with.  I had studied how scientists 

determined everything from the source of food borne illness to the foci of epidemics of the 

deadly Hanta Virus.  Hanta Virus outbreaks had been my specialty a few years previously.  I had 

been on the Hanta Virus Team at a major university where we had done complex field work 

trapping rodents in the wild, sampling their fluids and tissues, and then tagging and releasing 

them to follow their life cycle and the cycle of the virus itself.  Several times a year we would 

return to the exact spot, trap the same animals and follow the rise and fall of the titer of virus in 

their blood.  We had even tried to back track the steps of people who had died of Hanta Virus in 

order to figure out where and how they had contracted the disease.  I was using the same 

methodology to find out who the average TI was how old, where they lived, what kind of work 

they did.  All the characteristics of these human beings who had become targets would hopefully 

lead me back to the answers of why they had become targets in the first place.  The use of the 

scientific methods of epidemiology might even lead me back to who was responsible.  It 

occurred to me that I was still doing field work, only this time I was working with something 



 

man made, and equally insidious, perhaps leading back to even bigger rats.  So far I had been 

very careful with whom I spoke with.  I always asked people about their personal and family 

history of mental illness.  I asked them if they had taken anti-psychotic medications and if so if 

these medications had given them relief from gang stalking and electronic harassment.  I was 

very careful not to include the mentally ill.  I was very cognizant of the fact that if I got a 

mentally ill person off of their medications then I was doing them and society a great disservice.  

I had only been contacted by 2-3 people who were mentally ill out of around one hundred who 

had phoned or emailed me.  Some of the TIôs had been targeted for decades and were in very bad 

shape.  I tried to avoid meeting and interviewing the TIôs who were in the worst shape physically 

and emotionally in order to get the most information for the amount of effort I put forth.  

Personal interviews provide more complete information than phone interviews and it became 

important to see what was happening to these people with my own eyes.  I had to verify gang 

stalking and harassment campaigns for myself.  As a scientist I can only believe in what can be 

observed, what can be measured, what I can verify, and even then I resolved to be skeptical to 

the extreme.  Anyone who engages in science and has an axe to grind or a personal belief to 

validate will do so.  By that statement I mean that for hundreds of years scientists who sought to 

prove their most cherished beliefs were always able to bend the statistics to prove themselves 

correct.  I determined not to accept statements without verification and to use multiple sources.  

A primary error that many scientists make is to have too small of an experimental group.  I 

would have to meet hundreds if not thousands of people to get this right.  I had personally 

interviewed 20 TIôs in my investigation that started in Texas, through the southwest and into 

California.  Now I was in Davis, California gazing into the eyes of a beautiful 27 year old 

woman who was an aeronautical engineer and a courageous human being.  Rule number one 

donôt get emotionally involved with your patients or your test subjects.  It had been easy not to 

fall for the little deer mouse (Perimiscus maniculatus). They were cute little creatures, kind of 

like a little four inch long Yoda with brown fur and a tail.  I was a human being with emotions 

just like everyone else but I had to keep a healthy distance from this person.  I thanked her, 

closed my laptop and went back outside.   

     After midnight the ladies went inside to bed and Terry and I sat together in peace and quiet.  I 

inquired about the man at the end of the street whom everyone seemed to defer to and Terry 

suggested we go for a walk.  We walked the long way around and after about 10 minutes as we 

neared the home of the ñhandlerò a car with two strangers turned onto the dead end street and 

proceeded at a high rate of speed to the manôs drive way and executed a 180 degree maneuver 

and took up a position facing us in front of the manôs driveway, effectively blocking our path in 

front of his house.  The men in the car were Hispanic, mid twenties, and Terry said they did not 

live there.  They both stared intently at us and I had the impression of worker bees guarding the 

queen.  It was after midnight and nothing stirred on the rest of the street.  We decided to not 

cross their path and instead reversed course and returned to his yard and sat down again.  The 

strangers in the car waited about 10 minutes or more without stirring and then drove leisurely 

away.  It was one more strange event in a cast of thousands.  The two of us chatted a while and 



 

then I asked him what the strangest thing that had happened to him so far was.  He silently 

laughed, ñOne day two months ago I was walking on the side of the house in the back yardò.  He 

gestured toward the house next door where the strong EM signals had emanated.  ñI was walking 

near the fence when I felt a hot blast of air on my leg, I looked down and there was a large hose 

like an over sized clothes dryer hose placed under the fenceò.  ñIt started in the neighborôs attic, 

came out in a concealed manner, down to the ground and ended up underneath the fenceò.  ñI 

could hear a motor of some kind come on periodically and the warm air would begin to 

surreptitiously come out under the fenceò.  ñIt must have been there quite some time because I 

couldnôt see it and only discovered it by chance because it was on and I happened to be walking 

by just thenò.  ñShow meò, I said.  We walked around to that side of the house but it was dark 

and there wasnôt much to see.  ñThey took the hose down, but I still hear the motor come on and 

I think the warm air still pushes into my back yardò.  ñLook, see all these treesò.  There were 40-

60ô trees in the neighbors yards on two sides of his back yard in a giant L shape.  The third side 

had 30ô hedges, which was the side we stood near.  Altogether the trees and hedges formed a 

giant U shape all around his house just outside of his property line.  ñThe prevailing wind comes 

down the street toward the front of the house and creates an air pocket around my house because 

of the neighborôs treesò.   ñEven on windy days there is virtually no air circulation in my yardò.  

ñAll of these fast growing trees and hedges were planted by the neighbors as soon as they moved 

in, and just before the harassment startedò.  ñWhat did they say when you told them about the 

hose in your yardò, I asked.  ñI didnôt say a thingò.  ñImmediately I got two industrial size fans 

and pointed them straight up in the air and pushed all of the air out of the air pocket and in that 

directionò.  He pointed directly back behind his house.  ñThere is a school about a quarter of a 

mile or less just off my back fenceò.  ñThere was an emergency evacuation of all the school 

children less than forty five minutes after the very large, very loud fans started blasting the air 

out of the pocketò.  ñThey said on the news that there was a gas leakò.  It was plan from his tone 

and the look on his face that he didnôt believe it was a gas leak.  ñWhat do you think it wasò, I 

asked.  ñI donôt knowò.  One more confusing event in a laundry list of strange.  I was too tired 

and just plain overloaded to make sense of it all.  I filed it away under case study number 24.  

Not to my credit I was waiting for an invitation to sleep over and head out in the morning but I 

realized that despite the generous hospitality it did not extend to male sleep overôs of non family 

members.  It was 2 a.m. and I contemplated sleeping in my Dodge Caravan ñmommy vanò, but 

things had been too weird on this street by half and so I said my goodbyes as best I could to this 

surrounded and set upon good man and pointed my van in the direction of Davis, about 45 

minutes away.  As I left Sacramento and turned toward Davis the highway stretched out straight 

before me and I saw a CHIPS police cruiser pulled off to the right on the shoulder with its lights 

off.  Just as I drew even the cop threw his emergency lights on and startled me.  I wondered if he 

was going to pull onto the freeway and pull my tired ass over, but he just sat there with his lights 

on.  About one mile or more farther on I came to a rise in the road, and just as I crested it, I saw 

another CHIPS police cruiser on the right shoulder, lights off, just about where the last one had 

been.  Once again, just as I drew nearly even with him he hit the lights but no siren.  I waited 



 

again for the cop to pull onto the black top and pull me over, but just like before he just sat there.  

