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The ‘Set and Setting’ for street theater is in real time, in the real world. 

 

The following episode of street theater was performed at Borders Bookstore in 

Bangor, Maine.  A group of aspiring authors formerly met weekly on the second floor of 

Borders as “ The Other Maine” Writers Group, to discuss original literary works written 

by one of the members each week.  This particular ‘play’ starts shortly after the group 

had begun.   

There was a metal standup book display that held popular how-to and self-help 

books located to the left of the walkway, from the stairway and the elevator entrance to 

the second floor.  Some of the titles on this display are Dr. Laura Schlessinger’s 10 

Stupid Things Women Do to Mess up Their Lives; You Can Heal Your Life by Louise 

L. Hay, and Puppies for Dummies in that stupid series of introductory books on any 

given subject.  The stupid series of books developed from a series of computer training 

manuals for stupid people – apparently.    

Chairs for the writers group are formed into a circle in the area leading off this 

walkway beside the display.  The walkway continues into the religious, business and real 

estate section of books.  Today we are critiquing a member’s work about depression.  The 

article has the working title: A Small White Pill.  The chapter being discussed is about 

the author’s experiences of depression, inertia, and finally medical intervention.  My 

attention had been drawn a distance away from the group to see through the metal book 

display to a woman wearing a canary-yellow sweatshirt behind it. 



This woman was loitering behind the display, looking through the grating of the 

stand, spying on me – it must be.  Something like this has happened before.   After I was 

disagreeably terminated from a real estate brokerage for a made-up reason (I had been 

group-mobbed), one of the agents had appeared the following week after my termination 

while the writers’ group was in session.  He stood behind the display at this exact 

location the woman was now.  When I happened to go by the display and saw him hidden 

behind it a few weeks earlier, I said: “Hi, Barnaby.”  He looked surprised and reddened in 

face slightly.  He explained that he had been listening to the group and found it very 

interesting.  Barnaby made no other explanation for why he had been standing there.  He 

held no books.  He obviously had been clandestinely listening to the group from this 

hidden location with purpose.  

When I first noticed this morbidly obese woman on this particular day she was 

wearing a yellow jumpsuit and was hidden behind the display.   I felt that she also had 

been spying on me.  There was something in her behavior (her energy, her aura) that was 

incongruous.  She was not really shopping for books either.  She was not looking 

attentively at any of the products on display.  She was just toying with them like props in 

a movie; touching one, then another of them, without picking any up, without opening the 

covers. 

It seemed as though she were standing there in order to listen to what our group 

was talking about.  Possibly she was targeting and stalking someone who was in the 

store.  Often a perpetrator uses scripted skits designed to frighten and threaten targets.  If 

this were for me, I was mightily entertained.  As I became more interested in the 

watching woman, and the nature of her quest in the store, it occurred to me that she was 

probably a ‘street theater’ actress, a member of a cult employed to “act-out” on a target.  I 

made direct eye contact with her a few times.  This eye contact was intermittently broken, 

as she was behind the display and flicked her eye contact with me, dodging behind a 

metal bar of the display with her eyes off and on. 

She moved from where she stood and waddled down the aisle behind the stand 

where the horse and bird books were shelved.  Then she went around the corner, skipping 

the aisle with horticultural and gardening books, and turned into the section closest to the 

group.  She was now at a forty-five degree angle from where I sat.  She was in this aisle 



of occult and metaphysical books.  On the end-cap of the aisle was located a locked case 

with sliding glass doors that contained tarot cards, crystals and books on magic.  A 

computer terminal stood between the group and the case with the fortune tellers’ cards 

and fetishes. 

She stood in front of the section of the bookcase with these occult books for a 

long time without actually pulling any books completely out.  She stood for at least ten 

minutes without opening a book and put on a strange and seemingly staged performance. 

She toyed with a very large book, pulled it halfway out, and held it deliberately 

kitty-corner on the shelf without removing it.  Later I checked, and the book was Hans 

Holzer’s Witches.  I noted that she appeared to be doing something with her hands at the 

time, making symbolic gestures; perhaps she was inwardly chanting.  Then she slid the 

book back in into its place on the shelf. 

