
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



“To live is to suffer, and to survive... well, that’s to find meaning in the suffering.”

— DMX





​FRONT MATTER — Legal Notice (1 page)

​Events are reported from the author’s perspective. Some names and identifying details are altered or withheld. Factual claims are anchored to documents cited in Receipts; opinions and inferences are labeled Working Theory. Images and exhibits are redacted to protect privacy. Nothing herein accuses any named person of a crime absent public records or adjudication. Where laws on recording, access, or publication apply, the author represents compliance. This work is nonfiction with literary style; chronology and dialogue are drawn from notes, timestamps, and records unless otherwise indicated.

​(This matches the book’s “Receipts / Working Theory / Pattern Box” system already present.) 

​PAGE 1 — Title Page

THE DISABLED TRAIL

Buried Easements, Buried Rights

​by Justin Ian Smith

​PAGE 2 — Legal Notice, Content Note, Alias Map

​Content Note

This book contains strong language; depictions of harassment, domestic violence, and homelessness; descriptions of drug use (“twacked out” culture); and references to extremist symbolism/activity observed in Canoe/Kayak Country (e.g., KKK iconography and militant political cosplay). These references are documentary and critical, not endorsement. Reader discretion advised.

​Privacy & Safety

●  Minors appear by first name only.
 

●  Non-public individuals appear under aliases or initials.
 

●  Officials are identified when tied to records.
 

●  Photos and exhibits are redacted for private data.
 

​Alias Map (for privacy)

●  “Larry Johnson” — pipeline inspector in a white pickup (alias).
 

●  Deputy C. / Deputy E. — responding deputies (initials).
 

●  Stephanie D. — first Stephanie (Ian’s mother).
 

●  Stephanie B. — second Stephanie (Finley’s mother).
 

●  S.F. / J.F. / W.T. / T.H. — locals/neighbors referenced in incidents (initials).
 

​Note: Some names appear with variant spellings in records (e.g., IAN/“IKE”). Narrative spellings follow family usage; record spellings are shown in exhibits.

​



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Dedication
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For my father—rest in peace.

You’re my number one, my best friend, my everything. I miss you every day.

For my sons, Ian and Finley—

you’re the reason I keep walking when the map lies.

For my mama—

I love you. Thank you for the spine and the softness.






​In Memory

In loving memory of my father—always missed, always with me.

Author’s Note & How to Read This Book

​Author’s Note

I wrote this with dirt under my nails and paperwork in my pockets. When the story slips from fact into my read of it, I label it. When the system labels me, I show the paperwork.

This isn’t a manifesto; it’s a field guide to surviving bureaucracy, bad timing, and Florida’s talent for weird. You’ll see deputies, inspectors, neighbors, and white trucks at dawn. You’ll also see extremist cosplay in Canoe/Kayak Country—KKK symbols, militant politics, flags where common sense should be. I report what I witnessed and documented. I don’t endorse any of it. I’m here to tell you how it felt and what it cost.

Names of non-public people are changed. Officials appear when tied to records. My kids are first names only. Where I sound sure, it’s because there’s a receipt. Where I sound like I’m guessing, I call it a Working Theory and keep it in the lines.

This book has dark humor because that’s the only kind that kept me standing. If you flinch, good. I did too.

​How to Read This Book


●  Receipts — Little end-of-chapter boxes with dates, agencies, ticket/case numbers, or documents. That’s the proof.



●  Pattern — A four-beat autopsy: Request → Response → Contradiction → Consequence. Bureaucracy leaves footprints.



●  Working Theory — Clearly labeled opinion. My inference, not sworn fact.



●  Aliases/Initials — Non-public folks get cover names or initials in the story; full identifications (if needed) live in Notes & Sources.





​Tone & Language

This is a darkly funny book. Expect gallows humor, Florida satire, and a few invented words. See Glossary for house terms like twacked out (my shorthand for crystal-meth wakefulness and the twaktastic, sometimes quacktastic, decisions that follow).

Lessons never learned: paper outruns people. I started running anyway.

Paper doesn’t help people. Paper hunts them.
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​PAGE 7 — Chronology

2016–2017 — Pipeline corridor (Sabal Trail) constructed/activated across the Hart Springs area, Gilchrist County.

2017 — Easement/corridor presence over family parcels (Lots 13 & 19) becomes the new normal.

2022-01-06 — House fire on my property.

2022-07-07 — Sheriff admin emails CAD calls/reports; Jan 6 fire missing. I reply with device IMEIs/serials; ask for charges/correction.