It was 2:30 a.m. and there was not a soul on the road but me and the two cops for miles, nor were 

there lights coming in the other direction.  Deserted was an understatement.  His lights continued 

flashing red and blue but fading into the distance behind me so I let out a sigh of relief.  Driving 

while exhausted was not strictly speaking a crime, but I was anxious to sleep in a cheap hotel bed 

or my car, not a jail cell.  Again the red and blue flashing lights were nearly out of sight one mile 

back as I headed up the next rise.  To my amazement there was another cop on the right shoulder 

in the same general spot on the far side of the hill, and just as before when I was almost even 

with him he flipped his emergency lights on, but did not budge.  I was kind of shook up this time 

and wondered if anyone would believe it if I told them.  ñHoly shitò.  Then something jogged my 

memory and I remembered what I had told Terry the day before back at U.C. Davis.  The topic 

of a police state and fascism had come up.  I mentioned that the Nazis had formed private armies 

as a spring board to infiltrate the German armed forces.  Then very methodically they had 

infiltrated the police forces.  Once the police forces had become infiltrated I told him that the die 

was cast and there was no going back.  The fascist police state was complete and the disaster of a 

world war was unavoidable.  This demonstration of police cruisers sitting on the far side of the 

overpass with their lights off, strung out every mile continued, I think I counted 14 in all.  Who 

the hell would believe this demonstration, and was that what it meant.  Were they trying to send 

me a not so subtle message of power like a psychological body blow?  There had been people 

walking around us as we spoke outside but no one had stopped to listen to our conversation 

yesterday that I could remember.  Like all street theater and gang stalking it seemed designed to 

send a message that there was nowhere to hide.  In that 15 mile stretch of reoccurring cops and 

their sequence of emergency lights I wondered how they knew and why they bothered.  Two 

questions I could not answer, but the demonstration made no other sense other than as an answer 

to my prognostication on the lessons of history.  It looked like war on the horizon, and I was a 

solitary driver on a dark lonely road. 

      The mentality that would use these weapons to torture and kill the innocent was not 

something I was sure that I had seen close up.  My mother had been a district attorney and had 

prosecuted murderers and plenty of sociopathic personalities but I was out of my depth.  In the 

past year my research had led me to read about the MKULTRA program that had used these very 

same Nazi Paperclip scientists to perfect the science of mind control.  The MK stood for the 

German words for mind control.  The Senate hearings in the 1970ôs detailed how the CIA had 

slipped LSD on thousands of unsuspecting US citizens but what was revealed had only been a 

fragment.  Richard Helms, director of the CIA in the 1960ôs, had destroyed the archive of the 

experiments that had been run on people and what survived was only what they were willing to 

admit to under oath, which wasnôt much.  I had attended a conference of MKULTRA survivors 

to learn more about MKULTRA because many of the same elements that were present in the 

microwave attacks were also present in the experiments that were done on people as part of 

MKULTRA.  The SMART conference run by Neil Brick was attended by about 40 people who 

had been subjected to the MKULTRA programming as children in the 1950ôs through the 



 

1970ôs.  The ideal experimental subject for mind control is a female because they have a higher 

tolerance for pain and disassociate easier.  The general idea behind mind control is to induce 

extreme trauma, to break the human mind in order to control it.  The techniques were developed 

by Nazi scientists in places like the Dachau concentration camp where the men, women and 

children were going to be gassed and cremated anyway so the supply of human test subjects was 

virtually limitless and the Nazi scientists could do with them what they wished.  Dr. Joseph 

Mengele had a PhD in Eugenics and an MD and he had perfected the techniques of mind control 

such as trauma bonding.  By forcing one twin to kill another twin or forcing one child to kill a 

family member it was possible to split their personality and exert control over their mind.  Some 

of the child victims of Dr. Mengele still refer to him today as ñbeautiful Josephò.  This powerful 

programming made them exhibit profound affection for the man who killed their closest family 

members before their very eyes.  Dr. Joseph Mengele and later American scientists experimented 

extensively with children and adults using mescaline, LSD, electro-shock therapy, hypnosis, 

sensory deprivation, torture, rape, starvation, and trauma bonding.  I read a book by Dr. Colin 

Ross, called Blue Bird that explained the techniques and personalities behind MKULTRA.  The 

men who were trained in this methodology are termed programmers.  The idea is to first create a 

case of multiple personality disorder (MPD) or using the modern psychiatric term, dissociative 

identity disorder (DID) by using severe trauma at an early age.  According to MKULTRA 

documents and sources, the methodology of mind control works best when severe trauma is 

administered by the age of three years old.  Severe trauma, such as rape, applied at the age of 

three will cause the personality to split or dissociate in an attempt to shield the mind from 

memories of events too painful to endure.  The Three Faces of Eve is the story of multiple 

personality disorder or MPD that had been created by childhood abuse.  The Palle Hardup case is 

an example of a purposeful hypnotically created case of MPD that was used to create a robot 

assassin.  MPD can be created by a therapist in an effort manipulate the human mind.  Psychic 

trauma and creation of multiple personalities may be caused by the above techniques and by 

ritual sacrifice of animals and humans, which is also a feature of satanic ritual abuse (SRA).  The 

extreme trauma causes the dissociation.  The programmer will use triggers and hypnosis to call 

forth the created personality, known as an alter personality.  Not all people are hypnotizable, but 

trauma at an early age makes people vulnerable to dissociation, and thus hypnotizable.  Typically 

the programmer might wear a rabbit suit and sacrifice a rabbit in front of the child victims.  The 

image of the rabbit, a phrase from Alice in Wonderland, or similar paired images are used as the 

triggers to call forth the alter personality.  Dr. Mengele reportedly used his violin to play a 

musical trigger to accomplish the same step.  The method works best when the trauma is 

repeated around six years of age.  A few years later the child victims IQ test and personality tests 

are evaluated to determine whether the child may be trained in assassination, sexual blackmail, 

drug courier, or other role.  Years later, the subject may be hypnotized and used for espionage 

operations but would only be consciously aware of the sense of lost time.  The people who 

attended the SMART conference looked like normal everyday people and I found it hard to 

imagine them being subjected to these experiments as children in government labs and cults 



 

started by the US intelligence agencies.  Most of them were female, about 45-60 years old with 

the average age about late 50ôs.  The individuals I spoke with were all of above average 

intelligence who calmly told me about spending decades trying to find therapists who could help 

them reintegrate the different personalities that had been created and to carry on some semblance 

of a normal life.  Those MKULTRA survivors and therapists who spoke at the conference 

revealed the commonalities or standard operating procedures that are used to create mind control 

subjects.  Reading Blue Bird had prepared me for the experience but I still found it hard to grasp 

that so much money, time, and effort had been spent in the quest to break and control the human 

mind.  I left in awe that the therapists had the courage to help these often destitute people and 

that the human spirit had somehow, with time and effort, persevered in the end.  Of course those 

victims who had been murdered, committed suicide, or had remained broken were not present.  

