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Hokahey!
It is a good day to ght!
It is a good day to die!
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Attributed to Crazy Horse
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PART ONE

ADDICTION

Stupid is,
as Stupid does.

Forrest Gump

FOREWORD: GROUNDHOG DAY
Through microwave harassment, as described in the
appendices to this book, I am forced to engage in endless conversations
with deranged imbeciles. The perverts and losers, white trash, that NSA
employs, want to make their betters feel bad, as they seek to destroy us;
so they constantly taunt us with attacks against our loved ones.
In my case, they harp continually on the abuse of my
daughter, Lily Montgomery, and her estrangement from me.
I have spent roughly one million dollars for my daughter,
which I regard as a bargain and would do one million times, over and
over, again.
My daughter is the product of a one-thousand-year-old
breeding program, as the fools, who tried to combine my blood with a
woman descended from John Wilkes Booth, the brainwashed assassin
who killed Abraham Lincoln, led me to mate with a French
Montgomery, whose family conquered England, under William the
Bastard, in 1066, producing men like Roger the Great and Hugh the Red,
as they sat in the inner circle of the Conqueror, while my people rode as
knights for Duke William. One thousand years ago, the Normans were
the bad guys whom the enemy could not control, so the conspirators
caused the Hundred Years War, and the Wars of the Roses, to diminish
the blossoming of our people. Today, we are the good guys whom they
cannot control, as I have recently had the pleasure to teach a descendant

of Tancred, the Prince of Galilee, who instantly grasped the principles of
self-observation, which I learned from the student of a man who worked
as Head of British Military Intelligence, B Division, with responsibility
for the entire Middle East:

John Godolphin Bennett.

As Samantha

Tancredi noted, spotting cybernetics, in her bodily experience, through
the techniques described in this series,

My eyes move to one thing, or another, by themselves.
Through intelligence, craft, and guile—not to mention our bravery,
ruthlessness, and beauty—the Norman Aristocracy led the Crusades, as
the trash attempted to rid themselves of the people who did not take
orders, sending our men to foreign lands, as adventurers, leaving our
women behind, as châtelaines, and splitting our families; but, then, as
now, they cannot keep us down. Through their breeding program, and
their cybernetic attacks, which move us only to ght, with noblesse oblige,
hauteur, and sang froid, the enemy is playing with re.
My daughter, who got a double dose of stubborn from her
mom and dad, will not speak to me.

Rightly proud, she grows

independent, in the wrong direction, as she recalls my loss of temper,
when the enemy drove my fury, with cybernetics, so I warned her of the
dangers that face our kin.

Clannish, the Montgomeries

ght the

Shelleys, whose blood grows hybrid with the Campbells, in a silly feud.
I am here, and hold no grudge, when my teenager is ready, knowing, all
the while, that her nature and nurture will abide, supporting the ower
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of our families, as she earns her own additions. What’s bred in the bone
will not out of the esh.
Otherwise put, blood will out.
After

ve years of war in family court, and nine years of

peace, two idiotic judges, whom no reputable rm would ever hire, as
they sat in their kangaroo courts, took away my right to see my
daughter, placing visits in the discretion of a fourteen-year-old, whose
mother has been diagnosed by doctors, with evidence heard in court, as
having multiple personality disorders in addition to parental alienation
syndrome.
After her father was driven off, and her mother was killed,
my daughter’s mother grew up in the shadow of the University of
Maryland, where the Central Intelligence Agency is a major employer,
advertising as many as one hundred and fty job openings at a single
time.

There, the school hosted SkeptiCampDC, where degenerates

calling themselves Kevin Slaughter and Robert Merciless gave a talk
espousing Satan’s heroism, a group called the Satanic Mechanics
promoted trans-sexualism through The Rocky Horror Picture Show, and
Jim Henson grew up, as he rose to prominence through Sesame Street,
funded by Senator Robert Byrd, a member of the Ku Klux Klan, before
he

lmed satanic trash like The Dark Crystal.

In enormous

underground facilities, below the university, women are raped with
chimpanzees, and children are electrocuted using techniques shown in
Brave New World, by Aldous Huxley, the brother of the eugenicist that
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headed UNESCO, before they were developed by B.F. Skinner, per his
work, Schedules of Reinforcement, as exposed by Cisco Wheeler, whose
grandfather’s brother, General Earle Wheeler, served as Head of Joint
Chiefs.

The University of Maryland receives research funding and

institutional support from the National Institute of Health, the federal
agency primarily responsible for biomedical research, the National
Aeronautics and Space Administration, which seeks to increase the
number of operational satellites orbiting the earth from the current four
thousand to more than one hundred thousand over the next seven years,
and the Department of Homeland Security, which has declared war on
the American people.
In the old days, the white-haired bikini model who lives in
the luciferian village, of Crozet, at the edge of the forest, of Shenandoah
National Park, would have looked like a witch, casting glamor spells,
but I know a different form of mind control plays on the mother and our
child, as a mentally unstable woman, victimized by scum in the Deep
State, falsely empowered by morons, seeks to replicate the fatherless
household in which she came of age.
After the mother’s lawyer, William Hancock, died, suddenly,
at the age of thirty-six, killed by the agency, immediately before my case
was to be heard by a judge who earlier gave me one third of each year
with my daughter, that lady judge, so favorable, retired; so we got an
old self-important idiot who destroyed my rights, effectively taking my
daughter from me, as she swore me off, after her mother kept her away,
iv

in violation of a court order, more than a year, constantly working on her
mind, simply because this male fool did not believe that a lawyer in
good standing, admitted to practice in the State of Delaware and the
District of Columbia, with security clearances to teach small children,
who works as a professor at three different colleges, could be sane while
he alleged, online, that his family was abused in a documented
government program.
My allegations, which the mother’s murdered lawyer
believed, were made not vociferously in court but, not even naming my
daughter, on my website, Fighting Monarch, which now has more than
two million hits, including those from military installations in Iran, Iraq,
Yemen, Syria, and Afghanistan—not to mention Malta, Gibraltar, and
the Falkland Islands—or Greenland and Antarctica—while my site
received traf c from the People’s Republic of China, where internet use
is extremely restricted, in its very rst week.
Meanwhile, I have joined the Advisory Board of Targeted
Justice, the World’s Leading Resource for Targeted Individuals and
Havana Syndrome, on which doctors, scientists, lawyers, journalists, a
retired police chief, a former Special Agent for the FBI, and a previous
Assistant Secretary of Housing serve.
The judge was a pompous ass, but he was nothing like the
hideous southern shit, Tommy Simons, and his garbage junior, Ben
Thurman, that took over the case, as they had the unmitigated gall to
suggest I was a child-molester: I can only say it pleases me to know
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the thrall of the luciferians. Like almost every single lawyer from the
Commonwealth of Virginia I have ever met, Simons and Thurman are
incompetent hacks, with no ethical or moral standards, who cheat their
clients, practicing fraud, while they masquerade as gentlemen—an
assessment I believe my daughter’s mother, Kimberly Montgomery,
would second.
That’s from a man who, almost twenty years ago, was
admitted to the Bar of the State of Delaware, which rightly has
reciprocity with no other jurisdiction, where I served on the Board of Bar
Examiners for the Delaware Supreme Court, on which the former head
of my rm, which founded the Wilmington branch of Skadden and grew
famous through our victory in the leading case of Van Gorkom, serves
as a Justice, while I also sat on the Statutory Trust Committee of the
Delaware State Bar Association, practicing law at the leading corporate
rms in the place where more than two thirds of the Fortune Five
Hundred are incorporated, not to mention a vast majority of private
equity and hedge funds, and the Court of Chancery, the leading
business court in the country, on which some of my colleagues have sat,
holds session.
But what would I know about my own daughter, worldwide
conspiracies, or the practice of law?
The scum hired by the Department of Homeland Security,
which began its tenure following the false
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they have suffered horrible torture as they lead worthless lives under

ag attacks on September

Eleventh, as it paid Markus Wolf, the Head of the East German Secret
Police, or STASI, as a consultant, constantly ask if I have regrets.
I have none—except that I let my daughter watch too much
television when she wasn’t engaged in aikido, jiu jitsu, ice-skating,
skiing, horseback-riding, swimming, playing musical instruments, and
travelling to places like Hawai`i, Alaska, Big Sur, Maine, and Florida—
not to forget the mountains and the beach.
TV is poison, and an otherwise active life is no excuse for
placing yourself in a vegetative state, under mind control, so you can be
programmed by the New World Order.
I made a mistake, and I even let my skinny and athletic
daughter drink too much soda, but I don’t beat myself up about it.
It’s easy to see the enemy’s game: they are worthless losers
that tell lies as they seek, and fail, to make their betters feel bad.
My colloquies with the trash from DHS, USAF, and their
af liates recall eternal return, which is exactly the kind of useless
question with which pseudo-intellectual connards try to steer you to
feelings of helplessness, hopelessness, and regret—while anyone worth
her salt quickly overcomes the so-called problem.
It’s kind of like the exchange between Nathan Hale, from
whom our old family friends, the Dunns, claim descent, and the limey
garbage that caught him spying for General Washington. They wanted
not only to shoot the brave man, who served as an elected of cer of his
militia, but to make him grovel, giving everything away to gain nothing,
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while they sought to destroy a thing they would never have themselves.
That was not going to happen, so, when the English asked whether the
American had any regrets, he told them he regretted only that he had
but one life to give for his country, essentially reaf rming his choice, as
he told them he would make it again and again, and again and again,
while, taken with satanic rage, the failures envied their superiors. Thus
the nameless slaves killed the courageous hero, who became immortal
through his martyrdom.
To see the use of eternal return, or eternal recurrence, to
confuse the gullible, let’s ask Alice.
“I don’t understand you,” said
Alice. “It’s dreadfully confusing!”
“That’s the effect of living
backwards,” the Queen said kindly. “It always
makes one a little giddy at first.”
“Looking backwards!” Alice
repeated in great astonishment. “I never heard
of such a thing!”
“But there’s one great advantage in
it, that one’s memory works both ways.”
“I’m sure mine only works one way,”
Alice remarked.
“I can’t remember things
before they happen.”
“It’s a poor sort of memory that only
works backwards,” the Queen remarked.
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Anything that shows up in the programming classics, Alice’s
Adventures in Wonderland or Through the Looking-Glass, by the
masonic child-molester, Charles Dodgson, alias Lewis Carroll, shouts
Illuminati.
We will not let these losers get in our way.
Not even Friedrich Nietzsche, who was destroyed by the
scum, as he was cybernetically implanted, in Switzerland, and driven to
the loony bin, while he sought to protect a horse from its abusive owner,
let that happen. So his analysis plainly indicates, as the man overcomes
fear and paralysis to reach a joyful acceptance of his life.
What, if some day or night a demon
were to steal after you into your loneliest
loneliness and say to you:
“This life as you now live it and have
lived it, you will have to live once more and
innumerable times more; and there will be
nothing new in it, but every pain and every joy
and every thought and sigh and everything
unutterably small or great in your life will have
to return to you, all in the same succession and
sequence.”
Would you not throw yourself down
and gnash your teeth and curse the demon
who spoke thus?

ix

Or have you once experienced a
tremendous moment when you would have
answered him:
“You are a god and never have I
heard anything more divine.”
Nietzsche gives the enemy too much, as he allows the demon to become
a god, and he only af rms his life for a single moment, but, at least, he
got a glimpse of it.
Not even William Butler Yeats, who was misled by the
Hermetic Order of the Golden Dawn, got hung up on eternal return, as
he came to a joyful acceptance of his life.
I am content to follow to its source
Every event in action or in thought;
Measure the lot; forgive myself the lot!
When such as I cast out remorse
So great a sweetness

ows into the breast

We must laugh and we must sing,
We are blest by everything,
Everything we look upon is blest.
It’s not the best Yeats poem, but you get the idea.
When he wasn’t doing automatic writing, Yeats arrived
through a conversation between two parts of himself in “A Dialogue of
Self and Soul.”
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You know?
Like alters?
When you’re talking to yourself?
Those are symptoms of microwave harassment, which I
describe in the appendices to this book.
Pyotr Demianovich Ouspenskii, through his immersion in
the Gurdjieff Work, overcame eternal recurrence, and, even Bill Murray,
who belongs to the Gurdjieff Foundation, which Madame Jeanne de
Salzmann founded, and through which I was privileged to learn a thing
or two, found the right answer, as he made his lm: Groundhog Day.
Murray could have picked any day to address eternal return,
but, led by hypnotic suggestion, he went to a day kept in Pennsylvania,
which my family, the Pennsylvania Shelleys, settled three hundred years
ago, as Groundhog Day, when Punxsutawney Phil, led by the Inner
Circle, drunk on elixir, and speaking a secret language, either sees, or
does not see, his shadow.
This is a big day in the satanic calendar, for the luciferians
that run the world conspiracy, as they effect their soul contracts, and
sacri ces, thinking they feed unseen forces.
So the Illuminati, the Jesuits, and the freemasons, who run
the global intelligence community, arranged my cousin’s birth on the
Winter Solstice, or Yule, my nephew’s birth on the Autumnal Equinox,
or Mabon, and my own birth on Michaelmas, the Feast of the
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Archangels, which celebrates the knightly saint, a god revered by our
people, and commemorated not only in my family’s original seat, at
Michelgrove Park, where Sir William Shelley fêted Henry VIII, and they
hunted our beautiful and unfortunate deer, but in the fortress at Saint
Michael’s Mount, Karrek Loos yn Koos, in Cornwall, and its
counterpart, Mont Saint Miché, in Normandy, as the Archangel kills the
Dragon, or Satan, in the Book of Revelations, to which the enemy plans
to script the Third World War.
Nearby to Michelgrove Park, the rst castle of the Shelleys,
where, one thousand years ago, unfortunate beauties were subjected to
the droit du seigneur, and knights rode out into the Rapes of Sussex, the
New Jersey Shelleys moved, around the birth of our republic, buying
two baronetcies, and building Castle Goring, as they sought to establish
their claim to our blood; but, just as my people, the Pennsylvania
Shelleys, had ignored the satanic upstarts, the original line sold to
someone else, so the estate passed, eventually, to the Duke of Norfolk.
Pockets jingling with coin,

ashing banknotes, and riding

fancy coaches, the New Jersey Shelleys intermarried with the progeny of
Sir Philip Sidney, restyled as the Viscounts De L’Isle, seated at Penshurst
Place, in Kent, owned by Henry VIII, as he courted Anne Boleyn, of
neighboring Hever Castle, before Penshurst was used not only to
memorialize their hypnotic romance in Anne of the Thousand Days,
with Richard Burton and Elizabeth Taylor, and in a creepy rape-laden
version, through The Other Boleyn Girl, which I cannot bear to watch,
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featuring the Jewish Blondes, Natalie Portman and Scarlett Johansson,
but also in Wolf Hall, which treats the crooked bureaucrat, Thomas
Cromwell, who helped the victim of the Illuminati, Henry Tudor, erode
the rights of his subjects, steal their property, and make false accusations
—not to mention its equally

tting appearance as Clampett Castle in

The Beverly Hillbillies.
I believe these trash are not Norman Shelleys, and only
poseurs, but it really doesn’t matter. You are who you are regardless of
trappings, so my point in this foreword is not to aggrandize my family
through connections to infamous characters but rather to give some
sense of our outward nature, which bespeaks our blood.
There were always degenerates among the Normans, but
other Normans always took them out.
Now, like then, the Montgomeries are treacherous.
Roger the Great, who played a major rôle in the Council of
Lillebonne, received the Rape of Arundel, later split to form the
neighboring Rape of Chichester, one year after the Conquest, as his
liege, William the Bastard, made him the Earl of Shrewsbury, so he had
three percent of the gross domestic product, or GDP, of the Kingdom of
England.
Twenty years later, William Rufus, the homosexual deviant,
was crowned, as the son of the famous bastard, but the barons fought
against him in the Rebellion of 1088, supporting the claim of his brother,
Robert Curthose, whose ships failed to reach the battle, due to weather,
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so my daughter’s progenitor, Roger the Great, switched sides, when
William Rufus gave him more land and money.
That kind of stuff is why my daughter’s mother won in
family court, as my therapist, Babette Jenny, predicted, while she taught
me how to manage my former lover’s mood-swings, and erratic
behavior, so we got along, in a fashion, and my daughter pro ted, after I
won a

ve-year war in family court, only to win another, nine years,

through crafty peace.
Babette said, in the cold dark room of her farm, in back of
the Laurels, where the King Ranch once had its northernmost outpost,
on land formerly held by Lammot du Pont II, that Kimbee would win
most ghts; and when I asked why, she counselled me, saying,

You fight clean: She fights dirty.
Shelleys are front-stabbers, so you will see me coming; but the
Montgomeries will put the knife in the backs of their own.
Maybe that’s why we were mere seigneurs in the old days,
while the Montgomeries were lords, and the satanic Shelleys, from New
Jersey, have made fortunes, marrying into the peerage; but my family
has something better.
It’s called pride: we are not for sale.
Oh, and by the way, don’t worry about William Rufus. The
pervert died in a hunting accident, in the New Forest, when another
Norman put an arrow through his chest. It was Walter Tyrrell III, the
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Red Knight of Normandy, an expert archer, whose name, whatever his
crimes, should be remembered in our cups.

What goes around comes around….
Our putative cousins made a mysterious fortune in New
Jersey, the later home of the Sopranos, as Timothy Shelley, the Merchant
of Newark, who kept low company, and failed as a quack doctor,
somehow grew enormously rich, in a way no one can explain, just when
Michelgrove Park came up for sale.
In what would become the home of vulgar ma osi and
unfortunate negros, an international airport, and a toxic superfund site,
the son of the snake-oil salesman, Sir Bysshe, was born, on one of the
eight sabbats, Litha, or the Summer Solstice, before he bought a
baronetcy for himself, to go with his gewgaw castle, and a second title
for his second son, while the Pennsylvania Shelleys had no idea of his
existence and the Michelgrove Shelleys refused to sell to the sleaze.
It was completely unacceptable that a scumbag like Sir
Bysshe, or Sir Timothy, should hold sway at our seat—let alone pass
himself off as one of us.
The scribblings of their spawn, Percy Bysshe Shelley, who
swapped wives with his homosexual lovers, engaged in ménages à trois,
and disassociated through narcotics, later, would be admired by scum
controlled by the Illuminati, from George Bernard Shaw to Harold
Bloom, from Karl Marx to Mahatma Gandhi.

fi
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Scorning the New Jersey Shelleys, the main branch sold our
ancestral home, Michelgrove Park, for an even one hundred thousand
pounds, to a merchant from Liverpool.
I can imagine the conversation between Sir John Shelley, the
sixth baronet, and his wife:
I will burn this castle down
before I sell to that dreadful little man.
There was no way anyone related to me would sell to these dirtbags, no
matter how much they offered, so that, using our name, they could live
in our house and disgrace our memory.
The freemasons that had targeted us for centuries must have
been enraged: they had gone to all this trouble to put nancial pressure
on the Michelgrove Shelleys, and to elevate their creatures, the New
Jersey Shelleys, so they could swap one for the other; but, despite their
attempted use of what psychologists call the fear-then-relief response,
which appears in all their false ag attacks, we just wouldn’t go for it.
So they attacked the nice man from Liverpool, killing him off
and forcing a sale to the scum that ran the satanic upstarts: the Dukes of
Norfolk.
Charles Howard, the eleventh Duke of Norfolk, was the
insane patron of Sir Bysshe Shelley, who supported the patent for his
baronetcy, while he helped secure the reinstatement of Percy’s allowance
when even his father, Sir Timothy, had enough of him.
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Percy Bysshe Shelley was such a punk that sometimes it’s
hard to know what was happening with him. More than once, the poet
claimed that strangers attacked him during personal crises, and his
second wife, who wrote Frankenstein, reported what she believed to be
a dream where the monster attacked her in her bedroom. The enemy
break into people’s houses, as they drug, rape, and abuse them in the
sorts of insane programming sessions I have experienced, and not
remembered for years, as described elsewhere in this series; and, often,
people are not believed, as many do not believe my stories, or they think
they simply had a vivid nightmare, since the attacks are so bizarre.
Percy Shelley was a liar, who would tell any story to evade his duty, so
he could have faked hate crimes; but he probably also suffered home
invasions.
The Duke of Norfolk, alias the Dirty Duke, who had an
aversion to soap and water, intermingled with the New Jersey Shelleys,
as he raised his creature, Sir Bysshe, the son of a quack doctor, to what
passed for society in his eyes. This insane fuck wed Marion Coppinger
on the luciferian quarter day of Lammastide, or Lughnasadh, and she
died soon after. Then the lthy libertine married Frances Scudamore,
who promptly went mad, due to microwave harassment, as described in
the appendices to this book, which was also used to drive King George
insane, as Benjamin Franklin, of the Hell re Club, and Matthew
Boulton, of the Lunar Circle, ran experiments with sound and electricity,
and Luigi Galvani, of the freemasons, pioneered bioelectromagnetics
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and forced movement. Faced with only one of the people, to suddenly
run amuck, in his neighborhood, the Duke of Norfolk locked his wife
away, at Holme Lacy, while he moved on to a series of mistresses.
Stuf ng his maw with food, and pouring drink down his gullet, while
he fucked unchoosy women, the Duke refused to wash, smelling so bad,
even by regency standards, that his servants had to sneak up on him,
when he was passed out, from overindulgence, to douse his sleeping
body with buckets of water.
Upon his death, his estate passed to his cousin, Bernard
Edward Howard, the twelfth Duke of Norfolk, KG, PC, FRS, who
swooped in on Michelgrove Park, as the new owners suddenly had
problems; so the neighboring peer bought our lands, cleared our trees,
and pulled down our ancient manor, since it made his own place,
Arundel Castle, a short stretch down the road, look inferior.
Arundel Castle was established under the reign of Edward
the Confessor, and completed by my daughter’s forebear, Roger the
Great.

Roger de Montgomery, who was cousin to William the

Conqueror, also known as William the Bastard, was declared the

rst

Earl of Arundel, as Duke William granted him the property as part of a
portfolio containing hundreds of manors.

Roger had stayed in

Normandy to keep peace, this time staying loyal, while William was
away.

His cousin rewarded him with extensive lands in the Welsh

Marches, and across the country, full of angry Saxons, so he would have
his work cut out for him. One fth of Sussex, known as the Arundel
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Rape, was given to him, but, after he died, the castle reverted to Henry
Beauclerc, eventually

nding its way to the scum that call themselves

Howard.
The Michelgrove Shelleys didn’t take it lying down, as,
following the sale of their ancestral home, Sir John Shelley, the sixth
baronet, served as a member of parliament, while he was a close friend
of the Prince Regent and the Duke of Wellington.
Sir John Shelley, who went to Eton, before he spent a brief
time at Clare College, Cambridge, where he seemed to learn nothing but
gaming and drinking, fought in the Coldstream Guards, where he
earned the name Howitzer Shell by tackling a comrade out of harm’s
way from an enemy projectile. He was brainwashed to spend money,
gambling at cards and breeding horses, as he changed the shape of the
sport with winners like Walton, Cobweb, Phantom, and Priam, whom
experts regard as one of the best horses to have raced up till that time.
Hypnotism was obvious in his life, as the enemy led his wife’s cousin to
invent a new card game just when he gave up the tables, drawing him
back in, and he inherited the ironically named Mares eld, to which he
downsized, following the sale of the castle that nanced his sport. He
was a truly good person, like his wife, Frances Winkley, who did not
care about money, any more than I do, so he once lent his cousin, George
Child Villiers, the

fth Earl of Jersey, the equivalent of one million

dollars, in today’s money, without paper or interest, and forgot about
the whole thing until his pal paid him back twenty years later.
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Gossips called his wife the Goose, and the Country Girl, as
they envied her close relationship with the Duke of Wellington, who
was an old friend of her husband, but, doing so, even her worst enemies
did not spread rumors of adultery unlike the others they circulated.
The Duke of Wellington refused to submit to blackmail in
connection with any of his affairs, while the low would gossip and cast
improper aspersions. In those days, personal mail formed the kind of
compromising material you would now see online, so Benjamin
Franklin, who served as the rst postmaster general, would snoop, and
peak, like the perverts at the National Security Agency. But the Iron
Duke was no more afraid of would-be blackmailers than he was of
anyone, or anything, so, once, he wrote, on the back of a letter,
Publish, and be damned!
That’s the only answer to give a blackmailer, as we have nothing to hide,
and, even if we did, it wouldn’t make sense to put ourselves in their
greater power. The freemasons use damaging material to enslave the
cowardly, making them do worse and worse, without ever letting them
go. They won’t leave you alone after you pay them, or do something
wrong for them, but they will just demand more.
Later, Sir John Villiers Shelley, the seventh baronet, served as
a member of parliament, and in the army, starting in the Royal Horse
Guards, before he became a lieutenant colonel of the 46th Middlesex
Ri e Volunteers, and he wed Louisa Knight, of Henley Hall, to have a
daughter but no sons; so his title passed to his brother, the Reverend Sir
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Frederic Shelley, of Shobrooke Park, in Devon, whose wife’s family
pioneered the teaching of deaf and dumb children.
The Michelgrove Shelleys would not sell to the New Jersey
Shelleys, who sought to impersonate our family, but the Sidneys did not
share our pride, or they were gulled, so Sir John Shelley-Sidney, another
creature of the Duke of Norfolk, mixed his blood with theirs, doublebarrelling his name, as he took his seat at Penshurst Place.
From his boughten pile, designed by the architect, John
Rebecca, to look like god-knows-what, Sir Timothy Shelley would brag,
nouveau riche, and gauche, that he was as rich as a duke, while, his
spawn, Percy, wrote bad poems, used opium, and engaged in
homosexual relations with the incestuous cripple: Lord Byron.
The only good about the atheist brat, whom I disavow, was
that he refused to be fagged at Eton and he liked to sail: he was one
kind of fag but not another.
The boy abandoned his wife for the daughter of the original
fake feminist, Mary Wollstonecraft, who wrote Frankenstein, a book that
grows from the experiments of Luigi Galvani, which facilitated the
microwave harassment of King George III, fondly called Farmer George,
while it takes place at the University of Ingolstadt, where Adam
Weishaupt, a Jewish Jesuit, founded the Bavarian Illuminati on the
satanic quarter day of Beltane, or Walpurgisnacht, only two months
before the colonies declared their independence.
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My family, the Pennsylvania Shelleys, remained neutral in
the false revolution; but, rst, the New Jersey Shelleys had lived across
the Delaware River from Shelly, Pennsylvania, where we settled three
hundred years ago, as the Illuminati moved our namesakes into the bistate area, attempting to fob them into our line.
Forgetting earlier thoughtless assertions that, of course, all
famous Shelleys would relate to us, we reject the connection.
I am glad we have nothing to do with them—a feeling
encouraged by my old professor, Dick Barnes, who increases in κλέος
through my second book: Playboy’s Progress.
Still, the New Jersey Shelleys look almost normal next to the
current owner of their McMansion, built by John Rebecca, in the
Carnival Style, Georgia Arianna, Lady Colin Campbell, alias Lady C,
who has written eight books about the royal family, while she drew
meaningless distinctions regarding the age of children raped by Jeffrey
Epstein.

Claiming to descend from William the Conqueror,

Charlemagne, and Who Knows Who, this unfortunate was born with a
deformed clitoris and fused labia, as her parents were given the advice,
from medical doctors, “to assign her as a male” so she could be part of
“the superior sex.” After attending the Fashion Institute of Technology,
she had corrective surgery, so she changed her name from George
William Ziadie to Georgia Arianna Ziadie, continuing her work as a
model, in New York, which she had earlier started as a man. Then, on
the Spring Equinox, or Ostara, she married Lord Colin Ivar Campbell,
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the younger son of the eleventh Duke of Argyll, after knowing him for
only ve days, before they divorced a year later due to scandal. Then
she adopted two boys, who would appear on reality television.

It was The Royal World by MTV!
The satanists lie behind it all, so there are two churches near
Michelgrove Park, Patching and Clapham, whose parishioners are
involved in the group: Friends of Hecate.
Patching Church, given by Wulfric Spot to the Archbishop of
Canterbury, in 948, became the archbishop’s peculiar, under his personal
jurisdiction, in Sussex, along with his palace at Tarring. It was visited by
Thomas à Becket, before Henry Curtmantle killed him, and by Richard
de Wych, the patron saint of Sussex, translated as a saint on June
Sixteenth, a time kept as Saint Richard’s Day, or Sussex Day, which is
also the birthday of my daughter.
Do you think it is a coincidence that my daughter was born
on Sussex Day, which honors the county’s patron saint, and I was born
on Michaelmas, which honors our people’s patron saint, while Saint
Michael appears not only in the name of our ancient manor but also as
the warrior who kills the dragon, in the Book of Revelations, while the
luciferians that run an ancient conspiracy, reaching deep into Sussex,
play ritual games with magic days and lucky numbers?
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Clapham Church, near Michelgrove Park, contains a
memorial to John Shelley and his wife, Mary Fitzwilliam, who
descended from Edward Longshanks, the Hammer of the Scots, played
in Braveheart by Patrick McGoohan, who featured in two classic t.v.
series, which teach you everything you’d want to know about spy work
and mind control: Secret Agent Man and The Prisoner.
Their son, William Shelley, remained Catholic, as the
Illuminati split our family, when my forebears left the British Isles, since
Bloody Mary burned three hundred of the original Church of England,
founded upon the marriage of Anne Boleyn and Henry Tudor; so, while
we escaped to form a foreign minority in the Lowlands of Holland, and
the Mountains of Switzerland, the leader of the main branch was
imprisoned in the Tower of London, as he, showing typical family
stubbornness, refused to give up the Old Faith, so he was tried for
treason by the daughter of Anne Boleyn, Elizabeth I, three years before
the Spanish Armada, as Gloriana signed the Treaty of Nonsuch, with
Holland, just as war broke out between her kingdom and that of her
sister’s widower: Philip the Prudent.
Then, as now, the Illuminati, with the freemasons, split
family after family, after family, making them ght about stupid things.
Earlier, the Shelleys had Michelgrove Park taken from them,
as they were targeted under the Tudors; but, eventually, fate turned our
way, so our family was allowed rst to lease, and then to buy back, the
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original estate, for the princely sum of eleven thousand pounds—
millions in today’s money.
The main branch bought our baronetcy from James Stuart,
the son of Mary, Queen of Scots, executed for her faith and treason by
her cousin, Elizabeth Tudor, as he converted to the Church of England,
sponsored the King James Bible, and created the title of baronet, a form
of hereditary knighthood, while his grandson escaped, through our
estate, along the Monarch’s Way, before his son, Charles I, was executed
for treason partly because he took a Catholic wife.
The New Jersey Shelleys, who became the Viscounts De
L’Isle, married the progeny of Sir Philip Sidney, named for Philip the
Prudent, whose grandfather, John Dudley, the

rst Duke of

Northumberland, alias the Wicked Duke, led the government of Edward
VI, the son of Henry Tudor and Jane Seymour, and supported the young
king’s cousin, Lady Jane Grey, the Nine Days Queen, before he was
executed, and betrayed his principles, foolishly making confession,
turning against the Protestant Church, before they chopped his head
from his body.
As Sidney’s mother, Mary Dudley, fell under suspicion, in
the court of Mary Tudor, because of her father’s treason, like Mary’s
sister, Elizabeth Tudor, and her own brother, Robert Dudley, the Earl of
Leicester, she gave her son the name of the Catholic king, Philip, with
whom the Illuminati had hypnotized Mary to fall in love, as the Dudleys
shifted to Catholicism, only for Sir Philip Sidney, like his uncle, the Earl
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of Leicester, to go hard back to the Protestant Church, as he married
Frances Walsingham, the daughter of Elizabeth’s spymaster, Sir Francis
Walsingham, alias Eyes, who entrapped Elizabeth’s cousin, Mary, Queen
of Scots, after Sir Philip witnessed the horri c slaughter of tens of
thousands of Protestants by Catholics, in the Saint Bartholomew’s Day
Massacre, in connection with the wedding of Margaret of Valois with
Henry of Navarre, for which the opposing sides had gathered in Paris,
making an abortive attempt to stop the French Wars of Religion, so the
Seine ran red, with blood, for days.
Following my graduation from Pomona College, which
Lady Rothschild and Roy Disney also attended, as my alma mater took
its name from the Roman Goddess of the Harvest, I would learn of the
massacre, as my position, like Sidney’s, would crystallize from easygoing boyhood into ferocious opposition to evil.
Satanists loomed around every corner, as the New Jersey
Shelleys built Castle Goring, near Angmering Park, which now
encompasses Michelgrove Park, as it sits within South Downs National
Park, like a circle, in a circle, in a circle.
There the Seven Sisters give their name to a series of local
cliffs, with a dip between each one, which lie near the unremarkable
Belle Tout Lighthouse, which appears in one thing after another,
courtesy of British Military Intelligence, Section Seven, or MI-7, to signal
the enemy’s presence: The Living Daylights, with James Bond standing
for local spies, The Life and Loves of a She-Devil, which speaks for itself,
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and a song called “Belle Tout” by the Subterraneans, whose name
re ects the presence of underground military bases.
Outside the region, the Seven Sisters once gave their name to
the women’s colleges that complemented the Ivy League—not to
mention a consortium of international oil companies, which ran the
global market—but mergers have changed the numbers, as,
uncharacteristically, the bad guys gave up numerology to make money
while they put women in harm’s way.
I bet there was a ght, and some spells cast, over that one.
The Seven Sisters are important to the dark magicians, as
they attempt to call on magic from the Pleaiades, so, in the West
Country, I learned an old counting song, in my boyhood, from a man
described in the rst volume of this series, who came from the Village of
Tavistock.

