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        Future book in the Weapons of Cancel Culture memoir book series which will explore the wanton privacy violations that is at the core of cancel culture’s attacks in the United States.

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        To all the school children who took their own lives during the COVID-19 era from not being able to cope with the frustration you felt with remote learning. I was thinking about you the whole time in the spring and summer of the year 2020 as I battled my own dual demons of COVID-19 and cancel culture.
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            DISCLAIMER

          

        

      

    

    
      The book series is a memoir depicting actual events in the author's life as truthfully as recollection permits and/or can be verified by law enforcement or other investigation, public and private video, as well as eyewitness or onlooker account. It reflects the author’s best recollection of experiences over time. In the spirit of making declarations and identifying wrongdoing before the involvement of law enforcement, some names and characteristics have been changed, and some events have been compressed. The locales where encounters occurred are an accurate representation of facts, but have been approximated to protect private businesses, except for the few places of facts where the author believes abject wrongdoing occurred. Actual names of public locations are used because they are in fact public and help support the fidelity of this narrative.

      However, in order to offer privacy and anonymity in some instances, the author has used more generic names of places and titles of individuals, and their identifying characteristics. New terminology has been invented to help communicate complex situations of an emotional or technical nature to a general audience of readers.

      Finally, recommendations made in the story are made based on the author’s personal experience and hunches made to counteract and survive pursuing cancel culture operatives and their shenanigans during the saga. They are in no way based on scientific or researched fact and are not guaranteed to work for the reader in the same way.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            The “DISCLOSURE(S)”

          

        

      

    

    
      In order to immerse the reader into the actual timeline and my very thoughts, feelings, suspicions, beliefs and prodigious sense of bewilderment in the period of 2012 to 2020, I introduce the term “disclosures” to help hold the memoir together until the revelation of the fall of 2019.

      Even though I believed the cancel year had begun in 2007, I only fully acknowledged and adjusted my life to being targeted, followed, surveilled for opportunities to publicly shame, and socially ostracized and mocked starting in the summer of 2012 in downtown Washington, DC.

      I asked myself what was wrong with me, and I racked for the meaning of what drew anger, hatred, physical threats, and public derision. After some time, I came to call it “disclosures” because I noticed my Pursuers had shared personal or private content to elicit those violent public reactions.

      Toward the end of the memoir period starting in October 2019 to the summer of 2020, I finally realized the true contents of “disclosures” and share them with you chronologically in the last episode of the cancel memoir book series. To souse you in the same sense of bafflement I felt all those years, “disclosures” are a necessary aspect of the narrative in this memoir series.

      The story will build from disclosures eventually to the actual contents, and help you understand the decisions I made during the global pursuit and shaming campaign by cancel culture operatives that is at the core of the narrative. In the unfolding of the narrative, and eventually the reason for the cancellation, as well as the horrific revelations toward the end, the stories of the memoir all center on the “disclosures.”

      I ask for your indulgence to use “disclosures” to drive the story the way it happened until the contents of “disclosures” become apparent—just like I experienced it during the cancel period. The future last episode in the book series bears the baleful contents of “disclosures,” drawing a curtain on the 2019 apex of the world-wide manhunt and life-destroying secret cancel culture global public shaming enterprise that is the story of the memoir.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            “Pursuers”

          

        

      

    

    
      (also “Marauders,” or “Persecutors”),

      

      In order to invite the reader into my own thoughts, feelings, suspicions, and beliefs in the period from 2012 to 2019, I introduce the term “Pursuers,” to help capture my belief that I was being targeted by unknown forces until the eventual exposition of cancel culture as the culprits in the fall of 2019.

      The idea of the pursuit became a necessary tool to represent the mind-numbing aggression of the “Pursuers” in deploying the baneful content about me in public spaces in an international location-tracking based public shaming campaign.

      So, until the fall 2019 revelation of cancel culture, I’d thought initially that the “Pursuers” were ex-friends I’d offended. Then I abandoned that suspicion and thought I was being pursued by government agents. When that became implausible, I’d thought that I was being chased by people from social media who’d seen embarrassing recorded content about me from a hotel room. So, before cancel culture outed themselves in the fall of 2019, I referred to those surveilling dark forces that chased me inside the United States and abroad as the “Pursuers.”
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        “Open your mouth! Smile… SMILE!”