2022-07-25 — Tool serials forwarded to a deputy; no written resolution captured.

2023-05-25 — Complaints to Sheriff/OIG with video links; request arrests/charges.

2023-06-13 → 2023-07-22 — “Lieutenant needs your number.” I re-provide after account recovery.

2023-12-07 — State office declines investigation; forwards back to local Internal Affairs.

2024-04-02 → 2024-05-18 — Third-party Ticketmaster data incident window (identity context).

2024-05-23 — Determination my data may be affected.

2024-06-21 — Ticketmaster notice sent (monitoring offered).

2024-11-15 → 11-16 — Fire Two and the bulldozer cowboy.

2024-11-17 — Frisk at FEMA tent; $500 citation + trespass; pipeline inspection evaporates as Larry Johnson (white truck) and deputy depart.

2025-02-07 — Tow request logged (per later lien notice) on my truck.

2025-03-06 — Tow-lien notice issued; envelope misnames me as “IKE” and shows address forwarding.

2025-04-07 08:00 — Scheduled lien sale (truck). Meanwhile, a registration stop chokes my car.

2025-05-14 — Miami PD case PD250-514-141-156 opened re: unauthorized LLC reinstatement (identity replacement theme).

Ongoing (various dates, 04:50–05:20 a.m.) — Larry Johnson dawn “ten-minute loop” at Canoe/Kayak Country (white pickup in/out; observation log kept).

​PAGE 8 — Cast of Characters (Public Version)

Justin — Narrator. Keeps receipts like other people keep baby photos. Florida-native, clerk by necessity, coyote by temperament.

Ian — My oldest. North star. First name only in-body.

Finley — My youngest. Reason #2 I keep walking. First name only in-body.

Mama — Backbone with a heartbeat.

Stephanie D. — The first Stephanie (Ian’s mother). A fracture line that still echoes.

Stephanie B. — The second Stephanie (Finley’s mother). Category-5 with paperwork.

Larry Johnson (alias) — Pipeline man in a white pickup. Dawn patrol specialist. Appears; vanishes; inspections evaporate.

Deputy C. & Deputy E. — Uniformed chorus. Polite when the moon’s right.

The Bulldozer Cowboy — Private plate, county paint, no badge. Blade down, sparks up.

The Clerk — Speaks fluent Forwarded. Guardian of the stamp.

The Tower — Holds your property by the VIN until you tithe.

S.F. / J.F. / W.T. / T.H. — Locals/neighbors who drift through incidents. Initials in-body; full names (when supported) live in Notes & Sources.

Canoe/Kayak Country — The Extremist Chorus — Background characters, not a club roll: KKK iconography, militant cosplay, flags for feelings. Documentary presence only; included to show the air some of us breathe.

Chekhov’s Stephanie — A superstition, not a person: if two Stephanies appear in Act I, a third will knock in Act III. Helmet recommended.

Paper — Antagonist and ecosystem. Predator disguised as help.

The Corridor — The pipeline right-of-way. A scar that hums.

​PAGE 9 — Glossary (House Terms)

Receipts — Proof on paper: dates, tickets, case numbers, emails, photos. The antidote to gaslight.

Pattern — Four-beat autopsy of bureaucracy: Request → Response → Contradiction → Consequence.

Working Theory — Clearly labeled opinion. My inference, not sworn fact. Basis stated; ego parked.

Paper — Predator disguised as help. Forms, notices, “systems.” Moves faster than people.

Forwarded — Government Esperanto for “put somewhere you can’t touch.”

Corridor — The pipeline right-of-way. On maps: line. On land: scar. In life: excuse.

Canoe/Kayak Country (The Extremist Chorus) — Rural zone where I observed KKK iconography and militant political cosplay. Documentary and critical references only.

Dawn Patrol — Pre-sun loop where the white pickup appears, idles, and ghosts. See: Larry Johnson.

Larry Johnson (alias) — Pipeline man in a white truck. 10-minute orbit. Shows up early; leaves earlier.

The Bulldozer Cowboy — Private plate, county paint, no badge. Blade down, sparks up, accountability down.

The Tower — Tow operator who owns your day by the VIN until you tithe.

Lessons never learned — Refrain for when the system repeats itself and calls it procedure.

Chekhov’s Stephanie — Superstition: if two Stephanies show up in Act I, a third arrives by Act III. Helmet recommended.

Twacked out (adj.) — My shorthand for crystal-meth awake for 7+ days; judgment slides into chaos.

