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Dedication
 
This book is dedicated to my mother Claudia, you were by far the
strongest human being that I've ever known. Without your sacrifice
and unwavering love, we both know, I would not have made it past
junior high. You fought the good fight and I will love you always. Side
Note- I'll be by to pick you up in a little while so please have your
overnight bag packed in advance. Thanks.
 



And to my sister soul, Vivian V. I know we have been to hell and
back love, but now it's time for us to finally be happy and to be okay
and to allow ourselves to feel we deserve the happiness we do.
Shine bright, love you!
 
 
 
Epigram
 
And a heartfelt thank you to the Cult of Smurfology because without
you this Asshole wouldn't be so agile at handling the smallest dicks
in the world.
 
Without you I could not ever have grown enough to believe in my
abilities of helping others rebuild themselves from scratch.
 
I'm just glad that the head of your dickdom is so small and
insignificant that I never was forced to come into your Orifices.
 
As that would have sucked ...
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Preface
 
Would it surprise you to know that you are part of a secret Fraternal
order  within the grand design?
 
Would it surprise you to know that you are the living embodiment of
every possible energy source that has ever existed  all rolled up in
one?
 
Would it, then surprise you to know that you already know everything
that you think you don't know?
 
Would it surprise you to know that this will not be the first time you've
read what  is within these pages but that it will be your last time
doing so?
 



Have you ever asked yourself, why you've had to experience some if
what you've had to overcome?
 
 
Truth- Energy is a transmission of communication, everything that is
in light, or dark is energy based. Therefore it sends and receives
energy as a means to transmit data. That's what energy is. Just the
ultimate form of universal communication like Sacred Geometry or
Mathematics.
 
Its purpose is to help you learn, grow, thrive, prosper, and guides
your pathway, It does everything that you think it does not do.
 
It carries your every thought and flights of fancy to the farthest
depths of the universe. It records every dream or desire you've ever
experienced and is what is used to designate what you encounter
from day to day.
 
Truth- Communication is infinite in conceptualization, finite in
purpose and because of your living the in between, it is it's own
Double Infinity. It exists beyond your perceptions of reality, or your
understanding of time and space, or any other interpretations we've
seen thus far.
 
But that changed the moment you picked this book up as it did in
each of your prior bodies. All you need to know is the following
universal law to freewill; It takes three attempts to make something
physically manifest, 6 principles in which to then operate and 9 total
outcomes in which to investigate (9 lives).
 
To begin, just remember that this all began with a bang. Sort of like
the feeling you get when you hear a truth you had not considered
before and it triggers your inner voice into reacting. You feel a wave
that starts at your head and works down your spine to your lower
back where it nestles into your core. That feeling your having started
with the smallest thing, a singular thought, a realization, a bang.



 
It is my belief and only my belief thus far, said in that way because I
cannot speak on behalf of my boss. I am not infinite in all knowledge.
I did not create all things. I am just one of the older beings that has
been here for some time, sent down from time to time to help spread
new information humanity uncovers as it prospers.
 
And by the end of this, you'll understand how I know that. Maybe
you'll learn how you will know everything in this universe,while in the
physical plane. You'll comprehend all that we know and as it relates
to you and if are allowed to know within the perimeters of what this is
about. Just realize, that it all started with that  idea,the Big Bang.
 
Here's something to think about if you're confused by the Big Bang
Theory, and why there is no recorded record for anything before it.
 
Would you go see a movie that you've been dying to see if you
already knew how the previous version had ended for you? Possibly,
but more than likely, no. Why would  you embark on a journey that
could mean you're death as a learning process if you knew what
would happen at each turn?
 
Now I'll pause you another idea, another way of looking at it.
 
When you look at the beginning of anything, you find the question of
what came first that which you noticed or the realization that led you
to notice it in the first place? Whatever the answer is it always is built
built upon something already known. So something as simple as a
question like the chicken or the egg may ay first lay stagnant in your
mind for a short period of time.
 
But there is an answer and it's quite clear once you read it once
more.The answer is in your perception of the question and so a
already known to you.
 



So, what came first the Chicken or the egg? In order for you to
understand that something is the egg, you would have to
acknowledge that there was a beginning before that egg, something
is alluded to having been the parent of one or both things, thereby
the answer is the chicken came first, it came before the egg. But I
guess maybe what we should have been asking is what created the
need for the chicken before the egg, is that the real question?
 
If so then may I welcome you to our story as it will answer that very
thing. Spoken in two POVs ( point of view), your task will be to not
only come with us down this path together but also in the end, learn
the question above and more to the point learn which of us is the
chicken and who of us was the egg.
 
You see, I am what they call the communication's liaison. I am the
coping mechanism that serves specifically the grand design
perspective or special interest if you would prefer.
 
Think of it like it like a large organization, I am above the Director of
Operations, and under the big boss himself. And I serve as the
communications interpreter to every form imaginable. I monitor every
form of energy that transmits information, that exists in light or dark.
 
You see, from what I can gather , I have been around since the first
generation of energy was separated from the original source of all
life and was created to represent a reflection of a concept the great
being wanted to deeply understand..
 
I say from what I gather, because when you are a living, breathing
being of any energy source that has become physical it has no
human way to exist in tact. The physical body can't handle all the
power and momentum , not as frail as they are, it cannot happen. It's
like jamming all of your network into one single stream of data, it
cannot not happen for long periods of time.
 



That's why we have the different functions or special interests when
created, think of it from an intentions vantage point.
 
And so you cannot take all the data that you have acquired
throughout evolution, and then funnel it into one single source.
 
So energy you call the Soul,  when it's to come into physical form
agrees to certain perimeters or limitations based on their cumulative
life experiences that best serve the intention behind their return and
so only what can aid their learning and growth processes are
brought along.
 
Each specialty is then retained as a means to best experience a
workable theory and so will be layered with the strongest parts of
that being and anything that can't fit will dropped along the path your
human version will encounter will serve as the in between of what
couldn't fit, so that it triggers the Souls journey and purpose this time
out
 
All life being reflective in nature is riddled with triggers to help us
along the way. Within that scope of understanding then, there are an
elite fraternal organization exists that exists as the embodiments to
these areas of special concern. Best imagined if you look at us as
the department heads of each attribute of man.
 
They exist in your version of the world as Empowerment, who I've
already run into this trip, and whos very nice and also lives in New
Orleans. Then there's me, Communications, then Ethical Principality
and Moral Concerns, of course Wisdom and so on. There are nine
total and we've all been experiencing this special period of time with
you all here on Earth. And that is where you come in now.
 
You see we are embarking on what you call a transitional phase. But
this time is special, as try as I  might, I do not recall ever in the
history of all things created, that we have been allowed to physically
make the transference before. Meaning we have never been able to



physically exist during the changeover. This is the first time, and only
reality that we will take part and it is a measure of how advanced we
collectively have gotten.
 
But it's also testing the human body and the human experience to
such a degree that I was sent down here specifically to gauge what
was going on first hand.
 
One of the things about the Souls information is that it is very, very
reliable in that the actual energy stores itself, it does not alter itself, it
does not change itself. It literally takes information from us, the
beings and transmits it up into the cosmos and then spreads
throughout the galaxy and its parallels as well. At least it used to.
 
Things have changed, something in this equation is not working
properly all the time. There are beings, actual energy sources, first
generation, second generation that are incarnated on this plane of
reality that are not making it back at all, they are in effect self
destructing. I'm here to find out why.
 
And you are going to follow along with my findings and final reporting
on what I have encountered. Basically it's our testimonial to what I've
decided to endorse as to the causes for the issues to both the grand
design and to you, humanity. It will even address if the transition is to
continue at all.
 
As testimonials go sometimes, it's been transcribed from an audio
recording set during a meditative state and placed in the same order
it was recorded
 
Since I'm sharing my experience with you, then you can already tell
that I've reached my decision and that everything within the grand
design has been notified and is already realigning itself as such..
 
Please first understand a couple things  , I do not pretend to know
anything more or anything less than any other being. This is just my



version of what I've experienced but as a result I've made some
assumptions along our way  that I'm sure you have too.
 
Second, something has definitely changed in our lifetime and has
affected everything on this planet.
 
You see there are no mistakes and never have been, coincidence is
a human made assumption to explain what it will not understand.
 
Everything and everyone that exists at this time and within the reach
of my voice is here for a reason. Everything that is happening is
therefore meant to and as a hint for good measure, includes why you
are reading this now. 
 
Things will definitely be changing internally, but we as a lifeform will
be moving forward with the transition and it's going to happen in this
lifetime. In fact, it's already happening as you read this, the transition
is well underway.
 
My decision is already known as I have meditated on it. And I've
already spoken to the powers that are and it's time that we share
with you what I've found and what is going on within the scope of
how best to address it. But suffice to say we are going to focus on a
new experience and the transition will play out as intended.
 
If you can forgive the use of this metaphor, using the example of a
computer system, God is the main motherboard, the head of the all
knowing computer system. He has structured himself to relay
information from piece to piece and then collect all of the data new
data, what we call experience, and returns it back to it, him or her.
 
Your part in the system seems simple but allow me to set it up
slightly for those that may be lost with their part in the plan.
 
You are present at the seeding of the world as Emerson would say.
You all are the graduating class of the Grand Design Academy and



are the embodiment of the best and brightest sources of energy ever
created.
 
Everyone on this planet is by no mistake,and all here now have
survived eons and eons of incarnations, so you are by not here by
happenstance
 
You should never again question why you're here. Simply put,
because he wants you to be. You are here to learn, you are here to
test everything we hypothesized to be true as data stream on of
consciousness on its behalf, her behalf or his behalf. After all
everything  acquired in data needs verification and you in our
physical form, that verification process.
 
Albeit true that there are bound to be issues with any system, we
could not ignore the severity to the problems unfolding.
 
So being that you are aspects to the all knowing, actually parts of the
original energy source itself you might already have an idea to this
end. He created warning symbolism that  would ring, and that would
call for data protection, including the Fraternal nine he sent down.
 
Each of us have existed since the first generation separation,
meaning when he took over as creator within the scope of all that is.
 
That has a lot of implications so take a minute to take it in.
 
When he became Creator of all that we are, he realized that at some
point he would need to bounce information off of something
representative of self, beyond thought as there's no action. So he
created other beings from himself that each would represent different
trails of possibilities so as to be able to literally look at something in
great detail and then bounce it back to himself for analysis.
Essentially he created an information convoy or relay system you all
have come to call science.
 



And what this did is it created momentum and the momentum grew
into cognitive thoughts put into action. The action then bounced
again and grew once more into actual framework structure. Finally
moving to the third phase, which is actual physical incarnation in its
varying forms "it,"materialized in lifeform. Within that new structure,
energy would host the process of its requirement and  store all of
that data in one place.
 
As he created more and more, he began to then create based on
understanding where his mind was, or where his belief was, at the
time. Basically, all of the information that he was made up of he
incarnated into matter so that he could look at how the momentum
interacted with the physical form. Since he's all knowing, it makes
sense, as each phase of evolution expanded beyond the next phase
of evolution. Within each incarnation, the information would yield
remembrance of the prior and dimensions would be formed
 
Dimensions are nothing more than the variables of every single bit of
data transmitted in space and time, time again, is irrelevant beyond
the human experience. But I will repeat it throughout all of my
experience, thus far, I say my experience, because you will also hear
from the human experience side of this process of data retrieval as
well. And I would argue that for you his side will be of much greater
significance.
 
You see beings,made up of energy cannot typically exist within the
body of a human being for long, we are always with it but seldom
sleep, live, and breathe within the body. It's too much for the human
body. And so what we do is that we constantly monitor it, and we're
always right on top of it sort of like what I understand your video
games to be based on.  But this means that we can therefore live in
many of you at one time.
 
There are, in my recollection, 13 original beings on this planet, just
13 so far. Those 13 beings that we humans sometimes called
deities, because we see them as the incarnations of God. Each of



the 13 are representative of original strands of data generated, each
with its own dedication and purpose.
 
But as we all know, everything in this universe exists on a one to two
scale. So for all 13, there is an opposite 13 making the actual count
26.
 
All 26 supreme beings were created to balance each other out, and
you are the varying forms of that 26 on earth. 26 chromosomes if
you will.
 
In order to communicate effectively without interfering with the 26,
which would tamper the experience, Sacred Geometry, Mathematics
and Sciences were then created as basic governing factor across all
energy that exists as a means to control the evolution of experience.
 
Because energy transmits the data it therefore exists as the ultimate
form of, you guessed it communication and it falls under my
representation of the grand design. As the Communications Liaison,
I am here to finally pass verdict on it based on our 9 recent
experiences.
 