This lady in yellow moved her hand across from this book to another on the shelf 

with few books in-between, and did the same thing with that one.  It was Judika Illes’ 

dictionary-sized Element Encyclopedia of Witchcraft.  She held the encyclopedia out 

even longer, displayed it in this kitty-corner way, using the shelf to balance the book.  It 

was clear to me that this was done to gain my attention, and maybe she was practicing a 

bit of hocus pocus.  She lingered there longer than seemed reasonable or explainable.   

At one point she leaned down toward the book on the kitty-corner, to get closer to 

it and call attention to its cover.  The book’s cover was printed with an oversize typeface 

that contrasted well against the dark background on the cover.  She pushed the book back 

into place after an extended period.  I could not take my eyes off of her even while 

continuing to critique a cleverly written chapter about depression from the author’s 

manuscript about trauma being discussed.  Eventually the lady in yellow left the area and 

went downstairs.  

There was another woman shopping at this time in the section behind where the 

writers’ group sat.  The woman was browsing books on handicrafts, like needlepoint and 

decoupage.  She was dressed in the typical modest and unadorning Pentecostal-style of 

dress common in these parts of Maine.  The two women were contrarily juxtaposed, one 

looking for handicrafts and the other witchcraft. 



I may have seen this second woman before, possibly at a Pentecostal church 

service in Dexter or LaGrange, Maine.  Her hair was braided and tied up in a bun on top 

of her head.  She wore a drab blue dress falling almost to her shoes and a heavy ivory-

colored hand-knit sweater.  She was apparently looking for a specific title, and pulled out 

one and then another of the books, checking the price and content of each.  She found 

what she was looking for and left the area just about the same time that the yellow lady 

did.      

We took a break from our task of critiquing this author’s chapter.  I went 

downstairs during the break to get a cup of Borders’ coffee.  The yellow lady was in 

direct line of my path at the bottom of the stairs.  The Pentecostal woman was at the 

register in front of the store.  Was this serendipity?  I slowed my pace and looked the 

spooky obese woman directly in the eye and said: “Hi,” in a knowing kind of way.  She 

responded flatly, but with a glint of an impish smile appearing at the corners of her 

mouth.  I disappeared into the restroom. 

The group reconvened in about ten minutes.  Minutes later the yellow lady 

returned upstairs with a Borders’ clerk leading her to a section of books on an outside 

wall.  This section was behind a wall separating the writers’ group from her.  She was out 

of my line of vision.  She could have used the staff person as a prop to support the 

thought that everything was random, and not a scripted event, if it even was.  Now the 

yellow lady was hidden from view but very close indeed.   

As we were wrapping up the session, we exchanged witty sayings about our 

perceptions of reality and sanity.  Then I purposely said in a slightly louder voice than the 

others had used, “Paranoia can be heightened awareness.”   

The big yellow lady left the area after I made that statement.  She had emerged 

from behind the dividing wall where she had been for about 30 minutes listening to the 

group.  She hurried down the stairs, out of my sight, and into the void.   

There have been other episodes of this kind of behavior that I have observed.  

Following is one event that I titled “Street Theater on Broadway.”  The office building 

for the real estate brokerage I had managed in Bangor at this time was on a corner lot.  

The up-desk in the reception area is positioned in front of two picture windows on either 

side of the building.  A parking lot surrounds the front and side of the building.  



Sometimes people cut across the lot to avoid the traffic light or to turn around.  The 

vehicles drive close to the building when passing through, as there is a big hole in the lot 

where a large commercial signpost used to be.  This forces the drivers cutting over to the 

side street to drive within a few feet of the building’s front window.  They often look 

through the window into the building, possibly to get a look at the impressionistic oil 

painting hanging there.  Sitting at the up-desk is like being in a well-appointed fishbowl. 

The front of the building facing toward Broadway has two more windows 

positioned high on the wall.  You have to get up on your toes to look through them.  One 

day I noticed a middle-aged man riding a motorcycle around in the parking lot.  He drove 

around and around.  He drove very close to the front window about four or five times 

around, but avoided looking directly in at me.  Although this guy had been observed 

looking through the window with a sideward look, avoiding direct eye contact with me. 