        Said a deranged and depraved cancel-culture woke dentist to this book's author and all his other prosthetic dental patients. This dentist would set up patients for social media, while stripping patients of the privacy of their prosthetics they just paid for in the middle of dental surgery. Those ghastly photos taken inside a white-walled nondescript room to hide any connection to a dental office are then handed to cancel culture to initiate a job and career loss, to social media for global shaming, and to the general public at social functions for backlash to cause trauma to patients, forcing them to live on the edge of taking their own lives. He practiced woke dentistry resulting in lost lives and careers he hoped no one would ever find out.

      

      

      

      
        
        
        “I think we have gotten very comfortable discarding human beings, immediately tossing them away and making them irredeemable characters.”

        Trevor Noah, host of The Daily Show on Variety’s Awards Circuit podcast (“Trevor Noah and the Awards Circuit Roundtable,” 19th August 2022).

      

      

      

      

      
        
        
        “Arguing that you don’t care about privacy because you have nothing to hide, is like arguing that you don’t care about free speech because you have nothing to say.”

        Edward Snowden, former NSA subcontractor (University of Arizona’s Centennial Hall panel discussion (March 2016)

      

      

      

      

      
        
        
        “I suffered rejections and insults often enough to stop fearing them. In other words, I grew up and got my sense of humor back.”

        President Barack Obama in A Promised Land (17 Nov. 2020)

      

      

      

      
        
        
        “Two things are infinite: the universe and human stupidity; and I’m not sure about the universe.”

        Albert Einstein, Goodreads

      

      

      

      
        
        
        “The human voice is still the most paramount vessel or weapon to use, to uphold justice and to protest against injustice.”

        Sunday Adelaja, The Mountain of Ignorance, Quoteslyfe

      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            MESSAGE TO THE PROSTHETIC DENTAL PATIENT

          

        

      

    

    
      This second episode of the memoir book series is to tell you about the price of sacrilege. There is a secret cancel culture war on prosthetic dental patients. It is the harrowing story of how an unseeable hand controls your life and prods you toward suicide after departure from a woke dental office in America.

      This second book in the cancel memoir book series will show you how cancel culture organizes the mob globally to attack you in different cities until you lose your will to live. In the cancel culture and social media era, dentists who used to give the “dental lecture” have found a way to brutally and secretly end your life, and apparently none of the thousands of victims they have destroyed since the early 2000s ever made the connection back to woke dentists and their secret attempts to end your life through suicide or public endangerment.

      I wish to warn you about the existence of a dental mafia, an organized international criminal gang of woke dentists, dental assistants and cancel culture field operatives. There are millions of field operatives of regular people dedicated to distributing surgery images of your teeth without your prosthetics from a participating woke dentist into neighborhoods around the world to help eliminate you from society. Their goal is to wrest your job, then shame you to everyone you have ever known throughout your life, as well as everyone you will ever meet the rest of your now endangered life.

      According to 2740 Consulting a leading dentist consulting agency in a dental statistics publication, more than 500,000 Americans get dental implant surgeries every year. Several hundred thousand of the 15 million American dental patients who wear a dental bridge will go in to replace their bridge each year. Dentaly’s dental statistics reports that the number of implant patients in the United States grows by 500,000 every year. At some point during the surgery, your surgery-damaged or missing teeth will be exposed. Many who end up with woke dentists will be secretly or openly canceled without their knowledge. You will suffer the rest of your life from "cancel culture," which includes organized efforts for permanent job loss, global location-tracked shaming, and suicide, all while the woke dentist walks off with your dental surgery fees.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Preface

          

        

      

    

    
      This is a story about the dark side of American dentistry in the cancel culture (CC) era. It is a story about woke culture dentists who secretly work at the behest of cancel culture to abuse and extort life-ending full-face photos of prosthetic dental patients—with their missing teeth or surgery-damaged teeth, without their prosthesis they had just paid for—in their most vulnerable moments during the surgery. The photos are used to "cancel" the patient.

      Those dental surgery images are then handed over to the cancel culture dental mafia, who show them to the dental patient’s employer to demand the patient's job loss. They are used in social media for global denigration. They are used with real-world public audiences in a global location-tracking based neighborhood-to-neighborhood, GPS-based, mobile-shaming scheme live-tracked to social media. This leads to destitution of the patient from job and career loss, public furor, hate, harassment, and public jubilation, all of which prod them into suicide or suicide contemplation for the rest of their lives!

      Having survived the woke dentists and the CC dental mafia, I hoped to make a difference and seek justice for the thousands of other dental patients who were not lucky enough to see a connection between their misery and coercion to facilitate suicide by their dentists. I hope a memoir which invites law enforcement will end the practice of treachery and depravity of white coat wearing American dentists using CC and social media to destroy their dental prosthetic patients while pocketing their large dental fees. It is a problem that is well-known and celebrated on social media.