The issue is that we are in an experiment right now in the sense that
we are the physical incarnation of data strands, and we are going
from individual beings and individual strands, to finally reuniting the
strands into a physical collective mainframe.
 
Though exciting and celebratory we are now having to stay in the
bodies longer. We are now having to independently splinter the soul
in order to accommodate the fact that we need to exist with all
beings we are part of as we move towards the merger. What has
then happened is that some beings that are so gifted are now limited
on how they splinter to meet the demand of process without being
stretched to thin.
 
As I mentioned earlier this is all new for everybody.



 
This is the advancement and evolution of thought. As data strands,
we have garnered so much information from the experience that you
as a race you have actually found a way to take that data and
transmitted it in electrical form and funnelled it into a motherboard,
which is why I used that metaphor earlier.
 
And now it houses everything that we were trying to gather originally
marking the end of that existence. You all did exactly what you were
meant to as you physically have accomplished what we are created
to do, you completed the circle of life.
 
It is what the Mayans were referring to when they spoke to the end
of man, and the age of the conscience act. Or what Catholics
warned of in bodies without Souls, which you also already created in
AI.
 
The old process has become pointless,but we're not dying, we're not
going to kill off the entire race. Admittedly we might have had to
prior, but you have met your goal here and may I add only a year
behind schedule. We are now going to start building empires and
actual worlds in a group think fashion and you're all the graduating
class that will do it.
 
It's time to evolve into the creators and we are to create everything
that happens from here on out collectively, but this time, we will know
that we are actively creating each day that follows.
 
Don't be afraid, everything that exists on this plane has existed
before, and all the answers to all things is existing in your head and
in your body's scope of reality. But like before, the answers are not
remembered until you trigger its recollection on the soul.
 
It may sound complicated but its not, at least this time you have an
understanding that you are looking for specific things, and you fully
understand the weight of consequences.



 
So consider what that will look like. You're basically trying to engage
the environment around you in a way that's familiar, but that you
have no idea what of what you're doing.
 
And as that new experience grows, your body becomes accustomed
to each individual new bit of information and the body acclimate to
the changes to its core. Trust me, it's hot when you have a lot of data
in one body. And though women have been experiencing a little part
of that for a while this time it is an ongoing hot flash that will not end.
 
As we already have begun the change over, people are awakening
and they are finding the soul 100% in the body and it's freaking them
each out. The soul is then stuck in a phase where it cannot exit the
way it used to exit because the laws have changed. We all knew that
this was coming. But it's one thing to know as data what will happen
and then there's a whole different world of experiencing physically
what that is like.
 
As this incarnation of data strands first began the change over
however, we began noticing that we were losing too much data in the
process. People are killing themselves left and right more than we've
ever seen. We have passed plagues throughout the species, have
annihilated races and beings, and none of the data has ever come
back as corrupted as it's coming back now. Something is not
working.
 
Here is our judgment on what I find to be happening, but to be
spoken from two perspectives within one form. Mine and his, the
Brain and body.Or the Id and the Super Id.
 
And I promise you, though you will hate me for allowing these
choices I made in theory, do the things it did to him, just know that it
cannot be changed now but that I promise it will forever live on in this
dimension and every other one as well. This is in his honor as you'll
see the changes first hand in your own lives, that much I assure you.



 
Every story has two sides, in this one, side A is the mortal and side B
is the Soul as we begin the testimonial.
 
 
 
"This is the beginning of the next phase to experience, but all new
life begins where something else ends. And like before it ends with a
bang."
 
This is our story, may it serve you well.
 
 
 
 
Side 1A Introduction of the ID called Al.
 
 
My name is Al Aarnos and I was born in New Orleans, Louisiana on
July 1, 1978. I was born to essentially a single mom who according
to her doctors was technically not genetically allowed to have any
children as there were some parts missing.
 
So from early on she developed this idea of what I was going to be,
something special. Let me tell you, just from the beginning, if you
think this is going to be one of those inspiring moments where I say
I've lived up to that notion you have another thing coming.
 
In fact, I proved to be quite a disappointment in my opinion, but that
is not necessarily a negative. And we'll get into all that later, the
reason I'm sharing this with you is because something in the air has
changed. and I'm suddenly unaware of time but aware of a change.
 
It's not like I know for sure, it's a lot of hypothesis. But I've become
very aware of my surroundings, and I have done what I think is
stupid and brilliant at the same time.I've engaged the matrix which



controls the dimensional portals and the parameters to what I believe
as perception which to me are no more.
 
But before I get to the next phase of whatever we call this dimension
that you're reading this from, I thought it'd be prudent to tell my story,
so that there was some record of my experience somewhere.
 
You see, I have died this lifetime, three or four times now. And it's
important for you to understand what that looks like, and what
experience has led me to understand about the nature of perception.
The experience that it has yielded helps me understand that my time
is past and so if I don't share it now I never will.
 
Born at the tail end of my generation, just after Vietnam, Louisiana
was never better. So full of life and celebratory in nature that I
honestly still say that I chose to be born there and that it was
somehow my idea. I would then go on to argue with my mom that I
was then behind the idea to stay in New Orleans for my birth, as
opposed to moving somewhere else.
 
Certainly you can appreciate that in the 70s,bastards, we're not okay.
And Spanish bastards were even worse.
 
But my mother being a brilliant woman, whether she meant to be or
not staying in New Orleans would prove a good idea, because you
got to remember that the Louisiana Purchase would prove rewarding
for our country as Americans, but then think back on who did you
buy it from? That's right, the Spaniards. So we had a leg up here to
that end.
 
I should make note however that in and of itself, the New Orleans
environment has always proven a little bit rebellious as far as falling
in line with the rest of the country. In truth, we've always stuck our
nose up at the rest of the country because we have always prided
ourselves to be made up of free thinkers. And I guess that's kind of
the message here.



 
Now having said that, I could not have been more alienated from my
mom, if I'd tried. Honestly speaking, my mom and I probably did not
really talk to each other till I was about eight.
 
I won't say that we were affluent by any means. But I'd say we were
comfortable, in that old world manner of  comfortable. Anyways, it
just meant that there was a lot of different parts to our standard of
living and it wasn't uncommon for the maids, or for the people who
tended to the house to help raise your children is all. I mean the
English have been doing it forever.
 
It's not that foreign. But it just seems odd for Spaniards to take part
in it, because everybody equates Spaniards, with Hispanics. And,
you know, I agree, one in the same general data stream, I get it. It's
kind of funny that I say data stream now. as that's new to me and I
don't know where I got it from.
 
But the interesting part was that I was raised by like, my grandma
and my aunt who were very important to me. Both relationships
would be a key thing later in life.
 
And so being under that kind of lifestyle I didn't really know my mom.
She was a hard working woman. I mean, I know a lot of people who
don't really understand why she works so hard but I think she was
just very, very, very driven. And she was like a Pioneer woman, she
was very much about women can do anything men can do.
 
So I was raised, never seeing any variation between men and
women. To me, the only difference was the naughty parts. I never
saw women as anything but equal. Because of who she was, she
never corrected that idea and to her credit she just embraced it.
Besides I was the difficult child type.
 
Have you ever met a child that you want to smack the sh*t out of, but
you can't, because they're right. I'm that little sh*t.



 
For example the teacher would say to me, I'm so disappointed in you
now. I can't believe I thought you were going to be my number one
student, but instead you just turned out to be a big old failure. And I'd
respond with, really? Or are you just a horrible teacher? I say that as
the odds of me changing 100% personality versus you just not living
up to your potential are pretty visible here.
 
And so I got suspended from school or worse, and my mom would
be like, what? What the frack do you want me to say to that principle
numb nuts? This kids got a valid point, are you expecting me to say
he's not right or say that he's wrong? I can't say he's wrong, because
that sends the wrong message.
 
And so in that way, I was just a very difficult being to control.
 
I wouldn't even let her dress me or wouldn't let her hold my hand.
According to how she tells it, my mother swears I came here hatched
from an egg as I was not made from anything naturally occuring. The
irony was that I looked identical to her only with completely different
personalities.
 
No exaggeration here, I didn't really know her. And so things were a
little strange. You know, like I grew up with nannies and I grew up
with my grandma. And in the end it was just a weird environment to
grow up in.
 
In truth though I should admit that I don't remember most of it so it
didn't really affect me because of an incident that happened when I
was six or seven.
 
A new neighbor moved in and I was molested by him,  raped. I
actually wasn't going to mention it but something tells me I'm meant
to as from experience we grow and also because his M.O. is very
important for me to explain as it will help you understand where my
perspective on life begins to change.



 
I promise not to get graphic here but he prayed on little boys in
1982/83, and in order to get into your pants at that young age he
became the living embodiment of Jesus. He literally mirrored himself
after the image of Jesus from the 70s, you remember that great
picture with the green V neck shirt, the longer hair and the goatee.
Many of you won't, because the reality has shifted but those of you
who are from my era, know exactly which image I'm talking about.
 
Can you believe that, as I still can't believe it? In any event, it fracked
me up in a way that is not predictable and becomes clear with what
immediately follows.
 
My mother had always warned me and said things to me in clear and
direct messaging because she'd understood I processed things in
literal terms. I'm the standard INTJ personality and so I take things
literally, and am very practical to communicate with.
 
The point is that anything she would tell me, I wouldn't need to
further investigate. I just would look at what she said. value it, put
weight to it, and then be like, okay, yeah, that sounds right. And then
that'd be it.
 
I was the kid that you'd go say, don't run into the street, and I'd look
at the car, then down at my body and then look at the fraking
pavement where my brain would be like, yeah that makes sense.
Meanwhile I'd watch as one of my little kid friends would hear the
same thing and then run into the street where they got hit by a car
and I'd be like, you dumbass. Like, you stupid mothertucker! It is
what it is, it was just where my brain was at. I was very
compassionate that way.
 
So my mother knew that I was always listening and had said to me,
you know, don't ever let anybody but your grandmother and me
clean you or touch your willie. And so as the molestation happened,



as I was raped I didn't connect the dots immediately at first. Even
when the ripping and pain was happening.
 
To be honest most of it tickled and so I found myself kind of enjoying
it at times. No one ever talked about that when I was growing up so I
was already going down the dark tunnel of shame as I had no
reference to hold onto.
 
I also believe we are born the way so I may have already known I
was gay and don't then really know to what degree this morphed my
sexuality.
 
I know that there are a lot of men weaker than me, that will cringe or
be uncomfortable with this topic but in truth I could give two fracks. If
one person had been brave enough to speak on this topic maybe I
would have known that you are allowed to be tickled down there and
it can still be a violation. Just think of what a difference that would
have made to my 6 year old body?
 
So there was all these little things playing in the back of my head
that I could not possibly have understood at six years old. But in the
end I just knew that there was something wrong with it. And to make
things worse, it was an exchange for goods thing. To get me upstairs
he'd promised to make me a friendship bracelets. And I really hate to
say this but as a six year old, what bothered me the most was that I
never got that fracking bracelet.
 
botheoerede go unnoticed for long as he made the biggest mistake
that he could have made, he bathed me. So despite the pain,
physical ramifications of the body being hurt, what would trigger me
would be that he did what she said was not allowed.
 
The brain was in there. And it was like, alright, I'm good in that I'm
not dying but I just don't remember being all that alarmed until he
touched my penis in the shower. The moment that he did every bit of



my body got really super hot and I got viciously angry, but knew
intuitively to stay quiet.
 
I'm the type of person that if I'm not saying something, run and run
for the hills, because I will destroy everything in my space. And so I
didn't know that that was about to happen at  6 years old. And so I
could feel the anger and I could feel the super hot heat. In fact, I'm
feeling it right now as I'm retelling the story.
 
But in any event,  I could barely stop shaking. I was so mad and then
I heard my mom come home, and I waited for it to be said aloud and
it was to come in Spanish.Mijo!
 
And so I go fracking flying out that Goddamn door so fast that I
barely heard him say to remember to come back and see him and
we'd play with the puppies.
 
I ran towards my house but before I got the door I stopped myself.
And this is where the story begins. my six year old body stopped
myself at the doorway,I pulled myself together. And I remember this
so vividly. I composed my clothes and composed myself. I looked
down at my body, I looked at how I was feeling, I looked at how
violated I was, I looked how angry I was. And though this was
happening in a six year old capacity the level of power radiating
through my body was alarming.
 
Then I opened the door very slowly and my mother and my
grandmother were in the kitchen fixing something or another to eat, I
think it was frijoles con creme.  And so I'm standing there. And I'm
looking at both of them. And I'm counting how long it takes them to
turn and look at me. Neither one of them do.
 