Another motorcyclist showed up within minutes and they both rode around the 

parking lot together a few more times.  They seemed to know each other and may have 

planned to meet at this location.  They certainly behaved this way.  The first man did not 

wear a helmet, but this other guy did.  They made themselves conspicuous by riding 

around but not looking at me; although they obviously knew I was sitting there at the 

front desk in the showcase window.    

They stopped their bikes and got off close to the glass door beside the main 

window.  Something was not right.  They dismounted in front of the door obstructing it 

with their motorcycles.  This was in clear view to see their movements close up.  For a 

split second I thought: Client or Customer?  However, after dismounting from their 

choppers, they pushed them to the far end of the building where I could no longer see 

them because of the high windows.  Their behavior was weird but not random.   

I had a distressing feeling of gloom and doom just before they first appeared.  It 

was like a wave of evil coming over me.  I had that fleeting but overpowering wow it’s 

not working kind of feeling.  I considered this emotion to be psychic garbage from an 

external source.  I had been having a wonderful day up to that point, and had been 

chipper and happy.  So, I kicked the thought out of my mind and laughed to myself.  I 

even made up a poem about it and bellowed it out, as no one else was in the building and 

these motorcycle men had not arrived yet. 



 
Bad feelings today go away 
Never return in any way  

 

After the guys started to move their motorcycles out of sight, I went out the glass 

door following them to where they went.  Here are some of my observations about them.  

The shorter guy’s bike had a chrome gas tank.  It was an older bike, maybe an antique.  It 

was big.  He had a Semper Fi bumper sticker on it (an abbreviation for the Marine motto: 

Always Faithful).  The other guy was a veteran as he was wearing a veteran’s hat.  He 

also had a round military patch glued down on his gas tank, claiming membership in the 

Marines.  Now I took action and went right over to them. 

I spoke to the older man in an assertive way: “Nice bike.  Oh, were you a 

Marine?”  All of the time I was talking I moved in toward him.  He said he had been but 

was retired.  He may have been about 60 years old.  His younger buddy was taller and 

clearly more of a businessman type.  He was wearing dress pants.  The older guy was 

wearing jeans.  This younger man had a black helmet and was dressed like a manager or 

other professional.  They both had a scared – I’m not scared – look on their faces, like a 

child caught with a hand in the cookie jar.  

The taller man gave me direct and searching eye contact; the older man found 

direct eye contact difficult.  The taller man went to his bike while keeping his eyes on 

me.  He walked sideways toward his bike, carefully keeping me in view.  It was as if he 

wanted to find something to say.  He put his hand into one of the saddlebags and fished 

around a bit and pulled out a catalog for a company up the street located at a lower street 

number.  My thought had been that he was going for a gun – weird. 

He then asked me for directions.  He was looking for the location of the business 

for the catalog that he held.  He wanted to know if it was further ahead or behind us.  I 

said it must be behind.  The other guy spoke right up and said: “No.” He explained that 

the numbers for the buildings just before the bridge for the interstate highway overpass 

were in the four hundreds.  The location of the brokerage was 543 Broadway.  He had 

just come from that side of beyond the underpass.  

If they knew each other and had planned to meet at this location for some reason, 

why did this conversation take place?  It did not make any sense, since as friends they 



would have discussed the planned meeting ahead of time, and the plan would have 

included the reason for the meeting.  This seemed random and yet so on purpose.  It was 

as if they really did not know each other although were covertly meeting.  What 

explanation could there be? 

I ended the exchange and went back inside.  I called a friend and described the 

entire theatrical event and my suspicions of what was going on, hoping that the two men 

could hear me talking on the phone, which I suspect they could.  This was on purpose.  I 

saw the tall guy’s helmet through the high windows as he put it back on.  They started 

their bikes and drove off.  The first guy would not look at me through the glass door or 

window as they passed by on their way out of the parking lot even though we had an 

amicable social exchange.  The other guy was watching me in his side-view mirrors and I 

looked at him through the right one.  I waved to him, and then he waved to a car passing 

by on Broadway, and off they went. 

While I managed this brokerage in Bangor (pervious to the events in Border’s 

Bookstore above), on this day when the motorcyclist had visited the parking lot, the 

aforementioned Barnaby appeared for orientation.  This was his first day in the Bangor 

office, having been transferred from another brokerage located in Searsport, to the office 

I managed here.  It took about an hour to go over shop procedures, show him where the 

fax machine was located, how to get the company email, and explain what the 

expectations were.  He then offered to spell me so I could go to lunch with a friend who 

showed up.  