Seven for the Seven Stars in the Sky,
Six for the Six Bright Walkers,
Five for the Symbols at your Door,
Four for the Gospel Makers,
Three, three, the Rivals,
Two, two, little white boys
Clad all in green-o
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One in All, and All in One,
And evermore shall be so.
Seven is the deepest level of hypnotic induction, so this song was used,
as I drifted in and out of consciousness, drugged, in a secret facility, in
Devon, at the direction of the Tavistock Institute.
The Seven Sisters, or the Pleiades, appear in Homer’s Iliad
and Odyssey, not to mention Works and Days, by Hesiod, and their
name comes from the Greek, Πλειάδες, a word derived from the verb,
to sail, because of the cluster’s importance to delimit ancient sailing in
the Mediterranean since the season of navigation began with their
heliacal rising.
The stars appear on the Nebra Sky Disk, made from bronze,
by German Pagans, in the original Saxony, more than three thousand
years ago, and two thousand years before the Saxons invaded Sussex to
give the county its name.
While the Ancient Egyptians called them the Followers, the
Babylonian Star Catalogues list them earlier, showing they were close to
the point of the Vernal Equinox, slightly more than four thousand years
ago.
They must have been seen in Ancient Sumer, where people
invented the calendar, agriculture, the wheel, writing, mathematics, and
astronomy, starting more than six thousand years ago; and, surely,
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before that, some of the rst modern humans, who arose two hundred
thousand years ago, must have noticed them.
The Seven Sisters, or the Pleiades, form a striking
constellation in the sky, which appeared in a cluster of opals my father
gave my mother and in jokes shared by my daughter’s mother and me,
when, gazing from the

elds, at Marlbrook Farm, in the George

Washington National Forest, where we lived, we looked, by day,

fty

miles over the ancient blue mountains and, by night, as the Milky Way
spilled through the sky, naming constellations, until we got to this
group, which Kimbee had discovered, rst, in her own universe, calling
it the Slingshot.
The cluster is among those nearest to earth, at roughly three
thousand trillion miles, burning at temperatures between eighteen
thousand and forty- ve thousand degrees, with young stars that have
formed only within the last one hundred million years, so they are one
quarter of the age of the Blue Ridge Mountains, over which we looked,
but fty times older than the most primitive humans, and ve hundred
times older than modern humans, while their light took more than four
hundred years to reach us.
Do you really think the stars, the mountains, or the forces
that made them care about the spells of luciferians?
I hate to give anything to Percy Bysshe Shelley, but he put it
well in “Ozymandias.”
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I met a traveller from an antique land,
Who said—“Two vast and trunkless legs of stone
Stand in the desert…. Near them, on the sand,
Half sunk a shattered visage lies, whose frown,
And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command,
Tell that its sculptor well those passions read
Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things,
The hand that mocked them, and the heart that fed;
And on the pedestal, these words appear:
My name is Ozymandias, King of Kings;
Look on my Works, ye Mighty, and despair!
Nothing beside remains. Round the decay
Of that colossal Wreck, boundless and bare
The lone and level sands stretch far away.”
And so the chalky sea cliffs of the Seven Sisters, made from the fossil
remains of micrasters, showing continuous evolution over ten million
years, could care less about the idiots who ght over them.
On South Downs you will nd the Long Man of Wilmington,
a mysterious gure once thought to date from neolithic times, or from
the Iron Age, but now, through the remnants of an underlying orange
brick outline, dated to the Burning Time, seen, by Rodney Castleden,
who won a British Archæological Award for his work on the Cerne
Giant, as a protest against the persecution of Protestant martyrs, like
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Richard Woodman, one of nine to burn on the Summer Solstice, one of
the eight sabbats, Litha, in 1557, as locals believed, incorrectly, that he
was earlier racked by the Bishop of London, Edmund “Bloody” Bonner.
Nearby stands beautiful Telscombe, surrounded by miles of
chalk paths, which afford stunning views over the blue sea, the white
cliffs, and the green grass, with salty breezes to brace your body, redden
your face, and glad your heart, as you walk, while, later, at night, they
help you sleep.
You might lunch at the Smuggler’s Rest, with a pint of cask
ale, Doom Bar, from Cornwall, or a wider selection of beers and wines at
the Abergavenny Arms, founded by William Appes, who marched on
London, with Jack Cade, in 1450, in a peasants’ revolt, to overthrow the
government, an inn that later became the Bull, with what is now the
lounge used as a parish courtroom, where sheep-rustlers were sentenced
to hang on the yew standing opposite, and left, bodies dangling, to be
eaten by ravens, and, where, later, in 1770, the landlord covered up the
death of a coachman, falsely reporting suicide, as he tossed the body out
the window, so that ghosts haunt the premises.
In the Village of Telscombe, the ancient church of Saint
Lawrence was built on land given by Eldred, brother of Edmund, in 966,
but people here, and in Brighton, the seaside town next door, are less
likely to follow a major religion than nearly anywhere else in England.
According to data released by the Of ce of National Statistics, in
connection with the Census of 2001, forty percent of the town center say
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they have no religion at all. Across the whole city, 66,955, or twentyseven percent, of the population have no faith—much higher than the
national average of

fteen percent—while over two thousand de ne

their beliefs as other, since thousands in Sussex are Wiccans, Druids, and
Pagans.
Marina Pepper, née Baker, is the daughter of a witch,
Margaret Ayrton, who became a pagan herself, writing books, as she
worked as a consultant for a documentary by the British Broadcasting
Company on Harry Potter. Mrs. Pepper posed in Playboy, before she
got her master’s degree, writing for The Independent, The Telegraph,
and The Guardian, or treading the boards in plays like The Seagull, by
Chekhov, while, through noblesse oblige, the woman defends the earth,
while she helps children, organizing school walks, to take the place of
busses, setting up a community recycling scheme for a local pre-school,
and running fairs to promote sustainable living.
This former page-three girl, who writes for better papers
than The Sun, served as the Mayoress of Telscombe, where she chaired
the District Council of Lewes.
Lewes gives its name to the colonial village where my family
used to catch the ferry to Cape May, New Jersey, so we could bask on
the beach, hop waves to cool off, and build castles, of sand, travelling
across the Delaware Bay, named for Thomas West, the third Baron De La
Warr, the Governor of Virginia, whose family seat lies at Buckhurst Park,
near Withyham, in Sussex.
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Before James II was deposed in the Glorious Revolution,
partly due to his Catholicism, the king passed his ownership of the
Lower Counties on the Delaware to William Penn, as he attempted to
stave off a prior claim by Cecil Calvert, the second Baron Baltimore, and
the Proprietor of Maryland, a place sometimes known as the Old
Dominion, because of its Catholic leanings; so, after the Crown, William
Penn became the second largest landholder in the world, who split the
Colony of Delaware from the Colony of Pennsylvania, for convenience,
twenty years before my people, the Pennsylvania Shelleys, bought land
from the Penn Brothers, while the satanic Quaker remained proprietor
of both the colonies, appointing governors to each.
In Sussex County, Delaware, you can set up at Herring Point,
where you might see, along with other families, the descendants of
dinosaurs: piping plovers dart along the beach, like wind-up toys, as
they look for the unfortunate crustaceans that make up their diet, or
gently chirruping in places you must not walk, where they nest in
scrapes in the sand, before the nighthawks feed on ying insects in the
evening, while chuck-will’s-widows call from the pines, where people
may camp.
Usually, we take the ferry across from Lewes, Delaware, to
Cape May, New Jersey, so we never lingered, except once, visiting my
sister-in-law, Lynn Arrington, whose family gave away a couple
hundred million dollars, when a million was worth a million, endowing
the Regenstein Sea Otter Nursery at the Shedd Aquarium, the
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Regenstein Library at the University of Chicago, and the Regenstein
School, Learning Campus, and Fruit and Vegetable Garden at the
Chicago Botanic Garden.
My daughter and I had a lovely time at Dewey Beach, which
never left behind the years of the Del-Vikings, Bobby Darin, and the
Drifters, where we walked the dog in the sand, and boogie-boarded on
the waves, watching the freighters moving up and down the bay,
wondering where they went, and what they carried, before we went to
Jimmy’s Grille, sitting at our wooden table, and listening to a loud local
band, while we drank cheap beer and soda pop, feasted on halves of
chicken, corn on the cob, coleslaw, and watermelon, chosen from the
menu, black and red movable type, set in white trays, against the insides
of the roof, which rose above the single large room to form a hexagonal
pyramid just like an oasthouse from Sussex.
As Marina Pepper, formerly the Mayoress of Telscombe,
notes, the coast on which she lives, has made fertile ground for organic
types.

Brighton has been a destination
for independent thinkers for many years. A
lot of the environment movement is centred
in the Lewes district and Brighton and Hove.
Maybe that has something to do with the village’s historic status as the
home of Virginia Wolf, who showed heavy effects of mind control, signs
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of slavery, while people hold her up as some sort of feminist icon,
thinking she was free, writing books, like Orlando, that promote transsexualism, while she went in and out of mental hospitals, because of
microwave harassment, as described in the appendices to this book,
trying to kill herself, and eventually succeeding, as she pioneered
stream-of-consciousness writing, through which incessant chatter, which
is only voice-to-skull, broadcast by radio into our heads, is portrayed as
a normal thought process.
I remember Wolf, whose books I have assiduously avoided,
only for a television version of To the Lighthouse, which I watched with
my father, on Public Broadcasting Service, or PBS, a station that spreads
the dread disease of anglophilia. Perhaps I misremember, although I
will be damned if I read that book, or even a synopsis, to nd out, but
we couldn’t understand, or perhaps we could, why the man we called
that sel sh old shit wouldn’t make the beautiful wish of a child into
reality. In our family, if a little snou-snou wants to go the lighthouse,
then we make it fun, and we do it, over and over, and over again,
helping her feel good, and loved, and strong, while we share the magic.
As Marina Pepper has brought magic into people’s lives
through the theater, and her work with children, she expounds a pagan
credo, while she decries the soulless materialism spread by the
banksters, who try to make us slaves, through their unnatural usury.

It is a great shame if people don’t
have a spiritual dimension to their lives.
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Apart from agnostics and humanists—the
idea that people have no religion at all—
what do they care about?
Shopping and eating?
The former mayoress of Telscombe said that, rather than worshipping in
a formal way, she brings her beliefs into everyday life by respecting
nature.
That’s easy to do in her village, where sweeping cliffs,
chalky white, with tens of millions of years of fossils buried inside,
overlook the ocean that carved them, while they are topped with a
springing turf, verdant, where kittiwakes nest, and gulls swoop,
laughing, while orange-billed oystercatchers crack shell sh, and
turnstones run, looking for bugs.
As she defends and fosters nature, Marina Pepper also
participates in a different tradition, local to the Sussex Coast, since, like
the nameless protesters who dug the Long Man, as they stood against
religious oppression, this eccentric lady makes protest into theater.
Using her skill as an actress, her good looks, and her bravery,
the former mayoress takes a stand against injustice. Whether this selfstyled pagan dresses up in a rugby shirt with a broom, playing
quidditch, or she marches as a zombie, with a sign, telling people to eat
the bankers, she always makes a statement. You might see her not only
in the Oxford Street Mardi Gras Zombie Voodoo Walk, by Carnival
Against Capitalism, or protesting G20, wearing a black head scarf, as

fi

xxxvi

fellow protester. Elsewhere, Marina dressed as a suffragette for Climate
Rush, wore a sash protesting the improper use of coal, and held a poster,
saying, Storm the Banks, while she proudly carried an anarchist
ag.

And she blocked a rural drilling site, earmarked for fracking,

giving the sign of the horns, as she was carried off, to let us know she
was okay.
You might even see the Playmate in charge of security at a
protest site, like Climate Camp, or engaged in more conventional
information sessions, like the one outside the High Court in London,
where she served tea, while, inside, a judge reviewed the legality of
Basildon’s Council’s attempt to evict, from Dale Farm, a group of Irish
Travellers, Pavees or Mincéirs, who speak Shelta, like Brad Pitt in
Snatch.
Doubtless Marina learned some of her tactics not just from
her mother, Margaret Ayrton, a witch, with whom she appeared in
Playboy, campaigning for the Liberal Party, but also from her one-time
boyfriend, Matthew Freud, the head of Freud Communications, and a
relative of Edward Bernays, the father of public relations, who wrote
Propaganda, as he coined the term.
Bernays shaped all kinds of public opinion. He is the reason
why bananas are the number one fruit in our country, as a bunch will
appear even in the crumbiest gas station, since he worked for the United
Fruit Company, which horri cally abused its workers, raping children
xxxvii
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she presents a bouquet to the Bank of England after the murder of a

and murdering fathers, overthrowing governments and setting up
banana republics, spreading monoculture while it sprayed our food
with poison, while comedians slipped on banana peels, showing off as
the top banana, people sang songs that didn’t make sense, like “Yes, We
Have No Bananas,” and we all ate banana splits.

Bananas are fun!
The fruit you might nd in your bread, or your pancakes, is only one of
the foods Sigmund Freud’s nephew promoted, as he taught us that a
healthy breakfast means eggs and bacon.

Bernays put beautiful

actresses in the papers, with cigarettes, so we would learn smoking was
glamorous. He sold America on World War One, as Woodrow Wilson
broke his campaign promises, violated people’s liberties, and
established the Federal Reserve, supporting the czar, and destroying our
republic, in a war to end all wars, so, while paying the new income tax,
we could make the world safe for democracy.
Bernays is not the only scumbag associated with Marina
Baker’s short-lived boyfriend, since he is the son of Sir Clement Raphael
Freud, who served as a Member of Parliament for the Liberal Party, who
sexually abused Sylvia Woosley starting when she was only ten years
old, while he brought her up as his daughter for another nine years.
Woosley was only one of Sir Clement’s victims, as another woman
revealed that the politician, who is a brother to Lucian Freud, had
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groomed her from the age of eleven, raping her body at the age of
eighteen. Another time he fucked the nanny he hired for his daughter,
and he kicked her out of the house when she grew pregnant with his
child.
I trust Marina was never abused, within her memory, by the
degenerate family with which she once naïvely associated, because she
would have spoken out, while I am glad she tore a page or two from
their playbook, now used, for a change, to help others.
Mrs. Pepper’s bravery borders on the reckless, as she faces
arrest for political causes, sometimes dragged away by the police, in
what led to the improper fantasy I describe in the second volume of this
series.
At Balcombe, the grey fox blocked trucks from entering a
rural drilling site earmarked for fracking, as she sought to protect not
only the landscape but also the drinking water, so one hundred police
arrested eighteen protesters under the Trade Union Labour Relations
Act: that’s the government’s idea of protecting people.
Near to Marina’s home is the Devil’s Dyke, a beautiful spot
to paraglide, or to y a kite—or maybe just walk, as you enjoy the song
of skylarks, yellowhammers, chaf nches, dunnocks, and robins, along
with the cry of green woodpeckers—a valley that, according to folklore,
was dug by Old Nick.
Before the Norman Conquest, Sussex was the last of the
Anglo-Saxon kingdoms to convert to Christianity, so, as Scratch lost his
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stronghold in England, he swore to kill its people by digging a trench to
draw the sea, inland, and to drown all who lived in the High Weald.
Then, a hermit, Cuthman of Steyning, discovered the plot, so
he made a bet with the devil, risking everything he had, to save others.
If Satan could dig the trench in a single night, he could have
the hermit’s soul; but, if he failed, he had to leave the people alone.
The devil got to work, digging toward the English Channel,
as he started at Poynings, throwing up dirt to form the hills of
Chanctonbury Ring, Cissbury Ring, Mount Caburn, and Firle Beacon—
not to mention a chunk he threw out to sea, forming the Isle of Wight,
where Murray Lerner, the father of my friend, Noah, made the only lm
of the rock-and-roll festival in which Jimi Hendrix, Jim Morrison, and
the Who played, while the Tavistock Institute tried to start a controlled
riot, until my hero, Joni Mitchell, turned the crowd.
Meanwhile, back in the Middle Ages, Cuthman the Hermit
put a lamp in his window, right after midnight, to make a rooster crow.
The devil got scared, thinking the sun would rise, so he ran
away.
At the bottom of the dyke, by the parking lot, lie two
hillocks, known as the Devil’s Graves, under which Old Nick, with his
wife, lies buried; so locals say, if you run backwards seven times around
the humps, while you hold your breath, the Dark Man will appear.
The whole thing shows how superstitious people can be: the
devil, like his followers, is a fool and a coward, but do you really think
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you need to do all that for him to show his ugly mug or that the slimy
shitdick left the country for good?
The remains of forts from the Iron Age, or possibly the
Bronze Age, surround Clapham, as they include Chanctonbury Ring,
abandoned by the Celts before the Romans reoccupied the place, which
may have been dedicated to a boar cult, as it is surrounded by ancient
barrows that predate the Norman Conquest by almost three thousand
years. Robert McFarlane, a Fellow of Emmanuel College, Cambridge,
slept in the ring one night, as he wrote The Old Ways: A Journey on
Foot, only to be awakened by unearthly screaming at two o’clock in the
morning, while, earlier, a group of university students camped out,
before they

ed, leaving their equipment behind, and refusing to tell

anyone what happened. It’s a common experience in the ring, where
people feel the effects of microwave harassment, as described in the
appendices to this book, sudden nausea, trouble breathing, blurred
vision, and feelings of being pulled, one way or another, while they see
what they take for ghosts, and they panic.
The satanic faggot, Aleister Crowley, who sired Barbara
Bush, as a moon-child, before she married the Director of Central
Intelligence, would befriend Victor Neuburg, alias Frater Omnia
Vincam, who lived in Steyning, only two miles away, while both called
the Chanctonbury Ring “a place of power,” where Neuburg imagined
gruesome sacri ces committed by the Druids. As Crowley described his
butt-buddy,
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He endeavoured to express his
spiritual state by wearing the green star
of Esperanto, though he could not speak
the language; by refusing to wear a hat,
even in London, to wash, and to wear
trousers.
Crowley, who called himself ridiculous names like The Great Beast 666,
Perabduro, and Ankh-f-n-Khonsu, inducted his boyfriend into his order,
the A∴A∴, alternately held to mean the Angel and Abyss, Atlantean
Adepts, Argenteum Astrum, Arcanum Arcanorum, Άστρον Αργόν, אריך
אנפין, or maybe just Assholes Anonymous, which culminates in the
thirteenth degree, of the Ipsissimus, through the Qabala, before the two
degenerates performed a series of occult rituals based on the Enochian
System of John Dee, who drugged, hypnotized, and controlled Queen
Elizabeth, moving on to Sex Magick, including something called the
Paris Working, about which I hope never to learn, so the Jew wrote a
poem to his master.
Sweet Wizard, in whose footsteps I have trod
Unto the shrine of the most obscene god,
So steep the pathway is, I may not know,
Until I reach the summit where I go.
Crowley, whose taste was as bad as everything else about him, said this
showed “an extraordinary delicacy of rhythm, an unrivalled sense of
perception, a purity and intensity of passion second to none, and a
remarkable command of the English language,” so the dancer that
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performed Rites of Eleusis had written “some of the

nest poetry of

which the English language can boast.”
The alternating belief systems held by Aleister Crowley, who
was recruited into the British intelligence agencies, at Trinity College,
Cambridge, before he joined the Hermetic Order of the Golden Dawn,
and the Ordo Templi Orientis, as he spoke to an entity he called
Alwass, founding the so-called religion of Thelema to begin the ÆON
OF HORUS, serve as a warning to us all: they are not merely evil, but
they are ludicrous.
Crowley started out in a family that belonged to the
Brethren, an ignorant group of congregationalists, which enjoys an
unusual prominence in the Blue Ridge Mountains, as they emphasize
their rôle in disaster relief, following false ag attacks, not to mention
the importance of not merely forgiving, but loving, our enemies—like
the scum that traf c children, rape women with dogs, and seek to kill
eighty percent of all humans, as set forth on the Georgia Guidestones, in
accordance with UNITED NATIONS AGENDA 21, 2030, and 2050,
following the philosophy of Thomas Malthus, who, like me, studied at
Jesus College, Cambridge.
Famous Brethren have included Dr. John Bodkin Adams,
who willfully poisoned hundreds of his patients, Major General Orde
Wingate, who believed infection could be fought with a tough mental
attitude, Edward Cronin, who tried to cure cholera and typhus with
homeopathy, John Nelson Darby, who believed the elect will be raptured
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up to heaven, and Ken Follett, whose books I stopped reading at the age
of seventeen due to their disgusting perversion and disparagement of
women.
Less famous Brethren have included my distant cousin, who
appears in records only as the Reverend D.H. Shelly, who, although he
authored a family tree, a work he started on the Winter Solstice,
neglected to update the document to include his own birth, while he
noted his earlier service as Presiding Elder, and Chairman in
Convention, building thirteen church houses and teaching school, in a
separate capacity, for exactly thirteen years.
Did I mention thirteen is a satanic number, used in the
thirteen colonies, of which Pennsylvania sits in the middle, given a
masonic name, as the Keystone State—or that the man who structured
his career around the number thirteen seems to have given his son,
Uriah, the initials U.S.?
Beliefs vary from congregation to congregation, as with
other congregational groups, which contain naïve believers, or helpers,
on their outer edges, but a satanic inner circle, ostensibly leading the
group, who are slaves, belonging to other organizations.
Still, to the extent the Brethren hold fundamentalist beliefs,
in accordance with mainstream theology, they would believe that three
equals one, and one equals three, a formulation needed to avoid the
Aryan heresy, or the dreaded Socinian, so the Lord magically
impregnated the Virgin Mary, who was his daughter, mother, and the
xliv

wife of another man, because the judicial murder of a rabbi, a new
paschal lamb, was needed to save mankind—except for Elijah whom He
swept to Heaven in a whirlwind—because Adam and Eve ate forbidden
fruit in the Garden of Eden, six thousand years ago, when dinosaurs
roamed the earth, before YAHWEH destroyed ancient species in the
Flood, while he demanded that Abraham sacri ce his only son, Isaac,
from whom his father sliced the foreskin off his penis, as a sign of their
covenant.
It would make more sense to believe in Frigga, the beautiful
feminine representation of the sun, who sustains all life through her re,
warmth, and light, as she gathers heroic warriors to her mead hall, in
preparation for Ragnarök, than to hold the credos that underly
mainstream Christianity.
Christianity is designed to keep people in line, forgiving
their enemies, while they patiently await an imaginary reward in the
afterlife. That’s a good religion for slaves. No wonder the Cruci ed
Man-God was such a hit in the early Roman Empire, where people let
themselves be eaten by lions, not to mention the plantations of the
Antebellum South.
Still, it is worth noting, as I discuss later in this series, that
resistance to the New World Order concentrates among Christians.
Many Christians are good people, who hold family values, so they make
natural enemies for the satanic trash, who plan to manipulate them by
scripting world events to the Book of Revelations.
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Just as the conspirators lie behind Zoroastrianism, Judaism,
Christianity, and Islam, the Tavistock Institute has created the New Age,
as it attempts to lead good people astray, sometimes drawing them to
satanism but more often making them subject to mind control.
When you believe in crystals, and spells, and ley lines—not
to mention ouija boards that depend on forced cybernetic movement—
you make yourself vulnerable to manipulation.
Don’t look for signs, even if you believe, perhaps with right,
that otherworldly forces stand around you: If the gods help you, they
will do so because you take right action, even if you curse them, so you
may look for their aid, but you should never take their advice.
A local paper described the Clapham Curse, which began, in
1288, when Robert Le Faulconer brought a lawsuit against the priest,
Adam Le Gest, for bodily harm, which he lost, so he cursed the Catholic
Church:
I call upon She who knows to damn
this accursed village and all its meager
holdings.
May the priesthood of this false
God soon come to know their fate.
As the Tavistock Institute, with British Military Intelligence, Section
Seven, seeks to promote false beliefs, while their af liates destroy
people’s lives, it seems signi cant that the article containing the
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apocryphal curse, with no source given, was published by a paper called
The Argus, named after a monster with a hundred eyes, like the
surveillance state, which watches us all, on the luciferian holiday that
begins the Season of Harvest, the Autumnal Equinox, or Mabon, while
the piece describes the murder of the local priest who went missing
from his home on the quarter day of Halloween, or Samhain, which
ends the Season of Harvest, only for his skeleton to appear three years
later—but, since the article contains secret signals, there is no mention of
the Season of Harvest.
Clapham Wood is the base of a satanic cult that calls itself
the Friends of Hecate, and a body turns up every three years. In 1972, it
was Police Constable Peter Goldsmith, who had investigated the
murder of an unidenti ed woman, looking worried and preoccupied,
before her police le disappeared. In 1975, it was an old man: Leon
Foster. In 1978, it was the priest mentioned above: the Reverend Harry
Neil Snelling.

In 1981, it was a woman driven to madness, and to

homeless wandering, through microwave harassment, using the
techniques described in the appendices to this volume, before she was
raped, strangled, and brutally murdered:

Jill Matthews.

All had

disappeared, sometimes for years, before someone found their corpse.
The place is rife with the activities of the Air Force, so people
see lights, part of PROJECT BLUE BEAM, through which NASA,
working through AATIP, shapes popular belief to pave the way for a
fake alien invasion, while walkers experience the effects of microwave

fi

fi

xlvii

harassment, and friendly dogs disappear, forever, on walks, just as
though they were taken by sickos into underground facilities.
It’s no surprize, and it’s nothing mystical: the satanists, who
hold laughable beliefs, or who mislead each other, want us to think that
bogeymen are real so we don’t get wind of their agenda.
In the United Kingdom, the United States Air Force
maintained roughly one hundred bases in the nineties, when I studied at
Cambridge, while now the bases have shrunk to the satanic number of
thirteen: RAF Lakenheath, RAF Croughton, RAF Digby, RAF Welford,
RAF Fairford, RAF Feltwell, RAF Upwood, RAF Barford St John, RAF
Fylingdales, RAF Menwith Hill, RAF Mildenhall, RAF Alconbury, and
RAF Molesworth.
That’s what’s behind the unidenti ed ying objects, the crop
circles, and the spooky atmosphere: creeps playing games.
Scienti c studies with a geiger counter have revealed
slightly elevated levels of background radiation in the area, which is
surprizing since South Downs is a chalk escarpment, made of stuff that
would normally be low in radiation due to less Potassium-40, so how
can we account for the higher levels?
Maybe it’s because the military uses depleted uranium for
tanks, shells, and bullets, and the spooky woods stand directly on top of
an underground military complex.
To give only one example, George Islay MacNeill Robertson,
Baron Robertson of Port Ellen, KT, GCMG, PC, FRSA, FRSE, who served
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as Secretary-General of NATO, said that roughly thirty-one thousand
rounds of depleted uranium ammunition were used throughout Kosovo
during the eleven weeks of OPERATION ALLIED FORCE. Since each
round of tank buster ammo, red from an A-10 Thunderbolt, or from M1
Abrams tanks, enforced with radioactive armor, contains a threehundred-gram uranium penetrator slug, the total amount of depleted
uranium dropped during the con ict ran to almost ten metric tons.
Try to imagine how much uranium sits in those
underground bases, as it jiggles the measuring needles on the geiger
counters of the investigators, walking on the chalk, above the secret
base.
Just as they fail to intimidate me, and they failed to drive the
Michelgrove Shelleys to sell to the New Jersey Shelleys, the scum just
don’t get the message, harassing and trying to scare a brave and good
man, Charles Walker, who followed a lead along a footpath called the
Chestnuts, to a crossroads, where a shadowy gure told him of the cult,
before a car slowed behind him, then sped up, to knock him off his bike,
but these attacks made him only more determined. He went on to nd a
mural on a local barn of a huge horned head with a scaly luciferian
body, and a forked tail, set against a backdrop of vivid ames, before he
found a satanic altar in the center of Chanctonbury Ring. Then he found
ritual objects around a large beech tree with strange symbols written, in
chalk, on its bark. He’s not going to stop until he catches them.
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Charles Walker, like Marina Pepper, is a pagan, who has
absolutely nothing to do with satanists.

Pagans, like me, revere the

earth, the sea, and the sky. We follow nature, as all must do, while the
luciferians engage in unnatural practices like sodomy, pædophilia,
incest, and cybernetics. The enemy is delusional, as they seek to deviate
from natural law, in a way that is not merely environmentally but also
systematically unsustainable. Their so-called organization is lled with
morons, slaves, and traitors, who seek to undercut each other at every
turn, while they deny reality, telling lies, and giving false reports, so
they weaken their own action.

They bring themselves down, as the

system rights itself, just as I have absolute faith in the earth’s eventual
ability to destroy all humans so to restore the balance of our planet.
Charles Walker, who is determined to prove that the Friends
of Hecate have nothing to do with witchcraft, as he destroys them, says,

Black magic, so-called black
magic, sort of works on the idea of
acquiring powers, energies, and things for
yourself, whereas white magic is more in
line with the modern thinking of becoming
one with the earth and the wildlife around
it, and life itself, so it tends to look after the
planet and people whereas so-called black
magic is just out for destruction.
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since the enemy seeks to destroy everything in sight for no reason
whatsoever rather than acquire anything for themselves.
They lack not only intelligent but even rational self-interest,
while they have nothing in common with their imaginary god. Lucifer
—whom they ridiculously con ate with Prometheus, a titan who gave
re to people because he wanted to help them, and, per the etymology
of his name, could think ahead—is supposed to have acted through
pride, refusal to serve, and self-advancement, but they are selfdestructive slaves that take orders.
If there were a real lucifer—and there isn’t—he would have
nothing but contempt for luciferians, while he might have something
like respect for people like me, Mrs. Pepper, and Mr. Walker.
The enemy’s attacks against us only strengthen our will.
The imbeciles actually thought they could scare Charles Walker or that
he would regard them as kindred spirits, “brothers,” to use their
obscene masonic jargon, or both. What they got was an enemy for life.
With his friend, Toyne Newton, Mr. Walker patrols the
woods late into the night, dressed in combat fatigues and equipped with
cameras holding infra-red lenses, as they seek to catch the cultists in the
act. So he told a local paper,

I want to find them, get
photographic evidence and bring them to
justice.
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If you ask me, Mr. Walker’s second assessment is better than his rst,

They really have to be stopped.
I’ll keep doing this until the day I die.
Meanwhile, Toyne Newton has tracked the scum not only through
Clapham Wood, but to London, Brussels, and Switzerland, writing
books like London’s Mystical Legacy, The Occult Origins of the
European Union, The Dark Worship:

The Occult’s Quest for World

Domination, and Demonic Connection: An Investigation into Satanism
in England and the International Black Magic Conspiracy.
Charles Walker puzzled over the motivation of the luciferian
that met him at the crossroads.

Why had this person decided to
give me this information? He had also
warned me not to pursue my enquiries any
further. Surely he did not seriously think
that I was going to leave it there, not after
being given a possible explanation for one of
the mysteries, which, by this time was
almost constantly in the press. I am not
one to go looking for trouble but I could not
let this go. It was potentially far too
important for that. If what I had been told
was true these people had to be stopped.

lii

The white witch, who has made it his life’s goal to stop the satanists,
tried to think of a rational explanation for the enemy’s actions, but he
gave the mysterious stranger too much credit.
It’s really not that complicated:

the enemy is stupid, and

they judge others by themselves. The psychology of the slaves that hide
within the New World Order is to crumple when attacked, to yield
when threatened, so they just do not understand how our minds work.
Still, this doesn’t stop the morons from insisting, over and over, and
over again, that we have something in common.
Meanwhile, as men and women like us put pressure on the
cravens, they freak out, make mistakes, and take things out on each
other.
Charles Walker, Toyne Newton, and Alan Brown wrote The
Demonic Connection, as they published articles in The Unexplained. In
response, an anonymous person wrote, giving details only an insider
could know, which the investigators had learned at the crossroad, along
the Chestnuts, as follows:
In your article on Clapham
Wood, you ask if the mysterious events
are linked to a black coven.
I can tell you they are, but
it is much more than that.
A few years back a friend of
mine joined them.
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They are called the Friends
of Hecate.
They meet in the woods and
barn up by the church and make ritual
sacrifices at the time of Orion and the
Archer.
Lots of Patching and Clapham
people are in it, but the top ones come
from London: two women and a man. The
man is a doctor, about forty-five, the
women about thirty and sixty. They
always go back to London after the
meeting, so no one knows who they are or
that they are connected with what goes
on.
I think this is when there is
a human sacrifice.
My friend says that there are
groups the same in Winchester and
Avebury. A big group in London. I
can't remember them all, but lots of
people are involved, as there are
different grades, and thousands of
members are in the outer one but only
about two hundred at the inner circle.
It is all very secret. The
inner core members are protected by the
others who they use as spies and guards
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to make sure everything is kept
secret....
I can't sign my name, but be
warned: they are much more powerful
than a black coven.
Strangers buy exclusive shooting rights, as cover, on places like my
family’s ancient seat, Michelgrove Park, demolished by the Duke of
Norfolk, which lies within part of his estate, Angmering Park, which
extends to almost seven thousand acres, as it forms the eastern half of
the original Norfolk Estate, or Amberley Castle, whose land Cædwalla,
the King of Wessex, gifted to Bishop Wilfrid, in 683, while the castle’s
current buildings owe their origins to a timber-framed hunting lodge
built in 1103 by Bishop Luffa, which was forti ed, over time, until
Parliament seized the property in the Puritan Revolution, yet another
asset strip staged by the freemasons, driven by religious differences, like
the Dissolution of the Monasteries, until, eventually, it wound up as one
of many luxury hotels in the hands of Relais & Châteaux.
Meanwhile, two of the four bodies were found by beaters at
shoots.

Big money changes hands, and the visitors don’t bag many

birds. Something’s going on.
Hunting is slang for the gang-rape of boys, just as shing is
slang for the gang-rape of women, or pizza is slang for the molestation
of children, among the satanic degenerates that obsess over magic days
and numbers, while they make the same mistakes, over and over, and
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over again, losing money they don’t have, and destroying themselves,
like Philip Seymour Hoffman, in Owning Mahowney, an actor who
made The Master, which earned the disapproval of the dianetics cult, led
by L. Ron Howard, before he was killed on Groundhog Day.
Groundhog Day, also known as Saint Brigid’s, Candlemas,
or Imbolc, is a quarter day in the luciferian calendar, which falls roughly
forty days after the Winter Solstice, in a false Lent, just as
Walpurgisnacht, also known as May Day or Beltane, falls roughly forty
days after the Vernal Equinox, and Lughnasadh, or Lammastide, falls
roughly forty days after the Summer Solstice, and Samhain, or
Halloween, falls roughly forty days after the Autumnal Equinox.
The enemy, like superstitious immigrants who play a
sucker’s game, scratching cards with their unwashed hands, in the
lottery, sponsored by a groundhog, in Pennsylvania, believe not only in
lucky days but also in magic numbers, so Groundhog Day falls on 2/2,
which is 33 days after 1/1.
New Year’s is a satanic holiday, and thirty-three is the
number of the highest degree in the Scottish Rite, which my greatgrandfather, Theodore Z. Krämer, held, along with his membership as a
founding member of a Court of Jesters, not to mention his af liation
with other groups of weirdos like the Shriners, the Knights of Pythias,
the Knights of Friendship, the Fraternal Order of Eagles, and the
Patriotic Order Sons of America, while his business partner, Isaac Eberly,
who married his sister, Margaret, belonged to the Kiwanis and the
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Oddfellows, as the spirit-cooker established Camp Joy, where he raped
the children he purported to help, drinking the adrenaline in their
blood, and he built the satanic seat of Stone Manor, where two people
drowned in the cellar pool, while he maintained a second estate near the
home of the Air Force, housing the secret group, ORION, which runs
microwave harassment programs through its supercomputer at
Schriever: Colorado Springs.
The Virgin of Candelaria, alias the Black Madonna, presides
over the celebration of Candlemas, or Groundhog Day, as the patron
saint of the Canary Islands, where Playmate Kerri Kendall, remembered
in the second volume of this series, was entrained, and where the classic
television series, The Prisoner, which builds on Secret Agent Man, takes
place, as it reveals important aspects of our mind control and inspires us
to ght through the example of John Drake, who became Number Six.
Candlemas, otherwise known as Groundhog Day, is the day
that commemorates the presentation of Jesus at the Temple through
which, in accordance with Leviticus, a woman was to be puri ed by
presenting an adorable lamb as a burnt offering and a edgling dove as
a sin offering, as these beautiful innocent animals were killed by sickos,
thirty-three days after a boy’s circumcision, in a bizarre rite, now made
standard in hospitals, where the foreskins of our male newborn, crying
and frightened babies, whisked away from their mothers, are snipped
from their penises.
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involved in child-molestation, rape, and human-traf cking, seem
connected to Groundhog Day; but, in Punxsutawney, the public
spectacle, made famous by Bill Murray’s comic

lm about eternal

return, is run by the Benevolent and Protective Order of Elks, who
connect to the Order of Saint Hubertus, and its human hunting parties,
in connection with which Justice Antonin Scalia, of the United States
Supreme Court, was killed at the beginning of the Feast of the Wolves, a
three-day period known as Lupercalia, which surrounds Saint
Valentine’s Day.
Still, even though the enemy could lead Bill Murray to
Groundhog Day, his

lm af rms the goodness of humankind, as he

nds a way out, from eternal return, through charitable action.
The plans of the degenerates always mis re, as they doubledown on bad bets, constantly calling and raising, never folding,
borrowing from the house, and, in their addiction, doing more and more
of the things that only hurt them, exactly like their predecessors, as that
course of action inspires people, like me, to leave a life of quiet
retirement so that we may establish internationally renowned websites,
join boards with kindred spirits, and destroy the scum that so inspire us.
Trash, like Sir Alex Younger, who set a record for a long
tenure at MI-6, at roughly six years, following his birth on Independence
Day, and who wear the Order of Saint Michael and Saint George, given
by Elizabeth Saxe-Coburg-Gotha, the wife of Philip Schleswig-Holstein-
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The freemasons, who run an international crime syndicate,

Sonderburg-Glücksburg, alias Windsor, will pay for the crimes they
have committed.
I will teach them what it means to falsely wear the badge of
dragon killers.
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PART TWO

ACADEMIA

Too soon old,
Too late schmart
Pennsylvania Dutch Folk Saying

BOOK ONE: LOOKALIKES
As described in my earlier books, and my website, which
now has more than two million hits, including from Iran, Greenland,
and Antarctica, the Tavistock Institute sought to program my sexuality,
as they strove to destroy my life, and drive me to rape, through mind
control.
They would never succeed, but still they try.
Arranged meetings played an important part in the script.
In California, the Illuminati tried to breed me with a descendant of John
Wilkes Booth. In England, British Military Intelligence led me to my
second girlfriend, whose rape they arranged in Zimbabwe.