But they proceed to start talking to me without looking at me. So I'm
standing there and I'm looking at them. And I start to remember
getting angrier and angrier until whatever was going on in my head



became one single thought that came through, that one of them
better fucking turn and look at me.
 
And just then, I looked down and there happened to be a plate like a
little bowl that was sitting on the counter closest to the doorway. So I
picked up the plate and started to slowly but very loudly, toss it in my
hand, smacking it louder and louder through distance as it landed
back to the hand.
 
Finally, my grandmother turned and looked at me, she goes
absolutely white when she saw my facial expression and whatever I
had going on with my little six year old body shot to her in a way that
terrified her. And I remember her alarm and my mother turned when
she heard grandma say LaLena. Hearing the tone I guess, my mom
turned in panic, and I took that fracking plate and I threw it at her
fracking head.
 
And without saying a fracking word, she backed up away from me,as
I passed her ever so slowly. I mean, I was literally dragging my feet
in front of her,and with each step I slammed my foot down. I don't
know how but I made the house shake,but with each step it shook
more.I wish I knew exactly what was said next, but I said something,
something seared out of my mouth that I don't recognize.
 
And my grandmother was already in tears, whatever I conveyed, she
said that she knew the moment she saw me as to what had
happened. She later confided in me that I sent her every image of
what had transpired, of course, now as an adult, that makes sense. I
projected the communication without needing to say anything I've
done that my whole life
 
Now everybody knows what I'm thinking so I have no need to lie to
people. I just think it's stupid to lie, as no one on this fracking planet
is worth me trying to remember what the frack I said to you to make
you feel better when I know the truth would help you more. I just
want to tell you the truth.



 
But sadly now I guess I wish I'd not shown her every image as she
was like sobbing and my mother was shaking and not once did I tell
them what happened until the day I had to tell the police officers
what had happened.
 
In the end we sent him to jail and he would be brutally murdered
from what I heard. You think that it's bad now for these predators just
imagine what it was like at the onset of the 80's.
 
The sad part is how much it affected my mom I think, she just wasn't
the same anymore. We were not the closest but I remember a
distinct change in how she looked at me. Almost like she didn't want
to come near me or was ashamed of me.
 
And that's where I'm going to l stop the recording for now. But for
some reason when I think back to a point where everything changed
my brain takes me here and so I guess I have to trust that in fact it
started that day.
 
It was that single choice to internalize it all that would alter 4 peoples
realities, not to mention then my aunts, the cops of which there were
two and then the judge etc. But the worst was to my mom, because I
was young I could not testify, and so they made her listen to the tape
I made with them for the first time and then relive it in front of the
judge.
 
I can't imagine how many times she must have died that day.
 
 
 
Side 1B  Perspective Shift
 
 
As a "Being," as an energy source, and a stream of thoughts of
consciousness I admit that there are some things that I wish I would



have changed.
 
When you sign up for this life, you agree to experience things that
you may not have really put value in.
 
I understood what he was going to go through.But I did not place the
right communicative value on what this would do to him, to us as his
life grew.
 
It started on a morning where Miss Claudia, his mama had to go do
something, and there was no one to watch him. It was the first time
ever this had happened.
 
The family had just started to struggle a little bit as I think it was
investments issues. In addition there was some dynamic changes
including the fact that the aunt had moved as she was like 20 by that
point . She had moved I believe right next door as it was just before
his cousin was born. And Alan and Carmen loved each other.
 
I mean they are brother and sister's really. They don't know it. But
they literally are brother & sister Souls, and they've existed
throughout time as such. Be advised that Carmen's past was equally
as difficult as his, but we'll get into that when she decides to share
her story.
 
You know, I never understood what it would be like to look back on
that period now or what it would mean to understand how that one
choice would fuck this life up forever. Because it wasn't just the
robbery of his innocence. It was what it did to the family and
especially to miss Claudia.
 
As data particles, we tend to place value on our stream of
information based on its logic and only place value to that end.
Though we are reflective of all that is encompassing within the
greater design, and of that of the Grand being, we don't regularly
transfer data to each other all the time. Mostly because that's a lot of



communication to monitor.In any case, his mom and I had not
connected yet in that way.
 
Just know that everything has changed since this all began, that
much is promised to you, so please just bear with me.
 
So I had agreed to everything that you're going to hear that Al has
experienced. All I can tell you is that everything happens for a
reason.
 
Everything I agreed to as a being, to let happen in his lifetime, was to
learn something. And it was with the best of intentions. 
 
I cannot speak on behalf of you, or your soul's journey. But for
whatever reason, everything that happened in this life had to
happen.
 
Please understand that when you are informational, and you exists
as a stream of energy with specific data points you make decisions
that are illogical, even though you're following logic.
 
The idea to make a Soul stronger is great, it helps them grow and it
helps us expand the experience of the human being. Remember,
everything that we are, is the embodiment of all the learned, data
played out so as to understand the value to experience itself. It's one
of the reasons you don't meet other Intelligent Life Forms throughout
the cosmos.
 
It's not that we don't want you to meet, you just wouldn't understand
them as it's a whole different perspective and you all think learning a
second language is too much just on Earth.
 
Your perception right now of communication is different. The
collective that we're forming now will help change that and you guys
will be meeting them in this lifetime.
 



But returning to the main topic, what I did is I let the data, the need
for expansion, to supersede the need to self protect. Everything that
we have experienced thus far, including death, has been singular, it
has happened independently.
 
What we are doing now is part of evolution and its original intent has
mutated. Though variables are always going to happen these
unfolding have unforeseen consequences.
 
So at the rate at which they're changing and morphing would be the
beginning phase of us seeing something was wrong.
 
It started with the plagues actually. You see as singular thinkers, me
and I thinking, we do not add stock to the amount of damage things
will do to those directly around an incident of choice. This became
clear to us when we saw the damage losing that many people and
family members did to the overall health of society.
 
But here's where learning is universal. As pure data and pure theory,
you exist without the relevance of emotional landscaping, and all
those emotions which exist in humanity. So we're now more aware of
monitoring impact. That is why now you're all in a state of over
exposure on how your kids are feeling and all that we're over
indulging in as to try to balance out all of the negative matter that has
gone outwardly through the dimensions.
 
All of the negative energy has spread out the kingdom that like you
cannot imagine. And that's why I was assigned to come down
myself.
 
The reality is that experiences now being had have mutated not only
your experience, but all of the data as well. It's now coming back to
us as tainted or dark energy. Data itself has become dark.
 
So my mistake was to add heft to data over the physical
ramifications it would have to the physical side of us.



 
 
Furthermore, what I also failed in was in not factoring all the effects
this would all have on everyone else, especially Miss Claudia. She
must have died, I would say 100 time in a matter of a day and I
watched it play out first hand.
 
I watched her die over and over and over again. And I saw
everything. I could see the images that she painted of how she was
going to kill herself. I saw the ramifications of what that would do to
him. I saw every possible existence play out across the dimensions if
she did that, and I was responsible for it. I made the call because I
knew in the infinite wisdom that he would be okay.
 
And he was and you are all here and stronger than ever because of
that choice. But that does not mean that we as energy portals do not
own the choices that started this all. And so a lot of you will probably
be upset with all of this information right now in knowing that it was a
choice we made in energy form.
 
But I do promise you this, everything that has happened thus far to
you is going to change and for the better. And the reason I can make
that promise is because I have changed And so has the other nine.
 
I'm the youngest of the nine and my journey was the last journey
sent. That's why I have the final verdict on what happens now and I
can assure you we are moving forward.
 
We have all agreed to sharing these findings on Earth and are
spreading the information to the farthest corners of what we know to
exist at this time. You will know I'm telling the truth becaused as you
read it right now, it will resonate with you because you will have
already heard it from your inner voice.
 
We are responsible for the lives in the physical world as much as in
the not physical. We exist as energy but we pay the price for what



happens to the body from here on out.
 
We are 100% to feel what is called the weight of man and though
every Ethereal being is going to freak out about this right now just
note that it will work out as I was one of the first to have to live in the
death process for this body.
 
This kid will die four times, this lifetime. And all four times will be at
my feet.
 
Like I said, I promise that many of you will hate me.
 
 
Side 2A  ID's Starting to Make Sense.
 
 
Everything that happens in the immediate years after the molestation
is kind of irrelevant. We all know what that must have been like
internally.
 
But the interesting thing was, I barely recall how much the distance
between my mother and I became even larger. I no longer trusted
adults and it developed my brain in a different way.
 
I found myself constantly asking myself what people wanted out of
anything, what was the exchange rate on everything if you will, and I
didn't really know why. I felt that an exchange of a sexual kind was
okay for some reason. Honestly though I was already independent
kid so this just solidified it.
 
Admittedly, it also made me wonder if it was meant to be, even when
I was seven. It just didn't affect me the way it affects everyone else,
apparently.
 
I mean, don't get me wrong. My mom was smart. You know, we put
him in jail. And he would die there but even before I knew that he



held no power on me. Because in that moment, it's so bizarre, I don't
know how to explain it. I was able to communicate in such a way that
I didn't need to ever really speak on it as a young person.
 
Everyone that came into my space saw and understood the exact
same imagery. I don't know how. I guess we call it projecting.
 
And so it taught me something that had more value to it I guess. I
don't know why I feel that way, maybe my soul is involved in that. But
it made me feel very empowered in the end.
 
On the other hand it also made me not trust anybody. And so that
conundrum kind of put me in a weird place. You see, by the time I
got to, I guess it was fourth grade. I was so bored in school. I was
just so disassociated with it I guess.
 
I barely went to class in the following grade. And I paid another price
to boot.I then failed the first fifth grade. I honestly couldn't tell you a
thing that happened at JC Ellis. I have no idea what the hell was
going on but I don't remember any of my childhood between the
molestation up until the fifth grade. And even that first round is hazy.
 
In the fifth grade. I just remember feeling empty and bored. But I was
aware boys,the boys held my interest more than girls.
 
I mean, now as an adult. It makes sense. You know, when you're
molested, your puberty is destined to be a little early and in my
family it already starts young. The girls had their periods like at 10 so
can you imagine it was no big surprise to me that I ended up you
know, hitting puberty so young.
 
But as I started coming out of a fog I remember feeling stupid and
not like the slow I can't read stupid, but more like I was stupid for not
trying to even pay attention. Like I would be just sitting there and I
remember just being a little confused as to what the importance of
school was.



 
It wasn't teaching me anything that I needed to know, at least not
anything that would protect me from having someone prey on me
again. It was just proving as much a disappointment to me as I was
to my mom.
 
And then what happened next was weird. My mother and I moved to
a different suburb where I began school at a place called
Schneckenburger. And the only reason I remembered how to spell it
was because I recall feeling connected to the story behind that
school being built as it was interesting.
 
Apparently, all the kids in my neighborhood, of which there were
three burros that interlocked at the time this occurred, all went to one
school. So it was like an overcrowded, crowded school thing but
what happened was that the entire half of third grade population
flunked that year.
Yep like 34 of them I think it was. Basically half of the student
population all failed the third grade.
 
And so they immediately built a new school to save face I guess, and
a lot of funding went to it as a result.
 
I was then one of the first classes in it. And I happened to join the
class that made up the 34  that failed thst year. They were not only
now all my peers when I got there but they were then all my same
age so the shame was gone.
 
It was separated into three sections per grade. Honors, level one,
level two, and then level two on its own. And there I came, I'd
flunked the fifth grade because I had no interest whatsoever in it and
so then I had to do it again.
 
Only I was at a new school. If I remember correctly, I think I started
three days in but I can't remember exactly. But it was really funny. I
went the first day, and the question on the board just tickles me to



this day. It's so distinctive to me as Mrs. O'Sullivan cracked me up as
a teacher.
 
Now that's a teacher man, that's a pioneer teacher, she went out of
her way to value and include me. You could see and smell her love
for what she did, wonder what she's doing now?
 
The question that she had put on the board was the number
1,220,000 or 1,266,000 or something ridiculous like that. Oh, no, it
was 1,000,660 something that had three 666's in it. And so her
question, which still makes me laugh was can anyone tell me what
this number is?
 
And I kid you not, I could hear the crickets playing the instruments all
the way back down in the French Quarter. So I sat there a little
confused as to what was going on as they all looked lost, well
actually dumb.
 
So what happened is that when I initially sat down in class,I had
been sent to my homeroom and what I didn't know at that time was
that it would be the level two class regularly.
 
All they had said to me as I first arrived was that I got to keep all my
texts books to take home after class and that I kind of have a
different situation so why don't I go ahead and just pick whatever
class to join that I wanted. They would recommend me to go level
one and two or higher.
 