Barnaby had an interesting report when I returned.  I asked if there had been any 

brokerage activity, and unfortunately there had not been.  I had described the 

motorcyclists’ escapades to him earlier, and said that I thought this might have been an 

episode of street theater.  He said something weird had happened however.  A pickup 

truck with government plates pulled into the parking lot where the motorcyclists had been 

parked.  The driver had a crew-cut.  He talked on a cell phone for a long period Barnaby 

said, and then had a call on a second phone he had in the vehicle.  He finished the calls, 

backed out of the parking space and drove away. 

For more information on Street Theater and other forms of threats against 

Targeted Individuals (TI) this short bibliography of some resources and snippets of 



information are provided.  Some references are web pages, and so their life expectancy 

may be of short duration. 

The following link features a story about a few activists from Free Republic who 

“Freeped the Creep.”  The article is about these activists’ attempt to embarrass President 

Clinton.  They held up signs, with one referring to what Monica Lewinsky had said in her 

testimony about him and his size: 

http://www.freerepublic.com/forum/a3898ee5a34a9.htm.  There was nothing clandestine 

in their actions, and this street theater was politically motivated. 

Allen L. Barker, PhD (in computer science), is a serious anti mind control activist, 

and has written extensively on the subject.  He testified to the National Bioethics 

Advisory Committee, Human Subjects Subcommittee, about electromagnetic weapons 

and mind control technology in 1997 which can be read at this link: 

http://www.cs.virginia.edu/~alb/ugly/testimony.html.  In this other link: 

http://www.totse.com/en/conspiracy/mind_control/motivesformind172762.html, he 

writes about Motives for Mind Control.  The issue of street theater is discussed.  He has 

many interesting insights and his statements are well researched and sources are clearly 

identified. 

Gang-stalking is street theater on a grand scale.  Extremist groups, often cults, 

target individuals and certain intimidating and aberrant behaviors are repeatedly exhibited 

toward them, creating a hostile world for targets.   Harassment and actual crimes are 

committed against targets and this has undoubtedly led to killings, and suicide can be the 

result of long term harassment.  David Lawson published Terrorist Stalking in America 

published in 2001 about gangstalking.  He had infiltrated a cult-gang and lived to write 

about his experiences. 

Gloria Naylor’s book 1996 is about mind control, gangstalking, and electronic 

harassment which she experienced.  Eleanor White, a retired professional engineer in 

Canada, is a tireless mind control activist.  Her review of Gloria’s book can be located at: 

http://www.multistalkervictims.org/1996review.htm.  Ms. Naylor has won the 

Guggenheim and National Endowment for the Arts fellowships for her novels and screen 

plays.  She claims to have experienced Voice-to-Skull (V2S) harassment as well, a 

technology understood since 1974.  Targets can hear remote voices (ultrasound) inside 



their heads (inside their skulls) via pulsed microwaves, and through other methods and 

advanced technology.  Eleanor published an article in The American Reporter, Vol. 6, 

No. 1290:  Restrictions Needed On EM/RF Mind Control Technology.   

Timothy L. Thomas wrote an article published in Parameters, a US military 

publication.  This landmark article: The Mind Has No Firewall is about psychotronic 

weapons and was published in the spring edition in1988.  These nonlethal weapons are 

used to control behavior remotely and arsenals of technologies are included.  These 

techniques, technologies and equipment are used to change the molecular structure of 

biological systems and can effect the cardio-vascular system in a person, even 

holographic images can be used to terrorize an enemy target; or you and me.  Has our 

technology outstripped our wisdom? 

The Russian author and mind control activist N. I. Anisimov was quoted by 

Timothy Thomas in this article in Parameters.  Anisimov wrote Psychotronic Golgotha 

in 1999 where he describes the history of psychotronic weapons and about the victims of 

these assaults.  From this publication comes the following quote.  “Psychotronic weapons 

are a complex of unique electronic-irradiating apparatuses capable, over a large 

distance, of controlling the psycho-physical activities of a person, purposefully 

destroying his heath.”  As Anisimov points out, when victims turn to law enforcement 

and medical and psychiatric clinicians they often end up locked up in psychiatric 

hospitals.  Then victims are often diagnosed as insane.  Other victims that act-out in 

response to the “voices” and torture sometime end up in jail or even dead!     