      Documenting the brutality of the dark side of American dental industry in a book to live on for decades to come, in addition to future legal action against the dentists and a national debate should hopefully push future generations of dentists to return to practicing ethical dentistry and avoid the quiet attempted murder of patients they personally hate.

      Providing a detailed account of the dental terror some patients face in America should hopefully invite law enforcement to perform welfare checks on the patients of dentist identified in the memoir to ensure their patients are still alive and have not succumbed to the enterprise of forcing patients to take their own life from effects of job, career losses, and the public endangerment from the malicious public distribution of their dental surgery photos.

      The author is excited to use his CC experience to save so many patients from the trauma and resource-deprivation weapons of cancel culture inside American dentistry. Exposing the actual woke dentist and all the woke employee-operatives, getting law enforcement involved to investigate the deadly pipeline of public-shaming, life-threating harassment, and the suicide coercion antics from the dental chair into train stations, grocery stores, restaurants, shops and businesses across America should hopefully demonstrate to the public and dental boards the now potentially dangerous consequences of a dental visit in the United States. The author demonstrates the true cost of the sacrilege of wearing a dental prosthetic in America in the CC era.

      What these dentists are doing is no different from the doctors who use their positions of power over privacy to destroy their patients. It is similar to doctors who get caught abusing Olympic gymnasts or female patients in the middle of medical examinations. But because it is dentistry, people look the other way, snicker, jeer and cheer the dental mafia’s outing of these dental patients in the streets. But finally, a victim collects enough evidence to expose the dental mafia and bring shame and legal trouble to their doorstep as the matter has been reported to law enforcement and the appropriate healthcare ethics enforcement agency.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            How This Book Is Organized

          

        

      

    

    
      The book covers the time from early summer 2019 through the fall of 2020. I organized it into the following major sections, which present a naming of sections of the book that may or may not necessarily correspond to the actual names of chapters in the book:

      

      PART I: THE BRUTAL RETIREMENT WELCOME

      
        	The Jolting Arrival in Albuquerque, New Mexico

        	A Brutal Welcome to the City

        	Running into Abraham Lincoln on a Trip to Washington DC

        	The Attack Aboard the Amtrak Train

        	The Predictable Job Interviews

      

      PART II: THE BATTLES OF ALBUQUERQUE

      
        	The Battles of Albuquerque—The Grocery Stores

        	The Battles of Albuquerque—Street Photography

        	Confirming Social Media Live Tracking

        	Confirming Telephonic Obfuscation

        	The Battles of Albuquerque—Random Encounters

      

      PART III: A COERCION TO SUICIDE

      
        	Finding Bottom in Albuquerque, New Mexico

        	The Shame of Suicide Contemplation

        	No Thanksgiving Escape

        	The Cancel Culture Resource Queue of Life

      

      PART IV: THE LAST STAND FOR JUSTICE

      
        	The Search for Justice in South Bend

        	The Battles of Elkhart, Indiana

        	The Scuttle to Elkhart Police Station

        	The Lull of Des Moines, Iowa

        	The Position of Strength: Tripping up Cancel Culture

      

      PART V: THE COST OF SACRILEGE

      
        	The True Cost of Sacrilege

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Part One

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        THE BRUTAL RETIREMENT WELCOME

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            The Jolting Arrival in Albuquerque

          

        

      

    

    
      The train had slowed considerably as we neared the city limits. The majority of homes I saw from the train were brown or tan. I also noticed the architectural design of each home was unique all around the home. It was markedly different from the usually straight and boxy replica of front brick and vinyl siding I’d been used to with modern-day homes on the East Coast of the United States.

      We arrived at Albuquerque (ABQ) station, a little after twelve noon. I was probably last to get off the train, for good reason. I couldn’t even tell you my destination or where I was going to be spending the night. I made no reservations at any hotel. I’d had mild panic attacks as we pulled into the station. I had imagined all kinds of scary welcome party scenes my Pursuers had arranged for me. The ABQ station was a deep tan, relatively small but beautiful building that reminded me of old Spanish architecture.

      I immediately noticed that the main building had two extensions that resembled covered piers extending towards the city street. But the quiet arrival at ABQ station belied the massive victimization and high-tech shaming campaign that my Pursuers had arranged for me. It would be in that city that I would discover the faces and taste the venom of a clique of people I had casually referred to earlier in the story as “ghosts.” They were no ghosts at all. Other new faces would soon join the hunt. This was to be ground zero of years of victimization. They would soon unleash the full array of weapons and capabilities against me.