And so I kind of looked at them and then I looked around feeling
uncomfortable as there was all these white people. And I was like, I
don't know these white people and though admittedly Spaniards are
white I'm far from an all white family.
 
But I had that reaction instinctively, because there were black kids
always around me before and without my buddies I was suddenly a
shade to dark. And I didn't know where I fit now, before there was



every shade of human, it was all encompassing, but no, not here.
Schneckenburger was all white, like Colorado white yall.
 
And so I was a little bit out of place and a little disoriented. So I just
was like alrighty then, I'll just stay here.
 
So the number on the board made me laugh then. So I was like it's
1,000,666  and boom dropped the mic. I just said it and she just
stared at me like, I was a fucking unicorn, and I got the giggles. I just
immediately bonded with her. And from that point on, I've never
looked back.
 
I don't know what had happened. I don't think I had ever really
shown up to the first version of fifth grade. I don't think that it was a
part of my reality. I don't remember any part of the fourth grade. I
remember being against the teacher in fourth grade. But bygon's, I
can't really remember the in between parts. But I think I finally
showed up and the second fifth grade and it began with that stupid
math problem.
 
Immediately soon thereafter I got tested for the IQ thing. And of
course, I got into the GT program. And then when I got there, I kind
of looked around and was kinda like, well, this isn't me either. And I
kind of just ended up in this weird standalone thing where I didn't
trust the system or myself to relax.
 
I was kind of interested in the specific teachers, but not in school.
More to the point I was kind of in this place where I didn't really know
a lot of the kids around me. And it wasn't really interesting to me to
know them either. With the exceptions of Chad squared. And I was a
little bit uncomfortable with the fact that I was starting puberty and I
was aware that I was gay.
 
So there was like, a million billion things going on in my little boy
head so imagine my surprise when this independent, free thinking
kind of weirdo showed up at sixth grade junior high, and every



fucking kid in that school knew who the hell I was. And I had no
fucking idea who they all were.
 
And that experience is what second changed my life the most.
Because I started to question why so many people knew who I was. I
don't want to come across conceded but I'd always been stared at,
my mom had always been very  cautious to make sure that I knew
that people were looking at me because I'm of mixed race and it's
because they haven't really seen a lot of people like me. You can't
tell what I am mixed with, so she was very cautious to make it about
something that I would find common knowledge. But I always had
this feeling that it was more than that.
 
But this was different, like I was being stared at and everyone knew
who I was, only I understood the looking to be more of my being
judged. And what's so funny is that I was never judgmental.
 
I just knew that I couldn't trust anybody. Almost made me a little bit
paranoid, but not in a weird, dysfunctional way more like in a kind of
curiosity as to what it was all about kind of way.
 
I now just needed to know how things operated or how things
worked, and I was more of like a free thinking citizen with a very,
very advanced brain stuck in a state of stupid head space. 
 
I kept looking around everywhere going, what the hell is that? What
is this? What is that? Why does this happen to me, what is this good
situation that's going on and why now, blah, blah.
 
It was at such a young age that it's set me into a very philosophical
trajectory from early in my life. And I think that's kind of where my
soul's intentions kind of always been. I don't know how long we've
been around. But something tells me that the soul and I have been
together for quite some time.
 



I also feel like I chose to look exactly like my mom, I have a feeling
that she has always been part of my energy signature. I don't know if
she's always been my mom but I know she's always either been my
mother or she's been my sister. She's never been my partner and
stuff like that. Like, I don't know why I know that. But I just know that
my mom has always been somehow maternal.
 
And I chose to look identical to her. In addition I know that I
recognize my cousin in similar fashion.
 
My cousin and I have always been siblings I think, I'm registering
that this is the first time we've ever existed not as brother and sister.
And it's weird that we know that but we are the epitome of danger on
crack in this life. Like my gurl here can beat the shit out of gang
members and does not even blink an eye and I could care less what
you think of me and the times I've gotten into fights I have never felt
the hits, it's like I'm there to kill my attacker. And we both do
whatever the hell we want to.
 
We're both literally test boundaries of things that people say we
cannot do but that logic says, we can. I'm that guy. And she's that
girl.
 
We're the people who you tell us that can't do something and unless
we can literally figure it out on our own will prove you wrong. That's
not a normal dynamic, that there is called eons and eons of
evolution.
 
We can look at a typical scenario and someone says, don't do that.
And we'll look at the logic behind it. And I'd go, well A + B equals C.
So yeah, that's valid thing not to do. But the moment that we see
bullshit or invalid logic we just go, no, that's bullshit and do it. And so
that kind of personality was just weird.
 
So just imagine a sixth grade loner kid with a super high IQ, but that
who didn't want to be around those kids, but that also didn't want to



be normal either, and you can see the problems. It was just some
weird place and a big fucked up over all situation.
 
But it made me question my experience in why I was different. And it
really added a validity to my feeling that people kept staring at me,
because all of a sudden I was known by all these frickin kids and I'm
not exaggerating. You can ask either one of the two Chad's G. and
Chad B., every fucking person in that school suddenly knew who the
hell I was. In fact,  one of the C's turned to me and asked me how I
know everybody,that God I was so popular.
 
And there it was looking at me in the face, I was immediately popular
and that stayed true for the rest of my experience through college
even.
 
But it's just so bizarre to be that well known especially when there's
no merit in your own eyes. If I'm honest everyone of us, who you
think is popular can attest to this, with everything that we go through,
and the level of pressure that we add to one another in those circles
we're lucky if any of us make it out of there intact.
 
I mean I was so not into myself that the idea that all these people
liked me was foreign. Don't get me wrong I am attractive, I'm not a
moron guys, but it's just, I'm not attracted to darker features like
mine. I'm attracted to white guys. It's just how I've always been so I
never got the perspective they were seeing me from which lends
itself to looking stuck up but I never was.
 
Oh and by the way kids, here's a PSA I always promised these
peers we are speaking about that I'd give if given the chance. You
know how they say that people don't really spend that much time
talking about you and all that stuff are lying. They obviously weren't
cute because they really are talking about you. It is what it is, just get
over it as I watched a lot of people get hung up on the confusion
behind the mixed messaging.
 



If you're cute and you know how to buy the right clothes, they are
looking at you just know that. They really are passing judgment I
know because I passed judgement too. Truth is we are all human
beings so I know that they're trying to make your squishy feelings
feel much better but we are looking at especially if you were mixed
race kid.
 
Truth is truth, if you are a black/white mix or Spanish/German mixed
like I am, whatever mix that you are and if you live in America or
anywhere else on this planet, you are being stared at. They are
judging you on your economical state, like they're either equating
you with the black side or the white side and typically whatever you
favor is your reputation for the rest of your school life.
 
So though we know that's not cool, don't then play up to one side
more so than the other because then we brand you as fake or as a
poser which both have way stiffer penalties in our circles. Not to
mention how it affects whichever side your choosing to denounce in
the process. Just FYI.
 
Here's why I know that, after I finished that school my mother
decided broken hearted over a true love break up to leave New
Orleans. My poor mother went through so much hell guys I'm
serious. So we left New Orleans and we moved to LA of all fucking
places. Yeah take the gay loner dude from the southern suburbs that
dresses like a white preppy and send them to fuckin Compton y'all.
She fuckin moves me to South Central LA and I immediately got into
some fistfights. I get shot at on my first day of school. And I dropped
out within I'd say about three weeks of the end of seventh grade.Yep.
 
And the moment my little white ass showed up at school I was
instantly teased as I was a gringo and I wasn't Mexican. Those
bitches were just hateful and it taught me the other end of in house
racism. Luckily I could give a fuck about those guys.
 



Me ending up in that place was purposeful. That was some bullshit,
though it would prove almost like perfect synergy because I was so
already disenfranchised with the school system in this country.
 
Now I know that I already said no to GT back home but it wasn't
even an option in L.A. and so to make it seem okay mom
paraphrased an earlier conversation we'd had and she basically told
me that for every smart brilliant person there is a level of persecution
from those that did not measure up.
 
Now having been judged my entire fucking life this would be the last
thing I needed. That would make me become another minority inside
of another minority inside of another minority I mean guys I know we
want to look at life in great detail but dear God man enough break
downs. I couldn't be any more minority if I fucking was born Ms.
Minority Minority Report.
 
This would mark the the beginning of the end for both my mom and I
and at least rest here, as, one of us won't make it out of what
happens next. 
 
 
Side 2B  Our Soul Intent.
 
 
Here's the thing, I can sit here and make about a bazillion excuses
for what you're about to hear but there is no excuse for this really.
 
When I was looking at his overall path to wisdom and to a place
where he could help me communicate effectively what we needed to
communicate and for him to be strong enough to do what we needed
I didn't again to put weight behind the ramifications and dimensions
to this single agreement.
 
I'll just say that he was so disenfranchised with school and it wasn't
that he was just bored per se. It was more of there was no teachers



who had any zest for what they were doing, except for that fifth
grade. It's not their fault these kids were some bad ass kids and
further signs that things weren't working properly.
 
It was too crowded and no one was allowed to shine anymore. And
so he kept looking for something empowering, I guess, or
inspirational, I would say. He was driven by new things by new
experiences.
 
So this going over the same thing over and over again thing just
didn't work. As an example, I remember in sixth grade when they
started rehashing Roman numerals and stuff that he had learned
before and he would just disappear. Worse he would vanish into his
own head and it would just be me sitting there going oh come on. He
would know the answers to those questions, and he would care less.
 
And so I think it was just he was on a quest for new information and
that would go on for the rest of his life. I didn't realize how much it
meant to him or how much value he placed on learning as much as
he could learn.
 
But one day he had ditched school and he had gone to pick up his
mom from work. By then they'd moved out of Compton because Al
and his uncle could not stand each other and they would fight all the
time.
Finally, they kind of told Claudia that they had to go.
 
So he went to visit his aunt and sister, well in truth his best friend.
And some really nasty things would be said on ones part towards his
mom and the stress of a long distance friendship would end badly so
look, this was what I call the Dark Ages.
 
This will mold him in a way that will lead to more death and despair
than even I couldn't have known at the onset. So he was walking to
go pick up his mom, he was living in a better part of California,



almost in the Hollywood Hills because Miss Claudia worked her ass
off. This was something he would go do if he was bored.
 
He had already become sexually active by this point, which I really
didn't like, but that is a ramification of the first mistake I made with
the being molested trigger I'd set in motion. The only reason I even
brought up the sexual partner was because he would either be
ditching school or he'd be at the library reading anything he could get
his hands on, watching TV, or he would be having sex with this, this
kid. Not a kid, kid as this guy was older like in high school. And AI
was like in eighth grade by this point anyway.
 
So he would go pick up his mom and they would walk back talking 
about their day, well really about her day. As much as they had been
alienated from one another for a solid decade back home, the fact
that they moved to California by themselves made it so they could
only rely on each other. She couldn't have known all that Al was
going through in his internal battles.
 
Then he had me like trying to get him to experience new and other
stuff by means of getting him back in school of which I was the only
one who knew he wasn't going. He had used his boyfriends number
so they would never actually be calling Ms. Claudia at all and when
she'd ask him about school she always asked him what he'd learned
that day, not if he learned it at school.
 
So he just shut down. It was as if he was a whole different person. It
was like I had walked him through the reality shift without telling him
and it was to early for him to be evolving as quickly as he was. Like
he hadn't even started going through realities yet which he will in the
near future but he doesn't know what that is yet, and yet he did it on
his own. This kid is just a powerhouse.
 
Here I am justifying his actions like I'm not the same entity. I should
note at this point that we are not crazy, we are one in the same
person but are illustrating the Id and Super Id as two different



monologues is all. But back to what's actually at hand, see humans
don't typically evolve this quickly and so it was like the Omen, he
was too advanced and it was something that first drew me to him.
 
As energy was pulling together, I had a choice, as all beings do as to
choose the body the essence of Soul we are going to come down as.
Now this relates to
the original nine. We got to choose from the being pool and it's still
new to us and almost alien still. But because I am communication I
already know most beings. I chose him because of his past
experiences. This kid is an experienced buffet, he's always in the
quest to experience newer and newer things like a pioneer.
 
He does not believe in nepeticism. If he wants something, he works
at it and he doesn't do it in the same way that you or I would do it.
He does it in a I'm gonna work my way up no matter what and I'm
going to earn it. And then I'm going to turn around and throw it away.
That's what he does. That is this thing.
 
And because of the fact that I'm a communicator, I find him to be a
wealth of knowledge. So I was likely, I'll go ahead and take Al again.
 