A most comprehensive website about predatory gangstalking is: http://www.stop-

predatory-gangstalking.net/index.html.  This website reports that gangstalking was 

originally conceived of by social scientists and psychologists in communist and fascist 

countries and used as a form of social control.  Nazi Jew-baiting was an early form of 

gangstalking.  The Ku Klux Klan also had used gang-stalking to harass blacks and other 

phantom enemies.   

Such tactics are used to disrupt targeted individuals’ relationships with their 

families and others, and to affect their work performance, and create distress and 

financial loss – sleep depravation is one technique that over the long run ruins an 

individual’s health and stability.  These techniques are used to drive the targets or TIs 



crazy.  As targets become more mentally unstable due to ongoing psychological warfare 

against them, they have been known to commit suicide to escape the terror.  From this 

web page above comes the following quote: “Street theater is designed to be distressing 

to the target and not be able to be accurately reported to anyone else in a manner that 

appears true.” 

Cheryl Welsh, director of Mind Justice, a human rights group to protect our rights 

to mental integrity, and freedom from electromagnetic weapons and technologies, 

became a victim of nonconsensual experimentation beginning in 1987.  To learn more 

about the group’s objectives and research go to: http://mindjustice.org.  To find out about 

Cheryl and what happened to her, and why, check out: 

http://raven1.net/ewmcmscr19.htm.      

Mobbing is used as a technique in workplace bullying.  Mobbing is a campaign 

by co-workers to exclude, punish, and humiliate; they gang up on a targeted individual, 

the outsider.  In 1999 Mobbing: Emotional Abuse in the American Workplace was first 

published.  This book is partially based on the pioneer research by Dr. Heinz Leymann on 

mobbing in Sweden in the 1980s, also referred to as ‘psycho-terror in the workplace.’  

Dr. Leymann has treated nearly 1,300 victims of mobbing in the workplace as patients, 

with 300 as in-patients in a specially designed clinic.  For more information online point 

your browser to: http://www.mobbing-usa.com.    

Who are these cults that perform these actions and use top secret technologies and 

weapons against targets?  It would be surprising to find out.  Are firefighters, police and 

civil servants involved?  Some say that a small percentage of state and federal workers 

are members of these cults.  Certainly many belong to fraternities.  With satellites circling 

the planet and cell phones and chip identification in many products, and increasingly in 

people too, individuals can be easily located and tracked.  What are the ultimate 

objectives of these activities collectively?   

 Dr. Luc Jouret was a homeopathic physician who experimented in biological 

and chemical terrorism and mind control.  Canada’s Order of the Solar Temple, a 

doomsday cult, was started by Dr. Jouret.  He received funding from Ontario Hydro, a 

company controlled by Maurice Strong.  Strong has been called the “power behind the 

throne” in the United Nations and owns a Colorado ranch of 63,000 acres, Baca Grande, 



said to be the “Vatican City” of the New World Order.  He looks toward global 

governance, a New World Order, where a self-selected group of elites rules the world.     

 Rumors were rife about the illegal activities of the Sovereign Order of the Solar 

Temple, including gun running, money laundering, and drug smuggling. The Order had 

members in the US, Quebec, Switzerland and France and in 1994, 53 members were 

found dead purportedly by mass suicide.  The following quote is from an article by Dr. 

Jouret. 

“State control of the mental faculties of its citizens is the single most 
important weapon in the battle to establish the New World Order. 
Methods range from the ancient propagandas of Religion and 
Nationalism to the modern technologies of Electromagnetic and 
Acoustic weapons. Most useful to the State are the weapons which 
directly and permanently affect the well being of all citizens (ie: 
potential troublemakers).”       
 
Certainly anyone can see these actions against individuals are done to control 

them.  When enough psychic energy are funneled off, and our thoughts molded through 

television, radio and our educational systems, the individuals or groups behind the 

“curtain” can control the world!  That is if there was not another dimension, the spirit 

world.  Our hope is in prayer and insight into the spiritual realm, where control is 

ultimately lost to mortals.  May the Power of God be with you! 