      It was also to be my last stand. I felt in my stomach as I got off the train a foreboding that it was time to stop running. It didn’t take long to be reminded that the battlefield included a train station.

      The decision to retire in ABQ also came with the intent to ditch the rental vehicles and make ABQ a walkable and bus-able city. This is the way I’d always wished to retire. And this was my opportunity to fulfill and experience it. Embracing a retirement mindset would be a welcoming change of pace. I felt it should begin with calling the recruiter to announce that I was no longer interested in the interview we’d scheduled for later that month. I was too mentally and emotionally exhausted from the string of whammies in California. I wanted to walk almost everywhere within a couple of miles, then do the bus and metro trains, if they had any, the rest of the time in that city. But ditching the rental car would be my first major mistake in the battles to come to ABQ.

      I couldn’t foresee that without a car, I’d become physically vulnerable to my Pursuers in the ABQ area. They rushed out of their homes and vehicles and engaged me in the streets. In a city of 3% African American population, I would soon count more than 70% proportion of all my run-ins with that demographic. They had purposefully converged in the area around my hotel and grocery store parking lot and the pathways between. They seemed to be everywhere. But it would also be a city where I would detect and confirm a full array of weapons they deployed against me, as well as a deeper understanding of the people behind the victimization campaign.

      There was a walkway on the approach from the train tracks to the primary station building. It also led to the sides of the building, so passengers didn’t have to enter the main station building to get to the front of the station. They could just directly walk from the train to the front transportation area of the building or onto the streets in the downtown area. I was thankful for it. I decided whoever was waiting for me in the lobby inside the main building would wait a lifetime.

      I stole away to the left side of the building and found a resting place on a lengthy thigh-high wall inside the covered pier. I plopped down my luggage close to the wall and sat uncomfortably on the wall. I just sat there for about an hour, collecting my thoughts and doing breathing exercises. I was in no hurry and focused on managing my level of anxiety.

      Other passengers seemed excited as they got into different vehicles or hugged loved ones to go places. I had no place I needed to be. The reminders of my purposeless life soon came rushing in. I thought I’d shed that feeling with the panic attack on the train. I’d gotten off the train with such low morale and confidence following the panic attack.

      I thought about my next moves out of the station. I still didn’t trust my new phone, based on the dubious circumstances surrounding its purchase. I was dreading the thought of using the phone and being tracked and thought about jumping on one of the taxis that I saw load up passengers in front of the station. But there were none. They were all gone.

      The streets of the downtown were only a few feet away, so I took in the sights. I’d watched the other passengers slowly disappear, as if in a game of musical chairs, where other passengers had found a seat in the different vehicles and driven away. I would be the child in that game who had to be eliminated when the music stopped. My thoughts were more comfortable entertaining fears of the unknown and the determination to survive. I was determined to make ABQ work for me. I was going to use my time there to test how I'd be living in retirement in the future. Those plans included a weight loss effort. The interview in Texas that I thought about canceling suddenly became an enticing opportunity to prove I could bounce back on my feet again.

      I felt a sudden surge of courage, although part of me doubted it because of the difficulties I had encountered. I noticed a lot of interesting signs and sights the whole time I sat there. I noticed the train station sat in the middle of two other transportation facilities—a terminal for a local city bus system called ABQ Rides in front of me, as well as a Greyhound Lines system behind me. They were all part of a transportation complex that I later found out was called the ABQ Alvarado Transportation Center.

      With my new resolve, I plotted the best way to reach a local cab company without involving my Pursuers. After several more minutes, looking for an empty taxi to pass by the street in front of the building, I knew I had to act and do something I had wanted to avoid for a while. Eventually, I had no choice but to use my new cell phone to make the call to the cab service. I’d considered going into the station lobby and asking someone to use their cell phone, but I dissuaded myself from engaging in such lunacy. I pulled open by laptop and looked up cab companies in the city. It was time to use the cell phone to make the call. I dreaded it. I eventually called and arranged for pick up. They gave me an estimated arrival time of fifteen minutes. One hour passed. No cab had arrived.

      I called the company back to inquire. An unfamiliar voice greeted me, and he knew nothing about a cab reservation. They told me there was no record of any cab reservation. I calmly secured a second pick up time. And then waited and waited some more and the cab never arrived. Someone knew I needed a cab and had deliberately wiped my reservations from the records. At that point, I smelled a rat. If my hunch was correct, the only way it could be possible was if they knew I called the taxi service. They might have had access to my cell phone or my online activity when I searched for the numbers for taxi services in the downtown area. The idea of online monitoring was unrealistic because they would have needed to know which taxi service I had chosen from the search results. So, I believed it was yet another example of a years-long pattern of having access to my call log.