I'm getting flustered and I'm the soul, ugh, so he's walking his mom
back, and they walk down Hollywood Boulevard. And sure enough,
these fucking Smurf people are standing outside on the street as we
pass one of the village buildings and they offer him a personality
test.
 
Now, because there was internal monologue saying warning,
warning I kept trying to wave Miss Claudia down, but it's kind of hard
as standing there and she's trying to figure out how to stop him from
doing it too.
 
And so we just weren't paying enough attention to exactly what they
said to him.
 



Next thing we know they give him a personality assessment and they
nailed it. He's only 12 I believe, at this time. And I can hear him, he
wants to make his mom happy and like being forced to watch my
undoing I can hear him about how I want him to continue his
education. And so he decides at a young age that this is his answer,
because these Fucking Asshole people promise him that he doesn't
have to go to school, that he can continue educating himself by
reading everything that he can possibly get his hands on, and that
they will give credit for him going to school.
 
By the time that a year has passed he's now in the Smurf
organization and the legal side of my intellectual properties is going
to take over for the rest of this.
 
"There are things that happen to people that no other person will
ever experience besides the people that go down that exact journey
with that person but suffice it to say, when you empower an
organization to amass limitless amounts of money off of altruistic
personalities and high IQ beings and allow them to do whatever they
want to more it into nightmarish and hell on earth scenarios where
they cannot escape it without either meeting death, persecution, or
annihilation the system is broken." That is all we're going to say on
the two hellish years that this kid in the United States endured.
 
I am energy and when you read this, I know that you better feel the
anger that I feel towards this organization. He was trapped and there
was no way out. I could not have ever believed that this is what was
going on as its just unconscionable. But they have come after him so
aggressively and in such passive aggressive ways that they are not
worth our time anymore.
 
Finally celebrity former members and other shows are now exposing
them for the crimes they have commited and the sociopath at the
head of it will come down as a result. Al and his father have not
spoken in almost 20 years because of all this and we know that is
something that Ms. Claudia made them promise would not happen.



 
And it hurts him more than you can imagine  it just gets worse from
there and it plays out in a way that you will not understand until I get
there. So let's just move on.
 
Having said that I finally propel him to try leaving at 15 which is
considered abandoning his post, not once but twice until after
torturing him with possible punishments they finally decide to throw
him away.
 
Like literally tell him that he's not worth anything. So knowing that he
suffered self esteem issues they used it against him knowing that it
would crush his spirit which it killed him for the first time.
 
What I mean by used it against him isn't just a slight jab at them,
they literally use all the information that they make you share with
them against you to keep the talking party in line and what better
fucking way to do that to a child than to rip his faith in meaning
something to someone on this planet away from him. They then
used his mom and his dad to build the dossier record on him. What
damage could that possibly do you might ask?
 
Let's revisit the facts that he was molested where he already lost
trust in adults, then he realized that he couldn't trust his friends, then
now he can't trust his own mom and dad and too boot they destroy
any semblance he had in self esteem. 
 
But let me be very clear here when I point out that as a minor at the
time they typically have no statute of limitation for crimes against
children and because he was still just 12 or at max 13 when he
started I believe that they kind of want him to be stay quiet. So it
would behoove them to stay the hell away from us as the world
would be all too happy to end their reign now.
 
So we're just going to drop this little note found on the internet when
it started happening to us.



 
There are two entities that do something called gang stalking,
according to the Internet, and these smurfs are one of those entities.
Their goal is to terrorize a human being into psychological
ramifications of paranoia, delusions, and they try to break them to
the point where they are institutionalized and deemed crazy.
 
There intention is to torture the being to such an extent that it
becomes improbable to believe, but they go and physically tell
people in the neighborhood lies about that person (Smear
Campaign) so that nobody trusts them,likes them or will even meet
their eyes as they pass.
 
They alienate them so as to break their spirit to the point where the
spirit almost disappears forever. Just look at how they can no longer
speak when interviewed beyond a whisper. These were Altruistic
entities that were meant to do a ton for humanity but instead are in
such fear that they have chosen isolation, purgatory head-states, or
choose institutional facilities to shield them and their spirits are gone.
 
He now is 100% by himself, constantly living in fear that his family
will disown him but he's at home at least with his mother and step
dad. Both of whom are continually telling him that he is a liar as to
what he is telling them happened in Smurf village.
 
Then all hell broke loose when he was outed by a "friend" of his. Al
had written a private entry to his sister and was no more than 15 1/2
by now, and in the private letter that he intended to send her he had
indicated a boys name that he really liked but forgot about the note
as he was leaving out the door. He'd left it in one of his books he'd
had where he'd write about the world's he had created but that he
thought were fantasies, and being the open heart that he was he had
kids staying at the house with them.
 
These were other kids who had Blown from the Smurf coop but
whose parents were in the Smuryness and couldn't be let go without



declaration to leave to raise their own kids. These are not bad
people, they are just people backed into a corner with no escape out.
These people have been mentally and at times physically broken
down into controllable components and in doing so have given their
lives for a good cause that has been morphed into a nightmare. They
have lost all ties to the outside world and are not young enough to
understand the merits of leaps of faith. How can we ask them to do
so as they haven't seen light in their lives for years and in some
cases decades. The founder has a great vision, but that vision was
no more is it?
 
So instead of the kids being on the street Al talked his parents into
them staying there.
 
Now, Al's father is one of the sweetest intentioned men in the world.
And the only reason this kid has not gone after that place is because
of this man.
 
You see Al is an Alpha. He says he's an Omega, but he's an Alpha.
He is predatory if need be and he will protect everyone around him
more than he would ever protect himself. Al's okay with dying, he's
always been okay with that. He's never been in fear of death, and I
don't know where that comes from. Probably evolution but he does
not fear it. So imagine what that energy would be like to raise with all
that has already happened. So you can see, the parents had an
impossible situation on their hands and he in particular tried his best.
 
But Al does fear the removal of people from his life whether it be to
death or in most cases they let him go. And FYI, he has
systematically had that happen to everyone in his life.
 
So we can just save the surprise on that part. Sorry, but I just can't
take reliving it all in great detail anymore, I've seen it too many times
by now as he never does not have it in mind, when he encounters
other people. Everybody that he has ever loved either dies in his life,
or everybody leaves him in his life. Whether that's from his own



manifestation, or whatever it stems from, I am not consciously aware
of it at this time. At that time however, I'm not interested in that
aspect as at this point. I'm just trying to keep this kid alive.
 
And so because they're staying with him, they find the letter to Sabri
and they decide that instead of keeping it to themselves from either
loyalty or just being the right thing to do in this matter, they chose to
tell everybody in the world, starting with everyone staying in the
house and everyone in the smurf village that he's gay.
 
Taking a moment to pause and rewind for a beat here.
 
So he's been molested, doesn't trust adults, was already having sex
secretly with older people, becomes part of a cult that wants to
destroy him in every possible way, and threatens his entire family,
including in their doctrine wording, that they will have to part ways
forever if he says a word, and now everyone knows that he's gay all
by the age of barely 16.
 
What was he supposed to do now? What was I supposed to do
myself. I mean I can take credit for the things that would happen but
we have no control over how humans will react or what they
themselves chose to do while there. I had no way of understanding
at the time I agreed to this situation how demented this had gotten
as when it first came up I was intrigued in what the founder intended
for his following. So I encourage this kid to start fucking his way
across Los Angeles and so he does.
 
Why would I do that you might ask, because I need him to start
socializing again. I need him to engage life in whatever fucking
format I can make him as all he does is sit and think about ways to
die.
 
And it Fucking worked! He finally starts meeting some really
awesome men in this life. And they start to transform the shell of a
human being into something that he was before which is inquisitive.



He goes on to self build, get straight A's through the rest of his
education career that he does on his own, even after failing the GED
test from fear and from not having gone to school since he was 13.
 
So then he does it the second time, barely paying attention, and only
because I made him and passes it in order to get it into college.
 
And for you smurf Assholes, just so you know, he then goes on by
himself to ACE all the medical practicals and classes and goes on to
become invited to again the Honor Society, tests back into the high
IQ society, and turns it all down to pursue harder fields of interest.
 
He does it on his own, I don't do anything. I'm just watching this all
play out. And all he knows is that he has faith in God and slowly but
surely himself.
 
He does not care why we're here, he has never cared what the
purposes is for man, he just wants to know what his role is, and he
just wants to do his job, that is the essence of him and Miss Claudia.
 
Dear God, I have never seen a woman sacrifice herself more for her
child and sadly she ultimately will die and leaves him all alone.
 
You see Miss Claudia is still married to a Smurfer. Though I got Al
out, I could not get Miss Claudia out before this happens.
 
Al is about 18 when the first time this occurs. He is, I believe out
somewhere and crashes down like his body shuts down and he
panics us all. He ends up in the hospital, I think it was 18 or 19 and
oh, yeah he's like at fraternity event or something similar, and his
body shuts down and he ends up in the ER. While there they're all
told and I'm not kidding when I say this, that he's going to die.They
have no idea what it is but his body is shutting down and that he
literally wont make it for long. Its best to call his family and tell them
that he's not going to make it in front of Miss Claudia.
 



He calls them instructed and his crying and Miss Claudia are crying,
even the dad but he starts to get angry about it so since he is not
afraid of dying professes that he's leaving. He tells the freakin
doctors and everybody that he doesn't care if he's gonna die he's
gonna die at home and he talks his mom into letting him do that.
 
Not only does the little shit get up and walk right out of that fucking
hospital with a cigarette in his mouth but then goes and proceeds to
go back to school a day later.
 
Not even two years later it happens again, we have no idea what's
going on with him at the time. I cannot tell you what is going on
either.
 
So I'm trying to balance out the ramifications of everything that I've
done by agreeing to this life and not realizing what it would do to all
the other manifestations of who this person is meant to be.
 
It's not just the individual things now, its bigger than that to me now.
It's now like every day he gets up, the odds stacked against him, and
it multiplies against him. Everything wants this kid gone and the
pressure is to not live, everything is now telling him that he is an
abomination. Everything is telling him that there's something wrong
with him.
 
But to my amazement as this is the second time he's told he's dying,
he doesn't blink an eye. The little shit doesn't even finish letting them
tell him he's gonna die and goes yeah, I've heard this before I'll be
fine and gets up and leaves again.
 
The issue became that I don't know what Miss Claudia took away
from this, as twice now he has gotten up when facing death. So I
guess she buys into this belief the Smurfology preaches that you can
self heal through meditative means.
 



Miss Claudia ends up getting a really bad cut on the metal grading
of  bus step and she tries to take care of it as best she can. But
again, you pray for it there.
 
So it finally becomes an infection in her leg and she gets it under
control but then menopause and diabetes hit at the same time. So
they have to take her to the hospital over and over and over again.
She'd gained all this weight from the diabetes and in a year's time
she's in the hospital once more her and you can see she's
exhausted.
 
She finally gets out and then soon right after their 911 happens.
 
This was the worst day ever so forgive me but things happen from all
this that needs to be known. Of course Al wakes up really late that
morning. He does not turn on the radio or the TV.
 
And I remember I was also not with him. I think I was actually dealing
with the ramifications of what the psychological damage was as it
spread throughout the world. Point is he's late and unaware of
anything at first, until gets on the 134 by where his apartment was.
 
This is how awesome his dad was outside the cult thing. He got him
his own apartment, a really nice one bedroom in a really affluent
neighborhood of the suburbs of California. This man is not a bad
guy, by any means.
 
Back to the story, so he's on the 134 and there's no one anywhere
and it anchors me so badly that whatever I was doing ripped me
back to him immediately, and I find him sitting in the car and I'm
looking around with him and I'm like, there's nobody out here.
 
You should know that if you've never been to California it is
impossible, improbable and never gonna happen again that the
freeways would be that empty. There's only one car on the 134 at
eight o'clock in the morning just one fucking car, and his body goes



into a panic. And so he's panicking and he's trying to call his mom.
And there's a lady on the radio crying. It was Jenny, no I'm sorry it
was Frosty and Frank. That's it, Jamie. Frosty and Frank!
 
And Jamie is just blubbering and sobbing on the on the air which
makes sense, of course, but it's out of context, because he didn't
hear what had happened. So now he's in the car. He can't get ahold
of his mom. There's absolutely no cell phone reception anywhere
and Los Angeles.
 
He's stuck on the freeway in the sense that there's no one anywhere,
it was the creepiest thing and instinctively all of his lives flashed
before his eyes and he thinks he's in a purgatory state and it
resonates with a memory of what it's like to die.
 
The new thought pulls at him and then he jumps there and but in
truth doesn't. He may have thought he went there but instead I got
thrown there and he stayed. And it's the first time that I remember
him crossing the spectrum.
 