Then, in

Austria, they sent a woman I knew from California, by way of Kenya, to
bump into me, apparently by chance.

Her grandfather was a

cyberneticist who worked for the Nazis, the Pentagon, and Central
Intelligence. None of this was coincidence.
You’re not paranoid if they’re really out to get you!
The National Security Agency, and their af liates, could not
pervert my sexuality, but they drove me to Playboy. The internet did not
exist, I would not watch a porno tape, and I never looked at skin rags.
My fantasies about Playmates were almost entirely consensual, and they
had nothing to do with reality. The enemy refused to see their failure, as
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the drug-addled imbeciles lied to themselves, thinking they could use

correspondences between the women who posed and the women I
knew. Thus they sought to program my mind.
In the 1970s, they had tried to ll my head with rape, partly
regarding Wonder Woman, partly regarding the Banana Splits, and
partly regarding Rhodesia, at a programming center, disguised as a
soccer camp, where my neighbor, Marilyn Lange, the Playmate of the
Year, was brainwashed.
Then, but not later, forceful fantasies of the brunette bellatrix
bounced off; but, still, they wanted to build on what they thought they
had—a comic-book amazon created by a psychologist, William Moulton
Marston, who had strange ideas about bondage and submission, a gure
popularized by a fake feminist, Gloria Steinem, who worked for the
Central Intelligence Agency, and a program that featured two unknown
actresses, who had appeared topless in the movies, acting out a string of
rape scenes, rst on ABC, then on CBS, as the show switched networks
in an unheard-of move.
Many years later, my rst fantasies about ravishing Wonder
Woman, as I took the muscular mesomorph, gasping and grunting,
snarling in sensual disdain, would take me.
But then I found my attention enthralled by a series of blue
or green-eyed ladies, their pretty faces framed with swirls of long dark
hair, their bodies, natural and naked, politely displayed, without a trace
of vulgarity, as their photo-shoots came, one by one, to me, against the
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odds, at a time when teenage boys did not have ready access to erotic
material.
When I was twelve, CIA put a Penthouse in my hands,
which I later threw away, only for a duplicate issue to come back to me
at odds of more than 5,000 to 1, as I searched, desperate for pictures of
naked women, over a three-year period.

That contained a beautiful

blue-eyed lady, with dark hair, beside her chestnut steed, as the scum
promoted horsewomen. I would never buy another Penthouse—aside
from hers at the princely sum of twenty-seven dollars!
Then, in the early eighties, my closest friend, whose father
was the propaganda of cer at Fort Benning, later a Bureau Chief for
American Broadcasting Company, in South Africa, had access to a single
copy of Playboy, which his mother’s second husband, a local golf pro,
had squirrelled away. There I found a beautiful woman for whom I still
have great fondness, a pro skier who gave up her career, as she later
became rst a wife and then a mother.
Alana Soares had been put in Playboy just for me, just so I
would nd her, with her green eyes, and her brown hair, silky and long,
rolling playfully in a soft fuzzy blanket, which did nothing to hide her
large ruddy nipples and her luxuriant black bush. The daughter of a
champion surfer, her heavy Polynesian body might have precluded
another woman from appearing as a Playmate, but Alana would
reappear, again and again, in newsstand specials, more than ten years
later, after I went back to nd her original issue in the panelled reference
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room of Alderman Library, stored on micro lm, which I xeroxed for
myself.
Back in 1983, before my friend and I bicycled along the thendesolate Outer Banks, where I would

nd a blonde horsewoman in

Playboy, and a real naked woman in the campground shower, I was
most taken by a photo of Miss Soares, sitting, head turned, gazing
straight into my eyes, one bushy eyebrow cocked, as she asked the
question, opening her shirt to reveal her magni cent lacy bra, while it
cupped and uplifted her breasts, her khaki shorts on her round
womanly hips, and not her nipples, not her bush, on display, but only
the radiance of her skin, aglow with health, her shining hair, and her
beautiful visage.

It was an action shot, with a beautiful fellow prep,

caught, forever, in the act of undressing.
Something similar was caught, in Trading Places, the rst Rrated

lm I ever saw, that year, with the same friend.

In her tennis

whites at the Racquet Club, Kristin Holby played the ultimate preppy
girlfriend, full of calm repose, ashing wrath when moved, but, mostly,
when she looked her man straight in the eye, over supper, to speak her
will.

I want y , L is.
N .
There she undressed, to stand proud, tall, and frolicsome, in her white
bra and panties, crowned with a tiara of bowed barrette, wearing an
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heirloom necklace, strung with pearls, rosy white, surrounded by the
atmosphere of a perfect evening, mahogany walls, burnished wood and
brass, silver on the board, and a Christmas tree standing jolly in the
background, while the re crackled and spat, behind its screen, the room
radiant with candles, and me, in the audience of the theater, watching,
hoping for more, when the entire scene was wrecked by the intrusion of
a servant.
What a bummer! The only topless lady in that lm would be
Jamie Lee Curtis, who played a common streetwalker, teamed up with
the protagonist after the incomparable Penelope Witherspoon gave
Louis Winthorpe III his walking papers.

Still, the interruption was

nothing next to what the agency threw in my way.
Although the regal Kristin Holby appeared as a model for
Polo and Chanel, the brands that bespoke our lifestyle, embodying the
perfect ancée, Alana Soares eclipsed her image. Miss March had all the
same sartorial style, as she appeared in madras, when not racing down
the slopes for her sponsor, K2, spraying powder, left and right, and she
had a similar look; but she was full- gured, with C not A-cup breasts,
and this excellent lady was not interrupted as she tossed off her clothes.
Even in her lacy underthings, my Playmate’s large womanly bush was
obscured, not hidden, by the gauze of her lightly deniered bottoms.
In my favorite series of photographs of the beautiful Miss
Soares, she would sit on a weight bench, upright and naked, her khaki
shorts and plaid shirt at her side, as the series of action shots unfolded in
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my mind. Her body gleamed with exercise, as did the brass xtures on
the long pine-panelled walls, simple but good, the door of a sauna in the
background, after we had returned from a day of skiing her home in
Park City. My companion had gone on to lift her weights, the dumbbells now stored under the bench, steel and black leather, supporting her
hips, her frame, her strong arched back, her large pendulous breasts, her
hands gently stroking her body, while she gazed into my eyes, lips
parted in the slightest of snarls, as she invited me forward. Awkwardly,
and excitedly, I fumbled my way out of my clothes to join her in
foreplay, so eager that I thought

rst of my own pleasure—with hers

only to follow. We held hands, and my chin gently nuzzled against the
crown of her head, caressing her hair with my soft face, and then
standing tall, my manhood gently moving against, all over, her chest,
and then, faster, thrusting, slapping, against her proud bosom, aglow
with desire, pressing against me, our eyes locked, our hands clasped
together, as my love for the beautiful athlete brought me, quickly, to
climax.
The woman-hating homos in the intelligence agencies had
put Alana Soares in Playboy just for me, so I would nd her at the age of
thirteen; and then, when I bought my rst Playboy, more than one year
later, she would appear uncredited, in a single photograph, in a random
article, in the same room, left of the bench, where she continued to
exercise, naked, on a rowing machine.
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I found the second magazine, featuring the beautiful ski pro,
the

rst time I ever went skiing, in Quebec, on a school trip, where,

every night, it stood on the magazine rack in the shop off the lobby of
our hotel, until I

nally found the nerve, after hours of indecision, to

buy it. There I had travelled, and I shared a room with the same boys
with whom I had bicycled, in the Outer Banks, less than a year before,
looking at Playboys in general stores, along the remote, wind-swept,
and sun-bleached coast, but lacking the guts to buy one. I did not share
my bravery’s prize with Jay Morris, or Mike Slack, as the scum sought to
dilute pure, honest, and healthy desire, solely heterosexual, with a
homosocial admixture. Like a normal person, I kept the magazine to
myself, so my activities with Miss Soares, and the new Playmate of the
Month, Patty Duffek, the latest improved fantasy partner, with long
dark hair, electric blue eyes, large womanly breasts, and the jungle of
her bush, her gure accentuated by tanlines, remained private.
I have absolutely no doubt that both these women were put
in Playboy because of me alone at the only times when I was exposed to
the magazine until I realized that I could buy it over the counter.
The Central Intelligence Agency was trying to con ate
Wonder Woman, with the Playmates, with actual women, like the girls
and teachers in my school, who included, among others, a black-haired
blue-eyed teen called Debbie who headed the stage crew when I acted in
the play the following year upon my return from West Germany. As I
hung out with my classmate, side-stage, waiting for my cue, in The Pink
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Panther Strikes Again, she had a male centerfold from Playgirl taped
next to the switchboard. It was a perfect opportunity, day after day, as
we hung out, but all she got from me was a kiss on the cheek.
Sometimes, the enemy would use microwave harassment,
image to skull combined with hypnotic suggestion, to con ate an image
of a Playmate with a woman I knew. As described at the end of the rst
volume in this series, Stories When Little, they tried this trick with a
female programmer who visited my house in the Summer of 1986, as
they broadcast an image of Playmate Rebekka Armstrong onto my
visual cortex, so I thought I imagined her naked. Likewise, they sought
to con ate the lovely Lynne Austin with my blonde friend, co-worker,
and classmate, Amy Korban, and they successfully led me to associate
Toni Perry, whose naked teenage body I had fondled, in the back of my
mother’s station wagon, with Playmate Marina Baker.

Even though

their gures were dissimilar, still I associated Toni’s bushy vulva, which
I had gently caressed, with Marina’s woolly muff.
Sometimes, the enemy deliberately put a model in Playboy
just for me. They had done this with Alana Soares, and Patty Duffek,
hoping to con ate the two voluptuous ladies, always my favorites, with
Wonder Woman; but I felt only a healthy man’s regard for his lovely
wife.

Alana Soares strongly resembled Ella Richardson, who played

lacrosse and

eld hockey, and whom I would brie y date, after she

spent years as the teenage love of my tennis and skiing partner, Sean
Shotzberger, supplanting his earlier girlfriend, Lynette Kirk, about
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whom I had fantasized, after she wrestled with Tabor Bright,
womanhandling his body, before he got her on all fours, like Patty
Duffek, to start the second round, before a group of slack-jawed boys,
according to her wish, because our middle school felt compelled not to
discriminate, under Title IX of the Education Amendments, against a
thirteen-year-old girl, who knew her mind. It was the law—and federal,
too. Meanwhile, Patty Duffek was a dead-ringer not only for my next
door neighbor, Melissa Henoch, the sister of the boy who sold me the
Penthouse, but for the ancée of Breaker Morant, whose bravery in the
face of death inspired me, while it mirrored the fate of Rhodesia, to
which I was programmed, and my father travelled in South Africa,
where the events of the Boer War, in which the poet was killed, took
place.

These were two of several women, resembling friends or

girlfriends, who appeared in the only erotic magazine I would ever buy
—and that religiously.
Landhope Farms, where I would later smoke cannabis for
the rst time, and where Toni and I nearly mated in what would have
been an unfortunate incident for us both, suddenly stopped selling
Playboy about six months after I

gured out that I could buy the

magazine, so my source dried up; but, then, although I did not yet have
my driver’s license, I found myself at Concord Mall, with my friend,
Blair Hickey.
Blair and I had shared erotic material before without
offending each other’s sensibilities and without disrespecting any
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women. He had cued me in to the photography shelf at the bookstore,
which contained not only How To Photograph Women and How To
Photograph Nudes but a lovely volume featuring Bo Derek, a
horsewoman, swimmer, and all-around great person, running naked on
the sandy beach, and sailing on the waters, of a beautiful island. We had
bicycled together in the Outer Banks, where we gazed with lust and
admiration at Playmate Ruth Guerri, a jockey who posed that summer. I
had shown him my copy of Penthouse, which kept coming back to me;
and he had shown me the issue with Playmate Alana Soares.
Now, something had changed, doubtless as the enemy
bombarded me with vulgar suggestions about group sex, designed to
lead to the homosexual bonding experience of gang rape, anti-woman
and anti-man, which I did not notice, so that my interest in naked
women and my ability to buy my own Playboys became a secret, while
my fantasy sexual activity, like later actual sex with women, became
properly private.
Just as I hid Patty Duffek from Jay and Mike, I hid her from
Blair; and, when we went together to the mall, I excused myself,
pretending to need the toilet, just as we walked a little past Walden
Books, and saying I would meet him at Spencer’s Gifts. As I watched
Blair continue out of sight, I ducked into the bookstore, bought the
magazine, and sprinted to the toilet.

In the stall, quickly looking

through all three pictorials, I detached two from the magazine, easy to
do, since the periodical would be stapled not glued until the following
10

nd my friend.

Score!!!
The enemy had put Cherie Witter in the magazine just for
me because she resembled my classmate, a beautiful but odd-looking
woman who is still my friend, Kristin Herbster.
Everett, the home town of my

Cherie came from

rst girlfriend, Wendy Johnson, which

then had a population of 70,000.

From the Gateway to Alaska, this

slender lady had moved to Anchorage, but she was photographed in her
home state of Washington, where she looked adorable, in green boots,
with a purple slicker, sheltering from a sudden shower, apples scattered
on the ground, their bushel basket converted to a make-shift rain hat.
From travels with my daughter, to Mount Rainier, the San Juan Islands,
and the Olympic Peninsula, I can support the lovely lady’s endorsement
of the Evergreen State.
Washington is such a beautiful
state, a clean state, with friendly people and a
lot of outdoor things to do all year.
Cherie Witter bespoke sophistication, as she described trips to Paris and
New York; but, just like Patty Duffek and Alana Soares, whose brown
hair and green eyes she shared, this Playmate was associated with
winter sports, as the magazine showed her, kitted out and active, rst
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autumn, and I secreted them under my shirt, before I ran to Spencer’s to

scrambling up a snowy slope, then napping in her ski-overalls, with a
Saint Bernard, in Oregon.
On the town in Seattle, Cherie and
her friend Lisanne spot a likely looking fish
dinner at Pike Place Market, then take a ride on
a waterfront trolley. Cherie clowns in front of a
local sculpture but gets deadly serious on a trip
to the icy slopes of Oregon’s Mount Hood,
where a slip could bring disaster. “It took a SnoCat just to get to the start of the climb. Ice
climbing is a lot of fun. It’s beautiful. Look
anywhere and there’s nothing but mountains and
sky. Say something and it echoes. At the end of
the day you’re tired. But you feel like you’ve
really worked, like you’ve really done something.
After five or six hours of climbing, you sleep so
good that night.”
Cherie Witter resembled Patty Duffek, as she was posed in a shot that
picked up one of my favorites. Resting her elbows on the side of the
bed, Patty knelt, on all fours, her torso parallel to the

oor, with lace

draped over her side, and down her thigh, Cambridge blue cloth in the
background, looking over her shoulder, straight into my eye, long hair
atousle, with her thighs positioned shoulder-width to give a magni cent
view of her outer labia, irregularly covered with her more beautifully
tousled bush.

And there was Cherie, posed the same way, elbows

resting on a Cambridge blue sheet, silk draped over her side, along her
upper leg, asking the question over her shoulder, as her green eyes,

fi

fl

12

surrounded by unkempt hair, long and wispy, gazed into mine, while
she had to lift her right knee up on the bed, positioning her legs akimbo,
in order to reveal a far inferior view of her bottom-trimmed privates,
with her labia still hidden, as the perverts tried to interest me in her
anus. That would never work, but they did lead me to fantasize about
my friend, Kristin, Cherie’s lookalike, with her lanky frame, her lean,
square, and pointed jaw, her green eyes, and her long brown hair,
periodically for the next two years, and especially when Kristin and I
went swimming at a water park in Florida, and a spray of wiry hair
peeked out from the side of her one-piece.
Cherie provided some fantasy material, while in a
characteristic mis re of the enemy’s hypnotic suggestions, and their
positioning of real and fantasy women in my life, I went not to the
lovely Washingtonian, who resembled my classmate, but instead to a
different lady in the same magazine, a Texan, who resembled my family
friend, Laurie Dunn, whose mother hailed from the Lone Star State, and
whose body I had fondled, without permission, through her sleeping
bag, as my friend,

ve years my senior, slept by my side, in the

mountains—the only assault that any woman would ever suffer at my
hands.
In a pictorial entitled “The Girls of Texas,” Pamela Saunders
appeared in exactly one shot. The open Dutch door, the white bricks
against which she leaned, and the broad sideways stripes of her open
wrap accentuated the model’s lean frame while her legs crossed, slightly
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contrapposto, to throw her square hip into relief. An awkward teenager
like me, the woman broadly grinned for her photo, and looked directly
into my eyes, green to green, while her

ngers nervously twirled her

light brown hair, feathered from the blow-dryer, crunchy from hair
spray, and my gaze travelled, slowly up and down the length of her
naked body, which she, cheerfully, allowed me to admire. As with Patty
Duffek, and, to a lesser extent, Alana Soares, tanlines from her bikini
accentuated her furry privates, her at brown belly, and her bare white
breasts.

If Patty’s chest was simply perfect, while Alana’s enormous

aureolæ lay

at against her breasts, Pamela’s nipples protruded

dramatically to telegraph her sexual excitement.
I would see very few Playboys in the coming year, but
Pamela Saunders would become a Playmate nine months later in an
issue speci cally designed for me, which would appear, on the shelves,
on my sixteenth birthday.

Issues appeared a full month before they

were labelled, often a couple days before the rst, so November 1985 hit
the stand right on my birthday, September 29.
Too bad I never bought it, because my parents did not allow
me to drive the car for a solid three months after I got my license.
It took me thirty-six years to

nd the magazine, which

Playboy advertised on the backpage of its newsstand specials
throughout the nineties—a fact I remember because Teri Weigel, another
model with magni cent oversized nipples and an enormous black bush,
graced the cover.

Teri would become the Playmate for April 1986,
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another issue I missed, but special editions gave a retrospective in which
she occasionally appeared.
I was fascinated, when Miss Weigel’s tanned body appeared
in The Girls of Summer, but I would never follow this unfortunate
thereafter, as the CIA sought to lure me not only to the disgusting porn
movies in which she would appear, an unheard-of move for a Playmate,
but to the obscene periodical, Penthouse, in which she became the
second of only three Playmates to pose, along with Dr. Victoria Zdrok,
another woman placed in the magazine just for me, as she attended
West Chester University, only nine miles from my house.
As she disappointed all of us, Teri Weigel would repulse me,
but she red my lust when she remained pure—appearing on the cover
of the issue designed for me.
On the inside of the y-leaf stood an ad for the only scotch I
ever bought or drank in high school.

Dewar’s White Label was my

standard, as I mixed it with club soda, modelling after Holden Caul eld.
I had left The Catcher in the Rye, a favorite of CIA-trained assassins,
behind in eighth grade; but the book had endorsed scotch and soda, and
Public Broadcasting Service had seconded its suggestion in series like
Brideshead Revisited, put out by the British Broadcasting Company, as
the BBC promoted a mix of aristocratic sophistication, teenage
homosexuality, and whisky sodas.
Now, Playboy, which taught you what cool guys did,
featured a fellow scotch drinker. Thomas B. Stevens, dressed in white
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tie, held a backsaw, while he smiled over his drink.
harpsichords described himself like me:

This builder of

“[i]ndividualistic, but very

respectful of tradition.” To follow his lead, and that of his corporate
overlords, was to be a maverick.
Equally interesting was the favorite hobby of the clavierwright: skiing! Not only was Alana Soares a pro-skier, and did I nd
Patty Duffek by the slopes of Quebec, but my favorite periodical now
advertised, on its cover, next to Teri Weigel, another awesome feature:
“A Guide to Skiing.” This contained a description of heli-skiing, a sport
in which my boss would later engage—although I only got to heli-hike.
It had instructions for how to ski deep powder—a skill I would not need
for another four years.

And it showed the latest in ski fashion—

including a snowboard, so new-fangled it then was called “a surfboard
for snow.” Further, it had ads for skis, which I would get for Christmas
when my family headed north again, not to Mont-Sainte-Anne but to
Sugarbush.
What else did I need to ski? The magazine that shaped my
imagination advised me there, too. Fuzzy Navels were the latest thing,
so I found ads for Peachtree Schnapps.

And I also saw an ad for

Peppermint Schnapps, which my friend, Sean Shotzberger, who would
travel with us to Vermont, strongly advocated. Disappointed, he said
that vodka, although visibly similar, tasted nasty. Only a year later, I
would be taken by a Rumple Minze ad in the same magazine, showing a
large-breasted nordic warriorgoddess, wearing a pirate’s eye patch,
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swinging a broadsword, her shield emblazoned with a crowned double
eagle, as she rode a ferocious polar bear, suggesting her blonde furry
privates, while her muscular thighs straddled the beast, and my eyes
glued themselves to her womanly belly.
To quote Wagner’s valkyries,

Hojotojo!
But don’t forget your cigarettes! Individuals like us could
choose from a number of brands to be cool—including Carleton for the
health-conscious, Salem for the breath-conscious, or my favorites, the
old-fashioned smokes, tried and true, for rugged traditionalists. My dad
told me that a guy like Mike Hammer would smoke un ltered Lucky
Strikes, while, here, amid the pages, Camel had an answer to the
Marlboro Man, who had worked on the King Ranch where my boy scout
camp lay. A cool safari dude, surrounded by zebras, lit up on the South
African veldt.

These were things that men did, as they sought

adventure, breathed sophistication, and looked at pictures of naked
women.
What else did men do? Playboy wasn’t the only magazine to
guide us. My friend, Sean, avidly read Gentleman’s Quarterly, which
contained the latest fashion tips. On his advice, I subscribed to GQ, but
my favorite magazine, which I shared with my German class, was an
issue of M: The Civilized Man.

This described aristocratic fencing

fraternities, at schools like Heidelberg and Göttingen, where gentlemen
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wearing iron hoodwinks duelled with sabers as they sought to bloody
each other’s foreheads. Oh to wear a duelling scar! It would be even
better than to come home from the resort, wearing a cast over the bone I
had broken as I raced down the mountain! I could have it signed by all
my classmates, while I told the story. As Paul Fussell, an old boy from
my college, joked in his book on class, scrupulously noting the mores of
our tribe, it was the White Badge of Honor.
But the main purpose of Playboy, including the one that had
still more for me, was always to sell the latest high- delity sound
system. Cool guys who wanted to score with chicks did not only smoke
and drink, but they listened to the latest albums, perhaps Sade, or even
Andreas Vollenweider, on the latest stereos. Thus, CIA, which ran the
magazine, as it blackmailed, drugged, and raped those unfortunate
enough to set foot in the Mansion, kept our houses populated with an
early version of the Internet of Things. The hi-

was one of the few

things back then that had a computer chip, off which the National
Security Agency could piggyback a signal to our noggins, sending
hypnotic commands by voice-to-skull to our cybernetic implants, as
described in the appendices to this book.

It’s all part of the Fourth

Industrial Revolution. Although not mentioned in the magazine, ATARI
sat in all our houses, as we played video games like Combat or
Stampede, and we all had digital watches back in sixth grade—until the
fad ran out. Then I also got a clock radio, while Playboy advertised
more sophisticated gadgets like a digital VCR, to watch the
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videocassettes of your choice, or a radar detector, so you could drive
recklessly while avoiding the police.
Our friend, George Ring, a war hero who trained at Fort
Benning, and built a wireless network, before the government killed
him, with Agent Orange, and buried him at Arlington, had the coolest
stuff since he was a millionaire.

Not only would he throw down

hundreds of dollars on a bottle of wine, but he owned a chess set where
a computer moved pieces on magnetic tracks. It was like playing the
Invisible Man! Still, unlike Gordon Gekko, even our rich pal did not
have the Omnibot 2000, a robot butler, advertised in my birthday
magazine, which could wake you up, serve drinks, and tell you what to
do that day. Poor George! If only he had read Playboy, he could have
lived a fuller life.
Cocaine could make a good man brilliant, as it increased his
energy and brainpower, adding to the quickness of his mind.

No

wonder we all watched Miami Vice, which, although it showed fashionplate police investigators arresting smugglers, simultaneously
glamorized the white powder. Besides, everyone knew that cocaine was
not physically addictive but could only, at worst, cause mental
dependence.

It made sense that the birthday issue of my magazine

featured an interview with the stars, Philip Michael Thomas and Don
Johnson, whom it billed as a superhero duo.
The white side of the interracial clothes-horse detective team
told us how he thought. Not only did he feel comfortable with physical
19

closeness between him and his partner, as they male-bonded, but he
joked about his inclination to homosexual rape. When Playboy asked
the actor what he remembered most about their

rst meeting, Don

Johnson replied, jesting as a man of the world,
I will always remember watching this
very, very handsome black man with the most
incredible skin and green eyes and enormous
energy and thinking, God, someone slip this guy
a mickey!
Funny ‘cause that’s exactly the sort of thing that used to happen at the
Playboy Mansion….
Still, Don Johnson was about more than the latest fashions of
South Beach—or even drugging and buggering his victims. Like us all,
he read books like The Hamlet, by William Faulkner, as he played in The
Long Hot Summer, and Interview with the Vampire, which Gordon
Matthew Thomas Sumner, CBE, alias Sting, promoted in his latest
album.
I had discovered Sting, and the Police, at boarding school
immediately before he was interviewed in the special issue of Playboy
designed for my birthday.
As a rebel intellectual, Sting began his interview by joking
about trans-sexualism, while he expressed quali ed opposition to
monogamy along with his devil-may-care attitude toward parenting.
Earlier, he promoted relationships between streetwalkers and their
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cuckolded boyfriends in “Roxanne,” the rape of students by their older
teachers in “Don’t Stand So Close To Me,” and the stalking of former
girlfriends by obsessive creeps in “I’ll Be Watching You.” But, now, his
new thing was freedom, singing, over and over, “If You Love Somebody,
Set Them Free.”
A member of a group, whose leader, Stewart Copeland, was
the son of an of cer in the Central Intelligence Agency, who maintained
a friendship with Wild Bill Donovan, the Head of Of ce of Strategic
Services, and an agent in Special Operations Executive, whose father
was a neurosurgeon connected to cybernetics programs, Sting sang
songs like “Voices Inside My Head,” as his masters mocked our
subjection to voice-to-skull, neurolinguistic programming, and
neurolinguistic formulæ, as described in the appendices to this book.
Playboy likewise engaged in cartel signalling, as the scum
advertised our abuse. The special issue, designed almost entirely for
me, contained a single joke article: “The Deregulated Yellow Pages.”
This began with an entry for Androids, which, given the dictates of the
Fourth Industrial Revolution, have long since included everyone on the
planet, while the New World Order now promotes, not imaginary sex
with Playmates, but gynoid sex robots. [Earlier it was sex dolls like that
depicted by the Police in “Be My Girl (Sally)”].

Other headings

encompassed Government Listings, Spies, Terrorists, Nazi War
Criminals, and Yes Men along with references to CIA drug smuggling,
gun-running, torture, smear tactics, kidnapping, and unnatural vices.
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The very name of the Police indicated the group’s
connections to the Deep State, as they pushed existential despair. Songs
like “King of Pain,” “Message in a Bottle,” “Hole in my Life,” “So
Lonely,” “Bring on the Night,” and “Deathwish” typi ed their music,
while the jejune sentiments of “Can’t Stand Losing You” suggested
suicide.

“Bombs Away” made light of our callous attitude toward

military atrocities in the Third World, while “Driven to Tears” put forth
the view that we could do nothing about the horri c crimes perpetrated
by the New World Order.

It was followed directly by “Canary in a

Coalmine,” which mocked “oversensitive” people; and, while the
enemy sought to institutionalize citizens through the political
application of psychiatry, using Zersetzung techniques from the East
German STASI, whose head, Markus Wolf, the Man Without A Face,
worked for the Department of Homeland Security, the Police mocked us
with their later album, Certi able.
Describing drug use as a phase in his development, Sting
promoted Carl Gustav Jung in his interview, just as I had begun to read
the psychologist that summer. He spoke of the need to integrate the
Shadow, the dark side of us all, which is nothing but attacks by satanists
in the Deep State that we mistake for ourselves, and to listen to our
dreams, which are largely attacks using hypnosis, image-to-skull, and
voice-to-skull that depend on technology described in the appendices to
this book.
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Sting’s latest album, and his rst solo effort, The Dream of
the Blue Turtles, involved the allegedly creative side of destructive
forces, like the false god, Shiva, that dances at CERN, on whose Large
Hadron Collider my one-time friend, Dr. Katherine Horton, worked,
when she wasn’t earning a doctorate and teaching at Oxford. Doctor
Horton has shown me, in our personal conversations, and through her
websites, which expose the masonic attack against humanity, that the
enemy loves to advertise abuse through secret signals.

Perhaps,

therefore, it is signi cant that the turtle is the emblem of the Fabian
Society, which seeks, slowly, to impose satanic one world government.
No wonder Sting decried national boundaries, as he
promoted internationalism. He was working for the New World Order!
I hate borders; I hate customs. I hate
the whole idea of immigration. It doesn’t seem
right. We belong in the world.
Part of this involved the boy’s naïve participation in the Live
Aid Concert that my friend, Sean Shotzberger, attended. Then, as now,
self-styled international aid organizations, promoted by celebrities,
worked with the United Nations to exacerbate the plight of the Third
World.

Charity did more harm than good.

Even if it helped some

people in the short run, the aid prolonged the life of an oppressive
government, in Ethiopia, which had deliberately created a famine, and
was raping and murdering people wholesale. Criminals in the Derg—
which included Tedros Adhanom Ghebreyesus, the current Director-
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General of the World Health Organization, who is not a physician, and
who covered up multiple outbreaks of cholera, while he now heads the
fake response to the false- ag attack of coronavirus, a bioweapon
engineered in Fort Detrick—used money from Live Aid and Oxfam to
dislocate villagers.

Other aid went to buy weapons for the Tigrayan

People’s Liberation Front, or TPLF, a rival communist group that fought
the genocidal maniac, Tedros’s boss, Mengistu Haile Mariam.

In a

leaked CIA document, the agency itself said that aid was “almost
certainly being diverted for military purposes.”
Meanwhile, Sting, in his foolish arrogance, bragged about
his own importance and the accountability of his charities. As it showed
the occasional spark of intelligence, along with the beautiful women
who graced its pages, Playboy, through its man-woman interviewing
team, asked the star, “Are you concerned about the money’s not getting
to the African people?” But Sting brushed off the idea, as he threatened
the Deep State with impeccable grammar.
This is the most publicly accountable
charity in history because of the high profile of
everyone involved. Everyone is watching what
will happen. Any of us can ask where the money
has gone and will be answered in detail. If one
penny is missing, we know whom to hang.
Now that he knows who to hang, I wonder why he hasn’t done
anything.
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The failure to follow through on his childish threats
accompanied Sting’s acclaim for the mystical powers of the Negro Race.
Playboy introduced Sting’s “band of all-black musicians,” saying his
“lyrics might as well have been in Swahili,” but the Geordie
schoolteacher upped the ante, as he praised the Marsalis Brothers.
[I]t’s not so much the musicians’ jazz
background as it is the fact that they are black
and they have a black way of playing.
CIA had tried to push racism on me through its promotion
of Whitest Africa, where my father worked, where Blair’s dad covered
the news, and whence our next-door neighbor hailed—not to mention
the rape of my girlfriend and through brain-washing sessions, as
described earlier in this series.
Simultaneously, they introduced a few black Playmates in an
extremely unusual move.

When I went to Andover, they put Venice

Kong, a lady of mixed race, in Playboy, where I was sure to

nd her.

When I came up to Cambridge, they made Reneé Tenison the Playmate
of the Year, as they delayed her issue for two weeks, building suspense.
And, at Pomona College, as I ew coast to coast, and transatlantic, they
featured Lorraine Olivia, a black

ight attendant, wearing only her

unbuttoned stewardess uniform, which did nothing to hide her naked
body. Each of these women was put in Playboy just for me, as the racist,
homosexual, and misogynist imbeciles in the international intelligence
community sought to make me hate blacks and rape their women.
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Back at Andover, the appearance of Venice Kong in Playboy
only turned me off.

Under hypnotic in uence, I found her body

objectively excellent, and I admired the pose that offered a clear view of
her privates without a trace of vulgarity. (Playboy was always tasteful,
perhaps to a fault, sometimes showing only a side view of a Playmate’s
bush in her entire layout). Still, despite Miss Kong’s apparent charms, I
tossed the magazine, thinking only,

Too bad she’s black.
Then, as the enemy stupidly drove me from an extremely effective
means of mind control, avid readership of the Magazine for Men, I
missed several issues, including the special one, that I really would have
liked.
The eighties saw themselves as a time of racial harmony.
We all watched The Cosby Show, and Disney promoted Michael
Jackson.

Paul McCartney and Stevie Wonder sang songs, telling us

where we needed to be.
Ebony and Ivory
Live together in perfect harmony
Side by side on my piano keyboard.
Oh Lord, why don't we?
There was no way my family was going to back off support for white
South Africa, but this was not a racist position—only one grounded in
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an understanding of the political, business, and cultural realities of the
Dark Continent.

We didn’t know any black people; but we weren’t

against them on principle, and I would have no problem with the token
members who later came my way.

Still, I was not attracted to their

women, and neither were most readers of Playboy. The magazine could
get away with putting only so many negresses in its pages.
Still, the enemy came at me again, in the magazine specially
targeted at me, which I never bought, trying to blur race lines as the CIA
sought to interest me in the sexual murder of colored women.
In my birthday issue, Playboy’s

ction editor, Ray Russell,

made his ftieth contribution to the magazine. This odd-looking fellow
had been brainwashed in the mind control hotbeds of the United States
Treasury and the Air Force before he wrote work after work of gothic
perversion.

The degenerate penned his

rst novel, The Case against

Satan, about the demonic possession of a sixteen-year-old girl. Later he
wrote Incubus, another horror novel that described a creature raping
and murdering young women. Party to a soul contract, he died of a
stroke, induced when a directed energy weapon burned out a circuit in
his brain, along with the surrounding tissue, on the Ides of March.
Russell wrote the short story in my birthday magazine,
which contained a drawing of a dark naked lady, as it pushed
anglophilia.

In “The Black Wench,” the scribbler makes even my

writing look good when he tells us that the countryside was “as green as
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broccoli in the midday sun,” with an Englishman explaining the title
legend as follows:
It’s purported to take the form of a
naked woman, a black woman, which is why it’s
known as the Black Wench….
As we learn the history of a ctional estate, through characters like Sir
Edred Mainwaring, we nd further backstories.
But we are a diligent firm, Mrs.
Kallen.
We kept on the scent until we
d i s c o v e re d t h a t H e l e n M a n n e r i n g , t h e
granddaughter of Humphrey, had married a
gentleman attached to one of the Central
American consulates in your country, a Mr.
Enrique Castillo, and that their union had
produced two offspring: Henry and Elena. If
your brother had not been killed in Vietnam, he,
being the elder, would have been my passenger
today. As fate decreed, however, you are the
closest surviving blood relation of Sir Giles
Mainwaring. Therefore, according to the terms
of his will, you are the legatee of his entire
estate, including Mainwaring Hall.
Meanwhile, the author treats us with repeated references to the nude
form of the title character, “glistening as if covered with perspiration…a
demon, or succubus, to tempt him to damnation with her naked body.”
Racial lines are blurred, as we learn the Black Wench is really Mrs.
Kallen, an olive-skinned woman, whom her husband calls a spick,
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before he drowns her, and she kills him with a heart attack, only to
travel back through time. So we learn,
[T]ime is not a river flowing in one direction but a
whirlpool spinning round and round; that a spirit
released from the prison of flesh can spiral
unfettered into past, recent past, distant past,
years, centuries before its own death, its own
birth….
And, thus, as I travel back through time, I see my good sense in not
having read the articles….
Perhaps the worst, which I would have loved at the time,
had I found it, was the feature on Klaus Kinski, whose moronic
ramblings made Sting look like a wise man.