      For example, the call from the non-existent doctor’s assistant who called me with the doctor’s number I had just called would be one of those situations. These were just instances of the ongoing pattern of remotely controlling my life based on digital access to my phone.

      I felt the same urge of despair building up inside me as my stomach tightened. I’d hated those feelings because they would threaten to cripple me, leave me depressed, and longing to hurt myself to end it all. It threatened to pull me into a dark place that stopped me from doing something about it. So, I fought it. Because I needed to be alive. I most longed to discover the people who had made it their own life’s mission to identify me in public spaces, while also denying me simple life services like a taxi ride. Someone was at the other end throwing burning splinters along my path, burning bridges before I’d crossed them. It felt as though someone was perpetually marooning me with every step of effort to right my life. But at the time, it was a bewildering set of events that had me flailing for answers.

      The pettiness of this latest shenanigan of denial of access to a taxi was a new low, even for those monsters. Secretly, it also telegraphed the last phase to the end of my life. They were bottom feeding now that the juicy morsels of projects, jobs, a home, a car, and relationships were gone. I felt tiny beads of what I assumed to be a variety of hot flash descend upon me. I felt feverish and adjusted my seating on the low wall in an involuntary reaction to steady myself to properly endure the pain. The sockets of my eyes quickly filled, and I fumbled looking for my sunglasses to hide the coming chagrin of a grown man’s public tears. But I was already wearing them. I knew if I let those tears drop onto my cheeks, it would blow my cover.

      I looked around quickly to see if someone had been watching me the whole time that I was brooding. But I forgot about efforts to stem a running nose, and those tears likely found another passage, I’d thought. Moments like those were perfect opportunities to change the situation by doing something about it. But since I couldn’t even see them, the only other options were more ominous. So, I continued to hold out a forlorn hope of eventually catching those pursuing bastards. And bringing about their own public reckoning.

      Finally, a local hotel company van pulled up curbside in front of the train station to drop a passenger off. I rushed over and spoke with the driver to take me to that hotel. A random and generic hotel. I had successfully bypassed my Pursuers in a slick evasive maneuver of my own! Albeit by happenstance. But I did not lose perspective on the true meaning behind the two taxi cabs that never showed up at the train station for the pick-up. It was a brutal denial of service welcome that should’ve been a harbinger to end-of-life events to come in the city.

      Upon arrival at the hotel, I donned my porcupine quills again to help me withstand any nasty organized mocking welcome party. There was none. The blackout test of turning off my cell phone after the taxi calls from the train station may have worked. I wasn’t tracked there, I’d thought. I’d also decided not to book any hotels online. I’d arrived at a random hotel with the decision to jump into the van from the train station. Google Maps had been dead to me for some time. So, it did not surprise me there were no trolls waiting for me at the hotel and the front desk hostess didn’t recognize me. They’d lost the lead time to prepare a trolling party for me at the hotel. The scenario probably also confirmed that my Pursuers were not using human beings to follow me. Human trackers would’ve noticed the name of the hotel on the van and called ahead from the train station to a central command to forward deploy trolls to the hotel’s parking lot. I was ahead of them, but I also knew they were about to catch up. But it was a major learning moment for me. It reminded me to consider all possibilities in their use of surveillance technologies. And I just picked up a new pattern.

      The Caucasian looking female hotel hostess treated me well—as she would any other guest. I made a mental note of that and attached it to the blackout pattern. But my quiet delight in a troll-free arrival would be short lived.

      I went up to my hotel room and settled in. Based on my decision to semi-retire and make ABQ a walkable, bus-able city, meant no car rental to go pick up dinner like I had in other cities. That meant I’d go out on foot to neighborhood restaurants for dinner or call in for delivery. There were a few restaurants near that airport hotel area where I was staying. But in a new city, and not knowing how the neighborhood worked at night in terms of safety, I was hesitant to venture out on foot. The nearest local restaurant was within walking distance. They had a menu in the hotel room for that restaurant. But I didn't care for anything on that menu.

      With my new phone showing signs of infection based on the arrival taxi order fiasco at the train station, I called a restaurant using the hotel room phone. I’d looked at online menus of that restaurant earlier and lifted the phone number of the restaurant from their website. I was loath to do another Google Maps search on my new phone at that point. I had bypassed my new cell phone completely with that maneuver. But soon my dinner also became vulnerable in a mind-blowing way that I never thought was possible.