And so I rushed back to the body and now he's actually standing in
Comcast communications office and he finally sees the TV and it all
comes to him and he starts to finally settle in a very uncomfortable
way.
 
But he has now left the physical world if you will, he died he killed
himself in that moment because I was present and so though he
stayed here with y'all his psyche registers that he can jump as part of
him, me, had already done it. Sort of like an echo.
 
We get to the house and she, he and even the animals are all sitting
in the living room as we watch the horror unfold. So he's sitting in the
living room, everything's quiet and his mom's crying and he's trying
to give her emotional support to settle her a little bit, but feeling much
the same way, but he's confused as to what happened in the car.
 



Then it happens, the first or second person jumps from the window
and without missing a beat before I can even say anything to warn
him not to, he says out loud.
 
"Oh my god, I would totally do the same thing."
 
And his mother must have sent a gaze at us as I swear I felt a tap on
my shoulder if you will. And I looked over and she's like Fucking
furious. "You mean you would leave me here !"
 
And so Al being him, and though clearly understanding what she
meant says, "I'm not gonna fucking burn to death. There's no fucking
way that holds any logic in doing, that makes no sense."
 
But I see what she's trying to say. And so I truly see her now, this
poor woman is sitting there dying yet again and I suddenly feel the
weight of all that she has endured as Claudia. And everything that
her son has put her through piles on top of that.
 
Up until now I had not factored how much I had killed her as well
with my agreeing to this life.
 
"Look, I'm sorry that you would feel that I'm doing something wrong.
But I don't agree and I've never agreed that suicide is not an option if
you are dying and it's painful and you have no way out. Why can't
you kill yourself? And furthermore if I have a choice where a fucking
plane is aimed at my fucking building
to kill me and it sets on fire and I'm left to burn to death or jump, I'm
gonna fucking jump out of that fucking window and I'm going to die
quietly on the way down like God intended."
 
And he said it so strongly that i saw that it shook her but what she
couldn't have known is how much he'd already thought about this.
While in Smurf village he not only knew what suicide or death would
mean but he prayed for it.
 



And she stared at him and they stared at each other blankly for a
little while she's sobbing,and now he's crying because once again he
hurt his mother.
 
And I was so overwhelmed at this point that I lost it, the amount of
pain my choices were causing were too much to live with and so I
started to fly when I heard him say that basically if he has anything
less than 75% chance of coming back from whatever is going on
with absolute 100% capability. Let us go and that she had to agree
right then and now. She let out a painful whimper that I can not
duplicate through her tears and then I watched him crumble again.
 
And just with that I could not fly away, the weight of the world as it
stood was too much to leave.We're just factoring in the weight of
what this all means and what the weight is to these "choices."
 
As such, you're going to find a lot more people in pain because
evolution has morphed into something where we're losing too many
Souls, too many energy sources, like literally parts of God are dying
because of things going on here.
 
And so he had a choice and his choice is because of everything he
has endured, that God would forgive him if he was in a burning
building that just got hit by a plane and he made the choice to jump
that he knew that God would forgive him.
 
So because of that it led to this conversation 75 or up and she says
to him if I have anything less than 60% chance of coming back pull
the plug.
 
I think it's not even two years later that Miss Claudia is in the hospital
again. The father calls at three o'clock in the morning I think it was,
Al had just got home from drinking and he says you have to come to
the hospital and that he's on his way to get him.
 



I just remember Al saying out loud don't you fucking dare do this to
me.
 
I've been through too much....
 
I'll let Al take it from there.
 
 
 
Side 3A Temper Tantrums
 
 
So my dad picks me up and he takes me to Queen of angels
hospital. As I'm walking in, there is one of the Smurf members sitting
in the hallway waiting to talk to me and so I purposely pass her and
the other person who's now supporting the smurf starts crying
 
While he came to get me my mom crashed again and went blue
three times losing oxygen a total of six minutes, which of course my
logical brain knew what that meant. Before I knew it, I was standing
next to her saying, mom if you are in that much pain, and if you are
ready to go, let me know.
 
And she flatlined immediately, she didn't even let me finish the
sentence
 
I turned and I said to the doctor the ill faded words, what was the
percentage on her coming back in full. She'd lost so much oxygen it
would be 50/50 and by his look and from his inability to make eye
contact I knew which end he thought it would be. So then the Step
father turns and looks at me and says you're her son, you decide,
walking away muttering something..
 
I looked down at my mom and I kiss her on the forehead and could
her heartbeat as they'd brought her back. I kiss her on the forehead
and I say mama go on then, I love you and go be at peace.



 
She immediately flatlined with those words and as I cried she could
not come back. I'm then thinking of my aunt but I don't want to leave
my mom. so I'm playing with her hair and started to sing.
 
One, two, three little witches
Flying over haystacks and flying over ditches
Sliding down the moonbeam without any hitches
Hi Ho Halloween's here.
 
She had liked a couple little rhymes from when I was a kid that she
would want me to sing. And I remember just singing one song in
particular the moment that her hair filled with coldness of her body
and when the oil of her hair dissipated. And it was straw like, dead
like and the song was her favorite too..
 
You Are My Sunshine, my only sunshine. You make me happy when
skies are gray.You'll never know dear how much I love you. Oh
please, oh please don't take my sunshine away.
.....................
 
Dead silence, I couldn't feel her anymore. I called my aunt who I
could hear was beyond shocked and remember feeling bad for her. It
was a week before my moms 50th birthday and I knew that they had
planned on mom flying home for a bit. My mom was so thrilled at
that.
 
My worst fear had come true and so because I was not an active
smurf my step dad would disown me and my grandma had died. My
aunt lived all the way in New Orleans and we were distant at best.
My aunt and I suffer from the same personality type. And we cannot
live together for a long period of time and my cousin wasn't around.
 
So I'm now on my own and I wanted nothing more than to die and I
was spoiled and gotten everything I wanted or so I thought but now
looking back on it how ridiculous of a claim that was. But in any



event I started acting out and I started taking bigger chances. I could
hear my my brain warning me.
 
So sure enough around a year later I got to drinking and I get behind
the wheel of my rental car and I crashed into a pole. I'm pretty sure
that I died again, either marking the first time or maybe officially the
second time.
 
The next thing I know I'm in a different reality as I wake up inside of a
police car crying so I must have been awake when I jumped into
another dimension and it didn't matter as I'm going to jail. I have
nobody to call so I'm praying for death and sending that energy
everywhere. So I'm in jail I have no one to call and for some reason I
blurted out that I'm gay, don't put me in general population. I don't
fucking know how I knew to say that as I was a yuppie. It must have
been a survival thing but they listened
 
I finally get out I have no money and my father has disowned me
because I will not pay back the church called thing for the education
I'd gotten while I was there, which is  such bullshit as had nothing to
do with schooling.
 
In any event he then goes on to write a book, by the way, and it talks
about how the death of my mom is what helped propel him forward
and makes quite a bit of money out of it by the way.
 
But bygones, once more all I could think about was suicide and
honestly, the only reason I didn't was because I had nobody to claim
the body. To be even more honest, I didn't like the idea of my land
ladies, and for some reason it's always been ladies, never had a
landlord, to find the body.
 
They have always gone out of the way to be so sweet to me so I
consciously thought of not making them have to come clean up the
blood or whatever as it would be tacky. I think my mom would pitch a
fit if she ever found that out.



 
So I had to find something that I was good at. And so I actually a
mast a really good resume.
 
I focused most of my energy on that and I started working at a really
cool company with Ed and Tara for a for profit call center that raised
money for nonprofit organizations like the DNC , Planned
Parenthood and even the Heritage Foundation.
 
I was horrible as a caller, but they saw my tenacious personality and
I guess maybe felt bad for me. I never realized how sad my life was
up until now. But everybody else, I guess took pity on me.
 
In any event I ended up a supervisor and then I became the training
manager. Unfortunately I was just going through the motions and so I
became addicted to prescription drugs after my Gallbladder removal.
So then I lost that job, because I couldn't get up in the morning, but
the truth was I  didn't want to get up as I was trying to die.
 
But then I went and got another job at a smaller startup company.
And this job was one of my favorites by far, because I again, love to
reinvent myself. And I love to do things from the ground up. This
place had been in business for over a year and dealt with paid
surveys.Except that they had not even tried to keep up with the
respondents payments and so they hadn't really paid their members
yet.
 
As a survey company you can imagine the mess I got. But I walked
in and I built the entire department around me and I did it with what I
can only describe as a tenacious personality and a zero tolerance for
bullshit. And the funny part about it is that it worked.
 
When I began we were rated as one of the worst survey companies
around with the  lowest possible customer service score and within a
year's time we I got them to number five. Not bad, I could have done
better but number five was a start.



 
And so I won an award during that Christmas dinner, the Cool Hand
Luke award, which was kind of tongue in cheeky, and in a sense was
a nod to me and my personality. In truth it was the only way I would
have accepted it. And within I think it was a week or two weeks later,
after getting this fucking award in front of the entire company. I get
myself fired because I cursed out my employee,
 
Not only did I lose it but I had also lost my boyfriend on the same
day. Truth is of the two I was more upset over the boyfriend. I kept
getting the opportunities to build new things. And to start over again,
I kept doing it and was succeeding at it. But on a personal level, I
could give a fuck and the drugs just kept coming. I honestly I think
the only reason I made it and I hate to say this, because it's not like I
endorse it, but at the time, I think the only reason I made it was
because I could keep going with the drugs.
 
It's at this point where I started getting these visions of New Orleans.
I first thought of it when my mom first died.I stay for a couple more
years, the boyfriend and I get back and off on and off again. He
never really loves me and he's always honest about it so I put up
with it for a while. And it just kept chipping away at  what's left of my
self esteem, it's not his fault. By the way, this man is an incredible
guy, just not the right one for me.
 
And I was so desperate that I was okay in the dysfunction of it all.
 
And so it comes to a point where I finally end up homeless and I end
up on my best friend's couch, Victor. And as much as I love Victor, I
am still self destructive and I'm acting out and obviously I don't care.
I don't know how I made it through. It's just like life would not let me
die. And I started to get bitter about it to the point where I was
engaging in high risk behavior to kill myself. And it was not working, I
had died twice already and yet, I'm still fucking here.
 



So I just said, let's leave Los Angeles and come back to New
Orleans despite the fact that I didn't know anybody or know anything
about what it was like to live there again. And I counted on my aunt
who I knew would not like me staying for very long. So I was then
setting myself up to fail, except there was my sister Soul who talked
us into doing it.
 
Now Miss Carmen and I are probably the closest cousins you will
ever meet in your life. I will give my life up for her but I don't think I
was even there a couple days before I was over it like these two go
at it, like fucking fighting fish.
 
And it's very, it's very hard to be around the environment. I kept
calling my ex, and I'm crying. And I think I made a big mistake, and
blah, blah, blah.
 
I finally got a job that helped me save up and I got a chance to move
out. And I tell you that it is the last time I saw my aunt, she dropped
me off at that apartment and I've never seen her again. She's texting
me on Facebook, which is sweet but that is it. We live 15 min from
each other too.
 
I end up with the idea in my head, that there's only one real way to
make money in New Orleans and that's to work in a bar. And I have
really good experience at being an executive and absolutely no
experience at working the hard stuff. So I take a job at a restaurant
as a busser and I'm going to work my way up for the third time or
fourth time, I think was the fourth time.
 
I'm willing to put my money where my mouth is, and I'm willing to
fucking do the work. And there's no job too small for me. And I've
always been like that.
 
So at the time, I was just going to work my way up. And I never
realized how much education that was providing me and how much
that would be morphing who I am and my perspective on life.



 
And so I'm really good at it. And I'm there for about a year putting up
with cleaning other people's shit,and having the degree in the back
of my head, that I don't use is increasingly present.Did I forgot to
mention that I already graduated college by this time? And I hated it
so I quit that too. Reasoning was easy, because sick people are
stupid. And nobody is worth that much negativity and so you can
imagine that because I'm negative enough too, how over it I
became..
 
That was the interesting part about all this is, I don't like being the
center of attention. But yet what I am fighting for was a very public
form  of that exact thing and so that thrust me into the limelight. But
in any event, in this world you work your way up in my world.
 
I get invited by Adam, who at the time was working for hustler, to
come work for him and I end up working as a bar back, which is a
great opportunity because they're going to probably need a
bartender. And so that's my evolutionary jump. And so I seize the
moment I end up on Bourbon Street where there's no drugs
whatsoever, right?
 
And I begin what I would say is probably one of the most lucrative
careers ever. And Ii did it partying hard and so was high every day. I
am pretty fucking impressed with the fact of everything that happens
there on out, because I am able to function at a high level and at a
very high state. And it just goes on for years. I mean, years.
 