Dr. Sidney Gottlieb supervised the many CIA sponsored psychiatrists who engaged in these 

crimes against humanity for his boss, Richard Helms.  In 1960 Dr. Stephen Aldrich had taken 

over from Gottlieb and Aldrich had changed the emphasis of the mind control operation away 

from the use of LSD and experiments in government labs and towards the study of remote 

electronic manipulation of the brain and the occult.  This is about the exact time that government 

sponsored or infiltrated cults like the Church of Satan and the Temple of Set and others began to 

form.   MKULTRA Subproject 119 was the foundation of all non-lethal weapons programs 

currently active with a subtitle; Techniques of activation of the human organism by remote 

electronic means.  This memo was dated August 17, 1960 and when viewed with other evidence 

that was not destroyed, shows significant interest in radio frequency (RF) weapons and direct 

control of human behavior at a distance.  This aspect of the research is where the greatest modern 

emphasis has been, rather than chemical or biological agents, both of which leave physical traces 

and violate existing treaties.  Helms had written a 1964 memo to the Warren Commission that 

described ñLow intensity warfare transmitting strategic subliminal messages to the brains of 

enemy populationsò.  He advocated the use of high frequencies to affect memory and the 

unconscious mind.   ñBiological radio communicationò: ñCybernetics can be used in molding of 

a childôs character, the inculcation of knowledge and techniques, the amassing of experience, the 

establishment of social behavior patternséall functions which can be summarized as control of 

the growth processes of the individual.ò  These were acts of war that were supposed to be used 

against people bent on destroying the United States, but the people who had developed these 

techniques of individual and mass attack using microwave frequencies had only a few years 

earlier been trying to destroy the US in WWII.  Could it be that the mind control techniques and 

weapons these Nazis had developed to help us destroy the USSR were now being used against 

potential enemies like the Dôsouza family and political enemies like Bob Starret.   

III Ramona Ayalla 

     Ramona Ayalla had a soft voice on the phone and she sounded like a very kind person.  She 

was in her mid 40ôs and lived alone in an apartment complex in a two bedroom that was clean 

and tidy.  ñI donôt drive now, my car kept having problemsò.  She was apologizing for not going 



 

to the store for me.  Ramona had soft round features but in her photographs she was lean and 

quite attractive.  Like all the TIôs I met, the years had not been kind to her.  ñI used to be a 

community activist; I received awards for my service and the enmity of the policeò.  ñI did 

everything from organizing voter registration drives to confronting the police during illegal 

raidsò.  The more we talked the more I realized that she was the real deal when it came to a 

community activist.  This woman with the quiet voice and soft round face that stood about 5ô5ò 

was fearless and tireless in ways that few people are in this life.  ñThe police began to target the 

young people in the Hispanic community, I heard them say so myselfò.  They said, ñWe got all 

the gang members, theyôre all either in jail or dead, now we just have to focus on the 14 and 15 

year oldsò.  When they brought them in for questioning for fighting in school or driving 

violations the kids didnôt seem to know where they wereò.  ñI would go to the police and talk to 

them and confront them on their treatment of the kids that they classified as pre-delinquentò.  

ñPeople in the local community began to depend on me, when there was a party at one house, a 

birthday party, the police came with their riot gear, their dogs and guns, you should have seen it, 

the helicopters were circlingò.  ñI got out in the street and walked up to them and told them that 

this was a birthday party and there was not any trouble and that I had called the news media and 

that if they raided this party and arrested these good kids and called them gang members that the 

truth would get outò.  ñThey used their dogs to intimidate me but I wouldnôt back down and so 

they got back in their cars and vans and leftò.  Ramona had grown up on a small ranch in a rural 

area just north of San Diego very near where she still lived.  It wasnôt until she was around thirty 

that she began to attend community college and started taking creative writing classes that she 

began to realize her innate intelligence and her true ability and power as a human being.  It gave 

her the courage and gravitas to begin to assert herself as a leader in the community that she had 

lived all her life.  After a time the Hispanic community came to her when they had problems and 

even young people of all races would approach her and ask her for advice and help with their 

problems.  She had earned her place as a leader by confronting the abuses of power and by 

encouraging the young people to realize their own potential by sponsoring educational programs 

and community based solutions to the need for housing and jobs.  It was because of her 

interactions with the police and her efforts to organize people in the community that she 

eventually became a TI.   

    Ramona had been a target for over ten years now and she was one of the people I considered 

to be heavily targeted.  Her home was entered frequently and her personal papers were often 

removed, even her food was poisoned on a regular basis.  The standard manner of disabling TIôs 

by poisoning was to place organophosphates, pesticides, in their food and water.  A person who 

is targeted in this manner learns not to leave open containers of any kind in their home when they 

leave home.  This type of poisoning was usually done with a common soil fumigant that made 

them lethargic and nauseous much of the time.  The immediate effects are gastrointestinal pain, 

lethargy and sleeplessness, headaches, and then their thinking becomes confused and memory is 

interfered with.  The target may only be capable of normal activity for a couple of hours a day. 

This method of poisoning is fairly effective because the chemicals involved are colorless and in 



 

most cases fairly odorless.  When the chemical is dropped into liquids it becomes diluted and is 

very hard to taste, even in water.  The average TI will not realize this is happening to them until 

the affects become acute and then they find out from their doctor or when they test their food 

with a pesticide detection kit.  I found out the hard way by drinking from an opened water bottle 

in Ramonaôs home that had been poisoned.  The perpetrator had been careless and had spilled 

some of the pesticide on the mouth of the plastic container which I immediately tasted because it 

was at full strength and not diluted by the water in the bottle.  The skin on my lips began to peel 

rapidly and the next morning my abdomen felt as if I had sustained a serious injury.  The pain 

doubled me over and was so persistent I was not sure if I could walk very far.  The skin that had 

come into direct contact with the bottle peeled off completely and it took me two weeks to feel 

normal again.  TIôs that are targeted in this manner are forced to go to the store nearly every day 

to buy only that amount of food that they will eat that day because once a container is opened 

and the TI leaves home they must carry it with them or throw it out when they return.  Eating and 

drinking out of opened containers is referred to euphemistically as TI roulette.  I tend to have a 

rather slow learning curve, and I had heard this scenario from other targets, but this experience 

seemed to educate me rather quickly.  The neighbors that surrounded Ramona were some of the 

most vicious perpetrators I had yet to come across.  Since many of them were retired they were 

able to devote their whole time to Ramona.  These perpetrators were all elderly Caucasians and 

quite proud in the way they carried out their harassment.  It seemed that this harassment program 

would often use people of a different race on the target and since Ramona was Hispanic she was 

targeted almost exclusively by Caucasians to instill a greater sense of victimization.  When 

Ramona and I left her apartment to check the mail or do the laundry a short distinctive horn 

would sound, similar to what I observed at the Dôsouza residence, but this was about keeping 

track of her movements, not a signal to go indoors or come back outside to wash down the cars 

and houses.  When we would return to the apartment another horn would sound that gave the 

perpetrators a heads up to our arrival.  About half the time there was some evidence of entry and 

tampering, most of it rather juvenile, papers shuffled, dirt thrown on the carpet, furniture moved.  

During my visit it seemed to be about delivering the message that they could do whatever they 

wanted more than actually trying to create destruction.  It was a form of psychological warfare 

that takes away the safety and security needs of the TI.  The basic human need to have a safe 

harbor where one is immune to incursions from the outside world is common to all, and if taken 

away creates an internal stress in the target that disrupts their normal work life.  It is a means of 

psychologically disabling the TI without actually killing themémuch like the use of pesticide 

does in the physical realm.  Ramona had an upstairs apartment with a single neighborôs door 

close to hers and two apartments downstairs.  Her front door and balcony faced four other 

apartments directly across from her.  The apartment across from her and downstairs on the left 

usually had three women sitting outside who often spoke in artificially loud voices and would 

cackle and laugh with glee.  I was reminded of nothing so much as the Weird Sisters in Macbeth.  

