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The bedbug story (and associated events) is one of
the more bizarre cluster of events that have
occurred.

BED BUGS

On March 25, my daughter Brook and I travelled
to California to attend her uncle Timmy's funeral. 
While I was there, I was attacked with directed
energy weapons both in a private home and in a
hotel room. I returned to Portland on the 27th of
March, while Brook returned a day or two later,
then turned around and travelled back to
California where she attended a conference of
some sort, staying with family the entire time. It
was her spring break. Her classes began again on
April 3. On April 10 I got off the bus on SE 45th
and Hawthorne and spotted a painting of a pink
bug with fangs dripping with blood and the word
"SMILE" on it. It was not a mass produced piece
of art, but a painting someone had hung on the
pole. I photographed it. The cartoon creature was
shaped like a bed bug. 

About two weeks later, my daughter started
waking up with bites all over her body and
eventually discovered bed bugs in the bed in her
apartment.  Her apartment is basically student
housing on the Portland State University Campus. She has her own bedroom, but shares a kitchen and 
bathroom with three other female students. The outside door to the apartment locks, but her bedroom 
door does not lock securely.

She reported the bugs to her apartment manager who state that there had never been bedbugs in those 
apartments before, ever. She reported the bugs to everyone she stayed with in California, and all of 
them examined their homes and said they didn't have bed bugs. There was no known origin for those 

bugs. Nonetheless, because they showed up in my daughter's bed, 
she was forced to pay for professional extermination costs, which 
she says ran to around $600 as well as dealing with the pain and 
suffering from the bites, from having her room doused in pesticides 
(including powder left everywhere for a week, without her being 
told), from having to place all of her clothing in plastic bags, and 
from not having anywhere to sleep for a period of time when the 
treatments occurred, because everyone was afraid she'd spread 
bedbugs into their home. At one point she camped out in the 
engineering building all night.



Two of her roommates were mean to her when they discovered that they, too, would have to wash & 
bag their clothing for a period of time. They then proceeded slam their doors in the middle of the night, 
deliberately, in order to sleep-deprive her. This was all after her beloved uncle had just been 
"randomly" stabbed to death in a parking lot and as she was trying to start her new semester at school.

LITTLE LIBRARY STINGING FLY

When I first heard about the bedbug problem, I
immediately suspected foul play. I sent an email to
my parents saying as much on May 4. I was still
dealing with heavy directed energy weapons
attacks myself. On May 6 I looked back through
the images on my phone and noticed the April 10
photo I had taken of the painting on Hawthorne
Avenue. I sent a second email with the image
attached at 1:32, probably from Portland
Community College SE campus where I
sometimes go to use the computer. I decided to
walk home from campus that day, and began
walking home along 80th avenue. At the corner of
80th and SE Taylor I spotted a home with a "little
library" kiosk and a paperback copy of Bronte's
"Jane Eyre" prominently displayed in the window.
This particular kiosk featured a door that shut
tightly, and locked with a latch. I lifted the latch,
opened the door, pulled out the book, and opened it
to wherever it opened naturally. I had read maybe
half a sentence when a small gnat-like fly flew out
of the spine of the book, spiraled around to sting
the butt of my right thumb, and flew off. I replaced
the book where I'd found it, and photographed the
kiosk. The kiosk was tightly shut, so the fly must
have been in the book before it was placed into the
kiosk. I have never been stung by a fly like that
before. It just seemed like too much of a
coincidence to be stung by a bug just two hours
after making the accusations I did regarding bugs
being planted in my home and in my daughter's
apartment.

LASER STING (cut)

To my recollection, the next bizarre "stinging" event that occurred also happened on May 6, the same 
day as the little library stinging fly event, but it may have occurred the following or maybe even two 
days later. My memory for timelines was being affected by constant directed energy attacks & my 
intent was to rely on photographs to help me remember times, places, and events. According to my 
memory, after I got home on May 6, I decided to make myself some scrambled eggs to eat. I was 
standing over the stove, with my left hand holding the handle of the cast iron pan I was using to cook 



the eggs when out of nowhere I felt a sensation on the base of my left pinky that was partly like 
stinging, partly like burning. I looked at my hand, which was nowhere near the stove, and that a tiny 
slice had formed on my pinky, cutting just through the top layers of skin. And as soon as it appeared, it 
began to fuse together and "heal." I have never experienced anything like this before: not a cut 
appearing out of thin air, nor a cut which heals immediately like that. (Note: it happened again, while I 
was in the shower, summer 2019 - I received a very shallow instantaneous laser slice on my neck)

The same evening that I got the laser cut on my pinky Chris was washing dishes in the sink. Chris told 
me he sliced his fingers with the blades from the blender, which were in the water. He said "the blades 
are so sharp the cut just healed immediately." I suggested later that his cut could have been the same 
origin as mine - a directed energy weapon. He, as usual, was incredibly skeptical. I then asked him if 
he'd ever had a cut that healed instantly like that and he said he had not.

I didn't take a photo of the cut after it happened, because it seemed to heal immediately and was 
invisible. A couple days later, however, I noticed a slight redness around the injury, making it visible 
again. That is when I took a photograph (photo dated May 9, 2017)