Twaktastic (adj.) — The decisions you make while twacked out that felt like genius and play back like court exhibits.

Quacktastic (adj.) — Daffy Duck scale of disaster: cartoon-level chaos; funny until it isn’t.

​PAGE 10 — Part I & Chapter 1
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​Part I — Setup
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​1. Prologue: The Long Con

Most folks picture fraud as some goober in a shiny tie running a Ponzi out of a strip-mall office. Mine wore camo, carried county letterhead, and called itself “help.” First the small bites—mail detouring, benefits “processing,” offices “unable to locate” me while I stood right there. Then the jaw that didn’t let go: pipeline money nobody paid, FEMA help that evaporated, my company “reinstated” in a city I wasn’t in by a ghost with my name.

Call it identity theft if you need a label. I call it identity replacement. My imposter didn’t just cash checks; he shook hands as me while I slept rough in the Apalachicola forest counting mosquitoes and bad decisions. Every time I clawed my way back onto paper, the paper moved.

Florida sells you myths. Sunshine. Orange juice. The Great Help. The real motto is Bring Forms. Out here a signature is a spell and a typo is a curse. You think your name is a fact until a printer calls you IKE instead of IAN and an entire office shrugs like that’s close enough for government work. Close enough can cost you a life.

The game is simple. The state prints certainty; you print proof you exist. They have letterhead. You have a notebook. You can win—if you play like a clerk and think like a coyote. You document. You timestamp. You keep the tone polite until polite becomes camouflage. You stop asking for help and start asking for records.

It’s funny, if your humor is broken. The land I grew up on became a corridor on a map. The corridor became an excuse. The excuse became a habit. Somewhere between the plat books and the pipeline, my name slid sideways in the machine, and the machine decided the sideways version was the right one. That’s the version that gets envelopes. That’s the version that gets a lien sale at 8:00 a.m. on a Monday.

I learned to treat paper like weather. You can’t stop it. You can predict it. You can put on a coat. Sometimes the forecast is Stephanie with a chance of flying objects. Sometimes it’s Deputy with a chance of ticket. Sometimes it’s Larry Johnson—white pickup at dawn, lights dim, ten-minute orbit—and an inspection that dissolves the moment you reach for it.

I didn’t set out to be a litigant, a surveyor, a casual operator of fire hoses, or a minor archivist of rural Florida dumbness. I set out to live. The book you’re holding is the field guide I made because living turned into a multi-agency scavenger hunt and I dislike losing.

Two Stephanies gave me two sons and a graduate degree in leaving before the bat swings again. Deputies taught me how to carry quarters like contraband. A bulldozer taught me that steel on rock makes sparks even when the operator swears it doesn’t. Paper taught me the oldest rule in the Kuntry: they don’t have to steal your land if they can steal your paper first.

Lessons never learned: paper outruns people. I started running anyway.

​PAGE 11 — Chapter 2: Paper Trail

Inbox like a crime scene: timestamps, subject lines, and a county that only replies when the moon’s right. I stack my evidence like poker chips—emails to the Sheriff, OIG, FEMA, every alphabet that says we’re here to help as long as help fits on a form. I don’t write essays; I write exhibits.

Some days I’m a clerk. Some days I’m a PI. Most days I’m both—chasing my own name through offices where the answer is always Forwarded to the right person, which is Florida for go wait outside. I send video links of men on my land. I send serial numbers, device IDs, dates down to the minute. They send me silence dressed like procedure.

Paper should be neutral. Paper is a weapon. When it wants to disappear an event, it just never writes it down. When it wants to disappear a person, it files everything under a slightly different version of their name and lets the database shrug. That’s how IAN becomes IKE. That’s how an inspection evaporates because Larry Johnson and a deputy leave at the same time and nobody writes why.

So I keep a ledger that looks like a jail cell: four narrow bars across the page.

Request. Response. Contradiction. Consequence.

No poetry. No flourish. Ink like a cut.

Request: “Add the January 6 fire to CAD.”

Response: “We’ll forward.”

Contradiction: I’m holding the hose in the photo. The grass remembers.

Consequence: No case to build on; the past can’t be proven unless you printed it yourself.

Request: “Trace these IMEIs.”

Response: “Forwarded to a deputy.”

Contradiction: Charges keep hitting like hailstones.

Consequence: More hours in the clerk’s lobby trying not to shout.

Request: “Confirm inspection time; I’ll be on site.”

Response: “On it.”

Contradiction: White truck idles, deputy waves, inspection dissolves.