Like R.D. Laing, the

popular advocate of Freud, Buddha, and the New Left—not to mention
Continental Thought—a neurologist who lived in an asylum, or Jim
Morrison, the exhibitionist son of an admiral, a poet who pushed
shamanic drug use, Sting described the liberating effects of insanity, as
he rolled around for twenty minutes, “completely and utterly mad,
cackling, for no apparent reason.” Still, this was small time next to the
child-raping kraut, who tried to strangle his theatrical sponsor, and
molested his daughter, while he proclaimed, “[T]he ultimate acting is to
destroy yourself.”
In a slough of vulgar language, peppered with references to
Rimbaud and Dostoyevsky, Van Gogh and Paganini, Playboy lauded the
Greatest Actor Of The Twentieth Century, as they sought to move me
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past Stanley Kubrick’s Clockwork Orange and Brian DePalma’s Dressed
To Kill, with the rape scenes to which I masturbated, as I rented the
videocassettes, onward, to the outright insanity of Werner Herzog, who
directed Klaus Kinski in pictures like Aguirre, Fitzcarraldo, Nosferatu,
and Woyzeck.
Sting earned one million dollars per lm, putting Kinski to
shame, while—between his temper tantrums, often directed at
inanimate objects, including the traf c signs that impinged on his
creativity, and that he ignored, speeding through intersections, and
illegally switching lanes—the German proudly called himself a whore.
I make movies for money—
exclusively for money. So I sell myself for the
highest price. Exactly like a prostitute. There is
no difference.
His female interviewer, Professor Marcelle Clements, who
teaches at NYU, penned a pæan to the thoughtful thespian in terms that
would have appealed to my teenage self.
I came to appreciate Kinski’s
explosions of anger at the media, at the
entertainment industry,…at all the words and
structures of our society that limit and regiment
the individual.
Thus I could learn self-reliance, like Ralph Waldo Emerson,
unplagued by conformity, the hobgoblin of little minds, while I read the
stuff that women, real women, who worked for Playboy, liked.
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The mood-swing artist lived alone, in the woods, where only
his nine-year-old son, Nanhoï, would visit.
Kinski often goes for weeks without
speaking to another human being. He reads no
newspaper. He watches no television: “I climbed
up to the roof and smashed down the antenna,”
he explained. He keeps few possessions. When
he has finished reading a book, he uses it to start
a fire in the hearth that is his sole source of heat.
He cuts his own hair; he grows his own vegetables
so that he will not have to drive into town. The
animals in the forest do not threaten him as do
people and their societies, nor do the storms, the
winds, the trees. In the cabin, surrounded by
vegetation through which there is no path save
that made by the passage of his own body, and in
his forest, he is safe. Except from the thing.
While Kinski claimed to communicate with Herzog by telepathy, a
hallmark of microwave harassment, as described in the appendices to
this book, he dissociated.
Kinski was about ve years old when
he rst felt this thing. He says he can recall
looking at a dog or a tree or a whore on the
s t re e t s o f B e r l i n a n d h u r l i n g h i s o w n
consciousness into the creatures or even the
inanimate objects, not pretending to be but
becoming the dog or the tree or the whore.
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This he called “incarnating,” as he differentiated it from method acting,
derided as “[c]ompletely worthless shit.”
All of this was aimed at me in the issue from November
1985; but, in telling you this story, like Jesus at the Wedding of Cana, I
have saved the best for last.
The third pictorial was also billed on the cover I missed:
“Women of MENSA:

America’s Smartest Females Pose Nude.”

Complete with a quiz of ten brain teasers, seven brilliant beauties bared
their buxom bods, as the reader learned not only the numbers of their
genius IQs but also something of their persons. A graduate student did
Tae Kwon Do.

An innkeeper raced Porsches as she returned from a

study cruise on the Nile. An anchor woman reported for the radio, and
a real-estate investor posed in tiger body paint with a large net. Last but
not least, an applications engineer received her education at the mind
control hubs of Vassar and MIT.
November 1985 was not the only issue that CIA directed at
me.

As described in the second volume of this series, Playboy’s

Progress, they put a lookalike of my rst girlfriend, Wendy Johnson, in
the magazine: Helle Michaelsen. They had tried to use Playmate Anna
Clark in connection with Stephen King’s book, It, not to mention
Wonder Woman, as they drove me brie y toward, and then away from,
my pal’s girlfriend, Ella Richardson, who was a dead ringer for Alana
Soares.

In a moment of teenage ebullience, Sean had brie y and

rhapsodically described the softness of Ella’s bush, which he thought
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she must have shampooed; so, then, suddenly, another lookalike
appeared, Tawnni Cable, who, like no one else in the magazine, coiffed
the silky hair between her thighs. Also, they had sought unsuccessfully
to con ate Teri Lynn Doss with Joy Booth, a descendant of the
brainwashed assassin, with whom they had tried to breed me, on a
series of luciferian holidays, to create a super-killer under PROJECT
ARTICHOKE.
All this would be nothing next to what followed.
Five years after the enemy created my birthday magazine,
they would try to move my attention away from my girlfriend, a lady
whose rape they had arranged in Zimbabwe, formerly Rhodesia, where
my father did business, before I met her in England, as they sought to
drive me to racism, and violence against black women, alternately
holding the imbecilic ideas that Charlotte Large’s rape would excite me
or that I would turn against my lady.
While I spent my junior year abroad, Charlotte and I fell in
love, travelling to Paris, returning to our colleges at Cambridge, and
spending time at her mother’s horse farm in Derbyshire, my home by
Unionville, and my college at Claremont.
No sooner had I left the City of Light than I ran into a
classmate from California, six thousand miles away from the courtyard
in which we had lived freshman year,
returned from Kenya.
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nding her in Austria, as she

Lilith’s grandfather, Heinz von Foerster, worked for the
Nazis on short-wave, radio, and plasma research. Then, in connection
with OPERATION PAPERCLIP and MK-ULTRA, he came to America to
do work on cybernetics and memory, which CIA funded through the
Macy Foundation.

He led a program on microwave technology, as

described in the appendices to this book, and he received funding from
the Pentagon to establish and direct the Biological Computer Laboratory
at the University of Illinois. The scientist wrote a Doomsday Equation to
predict a population explosion that would culminate on his birthday,
Friday the Thirteenth, November 2026.
feature in Das Netz:

Years later, his work would

The Unabomber, LSD and the Internet, which

connected cybernetics, the counter-culture, and state-sponsored
terrorism. As described in the second volume of this series, Playboy’s
Progress, his uncle was Ludwig Wittgenstein, a targeted individual and
the premier philosopher of the twentieth century, who attended school
with Adolf Hitler.
The presence of this man’s granddaughter,

rst in my

freshman courtyard, at Pomona College, and then, six thousand miles
away, in the Vienna Train Station, was not a coincidence any more than
the later appearance of her lookalike, who shared common attributes
with my girlfriend, in Playboy.
Of all the Playmates, Alison Armitage was probably the most
upper-crust, a quality she shared with my girlfriend, Charlotte, the
granddaughter of an English colonel, and my classmate, Lilith, the
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granddaughter of an Austrian aristocrat. Alison looked like Lilith, while
she spoke like Charlotte. Through this excellent lady, who appeared in
Playboy at exactly the same time my girlfriend, Charlotte, returned to
England, from visiting the States, leaving me at college with my
classmate, Lilith, CIA tried to move me from one woman to the other.
They had made slight progress in their efforts to steer me to
rape with a dark-haired, blue-eyed partner, following their attempts to
send me to Wonder Woman at the programming center, where I was
drugged, hypnotized, and abused, along with a lady from my town,
Marilyn Lange, who became Playmate of the Year, more than ten years
earlier.
While I still had my pictures of Patty Duffek, whom I visited
often, and who always remained a favorite, Alana Soares survived only
in memory, since I never bought her issue.

Her photos remained

unavailable until new ones appeared in the newsstand specials,

ve

years later, after I looked her up in Alderman Library.
Then, while I studied at Claremont, they sent Kata
Kärkkäinen, a Finnish author, artist, and columnist, with coal black hair
and ice blue eyes, into the magazine, but I found her a bit skinny.
She was followed by Deborah Driggs, who overcame
adversity, sacri cing a promising career as a

gure skater, and almost

not graduating from high school, while she worked low-paying jobs,
after her parents’ divorce.
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exibility, strength, and determination to relentless targeting by the
woman-hating faggots in the so-called intelligence community.
Changing career after career, this American, who does not know the
meaning of the word defeat, earned a degree, became an actress, danced
in a professional troupe, and cheered for the USFL. Because the United
States Football League was also targeted, it played for only three
seasons; but Debbie had more staying power. She married an Olympic
athlete, putting aside a solid acting career to focus on her family; but
then the scum destroyed her marriage, leaving her a single mom with
three kids. In Park City, where Alana Soares lived and skied, Deborah
Driggs did what she had to do to support her family, managing a day
spa and selling real estate.

Then, the market crashed, so she had to

reinvent herself—becoming a vice president in a global print sales
company. But the print industry is also targeted, so she moved into the
insurance business, where she achieved further success.

Never Say Die!
Not content to win herself, the Playmate embodies noblesse
oblige.

She lends her support to charities like OPERATION

UNDERGROUND RAILROAD, which

ghts sex traf cking, and GO

CAMPAIGN, which helps vulnerable children.

She even helped to

found a school in Peru. While she does not see the trash that attack her,
Debbie ghts back. As described in the appendices to this book, people
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Debbie stands a model for us all, as she responds with

mistake voice-to-skull whispers, broadcast by the enemy, for their own
thoughts. The scum use V2K to try to make their betters feel bad, when
they fail to destroy us outright. Miss Driggs sees the matter differently
because she doesn’t know about microwave harassment; but, just the
same, she helps others to take a stand against their attackers. To use her
own words,

Dedicated to helping women break
through negative self-talk and take on any
challenge to which they set their minds,
Deborah knows how much of a difference it
can make to have a helping hand when one
needs it the most.
In an interestingly titled talk, “Not Taking No for an Answer,” Debbie
has shared her winning business tactics. No wonder she appeared on a
number of podcasts, since, like me, this excellent lady uses the enemy’s
tools, the internet, and Playboy, to help other people.
In this series, I describe a campaign of attacks against the
women who posed for Playboy, as well as my own targeting, by the
slaves of the Illuminati through agencies such as CIA, NSA, DHS, FBI,
BND, MOSSAD, INTERPOL, and Tavistock; for the satanic weakling
perverts that belong to these groups seek to effect a plan for global
genocide against the true heirs of humankind in projects like GLADIO,
MONARCH, PHŒNIX, and ECHELON—not to mention UN
AGENDAS 21, 2030, and 2050.

The enemy eat their own, as the
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Illuminists rape their own children, and the Deep State destroys its
worthless minions. They in ict damage on everyone; but some, asleep
or awake,

ght back.

Playmate Sharry Konopski, whom I honor in

Stories When Little, is a martyr to our cause—crippled, hounded, and
killed by the satanic garbage. Playmate Marina Baker, whom I celebrate
in Playboy’s Progress, is a hero, who became an actress, a journalist, and
a mayor, while she married a very lucky man. These are only two of the
women with whom I feel proud to attain κλέος. Bo Derek, an excellent
horsewoman and swimmer, active in charity, and happily married, is a
third whom I feel duty-bound to mention here. You will nd others in
these pages, but Miss Driggs is a stand-out.
At Cambridge, in our pied-à-terre, we would meet. Up the
steps I rushed, two at a time, fumbling with the key, so I could nd her
waiting.

There, the sensuous lady stretched luxuriant, her cat-green

eyes signalling mischief under their beautiful bushy brows, scarlet lips
parted in sensual snarl, to reveal shining white teeth, in a perfectly
palletted picture. My woman lay, ready to be taken, on an empire sofa,
whose lilac silk highlit the pink and white tones of her tanlined body,
covered only by an open gold jacket, which threw the violet color into
relief, and a pair of thigh-length stockings, topped with lace, whose
shades of translucent black and underlying pink competed only with the
jet hair, silkier and silkier, still, that covered her rosy vulva. The fools
had given me a subliminal command to take Miss Driggs a different
way—since Wendy and I, like me and Charlotte, used only the
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missionary position, when we weren’t heavy-petting so I could really
please my girlfriend. Other photos in Debbie’s shoot showed her facing
away because the morons thought they could force us to sodomy. That
would never happen, although I sometimes stood behind my love,
thrusting my manhood against her thighs, cold and toned from hours
skating the rink, before our bodies found their way together, when she
grabbed my balls to guide my eagerly throbbing shaft into her awaiting
womanhood.

The wet muscular vagina of my beautiful mistress

gripped my massive erection, while she bounced, squealing with
delight, up and down, her arms raised high, in jubilation.

Thus she

attained climax after climax, after climax, and I supported her dancer’s
form, with her thigh resting in the crook of my right elbow, while my
left arm, gently, held her safe, ensuring she would not fall. So, my lover,
concentrating only and properly on her own exquisite pleasure, lost
herself in ἔκστασις! That was awesome, but, still, we went more to the
furniture, where, bracing myself against the frame of the sofa, I leaned,
left hand gripping the back, right hand pushing down, hard against the
seat, which took my weight. My head turned, so our eyes could lock
while we mated. I was working her over good. My lady’s back arched
long, her feminine body rising in waves, her hips squirming, twisting,
thrusting to meet mine, her elbows pushing against the arm, the seat,
lifting her exquisite physique, so we could do it sideways-missionary.
It’s amazing we didn’t break the sofa!
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Still, as vigorous as my encounters with Miss Driggs,
extremely pleasurable to us both, they never approached rape.
Nor did the worst they could get me to—their big victory.
This was extortive sex, with another imaginary partner, the
last Playmate of the eighties, Miss December, whom I imagined in
Georgian England, at my manor. I drew not on that awful story, “The
Black Wench,” but on campy movies like Mistress Pamela and Tom
Jones, to which I would soon add the novels of Fielding, Smollett,
Sterne, and Richardson. Enter a neighboring lady, come to ask a favor,
or a housemaid I had caught stealing silver, willing to buy my help, or
my indulgence, with the loan of her body. My partner was played by
Petra Verkaik, a statuesque brunette, of mixed blood, tropical and
teutonic, whose Dutch father had taken a Balinese lady for his wife.
Now they thought they had something, so, while she
resembled not only Charlotte but also Lilith, Alison Armitage appeared
in Playboy. Both Alison and Lilith wore their black hair in bangs, above
their almond-shaped eyes, and their slightly retroussé noses, framed by
the solid diagonal lines of their strong jaws. One descended from a Nazi
cyberneticist, who had worked for the Pentagon; and it remains an open
question whether the other, born in London, and brought up in Hong
Kong, who jet-setted around the world, had any relation to Richard
Armitage, an operative for the Central Intelligence Agency, who held
senior positions in the State Department, as he facilitated the production
and distribution of heroin from the Golden Crescent, through the War in
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Afghanistan, and from the Golden Triangle, through the War in Việt
Nam. Either way, these two beautiful women could have been cousins.
Charlotte’s family had connections to the other side of the
Golden Triangle, where her grandfather had fallen, South of the
Himalayas, West of Burma, leading the Assam Regiment to earn a
posthumous knighthood. As noted in the second volume of this series,
Playboy’s Progress, I believe that Colonel Brown was murdered, when
the command to

ght to the death was rescinded, but the lines to his

outpost were cut. Who knows? Maybe this man of honor, integrity, and
courage had interfered not only with the progress of the Japs but with
the smuggling of drugs on which, since the days of the East India
Company, and the Opium Wars, the British have based the foreign
policy through which they gained Hong Kong.

That’s where Alison

Armitage grew up, as she and my girlfriend shared a background, both
English and Asian, intimately tied to the British Empire.
Charlotte and Lilith travelled in North America, Europe, and
Africa, while I saw only the States and the Continent; but Alison
Armitage put us all to shame. Playboy wrote,
This world-traveling beauty with
world class looks has already seen more of the
globe than most people dream of. There were
the annual pilgrimages to London and the
English countryside when she was growing up.
There were tours of Europe, trips to Kenya and
Brazil and three world cruises.
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On her data sheet, Alison listed further destinations.
Sailing the Great Barrier Reef. Ballooning across
the African Plains. Fox-hunting in England.
Let’s go!
Elsewhere, she mentioned Hawai`i, Florida, and California—in addition
to the Illuminist hub of Helvetia.
Alison had even studied in Southern California for the same
silly reasons as I.
My idea of the United States came from
seeing California in the movies.
White-sand
beaches. People surfing and playing volleyball
and drinking margaritas in outdoor cafés.
And, somewhere, not far from Pomona College, this older sophisticate
lived, right around the corner, in Los Angeles.
Alison had athleticism in common with Charlotte.

My

girlfriend had two blues at Cambridge, where she played on the
university tennis and lacrosse teams. Likewise, Alison was an excellent
swimmer, who quali ed for Hong Kong’s Olympic team, in free-style
and butter y; but she lost her chance at a spot when she broke her leg,
in Switzerland, enjoying the sport I had come to associate with
Playmates: skiing!
Miss October had a reckless streak far greater than mine. As
a teenager, I had ridden horses, and driven fast for thrills, and I skied
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beyond my limit. Perhaps the death of a classmate on the slopes, Jeff
Hauser, left an impact. Or was it the concussion my family friend, Dan
Mariani, got at Sugarbush, when he tried a backscratcher, failing to
bring down his skis, with his tips hitting the mountain, shortly to be
followed by his head? Like my friend, Scott, who dislocated his elbow
going off a jump at Big Sky, Dannie had to be carried off the mountain
on a stretcher. Dangerous activities never seem to have harmed Alison
Armitage, at least not seriously, but only because she lucked out. As
Playboy glamorized dumb behavior, the magazine described the British
beauty, who posed under the pseudonym, Brittany York, as follows:
A sportswoman and confessed thrill seeker,
Brittany dreams of flying with the Blue Angels or
racing in her own Formula I car. “Anything that’s
fast—that’s for me,” she says with a wicked grin.
Brittany’s highs and lows have included hang
gliding in Florida and scuba diving in Hawaii. “I
like to push things, to see how far I can go,” she
says. “I love a challenge.”
Alison’s hobbies also included bungee jumping.…
Just as my self-destructive behavior owed itself to mind
control, the same must have held true for Miss Armitage. Who knows
what training the scum subjected her to, as she travelled, a lifestyle that
makes it easy for the enemy to disappear you for a few days, when no
one will miss you, and the tiredness you feel from abuse in a
programming session, during which you were drugged, hypnotized,
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and raped, can be written off as jet lag. I know because the trash have
abused me in New Jersey, California, Virginia, Pennsylvania, Devon,
and Cambridge. I remember the programming sessions, and I have the
scars on my body to prove it.
Trauma-based mind control depends on the creation of
amnesic walls where the mind shuts out horri c events to preserve its
sanity. The Illuminati used this technique for centuries; the Tavistock
Institute perfected it; and CIA took it to the next level, using drugs,
electro-shock, and hypnosis to erase memories.
Most never remember: they die asleep.
It took more than forty years for me to remember the
smallest part of what lay behind the amnesic walls caused by trauma,
and I never would have woken up had the degenerates not chosen to
rouse me.
They are just that stupid.

Rather than leave me alone to

drink wine, smoke cannabis, tend my garden, travel the country, date
women, and bring my daughter up—watching lms, listening to music,
and reading books—the subhuman degenerates gave me back my
memories, bit by bit, as they intensi ed a campaign of microwave
harassment and gang-stalking against me.
They would pay any price to make me suffer; but they fail
even there, as I joyfully destroy them!
As a result of the insane attacks against my person, and
others, I have written more than three hundred and
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fty articles,

exposing mind control techniques and globalist conspiracies, on a
website that has more than two million hits from every country on the
planet, except three, but including Greenland, Antarctica, and Iran.
That’s when I wasn’t writing books like the one you are reading,
teaching university courses, and bringing federal lawsuits. So the CIA
kills its agents, assets, and af liates because of my counter-attacks.
The enemy actually wants this.
They regard the costs they bear not only in money, but in the
torture and death of their own, to attack a single man, under limited
rules of engagement, under which they have not used their power to kill
me, as a small price to pay for the electro-rape of my body, as described
in the appendices to this book, by shit-talking liars, morons, and losers.
It reminds me of the War in Việt Nam—in which the United
States taxpayer shelled out more than $1,000,000,000,000.00, adjusted for
in ation, on a war we lost.
Still, that is small time next to the $1,000,000,000,000.00 spent
on the War on Drugs, the $1,000,000,000,000.00 spent on the War in
Afghanistan, the $2,000,000,000,000.00 spent on the War in Iraq, and the
$6,000,000,000,000.00

spent on the War on Terror, leading to a national

debt of $30,000,000,000,000.00.
As described in The Creature from Jekyll Island, by G.
Edward Grif n, the Federal Reserve, which is neither a reserve nor
federal, but an international cabal of bankers, who print money from
thin air, to charge the people interest, while creating a hidden tax
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through in ation, wants a continual state of war in and among all
nations; so, through leverage and bail-outs, similarly employed by the
Bank of England, the European Central Bank, and the International
Monetary Fund, they drive us to satanic one world government.
The whole thing depends on mind control and false

ags.

The New World Order evokes the fear-then-relief response when it uses
false ag attacks to drive us to false panacæas.

It’s like the way police

interrogators use the Reid Technique to elicit confessions, and rede ne
suspects as criminals, who will thank the cops for their internment. The
bad cop scares you, so you run to the good one—forgetting the most
important thing.

They’re both cops!

Meanwhile, on a larger level,

people embrace wrong solutions in response to manufactured crises.
NATO OPERATION GLADIO A used staged terrorist attacks, blamed
on groups like the IRA, the PLO, the Red Brigades, and the BaaderMeinhof Gang, to promote neo-fascist solutions. GLADIO B uses staged
terrorist attacks, blamed on Moslems, to promote the War on Terror.
And GLADIO C uses staged school shootings, blamed on nuts, to
promote the destruction of our gun rights.

The bioweapon of

COVID-19, manufactured in Fort Detrick, and released in Wuhan, as
part of the LOCK STEP SCENARIO, to drive us to forced vaccinations,
while they destroy our liberties, is only the latest development in the
New Normal. And none of this would be possible without control of the
media through OPERATION MOCKINGBIRD, MI-7, and Army Seventh
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—a soft form of mind control compared to the stuff they do to us with
drugs, hypnosis, and torture.
People need to wake up!
Not only does the enemy hide memories of abuse, and
programming, behind amnesic walls; but, at the more accessible top, of
levels of consciousness, which they number, from seven for the deepest,
to one for the most shallow, they will often place a cover memory. A
cover memory will stand out, seeming signi cant, vividly remembered
for no particular reason, at least to a sleeper, or a false reason may be
ascribed to the remembrance; but, still, to one who knows, patterns of
abuse give the game away.
To give only one example, a woman I brie y dated had a
vivid memory of working, as a teenager, in fast food. One day, as she
stood at the till, the famous basketball player, Julius Win eld Erving II,
commonly known as Dr. J, came in, and he ordered what passes for food
in such establishments. As the gentleman paid, she had to make change
and place it in his giant black hand. Especially since I could see the
hallmarks of MK-ULTRA on this lady, and the scum that sought to ruin
our date, as they intruded with the technology described in the
appendices to this book, taunted me with her abuse, through what
passes for sex among their kind, I could see this was a cover memory.
The lady is very beautiful, and she has the white blonde hair and ice
blue eyes prized by the trash. These features, shared by Julian Assange
and Nicole Kidman, who were abused in Australia, and by the
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descendant of John Wilkes Booth, with whom they attempted to breed
me, always indicate severe mind control.

The enemy uses sexual

blackmail, as they use cybernetics to arrange meetings. A black man
having sex with a white teenager in the 1970s, which I am sure neither
party would have remembered, since they were both drugged, would
have been a strong control, and the sickos in the so-called intelligence
community would have wanted to see if either remembered. Given the
prominence of this apparently insigni cant event in my friend’s
memory, the surrounding circumstances, and the methods of the enemy,
I have no doubt that my date was put with Dr. J, and neither
remembered, nor was either to blame, while a cover memory hid their
abuse.
In a similar story, which appeared in Playboy, Alison
Armitage related an event formative to her nature, which may have
been a cover memory. When she was three years old, her mother threw
her into a pool, saying, “Sink or swim!”

Her experience with death,

survival, and fear led her not only to practice for countless hours in the
pool but to embark on a series of foolhardy escapades. The enemy seeks
to split parents from children, as they did with my family, partly
through my father’s business trips, partly through my own educational
travel, and partly through my daughter’s separation from me, as she
lives more than one hundred miles away, near the Blue Ridge, with her
mother. The separation can be physical, or it can be emotional, and the
trash constantly seek to lead children to blame their parents.
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For all

these reasons, and more, I suspect that the incident Alison Armitage
described, which mirrored the no-nonsense attitude of Charlotte’s
mother and my own, as we grew up tough, in the care of hard and
loving women who had also been abused in mind control programs, is a
cover memory.
Cover memories may also be pleasant, as the enemy fails to
reach good and strong people. For years I had a cover memory of my
own abuse at a programming center in New Jersey, Christopher
Academy, a school that I sued for half a million dollars in federal court.
As described in the

rst volume of this series, Stories When Little, I

recalled a man trying to reach me, ham-handedly, as an especially gifted
student, in a private session. I attributed qualities to the stranger that he
did not have. Perhaps he was a guest teacher or a visiting administrator,
doing his best, but failing, as we all sometimes do. I did not remember
for more than forty years that he drugged and sexually abused me.
Likewise, although many have fond memories of their time
with the Playboy Family, I know that these are often cover for amnesic
walls hiding horri c abuse. Like CERN, or DisneyWorld, or the Vatican
—not to mention research universities and military bases—the Playboy
Mansion has secret tunnels and rooms. CIA operative Laurel Aston said
Hugh Hefner was part of MK-ULTRA. In the Mansion, Hefner drugged
and raped women, he pimped them out, and he blackmailed men he set
up. Playmates Miki Garcia and Brenda MacKillop testi ed to the Meese
Commission on Pornography that women were pressured into taking
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drugs and participating in orgies. Chloë Goins claimed in a lawsuit that
Bill Cosby drugged and raped many women at the Mansion, and she
named Hefner as a co-conspirator. Hefner raped Dorothy Stratten, and
Linda Lovelace was pimped to Hefner, who sodomized her, trying to
force her into sex with a dog. Raping women with dogs is a common
practice under MK-ULTRA, which at least two different ladies whom I
dated suffered, although neither remembered. It’s not the kind of thing
you want to remember, or have an easy time believing, which is what
makes trauma-based mind control work.
when she was

ve years old.

Hefner raped Sheri Allred

LAPD re-opened the case after a

signi cant number of similar complaints were

led. The police were

building up to one of the biggest pædophile raids in Los Angeles, when
the nonagenarian pervert, whom some naïvely mistook for a gentleman,
turned up dead.

May he rot in hell.
Like so many of us, Alison Armitage put aside her better
judgement when she should have known better. As the fearless lady
said,
Working for Playboy is like being part of one
big happy family. Just like anybody, I’d heard all
the rumours about the mansion, with the parties
and the girls and all that kind of thing. But
there’s nothing sleazy about it. All the girls get
to stay at the mansion, and, once you become a
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Playmate, you’re considered family. I’m allowed
to go and visit the mansion whenever I want.
They have family movie night every Sunday
night.
They have a big cinema inside the
mansion and they have all the new movies. They
feed you and you can go in the Jacuzzi or use
the gym equipment. It’s fabulous.
That jacuzzi was the Grotto, where swingers exchanged

uids under

water….
People believe what they want to believe. They judge others
by themselves. This tendency accounts for the enemy’s imbecilic and
utterly wrong ideas about real human beings, and it also accounts for
our dismissal of the satanic conspiracy that seeks to hold us in thrall. I
blocked out my girlfriend’s rape, even though she told me about it, and
my mom still refuses to believe that anyone could be so evil as to attack
us in the manner so many witnesses have described. After all, what
mother would want to believe that the kindergarten, or the summer
camp, to which she entrusted her son, molested him?
I had problems believing that all these women had been put
in Playboy for me until I found the one who so closely resembled my
girlfriend from England. She would appear several months later.
But, rst, the enemy’s suggestions went awry.
As I nished my second term at Cambridge, Charlotte and I
attended the usual garden parties and balls, watching eights row at
Henley, from the Stewards’ Enclosure, and walking the country, as we
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visited her sister in Sussex. Then I felt our relationship was over, since
we lived on different continents; but she pursued me, visiting my home,
on the edge of the Unionville horse country, and ying to my college in
California. The enemy did not want her to do this, but, even asleep,
people ght.
The Tavistock Institute, with their af liates in Central
Intelligence, placed Alison Armitage in Playboy so they could move me
to Lilith von Foerster. They hit me with mesmeric suggestions, as they
invaded my house that summer, and they broadcast subliminal
commands with the voice-to-skull technology described in the
appendices to this book. Before I picked up Charlotte at the airport,
they hypnotized me to lust after the latest Playmate.

The morons

thought I would go for Alison Armitage, who appeared as Miss October,
as her issue hit the newsstands shortly before September 1, right when
Charlotte would return to England. But their plans went wrong. I never
cared for Alison Armitage, and I never even read her pro le—since the
trash spoke into my auditory cortex, referring to “some girl from the
Midlands,” a phrase they meant for my lady love, whose mother had
bought a horse farm, in the Peak Country, but which I mistook for my
own dismissal of a page-three girl with a fake name: Brittany York. I
had been given a command to associate Alison with someone I knew,
but I recalled not Lilith, from Pomona, but Liz, from Yorkshire, a
brunette lass whom I had kissed at Cambridge. Liz didn’t do it for me,
and neither did Alison. Instead, I became utterly infatuated with Kerri
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Kendall, who came from San Diego, where Alison went to college, and
whom I found, only weeks before, as Miss September.
The imbecilic approach of the enemy, to con ate one woman
with another, never worked on me. I had a girlfriend, and I thought
only of her when we were together. I didn’t want her to be someone
else, and I didn’t want to be with someone else.

Meanwhile, I was

happy to lust after the hotties in Playboy, in imaginary encounters, that
were almost entirely consensual.

In Kerri Kendall, a bikini competitor

who knew how to put her body on display, standing proud, legs
positioned wider than her shoulders, facing the camera, to reveal not
only her magni cent

gure but her exquisite privates, her labia,

engorged with excitement, clearly visible through her beautiful woolly
muff, I had everything I wanted in a make-believe partner.

And in

Charlotte Large, the English lady whom I loved, as she broadened my
horizons, I had everything I wanted in a real woman. I had the best of
both worlds.
Nonetheless, as the rest of this book will reveal, with far
more about me, and about world history, the scum are unable to learn,
as they refuse to abandon counterproductive measures that harm only
them. They would continue their futile approach, as they lied to each
other, claiming success; and I would have sex with fewer and fewer
women, and eventually none, by choice, while I fantasized about
Playmates in encounters I would not wish to replicate in person. During
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this time, and afterwards, to the extent I went to anyone, I found myself
attracted only to people who resembled no one at all.
Before this happened, the enemy would put another woman
in Playboy, who greatly resembled Charlotte, but I found the
correspondence only amusing and irrelevant—before I completely lost
the memory of Miss June.
Shortly before I graduated from Pomona College, the
Tavistock Institute, through their af liates in Central Intelligence and
British Military Intelligence, Branch Seven, made Lisa Matthews
Playmate of the Year because she resembled my friend Tanya Bodell, a
fellow Cantabridgian, who now serves as Executive Director of a
company she founded.

Tanya and Lisa are both good looking, but I

thought it surprizing that Miss Matthews should have been chosen as
PMOY. Pamela Anderson was one of the competitors that year, as were
lesser known but more attractive women whom I would have chosen.
Kerri Kendall seemed a shoe-in, while Bonnie Marino, Jacqueline Sheen,
and Deborah Driggs each stoked the res of my lust. Meanwhile, Lisa
Matthews, although certainly personable, had no remarkable
achievements or sparkling personality traits.
More signi cant was the lady who appeared as Playmate of
the Month in the issue whose cover Lisa Matthews graced. Although I
would sometimes miss a copy, I would never skip the one with the
Playmate of the Year. This would have not one but two sexy Playmates,
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one new, and one familiar, with a feature devoted entirely to each
amazing lady.
My girlfriend was far from an ugly woman, but she looked
nowhere near as good as the homeliest beauty to pose as centerfold—at
least until that year. The use of the periodical by the agency to target
me, and primarily me, became obvious when I found Saskia Linssen.
Just as my companion lived on a horse farm, in England, her
doppelgänger appeared in no fewer than four shots, wearing riding
britches and hunting pinks, as she rode horses, followed hounds, or
kicked back in the stables. She spoke of her wanderlust as well as her
desire to visit Scotland, where my girlfriend’s father and grandmother
lived.

I’d l e to ride h ses in the Sco ish Highlands,
am g the castles and the ruins.
Saskia had Charlotte’s short hair, and she derided her own looks, rightly
saying that she wasn’t pretty enough, or sexy enough, to have beaten
the ve thousand women who tried out for centerfold that year.

I’m v y uns e ab t myself and my l ks....
I need lots of enc ragement.
In the words of Playboy, “[S]he’s not even convinced of her own
beauty.”
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At the time, I found Saskia’s presence in the magazine
merely amusing, as I pointed it out to my lady, casually mentioning that
the Playmate looked and spoke like her.
I had been given a hypnotic command to

x on one of

Saskia’s statements, which I found on her data sheet. When asked how
her men were like horses, Saskia, billed as an untamed spirit, joked,

I ask both to wear saddles and obey, but neither wants to!
The enemy must have been enraged:

I had dodged their

command again, as they sought to drive me toward rape.
The imbeciles actually believed that, at the age of twentyone, my attitude toward women, or anything, was being shaped by
Playboy. They thought that, eight years after I had found Alana Soares,
at the age of thirteen, fantasizing about Trading Places, or reading The
Preppy Handbook, I would let my perspective be shaped by mass media
while I attended the nest universities in the world, reading great works
of literature, listening exclusively to jazz and classical music, and dining
on haute cuisine, while I travelled the European and North American
Continents. They thought I had rough fantasies about Playmates that I
would reenact with my girlfriend when I was nothing but a gentle and
considerate lover to a woman who was a rape survivor. They thought
that I wanted to be with someone else when I had found the love of my
life. And these morons would look like geniuses next to the scum that
would replace them in the decades to come.
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As my friend, Andrea Davison, a British-born intelligence
agent, who lives in exile, in the Argentine, having blown the whistle on
child abuse, exposed illegal arms deals to Iraq, and written her book,
Shoot The Women First, said to me,

There are very few real agents left.
Back in 1991, the bit the agents wanted me to take to heart,
in the magazine I virtually ignored, read as follows:
Asked about what kind of man she
looks for, Saskia is bracingly honest:
“I can be very stubborn with men. I
have my own ideas and I won’t shut up about
them. A man has to respect me and have the
strength to fight with me. I need someone who
can overrule me.”
Then, immediately after I read this passage, on a four-week
trip to England, during which I shared a bed with my girlfriend,
Charlotte and I lost the desire to sleep with each other.
We would never have sex again.
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BOOK TWO: THEATRELAND
That summer, Charlotte and I would travel twice to London
to parties held for our friends— rst at the Oriental Club and then at the
Savoy Hotel.
My classmate, Daniel Pettifer, hailed from Yorkshire, while
he played rugby for Harrow.

He always spoke his mind, sometimes

blunt, but always friendly to me, showing real hospitality, and respect,
as he would correct my occasional faux pas, as a foreign visitor; so we
used to say, in compliment,

Daniel’s not one of them.
Likewise, our friend spoke without disparagement of the group from
Pomona to follow us, to Jesus College, after we left, saying in our praise,

This year’s Yanks aren’t the same.
Daniel is a really great guy, so I was pleased to share a short e-mail
exchange with him last year: he wrote right back, although who knows
how he took my tell-all memoir.
It would be very understandable if, despite his good
manners, his loyalty, and his friendliness, he didn’t want to reconnect:
all in all, I have heard back from only ve people described in my books.
I guess that means my writing is all too accurate—and
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possession could be illegal in Europe!