In truth my addiction was never the drugs, it is the sex. But with sex
in gay world comes drugs. I've never had a problem quitting drugs as
it does not bother me to go without it. But I just stopped finding a
need to not do them. I just was like, wait a minute, I don't eat
because I don't like to eat . Plus, I like seeing my dick.
 
And I like being able to have sex and not worry about my wrinkles
and stuff. So I'm saving money by not buying food. And I've taken



that money and invested it in drugs which makes me feel up upbeat
and able to indulge in life.
 
And so there is a reward system, by the way to that mentality for me
and my personality.
 
Having said that, this form of thinking has ramifications, everything
that you decide to do or not do has negative and positive reactive
factors to it. Our choices affects other dimensions and other things.
But it should be noted that when you are at this level of stupid, it
does open your brain up to the possibility of other things.
 
And one thing, the only positive thing that came out of this
experience was that I was 100% self reliant.and the most successful
I've ever been. I was actually getting a good reputation.
 
Until one night I'm walking home from going to see my friends, Miles
and Leah as they had just gotten engaged. I'm walking not even two
blocks away from there and a block away from my house when
these black men standing inside of a dark patch of the street in front
of the African American Museum grab me and to rob me.
 
So I'm thrown down on the ground and the gun comes out and
everything seems okay until he can't find my phone.
 
Now I'm no Brainiac but for the rest of you, when you throw
someone to the ground and there's something with a little bit of
weight in the pocket, where will it go? Forward. And what is forward
when you're on the ground and your a male, your dick, so how the
hell did I manage to purposely hide my phone from him.
 
But because he thinks I did, he becomes so mad that he takes the
barrel of the gun, points it to the back of my head and he pulls the
trigger.
 



As it's happening I remember distinctly saying my goodbye with just
one sentence "well you knew this would happen when you moved
back here."
 
I closed my eyes and I felt the trigger and I heard it go...
 
 
Side 3B The Clock Strikes No More
 
 
The moment that the trigger was pulled,he actually did die. I would
like to say that it was part of the plan but it was not my agreement for
his life ending.
 
He apparently had generated enough energy to end his life without
pulling the trigger himself.
 
He had intuitively put himself in a position that would end his life and
serves as another lesson to me and to the grander design that if you
put enough pressure on a single point, evolution will lend itself to
alleviate that pressure.
 
And So  he did the impossible thing, which I do not know how I didn't
see coming. He had created a situation out of nothing and he did it
quietly by essentially jumping ship,
 
He had learned to signal himself messaging that would let him know
when I probably wasn't going to be in the body and so had worked
out how to work at things while in front of me that I would not see a
need to pay attention to.
 
It all started with a painting that he'd gotten which would hold a lot of
interest for him. Originally, it was designed for interpersonal memos
between us advanced souls. When you exist as pure energy a lot of
information cannot get stored in house and so you are allowed to



communicate in subliminal ways to yourself, to help prevent you from
experiencing the same thing over and over again.
 
And in every incarnation thus far, he has never lived or experienced
this specific thing. But when the artist decided to bring it early , it
apparently gave him all the more time to break its code.
 
Originally it was supposed to be subliminal to the body and it was
supposed to signify to me some specific things. But because he is
him, it became the opening to the rabbit hole but he would not come
back out of Wonderland.
 
And while in Wonderland, he somehow amassed enough subliminal
information to understand the dynamic of interdimensional jumping
and understood the principles behind how to converse with himself
without changing anything specific to the other dimensions.
 
So in a weird way, what he did is that he used my information
against me, because he somehow figured out when I would be
distracted. And the question then became, how much can the body
and the mind
create energy to track something else, like say another form of
energy.
 
And I think what it was, is that he used his Smurffin background, and
essentially tapped my mind. They do do stuff there, where they'll tap
your information, and then he used what he learned against me as I
was completely so caught off guard that he had died that I was
thrown. Nothing was as it was supposed to be.
 
And what I mean is that beings are trained to call their ancestry to
meet them at the pearly gates of heaven, or to castigate themselves
to hell but he didn't do either, he did the opposite. When he opened
his eyes after the trigger had been pulled and the assumed bang
came, we were in absolute silence, there was no one anywhere but
him and it was black as a night



 
I understood it to mean that he was in between so my intention was
now to recycle him into a purgatory state. But because I did not
recognize anything of this space that he had created, I got back up, it
was instinctual. So in my getting up I pulled him out and so the
separation between us at such a crucial time bought him back as
well.
 
So in the moment that mattered most my action would prove the
ultimate betrayal. I tore him away from a place where he was finally
at peace.
 
I didn't realize that he was gone as a person, until a few moments
had past and he'd gotten back up. He was so angry and full of hate
towards himself, towards the body, towards life, towards everything,
 
Then to add insult to injury, he then had to walk all the way back
from where he should have died, in his socks, because they took his
shoes so that he could not run after the, and so had to walk back to
the bars feeling  humiliated. He was trying to go get a spare set of
keys from his Best friend. When he finally got there in his socks, with
no money and nothing, not even a phone, he finally got to the bar
where his friend was the manager and they then talked him into
calling the police which should have been my greatest real warning
when he actually agreed and did it.
 
I guess I was still distracted myself because as we had walked he
had grown more and more pissed which is understandable but he
was not even angry that he had been attacked which threw me.
Instead, his fury was focused on the fact that he was still here and so
he emanated these waves of despair and loathing energy
everywhere he passed  with such force that he fucked up everyone's
space it encountered.
 
As he thought more and more about it the wave grew to pitch black
and when it hit its fever pitch he released it at the thought of seeing



his friend and what it might cause him. But because he had not
calmed down, when he let it go it immediately affected every other
dimension to the point where I think it was two hours later that I
started to sense its power dissipating and when I was able to focus
on just us he was still standing there talking politely to the police.
 
Any New Orleanian can attest, that this is just not done and was
further proof he was not here anymore as they distrust the police
from all the years of known corruption and scandals. I mean,
anybody who's lived in New Orleans understands that not all cops
are bad but it's just not done to deal with the cops as most of them
are perceived as dirty.
 
But he was so nice to the police officers and his best friend was a
complete dick this time and everything changed immediately. I
suddenly became aware that we were in the wrong space in the
wrong dimension at the wrong time. And that he jumped because I
made him jump. And I knew that I was saving him in spite of what I
believed to be his fate, or at least what I thought I was doing was
saving him.
 
When he finished with the cops, he was ready to go but in this new
space,his best friend was crying to his other friends and hours had
now passed. And we were still standing in our socks in a dirty bar
after he had been almost killed, well technically was killed , and it's
now hours later. He's still standing there all confused and lost and
dead inside and the best friend just kept talking about whatever was
going on in his world.
 
Now, I'm not saying that we're more important than anyone else. But
let's just be clear that after what he had just gone through It's not all
that foreign to you to think that he would get a little pissed off.
 
So he gets into it with a friend who then leaves him, following him
crying hysterically, having just gone through what he had gone



through begging his friend to stay his friend and they would never,
ever speak again.
 
The loss of his best friend was the end, he was gone after that. The
painting became his only focus.
 
The message that we had sent ourselves was that you cannot
square root, a circle, a basic principle of Sacred Geometry. As I
mentioned earlier, Geometries important as it crosses all
denominations and all dimensions. And so he was fixated on the
actual symbolism especially focused on the double 88. But it's
actually code for a double infinity, which has special significance to
us.
 
He wrote it in sixth grade, I believe, fifth grade, maybe. And it was in
the use of pictures for this particular painting. It was something that
was meant to exist within the painting that he was familiar with but
that would not stand out in his mind. In the painting it was conveyed
in literal form.It was a square, followed by a triangle and something
that read Super "88" with quotation marks.
 
Well, immediately he read it and understood it to mean you cannot
square root a circle.
 
And instead of it being 88, it was twoo infinity rings connected like
like a chain that you get on email.
 
And so he immediately started to unmask what that meant. And
immediately began playing with the idea behind matrix thinking. And
so the system that whatever you believe you are living in, the
realities, and whatever else you believe, he started to engage.
 
What had triggered him was the quotation marks around the 88, as it
was too simple. Then like a bolt of lightening it hit him, it was too
simple because he wrote it himself in the future to warn him in the
present.



 
And he kept challenging the matrix and try as I might to disway him
and point out that he was losing it, he kept proving the point over and
over and over again. He was doing this while not knowing what he
was actually engaging in. But he got to be amazing at deciphering
the matrix and as he did and got to the point where he became too
powerful in this and in every dimension he could identify.
 
With each new level of understanding of what he could see he would
become like every philosophical mind becomes, only he was not
alive anymore and there was nothing left for him to lose which is
where the problem was.
 
So what was meant to engage him was now tainted with a darker
side and his emotional landscape could prove child like at times,
which has its own power. So he would invest every waking moment
to following the trail of data down to its end and in doing so he amast
the ability to manifest destiny in real time
 
You have to understand that the system that surrounds our everyday
is to be treated as a neutral identity, it lives outside what you believe
to be your reality. But the more you engage something in the wrong
light the darker it itself can become. So if you are throwing your nose
up at something at some point it will take that energy and reflect it
back on you and create mixed messaging.
 
The mixed aspect would anger him and he'd release frustration
energy everywhere and at some point a balance must be set. And so
in order to balance it out, when he became too strong, it was no
longer a game and no longer in my hands. He had survived death,
but was living now to die and so it became a question of stopping his
tantrums but I could not reach him anymore.
 
And he began to get frustrated when he was no longer in control of
manifesting things. Suddenly when his intentions were well and clear
again he would intentionally send out a signal that was really



freaking strong to bring him the answer through time and through
space. And he succeeded on the first time he sent it out. And his
choice if you're wondering was with a fucking nuclear physicist.
 
Without going into great detail this was about the issue in trying to
quantify dark matter when you look at it from a light matter
perspective. As an example, dark and light cannot exist in the same
space visually but that does not mean that dark is not still around the
light. It just means that cannot show itself in the same way. And so
his question was with nuclear physics, and he wanted to know, I
can't remember exactly what the wording was. But it had something
to do with that.
 
And the man showed up at the bar. And to this day, I'm still I still
amused by it, because it was his intent and it was it was the body
and mind intensive projecting that pulled him to the bar and he was
so strong in his intention that the man sat in front of him for about 15
minutes trying to engage Al.
 
But the consequences came swiftly. Before I knew it, we end up with
no communication with anything.
 
The Matrix is not responding, his belief in himself is gone, he feels
that he is dead and it's why he is now forsaken, he has absolutely no
friends anymore.He is 100%, isolated, I'm not allowed to leave him
and he doesn't necessarily want me gone, but because he's by
himself, and now he's 100% alone he gets into this self mutilation
thing where he began inflicting large amounts of pain on himself, I
guess so that he would feel something.
 
Then one day he wakes up, and he's not well more like feeling like
shit. And what wa supposed to happen was that he was supposed to
get up and call out but it was the only thing that he had going for him
so he forced himself to go in.
 



And so what his idea was now was that at least by showing up, it'd
give them the time to find an another to cover and he would then get
to go home.
 
He was in a different dimension. And he was aware of it, because he
noticed on our way in that somethings were not aligned with the day
of the week he was supposed to be in. See he started to play with
the idea that he could  reignite the Matrix with his pattern recognition.
 
And so he'd walk the exact same path every day into work.That way
he would register every aspect of what he would encounter and
match them to other days till he got a third sense about what day he
was waking up in so he already knew things were not as they were
meant to be.
 
But what was happening at the same time was that he had picked up
so many extra shifts as a way to say thanks to the cosmos for the
job, he had run us into the ground. On top of that he was not
sleeping from the stress of it all and for the soul to communicate with
the Divine Spirit and to connect to the collective purpose, the body
must be at rest. And in order to do that he needed to sleep
 
So as a result, I was not fully aware of how this would all end. WE
went into work and before I knew it the moron GM tries making us
feel guilty for asking to leave early for the first time in 8 months, and
as y'all know that is the one thing he won't put up with. So a minute
later he's jobless and he just spins and spins There will be no way
out now and it is completely no longer in our control.
 
I could smell the air now, and I knew it was going to be bad but I
never imagined he'd die.
 
 
All in 1 - Dark Matter Shed its Weight on Thee
 
 



 
 
When you create so much energy that you offset the energy of other
dimensions or other energy in general, by creating your own space
and time, balance must be reset even at the cost of the person
 
The moment we made it home I immediately tried rectifying the
situation. I had always wanted to start my own company and so in a
matter of two weeks I built two websites and created some of the
most amazing art series I ever made.
 