Consequence: Trespass at the tent. $500. Try again next week.

You want a Florida dictionary? Here: Forwarded means put somewhere you can’t touch. System shows sent means good luck, citizen. We’re investigating means your file is napping. I learned to translate in self-defense.

When the day goes long, I tape receipts to the wall—tickets, envelopes, those green-banded certified warnings with my name bent into IKE like a joke that bills you interest. The collage looks like a conspiracy board if you squint. It is not a conspiracy. It’s a habit with stationery.

Turn: The grid in my head needs a map in the world. I load the parcels, draw the corridor, and watch the scar light up yellow. Now the paper has a place to stand.

​PAGE 12 — Chapter 2: Paper Trail (cont.)

You can argue with a person. You can’t argue with a printer. You can only out-produce it.

I start treating days like audits. Every call gets a time. Every time gets a document. If I don’t get a document, I make one. A note is a poor man’s subpoena.

​How-To: Build an Evidence Ledger

Open a notebook. Draw four columns across the top.

REQUEST | RESPONSE | CONTRADICTION | CONSEQUENCE


●  Request — Who you asked + exact ask. Keep it under 15 words.



●  Response — Quote the sentence that matters, not the paragraph.



●  Contradiction — The receipt: photo name, doc ID, ticket #, timestamp.



●  Consequence — What it cost you: missed inspection, trespass, lost benefit.





Add a fifth if you like pain: NEXT STEP. One verb: Appeal. File. Record. Photograph. When the page fills, patterns emerge like oil on water.

Example from the book of me:


●  Request: “Add Jan 6 fire to CAD; open theft case.”



Response: “Forwarded to deputy.”



Contradiction: Hose photo + scorch line + neighbor statement.



Consequence: No incident #; insurance shrugs; time lost.



●  Request: “Trace IMEIs; confirm pings.”



Response: “We’ll look into it.”



Contradiction: Charges post in cities I’m not in.



Consequence: I become my own fraud desk.



●  Request: “Confirm inspection 11/17; I’ll be present.”



Response: “On calendar.”



Contradiction: White pickup idles; deputy and Larry leave minutes apart; no signature.



Consequence: Trespass paper. $500. Try again later.





Bureaucracy loves verbs that float: review, consider, forward, escalate. My verbs have hands: serve, file, attach, record.

​Pattern Box — Administrative Evasion #1

Request → Investigate incident; videos attached.

Response → “Forwarded.”

Contradiction → Event appears in photos, emails, neighbors’ mouths—nowhere in CAD.

Consequence → No case to build on; citizen becomes clerk.

​Working Theory — Paper as Predator

My opinion: once your name glitches (IAN → IKE), the system treats the error as the real you. Every notice after that is a copy of a copy. Basis: repeated misspellings on certified mail, mismatched VIN stops, and people calling me a man who doesn’t exist. Opinion, not sworn fact.

When the wall fills, I take a photo of the wall. Then I print the photo and pin it to the wall. It’s petty. It’s also proof that I’m still here.

Receipts (Chapter 2)


●  CAD packet missing Jan 6 fire; follow-up email requesting correction.



●  Email threads to Sheriff/OIG with video links; acknowledgments without action.



●  Inspection coordination texts; white pickup + deputy departure; inspection not performed.



●  Certified envelope with “Justin IKE Smith” + yellow forwarding label.





Button

The grid in my head needs a map in the world. Time to draw the scar.

​PAGE 13 — Chapter 3: Kayak Kuntry (Correction)

Two properties. Two counties. Same storm.

Hart Springs, Gilchrist County is the river that curls like a question mark. That’s where my family’s land sits—Lot 13 and Lot 19 along SW 47th Lane—and that’s where the pipeline corridor cuts a yellow scar across the map. Those parcels were the “forgotten” ones, rediscovered when the paperwork finally coughed up the word easement.

Canoe/Kayak Country, Mayo, Lafayette County is where I lived. Suwannee River out the side door; flags and cosplay out front. That’s where the cast moves: neighbors with binocular ethics, deputies with clipboards, and the white pickup I call Larry Johnson looping pre-dawn like a bad habit. Scenes happen here. The corridor lives there.

At noon, Canoe/Kayak Country is sunscreen and rental paddles. Before dawn it’s something else: iconography that thinks it’s history, militant merch with a yard. Documentary note: the symbols show up. Critical note: symbols don’t carry hoses.