Daniel’s parents kindly held an at home for his twenty- rst
birthday at the Oriental Club, in Mayfair, so we took the train down
from Cambridge to join him for a quick drink, with Charlotte and me
quietly chatting, facing facts, for it seemed clear to us both that our
relationship would not last.
The Oriental Club was founded by gentlemen from the East
India Company who favored a humane and respectful relationship with
the subcontinent, where Daniel’s brother, Crispin, travelled during a gap
year after Charlotte’s grandfather, Bruno, served as colonel of the Assam
Regiment.
Earlier, the East India Company had its charter renewed,
from time to time, because corporations were not formed and continued,
willy-nilly, with in nite duration, back when people had an intelligent
suspicion of amalgamation of capital and abdication of responsibility—
an attitude picked up, right around the corner, near the Savoy Hotel, by
the D’Oyly Carte Opera Company, as late as the Fin de Siècle, in
operettas like The Gondoliers or Utopia, Limited.
The English and the Dutch were not always friends, so their
interests collided in India immediately after the formation of the
company in the early sixteen hundreds as the Hollanders arrested fteen
Britishers, whom they waterboarded, as each of the men was spreadeagled to a frame, like the Long Man, in Sussex, with his head secured in
the bottom of a canvas tube tied tightly at the neck:
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That done, they poured the water softly upon his head
untill the cloth was full up to the mouth and nostrils
and somewhat higher; so being poured in softly, forced all
his inward partes to come out of his nose, eares, and eyes;
and often as it were sti ing him, and at length took his
breath away and brought him to a swoone or fainting.
After three or four such dunkings, the chronicle tells of each of these
unhappy merchants, accused of treason, that

his body was swollen twice or thrice as big as before, his
cheeks like great bladders, and his eyes staring and
strutting out beyond his forehead.
The Dutch went on to hold candles under one man’s feet and to his
chest, until they obtained false confessions, which the English recanted
as soon as they saw their inspirational leader, Gabriel Towerson,
reappear, rather than bear false witness against their friend who faced
the same fate.
James I promised reprisals, but none followed, so the East
India Company temporarily gave up the spice trade, shifting its focus,
for the moment, to slaves, although, later, the military would protect
commercial interests, as the merchants traded cotton, silk, indigo, sugar,
salt, tea, opium, and saltpeter, to make gunpowder, while it eventually
returned to spices, so that the government took away the company’s
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rule of India, which lasted exactly one hundred years, from the Battle of
Plassey, in 1757, to the Sepoy Mutiny, in 1857, as the English went on to
suppress the Taiping Rebellion.
Like their enemies, including Tippu Sultan, whose life-sized
man-tiger-organ, which made the sounds of a grunting striped beast,
savaging a wailing top-hatted redcoat, was brought as spoils to the
company’s museum, in Leadenhall Street, after his defeat by the Iron
Duke, the adventurers undoubtedly did wrong, as they sought pro t,
although they always included remarkable and eccentric people who
made their fortunes, and did right, while they stamped out the Thugs,
who sacri ced travellers to the Death Goddess, Kali, and put an end to
the barbaric practice of suttee, where widows burned alive on their
husband’s funeral pyres.
Perhaps my favorite is Job Charnock, who rescued Maria, a
beautiful princess of the Rajput when he marched onto her husband’s
funeral pyre, carrying her away, to make her his wife, as her sari
smoldered from the ames, before he became a Hindoo, so that, after her
loss, he would sacri ce a rooster, every year, over her grave.
Before he defeated Napoleon, as he became the close friend
of Frances, Lady Shelley, and her husband, Sir John, the Duke of
Wellington said he learned everything he knew about soldiering in
India, where he worked for his brother, the Governor General, Richard,
Marquess Wellesley of Norragh, who refused to join the government of
Lord Liverpool, following the assassination of Spencer Perceval, a prime
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minister shot dead, by a brainwashed assassin, in the House of
Commons, before he attacked the masonic partition of Europe through
the Congress of Vienna.
The Iron Duke won a famous victory against Tippu Sultan,
the Tiger of Mysore, who had allied himself with the French Revolution,
taking the name Citizen Tippu, while the Frogs gave him guns, training,
and a modern general staff. Leading the 33rd Regiment of Foot, with its
suspiciously masonic number, as he defeated the minion of a different
masonic regime, which created the meter at 3.3 feet, and the liter at 33
ounces, so as to frustrate trade and alliance between England and the
Continent—since railroad track, armaments, and just about everything
wouldn’t

t with each other—Colonel Arthur Wellesley took an

important part in the long siege that culminated in the storming of
Serangapatam, where Tippu Sultan, who had pioneered rocket artillery,
independent of foreign aid, made his last stand, refusing to

ee to a

different castle, swinging his bejewelled scimitar, killing his foes, and
shouting de ance, only to be cut down at the Hoally Gateway.
When the Iron Duke followed his brother home, before he
went on to defeat Napoleon, he brought over forty thousand pounds in
loot, far more than he would earn thereafter, along with a growing
reputation, and with stories of the East, so it makes sense that he served
as the rst and only president of the Oriental Club.
Next to the club stand the High Commission of Botswana
and the High Commission of Tanzania, not to forget the Kabbalah
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Centre, where celebrities like Madonna, Sandra Bernhard, Elizabeth
Taylor, Paris Hilton, Nicole Richie, and the androgynous Mick Jagger
learn Zohar, while it promotes the sinister-sounding cause,
Spirituality for Kids, while you can buy merch, and maybe grab some
schwag, featuring other kabbalists like Lindsay Lohan and Britney
Spears, from the company that destroyed their lives, at the nearby
Disney Store; or, if that’s not your thing, a short walk away, Hyde Park
contains Speaker’s Corner, the only place where England boasts you
cannot be arrested for speaking out.
No wonder Daniel, who could easily send his children to
Harrow, or another famous public school, chooses instead to send them
to the British School of Paris, where his wife teaches, and our classmate,
Nick Hammond, serves as headmaster: What a damning indictment of
England that its best and most interesting people choose not to stay on
the prison barge they are not allowed to leave while it serves as our
largest aircraft carrier.
Just as he preferred a French environment for his children,
Daniel settled not in England but rather near Paris, while he works in
Agrate Brianza, outside Milan, as a senior vice president for Intercos, the
leading global supplier and strategic innovation partner to the color
cosmetics and skincare industry with research centers, production sites,
and marketing of ces in North America, South America, Europe, and
Asia, which recently went public, to be listed on the Bourse, in an IPO
valued at €1,200,000,000.00.
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Intercos is a leader in its

eld, constantly looking for new

ideas, with more than one thousand employees in R&D, out of more
than

ve thousand, with eleven research centers,

fteen production

plants, and fteen sales of ces, so it’s no wonder that eighty percent of
the top cosmetics companies, among its almost seven hundred clients,
buy materials of the highest quality from the experts in Milan.
They are always inventing new things—not only stuff like
fourth-generation polymers, which makes sense, since Daniel has a
master’s degree in engineering from our alma mater, at Jesus College,
Cambridge, but also green and sustainable products so that rare species
of plants are not destroyed, through harvest, for the sake of women’s
beauty. Through the use of biotechnology, pioneered at Joint Lab, which
Intercos runs in partnership with the University of Milano-Bicocca, my
friend’s company develops innovative beauty products, which include
formulations based on stem cells, plants, algæ, seedlings, and other bioinspired by-products. Green Science is the industry’s next new trend,
pioneered by the researchers whom my old classmate directs. In the lab,
Intercos brews up ingredients instead of extracting them from nature.
This reduces or eliminates the use or generation of hazardous
substances, so the days of lead face paint are done.
Through cutting-edge molecular innovation, the scientists at
Daniel’s company do not merely help women look beautiful, but their
inventions border on medicine, as they repair the damage done by sun,
wind, and other products. The Green Joint Lab is a veritable Fountain of
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Youth, so that, as one beholds the radiant skin of a female bene ciary,
aglow with health, he might express the sentiment of Thomas Dolby, the
son of a distinguished archæologist who taught in the Golden Triangle,
at Trinity College, Cambridge, Oxford, and the University of London,
who himself became the Homewood Professor of the Arts at Johns
Hopkins:

She blinded me with science!
Too bad the models, and the surrounding scene, couldn’t be
as healthy as the normal people who bene t from the products invented,
developed, and marketed by Intercos.
The ingredients made by Daniel’s company are animalcruelty-free, and it is unclear whether human stem cells are used in their
development, but, like the clothing we all wear, they depend on child
slave labor. The sparkly pigment that gives highlighters, eye shadows,
and nail polishes their pretty iridescent sheen is mica, a mineral mined
in unregulated and unsafe conditions. Intercos gets its mica from India,
where, in the States of Jharkhand and Bihar, one quarter of the world’s
mica is mined by a workforce containing twenty-two thousand children,
including some as young as four or

ve years old.

Their deaths are

covered up, but, as horri c as the picture of a toddler enslaved to crawl
through lthy tunnels, hour after hour, in the dark, may be, perhaps the
dead are the lucky ones.
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At fashion shows à la Zoolander, where anorexic models
ash looks like Blue Steel, Intercos markets to imaginary buyers, after
which they seek to entrain women to model, including the
Sensationalist, who takes time to indulge, the Connectionist, who values
perfection and speed, and the Individualist, who expresses herself
through color.

I don’t know if women still read Vogue, or

Cosmopolitan, as men like me used to read Playboy, but the targeting
comes from the same playbook.

I’m too sexy for my shirt,
Too sexy for my shirt,
So sexy it hurts.
I’m too sexy for Milan,
Too sexy for Milan,
New York, and Japan.
And I’m too sexy for your party,
Too sexy for your party.
No way I’m disco dancing.
I’m a model, you know what I mean,
And I do my little turn on the catwalk,
On the catwalk, on the catwalk.
I do my little turn on the catwalk.
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On the runway, Intercos showcases paradoxical trends for color
cosmetics, which include Handsome Beauty, to provide “makeup
solutions for today’s gender-bending, androgynous times,” Pure Detox,
or Tranquil Beauty, and Electric Intox. Fall-winter collections include
Crave Couture, or Luxurious Beauty, and Uber Femininity, or Ampli ed
Beauty, while spring-summer offerings reveal Loud Impact, or Shocking
Beauty, Raw Appeal, or Glowing Beauty, and Supersonic Signals, or
Futuristic Beauty, through which the Illuminati mock us, as they
transmit subliminal radio signals through nanotechnology, neural dust
in our brains, as described in the appendices to this book, to combine
their hideous consciousness with ours.
The company’s founder, Dario Ferrari, collects terrible
modern art, which sells for exorbitant prices, as the Central Intelligence
Agency drives a fraud on the public, through people like our former
friend at Cambridge, Robert Goff, a homosexual who has owned
galleries in New York and Berlin, and paintings are deliberately stripped
of political content through movements like Abstract Expressionism or
given ridiculous messages per the scribblings of Jean-Michel Basquiat, a
nappy-haired heroin addict who sprayed buildings with graf ti, while
his sophomoric stylings sold for more than $100,000,000.00.

Ferrari’s

house in Milan contains expensive atrocities by not only Basquiat but
other imbeciles like Andy Warhol, a child-molester who painted a can of
soup and lmed a man sleeping, Piero Manzoni, who sold ninety cans of
human shit, priced at the weight of gold, as Merda d’Artista, and Lucio
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Fontana, who made slashes in monochrome canvasses, or poked holes
in them, as he started Spazialismo: Art for the Space Age.
Still, these pale next to the work of Yayoi Kusama, of which
Daniel’s boss also brags ownership, who became famous when she
organized a series of happenings, in the sixties, where naked
participants were painted with bright polka dots.

This unfortunate

lunatic, whose birth was arranged on the satanic holiday of Ostara, or
the Spring Equinox, which begins the Season of Sacri ce, and whose
numeric date, 322, is emblazoned on the seal of Skull and Bones, suffers
hallucinations— ashes of light, auræ, or dense elds of dots—as owers
speak words to her, and patterns in fabric come to life, like the visuals in
an acid trip, multiplying, and engul ng the artiste, in a process she calls
self-obliteration.

I’ll say!
Kusama is plainly the victim of attacks, using cybernetics
and directed energy weapons, as described in the appendices to this
book, which she began to suffer, on the Islands of Japan, before the
Second World War.
Cybernetics programs have been around for a long time, so
they account for (i) the sudden madness of King George III, as Benjamin
Franklin, of the Hell re Club, experimented with sound and electricity,
in league with Matthew Boulton, of the Lunar Circle, (ii) the child
genius of Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart, who wrote symphonies at the age
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of six, while he befriended the proponent of mesmerism, and joined the
freemasons, and (iii) the mathematical music of Johann Sebastian Bach,
who disappeared for months, suffered mood-swings, and underwent
eye surgery.
So have weather weapons, which are not limited to the
ionospheric heaters of EISCAT-3D, one hundred times larger than
HAARP, HIPAS, CUTLASS, SPEAR, CHAIN, KAIRA, and SURA—not
to mention those in Platteville, Colorado, where the Mountain Empire
hides the deep underground military bases, like Schriever, which houses
a giant supercomputer used for mind control, and the Observatory at
Arecibo, over whose dish James Bond dangled, and fought villains, in
Goldeneye, a heater whose rst tests were published on the luciferian
holiday of Samhain, in 1971, with later tests called HEX—just as the
Large Binocular Telescope at Mount Graham is called LUCIFER—
conducted in the Territory of Puerto Rico, taken from the Spanish
following the false ag attack on the Maine, in Havana Harbor, played
up by the papers of William Randolph Hearst.
Then there’s the ionospheric heater near Monchegorsk, on
the Kola Peninsula, associated with a Russian airbase and the Kola
Science Center, which, in connection with the launch of a sounding
rocket, created the Norwegian Spiral Anomaly, which lasted ten
minutes, on the morning of December 9, 2009, when thousands of
people in northern Scandinavia saw a white light swirl upwards, from
behind a mountain range, as though it drew on the blackboard of the
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dark sky, in the early morning, until, funnel-like, the widening loops
formed a blue pinwheel, high in the air, which spiralled for ten minutes,
looking absolutely nothing like the Northern Lights, as the government,
and the mainstream media, rst denied the existence of the event and
later said the neon cyclone was really a failed rocket launch.
As determined by Ocean Engineer, Tony Spell, in his
monograph, “Estimation of the Location, Trajectory, Size and Altitude of
the ‘Norway Spiral’ Phenomenon,” the development of the spiral
occurred approximately 60 miles inland of the White Sea, while it
travelled northeast over the Barents Sea to dissipate 143 miles away and
70 miles offshore. The center of the spiral ranged from 107 to 166 miles
during its progression, with the initial size measured at approximately
95 miles across. At the time of dissipation and expansion of the void,
the Norwegian Spiral Anomaly grew to an approximate scaled width of
391 miles, reaching a remarkable altitude along the upper edge, well
into space, at 351 miles above sea level. From the video frame captures
and the subsequent vector analysis, the estimated velocity of the spiral
center along the trajectory was found to exceed 8,000 miles per hour,
while the combined expansion of the void and the north-northeast
trajectory of the center gave an estimated velocity of the leading edge of
the void (northward) at an incredible 13,000 miles per hour.
This clearly unnatural event resembled the spirals appearing
in United States Patent No. 4,686,605, which describes a “Method and
Apparatus for Altering a Region in the Earth’s Atmosphere, Ionosphere,
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and/or Magnetosphere,” invented by Bernard J. Eastlund, as held by
APTI, Inc., a corporate af liate of the Rockefellers’ Atlantic Rich eld
Company, which built HAARP, and sponsored the brainwashing of my
grandfather, by Dr. Mengele, in the United States.
The Norwegian Spiral Anomaly occurred three weeks after
the ClimateGate Scandal, when President Barack Hussein Obama II, a
half-white war monger who won the Nobel Peace Prize for the color of
his skin, visited Denmark because the United Nations held its Climate
Change Conference, south of the event, in Copenhagen. One week later,
record-breaking snow fell on Philadelphia, Baltimore, and the District of
Columbia, as the December 2009 North American Blizzard resulted in
the declaration of states of emergency in Kentucky, West Virginia,
Virginia, and Maryland. And two weeks after the Norway Spiral, and
COP15, the United Nations Climate Change Conference, an even bigger
blizzard slammed into the United States, developing so fast that
forecasters had a hard time understanding it, while the 2009 North
American Christmas Blizzard was one of only four storms given the
highest rating by NOAA:

CATEGORY FIVE EXTREME!
England froze over, and bitter cold struck Europe, as the Arctic
Oscillation hit an all-time low. These events, which were caused by the
ionospheric heater near the Russian Air Base, and the Kola Science
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Center, in Monchegorsk, changed the dialogue for the globalist agenda
to promote no longer the debatable idea of global warming but now the
looser concept of global climate change, just as they had earlier tried the
Hole in the Ozone Layer, and the Deep Freeze, in the eighties and
seventies, using a classic false ag, environmental disaster, to drive us to
satanic one world government.
Then there’s Hurricane Camille, an extremely unusual
storm, which struck the year of my birth, changing its track, and
increasing its velocity upon landfall, as it caused a devastating twentyfour-foot storm surge, the greatest for the United States, at the time, in a
way that forecasters said could happen only once in ten thousand years.
I guess that’s as good a number as any, or, if true, the last one must have
had mammoths! Camille, which was also rated Category Five Extreme,
was the second-most intense hurricane ever to hit the United States,
after the Great Labor Day Hurricane of 1935, or Hurricane Three, which
had 892 millibars of pressure, or 26.3 inches of mercury, at landfall,
while the government redirected the storm to kill politically active
veterans, living in makeshift shelters, whom it had sent on a work
project, into harm’s way, a fact suspected by the papers of the time, as
the American Legion compiled a report to show a cover-up. Hurricane
Three was accompanied by the third biggest Arctic Oscillation, while
Hurricane Camille had the second, doing ten billion dollars in damage,
as it gusted to more than 170 miles per hour along the coast before it
destroyed all the wind-recording instruments. The storm, which was
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unusual, in that it was tightly compact, travelled inland, where it
changed its track more than ninety degrees to move due east, for
hundreds of miles, until it hit Nelson County, where I would later live,
hardest of all. Across Virginia, on average, Hurricane Camille dumped
over two feet of rain in less than a day, with most of the rain falling in
the Blue Ridge, over a four-hour period, as the storm carried the force of
a forty-thousand-megaton nuclear bomb. Nelson County got hit with
six hundred and thirty million tons, or more than a trillion pounds, of
water, in two days, with four feet of rain falling over six hours, as the
Rock sh River rose twenty-seven feet, and witnesses heard what
sounded like a series of dynamite explosions.
Only because of Hurricane Camille could investors buy the
ten thousand acres called the Big Survey, which became the Wintergreen
Ski Resort, where my daughter, Lily Montgomery, and I often raced
down the slopes, not realizing that below us sat a chain of deep
underground military bases, or where we drove the Blue Ridge
Parkway, and I told her of the victory of Crazy Horse, Sitting Bull, and
Pretty Nose, at the Battle of Little Big Horn, where the Sioux destroyed
Custer’s Seventh Cavalry, enjoying the view, from the top of the
mountains, three hundred million years old, as our car travelled along a
scenic road whose construction began, near Cumberland Knob, on
September Eleventh.
In PROJECT CIRRUS, General Electric partnered with the
U.S. Army Signal Corps, the Of ce of Naval Research, and the U.S. Air
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Force to change the path of the 1947 Cape Sable Hurricane, as they
dropped almost two hundred pounds of dry ice into a tropical storm,
changed its color, and they turned it one hundred and twenty degrees,
to drive it into Savannah, in the State of Georgia, a fact initially denied
by the government but later admitted in court.
The freak winter that determined the outcome of World War
Two was caused by ionospheric heaters, in connection with the Chain
Home Stations, which the British used to detect planes, as the radar
towers lined the south and east coast, while an unusual track of cyclones
emanated from the Fens to cause the hardest winter ever measured in
the history of Russia.
In 1940, Great Britain developed the resonant-cavity
magnetron, capable of producing microwave power in the kilowatt
range, so the Tizard Mission visited the United States, and the cavity
magnetron was demonstrated to the Rockefellers’ company, RCA, so
they said it was one hundred times more powerful than anything they
had ever seen, and the Radiation Laboratory at MIT, a hotbed of mind
control, was established to develop microwave radars.
That’s only what the history books reveal: you know they
had to have more, since military-grade technology is always many years
ahead of what’s shown in scienti c journals.
Did you know that RADAR is an acronym for Radio
Detection and Ranging?

And the tracks of cyclones ranging from
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England into the Soviet Union during the Winter of 1941 to 1942
determined the outcome of the Second World War.
Hitler was about to win the war, as Nazi troops closed in on
Moscow, but, then, the rains came early and hard, turning the roads to
mud, so that tanks sank six feet deep. As the rain turned to snow, the
Nazis encountered the coldest winter in recorded history, brutal, even
by Russian standards. Equipment froze up, diesel engines would not
start, and soldiers froze to death.
You can learn more in a scholarly paper by Harald Lejenäs,
“The Severe Winter in Europe 1941-42: The Large-scale Circulation, Cutoff Lows, and Blocking,” from the Arrhenius Laboratory at the
Department of Meteorology of the University of Stockholm, which
contains a map showing the unusual track of cyclones emanating from
the Chain Home Stations.
Had it not been for the strange winter, which broke records,
the Nazis would have won the entire war, so the freemasons would have
been forced to their back-up plan to put Edward VIII, the royal who met
with Hitler, and pimped his wife to Joachim von Ribbentrop, while he
encouraged the Luftwaffe to bomb London, and blamed the war on the
Jews, back on the throne.
Hitler would have loved it, not only uniting two enormous
Aryan empires, with England and the Continent joined for the rst time
since the Plantagenets, but also earning lifetime invitations to
Buckingham Palace, while he rode, hiked, and shot at Balmoral, after the

fi

75

Germania.
With the Soviets out of the war, the Nazis could have turned
all their might elsewhere, putting three million extra men at their
disposal—not to mention the vast oil reserves and the vast raw material
provided by the land they conquered.
As though all this weren’t odd enough, Sergei Eisenstein
lmed his masterpiece, Alexander Nevsky, for which Proko ev wrote
the classical score, three years before the Russian Winter stopped the
Germans. At that time, Hitler and Stalin had signed a non-aggression
pact, so that war was not foreseeable from the Soviet viewpoint. But the
lm presaged exactly what happened, in World War Two, as it showed
the Battle on the Ice in which Russians defeated Germans, using winter
weather, exactly seven hundred years before the counteroffensive in
1942.
It’s almost as though someone with an interest in
numerology, and the ability to control motion pictures, not to mention
weather weapons, planned the whole thing before the war started….
And the Nazis still might have pulled it off, had they not
begun their invasion, OPERATION BARBAROSSA, on a magic day
signi cant to the devil-worshippers. It was the Summer Solstice, a solar
event called Litha, by the luciferians, on which Hitler invaded,
something that might have been predicted by Carl Jung, while he
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returning king created a special title, just for him, like the Archduke of

became the Central Intelligence Agency.
The Dust Bowl provides an earlier example of weaponized
weather.

As the government drove the Indians off their land, so it

encouraged settlement of the Great Plains through the Homestead Act of
1862, the Kinkaid Act of 1904, and the Enlarged Homestead Act of 1909.
When combined with the common failure of homesteads, which allowed
neighbors to buy each other out, these laws caused land to be held in
larger and larger parcels. To buy each other out, farmers borrowed more
and more from banks, which set a trap using the federal government.
Then, the banks

nanced the Russian Revolution so that increased

demand encouraged farmers to put even more land under the plow,
which caused the farmers to borrow even more, so that, soon, they could
not pay back the banks, and they lost everything.

The bankers who

nanced the Communists would win big in the Dust Bowl, and so
would the federal government.
The Ten Planks of the Communist Manifesto include a
central bank, a progressive income tax, corporate ownership of farms,
and mandatory public education, all of which relate to the end result of
the Dust Bowl.

Agribusiness took over, sowing frankenfood and

superweeds across the landscape, while they intensi ed the farming
practices that allegedly caused the Dust Bowl, although the great dirt
storms of the thirties, mysteriously, did not reoccur.

Meanwhile, the

federal government expanded its power to direct food production
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worked, as Agent 488, for the Of ce of Strategic Services, or OSS, which

through the Department of Agriculture, not unlike Stalin’s Five-Year
Plans, driven by internationalist companies, as millions of Cossacks
were starved, through the genocide of Holodomor, or the Terror Famine,
in the most fertile section of the Russias. We all learned a false version
of the Dust Bowl, not to mention America, or Communism, and the rest
of our history in the state-run schools, with books now prescribed by the
Department of Education, through the Core Curriculum, promoted by
Bill Gates, who owns a large block of Monsanto; but,

rst, the banks

foreclosed on the Okies, who were blown, like a plague of locusts, to
then the best, but later the worst, state in the union: California.
What a coincidence that, just as Dorothy followed the Yellow
Brick Road, in a classic work of children’s literature, made into a stateof-the-art color motion picture, heavily used in mind-control
programming, where we were told to pay no attention to the man
behind the curtain, the federal government had just built a road through
the middle of nowhere to guide the trash to the Central Valley: Route
66.

Construction started on the eleventh day of the eleventh month,

exactly seven years before an enormous storm started the Dust Bowl on
11/11/33. November Eleventh is not only the day Rhodesia declared
independence from the British, at eleven minutes after eleven o’clock,
but it is also the day on which the narcotic poppy is worn, remembered
as Veterans Day, or Armistice Day, when the Illuminati chose to end the
Great War, to which they drove America, as they created the Federal
Reserve and the progressive income tax that supports the central bank.
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The enemy is just that crazy, playing magic numbers on lucky days, like
a superstitious wino, calling in tips to the police, like Scorpio in Dirty
Harry, and leaving clews at the scene of the crime, like the imbecilic
burglars in Home Alone. Flashing the stacks, through masonic grips,
the Cornu Diaboli, or the Eye of Horus, the little punks leave their gang
signs in our neighborhood.
Weaponized weather is not limited to hurricanes, or even to
the laser-guided lightning, brought down plasma channels, which
accounts for certain people being hit multiple times by bolts. It’s not
because they can’t learn to stay out of storms, or that they have angered
the sky gods, but rather because they’re targeted by the scum at NASA,
which seeks not to explore space but to control the earth, as the
conspirators increase the number of operational satellites circling the
globe from the current

ve thousand to more than one hundred

thousand over the next several years.
PROJECT SKYFIRE, on which Vincent Schaefer worked,
following PROJECT CIRRUS, was just the beginning, as were Benjamin
Franklin’s experiments, when he wasn’t founding a federal post of ce,
so he could open people’s mail, not only with sound and electricity but
with rocket-and-wire triggered lightning, which the American
Geophysical Union has continued in more advanced forms.
As evinced by more recent events in Haiti, the Deep State
also uses earthquakes to drive people into shelters, pretending to give
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them aid, while they are brainwashed and traf cked, and their countries
are invaded.
This is a natural outgrowth of OPERATION CANNIKIN, in
which the Atomic Energy Commission deliberately created an
earthquake on the Island of Amchitka, Alaska, as part of OPERATION
GROMMET, after an earlier calibration with a one-megaton device,
under OPERATION MILROW, as part of OPERATION MANDREL, so,
in 1971, they used a W-71 thermonuclear warhead with an explosive
yield of

ve megatons to create a seismic event measuring 6.8 on the

Richter Scale.
Why would they develop the documented ability to create
earthquakes, more than fty years ago, and then not use it?
Following the 2010 Haiti Earthquake, which measured an
almost identical magnitude, 7.0 on the Richter Scale, while its epicenter
fell only sixteen miles west of Haiti’s capital, the country was invaded
by SOUTHCOM, and JTF-HAITI, which purported to give relief under
OPERATION UNIFIED RESPONSE.
As the home of zombie legends, Haiti has been rife with
mind control, since the days of Papa Doc Duvalier, who attended the
Graduate School of Public Health at the University of Michigan, where
my family friend, Kurt Brandenburg, was a documented survivor of
MK-ULTRA, whom the government paid to

oat in an isolation tank

while he took LSD. Papa Doc became President for Life, as the Tonton
Macoute terrorized his people, following their training in horri c
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techniques involving torture, rape, and murder at the School of the
Americas, now WHINSEC, at Fort Benning, where my family friend,
George Ring, who is buried in Arlington, trained in the Of cer
Candidate School, and my boyhood friend’s father, Jim Hickey, served
as the propaganda of cer before he became an award-winning
correspondent for ABC News, covering the fall of White South Africa
and the Berlin Wall, under OPERATION MOCKINGBIRD.
As the Clintons pretended to help, defrauding the gullible of
billions, the couple who raped Cathy O’Brien, not to mention Juanita
Broderick, gave assistance to the convicted child traf cker, Laura Silsby,
alias Laura Gayler, to get her a reduced sentence. Silsby was arrested at
the Haitian border, as she tried to smuggle thirty-three undocumented
children from the country, claiming that she planned to start an
orphanage, for which she had never submitted an application, after she
had earlier been stopped by the Haitian police, when she sought to
remove forty children from the country.

Many of the children had

families, and they had not even lost their parents.

Meanwhile, the

lawyer Silsby rst retained, Jorge Puello, who was wanted in the United
States, El Salvador, and Costa Rica, was arrested as part of an
investigation led by U.S. Immigration and Customs Enforcement, with
Homeland Security Investigations, as to an international smuggling ring
that traf cked women and children, from Haiti, before he was sentenced
to three years in federal prison.

Silsby went on to become the Vice

President of Marketing for AlertSense, as she works with the federal
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government on FEMA’s Integrated Public Alert and Warning System,
which issues Amber Alerts for kidnappings.
Four years ago, I had a student in my writing class, Kentz
Gustave, who came to the United States, speaking only Creole, as he
learned English. This ne young man told me that he felt as though his
country were invaded by the American military, as soon as the
earthquake hit, and he said the Clinton Foundation gave absolutely no
help whatsoever to him, or anyone else, as he escaped to our shores,
saying simply, “It’s all a fake.”
Haiti is not the rst place where an earthquake was created
using nuclear weapons, which were tested in the Tunguska Event, as
early as 1908, but this was done to Japan, where people were implanted
with cybernetics, as they were herded into relief centers, long before the
insigni cant artist, Yayoi Kusama, began to hear voices in her head,
coming from owers, and see hallucinations, causing what she calls selfobliteration, courtesy of the technology described in the appendices to
this book, in the thirties, so my friend Daniel Pettifer’s boss could collect
her worthless polka-dot paintings.
Just as the Great Fire of Chicago burned on the tenth day of
the tenth month, the Great Fire of London was lit six hundred and sixtysix years after the First Millennium, evoking the satanic 666, in a city
that boasts the Millennium Wheel, which stands 443 feet tall, to make a
sum of 999, as the tourist attraction opened on New Years, the rst day
of the rst month, of the Second Millennium, while it carried its earliest
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passengers on Groundhog Day, so they could go around in circles, as the
other name of the ride went on to evoke the surveillance state.
The London Eye does not only provide a chance for people
to look over the city, but it reminds them that they are being watched by
the number-happy fucks that built the thing, as the scum use their code
to impress gullible recruits.
The date of the Great Fire evokes the Book of Revelations, on
a calendar that begins with the incorrectly attributed birth of Jesus, who
was killed by the Romans and the Jews, for revolutionary activity, at the
age of thirty-three, a number used by master masons, in England, who
signal their control over the Vatican and Israel, with numerology, while
the disaster allowed the freemason, Sir Christopher Wren, to redesign
the Big Smoke, as he built the Dome of Saint Paul’s, the Royal Hospital
Chelsea, the Old Royal Naval College, and the south front of Hampton
Court Palace.
Just so, likewise, the Great Kantō Earthquake, and the res
that followed it, levelled Yokohama and Tokyo, so that architects like
Frank Lloyd Wright could rebuild them, and so Japan would invade
Manchuria, and Pearl Harbor, to start the Paci c Theater of World War
Two, as the disaster struck on the exact day that Japan made its formal
surrender to the Allies, twenty-two years later, which the Nazis also
chose to invade Poland as they started the European Theater of World
War Two: September First.
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Before the earthquake struck, there were friendly relations
between natives and foreigners—especially in Yokohama, the City of
Silk, where Commodore Matthew Perry had forced the shogun to open
the harbor, before he sailed home with the trees he gave to the father of
General Smedley Butler, who foiled the Fascist Coup, in which the
Illuminati attempted to overthrow the federal government, effecting a
constitutional change, in 1934, so that the American hero from the
county seat, of West Chester, only ten miles from my house, grew up
admiring their blossoms, eating their fruit, and lounging under their
shade, only a short walk from the college where Dr. Victoria Zdrok,
placed in Playboy, and later in Penthouse, just for me, studied, before
she earned her law degree from the Augustinians, at Villanova, and her
doctorate from Drexel Hill, a private research university, each in our
locale, where students are implanted with cybernetics.
In Yokohama, which the Great Kantō Earthquake destroyed,
the rst Foreign Settlement was founded, and people from all over the
world rubbed elbows, so that, before it disappeared into the militaristic
wasteland of the Nippon of Tojo, one author called the cultural enclave a
mirage in the desert. From the waterfront promenade, known as the
Bund, to the Bluff, the hillside neighborhood favored by foreign
residents, East met West in Yokohama, as it provided a forum for the
growth of liberal ideas—including democracy, collective bargaining, and
women’s rights—which would be destroyed by the government that led
Japan into World War Two.
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On September 1, 1923, the Great Kantō Earthquake
destroyed it all.

It was the worst disaster ever to strike Japan—not

counting World War Two, which ended with the atomic destruction of
Hiroshima and Nagasaki, and the Fukushima Daiichi Incident, which an
earthquake caused, before radioactive water spilled into our oceans, a
disaster that pales next to the atomic tests of the Cold War. According to
survivors, the initial quaking lasted about fourteen seconds—long
enough to bring down nearly every building on Yokohama’s slushy
ground.

The Grand Hotel, visited by Rudyard Kipling, W. Somerset

Maugham, and William Howard Taft, collapsed, crushing hundreds.
Twenty expatriate regulars at the Yokohama United Club, the city’s most
popular watering hole, died when the concrete building pancaked.
Then a tsunami hit—forty feet high—as a series of towering waves
swept thousands away.
One hundred and forty thousand people died, and,
following the disaster, right-wing forces grew bold.

Initially, people

worked together, but, then, the Japanese suddenly grew to resent the
Westerners who gave aid, in follow-up, while Americans felt the
Japanese were ungrateful for the help they got.

As relations

deteriorated, there was a chance to kick foreigners out, and to change
national policy, at the very moment the country was poised between
military expansion and peaceful trade; so that, exactly eight years later,
Japan invaded Manchuria, to begin

ghting in the Eastern Theater of

World War Two, and, ten years after that, Japan attacked Pearl Harbor,
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drawing the United States, which had been staunchly neutral and
isolationist, into the war.
Fire killed many, coming in part from stoves and ruptured
mains, but its effects were exacerbated by a re whirl, or renado, which
struck Tokyo. As the freak event wound its way across the city, burning
three hundred feet in the air, the Dragon Twist engulfed the Rikugun
Honjo Hifukusho, which had formerly served as the Army Clothing
Depot, so that forty-four thousand people were incinerated in the place
where they took shelter from the earthquake.
This event resembled increasingly common

re tornados,

through which the little gnomes in Air Force, playing with each other’s
toys, inside the Magic Mountain, strike California, at the command of
their masters, as they burn people out for the worldwide high-speed
train, planned by the Chinese, at a cost of two hundred and fty trillion
dollars, or $250,000,000,000,000.00, a project in which the husband of
Senator Dianne Feinstein, from California, has a one-billion-dollar
interest; so that, in 2020, for the rst time in its history, the United States
National Weather Service issued a renado warning as it responded to
the Loyalton Fire. Meanwhile, earlier, in the Carr Fire, a blaze allegedly
caused an ice-topped cloud that doubled in length in only

fteen

minutes, reaching seven miles into the sky, spinning at more than one
hundred and fty miles per hour, burning hotter than two thousand ve
hundred degrees, and covering three football elds at its moving base.
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on September 1, 1923, seems to be the rst.
The Japanese Invasion of Manchuria, and the attendant
atrocities, leading to the Rape of Nanjing, and the Bombing of Pearl
Harbor, were planned years in advance.