      There was a knock on the door. It was the restaurant delivery guy, a bashful, respectful, and extremely likable teenager. I gathered the cash and tip I had prepared on the desk in the room and opened the door.

      Normally, I’d take the food and then give the payment, and thank them and close the door. But I checked the contents first. Surprise. They brought a different order. It was a dinner salad. It was not immediately obvious to me how I ended up with the wrong order. In his attempt to fix the mishap, the delivery guy used his cell phone to call the restaurant back to complain on my behalf. I truncated the whole mess by paying for it and sending the poor guy on his way. He was a Caucasian teenager who was still likely learning the ways of the cruel world. I didn’t want him entangled in my mess. He looked more distressed than me about the whole mix up. I made a mental note to ponder further what’d just happened. I didn’t have to think long, as I begrudgingly settled into the dubious dinner.

      Even the simple act of ordering dinner and its bewildering outcome would soon grow into a pattern. My Pursuers’ maneuvering, involving and complicating the delivery of the dinner they wanted for me would usher in a new pattern of using the hotel in-room telephones in a sophisticated obfuscation scheme. The hotel room telephone as a source of leaks had been coming up for scrutiny for a while. You might recall how the phone number matching my doctor’s office number showed up on my cell phone and eventually asked for my social security number. I’d called it the telephonic obfuscation in Winchester during the Hail Mary appointment. I also realized it may have even come up earlier during the battle of Columbia, Maryland in some form.

      As for the dinner, they just confirmed they could also remotely control hotel room phones. Using the highly sophisticated telephone number switching capability, they likely eavesdropped on my hotel room dinner order and captured the restaurant’s number. They then called the restaurant back with the hotel room number and changed my proper barbecue chicken dinner to a lousy dinner salad! I had abandoned any notions of happenstances in my life at that point in the pursuit. After the pattern continued in the ensuring months, it finally slapped me into acceptance. So later, I finally looked back and got the joke for the dinner salad. I had to secretly admit the hilarity of the dinner order switch.

      I checked out of the hotel because of the longer walking distances to food in the neighborhood. Instead of calling for a cab again, I went to wait for the same hotel airport van that had dropped me off the day before to take me to the airport. From the airport, I'd take a cab to a hotel I had researched the night before.

      I dragged my luggage down to the hotel lobby. Surprise. There was a fully briefed African American lady at the front desk in full trolling mode as I entered the lobby. We exchanged no words between us the whole time. We both had a job to do. Hers was to viciously troll me the whole time, tittering and covering her mouth momentarily in spurts, and mine was to learn her behaviors, compare them to many I’d seen before and survive them. I believed she was connected to a secretive organization, and my primary goal was to uncover the truth behind the tracking and information leaks.

      I placed the hotel room keys on the desk and she processed the check-out. So, there’d been three nasty incidents already in exactly the twenty-four hours I’d been in the city: the canceled cab ride, the changed dinner, and the full trolling hostess in front of me masquerading as a customer service employee. These were just minor skirmishes compared to the nasty harassment and surveillance actions they were about to deliver. I stepped outside of the lobby area where I sat waiting for the van.

      Sitting there watching her brutish antics could be yet another play by my Pursuers to draw me into a fight or land me in jail. And that would've finally ended it for me, given my mental state at the time. I mean, how was I going to explain and describe that she was a part of the dark force sent to ruin my day? The police would’ve arrested me instead, not for beating her up, but more for not making any sense—an arrest followed unfailingly by a psychiatric evaluation. So, I went out to enjoy the sun instead.

      For some thirty minutes, I stayed outside in the hotel driveway area in the hot but enjoyable ABQ summer sunshine. The hotel van finally arrived.

      The van dropped me off at the train station in the downtown area instead of the airport. How very convenient for my hotel plans, I’d thought. I stood on the street corner in front of the train station and eventually took an empty cab to a hotel near the downtown area I had looked up online the night before.

      I’d pulled another blackout booking for this second hotel. I simply searched for hotels in the downtown area and wrote a couple of physical addresses on paper. I didn’t expect any unsavory welcome parties at the front desk upon my arrival. And I was right. I’d learned from the hotel booking pattern you’d recall for the Spotsylvania hotel (run by the nice Indian descent couple) where the booking or the credit card transaction had clued in my Pursuers. For that hotel, there’d been no formal online bookings. It was a simple search for all hotels in the downtown area to increase the chance that they couldn’t possibly guess which of the many hotels I’d chosen.