The other immediate neighbors would often time their arriving and leaving to coincide with ours 

such that they were transmitting the message that all of our movements were monitored.  This 



 

was exactly what I had observed at the Dôsouza home and had been told of by other TIôs.  These 

perpetrators were as brazen as those that surrounded the Dôsouzaôs, perhaps even more so.  The 

body language and street theater of gang stalking was becoming more familiar to me.  The 

process of gawking and staring at TIôs and the exaggerated mannerisms that reminded me of the 

signs of the third base coach in baseball.  These mannerisms of holding their nose was meant to 

transmit the message, ñYou stinkò, the sign of actually putting their fingers up their nose, 

scratching their rear end or their crotch in an artificial and exaggerated manner were all things I 

had seen over and over again in the company of different TIôs.  I was starting to consider myself 

something of an expert at figuring out who was a perpetrator and who was just pulling their nose 

and scratching.  It was a question of how exaggerated the mannerism was, how aggressively they 

would dig in their nose and for how long, and whether they were making direct eye contact at the 

same time all the while exhibiting an expression of an amused sneer.  It was clear to me now that 

this activity of ñstreet theaterò that was a feature of mobbing or organized gang stalking directed 

at TIôs was also a form of psychological warfare designed to deliver a message of harassment 

that the casual uninitiated observer would miss entirely.  In small town America in the south the 

KKK used this methodology of harassment, called mobbing, to drive their enemies out of town.  

When the person was driven out and moved to another town the local KKK had been notified 

and was waiting for them to drive them out again.  The targets of the KKK were not actually 

murdered but they were driven from place to place until they literally dropped in their tracks.  

They were destroyed financially and emotionally and served as examples to others who might 

contemplate challenging the KKK.  These techniques had been further refined by the US 

intelligence agencies in the post WWII world.  It was discovered that it was not necessary to 

murder enemy agents in the US.  Merely by artificially raising the stress level of the target they 

could be immobilized in place.  Just by bumping their car in traffic, brushing up against them in 

public, initiating a verbal confrontation, entering their home and stealing their personal papers 

and belongings, tearing up the street outside their house with jackhammers or routing large 

trucks past their home every night, these taken as a whole could be very effective.  These are all 

normal occurrences of life, but if they are artificially engineered to happen 10-20 times a day, 

every day for 2-3 weeks the stress level of the enemy agent is pegged at an artificially high level.  

They begin to lose sleep, suffer from depression and increased anxiety that makes their work 

output in the office begin to suffer and drop precipitously until the agent is virtually neutralized 

in place.  Ramona had been under this onslaught for more than ten years and her work as a 

community activist had ceased to exist.  Wherever I accompanied Ramona we were followed.  If 

we entered a store there would be several perpetrators who accompanied us into the store and 

made small purchases.  Sometimes the store would be virtually flooded with perpetrators.  They 

often made an effort to get into line in front of us and would practice delaying tactics such as 

slowly digging into a change purse and laboriously counting out pennies or writing checks in an 

exaggerated manner designed to take up as much of the TIôs time as possible.  The perpetrators 

ran the gamut of retired police and fire, government bureaucrats, elderly retirees, foreign 

nationals, people from all walks of life who had been organized into a type of community watch 



 

program designed to keep tabs on the TI and to initiate these low level harassment operations 

designed to raise the targetôs stress level, disturb their purposeful behavior, and slowly drive 

them crazy in a form of gas lighting that the state paid for.  It was an exercise of unlimited 

money and man power that was unmistakable in its origin. 

     Every TI tries to figure out how to shield themselves from the EM weapons attacks and 

Ramona was no different.  She reported that she was horribly tortured by the EM attacks, mostly 

at night when she tried to sleep.  Her bed was just a mattress to avoid the metal coils that made 

the effects worse.  She slept with rubber mats underneath her to insulate her body.  The same 

type of reflective material I had seen used by the Dôsouza family covered her body.  She had 

rigged a ground wire to the metallic blanket that could be plugged into the electrical ground in 

the wall socket.  She showed me these reflective materials she had previously used that had 

discolorations she called burns just as Terry Dôsouza had.  Many of these materials that were 

rigged to block the attacks had the very small pinholes in them that I had seen before as well.  

The attacks tended to heat up her body and were usually aimed at her head so she kept several 

large water bottles in the freezer to place next to her head while she slept to counteract the 

heating effect.  Ramona reported to me that the microwave attacks emanated from the apartment 

downstairs where the retired police officer and his wife lived.  I had seen the person she referred 

to the previous days exhibiting the same exaggerated mannerisms of scratching his rear end and 

pulling on his nose for my benefit.  She told me that the EM technology had put her in a state 

resembling a drug induced sleep and that on several occasions she had awoken to find the man 

from downstairs and several others in her bedroom.  She was immobilized and not fully 

conscious when they had sexually assaulted her.  The ability to incapacitate a target and use EM 

weapons to induce sleep were all over the scientific literature going back to the 1930ôs.  During 

the rest of my visit with Ramona I slept on a mattress in front of the door so that my body would 

have to be moved so that the door could open.  I wanted to protect this kind woman from her 

perpetrators but this in the end would be another temporary Pyrrhic victory.  ñThey lured my son 

into a trap and now he has been in prison for several yearsò.  Her son was a little slow, and even 

though he was in his early 20ôs his mental age was probably about half that.  ñThey got a girl to 

approach him, she was under the age of consent but he doesnôt know anything about girls, she 

was the aggressorò.  ñHe said she laughed at him when he didnôt know how to take off a braò.  

ñAt the trial some of the members of the jury and even the judge were gesturing to their noses 

and laughing to each otherò.  ñThey gave him eight years in prison where they are using the 

technology on him and doing the gang stalking in the prisonò.  ñHe is slow and doesnôt 

understand what is happening to him, but he describes what they say to him and do to him in his 

letters to meò.  ñThey are using the technology and verbal harassment on him to try to 

manipulate his sexual preferenceò.  ñHe is being used as an experimental mind control subject 

and there is nothing I can doò.  ñOther members of my family are also being targeted, my niece 

is a target and she is barely four years oldò.  ñMy daughter in-law tells me that for the past year 

my niece wakes up at night complaining of pain in her genitalsò.  ñAfter every night they are 

always inflamed and red and even though they have tried medicineéthe doctors they cannot 



 

explain why she wakes up with damage to her genitalséshe is only four years oldò.  The tears in 

her eyes start to roll down her face as she shakes her head in disbelief.  ñShe tells me, grandma, I 

know about sex grandma, and she began to dress in a revealing fashion, that is just not naturalò.  

ñI know they are using the technology to attack her and to program her from an early age to be 

the kind of person they can use in the futureò.  Ramona comes from a large family and she told 

me about many unfortunate things that have happened to them over the years, from disability, 

premature death, alienation from each other, it was a litany of sorrow.  I would normally chalk it 

up to the vagaries of destiny and imagination but the theme of covertly attacking a TIôs family 

while they attack the TI overtly, that is letting them know they are under attack, is a primary 

theme.  The family members are also enrolled in experimental programs that covertly cause 

things to happen to them like onset of disease like cancer, or illnesses that can be explained away 

as ñthe breaksò.  The fact that Ramona grew up a poor minority in a rural area next to an air force 

base was instructive.  She told me of strange things happening on the family property that 

sounded like the family had seen more than its fair share of intervention and experimentation 

over the years.  Normally I would call it paranoia, but the other TIôs were fresh in my mind, as 

were my chemically burned lips.  I had hoped that each visit would supply me with answers to a 

few questions but instead these questions seemed to mushroom out into an ever growing 

structure that resembled a giant cathedral of evil.  If this reality that I was moving through, the 

lives of these people, the broken and the damned, was a true reality and not some unfortunate 

nightmare, then we were really in trouble.  The nation, the world, was in for a rude awakening, if 

it ever did wake up. 