The Japanese were

brainwashed, through mind control, facilitated by the easy implantation
of people in hospitals and relief centers, following the chaos of the Great
Kantō Earthquake, and the accompanying Dragon Twist, so that they
invaded the Chinese Mainland. This galvanized Chinese resistance so
the Communists could rise to power in a way that could never have
happened were they not faced with a horri c occupation.

It was a

classic false ag attack. The only way to drive the Japanese from the
country was to back the Communists, while the Nationalists were
eventually driven to the Island of Formosa, so controlled opposition
could be maintained, to keep the Commies uni ed, or to displace them.
Not only had the Rothschilds run China for years, following
the Opium Wars fought by the British, through which they gained Hong
Kong, the Taiping Rebellion, put down by the British, in which twentyve million died, and the Boxer Rebellion, through which the
internationalists drove back the nationalists again, in an action fought by
General Butler; but, through Yale University, Skull and Bones had run
Chairman Mao, who killed forty- ve million in the Great Leap Forward
and another twenty million in the Cultural Revolution, which the New
World Order supported.
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These things are not natural, and the one that tipped the scale in Japan,

Today China is held up as a model country, by the United
Nations, while the false

ag attack of the Coronavirus, engineered in

Fort Detrick, and released at the Wuhan Military Games, follows the
plan set forth as LOCK STEP, described in “Scenarios for the Future of
Technology and International Development,” a paper done by the
Rockefeller Foundation and the Global Business Network, in May 2010,
ten years before the Covid Outbreak was announced on the satanic
holiday of New Year’s Eve, 1/1/2020, to start the Great Reset, following
the announcement of a national emergency by President Trump on
Friday the Thirteenth, as governors shut down their states under the
Model State Emergency Health Powers Act, which went into its

nal

version at Johns Hopkins University, which sponsored EVENT 201,
where Bill Gates rehearsed a coronavirus pandemic two months before
the outbreak, on a day known as the Winter Solstice, Yule, or the
Longest Night, following the “unsolved” anthrax attacks made in
connection with the destruction of the World Trade Center on September
Eleventh.
The Rockefellers want us to be like China, so it makes sense
that David Rockefeller praised its “sense of national harmony,” as he
argued that Mao’s revolution had succeeded “not only in producing
more ef cient and dedicated administration but also in fostering high
morale and community of purpose.” As the scum put the matter, before
he was killed according to his soul contract, on Ostara, which begins the
Season of Sacri ce, at 101 years of age, just as COVID, which began the
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Great Reset on 1/1/2020 followed the height of the Spanish Flu
Epidemic, in connection with World War One, in 1919, by exactly 101
years,

Some even believe we are part of a secret
cabal working against the best interests of the United
States, characterizing my family and me as
“internationalists” and of conspiring with others
around the world to build a more integrated global,
political, and economic structure—one world, if you
will.
If that’s the charge, I stand guilty,
and I am proud of it.
Immediately after the New World Order effected the
Cultural Revolution, in which tens of millions were killed, and priceless
treasures were destroyed, the Rockefellers sent Henry Kissinger to
establish diplomatic relations with the Communists, as the Golden
Triangle was secured for heroin production, and the real revolutionaries,
with the professionals and the peasants, who could think for
themselves, were killed.
That was not the beginning, but only a continuation, of New
York’s dance with the Yellow Peril, since the Rockefellers, who also
funded medical experiments in Nazi Germany, and whose company
allowed Dr. Mengele to torture my grandfather, in Pennsylvania, created
the China Medical Board at the beginning of the Great War, in 1914,
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while they funded Peking Union Medical College, or PUMC, one of the
leading research hospitals in the country where COVID-19 was sourced,
which houses six “collaborating centers” run by the World Health
Organization, or WHO, headed by a war criminal without a medical
degree, who covered up three outbreaks of cholera in Ethiopia, Tedros
Adhanom Ghebreyesus, with one exclusively devoted to the gathering
of information on patients.
China embodies their plans for us all.
The People’s Republic has herded hundreds of millions into
cities, making them easy to control, in conformity with the Sustainable
Development Goals, promoted in connection with the Covid Response,
to complement UN AGENDA 21, 2030, and 2050, which concern, largely,
population control and reduction, along with the exploitation and
management of resources, policy driven by the theories espoused by a
graduate of the college that Nick Hammond, Daniel Pettifer, and I
attended: Thomas Malthus.
China embodies the ideas of Malthus, through its earlier
one-child policy, under which women were forced to abort their babies
—not to mention the planned killing of hundreds of millions through a
false

ag attack on Three Gorges Dam, which will be blamed on the

Nationalists in Taiwan, who do not belong to the United Nations, as the
resulting tsunami starts a war, oods coastal cities so that ports can be
rebuilt to accommodate the new giant freighters, and the ood frees up
the Northwest Passage, like a garden hose turned on a block of ice,

fl

fl

fl

90

avoiding the Suez Canal, while a dike is placed at Gibraltar to stop sealevel rise across the Mediterranean, all at a lower cost, so the boats can
carry more cargo.
The whole thing will look like a verse from the Book of
Revelations, as the masons script signs to dupe Christians, among
whom they have concentrated resistance, so that, just as Germany was
given a false solution, after its destruction, rst in the Nazis, and then in
the Marshall Plan, and as the Jews were given a false solution, after their
destruction, in Israel, so the Christians will be given a false solution,
after Armageddon is scripted in the Middle East, with a fake Second
Coming.
And the second angel sounded, and
as it were a great mountain burning with fire
was cast into the sea: and the third part of the
sea became blood; And the third part of the
creatures which were in the sea, and had life,
died; and the third part of the ships were
destroyed.
This will correspond to other fake signs, like the red heifer born at the
Temple of Israel, whose sacri ce is viewed as essential to the Coming of
the Messiah, and the Final Judgement, not to mention the description of
res caused by directed energy weapons, or renados, of which we read
in chapter thirteen, verse thirteen, 13:13, in the Book of Revelations:
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which will allow ships to travel faster from London to Beijing, and back,

And he doeth great wonders, so
that he maketh fire come down from heaven on
the earth in the sight of men.
The book the Catholics call Apocalypse is full of descriptions of what
looks like global climate change.
The first angel sounded, and there
followed hail and fire mingled with blood, and
they were cast upon the earth: and the third
part of trees was burnt up, and all green grass
was burnt up.
Christianity is being used to mislead people, and to concentrate
resistance in a particular area, just as the Communists encouraged
people to follow Falun Gong before they cracked down on its
participants.
Meanwhile, China, which my friend’s father, Murray Lerner,
a lm director who taught at Yale, was brainwashed to promote through
his academy-award-winning

lm, From Mao to Mozart, oppresses its

people, brainwashing them into corporate conformity through a social
credit system.

China is the second largest contributor to the “peace-

keeping” forces of the United Nations, which rape and traf c children,
while the UN fails to hold them accountable. Of this, Haiti, where the
Clintons cashed in, because of an earthquake, while they protected a
child traf cker, provides a poignant example in that twelve-year-old
girls were raped by over one hundred peacekeepers, in the course of a
three-year period, while they were paid sex fees of less than a dollar.
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And let’s not forget that the United Nations was established in New
York, not only in response to the staging of World War Two, after the
staging of World War One failed to produce an effective League of
Nations, leading to the creation of the Council on Foreign Relations,
which runs the David Rockefeller Studies Program, while John
Rockefeller, who travelled to China, gave a check for $8,500,000.00 to the
Secretary General of the United Nations so that the internationalist body,
funded by the Lucis Trust, which started the Lucifer Publishing
Company, a venture it still owns, could buy six blocks in Manhattan,
right around the corner from Rockefeller Center, for its permanent
headquarters.
Mao Tse Tung never would have risen to power had it not
been for the support of Yale. In 1919, at the invitation of the student
union of Yale-in-China, Mao took over the editorship of the school’s
journal. Later, when Mao could nd neither funds nor a meeting place
for an area branch of the communist party, Yale stepped in to help. The
medical college of Yale-in-China rented him three rooms where Mao set
up his wildly successful culture bookshop. From this base, he organized
a further seven branch stores, using the pro ts to nance the Socialist
Youth Corps and the Communist Party. As the monster’s reputation
grew, only because of Yale’s help, he was chosen as one of the delegates
to the First Congress of the Chinese Communist Party at Shanghai in
1921.

From there it was only a small step to becoming one of the

founders of the communist movement in his country.
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And the Communists never would have risen to power, had
the Japanese not been brainwashed to invade China, where they
committed horri c atrocities, following their alienation from the West,
and to attack Pearl Harbor, drawing the United States into World War
Two, so the United Nations could succeed, headquartered in New York,
while the League of Nations had failed because America refused to join.
Duško Popov, OBE, a Serbian, whom the Germans called
IVAN and the English called TRICYCLE, worked as a double agent for
MI-6, to which he was recruited by Johnny Jebsen, codenamed ARTIST,
as he passed the Nazis fake information under the DOUBLECROSS
SYSTEM.

Along with others, like Colonel David Inderwick

Strangeways, DSO, OBE, the son of Doctor Strangeways, who founded
the Strangeways Research Laboratory, funded by the Medical Research
Council, and managed by the University of Cambridge, a spy who later
took holy orders, Duško Popov played a key part in OPERATION
FORTITUDE, under which British Intelligence led the Nazis to believe
the Allies would land in Calais rather than Normandy. He was a master
spy, who inspired Ian Fleming to write the James Bond books, which
were later turned into the popular movie franchise, while segments
appeared in Playboy Magazine.
Fleming, whose cousin I have had the privilege to meet,
worked at Britain’s Naval Intelligence Division, as the author helped to
plan OPERATION GOLDENEYE, but Duško Popov was the spy he
wanted to be. On a shared mission, which formed the basis for Casino
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Royale, while Fleming gambled away the taxpayers’ money, the two
men met at the Hotel Palácio, in Estoril, Portugal, where displaced
royals, adventurers, and secret agents could be found.
Popov was a for-real spy, who lived the life that people
imagine spies live.

He came from a rich family who summered in

Dubrovnik, a seaport on the Adriatic, and a popular tourist spot on the
coast of Croatia, while their manor stood in Belgrade. He had plenty of
money, so he refused regular payment from the British Secret Service,
although he did take money from the Germans as he pretended to be
their agent, and he cadged expensive lunches off his masters. He loved
gambling, and fast cars, and he led a promiscuous lifestyle.
Duško Popov always kept company with beautiful women
of whom the French lm actress, Simone Simon, was only one. As she
slept around, with paramours like the composer, George Gershwin, and
the banker, Alec Weisweiller, the Frenchwoman gave a gold key to her
boudoir to any man who struck her fancy. Her father was killed in a
concentration camp, before she was implanted with cybernetics, during
a hospital stay, as she went on to act in a lm that deals with bloodlines,
devil worship, and the attempts of psychiatrists to explain away, or
institutionalize, those who believe these things: Cat People.
Still, Duško Popov didn’t just gad about, as he tricked the
Nazis, in OPERATION FORTITUDE, and ran other agents, while he
avoided capture in very dangerous situations.
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Believing they ran him, under the codename, IVAN, the
Abwehr sent Duško Popov to the United States to establish a network of
spies for the Axis.

He was given ample funds and an intelligence

questionnaire, with a list of intelligence targets, later published as an
appendix to The Double Cross System, a book written by the spymaster,
John Cecil Masterman, OBE, who chaired the TWENTY COMMITTEE,
before he served as Vice-Chancellor of the University of Oxford, and his
book was published by Yale University due to the support of Norman
Holmes Pearson, who served as the wartime head of the counterintelligence division, or X-2 CI, of the Of ce of Strategic Services before
he helped to organize the Central Intelligence Agency, recruiting James
Jesus Angleton to work for the agency, as he turned down a job at the
State Department. Of the three typewritten pages on the questionnaire,
used by Duško Popov to recruit agents for the Nazis, in America, one
entire page was devoted to highly detailed questions about the defenses
at Pearl Harbor. Popov knew what the Nazis were up to, and he was
really working against them, for the Brits, under the codename
TRICYCLE; so, on August 12, 1941, four months before the Japanese
attacked Pearl Harbor, to draw the United States into World War Two,
the Serbian master spy told the Federal Bureau of Investigation that the
Japanese were planning to attack Hawai`i.
In response, our government, which had already started to
rebuild its army in connection with the Lend-Lease Act, while it enacted
the rst peacetime draft through the Selective Training and Service Act
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of 1940, took absolutely no precautions to prevent the attack, clearly a
false ag, that drew us into World War Two, as it was made possible by
the earlier false ag of the Great Kantō Earthquake.
Meanwhile, Popov hung out, with other spies and
millionaires, aristocrats and beautiful ladies, at the Savoy Hotel, at
which I dined with my girlfriend, Charlotte Carty, née Large, at the
second party we attended in London that season.
Earlier the Savoy had hosted Gustav Georg Friedrich Maria
Krupp von Bohlen und Halbach, a war criminal who built the Nazi War
Machine, after he made money in the Great War, like the DuPonts and
the Morgans, regulars at the hotel, inventing the Tiger Tank, Big Bertha,
and the Paris Gun, so the hotel lled the fountain in the courtyard with
champagne, but now the place became a center for ghting the Nazis,
while the British hounded an innocent hotel manager, Loreto Santarelli,
accusing him of treason, until he lost his mind and died of a heart attack.
When he rst arrived in Britain, Popov was picked up by a
driver from MI-5, who took him straight to the Savoy, where he met
Major Thomas Argyll Robertson, OBE, called Tommy, or TAR, a
Scotsman often seen in trews, who worked on DOUBLECROSS and
MINCEMEAT, and who earlier intercepted telephone calls, made by
Edward VIII, before the king gave up the throne, leaving England, to
meet with Hitler, pimp his wife to Joachim von Ribbentrop, and
encourage the Nazis to bomb London.
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TAR, who was just as interested in chasing women as in
playing spies, ran failed agents like George Graf, or GIRAFFE, whom he
never really used, and Kurt Goose, or GANDER, who had a radio from
the Nazis that could only send and not receive messages. Later he ran
Gösta Caroli, or SUMMER, who tried to strangle his controller at MI-5,
before he escaped, carrying a canoe on his motorcycle, but TAR had
more success with Wulf Schmidt, or TATE, who worked on
OPERATION BODYGUARD, not to mention Eddie Chapman, a
professional safecracker, codenamed ZIG ZAG.
Real but dated information on OPERATION TORCH was
sent to the Germans to increase the credibility of sources, while the
British successfully used DOUBLECROSS to support OPERATION
FORTITUDE, in which the real professional, Duško Popov, took part.
As the goofballs gave each other weird names, other spies in
DOUBLECROSS included Clark Korab, codenamed CARELESS, Walter
Dicketts, codenamed CELERY, Renato Levi, codenamed CHEESE, Ib
Árnason Riis, codenamed COBWEB, Hans George, codenamed
DRAGONFLY, Roger Grosjean, codenamed FIDO, Marquis Frano de
Bona, codenamed FREAK, Gerda Sullivan, codenamed GELATINE,
Josef Terradellas, codenamed LIPSTICK, José Brugada, codenamed
PEPPERMINT, Günther Schütz, codenamed RAINBOW, Alphonse
Timmerman, codenamed SCRUFFY, Maritza Mihaeilovic, codenamed
SNARK, Nathalie Sergueiew, codenamed TREASURE, Ernesto Simoes,
codenamed WASHOUT, Werner von Janowski, codenamed
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WATCHDOG, and Stefan Zeiss, codenamed WORM—not to mention
Helge Moe and Tor Glad, codenamed MUTT & JEFF.
I had no idea of the history of the Savoy, or of any history,
aside from the conventional propaganda I had learned at the best
boarding school and college in our country, so I was only, naïvely,
pleased with my life, as eight of us dined, in black-tie, at the Savoy, at a
dinner party hosted by my girlfriend’s classmate: Alex.
I didn’t know Alex from Adam, but she had gone to school
with my girlfriend, Charlotte, along with the daughter of the famous
cricketer, Peter May, who also sat at our table, and she had visited us at
Cambridge, the year before, with her boyfriend, Steve.
Without telling me, or working to build our relationship,
which he could have easily done through the mail, or the telephone,
Steve decided to travel to the United States,

ying into Philadelphia,

while I was in California, the autumn before.
Alex had cadged our number from Charlotte, who did not
tell me she had given her it, while Charlotte oddly extracted a promise
from Alex that Steve would not call us.
That he did hours after arrival, in a small voice, from a pay
phone, at the Philadelphia Airport, so my parents picked up the stray,
who was on the verge of a meltdown, as he found himself in a foreign
country with no plans as to his next move. Steve was grateful, as they
calmed him down, and gave him a cup of tea, to help him feel at home,
although he preferred orange juice doubtless because of dehydration.
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Once they got him on his feet, they offered him maps, and suggestions
for travel, but he turned tail, and ew back to England.
This was not before my parents and I had an amusing
conversation on the telephone, as I stood in the hallway of my beautiful
dormitory, Norton-Clark, embodying the best of Spanish California, at
the college Lady Rothschild also attended.
“Steve’s here.”
“Steve who? Steve McKnight?”
“Steve, is your name McKnight?”
After a pause, and muf ed conversation, my mother told me
that he was from Cambridge.
“I don’t know a Steve from Cambridge.”
“He says he’s Alex’s boyfriend.”
“Who’s Alex?”
“Steve, you’d better talk to Tim.”
After a short time, I was able to place our self-invited guest,
and I reassured my father that he would not steal the silver or murder
my parents in their beds—something easy to do since he had proved
incapable of nding his way, alone, out of the airport.
We didn’t feel that Steve owed us a thing, and my parents
only hoped that someone like them would be there for me if I found
myself desperate and friendless in a foreign land.
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But Alex felt she owed us, so she invited me and Charlotte to
her birthday party, at the ultra-glamorous hotel, although she rst made
clear to my girlfriend that we weren’t her rst choice and had gotten the
invitation only because of Louisa’s inability to attend.
This from the people who constantly prate of English
Hospitality, while Americans, Canadians, and Australians foolishly send
their children to the British Isles to learn better manners.
The place of which our hostess had dreamed for so long, like
a kid who wants to meet Goofy at DisneyWorld, or to visit the World
Resort, EPCOT, was not only ensconced in Theatreland, as the Hotel de
Luxe of the World, but it had long provided a staging ground, and a
stage, for the pillow-biters, pimped by their families to their famous
schools, where they are fagged, and beaten, who make up British
Intelligence.
Sir Claude Edward Marjoribanks Dansey, KCMG, known as
COLONEL Z, HAYWOOD, or UNCLE CLAUDE, was another regular,
who took his lunch at the Grill before nding somewhere more secluded
to interview potential recruits.

At the neighboring Connaught, he

brought in Elvira Concepción Jose na de la Fuente Chaudoir, the
socialite daughter of a diplomat, from Peru, who had made a fortune in
batshit fertilizer, before, codenamed BRONX, she worked on
OPERATION COCKADE. Like Juan Pujol Garcia, codenamed GARBO,
a cavalry of cer who took a degree from the Royal Poultry School, in
Spain, she would play an important part in OPERATION FORTITUDE,
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as it supported OPERATION OVERLORD.

Dansey, who was the

assistant chief of the Secret Intelligence Service, or ACSS, would meet
strangers in the lobby, using coded dress, as James Langley, MBE, MC,
was told to approach a man with a folded copy of The Times under his
arm, and a red carnation in his lapel, before he joined rst MI-6 and then
MI-9, which, like OPERATION PAPERCLIP, would integrate Nazi war
criminals into the revised New World Order.
Like all these guys, Colonel Z didn’t play it straight. The
Cambridge Spy Ring was loaded with homosexuals and communists,
and the same applied to the degenerate some called Uncle Claude.
During World War One, he facilitated the Russian Revolution, when,
while MI-5 put him in charge of port intelligence, and surveillance of
civilian passengers, he allowed Leon Trotsky to return to Russia. Just as
the Russian Revolution was made possible by the American Red Cross,
Trotsky was supported, as his expenses were paid, by Jacob Schiff, who
was af liated with the Rothschilds, the Harrimans, and the Federal
Reserve, while the revolutionary was supplied a passport through the
personal intervention of President Woodrow Wilson, and Lord Alfred
Milner gave more than twenty-one million roubles to support the
Bolsheviks. Meanwhile, Uncle Claude went on to play a central rôle in
OPERATION LUCY, which involved a Soviet network, in Switzerland,
used against the Nazis. Sir Claude Dansey was a gayboy, removed from
a boys’ school in Bruges due to a homosexual scandal, and he was
seduced by Robbie Ross, who buggered Oscar Wilde.
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Through the

committed acts of sodomy not only with Robert Baldwin Ross but also
with Lord Alfred Douglas.
Oscar Wilde would never have achieved his prominence
were it not for the sponsorship of Richard D’Oyly Carte, or Oily Cart, as
he was called by his contemporaries, the man who made his fortune
through Gilbert and Sullivan before he built the Savoy Hotel. The childmolesting Irishman, who covered his bad teeth with his hand in
photographs, was a nobody, who had published only a slim volume of
poems, until Gilbert and Sullivan wrote Patience just for him, so he
could model, as a gay poster boy, in Oily Cart’s new hotel. Oily sent
Oscar to America, on a tour, beginning on the satanic holiday of the
September Equinox, or Mabon, while the æsthete posed in green velvet
knee britches, black silk stockings, and patent leather shoes with silver
buckles, ouncing with owers, and tossing back his long hair. Moving
by train through Philadelphia, Baltimore, Washington, and Chicago, the
amboyant faggot endorsed quack products such as Madame Marie
Fontaine’s Bosom Beauti er, for enlarging the bust, while he signed
pictures of himself, and molested boys. When he returned, the Savoy
became the scene of scandal, while Lord Alfred Douglas, whom Wilde
addressed as Dearest of All Boys, became only one of the victims to
feature in a gross indecency case, centered in Room 361, where the
perverts ate soup made from endangered turtles, scarfed down
songbirds, and left the sheets stained with blood and shit. This he called
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Savoy, he did not merely recruit agents, but, as a young man, he

Richard D’Oyly Carte, who sponsored the reprobate, while his hotel sent
up its Professor of Massage, Antonio Migge, who became a star witness
in the case that landed Oscar Wilde in Reading Gaol.
The foods eaten by the degenerates involved only some of
the horrors done to animals in the name of haute cuisine.
Christmas lunches at the Savoy involved such delicacies as
Henry IV Soup, made to celebrate the Battle of Arnay-le-Duc, in which
soldiers ate rice and tomatos, with capons, or castrated milk-fed
roosters, to end the Third War of Religion, immediately after the
Summer Solstice, before tens of thousands of Protestants were murdered
in the Saint Bartholomew’s Day Massacre, as Henry of Navarre enjoyed
his victory over Catholic forces, when the hotel didn’t serve up specially
created dishes to celebrate fancy criminals like Catherine de Medici and
Cardinal Richelieu.
As Oily Cart brought some class to Theatreland, building a
hotel that boasted sixty-seven toilets to go with two hundred and fty
suites, even using hot and cold running water, as it featured indoor
plumbing, when the rivalling Victoria had only four bathrooms to serve
ve hundred guests, he threw a birthday party for his pal, George
Kessler, the Champagne King, who survived the attack on the Lusitania,
which the British, including Winston Churchill, arranged to draw
America into the Great War.
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“feasting with panthers,” while it was made possible by the owner,

Just as DisneyWorld would recreate Europe, through Epcot,
and the Venetian Resort, in Sin City, would bring water to Paradise, on
the Las Vegas Strip, the Savoy ooded its courtyard to a depth of four
feet, to conjure the Grand Canal, in connection with Gilbert and
Sullivan’s musical: The Gondoliers. Dinner was served on a golden
gondola, lined with silk, and covered in carnations, while unfortunate
swans paddled through the sewer water, cleaned with chemicals, until
they became so sick that they had to be scooped out. History does not
record whether they were eaten, which would require the special
permission of the Queen of England. Nor do we know what happened
to the hundred white doves, released to

utter through the hotel, as

Enrico Caruso, from Naples, the Shithole of Italy, left his usual suite to
serenade the guests with “O Sole Mio!”

Meantime, a baby elephant,

whose parents had been killed for their ivory, pulled a cake, ve feet tall,
through the poisonous soup, up to the gondola. As it put London on the
map, as a real tourist destination, the Savoy set a new standard.
Its owner, Oily Cart, grew up on Greek Street, which formed
the heart of London’s sex industry, before he became a theater agent for
such acts as Mario and the Diva. Moving up in the world, he leased the
Opera Comique, which sat next to the Globe, overlooking a row of
pornographic sellers, as the two buildings were called the Rickety
Twins. Then he went on to build his dream in Theatreland.
Sponsoring Gilbert and Sullivan, who wrote operettas like
The Mikado, The Pirates of Penzance, and H.M.S. Pinafore, Oily Cart
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used the pro ts to build the Savoy Hotel, poaching the best chefs from
establishments on the Continent, and building a power station to bring
electricity, which he called the Light of the Future, into his buildings,
where he favored black-and-white checkered oors, which recalled the
tessellated pavements of masonic temples, as he created the
establishment in which my girlfriend and I dined, a place he called the
Hotel De Luxe of the World.
Gilbert and Sullivan may have left the vulgar vaudeville that
had characterized the stage, in England, behind, but their lives were far
from admirable. Sir Arthur Seymour Sullivan, MVO, was a degenerate
gambler, who stuffed his face with food, while he poured alcohol down
his throat, so he suffered a kidney complaint, which he tried to alleve
with morphine. Earlier he wrote Cox and Box, not to mention “Onward
Christian Soldiers,” but he made his fame in collaboration with Sir
William Schwenck Gilbert, a sex addict who kept notations in his diary,
every day, with his conquests’ initials followed by the number of sexual
acts in brackets. You can certainly take your children to their shows, but
they would not have made good babysitters.
The operettas are not that different from the vulgar
monstrosities put forward by the homosexual, Baron Lloyd-Webber,
born on the satanic holiday of Ostara, or the Spring Equinox, whose
numeric date, 322, underlies the crest of Skull and Bones. The satanic
symbols of The Phantom of the Opera are obvious, as is the reference to
sex kittens in Cats, where Griselda, the Glamor Cat, sings maudlin of
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her memories, the very things the Tavistock Institute destroys, in us,
through the use of drugs described in the appendices to this book. Even
as a boy, I almost tumbled to it, as, when we saw the production with
the family of our friend, George Ring, who trained at Fort Benning
before he was buried at Arlington, I asked, of a character wearing a
mason’s hat,

What’s the big deal with Mr. Mephistopheles?
How come he’s in so many numbers?
T.S. Eliot, an American, who grew up in Missouri, and went to Harvard,
before he moved to England, at the age of twenty- ve, where he
promptly acquired their accent, through a combination of cybernetically
forced speech and insufferable pretension, wrote the words, when he
wasn’t affecting Roman Catholicism, as he described the murder of a
priest by tempters who morphed into knights, or committing his wife to
a lunatic asylum, or penning works like The Love Song of J. Alfred
Prufrock, about a man who lacks the guts to ask a woman on a date, or
The Waste Land, about the destruction of western culture.

As Cats

played in Theatreland, and on Broadway, the musical had a worldwide
gross of more than three and a half billion dollars, or $3,500,000,000.00, as
it ran for twenty-one years and almost nine thousand performances in
London and another eighteen years and more than seven thousand
The Telegraph ranked Andrew Lloyd-
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Webber, whom a gay jockey who rode for my girlfriend’s mother once
called “the world’s ugliest man,” as “the fth most powerful person in
British culture,” before the child-molester, Elizabeth Windsor, raised him
to the peerage.
Dame Agatha Mary Clarissa Christie, Lady Mallowan, DBE,
alias the Duchess of Death, the Mistress of Mystery, and the Queen of
Crime, was also knighted by the Queen, as her play, The Mousetrap, ran
for sixty-eight years, with almost thirty thousand performances, until it
was nally stopped by the Covid Plandemic. Agatha Christie, the writer
who made mysteries into a separate section, in the Dewey Decimal
System, not to mention the staples of the British Broadcasting Company
and the Public Broadcasting Service, so people would get into sick shit,
while they practiced anglophilia, made one hundred million pounds
through her books, which sold more than a billion copies in the original
and a billion in translation. After her family visited Morristown, New
Jersey, before her birth, she grew up in Torquay, Devon, where the
government put military hospitals to brainwash convalescent soldiers.
She wrote her rst short story, “The House of Beauty” while recovering
in bed from what she took for illness, but was really drugs, as described
in the appendices to this book, so her freshman effort concerned
madness and dreams. Other stories followed, as the Duchess of Death
was taken by spiritualism and the paranormal, eventually forming an
interest in Egyptology, and she worked for more than three thousand
hours in the Town Hall Red Cross Hospital. Later she would have a
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nervous breakdown, while she suffered depression, going to recover in
Biarritz. Following her return to England, she would disappear for ten
days, as her empty car was discovered, at Newlands Corner, and a
woman-hunt was launched.

Two doctors diagnosed her as suffering

from “an unquestionable genuine loss of memory,” for Agatha Christie
entered a fugue state similar to ones I have experienced during
programming sessions that I did not remember for years.

It’s not a

coincidence that many of her novels involved poisons—such as cyanide,
arsenic, aconite, strychnine, digitalis, and thallium—that she acquired
dementia in her later years, or that she showed up at the Savoy, on a
regular basis, when she wasn’t made a Dame Commander of the Most
Excellent Order of the British Empire.
Still, the Queen had her limits, as she would refuse to knight
Michael Philip Jagger, who provided the model for Rum Tum Tugger in
Lloyd-Webber’s Cats, a homosexual who dated David Bowie, practiced
his impersonation of Marilyn Monroe in front of mirrors, and whose big
blowjob mouth was mocked by the logo of the Rolling Stones, making
millions after he studied nance and accounting at the London School of
Economics. One can only imagine how he got down on his knees in a
command performance for Philip Schleswig-Holstein-SonderburgGlücksburg, alias the Duke of Edinburgh, alias the Prince Consort, to
kiss his orb and scepter, before Mick Jagger knelt again before Prince
Philip’s putative son, Prince Charles, whom Lord Mountbatten sired,
before the heir to the throne was pimped to Sir James Wilson Vincent
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Savile, OBE, KCSG, alias Jimmy Savile, so the prince could tap the
rocker’s shoulders with his sword.
Before Mick Jagger stroked his chest and pouted on stage, an
act reprised by the spoily-face cat, Rum Tum Tugger, Oily Cart built the
tourist industry in London, turning the town from a cultural backwater,
full of bad food, where pedestrians choked on particulate pollution,
exotically named London Fog, into a place known for sophistication.
The Savoy was set up to draw not only foreign money,
which had previously gone to places like Baden-Baden, Biarritz, or
Monte Carlo, or not even the gentlemen who stayed in clubs like the
Oriental, but to bring aristocrats who misbehaved at country-house
parties, trading wives and husbands, into contact with a broader set, so
meetings and friendships could be arranged, through social engineering
programs, and hanky-panky could be caught on

lm with hidden

cameras placed in bedrooms.
In this way, people could be blackmailed, just as they were
blackmailed by the Central Intelligence Agency through the Playboy
Mansion, or the Bellagio, and the same types could be seen in these
places, as the Savoy brought stars like Patricia Kirkwood from the
Desert Inn, Las Vegas, to replicate her success in London before she
became the

rst woman to host her own show on the British

Broadcasting Company.
Beautiful stars like Marilyn Monroe, Ava Gardner, Sophia
Loren, and Ursula Andress graced the premises along with pop icons
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like Muhammad Ali, the Beatles, or the Rolling Stones, and gay fashion
designers like Christian Dior or Valentino, while vulgar shipping
magnates like Costas Lemos, Stavros Niarchos, and Aristotle Onassis,
called the Golden Greeks, bought what they wanted.
Whether you were a movie star or not, you were on camera,
a fact advertised now, but not then, by the Millennium Wheel, which
opened on the satanic holiday of New Year’s, to give the ultimate view
of the city, although it was later superseded by the observation deck at
the Shard, which opened on Groundhog Day, and again by the High
Roller, in Las Vegas, even taller than the tourist ride called the London
Eye, which advertises the reality of a slogan used by Old Etonian Eric
Blair, alias George Orwell, who worked for MI-7, at the British
Broadcasting Company, and wrote stories where he blamed his
thoughtless murder of an elephant on the system, as he called England
“Landing Strip One,” and he set his dystopia, 1984, in London:

BIG BROTHER IS WATCHING YOU
Sir Charles Spencer Chaplin, KBE, alias Charlie Chaplin,
stayed at the Savoy every year, from 1952 to 1977, and he moved in for
three months when he ed from the House Committee on Un-American
Activities to his refuge in Switzerland, as did his rival for the affections
of Marion Davies, whom another regular, William Randolph Hearst,
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Oneida, mistaking him for Chaplin, so he covered up the homicide.
While Charlie Chaplin taught his audiences to look kindly
on vagrants, through the creation of his famous character, the Tramp, the
lm star groomed and molested children, violently raping over a
hundred victims, while the degenerate Fabian, George Bernard Shaw,
who admired Hitler and Stalin, praised him to the skies. Mildred Harris
gave birth to his child at the age of sixteen, so he married the girl to shut
her mouth, until she divorced him as soon as she turned legal age. Then
he set his sights on Lita Grey, who was six, before he had her play an
angel, at the age of twelve, in his lm, The Kid, telling people she was
nineteen, as he took her out on the town, before he knocked her up at
the age of sixteen, tried to force her into an abortion, and married her to
avoid prison. That’s before she, too, divorced him on the grounds that
he required her to perform degrading sexual acts with others. So he
eventually moved on to Oona O’Neil, who became pregnant with his
child, at the age of seventeen, while he was in his fties. Much like Mick
Jagger, he had sex with more than two thousand people.
Sir Winston Leonard Spencer Churchill, KG, OM, CH, TD,
DL, FRS, RA, was another poofter, who, while visiting the Savoy,
managed to avoid arrest, unlike Oscar Wilde, although, after he
completed sixth form, at Harrow, where my friend, Daniel Pettifer, went
to school, he sued A.C. Bruce for libel, because his fellow subaltern, in
the Fourth Hussars, said he had “participated in acts of gross
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sought to defend when he shot Thomas Ince, on his steam yacht,

immorality of the Oscar Wilde type,” at the Royal Military Academy,
Sandhurst, which my girlfriend’s brother had the misfortune to attend.
Churchill, whose parents needed French to describe the
glamor of the Savoy, calling it “the essence de civilisation,” dined there
every fortnight, whenever Parliament sat, starting in 1911, as he founded
the Other Club, and he would sleep off his drink, after lunch, in a room
upstairs, when he sneaked in through the kitchens.
Churchill was a homosexual, who hated women, who
brutally repressed the Irish, and who arranged the deaths, by starvation,
of millions of Indians, when he wasn’t selling Poland out to Joseph
Stalin, after England entered World War Two, allegedly to defend the
country, before the prime minister of whom the child-molesters in
Hollywood paint a false and glowing picture, made a hypocritical
speech about the Iron Curtain he helped to draw.
At the Savoy, Churchill addressed the Pilgrims Society, a
group loaded with scumbags like Averell Harriman, Joseph Kennedy,
Jacob Schiff, John Pierpont Morgan, John D. Rockefeller, David
Rockefeller, Andrew Mellon, Paul Volcker, Henry Kissinger, Alexander
Haig, Caspar Weinberger, George Shultz, Henry Luce, Walter Cronkite,
Nelson W. Aldrich, Winthrop W. Aldrich, Allen Dulles, John Foster
Dulles, George Marshall, Margaret Thatcher, Lord Carrington, Prince
Charles, Prince Philip, and Queen Elizabeth.
The club threw parties at the Savoy, including a ninehundred-guest dinner for the unveiling of Franklin Roosevelt’s statue in
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Grosvenor Square not to mention the rst public engagement of Prince
Philip and Queen Elizabeth after their marriage, while they had earlier
celebrated their Coronation Ball at the hotel, listening to Maurice
Chevalier sing about grooming children, in “Thank Heaven for Little
Girls,” as ve thousand bottles of Perrier-Jouët were carried up, just to
go with the starters, from the cellars in which people were tortured in
mediæval times, and people were tortured contemporaneously, not far
away, in secret facilities, while the Eurotrash feasted on foie gras, made
from the distended livers of unfortunate geese, whose webbed feet were
nailed to wooden oors, while funnels of corn were poured down their
throats, and the Pilgrims smacked their lips over the bodies of baby
lambs who never had a chance to live.
I had no sense of the ethics of my food, or the mistreatment
of the animals who made my supper, when I ate at the Savoy, in 1991.
The day before, Mrs. Large, Charlotte, and I had gone to the regatta at
Henley, dining afterwards on spring lamb, but I chose the roast beef a
day later in London, wanting variety, but thinking later that I should
have eaten a tender baby sheep because it was in season.
We had travelled down to London, from Overtown Farm, in
Derbyshire, parking Mrs. Large’s car, which she kindly lent to us, by her
sister’s house, in Hammersmith, before we took the tube to the National
Theatre, to watch either Sheridan’s School for Scandal or Goldsmith’s
She Stoops To Conquer—I forget which, since we saw both that summer.
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We were always going to the National, where Kenneth
Branagh took a lead management rôle following his debut in Henry V,
which he never matched, whether for Coriolanus, or for Good Person of
Szechuan, or for Peer Gynt, and I had earlier bought a little drawing of
Christopher Robin, on a lark, as a small keepsake, for Charlotte, from
the gift shop, just wanting to buy something, and little knowing that
A.A. Milne was a creep who went to Trinity College, Cambridge, before
he played cricket with the pervert, Sir James Barrie, and the mason, Sir
Arthur Conan Doyle, while he based the setting for the obscenely
named Winnie the Pooh, disgustingly saccharine at best, on the Five
Hundred Acre Wood in Ashdown Forest, Sussex, next to East Grinstead,
which is a hub for Scientologists, Rosicrucians, and Opus Dei—not to
mention outright satanists—since it stands directly at a supposed
convergence of ley lines on the Prime Meridian.
Grinstead was another site where Protestant martyrs were
burned, by Bloody Mary, and it is still reputed to be haunted, including
by the ghost of Anne Boleyn, as the scum in the Deep State use it for a
staging ground while they play games with people’s heads.
There, Richard Watson was shot in the head and chest, as he
climbed from his sports car at Larches Farmhouse, where he lived with
his beautiful wife, Linda, the runner-up to Miss Scotland. Originally, the
police thought the wife and daughter had hired a hitman to take out the
director of a computer company who was the head of their household,
but later they learned he was a spy working for MI-6.
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We didn’t know this stuff any more than we thought of
Oscar Wilde’s crimes when we watched, in our innocence, The
Importance of Being Ernest, on videotape, at the farm, or the tennis
tournament at Wimbledon, full of fake bomb scares, to justify the
erosion of rights, under NATO’s OPERATION GLADIO, where Boris
Becker had a bizarre meltdown, on Centre Court, due to microwave
harassment, as described in the appendices to this book.
After the play, we changed into our evening clothes, in the
toilets of the theater, before we met Alex and her friends at the Savoy for
supper.
I was focussed on our table and the food, which was only
middling, but Alex’s eyes must have been roving the room the whole
time since people like her go to the place to see celebrities, who lounge
there to be seen, and to see others, so she managed to spot someone I
never would have noticed.
Seated next to us was Robert Maxwell, the father of
Ghislaine, who pimped unfortunate girls, with her partner, Jeffrey
Epstein, to scum like Prince Andrew, although I had never heard of him,
so I knew him only, just as I only knew to order the peach melba, off
menu, for dessert, because others at my table pointed him out, leading
the millionaire, and his date, to move to a different part of the restaurant
when he heard us talking about him.
Robert Maxwell owned The Daily Mirror, whose acquisition
he

nanced by looting pension funds, taking four hundred million
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pounds away from his workers to prop up his failing business. He had
played the spy, smuggling parts for aircraft into Israel, supplying
nuclear secrets and intelligence equipment to the Zionists, and running
guns to Sri Lanka; but, when he tried to blackmail the prime minister,
Yitzhak Shamir, an ex-assassin and a spy kingpin, a hit squad, from
MOSSAD, took him out, only for his killer to give his eulogy, when his
body went missing from his boat, the Lady Ghislaine, and, four months
after I saw him, it washed up near the home of Playmate Kerri Kendall
and The Prisoner’s Number Six: the Canary Islands.
Maxwell was only one of many famous people, spy or no
spy, to stay, dine, and sup at the Savoy, as one scandal after another hit
the place since it was full of blackmailers playing a dangerous game or
exposing those who didn’t play along.
Back in the twenties, Billie Carlton was only one, as she died
of a cocaine overdose. After dining with another actress, Fay Compton,
who had performed many times at the Savoy Theatre, she left the Grill
to go to the Victory Ball thrown at the Royal Albert.