      I completed and enjoyed a second check-in process without incident. The host at the front desk didn’t recognize me. That hotel had good managers who tried hard, despite my Pursuers’ aggressive efforts, to make my stay as pleasant as possible. I would end up staying the rest of the year in 2019 to the start of the COVID-19 season in early 2020!

      The battles of ABQ in the months to come would be the most dangerous and life-threatening yet with my Pursuers. I was determined to lay it all on the line and stop running. It would be the home I’d come back to after countless harrowing encounters within the area around the hotel and in the city at large. Not having a car made me vulnerable to my Pursuers, who’d suddenly massed around me to ensure I could never escape that city.

      I selected a few incidents of my encounters in ABQ to show new weapons, such as crowd-gathering, street photography, and vehicle harassment. There were also the proactive neighborhood broadcasts and the bus driver disclosures, on top of the usual shops and business trolling encounters.

      The broadcast capability may have started in the Baltimore suburbs, informing me about my locations being live-streamed on social media and watched by employees in nearby shops and businesses. I’d later come to see it as a doxing-based, live-location tracking based on the real-time nature of the encounters. Meanwhile, I also noticed the communications “blockade” was in full deployment, as I noticed my emails, WhatsApp, and text messages on my new phone had all been infected. I was communicating with people I knew were masquerading as family members who’d taken over the account of family members on these platforms.
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            A Brutal Welcome to the City

          

        

      

    

    
      I spent the rest of the day after the peaceful check-in nervously anticipating the next day’s exploration of the neighborhood near the hotel to locate restaurants and convenient stores. I worried about what surprises my Pursuers had cooked up for me.

      Despite the troll-free check-in process, my anxiety remained high as not pre-booking the hotel tricked the vengeful Pursuers. It was a fresh, sunny but still cool late summer morning when I left the hotel on foot. I’d waited for the rush hour traffic on the bus system to wane a bit. I walked down Central Avenue, hoping to join and enjoy less-crowded buses.

      Along the way, I noticed a nice, quaint library at the corner of Central Avenue and Edith Boulevard called the Special Collections Library. I had planned to go in and explore the type of books they had to read and discover something new about the city’s heritage. But I immediately noticed the most enchanting outdoor public seating space with a garden area near the entrance.

      
      The small garden reminded me of a scene from a movie or a luxurious outdoor sunroom. It shouted vistas of the southwest, but with a whisper of green from any rain forest that defied reason for the local geography. It suddenly transported me into a quaint desert oasis of gravel stones and an evergreen cactus garden. And for a moment, the contrasting beauty of green and tan plants, the earthy smells, and southwestern theme transported me to a different place. All of it in a region of dusty southern United States we associated with only dust and cactus!

      Soon, I snapped back into my unsettling reality of an eagle’s prey. My life as a pursued nomad was orthogonal to getting comfortable in those terrene trappings. But I was determined to spend a little time there.

      After my Edith and Central library cactus garden satiation, I suddenly noticed the many other gardens adorning homes in the ABQ area. I never knew before my arrival that cactus plants blossomed flowers. And came in a variety of over a couple of thousand, instead of the half a dozen I’d always thought likely.

      It would soon be 10 a.m., and I wanted to finish the city exploration before it got too hot. I walked back onto Central Avenue and took the next bus on the 66 Line, from the bus stop close to the front of the library. It headed toward the downtown area. At that next downtown stop, I noticed a larger library called the Main Library. I immediately promised myself to explore it later during my stay.

      The bus continued back onto Central Avenue for several miles with all the regular and frequent stops between. I sat in the raised platform rear seat of the bus and had full views of the driver and boarding passengers. As we progressed, I enjoyed the protocol of how most on-boarding passengers would greet the driver. I’d done my share of also greeting bus drivers whenever I entered. But it was interesting to be detached from it, and just be an observer of the optional ritual of greeting bus drivers.

      My Pursuers won’t let me work, so I amused my brain and made a minor project out of that driver-passenger greeting ritual. I made a game of it and counted the portion of polite people in the world, at least in ABQ. The thought of being reduced to such a childish gambol, sadly, also gratified me. I got excited about the prospective results I could expect when I heard the bus bell and saw a passenger pull the string to request a stop. It was showtime for my greetings caper.

      At the next stop, I observed that five out of five passengers greeted the driver good morning. At the following stop, it would be ten out of eleven; yet another stop it would be three out of six. I’d look at those three people that didn’t greet the driver and wonder what kind of day they were having. One of them seemed very distracted. The other two seemed to be naturally hard-hearted individuals who would be disinclined to respond if the driver greeted them first.