IV Elizabeth Navarro  

     Elizabeth Navarro was in her early 70ôs, very petite and thin, but with a kind of energy that 

seemed to emanate from deep in her being.  She lived alone in San Antonio, Texas in an 

apartment.  I met her for lunch on my way to California, but she would only take a cup of coffee 

and refused to let me pay for it.  She was a God fearing woman who after the experience of being 

a TI for about 7 years now cursed like a sailor.  ñThese people are going to burn in hell, God will 

strike them downò.  Normally that would have turned me off, but after what I had seen in the last 

year and what I had managed to learn from her about her ordeal, it made me perk up.  This 

woman might be elderly and weigh all of 100 pounds but she had steel in her spine and she was a 

fighter.   Elizabeth had first been targeted in 2001 right before the attacks of 9/11 and she had 

been one of the TIôs I refer to as heavily targeted.  She did not get a whole lot of gang stalking in 

the community but she had been tortured intensely with microwave weapons and the systematic 

home invasions.  She reported that the people who harassed he had moved into her apartment 

complex above her and next door.  Whenever she left the house they entered her apartment and 

destroyed her personal possessions and sabotaged her appliances and personal papers.  She had 

called the police on every occasion and sworn out complaints but the police merely took down 

the information and left without ever making further inquiries or arrests of the perpetrators.  

Elizabeth was microwaved day and night and I looked at photographs of her from just a few 

years earlier and the difference was startling.  The attacks had disfigured her face and body even 

worse than Ramona and the other TIôs I had met.  Part of the psychological attack on women 



 

seemed to be aimed at destroying their physical appearance to strike at their self image and 

confidence.  It was a means of inducing trauma in the victim as they were slowly cooked to 

death.  Elizabeth stated that if she left the house five times in one day that her perpetrators would 

enter the house five times to sabotage appliances, destroy or steal her valuables and to do things 

to let her know that they had been there.  Often the perpetrators would move her furniture around 

to frustrate her or throw dirt or trash on the floor in the practice of psychological warfare that 

takes away the victimôs emotional needs for safety and security.  It was also a manner of 

transmitting the message of helplessness to the TI that the police would not help her.  Elizabeth 

was not about to take this lying down and she went to see her Congressional representative on a 

weekly basis to deliver information about this experimental program and demand action.  The 

fact that the authorities would take no action to help her only made Elizabeth more resolved to be 

a thorn in their side and demand her rights as a US citizen.  Elizabeth had been a civil rights 

activist in the 1960ôs and she had been instrumental in getting the movie theaters in Dallas to end 

their practice of racial segregation that made African Americans sit in the balcony section and 

dictated that whites sit in the lower tier.  This was what I would come to classify as a risk factor.  

What most people would applaud as good citizenship was a mark against her in her file.   About 

the same time she had given a ride to a hitch hiker who was in military uniform.  When she got 

home her sister was waiting at the door and told her, ñThe FBI was here looking for youò.  It 

would seem that she was already a person of interest to the FBI and that the young man was 

AWOL from his unit during the Vietnam War.  Elizabeth had a file and her home address and 

political activities were known to the FBI.  The event of picking up the hitch hiker was not 

intended to aid an Army deserter but this is probably exactly what showed up in her growing file 

at the FBI.  She later got a job with Chevron and received a security clearance and then relocated 

to work overseas in Iran.  While she lived in Iran she learned the language and customs and 

made friends among the Iranian people and lived with an Iranian family.  She had in effect ñgone 

nativeò in the eyes of US authorities so it was at this time that she reported that she was first 

being placed under surveillance and followed while in Iran.  Many TIôs who traveled went to 

parts of the world such as the Middle East or Central America or Cuba.  They were traveling to 

places of great interest to the intelligence community and this by itself is a risk factor for 

becoming a TI.  The process of getting a security clearance, working for a major oil company, 

and ñgoing nativeò, are all potential negative entries and must be considered a significant risk 

factor each in their own right.  These discrete risk factors are shared by a significant percentage 

of the TI population.  Elizabeth eventually returned to the US and got a job with the state of 

Texas and at some point was disabled in an elevator accident and began to draw disability.  Just 

as the original Eugenics movement sought to remove the ñempty eatersò from society, people 

that the state had to support, so too this program appears to target people who are a drain on the 

coffers of the state.  These risk factors are cumulative and no one factor by itself is sufficient to 

cause a person to be targeted for elimination as a human test subject.  The program operates like 

a giant computer program with the names of every US citizen in the data base.  One risk factor 

corresponds to a given weighted score and each entry increases that personôs score so that the 

cumulative score is what determines who is chosen for ñenrollmentò into the program.  It is an 

elaborate three strikes and youôre out program that seeks to focus on dissidents, ñpotential 

security risksò, and ñundesirablesò.  The risk factors that Elizabethôs incurred were civil rights 

activity, anti-war activity, racial minority (female), above average intelligence (120+), security 

clearance, employment by major oil company, foreign travel (Iran), ñgoing nativeò, government 

employee, and physical disability payments.  She probably had more factors in common with the 



 

other TIôs than these but these were the only ones I could document in my interview.  By using 

potential enemies of the state and ñempty eatersò the program in effect is turning its lemons into 

lemonade.  The typical TI is in effect the worldôs most expensive human guinea pig to perfect 

these state of the art microwave weapons and the techniques of mind control.  Elizabeth is 

subjected to severe forms of sleep deprivation and because her hypothalamus is microwaved it 

disrupts her emotional equilibrium as well.  Her face and skin have been disfigured in an attempt 

to traumatize her.  Her purposeful behavior and memory are interfered with by using infra sound 

to wipe her memory clean and subliminal manipulation to change her behavior.  She is a very 

dynamic and brave person but she is only a human being and after seven years of intense torture 

her strength and mental acuity is starting to fade away.  She continues to go to her Congressman 

and to use every tool she has to fight back.  She reported to me that sometimes when she wakes 

she will hear a strange sort of guitar strumming and hear a group of people who appear to be 

chanting some kind of satanic chant over her as she is being microwaved in her sleep.  She 

reports that the attacks seem to use the generator on her refrigerator or the electricity in the 

wiring surrounding the apartment to accentuate these attacks.  I left her in front of the Alamo 

where we both resolved to go down fighting.  On the way to meet the next TI I reflected how I 

got here to this place in my life and the strange road I had traveled. 

V Under the Volcano 

     Guatemala was probably the farthest thing from my mind in 1993 because I had gotten my 

teaching certificate and started to teach ESL (English as a second language).  The theory in 

educational circles was that if a child comes to the US and is dropped into regular classes they 

lose a couple of years before they catch up, or drop out completely.  It makes sense if you think 

about it.  The old folks in my family told me how they had been pulled out of their community 

school in the Texas Hill Country and sent to regular school at the age of six speaking only 

German.  Before WWI the German immigrants had their own schools that taught them their 

history, language, music, and culture from the old country.  During WWI when everything 

German was a curse word the Germans learned they had better fit in completely or pay a heavy 

price.  Even the old cemeteries that did not change their names to something like the George 

Washington Cemetery were subject to organized vandalism.  The message was clear, assimilate 

or be driven out and destroyed.  So if your name was Schmidt you changed it to Smith and 

closed down your traditional school after generations of educational tradition, abandoned your 

culture and sent your German speaking children to the English only public schools.  The old 

farmers in my family didnôt recall the experience too fondly and that had been 80 years ago.  I 

had grown weary of working for NASA where the romance had worn off and filing out 

everything in triplicate and living the life of a soulless bureaucrat in the bowels of a government 

agency was starting to eat away at me.  It had only taken a couple of years but I wanted out bad.  