The event was

teetotal, but the young women met their friend, Lionel Belcher, another
actor, who gave them a gold box of the white powder. The maid tried to
rouse her the next day, as she slept into the afternoon, and she called for
the hotel doctor, who gave the thespian an injection of brandy and
strychnine, along with arti cial respiration, but, surprizingly, to no avail.
People actually thought this was cool, so that, within a year,
there were three plays with drug themes running in the West End. Noël
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Coward wrote The Vortex, which I found myself watching in Los
Angeles a couple months before my last trip to England, and Lillian
Gish starred in Broken Blossoms. It wasn’t that different from the hype
around drugs in the sixties, or the eighties, or any other time.
While some were brainwashed to do drugs, others were
drugged to be brainwashed. The global intelligence services have a long
history of dosing unwitting victims from the pharmacopœia described
in the third appendix to this book. People don’t remember what was
done to them, unless the enemy wants them to wake up in a
compromising position, so it’s impossible to believe that the Savoy
would not have served as a staging ground for the rich to be abused
without their knowledge—just as the same was done to me in a lesser
hotel, in Piccadilly, London, back in the eighties.
The scum love to signal our abuse with obscene winks and
nudges, just as they arrange attacks on magic days. So, in the eighties,
we saw Barnum, while my nine-year-old brother, forced to fellate his
attacker, in a secret facility, in Devon, bought a tee-shirt with the logo,

THERE’S A SUCKER
BORN EVERY MINUTE
Earlier, in Theatreland, Gilbert and Sullivan had signalled the use of
drugs to knock people out, so their bodies could be abused, in their rst
production at D’Oyly Carte’s Opera Comique. There, the Elixir of Love
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forms an essential plot device in The Sorcerer, whose title character
wears the hat of a master mason.
In a real-life drama, Marguerite Albert would shoot her
husband, Prince Ali Kamel Fahmy, in the hotel. A prostitute who had an
affair with Edward VIII, the homosexual lover of his cousin, Lord
Mountbatten, the princess had fought with her husband throughout her
honeymoon, as she slept with a pistol under her pillow, and they settled
in to a suite on the fourth oor of the Savoy. Often they partied at the
place, where the Savoy Havana Band would later play the premiere of
Rhapsody in Blue, with George Gershwin, himself, tinkling the ivories,
in a wireless broadcast, and the Tango Orchestra, led by Geraldo
Gaucho, gaily smoldered away, with not merely one but two accordions,
but the couple also hit the nightclub scene where they shouted and came
to blows. As the prince wore white tie, and his wife donned a bespoke
dress, made by Coco Chanel, who would later collaborate with the
Nazis, just like Marguerite’s old boyfriend, Edward VIII, the newlyweds
went to see an operetta: The Merry Widow. When they returned to
supper at the Savoy, Marguerite brandished a wine bottle in the hotel’s
restaurant, threatening to smash it over the prince’s head. That night,
she beat her younger husband, so he ran into the hall, to show the marks
to the night porter, calling for the night manager, but the prostitute
followed her husband into the hallway and shot him three times.
After the public ate up the whore’s lurid tales of being kept
prisoner on a yacht, while she was coerced into posing in a sarcophagus,
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with her lawyer describing the prince as “a monster of Eastern
depravity and decadence, whose sexual tastes were indicative of an
amoral sadism,” while he kept “a helpless European wife,” the
murderess was acquitted, while business boomed.
When Princess Fahmy died, at the age of eighty, letters from
the Prince of Wales were found among her things:

clearly, she had

blackmailed him, or she was prepared to.
Under mind control, people were driven to spend more than
they had, as they chased the empty dream of the Savoy, doing stupid
things that hurt them, like the enemy controlling their minds, caught in
a death spiral of addiction, in their own worthless Groundhog Days.
Richard Beaumont, whose family served as the hereditary
rulers of Sark, in the Channel Islands, described his own predicament.
You get up at twelve, breakfast on a
champagne cocktail. There’s a cocktail party at
six, then dinner, a theatre, supper and a night
club. You go to bed about three.
Beaumont’s friends lived on credit, as they borrowed, and drove
themselves into debt; so, as his checks bounced, the best thing that could
happen to him was the possibility that he might be forced back to his
home, a strange place, with a circle of standing stones, aligned to solar
events, lunar events, and local landmarks.
Glamorizing decadence and blackmailing fools was what the
whole place was about, so it’s no surprize that the owner, Rupert D’Oyly
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Carte, worked for naval intelligence. He wasn’t just good at covering up
overdoses, affairs, and scandals; but he was an expert at enticing people
into compromising positions, while he picked their pockets, so that,
while the aristocracy used to cavort in the relative privacy of their
estates, at country house parties, now, they would do so at the Savoy.
During World War One, Rupert volunteered for the Royal Navy, where
he was made a King’s Messenger, so that he could move diplomatic
documents, undercover, through occupied Europe—in a position not
unlike that of Bob Hope, who worked for MI-6, while he ran the USO.
No wonder the hôtelier showed all the signs of microwave
harassment, more than one hundred years ago, which I describe in the
appendices to this book. Rupert D’Oyly Carte lived in fear of losing
control of one side of his body, as he suffered what clewless doctors
called hemiplegia, a condition he never had in his youth but he
mysteriously acquired later in life.

So he had forced movement and

seizures, which likewise began to hit me, in middle age, as the scum
increased their use of directed energy weapons, and active denial
systems, against my body.
That was small time next to the problems of his family and
colleagues who were driven mad by microwave harassment. Rupert’s
uncle suffered from mental problems, diagnosed as melancholia, as he
was committed to a series of mental hospitals, while his former
manager, César Ritz, after whom the famous hotels take their name, was
driven to a complete nervous breakdown so that he died after a long
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stay in a private hospital in Switzerland.

Meanwhile,

ve of Rupert

D’Oyly Carte’s relatives drowned themselves at a well-known suicide
spot on the River Severn, near Welshpool, and at Highgate Ponds, and
his son died when his car crashed in the Swiss Alps.
His boss, Admiral Sir William Reginald Hall, KCMG, CB,
was no different, since, while he served as director of naval intelligence,
intercepting telegrams, he earned the nickname, Blinker, due to a
chronic facial twitch, which caused one of his eyes to ash like a naval
signal lamp, a condition that physicians had no problem diagnosing: it
was dyspraxia.
Under the leadership of Blinker Hall, ROOM 40 intercepted
a diplomatic communication, using CODE 7500, which was broken and
fed to the United States, as the Zimmermann Telegram, to draw America
into the Great War, while ROOM 40, like ENIGMA, on which my
colleague’s father, Colonel Robert Button worked, during World War
Two, seems to have covered the use of computers for other purposes, as
codebreakers were implanted with cybernetics.
Meanwhile, as his body twitched uncontrollably, Blinker’s
subordinate, Rupert D’Oyly Carte, went to the hotel laundry, often,
where his family kept sensitive papers, using them to control others, and
protecting them for years, although his daughter would spend the last
months of her life feeding them into the re.
Dame Bridget D’Oyly Carte, DBE, nominally took over the
hotel, but she was run by Sir Hugh Walter Kingwell Wontner, GBE,
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CVO, KStJ, who served as managing director, chairman, and president
of the Savoy Hotel Group, as chairman of the Savoy Theatre, and as
Lord Mayor of London.

This character went to school at Oundle, a

training ground governed by the Worshipful Company of Grocers,
which must have provided him with many useful contacts. Emerging
from his chrysalis stage, as he called his teenage years, the scumbag was
hired due to an unlikely set of circumstances, seemingly serendipitous
but really arranged. Since he pronounced the word very to rhyme with
beret, sounding like ver-ray, he proved perfect for the job, while he
brought in famous child-molesters like Lord Mountbatten, and he wore
bizarre honors like the National Order of the Leopard.
Sir Hugh packed the board of what was no longer a closelyheld corporation, as he staved off a takeover attempt, serving with trash
like Claude Serocold, OBE, who helped him use Dame Bridget, for
appearances, after Serocold, who descended from William Pearce, the
Master of Jesus College, which I attended with Daniel Pettifer, worked
for Blinker Hall, as his assistant, at naval intelligence, running a less
honest establishment than his father had done in The White Hart, on
Theobald’s Road, The Man-in-the-Moon, in Chelsea, and The Hole-inthe-Wall between Gray’s Inn and Hatton Garden.
Poor Bridget married, and divorced, Lieutenant John
Gathorne-Hardy, the fourth Earl of Cranbrook, known as Jock, who,
while he complained that he was the only sane person among his
siblings, bred rats in his bedroom, enticed chiropteræ to nest in the
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they reacted to the color.
Then Bridget hired a director for productions at the Opera
Company, Robert Gibson, with whom she plainly had an affair, as she
nally found a man who made her happy, but Sir Hugh was ver-ray
disappointed to learn the lady had

own to New York, where her

boyfriend worked as the stage manager for Radio City, so he fetched her
back to the Savoy, ending the relationship, and Bridget’s only love went
on to become a priest.
Bridget hit the whisky, and she chain-smoked, going through
four packets a day, while her nervous ngers moved. Polishing off box
after box of cigarettes, made by a hotel regular, Gerald Du Maurier, she
built elaborate origami sculptures from the cardboard, so her servant
once said, of a paper castle, it was a shame to throw it away. In between
packets, the heiress would

dget with her silk scarf, moving it from

around her neck, to a buttonhole in her coat, to the handle of her bag,
twisting and playing with the fabric. Or she might be ddling with the
rings on her hands, turning and moving them, on her ngers, sometimes
working a necklace, which, if not restrung, would burst, so beads would
y all directions.
As she sought to do good, living reclusively in her suite, and
eating broken biscuits that weren’t good enough to be served, careful
with what she called her father’s money, Bridget threw summer parties
and egg hunts for poor children, and she endowed a D’Oyly Carte Chair
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curtains, and asked a lady if he could put bats in her red hair to see how

in Medicine at King’s College, London, which was founded by the Duke
of Wellington.
Too bad the place is a hotbed of obscene technology, used for
our oppression, as the scum twist the noble instincts of their betters,
while its researchers have contributed not only to cloning but to radar,
radio, television, and mobile phones, as they implant staff, students, and
just plain others with cybernetics.
Thirty years ago, I didn’t know any of this, and I didn’t have
a worry in the world, as I relished the mini-season that culminated at the
Savoy.
The Christmas and summer before, I had enjoyed not only
the country in Derbyshire, and Sussex, as my girlfriend and I walked in
the

elds,

nding

owers, and we skated on the ice, hand-in-hand.

Then, we visited friends and family, going to The Messiah, dining at
Haddon Hall, and driving to Stratford, where we saw Richard II,
featuring John of Gaunt, who owned the Savoy, before his palace was
destroyed in the Peasants’ Revolt of 1381, as he spoke of a situation that
has only worsened.

This royal throne of kings, this scepter'd isle,
This earth of majesty, this seat of Mars,
This other Eden, demi-paradise,
This fortress built by Nature for herself
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Against infection and the hand of war,
This happ breed of men, this little world,
This precious stone set in the silver sea,
Which serves it in the o ce of a wall,
Or as a moat defensive to a house,
Against the envy of less happier lands,
This blessed plot, this earth, this realm, this England,
This nurse, this teeming womb of royal kings,
Fear'd by their breed and famous by their birth,
Renowned for their deeds as far from home,
For Christian service and true chivalry,
As is the sepulcher in stubborn Jewry,
Of the world's ransom, blessed Mary's Son,
This land of such dear souls, this dear dear land,
Dear for her reputation through the world,
Is now leased out, I die pronouncing it,
Like to a tenement or pelting farm:
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England, bound in with the triumphant sea
Whose rocky shore beats back the envious siege
Of watery Neptune, is now bound in with shame,
With inky blots and rotten parchment bonds:
That England, that was wont to conquer others,
Hath made a shameful conquest of itself.
Truer words were never spoken, since the bankers, the masons, and the
politicians whore their country.
As I dug the poetry, thinking myself sophisticated, we went
back into a

urry of activity, drawing on the shallow fashion world,

which my friend Daniel Pettifer’s company feeds, and not the
magazines of Playboy and Vogue but books like those by F. Scott
Fitzgerald, who loved the Savoy, as he drank himself to death, and his
wife went crazy, before they killed him on the Winter Solstice.
In other words, I used every chance to wear my new dinner
jacket from Italy and my navy-blue coat from Burberry’s.
The Burberry jacket was trotted out for Formal Hall at
Charlotte’s college, founded by Lady Beaufort, whose portrait hung
above the tessellated pavement of a masonic temple, or when we passed
into the Master’s Garden under the equally creepy crest of romping
horned goats,

anked by the Red Rose of Lancaster and a golden
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portcullis, and surrounding a shield topped with a lightning-winged
eagle, over the ironic words,

SOUVENT ME SOUVIENT,
as then we walked past an ancient mulberry tree, under which John
Milton used to sit, before he served as Secretary of Foreign Languages to
the Lord Protector, and later wrote Paradise Lost, to attend a perfectly
normal garden party, hosted by the Beaufort Club, drinking punch, pink
or blue, for their colors, or, at Henley, in the Stewards’ Enclosure, to
watch eights row, careful not to drink too much this time, not to forget
the occasional dinner out on the town.
The ubiquitous blue jacket, with bow tie, or a

oral cloth

print, also appeared on our own boat excursions, when we punted on
the Cam. As we approached the Bridge of Sighs, a string quartet played
on a neighboring atboat, but, as they ran through A Little Night Music,
by Mozart, more than once, they were missing one of its movements. I
was supposed to call out,

What happened to the third movement?
And they were supposed to answer,

We left it in the pub!
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And so the enemy sought to provide an introduction to yet another
group of people, through another arranged meeting, but, as usual, I
refused to follow commands.
We all liked to play dress up, so I wore black-tie, and I felt
terribly sophisticated.
There was the May Ball at Jesus College, where a ferris
wheel turned, and we danced with friends, after enjoying a tequila
brought by a fellow Jesuan wearing an enormous sombrero and a
bandolier of shot-glasses.
There was the party thrown for Charlotte’s friend, Judy,
where I sat next to a count whose family owned two castles, one in
ruins, ooded and full of junk, and the other converted to a toy factory,
as the Commies encouraged their return, with much needed nancing
for renovation, in what had been the Austro-Hungarian Empire, before
we almost got stuck, for the night, in Cambridge, since, through
targeting, Charlotte’s purse, with her keys, was accidentally taken by
our hostess.
And there was the Savoy, where arch-villain Robert
Maxwell, the father of Ghislaine, sat at the neighboring table, only
months before his masters took him out, and we feasted on the dessert
named for Nellie Melba, ordered off-menu, at the place of its birth,
breaking the delicate caramel basketwork of the cage that englobed a
peach sitting in raspberry sauce.
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But we also got duded up just for a dinner party at a friend’s
apartment.
Having made the mistake of shopping for shoes with a
woman, and not wanting to ask too much of my mother, when she took
me to buy clothes at Bloomingdale’s, in the King of Prussia Mall, I had
made a false economy.

While I had been forced to wear boating

moccasins with my rented kit at the ball in Wiltshire the year before,
now I had shoes that looked good but pinched my feet something awful.
Despite jet lag, there was no chance I was going to fall asleep at that
party—no matter how much wine I drank.
There we met another person whom Tavistock set in my
way, a woman with whom Charlotte had suddenly become friends and
who had earlier gone to Phillips Academy, Andover, where I had gone
to summer school, but we failed to hit it off as the enemy spoke through
me, using the cybernetics described in the appendices to this book,
making me loud and pretentious, as they continued to botch their plans.
They were making everyone act strangely, as my girlfriend,
the animal lover, joked about fucking sheep, and this excellent woman,
who had so improved my manners, told idiotic stories about people
vomiting, saying the word, chowder, over and over.
Charlotte’s friend was brainwashed into modern art, and she
had been involved in some sort of publicity stunt in which they had
wrapped something in plastic lm.
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It reminds me of the work of Michael Rakowitz, a nice man
but a lousy artist, whom The Guardian has identi ed as “one of the
world’s most political—and powerful—artist-provocateurs.”

When

CIA, MI-6, and MOSSAD, pretending to be ISIS, destroyed a beautiful
lamassu, Rakowitz built a new one. The scum wrecked the ancient city
of Nimrud, a world heritage site, which had stood more than three
thousand years, for absolutely no reason, so they smashed the stone
statue of a winged bull, just as they dynamited the Baal Shemin Temple
at Palmyra, which was the home of Queen Zenobia.

There they

destroyed the magni cent Lion of al-Lat, and they wrecked the cultural
treasures of Hatra and Mosul—not unlike the vandalism of almost one
thousand churches in France, in a single year, by Moslems, as a French
judge ordered Marine Le Pen, the political leader of the National Rally,
Rassemblement National, to take a psychological examination and the
government of her rival, Emmanuel Macron, sought to ban her from
social media platforms—all because this heroic Frenchwoman speaks
out against the criminals.

But in England, there’s a different kind of

speaking out, as the two-bit artist made a fake lamassu from ten
thousand cans of date syrup, so The Guardian could say the tinny
taurus was “defying Isis,” while, in Trafalgar Square, not far from the
Savoy, we see it “gazing south-east past the Foreign Of ce and the
Houses of Parliament towards its spiritual home in the Middle East.”
As the English paper put the matter,
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[T]he statue is part of an ambitious
long-term project…to reconstruct all 7,000
objects known to have been looted from the
National Museum of Iraq…not to replicate the
looted objects, but to make them cheaply from
papier mache or plaster and cover them with
food packaging or Arabic newsprint to reflect
their relationship with day-to-day life.
The problem is not Rakowitz, who, like me in the old days, or the
woman at our dinner party, is merely a fool, but why is this thing
standing in Trafalgar Square, next to the statue of Lord Nelson, who
shares my birthday of Michaelmas, after, like the Iron Duke, he defeated
the forces of Napoleon, while the statue of a real hero, Chinese Gordon,
whom the Moslems, at the direction of the freemasons, gang-raped and
murdered in Khartoum, has been moved to the Embankment?
At least, in New York, you will

nd real lamassus, stolen

from the Cradle of Civilization, but, in England, while they arrange
crimes they blame on others, they put a fake in a square supposedly
reserved for heros.
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BOOK THREE: KENYA
As we left the Savoy, waiting for the taxi that would take us
to Hammersmith, where Charlotte had parked her mother’s car, a wave
of news hit the hotel.
It concerned the failure of BCCI, formally known as the Bank
of Commerce and Credit International, although pundits joked that the
Bank of Crooks and Criminals International would have been a better
name.
BCCI had been one of the largest banks in the world, with
more than four hundred of ces in more than seventy countries, while it
employed sixteen thousand people, but, suddenly, the regulators shut it
down, in connection with an alleged insolvency of twenty billion
dollars, although that would not be abnormal for any bank and its
depositors were paid back nearly in full, sustaining losses of only ten
percent, which would not have occurred had it not been for the
government’s action.
In the seventies, BCCI was the world’s fastest growing bank,
as its founder, Agha Hasan Abedi, partnered with the Sheikh of Abu
Dhabi and the Bank of America, and it supported third-world growth,
and third-world employment, making Abedi a hero in his home country,
Pakistan, where people felt he had been railroaded.
The bank’s founder, who believed not in hunches but in

fi

divine guidance, as he subjected his employees to lectures on his strange

mystical beliefs, thought he was the target of a worldwide conspiracy, as
he said,
It is not only the Bank of England that is against us,
but the Club.
And, indeed, it seems the conspirators used BCCI, for purposes of their
own, before they destroyed their instrument—just as they do with all
who serve them, knowingly or unknowingly.
The bank’s transformation had been guided by the head of
Saudi Intelligence, to enable the

nancing of covert operations by the

Central Intelligence Agency, while it funded Pakistan’s nuclear program
and it laundered money for the likes of Saddam Hussein, Abu Nidal,
and Manuel Noriega.

William von Raab, who served as U.S.

Commissioner of Customs, told a senate committee that the CIA had
several accounts at BCCI, and the National Security Council had
accounts at the bank, which it used for a variety of covert operations,
including transfers of money and weapons during the Iran-Contra
Affair.
Robert Mazur was the customs agent who brought the bank
down, as he worked undercover against the Medellín Cartel, posing like
Don Johnson, under the assumed name, Robert Musella, leading
OPERATION C-CHASE, before he served as a technical consultant for
the lm version of Miami Vice.
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Agent Mazur was cruising Ashley Drive, in Tampa, in his
money-green Mercedes 500 SEL, when he saw, above the palm-lined
streets, a sign, which provided the impetus for his investigation of the
bank. It simply said,

BCCI,
in gold letters, but to him it screamed off-shore accounts, so, guided by
his instinct alone, he reached out to the bank, as he pretended to launder
money for the counts of cocaine, through Florida, Panama, Colombia,
and Paris. He could have picked any bank, and later he said they were
all up to the same mischief, and they all should have suffered the same
fate; but he went to BCCI, which led to his report not to the agencies or
committees one might expect but to the United States Senate SubCommittee on Foreign Relations, which spearheaded the bank’s
eventual closure, as the Manhattan District Attorney’s of ce issued a
politically motivated indictment, and the Bank of England closed its
branches.
In my immaturity, led by suggestions, as I idled in my
dinner jacket outside the hotel, where Robert Maxwell, soon to be killed
by MOSSAD, had dined at the neighboring table, I thought the bank’s
failure was cool since this was like something from a movie.
But soon I would be knocked from my perch, suffering a
terrible emotional crash of my own, as I came face to face with what I
already knew: the rape of my girlfriend.
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The enemy had sought to incorporate racism, particularly
with regard to White Africa, into my brainwash— rst through the
introduction of Rhodesia at the programming center where the Playmate
of the Year had been drugged, years before I suffered a similar fate, next
through the move of a white woman from Kenya into the house next
door, who remembered the horrors of the Mau Mau Uprising, then
through my friendship with a boy whose father led news coverage of
the fall of White South Africa, under OPERATION MOCKINGBIRD, for
the American Broadcasting Company, following his work as a
propaganda of cer at Fort Benning, then through the sending of my
father on business to South Africa and Zimbabwe, formerly Rhodesia,
as he worked for the Illuminist company of DuPont, then through the
appearance of Rick Creole, who purported to have fought in the
Rhodesian Bush War, as a colonel in the British South Africa Police,
while he drugged my family and raped my mother, and nally through
the attack on my girlfriend, who was brie y imprisoned in Zimbabwe,
formerly Rhodesia, while the police accused her of espionage.
Simultaneously, as the enemy promoted white supremacism,
which blossomed into racial hatred, following the rape of my lady, the
imbeciles thought they could make me sexually attracted to black
women, whom I viewed with indifference.
Just as I had gone to Kerri Kendall, as Miss September, when
they wanted me to go for Alison Armitage, as Miss October, whenever
they put a black woman in my favorite magazine, accompanied by a
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hypnotic suggestion to lust for her, I would acquire a mysterious interest
in another lady within the same copy—whether it was Bonnie Marino,
who posed as Playmate of the Month in the only issue to feature an
African-American Playmate of the Year, or Joan Severance, an older
woman who posed in a later issue to feature a black Playmate.
People can

ght commands in their sleep, and they will

reject anything unnatural to them, so suggestions invariably bounced
awry.
Still, this was nothing next to what would follow.
Throughout my life, I have never watched the news, or read
a newspaper, since I nd the propaganda low-level in its analysis and
the events upsetting in their violence; so, if a news story gains my
attention, it is almost invariably because the enemy wants me to nd it.
Was it a coincidence that, after all my racial programming,
just as I reached a horri c consciousness of the racially motivated sexual
assault against my beloved, by a black tribesman, in Zimbabwe,
formerly Rhodesia, where my programmer, Margaret Creole, had
described her fear of raids against her ranch, and her rape by blacks,
that an article found its way into my hands, that summer, describing a
raid on a school, St. Kizito’s, in Kenya, where schoolboys raped seventyone schoolgirls and killed nineteen others, only weeks after I came to
face the attack against Charlotte, with a growing sense of horror, during
the satanic holiday of Lammas?
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The riots that culminated in this terrible event began when
271 girls, at the school, refused to join a strike planned by the boys, who
complained they had been humiliated because the administration
refused to pay the fees for an athletic contest in which they were
scheduled to compete.
Sensing the boys might attack, the girls

ed to the largest

and most secure of the dormitories, a one-story brick building with a
corrugated iron roof.
Wearing sheets to disguise their identity, like black
klansmen, the boys cut the electricity and phone lines, as they used large
stones to knock down the doors.
And while the girls

ed, they were caught, thrown down,

and violated in the tall grass outside.
This was a reprise of similar rapes, at the school, in which
the boys would drive the girls from the dorms, and drag them,
screaming, into the bush, on a regular basis—a fact admitted by the
principal, James Laiboni, as he spoke to The Kenya Times, and the
deputy principal, Joyce Kithira, who made excuses, saying,

The boys never meant any harm against the girls.
They just wanted to rape.
The attacks themselves formed part of a larger pattern, while
a series of strikes and riots hit other government boarding schools, in
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the colony that declared its independence from white rule, while it
remained part of the British Commonwealth, as one

fth of the

secondary schools in the Meru District experienced similar problems, so
that something unusual was done: the police were called out.
Kirogo Secondary School was only one, for The Weekly
Review reported the burning of buildings, the invasion of a girls’
dormitory, and the rape of “several of the girls, in an incident similar to
last weekend’s,” as young women were attacked in what had been
single-sex institutions, run by whites, but now were co-educational
schools, run by blacks.
Still, the whites, or what passed for whites, were educating
the leaders, just as they use the Rhodes and Marshall Scholarships to
mold their accomplices in America, so scum like the Secretary General of
the World Health Organization, Tedros Adhanom Ghebreyesus, got a
doctorate in community health from the University of Nottingham, a
public research institution whose graduates have won three Nobel
Prizes, while university members were arrested in connection with the
program on terrorism studies, and other graduates would include Paul
Dibb, the Director of the Joint Intelligence Organisation, Sir Robert John
Sawer, GCMG, FRUSI, who served as head of MI-6 before he became the
British Permanent Representative to the United Nations, and perverts
like D.H. Lawrence, who mocked the place with bad poetry:
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In Nottingham, that dismal town where I went to school and college,
They’ve built a new university for a new dispensation of knowledge.
Built it most grand and cakeily out of the noble loot
Derived from shrewd cash-chemistry by good Sir Jesse Boot.
So, while the school would host lecturers like H.G. Wells, who wrote
The New World Order, one of its graduates, from Ethiopia, would
become a war criminal who covered up multiple outbreaks of cholera,
before he led the planned response to the false

ag of COVID-19,

seeking to expand the enemy’s power, and make them money, while
they deprive us of our rights, and destroy our health, in cooperation
with the other slaves of the Brits: the Chinese.
Francis Machira Apollos, the District Probation Of cer in
Meru, who studied in England, at the University of Cardiff, said the
notion of male dominance was inculcated in local boys at the time of
circumcision, an elaborate ceremony performed between the ages of
eleven and seventeen, when, after their sex organs were mutilated, boys
had the tribal right to rape women, much as the slaves of the enemy, in
western countries, are moved to hate and attack our mothers, wives, and
daughters following the abuse of their tiny penises.
One of the scum abused by female degenerates, drugged
and dildoed in programming sessions, and raped by military blacks, so
he would acquire a perverse hatred of women and negros, while he
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was Rick Creole, to whom I suddenly found myself talking, drunk and
upset, that long hot summer, in Pennsylvania, over the telephone, as
part of OPERATION SLEEPING BEAUTY, and, in person, as the scum
broke into my house, with his programming partner, Margaret, in their
attempts to bring me under their control.
Using the technology described in the appendices to this
book, the National Security Agency slammed me with microwave
harassment, so I became increasingly upset, and edgy, obsessed with the
presence of rape in the world, over the coming year, while I thought I
heard a woman assaulted in the street, night after night, so I would run
down the seven ights of outdoor stairs winding their way around my
dormitory, Dillard Residence Hall, time after time, in the course of a
single evening, and I suffered what I took to be hemorrhoids for the only
time in my life, at the age of twenty-two, as the homosexual womenhating trash raped my body with directed energy weapons.
At home, I would look compulsively under my bed, and in
the closet, certain a man was hiding there, or humoring my suspicion,
even if I got up only for a few minutes to use the toilet, while sheet
lightning

ashed in the distance to be followed by the rolling and

crackling boom of thunder.
That’s when I wasn’t dashing into the back yard, with the
replace poker in my hand, ready to brain imaginary trespassers, or, as I
heard microwave whispers, which seemed to be some kind of oriental
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bonded with other homosexual deviants who got the same treatment,

spirit, telling me not to masturbate, I found myself writing a paper on
Milton’s allusion to Cædmon, as described by the Venerable Bede, who
took dictation from angels, whispering, in his ears, while he slept.
Whispers would continue, noticed or unnoticed, as I wrote
my doctoral dissertation in part on a man from the Village of Tavistock,
whence our nextdoor neighbor hailed, and which Lord Heseltine, whom
I met at Cambridge, represented in Parliament, while the place gave its
name to the Tavistock Institute.
The man who would direct my doctoral dissertation,
Alastair Fowler, FBA, CBE, who studied under C.S. Lewis, was the
greatest scholar of the English Renaissance, as he edited The Oxford
Book of Seventeenth-Century Verse and the Longman edition of
Paradise Lost, where he credited me in his preface, as he used my idea;
and I would have spent an extra year or two, writing, if the enemy had
not driven him from the University of Virginia, so that another great
scholar, Gordon Braden, gave me my doctorate within a year of the
Scotsman’s departure.
As I settled down, over the coming years, Professor Fowler
encouraged me to do scholarly work in England, in connection with my
dissertation, on William Browne of Tavistock, so I would have visited,
and boarded, with the same family, in Devon, who inadvertently led me
to my abuse in a secret government facility at the age of eleven.
They could have really had a crack at me, had I returned to
England, disappearing me for days, or weeks, at a time, as I travelled
142

from one place to another, dropping out of contact, but they blew it since
they managed to estrange me from my girlfriend, Charlotte, who was
the only reason I wanted to revisit the forsaken island.
But rst they tried to drive me from the doctoral program,
bringing me to edgy paranoia, as I saw a rapist around every corner,
thought of starting a neighborhood watch and vigilante, and considered
volunteering in the War in Bosnia, so I could really have a chance to kill
rapists.
Years later, I would think I had been close to losing my
marbles, from the sudden realization of Charlotte’s rape, plus the
pressures of the graduate program; but, in reality, I was simply
conscious not only of the evils my sheltered childhood had hidden but
of increasing attacks with directed energy weapons—except that, unlike
you, Faithful Reader, I did not have the explanation offered in the
appendices to this book.
It wasn’t just the blacks, although I viewed them with
increasing suspicion, but it was the frat boys about whose drugging of
vulnerable seventeen-year-olds I read in the rst literature sent me by
the university, as they booed a speaker who sought to educate them
about the need to protect women, not to assume consent, and to avoid
grey areas.
William Kennedy-Smith seemed a perfect example, as he
was acquitted that year, although he violently raped Patricia Bowman at
the Kennedy Compound, after they met in the company of his uncle,
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Senator Edward Kennedy, who was expelled from the University of
Virginia, for cheating, and his cousin, Representative Patrick Kennedy,
who became an advocate for “mental health” when he founded One
Mind, whose name indicates the fascism of group-think, while it picks
up the title of an album recorded by the serial killer who brainwashed
young people in an attempt to start a race war: Charlie Manson.
And then there were the Serbs, whom the North Atlantic
Treaty Organization drove to rape tens of thousands of Bosnian women,
through mind control, or they blamed attacks on them, in a quasi-racial
war, through a false ag attack that NATO staged to justify its existence,
while it made horri c attacks against what had been Yugoslavia, at a
time when, immediately after the fall of the Soviet Union, people were
wondering why we even had a NATO.
Listening to “Message in a Bottle,” every morning, and
counting the hundred-odd days until I would see Charlotte over
Christmas, berating myself for not being a better boyfriend, and
obsessing over her assault, which had occurred more than two years
earlier, only for her to break up with me one week before she was
scheduled to visit for a month, just when I had to hand in all my term
papers for the

rst semester, which would form my only grades, I

toughed it out.
The University of Virginia admitted a select group of elite
students to an eighteen-month program, in which we each earned a
master’s degree, in what U.S. News and World Report rated the second-
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best program for the study of English literature in the country, after the
University of California at Berkeley but before both Harvard and Yale,
but to get permission to proceed toward the doctorate we had to enter a
further selection process in which only one in three made it.
The enemy was trying to destroy my academic career, as
they intensi ed attacks through Charlotte, who cancelled her trip, not
even breaking up with me face to face, but presenting my dismissal as a
fait accompli just as I needed to hand in my work, but they couldn’t do
it.
At the end of the year, I received the telephone call, since the
World Wide Web would make its appearance on campus, as it grew
from ARPANET, only next fall, immediately following its invention,
when we would be assigned our rst e-mail accounts.
I made the grade, and I continued to earn my doctoral
degree, over the next six years, so my family celebrated at home,
drinking Perrier-Jouët, at my request, before I began the summer study
of Latin, at West Chester University, fewer than ten miles from my
parent’s house, where Doctor Victoria Zdrok had earned her bachelor’s
degree, summa cum laude, only the year before, after, two years earlier,
she was the rst Soviet teenager allowed to come to the United States as
a foreign exchange student.
Victoria Zdrok would pose for Playboy, while she earned a
law degree and a doctorate in psychology through a joint program at
Drexel Hill and Villanova, immediately next to Haverford College,
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where I would teach as a visiting assistant professor, before she
completed a post-doctoral quali cation in sex therapy on the other side
of Philadelphia, through Rutgers, at the Robert Wood Johnson Medical
School.
No kidding: that’s its name….
The enemy thought I would call her up in the phone book, at
a time when everyone was listed in the directory, since we had so much
in common, just as they thought I would call Holly Witt, another lady
they placed in Playboy, from Lima, only seventeen miles from my
parents’ house, as I would drive past signs for both ladies’ homes for the
two years I taught at Haverford.
Just as Army Seventh Psychological Operations, Army
Signal Corps, the Central Intelligence Agency, the National Security
Agency, British Military Intelligence, Section Seven, or one of their
af liates, at the direction of the Tavistock Institute, had put Alana Soares
and Patty Duffek into Playboy, just for me, since they resembled Ella
Richardson, and they put Saskia Linssen into Playboy, just for me, since
she resembled Charlotte Large, and they put Alison Armitage into
Playboy, just for me, since she resembled Lilith von Foerster, and they
put Helle Michaelsen into Playboy, just for me, since she resembled
Wendy Johnson, and they made a special edition of Playboy, just for my
sixteenth birthday, so they would not only put Victoria Zdrok in
Playboy, just for me, but they placed Holly Witt in another edition that
appeared on my birthday.
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The November 1995 issue, which came out one month and a
couple days early, as usual, on my birthday of Michaelmas, contained
several features designed to catch my eye. A brief interview with G.
Gordon Liddy, whose memoir, Will, I had read with fascination, was
advertised on the cover, as was another feature on skiing. But, more
than that, Tahnee Welch, the daughter of Raquel, for whom I had lusted
as a pre-teen, fantasizing about advertisements for her swimsuit poster
that appeared at the backs of comic books, next to ads on how to
hypnotize the opposite sex, making them your slaves, or for x-ray
glasses to allow the wearer to see through women’s clothes, appeared
not only on the cover but naked inside. Before I even opened it, the
issue was bound to catch my interest.
They tried and failed with Michelle Pfeiffer. This actress had
enchanted me in Tequila Sunrise, which I had skipped class, with my
friends, to see, high as a kite, on the wacky tabacky, freshman year, in
California. They hoped this would affect my nal grades, but it did only
marginally.