Florida sells flatness. Both places slope if you listen. On the Hart Springs parcels, rain chews the ROW downhill and the land remembers an older shape. In Mayo, the streets slope toward the boat ramp and the sound of a white truck idling at 5:03 a.m. My father read the land by stump and shadow. I read it by parcel ID—30-09-14-0088-0000-0130 and 30-09-14-0881-0000-0190—and by how fast a taillight can dodge a phone camera.

I keep the two places separate in my head so I don’t go crazy: Gilchrist = corridor + easement. Lafayette = life + incidents. The pipeline is the scar. Canoe Country is the bruise.

​Place Key (stick a thumb in it)


●  Hart Springs (Gilchrist Co.) — Family parcels Lot 13 / Lot 19 off SW 47th Lane. Pipeline corridor present. Exhibits M-1/M-2 show overlays. Easement pages requested; to be cited by book/page.



●  Canoe/Kayak Country (Mayo, Lafayette Co.) — Where I lived. Scenes happen here: dawn loops, deputies, tickets, extremist cosplay. No claim that the pipeline crosses this residence; it’s the stage where people act like it does.





​Receipts (for this chapter)


●  Parcels (Gilchrist): 30-09-14-0088-0000-0130 (Lot 13) and 30-09-14-0881-0000-0190 (Lot 19). Overlays confirm corridor alignment.



●  Residence (Lafayette): Canoe/Kayak Country on the Suwannee River—setting for Larry Johnson’s pre-dawn loops, deputy encounters, and the Nov. events.



●  Easement docs: requested for Hart Springs parcels; pending book/page citation.





Turn: Pictures beg for paperwork. We’ll lock the Gilchrist easement in ink—and keep the Mayo scenes honest, one receipt at a time.

​PAGE 14 — Chapter 3: Kayak Kuntry (cont.)

Maps don’t lie; they just leave things out. The Hart Springs map shows parcels like teeth. Lot 13. Lot 19. A yellow canal of certainty where the corridor runs. The Mayo map shows streets that wear nicknames, a boat ramp that’s a rumor after midnight, and a cluster of flags that try to vote you off the island with fabric. Two properties. Two truths. Same headache.

I print screenshots like a man trying to trap a ghost under glass. Parcel overlays with a scalebar. North arrow that points at my patience. I draw the corridor in thick yellow so nobody can pretend it’s not there. When the clerk asks what I mean by “present,” I slide the page across. “This,” I say. Paper respects paper more than it respects people.

At home—Mayo, Suwannee-side—I keep a different stack: dawn times, white pickup sightings, the sound a gravel drive makes when Larry Johnson taps the brakes at 05:07. This is where the characters act. This is where deputies learn how to leave at the same time as inspections. This is where the chorus of Canoe/Kayak Country does its costume changes: camo at lunch, extremist cosplay at dusk, hooded nostalgia on a T-shirt that says the quiet part with a font choice. Documentary note: I saw it. Critical note: I don’t have to like it.

​Working Theory — Two-County Trick

In my opinion, the distance between Gilchrist (corridor) and Lafayette (residence) gets used like camouflage: “Wrong county, wrong desk, not my problem.” The result is a funnel—you report here, they point there, the answer dissolves in the space between. Basis: repeated referrals bouncing between county lines. Opinion, not sworn fact.

I carry both stacks in one backpack. If you’ve ever jogged with a copier on your shoulders, you know the feeling. Gilchrist pages say easement. Lafayette pages say incident. Together they say pattern.

​Pattern Box — Split the Map, Split the Person

Request → “Here’s the corridor over our parcels (Gilchrist). Also here’s the dawn activity at my residence (Lafayette).”

Response → “Take the corridor to Gilchrist; take the activity to Lafayette.”

Contradiction → The corridor explains the activity; the activity explains why the corridor matters.

Consequence → You become a courier between counters. The problem becomes exercise.

I pin Exhibit M-1 and M-2 (the parcel overlays) to the wall next to the Dawn Patrol log. One side shows the scar. The other side shows the bruise. If you stand far enough back, the wall starts to look like a face.

Receipts (this chapter, add)


●  Overlays: Hart Springs parcels (Lot 13/19) with corridor trace and scalebar.



●  Residence log: Dawn entries (04:50–05:20) noting white pickup approach/exit; videos labeled by date/time.



●  Cross-county referrals: notes of “call the other county” replies (dates/office names).



OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE
BISABLED TRAIL

BURIED EASEMENTS,
BURIED RIGHTS

A MEMOIR

&)

~ JUSTIN IAN SMITH





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