I was in the middle of the third site which was to focus on the
Altruistic causes I hold dear when I got fully blocked from life as we
experience it. No matter what I did, or how much I volunteered I
could not get help in anyway.
 
Even what was left of my friends were unable to even send me cash
to help feed me. I lost about 10 lbs which on me made me look
emaciated and it just kept getting worse. My closest friend that had
stayed with me came home one day when I'd woken up in a mood. I
was holding a pill jar when he walked in and without so much as a
hello I inform him that I am going to kill myself.
 
Without missing a beat he says don't be an idiot, you've slammed
before just use Heroin this time. That way you won't feel a thing. And
within I'd say half an hour he was no longer in my life and no one
anywhere cared about what was going on.
 
And though I was spiraling down fast , each day I could muster it, I'd
get up and I'd work on my businesses. And each day my desire to
help others grew and grew. I was focusing on what I was most drawn
to, suicide.
 
Not only is it spreading through the country like wildfire, I myself was
in the middle of struggling with it. I was determined to help as many
people as possible before I acted on my own struggles but a month



had passed and I had now created a Youtube aspect to the entity
and all my art was now on Etsy. But I was flat broke, and so as part
of my preparation I'd purchased a bunch of domains and so now that
I was broke I put them up for auction.
 
And nothing, and then days passed into weeks on Etsy and nothing.
Despite generating a bunch of leads, no one purchased anything so I
ended up owing more money to them. Then the moment came when
while on a call with my website hosting company we found out that
they had been off for two weeks.
 
No one had noticed before but I lost my shirt in that too. Before I
knew it all the bad really does follow you. Being that I was at a dead
end in saving myself, I had to do the impossible and that was to
contact my dad for advice. He would not respond and to this moment
he still has not.
 
The only real significance of all this now being brought up is from the
fact that he was promoted as being the person to contact regarding
self publishing and so on. So here I am, his kid and he can't so much
as send me a note to go fuck myself , but has all the time in the
world for strangers.
 
The hate began to swell and the headaches started more and more.
So by the weekends end have convinced everyone that the world is
ending.And that would prove right and misleading all at once.
 
 
..............................
 
We  were manifesting things far to quickly are And it was, it was all
delusional thinking to some degree you might argue but in actuality,
not because if you put enough intention behind anything, you can
offset most things.
 



It's why some have superhuman powers when trying to save their
child, it's why your ability to understand what someone's intent is so
strong and hard wired to your survival instincts or why sometimes
through just a phone call you can see the level of pain someone is in
or lastly why you will start signing a song and then the radio will be
playing the same on another station . It is all communication.
 
That's why we're not allowed to interact with ourselves in the space
time continuum and is where the belief behind that you run into
yourself. We'd run into ourselves to himself four times and has
actually interviewed some, we've interviewed ourselves basically.
 
And I know that sounds crazy, but if you have ever met yourself, you
would know it, but we need to finish what was started by me.
 
As the doors began to close all around us, we started to get so
fearful that I couldn't even get out of bed for more than 20 min and if
I did it was just to make sure that my businesses were okay. I would
somehow get the idea to add a YouTube channel ahd through it I
would reach the most in need of validation.
 
Then on a Tuesday, my computers came crashing down and my
phone was disconnected. I was absolutely being exterminated now
and though Al had wanted to die for sometime now my thoughts
brought me back to my time in smurf village.
 
I began to despise my dad as I was about to lose my apartment and
then would be forced onto the street and I was begging him to not
financially help me but to help my businesses through Consulting as
I'd worked so hard on them. But he just ignored me and once again I
was a thrown away piece of shit.
 
That was it, the despair grew and grew to the point that I started
shutting down my body. I just couldn't handle the idea of staying in
this hell I was in without anything that I wanted for myself to ever
happen.



 
Before I knew it I was almost hysterical with hunger and crazed with
the smurfs and all that they'd done to me and I finally just gave in
and told the universe that I was done.
 
The next time I remember anything was when I found myself laying
on the floor in my bedroom sobbing so hard that it hurt my ears. I
couldn't see out and it was time to go. I started to at this point feel
the pills trying to make there way back out but it was too late. It was
done and I barely remember the first convulsion.
.........
 
As much as I'd put him through, and with everything that had
happened, I never bothered to really put a lot of stock into what this
inevitable ending would do to me the Soul.
 
As our body fell to the floor, our head made impact with the bed pole
splitting our head open. As the body convulsed and convulsed we
were still technically breathing and so his last fear came true as the
blood spewed out a bit. Poor landlady...
 
I watched the eyes hallow, I swear i could see a part of a smile
looking back at me. I felt the warmth leaving me faster than I had
anticipated . As I stared at his body, the color drained out and that's
when I realized I was looking into myself as well. I was now dead
inside.
 
Before I knew it, I was trying everything I could to bring him back
now, even though I'm the one who actually killed him.
 
You see, after everything we'd been through, the idea of him
suffering any further was to much to handle,so I tricked him into
getting something to eat and when he went to the bathroom I used
what was left of my internal energy to knock the pills into the bowl.
 



I wasn't worried about what would happen to me, I could care less.
By using the last of my internal flame to kill him, it went out for good.
 
I know now why some energy does not return. It does not return
because it loses its light, its fire that drives it. It doesn't kill itself, its
still there. It just transcends to another dimension. If you do not know
where to look I think now I can help you see them.
 
They're all there in your head. Every Soul that has ever lived , has a
home in you. It's why you have survived so long and why you are
blessed to be here at this transitional moment. You have survived so
much hurt and worry, so much despair and so much loss. Yet, here
you sit reading this person's life story feeling Empathy for him.
 
Would it help you to know that from this point on you will have let go
of the pasts that have haunted you? And that you have now finally
forgiven any choices you felt were wrong,because they weren't.
 
Would it help you to know that you no longer will struggle with the
need to justify the things you'd like in this world, like wealth or
traveling? Just own it and it is yours now.
 
Would it help you to know that Al will finally get some peace because
he now is fulfilling our goals of engaging the collective leaders
around the world who are now reading this? Hopefully it will help
expand their own world of possibility, or in yours at least.
 
Would it help you to know that with this book, messages of hope and
strength to hold on, will make it to every single soul that is in need of
its message? It's all in our hands,really. The smallest of things, a
notion has changed the lands from sea to never ending sea. You
want to see how, just share your feelings about our journey in public
ways, and possibly recommend others to read it along the way.
 
You see, like we said, we are embarking on a new journey and you
all are the graduating class. You will join him in becoming creators



yourselves , when you're ready of course.
 
If you don't believe me, take a moment to set down the book. Look at
the back picture. That is the Al within these pages only he's now on
the other side of experience looking back into the dark. He created
this means of communication so as to reach you and share with you
the quest for an amazing life.
 
 
All In 1- Understanding Dark Matter in the Right Light
 
I don't pretend to know all the reasons why this all happened to me
but I'd like to share with you what I have figured out so far.
 
Without the molestation I may not have had the distrust needed to
leave the smurfs. There are many people who do not get out, and so
I may have been one of them had I not learned to question all things.
Also, I learned the power of what is not said at times as it can be
more telling than anything spoken.
 
And I think I had to go through the cult so as to learn the structure it
would take to make my career soar as it did. As without it, this life
would have ended way sooner.Also, the truth is I may have killed
myself for real or given up at any turn but I couldn't let them win or
make my mom's death in vane.
 
And the reason my mother had to die at such a young age was
possibly to help ensure I could survive the heartbrakes, the loses
and the confusing aspects to life. She died so that I could thrive, she
died so that I could see that in the end that is always an option but
that sometimes there's just no turning back once you decide on a
path.
 
.
And last but not least I had to go through all this so that I could be
brave enough to use this as a validation to all that suffer or have



suffered that they will survive, I did.
 
But I bet you are left wondering what this was all about?
 
Theories anyone? Oh good, yeah you there typing.
 
It was about knowing who you are and all that you mean to this
world. It's about learning that unless you have a  full understanding
on something it is best not to engage it.
 
It was about owning your communication process towards the outer
world. You have no idea how much energy it takes to make
something happen so maybe we should use a bit more caution in
how we do it....If you catch my drift.
 
And it was all about my mom. Ms. Claudia. She gave up her life so I
could go live mine the way we wanted it go, I just took the mountains
terrain I guess.  Do you know how selfless that makes her and how
much pride I have in being her only son? Because of a selfless lady
named Ms. Claudia, you and everyone else who reads this book will
have learned things that will save you from the agony of
experiencing it first hand.
 
But nothing beats the main event here which you might be
wondering about, how I'm still here. Easy, I jumped! After it was all
said and done I took what i remembered on the 134 fwy in L.A. on
9/11, and from the night that I got shot in NoLa, and I put it together.
 
I learned how to consciously jump reality. I told you I love the
unknown and I wanted a way to ensure I'd keep growing if I stayed.
 
But in saying that,as you can see, understand that whatever you
believe to be true, that is around us, is a living force, a thinking
energy. The manner in which you engage these controls, is exactly
what you will get back from "it".
 



As the pills started to come back up I began truly allowing the
emotions take over from sheer exhaustion. And suddenly unable to
shield myself of filtered imagery I actually got to reexamine the
incidents with fresh new eyes as though it was new information.
 
But in truth it was, wasn't it? We allow our biases or beliefs on how
others will see as a result of x,y, z crowd our own visions and beliefs.
When I finally was able to drag myself out of the bathroom I came to
realize that those the things were unbearable and in some cases
illegal, my memory had been tainted and played them up at times to
suit my needs at the time of the trigger.
 
Now let's be perfectly clear, none of what I have had happen to me is
by any means okay and I don't suffer the idea that I was not done
wrong, as I was. So be clear that I am not taking sole responsibility
for the ways this all came out and trust me, I'm already in line at the
gates of which ever to have a real sit down meeting to clarify how I
honestly feel about them!
 
And they, he or her WILL be taking this meeting I promise you that. I
mean if you are going to make an example out of someone to this
degree you pay the price of having to sit down with them at some
point in Eternity.
 
But bygones, as I was laying in bed I suddenly flashed to comments
I had made about my long standing belief on how to truly exist as a
leader but more so like me, like a Strategy Leader if you've never
walked the walk..
 
"I am just one of those Souls in the Universe that likes to understand
every aspect of whatever holds my interest at that moment. So I like
to break it down into its parts and see how it actually work. Then
having learned the topic from every possible angle and I can build it
back to strengthen my ability to lead it or at the very least explain it in
great detail. How else can you truly think analytically, I mean that's
more like ....just strategy."



 
Me and my big Goddamn mouth! This is the supreme lesson as you
begin this new chapter of your lives guys. Only you know what you're
capable of , but when in doubt look at how things come to you.
 
Do they come to you at whims? Do they come to you in times of
peril? Do they come to you when in analytical need? Do they come
when you act on them to come?
 
Next ask yourself, what the turnaround time is, how it manifests itself
and the deeper question what are your REAL motives behind asking
for it. Once you've done the survey I've included with the book , look
on the back and answer yourself one more essential question, have
you ever shared or expressed outwardly the need, want or desire in
question to any outside source, even if just auditorily to the TV in
frustration?
 
If so, what exactly did you say?
 
In the end, for my part in what happened to the Al that died, I say this
and only this, he got exactly what i asked for.
 
It's not then fair to tell the universe otherwise as the mixed
messages. Speaking from first hand experience it creates a sort of
impenetrable vortex around you. The stronger you grow as a Soul,
the stronger it too must grow. Just to be clear if you are confused on
what I just said, you will know if you are destined to or have grown
too strong as your life will lend itself to these brutal sides of life.You
will have to at some point pay the fees that go along with this lifeline
service, careful how you wish for it.
 
How else can you get to eventually find peace. How can I be so
sure, because the moment I completed this book and submitted it as
my piece to the puzzle I've never had better luck in every way. Not
just because I believed it to be true and that was enough, oh no, no
no.



 
It's because of what it taught me when I was molested. Sometimes it
is wiser to stand at the doorway where you compose yourself
because you may find in your infinite wisdom that it is best left
unsaid aloud and to just release it. Everyone that gets near your
intentions it will know what happened so that you will never have to
deal with it again.
 
And like I said, I see no issues with a valid exchange rate, you know
one thing for another.
 
 
And with one door closed to mere mortals, the other world opens to
us Creators.
 
 
 
Special message to those of you who are part of the forgotten-
 
Your voice is meant to be heard! I hear you.
 
Just hold on, as we're coming and we can reach you in time but you
have to keep the lights on in the house till we can get there.
 
Suicide is not what's best for you , we're coming.
 
Al
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