I was still in my twenties, just barely, and the idealism of youth had not given way to the 

practical cynicism of middle age.  I had no wife and children to encumber my decisions about 

losing out on the big pay check and being responsible, practical, and stolid.  Truth be told I was a 

bleeding heart who was going to save the world one child at a time.  Even if it took a year or two 

longer than I imagined it would.  I peeled the parchment off the wall at NASA, said goodbye to 

my boss who had never gone near a space craft, didnôt have the right stuff and never would, and 

went back to school for a few linguistics classes.  After a 6 months transformation into a 

linguistics wiz kid I took my half assed Spanish and headed out onto the sky scrapper encrusted 



 

cow pastures of the Gulf Coast with stars in my eyeséagain.  I found a job teaching kids fresh 

off the boat how to speak the kings English.  They were 14 or they were 20 or somewhere in 

between and they had stars in their eyes too.  These were really good kids from Mexico, 

Guatemala, El Salvador, Vietnam, Korea, you know, the future.  Most people were afraid of it 

but I had vowed to embrace it and make it my own somehow.  Some of the children had parents 

that were highly educated corporate climbers who had wound up with a posting in Houston, the 

town that oil and air conditioning built.  Some of the kids were refugees from civil war who had 

spent most of their lives moving from place to place in the jungle trying to not get killed.  These 

kids had never sat in a desk in their lives and had barely progressed beyond the third grade.  

Things started off really well and we did plays like getting two people to get up in front of the 

class and drive to the grocery store, buy some milk and some ice cream (welcome to America) 

climb back in the car and drive home.  I used country music to teach grammar and we 

constructed and deconstructed the English language until they could successfully go to the store 

and get what they wanted without too much trouble.  I had never been a teacher before and I 

really liked it.  They transferred their love for their parental units onto me and I soaked it in, but 

it made me a lousy teacher.  Speaking of parental transference, I had a friend who was 86 years 

young and who once told me that I wouldnôt fit in well and why.  ñYou know too much and that 

makes you dangerouséand you donôt put up with any bullshitò.  Bless him he has a way with 

words but all that wisdom of old age did not get me out of the fix that I was inéI was still me.  It 

wasnôt four weeks into the first school year that I pissed of the administrators and a couple of 

teachers as well.  The administrators didnôt fit my conception of educators.  They made up rules 

for the teachers and kids to follow and generally seemed to my mind to get in the way of 

teaching.  I brought my bicycle to class and took the children out into the parking lot and let 

them take turns riding it around in slow circles.  Like the make believe plays of going to the store 

the idea is to twin the action of doing to the words that go with them.  Half of the students had 

never been on a bike in their lives so I briefly taught them to ride and they learned some verbs.  

The administrators heard about it and you would have thought that I brought a rattle snake to 

school and made them handle it while I taught ecology.  The walkie talkies came out and they 

ran around and generally had an enormous cow.  I just couldnôt see that I had done the students 

anything other than a favor and taught them some vocabulary while I was at it.  This was how the 

year went in general and as it progressed I was viewed more and more as a bad seed that had to 

be brought to heel.  I thought they were a bunch of bureaucrats that had never taught a class 

room full of students in their lives, much less kids that didnôt speak English.  I thought they 

treated the kids poorly and when a teacher got out of line for real and put their hands on a child 

in anger they didnôt do a damn thing about it.  I got along great with almost all of the other 

teachers with one glaring exception.  She was middle aged, anorexic with a lot of emotional 

baggage that went back a long way.  She was kind of attracted to me but I interpreted it as being 

demeaning like patting me on the head in front of the other teachers and students so I told her to 

cut the crap and keep her hands to herself.  This episode early in the year seemed to tear 

something lose in her head and she went a little crazy on me, but as my grandfather once said, 

that was a short put.  One thing you have to remember is that teaching is by and large the 

preserve of women.  They will always say over and over again that they wish that more men 

would teach but this should not be taken at face value.  The female teachers and administrators 

tend to view teaching as their turf and if you enter their sphere of influence in this traditional 

bastion of female professionalism you are either a coach or a principle.  If you are not a coach or 

a principle then you are in some strange way stepping on their toes.  This is their territory and 



 

you will only do well if you let them emasculate you.  I know this sounds like a terribly sexist 

and chauvinistic thing to say but if you donôt play a supporting role so to speak then you might 

be in for big trouble.  Combine this psychology with the fragile personality previously spoken of 

and you might even get the perfect storm.  Not only did this poor woman talk bad about me 

behind my back and try to get me fired, she went to the other teachers in her ñsphere of 

influenceò and tried to get them to shun me in the good old fashioned sense.  I got the triple 

whammy, the daily verbal assaults directed at me like comments about me being inappropriately 

dressed, crazy, ugly, mean, any kind of verbal insult she could think of came my way every 

single day.  She was a veteran teacher with connections so some of the junior teachers who 

needed her approval to keep their jobs followed the lead and got brownie points by sticking 

verbal barbs in me at every opportunity.  You would think this wouldnôt have much effect but 

after several months you begin to dread getting out of bed in the morning and showing up at 

work.  You donôt even want to go near the place.  She poisoned the well with the administrators 

who already thought I was a problem and were only too happy to see things her way, despite 

evidence to the contrary.  Her personal problem with me was so bad that she even did things like 

take books and other personal items from the locked rooms of other teachers and place them in 

my room hoping to get me fired.  I told you she had baggage right?  The shine had worn off the 

school year and when it came to an end I breathed a sigh of relief and took my eight weeks off 

like the liberation of Paris.  I did a lot of nature photography and that summer the woods were 

full of ticks, I mean FULL of ticks.  On certain years as I plied my hobby of nature photography 

there was not one to be seen while this particular year they were crawling on me and my dog by 

the dozens every time I went out.  Nature photography was my version of Zen or yoga, it was my 

religion and when I grew up I wanted to be a great nature photographer like Wyman Minzer or 

some such thing that was unattainable.  On three separate occasions that year a tick made its way 

slowly up my pants undetected to just above my belt line on my left side and attached itself, or 

bit me as I tried to get it off before it did attach.  It was the exact same place each time and each 

time I had the exact same symptoms.  The bite became red and inflamed like a large red dot that 

was about the size of a half dollar.  The pain was intense enough to double me over and I it 

treated the bite with hydrocortisone.  After about 3-4 days it went away and everything seemed 

fine.  Then about two weeks later the bite returned as if by magic only now the red dot was even 

larger and surrounded by a giant red circle like a bulls eye in darts.  The pain was even more 

intense than before and it stayed even longer the second time, then as before it simply vanished.  