      After several more stops, I decided I had enough information about my sample size, and it was time to tally my results as we approached the west-end terminal of bus 66. I concluded seven to eight out of every ten passengers would greet the driver. Then I projected the results with my soft-witted estimate of fifty stops in each direction along Central Avenue. I quickly came to the humbling realization and appreciation for ABQ bus drivers, and the silent, hard work and energy needed to verbally respond to thousands of polite passenger greetings.

      Suddenly, the three non-greeting passengers seemed more benevolent. I compared bus driving to other professions and noticed the physical effort, attention to detail for traffic safety, and energy needed for greeting passengers. Some of the female passengers would even engage their favorite drivers in conversations. I sat back there quietly and drifted back to my own troubles.

      We finally arrived at the bus terminal at the westernmost end of the city. I then jumped off and soon another bus 66 was ready for my return trip. My one-dollar city-wide pass came in handy. I thought about how well I was going to enjoy paying a dollar a day for city-wide transportation in my future retirement if I finally chose ABQ in the long term.

      I rode the return bus all the way to the other end of Central Ave. on the east side. Along the way, I noted the restaurants that were within two miles of my hotel. I was delighted about the Asian restaurants I saw around Nob Hill and the International District areas. Then I got off the bus again at the corner of Central Avenue and Louisiana Blvd. I had noticed a different numbered bus line that turned left onto Louisiana from Central. I tried that one. It was the 766/777 line. I rode it through the nice uptown shopping area until it came to rest at a terminal at the end of that line. I stopped taking in the sights as the bus stopped and the engine died.

      I looked around and there were only two people left on the bus: the driver and me. So, I asked the driver about how to get back downtown. He said his bus was it, and that it was his break time and would soon get back on again. A well-deserved break, I thought to myself. I didn’t see any other buses ready to go, and so waited out his break.

      We rode back along Louisiana Boulevard to Central again, then continued all the way to downtown ABQ to the front of the Main Library. I’d come full circle. I called it a day. I got off the bus and considered going into the library. But there was nothing worse than reading on an empty stomach. The Main Library was on Copper Avenue downtown. To get back to the hotel, I needed to walk over to Central Avenue just a block or two away to catch the 66 Line again. I did and discovered that it stopped first at that ABQ Alvarado Transportation Center to pick up passengers.

      You’d recall the ABQ Transportation Center was the large complex that included the Amtrak train station. I spied the station and the small wall where I’d succumbed to the incessant persecution with a reluctant tear. Just then, I felt the beginning pangs of anger at my Pursuers. But I fought it off. I’d had a good day and wouldn’t allow it to be destroyed in a negative emotive state. The bus continued back onto Central Ave, and I got off and walked to the hotel. I always got off the bus several blocks away to walk the rest of the way, to keep to the walkable city theme of getting in a brisk walk opportunity whenever I could.

      That first big outing went well, with no nasty encounters. It was a new battlefield, and my Pursuers wanted to play fair that day and let me explore it—the boxing ring—at my preferred pace. I would later recall the uneventful short walk back to the hotel as akin to backing into my corner after the initial touching-of-gloves at the center of the ring before the battle began.
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        * * *

      

      My first proper dinner at the new hotel in ABQ would be a restaurant on Central Avenue I’d noticed during the bus excursion earlier in the day. It was a traditional American-style diner. I’d guessed correctly that they had something close to southern comfort food, and it pleasantly rewarded me.

      I walked the streets of the residential neighborhoods near the hotel to get there instead of directly along Central. I was curious about the demographics in the area and whether it would allow for a protracted stay. As I approached the doors, the familiar pangs of anxiety about what my Pursuers had arranged for me inside the restaurant gripped me. But I held on and quickly transformed to defiance by yanking the resistant back-to-back double doors open.

      The first thing I saw when I entered was the front desk with a wooden podium holding the reservation book and menus. The podium immediately intrigued me because it looked like an old-fashioned preacher's pulpit! It could have announced my good omen, because I ended up going back there many times during my several months stay in the city. They indeed had a few southern treats on the menu.

      There were two young attendants—a man and a woman—at the front wearing what looked like genuine welcome smiles. They greeted me, and I told them I wanted a takeout order. I ordered and looked around for a place to sit. It was a partially open kitchen restaurant where you see part of the kitchen. There was no lobby sitting area for takeout customers. But they had ample outside seating near the entrance.

      As I was ordering the food, I noticed two kitchen staff, one a male chef with an apron, peering right at me from the small opening into the kitchen. Their faces were lit up. I looked around and behind me to see if I was reading too much into it, and that someone they recognized had just entered the restaurant behind
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