I had been bitten by everything in nature short of a poisonous snake or a bear, but this series of 

symptoms that happened three times in one year was beyond all my experience.  Years later 

when I was trying to figure out why I was so sick I looked up Lyme disease and tick borne 

illness in the medical literature.  The earliest reference that I could find (1880) was by a 

veterinarian in south Texas who described the spirochete of the genus Bergdorfi that was taking 

a terrible toll on cattle.  In other words these same ticks were biting big strapping Long Horns 

and Brahma Bulls that got sick and dropped dead.  I guess it was just one of those heavy tick 

years in 1880 just like in 1993.  In June of that year I took my savings and rented a cabin in 

northern New Mexico on a river that my grandparents had fished since the 1930ôs.  It was our 

favorite family place to vacation and the first time I went I was two years old.  My dad went 

every year until he was 21 and in college.  I loaded up the old folks and my dad in my orange 

1979 VW van and headed up into the mountains.  No sooner had we crossed the state line than 

word spread of a mysterious illness that had perfectly healthy people dropping dead in their 

tracks.  We were not to be dissuaded from our holiday but as we went the more timid souls were 



 

either fleeing the state or talking in hushed tones about the mystery disease that had killed a 

dozen or more.  They seemed intent somehow on blaming it on the Indians.  The fish were 

jumping and the amateurs all fled in haste and fear so we pretty much had the river to ourselves.  

It was a treat to see my grandparents back on the river they loved so much and the two weeks 

went by quickly.  I woke before the sunrise every morning and headed out to the mouth of the 

river where it came out of the Box, a deep crevice with sheer sides that rose up a thousand feet or 

more on either side.  The river had a hypnotic effect on me and I fished as an afterthought.  The 

rod and reel were kind of an excuse to be out on the river and among the giant trees that lined the 

landscape.  It was like a land that time had forgotten and where I could forget myself.  I didnôt 

feel well the rest of the summer and reported back to work in the fall of ô93 in a halfhearted 

manner.  I wasnôt looking forward to teaching because I had imagined that it would be the 

antithesis of the NASA experience but had discovered that the purity of teaching had turned out 

to be like the bureaucracy and office politics I had tried to escape.  The year started out exactly 

the same and the administrators seemed to be examining my back to try to figure out where the 

dagger should go.  Surely I was imagining it, a persecution complex?  The same 3-4 teachers led 

by that poor disturbed anorexic woman seemed intent on making me miserable.  Christmas came 

and went and I tried to be a better teacher for the students and follow the rules but something was 

missing in me, the romance was over and it wasnôt coming back anytime real soon.  My schedule 

was changed and I was given more students than anyone else, no teachers aid was in my class 

like the other teachers had.  My text books that I was supposed to get at the beginning of the 

school year did not show up until the 9
th
 week of class.  I was forced to read to my students and 

to improvise as best I could while I waited for the text books that everyone else had.  The 

administrators and the hostile teachers made fun of me for reading to the students but I couldnôt 

figure what else I was supposed to do.  Was it possible that the larger class, the missing teachers 

aid, the missing text books, the 15 minutes for lunch and no time for a bathroom breaks were part 

of a campaign to punish me?  I felt that these professionals would not short change the students 

just to get to me.  The verbal attacks that were aimed at harassing me and breaking me down 

continued and I felt like there was no one that I could appeal to for relief.  The disturbed woman 

became more brazen in her behavior, even pushing students around, knocking the books out of 

their hands, scratching them until they bled, and striking them in the face.  She was a veteran 

teacher who had friends high up in the school district and she obviously felt invulnerable.  It was 

a strange experience and I contemplated going back to substitute teaching like I had for a year 

before I started the ESL program.  I dreaded getting up in the morning and going to school.  The 

previous year I had made a decision to perfect my Spanish and the best way to learn is the 

technique called immersion.  You put yourself in an environment where nothing but Spanish is 

spoken and you totally immerse yourself by hearing nothing else.  It is a kind of sink or swim 

technique that forces you to learn a primitive grammar and then to discard that one and adopt a 

better one, and so on.  I moved into what is referred to as a combat zone in Houston.  My 

immediate neighbors were all from Central America, Nicaragua, El Salvador, Guatemala, most 

of them had known each other in their home countries and had settled in the inner city.  Some 

had come fleeing civil war while others came for economic opportunity.  It consisted of about 20 

people in that small area of about 8 houses but they had friends who visited on the weekends.  I 

rented a small decrepit house among them but since I lived alone and they lived 4-5 to a house 

they considered me lucky.  We socialized together and I came to be friends with many of them.  I 

fished on the coast often and brought fresh fish that I shared and bought my fair share of the 

beer.  I ate in their homes and we sat together at the end of the day and watched the sun go down.  



 

On the weekends we would go to cantinas together and drink and dance with pretty girls.  The 

neighborhood was dangerous to live in and after dark even groups of people were not safe 

walking around.  I would read the paper and people were shot or stabbed to death by strangers 

with alarming frequency.  A few Anglos lived in the neighborhood and they were artists.  They 

had large compounds that were surrounded with razor wire and they owned large aggressive 

dogs.  I was the only Caucasian who lived outside of razor wire.  I had a cocker spaniel.  We 

looked out for each other and generally no one bothered us, save the occasional crack head.  At 

first my Spanish was poor and I only understood part of what was said to me but after a while my 

ear picked up and I spoke more.  I really liked living there after a while because life was very 

humble and people treated each other like people who live in a small village.  There was gossip 

and affairs, and fights and the ties that bind people together.  We were no longer strangers to 

each other and I tried to be a good neighbor and they were kind to me.  I was the only gringo 

who ever bothered to come down there much less live among them.  Life was rather hard and in 

the end all we had was each other.   

     The month of March was just around the corner and my neighbor who I liked was planning on 

traveling to Guatemala to see his family.  He was a steady guy who was a hard worker and he 

was smart.  He asked me if I wanted to come with him and drive to Guatemala over the Spring 

Break.  I had three weeks of freedom coming and I could think of no better way to spend it than 

to drive to Guatemala and stay with the local people and meet his family and friends.  Who 

knows what kinds of adventures I might experience.  It was terra incognita, the undiscovered 

country.  Guatemala is referred to as the land of eternal spring.  What could possibly go wrong in 

the land of eternal spring?  My friendôs girlfriend had recently given birth and she was making 

his life difficult and refused to let him share his child.  He became depressed that she would not 

let him see his child and was using the child as a tool to manipulate him.  He told me that he 

could no longer accompany me and that he had to stay and work but we were in luck, his 

godfather, the head man of his village or neighborhood was in town and he would take me in his 

car to Guatemala.  ñHe can make sure you get there safe and take you to a hotelò.  ñI have known 

him all my life, since I was a little kidò.  ñHis name is Ramulio and he buys cars and appliances 

here at auctions and flea markets and takes them back to Guatemala to sellò.  ñIt is what he does 

for a living, people really like the small Toyota trucks and toys and clothes, stuff they donôt 

make down thereò.  ñHe comes up here and buys the consumer goods and then goes back and 

sells themò.  ñThe cars he buys and takes back, does a little work on them and sells them and he 

has money to live on for 3-4 months and then he does it againò.  I was anxious to change my 

state of mind because the constant pecking at me had worn me down over time and I was 

depressed and angry.  A change in location might add up to a change in reality.  I really love to 

travel and travel can literally knock you out of your complacency.  We go through our lives and 

settle into a routine that has a comfortable sameness about it.  The routine doesnôt challenge us 

and we wind up going to work traveling the same route, meeting the same people and saying the 

same platitudes to each other without deviation.  The well worn paths of our lives turn into a rut.  

So like rats in a maze that walk the same path over and over again, we can begin to lose all 

spontaneity and originality.  Life should not be a routine it should be an adventure, but it rarely is 

anything more than the old saying, same old stuff different day.  I agreed to drive with a stranger 

for 1,200 miles to a country I had never been before and knew next to nothing about.  I would be 

as far from my world as I could get.  My friendôs ñgodfatherò was a man of few words.  He was a 

stocky and solid 5ô9ò tall and he walked with a pronounced limp from a profound injury to his 



 

right calf and his left bicep.  The left arm was so damaged that it was useless to him.  It seemed 

to hang suspended in air in the same curved position in front of his chest.  He wore a brown 

jacket, blue jeans and boots and his locomotion was such that he moved from left to right as he 

traveled forward.  I helped him secure his load of consumer goods and prepare for the long 

journey.  He had been very busy at the car auction and the flea market.  An oversized light blue 

Chevy suburban was towing a tan Toyota pickup truck.  Both vehicles were loaded down with 

kidôs bicycles, clothes, appliances, and all manner of things to sell and give away to family and 

friends.  He was a gruff Santa Claus of few words and I didnôt ask him any questions.  He 

seemed shy, deferential, and almost fearful of his unfamiliar surroundings, like a fish out of 

water.  Morning came and my neighbor friend bid us farewell and we piled into the car and 

headed out onto the Houston freeway and headed south towards the Mexican border.  He drove 

like a little old lady on her way to church and I asked him if he wanted me to drive for a while, 

but he made it clear in his moderately poor English that he was going to do all the driving.  I 

agreed that this was an excellent idea and tried to talk to him a little bit but his mediocre English 

and my mediocre Spanish made it nearly painful after an hour so I shut up and tried to relax.  We 

seemed bring out the worst in each other, he was very defensive as I tried to build a false 

camaraderie.  He reminded me of a Guatemalan Archie Bunker, he was very jingoistic and 

dogmatic in his attitude.  Everything American was crap and everything Guatemalan was good.  

I was trying to find common ground with him but I wound up in opposition to most of his 

attitudes.  When he bragged that the women of Guatemala were the most beautiful in the world I 

found myself telling him the women of my country were better, even though I had never been to 

Guatemala and seen the people there.  He used the term gringo like a curse word and said bad 

things about my government and I found myself on the opposite side of all his arguments.  This 

man was a hard guy to get to like, especially since he seemed to become more confident and 

more hostile the closer we came to the Mexican border.  He had been quiet and shy because he 

was afraid of his environment in the United States, but now that we were within an hour of the 

border he seemed to drive faster and talk more, most of it diatribes about the gringos and the US 

government.  I didnôt like him very much but we were stuck together for a couple of days so I 

decided to try to make the most of it until I could get to Guatemala and get the hell away from 

him.  I tried to change the subject to less confrontational issues and he told me about his business 

importing goods.  The small pickups were very popular in Central America, so he would take the 

vehicle to a friend who would repair it somewhat and he would sell it and the other goods and 

make enough to live on for 3-4 months until which time he planned to turn around and repeat the 

exercise all over again.  We got to the border and drove into a giant fenced in parking lot covered 

in gravel that was soon filled up with several hundred other nearly identical pilgrims with small 

cars and Toyota pickup trucks in tow, every one of them filled with all manner of consumer 

goods that could not be readily purchased in Central America.  In the American press the 

politicians were trumpeting that free trade meant there was a giant sucking sound of American 

jobs headed across the border.  It looked to me like the giant sucking sound was every last 

second hand Toyota car and truck and Chevy suburban and the contents of every flea market 

headed south.  The lot we parked in was a clearing check point run by the Texas Department of 

Public Safety (state highway patrol) to verify that none of the cars were stolen.  Romulio felt 

victimized by this process, complaining that it took too long and that they had to pay tax on the 

goods and that coming the other way no one was treated in this manner.  It seemed to me that it 

was run in a rather high handed manner and that he may have had a point.  We were stuck there 

over night so we slept in the car and ate breakfast the next morning in a private residence, the 



 

home of a Hispanic lady who spoke no English and fed you a nice breakfast for about $5.  It was 

kind of homey and quiet sitting there in her kitchen and I felt at peace for the first time in my 

journey.  Trying to speak Spanish all the time when you werenôt used to it kind of wore me out 

after a few hours and Romulio was lousy company anyway.  We cleared the check point in a few 

hours and left the gravel pen surrounded in razor wire and headed quickly through the Mexican 

side, and then made for the open road.  The coastal area was kind of flat and sparse and it 

reminded me of the US side, lots of scrub vegetation that made up a flood plain that was only 

good for a few scraggly cows and absorbing the moisture from the odd hurricane.  We stopped 

and ate dinner at a small diner with a guy headed in the same direction.  He was good natured 

and friendly as I shoveled beans and rice into me as fast as I could.  I half considered catching a 

ride with him instead but I decided to finish what I started.  While we were eating several 

caravans of fellow travelers pulled up and I recognized some familiar faces from the check point.  

After eating Romulio went over and talked to them for a few minutes, but I held back by the 

cars, ostensibly to guard them, but I was already road weary and speaking Spanish for nearly two 

days had worn my meager mental faculties out.  When Romulio went to the bathroom before we 

left one of the four guys he was talking to came over and said hello.  ñBe careful my friend, that 

guy (Romulio) is crazyò.  He held my gaze after his parting word to deliver the point home and 

gage my reaction.  ñI know what you mean, he is kind of nutsò.  He shrugged as if he had tried to 

do what he could and was not happy with the result, but it was out of his hands.  Night found us 

still driving on the flat plains by the coast north of Vera Cruz and the moonlight came out and 

turned the short scrub vegetation from green to lavender.  The moon cast the shadow of the 

trucks out to the right and I watched as the ghost image glided upon the tops of the vegetation 

and sandy soil.  ñHey, Romulio, how did you get hurtò, referring to his arm and leg.  He looked 

like Captain Hook without the hook.  ñIt was a motorcycle accidentò, he said.  He clammed up 

tight so I didnôt ask him anything else.  We had been driving all night without rest for nearly two 

days so about 3 a.m. Romulio pulled the truck off on the side of the road and we tried to sleep.  

The attempt at sleep in the cab of the truck was a failure for both of us so after nearly an hour we 

pulled back onto the road and continued on.  We made Vera Cruz by noon and I learned how to 

navigate a four way intersection in Mexico.  The four-way stop is not actually a stop, the general 

rule is that the vehicle that gets there first honks its horn as a warning and guns the motor to pass 

through before a collision occurs.  Because we were towing a car and both vehicles were 

completely loaded down this method was fraught with peril, we simply could not stop on a dime 

and the locals were very glad to challenge any car that was close.  After a couple of close calls 

Romulio began to mumble to himself and shortly this conversation resulted in a new strategy.  

He decided to take the toll road and avoid the city entirely.  The toll road was immaculate, 

straight as an arrow, very expensive at the cost of $8, and hence it was completely deserted.  The 

road surface was so pristine it seemed we might have been the first car to traverse it, and at that 

price it was entirely possible.  Traveling through Mexico we would hit a police road block every 

200 miles or so that was a study in creative bargaining.  The various caravans of Central 

Americans were expected to pay a mordita, or ólittle biteò, an unofficial toll that was negotiated 

with the local constabulary.  Police pay was apparently so meager that they were forced to 

supplement their income with small donations that consisted of less than $10 per car load.  

However, some of the caravans that perhaps rubbed them the wrong way or were suspicious in 

their demeanor were forced to make gifts to the police of a substantial part of their load of 

consumer goods.  This was a crap shoot that depended upon the negotiating skills of the drivers.  

Romulio was very deferential to the Mexican police and very glad to have me donate $5 to the 