Then, they drew me further in, through The Witches of

Eastwick, where Ms. Pfeiffer embodied kindness and fertility, so I irted
with neo-paganism while I rejected satanism. But the enemy lost me
entirely in Dangerous Liaisons, where heartless aristocrats led a virtuous
woman to cheat, and cry, for nothing, so I turned the videotape off—
only for them to lose me further when the lady beat none other but
Raquel Welch out for the part of Catwoman, a seriously mixed-up
person, in a franchise I found alternatively creepy or ridiculous. So, it
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meant nothing that Michelle Pfeiffer appeared in the yearly feature, of
my magazine, “Sex in Cinema.”
In a picture that took my eye, and my fantasy, far more than
the centerfold, J.J. North stood topless, in a giant wine barrel, since she
had apparently starred that year in Attack of the Sixty-Foot Centerfold.
The enemy had given a command, through hypnotism, to go
to a woman with bleached blonde hair, who looked like another woman
I knew, since they wanted me to associate Holly Witt, whose childhood
pictures showed a red head, with my friend’s later wife, who grew up
down the road from me, but I went not to the Centerfold of the Month
but to the Sixty-Foot Centerfold, who, with a knock-out
cheap dye-job, recalled the woman who

gure, and a

red my lust in graduate

school, Christy Carrera, who appears later in this volume.
Still, the sixty- ve-inch centerfold, actual size, was attractive,
and if the enemy weren’t always messing things up, I can imagine a
scenario where I called her on the telephone, struck up a conversation,
and found myself dating and marrying the lady.

Ev ything happens f a reas ,
said Holly Witt, who, as the magazine pointed out on two
different occasions, was born in Pennsylvania, only several miles from
my parents’ place, and brought up in an old farmhouse, as the lady
described herself as a modest person, much like Patty Duffek, who ate a
healthy diet, worked out, and tried new activities like a climbing wall.
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She painted a lovely picture of her

rst kiss, at an old house, on the

shore of a nearby lake, in the sunset, when the boy with whom she sat
asked politely if he could kiss a younger version of the lovely Playmate.
It was exactly the way I would approach a woman at the
time, asking frankly, at the right moment,

May I kiss you?
although I would later learn to ask with my body through a slow and
gentle mating dance that would give ample time for the polite refusal I
never got.
Was it a coincidence that Miss November had the same
birthday as my father, or that she looked like the woman who married
my best friend, or that she liked guys with southern accents, like the one
I had picked up after I dropped the pretentious transatlantic speech I
acquired at Cambridge?
Holly looked like the perfect wife, as the magazine showed
her, naked, or nearly so, drinking milk from an old-fashioned bottle,
vacuuming the house, watering plants with a garden hose, cooling off in
a wading pool, or grilling on the barbecue….
I went ballistic!
As I saw the beautiful woman threatened by a terrible
danger, I wrote a letter to Playboy Magazine, berating them for their
total stupidity.
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The

ame from the charcoal grill leapt high, as Miss Witt

held a plastic canister of lighter uid, with the cap open, plainly having
squirted the ammable liquid on the coals less than a second before, so I
could see what I was taught never to do:

the

re could have easily

climbed the squirted arc of kerosene like a fuse, lighting the remnant in
the container, which would then have exploded in her hand, like a
bomb, to burn her lovely skin.
What the hell were they thinking?
Holly Witt was wholesome, and I happily fantasized about
her body, but Victoria Zdrok repulsed me since she was the rst woman
to appear in Playboy without a bush, as her waxed privates signalled
perversion, so I tossed her issue in the kitchen garbage—along with
those that had black models.
The enemy would try to move me to Penthouse, all to no
avail, as the woman who dated Prince Albert II of Monaco, after she
married a disbarred mob lawyer, and a former golden-gloves boxer,
twice her age, to get a green card, made a nearly unheard-of cross-over
to become Pet of the Year, in the other magazine, where she wrote an
advice column, “Ask Dr Z,” before hosting The Sex Connection, on
Sirius, appearing on Fox News and Geraldo at Large, and writing her
books: The Naked Truth: Confessions of Centerfolds and Those Who
Love Them and Dr Z on Scoring: How To Pick Up, Seduce and Hook
Up with Hot Women.
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Similar moves would be made with Heidi Staley, whom I
viewed as attractively bitchy—an assessment to which I cannot come
when I see her photos now—and with Sandra Taylor, who looked
amazing in sunglasses and a sun hat, fellating a phallic popsicle, as I
dreamed of two other women who made the forbidden transition,
between Playboy and Penthouse, although I would never buy the lowerclass skin rag owned by Bob Guccione.
Doctor Zdrok, whose sister would earn a doctorate in
archæology, posing only topless, so I couldn’t tell you the state of her
pubic coiffure, got some of her education at Rutgers, one of our
country’s leading public research universities, formally known as the
State University of New Jersey, whose graduates have included, among
others, Robert Mezey, the nation’s poet laureate who served on the
faculty of my college, Milton Friedman, who won the Nobel Prize for
Economics, Supreme Court Justice Joseph Bradley, who cast the tiebreaking vote to determine the presidential election of 1876, Maria
Fernanda Espinosa, who served as President of the United Nations
General Assembly, Senator Elizabeth Warren, a white woman who
pretends to be a Cherokee, as her employer, Harvard Law School, listed
her as a Native American in its af rmative action forms, Stanley Cohen,
who pioneered the gene splicing through which genetic material from
one animal, or human, is combined with another, Peter Schulz, a coinventor of the ber optics used by the fascist police state, Louis Freeh,
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the Director of the Federal Bureau of Investigation, and James
Gandol ni, who played his imaginary counterpart on The Sopranos.
But the ma a is only the most obvious organized crime in
New Jersey, where people were programmed to riot in Newark, just as
they did in Kenya, or in Los Angeles, or in England, and you’d have to
be as blind as another graduate of Rutgers, Mister Magoo, who kept a
cat named Bowzer, while he was my favorite childhood cartoon, not to
see it.
It wasn’t just Gregg Saunders murdering his parents with an
axe, while he collected Nazi memorabilia, or John List killing his family,
while his daughter practiced witchcraft, or the ritual sacri ce of Jeanette
DePalma on the Devil’s Teeth—or the brainwashing of me, Big Otto, or
the Playmate of the Year, as described in the rst volume of this series:
Stories When Little: Growing Up under MK-ULTRA.
Overbrook Hospital, in Verona, was one of the largest mental
hospitals in the country, where people were interred, either for life, or
brie y, to be cybernetically implanted, brainwashed, and turned loose
on the streets.

It stood on the highest point in Essex County, one of

many signal points, and observation posts, used, rst, in the French and
Indian War and, then, in the American Revolution. The hospital was put
on the Hilltop, because the high elevation provided clean mountain air,
as the City of Newark bought the land in 1896 to relieve crowding in the
Newark Hospital, opening its doors in 1898, as they built a power
house, laundromat, and theater.

And so the Essex County Asylum for
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Peckham River, but locals called it the Bin.
The enemy had big plans for the place, so they staged a false
ag attack that allowed them to take it over.

Twenty years after its

founding, the boilers mysteriously failed, so, somehow, twenty-four
patients froze to death in their beds, while there were thirty-two cases of
frostbite, events that led the tri-state mental correction board to buy the
facility in the 1920s, expanding it to become one of the largest mental
hospitals in America.
Once completed, the campus had over a dozen buildings on
its ninety acres, most of them connected by tunnels running under the
grounds.

Patient numbers ran as high as three thousand at any one

time, and the programming center was so big that it had its own train
stop on the Caldwell Branch of the Erie Railroad, used to transport the
massive amounts of coal needed to run the hospital complex.
Patients were fed largely by food grown in a huge farming
eld, on the hospital’s property, which they worked while interred,
alongside inmates from the nearby Essex County Jail, while the Bin had
its own bakery, rehouse, and farm league baseball team.
Many were kept prisoner for life, as roughly ten thousand
people died in the hospital over one hundred years, but who knows
how many others were loosed upon the public, as the government
created assassins, rioters, and other criminals through the Boston
Violence Project, and associated programs, which fell under the larger
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the Insane became known as Overbrook, due to its location above the

umbrella of MK-ULTRA, as President Johnson, before having a nervous
breakdown himself, authorized a national commission on the causes
and prevention of violence, through Executive Order #11412, in
response to crime that had already been caused by scum like Allen
Dulles, the Director of Central Intelligence, who spoke of the battle for
the minds of men, while the Deep State funded criminals like Dr. José
Delgado, who had already used cybernetics against human subjects, as
described in the appendices to this book, and as investigated by the
United States Senate, through the Church Committee, but now would
consult with others allegedly to study the societal problems he himself
had caused—all as people, like me, would cry out for law and order.
At the Bin, outside Newark, Dr. Henry Alexander Davidson
ran the show, since he served as superintendent and medical director of
Overbrook Hospital, one of the largest mental institutions in the nation,
for twelve years, from 1957 to 1969, after he joined the staff as assistant
superintendent in 1954, when he wasn’t serving as president of the
Academy of Medicine of New Jersey, the New Jersey Medico-Legal
Society, and the New Jersey Psychiatric Association—in addition to
holding positions as a board member of the Essex County Mental Health
Association and as parliamentarian of the American Psychiatric
Association while he edited The Journal of the New Jersey Medical
Society and wrote books like The World of Doctor Whatsisname.
This administrator, who preferred to deal with patients
committed to his absolute control, so they could not complain, since he
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could not hack a real medical career, which would have earned real
money, became a proponent of forensic psychiatry, a subspecialty related
to criminology, which encompasses the interface between law and
psychiatry—the very

eld in which Doctor Victoria Zdrok took an

interest as she wrote her doctoral dissertation:

The Effect of Judicial

Instructions on Jury Perception of Defendants’ Refusal To Testify.
That was before she moved over to far more respectable
work as an erotic model, like another of my favorites, a woman placed
in Playboy just for me, Nicole Ferreira, who would give up her career as
a social worker, following her receipt of a master’s degree, to pose
naked, and cybernetically snarly, online, for sites put up by Michael
Stycket and Rob Sims.
According to the American Academy of Psychiatry and the
Law, forensic psychiatry is “a subspecialty of psychiatry in which
scienti c and clinical expertise is applied in legal contexts involving
civil, criminal, correctional, regulatory, or legislative matters, and in
specialized clinical consultations in areas such as risk assessment or
employment,” so it is a natural outgrowth of the psychology used for
mind control that the United States Army pioneered in connection with
World War One.
No wonder, Superintendent Davidson, who lectured on law
and psychiatry at Columbia University, and on legal medicine at the
Medical College of Virginia, while the army fed its soldiers LSD, and
god-knows-what, served as a major in the Army Medical Corps in the
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Paci c during World War Two, and he joined the Veterans
Administration as chief of psychiatry in New Jersey, while, from 1947 to
1954, he headed its program development for psychiatric services in
Washington.
Meanwhile, the head of one of the largest mental hospitals in
the country, where countless people were brainwashed and imprisoned,
mansplained the causes of riots, which happened immediately next
door, where my non-related namesake, Timothy Shelley, had
mysteriously made his fortune, two hundred years earlier, in Newark,
claiming, as he spoke with U.S. News and World Report,
[P]eople who commit crimes of
violence are usually people who are
frustrated or haunted by fear--as,
for example, Macbeth in Shakespeare's
play.
Persons who are neither
frustrated nor haunted by fear would
have little motivation to be
violent....
Now in the case of street
riots, these occur mostly in areas
where the victims of the ghettos in
which they feel [sic] there's no
future, that life is bleak, that
they're frustrated in everything they
do--and then they explode.
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If only guys like this could teach us how to relax, and be healthy, with
the aid of the pharmaceuticals they prescribe, so we could get the help
we need, learn to be less violent, and not take stands against the fascist
regime that funds them.
Doctor Davidson reminds me of the forensic psychologists I
met in family court, like William Whelan, the Director of the Virginia
Child and Family Attachment Center, a principal investigator with
research funding from the National Institutes of Health, the largest
biomedical research agency in the world, who took tens of thousands of
dollars from my daughter’s mother, so he could recommend, in court,
that my three-year-old, who was used to spending one third of the year
with me, should be removed from my care as I would be forced to spend
more money so he could teach me how to be a father—while, for a
special concession, I might see my toddler on a video screen, for an
occasional one-hour period, which “would be a way for them to visit
together.”
Fortunately, I was able to spend tens of thousands of dollars
on a lawyer, himself a con, who humiliated Doctor Whelan in court,
before I inspired an investigation by his licensing board, so Circuit Judge
Jay Swett maintained my rights, and my child grew up within our
family.
The enemy successfully bred me with a French Montgomery,
as they had tried to do, earlier, with a descendant of the illustrious
Neville Family, but they had also tried with a lady who hailed from
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Verona, where the Overbrook Hospital, known as the Bin, stood, as she
descended from the brainwashed assassin who killed President Lincoln,
a distant cousin to the last prime minister of South Africa, P.W. Botha,
who held the line on apartheid before the entire country became a total
shit show.
Joy Booth, with whom they had tried to mate me on the
luciferian holidays of Beltane, and Cinco de Mayo, as described in the
prequel to this book, Playboy’s Progress, did not only descend from
John Wilkes Booth, but she grew up right next to the Bin.
Local residents had no problem with the mental hospital, as
they avoided nearby Newark, home to the riots that resulted in twentysix deaths, and hundreds of serious injuries, where the government sent
tanks into the streets, while the city burned in one of more than one
hundred and fty race riots that hit the United States, in 1967, through
what some would call The Long Hot Summer; but they did have a
problem with the new inhabitants of Kip’s Castle, properly Kypsburg,
which stood on the ridge of First Mountain.
The house, which replicates a mediæval castle, built by my
people, the Normans, has thirty rooms of varying shapes, including
vaulted ceilings, with six ornate

replaces, while its outer walls are

made of local trap rock trimmed with red sandstone, and it sits on ten
acres of ground, with a carriage house almost equally large.
Frederic Ellsworth Kip, a local textile baron, who published
books on tariff laws, built the place, at the Fin de Siècle, before he was
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found dead in the garage, and it went through several owners before
Bhagwan Shree Rajneesh wheeled into town, in one of his eet of RollsRoyces, to buy the castle, while his main operation shifted to one
hundred square miles of ranch, in Antelope, Oregon, soon to be
renamed Rajneeshpuram, where the professionals who made up his
followers would incorporate a town, run a police force, and establish a
school before the federal government brought all its might against a
retired philosophy professor who took our country at its word, while he
sought to practice religious freedom, and make money, moving ten
thousand followers from Poona, India, with a further two hundred
thousand worldwide, who shifted from a diverse operation, with four
hundred centers in many different countries, to their ranch out west.
Ma Anand Sheela had brought the group to the castle, since
she had lived next door, with her husband, for thirteen years, while she
attended Montclair State College, a place considered by the woman they
had placed in my way, before Joy Booth moved on, rst to Scripps, and
then to Tulane.
No one was concerned about the satanists in the area, which
had churches of sixty-seven denominations, but people immediately
began to freak out about the “cult” described in The New York Times,
the mouthpiece of the enemy, which led the targeting of the Rajneeshis,
whom the woman across the street described as good neighbors, while
the group made clear it had no intention of buying more land in New
Jersey.
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The big issue, raised by the prudes, was a one-page
advertisement that Rajneesh ran in Time Magazine, headlined “Sex”—
part of a series of his ads entitled “Love,” “Relationship,” “Seriousness,”
and “Laughter.”
Mind control was at work, and it wasn’t from the so-called
cult that spoke only to retired professionals who felt dissatis ed with an
empty life, while the Rajneeshis were never accused of child abuse, or
sex crimes, unlike the soldiers in our military that rape each other with
objects, while they violate babies in underground facilities, as described
by Cisco Wheeler, whose grandfather’s brother, General Earle Wheeler,
served as Head of Joint Chiefs.
But what would she know about the military?
At the height of the Cold War,

fteen missile bases dotted

New Jersey, while a total of two hundred and sixty- ve lay all over our
country. Strategically positioned to protect Philadelphia and New York,
these batteries formed part of PROJECT NIKE, through which the
MIM-3 NIKE AJAX, the world’s rst surface-to-air missile, or SAM-A-7,
and the greatly improved MIM-14, NIKE HERCULES, or SAM-A-25,
were meant to knock Soviet Tupolev Tu-95 Bombers, or BEARS, from the
sky, as they ew up to six thousand miles without refueling, against the
United States, before the defense projectiles were replaced by LIM-49
NIKE ZEUS missiles as the focus shifted to a nuclear attack using
ICBMs.
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We needed bases to protect us from the Commies, so, at
least, we could blow them to Kingdom Come, while they smashed the
Big Apple, and the banksters lent money to both sides, who took on
increasing national debt, funnelling funds to defense contractors, who
now take part in the War on Terror, as former criminals and spymasters,
like Markus Wolf, the Man without a Face, who ran the East German
Secret Police, set up the Department of Homeland Security to use
Zersetzung techniques against Americans.
The secret use of supposed missile defense systems as
weather weapons, and for microwave harassment, was justi ed by the
Soviet Threat, so people continued to accept otherwise unacceptable
solutions, in response to false

ag attacks, as the conspirators drove

them through a simple psychological principle:

the fear-then-relief

response.
Bell Labs developed the line-of-site anti-aircraft missile
system, used in PROJECT NIKE, as NASA went on to build NIKE
SMOKE, a sounding rocket

red in conjunction with ionospheric

heaters, like the one at the Russian air base, near the Kola Science
Center, at Monchegorsk, used to create the Norwegian Spiral Anomaly,
as the weather weapon caused freak blizzards in connection with
ClimateGate and the United Nations Climate Change Conference, or
COP15, to change the terms of discussion, while the false

ag attack

meant to drive us to the United Nations shifted its focus from the
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harder-to-prove theory of global warming to the loosely de ned threat
of global climate change.
But that’s not all that Bell Labs did, as it developed not only
radio astronomy, lasers, transistors, information theory, and computer
programming languages such as B, C, C++, S, SNOBOL, AWK, and
AMPL—not to mention UNIX—and it provided the research facilities
used by scientists to win nine Nobel Prizes.
They also developed more secret and obvious mind control
technology, as the government used MA BELL not only for things like
PROJECT NIKE but for OPERATION SLEEPING BEAUTY, so it’s no
surprize that the company has merged with NOKIA in support of the
world’s largest radio array, one hundred times bigger than HAARP,
used not only to create weather but for mind control: EISCAT-3D.

Can you hear me now?
but, wait, there’s more....
More than twenty years ago, in connection with the Fourth
Industrial Revolution, Nokia Bell Labs openly developed prototypes of
DNA Machines—otherwise called molecular machines, nanomachines,
or nanites—already implanted in us all, and an important part of the
attack disguised as vaccines, promoted by public schooling, which
forms one of the Ten Planks of the Communist Manifesto, along with
central banking, and progressive income tax, to fund not only the
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military-industrial complex, but also the larger socialized health system,
as Medicare and Medicaid collectively form the largest item in the
national debt, which now consists of thirty trillion dollars, as it grows a
further one million every forty seconds.
When I was

ve years old, Bell Labs listed locations in

Reading, where my mother grew up, in Allentown, where my mother
went to college, in Union, where I grew up, and in Andover, where I
went to boarding school—with eight other locations in New Jersey and
only ten other locations nationwide.
What a coincidence!
Meanwhile, twenty- ve miles to the north of Kip’s Castle,
Overbrook Hospital, and the home of Joy Booth, not to mention the
unfairly defamed Sheela Silverman, of the Rajneeshis, stands Campgaw
Mountain, which, like all ski resorts, contains secrets, as people are
brainwashed in the military bases below, while they attend summer
conferences, and, just north of that are Tuxedo Park and Harriman State
Park, which connect to the great uncle of my old baseball coach, W.
Averell Harriman, who married the famous whore, Pamela Harriman,
while he belonged to Skull and Bones, and the Club of Rome, and his
people not only

nanced Hitler’s war machine, as they rescued the

family of Samuel Prescott Bush, who hailed from New Jersey, but they
worked with Stalin on his Five Year Plans, standing behind the
Communists, the Nazis, and the American Government.
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Did I mention Campgaw Mountain housed a Nike missile
base between 1955 and 1971?
Do you think that bunker was unconnected to others, or is it
more probable that it ties, through tunnels, to other parts of the defense
system that was supposed to sustain a nuclear attack?
And is it such a stretch to think the bunker system, where
Cisco Wheeler describes the rape of children, and the brainwashing of so
many, connects to the hospitals, schools, and castles of New Jersey?
In Mountainside, which I describe as a hub of satanic
activity, in the prequel to this book, Stories When Little, one

nds

another semi-secret base, where Nike Battery NY-73 was nestled into the
luciferian forest, with a crew of more than one hundred personnel, along
with missiles assembled, tested, and stored in three underground
magazines.
But now it is Watchung Stable, which hosts summer camps,
where children are undoubtedly abused, just as they abused me, along
with Marilyn Lange, the Playmate of the Year, at the soccer camp in
Linden.
The ruins of an earlier castle, Foxcroft, look suspicious, as its
owner, Ruth Coles, encountered an apparent string of bad luck, when
the cartel took out her rst husband, Charles Halliwell, with a cerebral
hemorrhage, and then her second husband, William Porter, in a car
crash, from which his doctor thought he would recover, before he died
suddenly and mysteriously in the hospital, all so the conspirators could
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move the property, and the widow’s accumulated wealth, to her third
husband, Warren Van Slyke, who served as Assistant Chief of Naval
Intelligence, while he renamed the castle for himself, travelling on
safaris with his wife, before it sat, apparently empty, for years, atop Fox
Hill, overlooking the skyline of Manhattan, surrounded by Ramapo
Mountain State Forest, only to be burned by vandals.
Moldenke was another castle in Watchung, the hub of
satanic activity described in the prequel to this book, Stories When
Little, next to the home of Laurie Dunn, whom the enemy sought to use
against me, although, like all their plans, that never worked, and
surrounding the home of George Ring, our family friend, buried in
Arlington, and poisoned by the government, who built a wireless
network after he was brainwashed under MK-DELTA.
Moldenke was also known as Elsinore, since the Reverend
Edouard Friedrich Moldenke, who earlier did missionary work, in
Wisconsin, where he lived in a log cabin, surrounded by clouds of
mosquitos, while the Hudson’s Bay Company moved through the area,
and served as pastor of Saint Peter’s Lutheran Church, in New York
City, married a woman named Elise of the Baronial House von
Manteuffel, whose ancestors fought in the Third Crusade under
Emperor Frederick Barbarossa, while she had earlier been prepared as a
Lady-in-Waiting to the Queen of Prussia, before her son gave a variant
of her name to the castle.
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Did I mention the Hudson’s Bay Company is heavily
satanic, or that Manteuffel means man-devil?
The Reverend Edouard Friedrich Moldenke bought land
and a farmhouse on Valley Road, in the luciferian forest, of the
Watchung Mountains, to use as a camp for children, who were
undoubtedly pimped, abused, and brainwashed.
One part of the property contained the Villa, which had
been built about 1706, where Charles Moldenke, an Egyptologist who
translated the hieroglyphics on the side of Cleopatra’s Needle, at the
Metropolitan Museum of Art, had a printing press and a bindery, while
he lived with his son, Harold Norman Moldenke, a botanist whose
career began at the New York Botanical Garden, before he became the
director of the Trailside Nature and Science Center in Mountainside.
The Villa had underground tunnels that connected to the
Castle, a thirty- ve-room fortress with reinforced concrete walls, topped
with battlements copied from Windsor, with secret passageways, and a
dungeon in its cellar, while some said the skeleton was brought over,
block by block, from Europe, and others claimed a one-armed mason
mixed the concrete.
The castle was owned by Richard George Gottlub
Moldenke, who was a renowned metallurgist and a mining engineer, so
he may have dug the tunnels under the property himself.
Large meetings of the Ku Klux Klan were held on the castle
premises so that gun re was exchanged with trespassers on one
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investigate, and a local paper played up the story, building growing
racial tension, only a year after the riots in nearby Newark.
Immediately following the Second World War, somehow, a
research scientist, Doctor Jerome Herrick, alias Jiří Hurych, had the
money to buy the castle, from the Moldenkes, so his family moved in,
while vicious dogs roamed the grounds to keep unwanted visitors away.
The place fell apart, and the Herricks moved out, while
trespassers would break in, on a dare, to nd large wings of the castle,
laden with broken beakers, and row upon row of lab equipment, while a
family crypt had signs over the doors:

RADIOACTIVE
KEEP OUT
Then, the house would be gutted by a re, which destroyed evidence of
god-knows-what, hours before wreckers came to knock it down.
The large entry hall had two chandeliers made up of eight
muskets each, and natural light entered the building not only through a
skylight on the third oor but also through more than one hundred and
fty leaded glass diamond-shaped windows. Suits of armor, helmets,
guns, and trophies of the chase adorned every wall, while a blunderbuss
from the Revolutionary War enjoyed a place of honor. The library held
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occasion, but the police said, predictably, there was nothing to

thousands of books, a museum took up the third story, and the cellar
housed a machine shop, foundry, and laboratory.

Meanwhile, for

mysterious reasons, the fourth oor held a thousand-gallon water tank,
while the house had only one and a half bathrooms.
Did the water tank supply a facility below the castle, which
connected by at least one set of tunnels to the neighboring Villa, while it
had an extensive cellar, which is an unusual feature in a mountain
building?
The higher tower stood sixty feet tall, while the lower tower
had a naval cannon, which the Moldenkes pointed symbolically at the
house belonging to their neighbor, United States Representative Charles
Aubrey Eaton, since Doctor Moldenke, whatever his problems, rightly
saw a greater evil next door.
The congressman, who lived at Sunbright Farm, often
entertained foreign dignitaries, as they came out from New York City.
Indeed, he signed the United Nations Charter, as the organization,
which promotes satanic one world government, established its
headquarters in Manhattan. He served as congressman for twenty-eight
years, while he rose to become Chairman of the Committee on Foreign
Affairs, and he served on the Select Committee on Foreign Aid during
the rebuilding of Europe after World War Two. He helped gain support
for the Economic Cooperation Act of 1948, commonly known as the
Marshall Plan, which paved the way for the Common Market, which
would become the European Economic Union, which would become the
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European Union. Overall, he was a signi cant globalist politician, who
opposed the New Deal, but Presidents Roosevelt and Truman often
sought his counsel on international matters.
Before he became a globalist tool, Doc Eaton lived in Nova
Scotia, whence he moved to Watchung, in order to start a dairy farm,
while he experienced a religious conversion, driven by cybernetics, so
that he became a baptist preacher, whose church John D. Rockefeller
attended before the Rockefellers capitalized the United Nations’
purchase of the land that would become its headquarters.
Doc Eaton became lifelong friends with John D. Rockefeller,
so he introduced his favorite nephew, Cyrus S. Eaton, to the family that
would employ him, while the boy who arrived in Cleveland with ten
dollars in his pockets rose to become one of the world’s richest and most
in uential men.
As he took the sobriquets, Cyrus the Great, and Sly Cy,
Cyrus Eaton founded the Pugwash Thinkers Conference. The RussellEinstein Manifesto had called for a conference to assess the dangers of
nuclear weapons, so Cyrus Eaton nanced and hosted the do. For this,
he earned the Lenin Peace Prize, while he was elected a Fellow of the
American Academy of Arts and Sciences, and the Pugwash Conferences
were later awarded the Nobel Prize for Peace.
As always, the banksters were behind the Commies—so
much so that, later, The New York Times wrote an article, “Eaton Joins
Rockefellers To Spur Trade with Reds,” describing the “plan to
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cooperate in promoting trade between the Iron Curtain countries,
including the Soviet Union,” by The International Basic Economy
Corporation, or IBEC, and Tower International, Inc. IBEC was run by
Richard Aldrich, the grandson of Nelson Aldrich, who established the
Federal Reserve, and Rodman Rockefeller, of the Council on Foreign
Relations, which runs the State Department, as it partnered with N M
Rothschild & Sons of London, while Tower International was run by
Cyrus Eaton’s son and namesake.

So, the partnership between these

families, which supported the Soviets, during the Cold War, just as the
banksters had nanced the Russian Revolution, and the Harrimans had
facilitated the Five Year Plans, spanned the generations.
Rockefeller ran the show, as not only was my grandfather
drugged and brainwashed by Dr. Mengele, in their company facilities at
Reading, but I got similar treatment at the soccer camp, hosted by the
high school, in Linden, where the family who supported the Commies,
the Nazis, and the U.S. Government kept their of ces, and their
re neries, at which many locals worked.
Meanwhile, less exalted members of the family, like
Macdonald Eaton, who grew up in Watchung, and worked as Network
Designer and Charge-Man Scenic Designer for the American
Broadcasting Company, participated in at least two highly classi ed
assignments for the Army Pictorial Service, before he went on to teach at
Tulane, more than one thousand miles away, where Joy Booth, from
Verona, later went to school, while the father of my friend, Blair Hickey,
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also went from Propaganda Of cer, at Fort Benning, where our other
friend, George Ring, of Watchung, trained, to ABC NEWS.
Still, it’s not just the pipeline that got Macdonald Eaton his
top-secret job, but it must have been his grandfather’s support of the
Marshall Plan, since General George Marshall ordered the creation of
the Army Pictorial Service, in connection with Signal Corp Labs, for
which the inept Communist spy, Julius Rosenberg, worked, before Doc
Eaton supported his plan to reshape Europe.
The reshaping of Europe following World War Two was not
the rst of its kind, since the conspirators start world wars, and lesser
wars, in order to redraw maps.

That’s why the American Civil War

resulted in the splitting of Virginia, with a new state, West Virginia,
formed from it, in the middle of the war itself—so the bankers who ran
the trains could pry the coal

elds from the grasp of Virginia’s First

Families. And it’s why the Ottoman Empire was split up, in World War
One, so that British Petroleum could get its hands on the oil in Iraq. But
it’s not just about grabbing resources. As the creation of Israel, as well
as its Arab neighbors, and the deposition and formation of their
governments indicate, it’s also about setting the stage for the next war.
The Congress of Vienna is perhaps one of the most famous
examples, as the map of Europe was redrawn, following Wellington’s
defeat of Napoleon at Waterloo, by Castlereagh, Talleyrand, and
Metternich, so my distant cousin, Lady Shelley, had the privilege of
riding next to her husband’s old friend, time and time again, as they
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reviewed tens of thousands of troops in the company of men like Czar
Alexander, who was born on the Winter Solstice, while his sister had ts
every day, at exactly the same time, on the hour, even when everyone
hid the time from her and changed the clocks so the cause could not
possibly have been psycho-somatic.
I love spending time with Lady Shelley, as I read her diaries,
and she shows a growing sense of morale, tactics, and terrain, to
complement her excellent horsemanship, reviewing sometimes over a
hundred thousand troops, in the company of the man they called the
Savior of the Nations, Europe’s Liberator, touring the eld at Waterloo,
and rendering her opinions on history, while she writes, for example, of
the French Revolution,
What has the Revolution done
for France? Although some abuses have been
removed, the mass of the people are more corrupt
than ever they were before; while the armies of
every European nation are devouring the very
vitals of the State.
As she travelled with her husband, who earned the nickname Howitzer
Shell, through an act of bravery, in the Coldstream Guards, Lady Shelley
spent time not only with Wellington, and the Czar, but as one of the few
gentlewomen to converse at table with the diplomats who reshaped
Europe: Talleyrand, Castlereagh, and Metternich.
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Like all keen observers, Lady Shelley writes in detail of
things she does not understand, so someone else can see the handiwork
of the conspiracy that works behind the scenes.
This is true of Lord Nelson, who shares my birthday,
Michaelmas, as she writes of the incredible change, in his personality,
upon his return from the Illuminist stronghold of Malta, so that he
suddenly became contemptuous of his wife, of whom he had been so
solicitous before, while the programmers destroyed his marriage
through his affair with Lady Hamilton.
And it is true of the Grand Duchess Catherine of Oldenburg,
who exercised an odd power over her brother, Czar Alexander I, while
people regarded her as his “evil genius,” and she had epileptic ts at a
particular time of day, every other day, for the enemy hit her with
microwave harassment.
Before they arrived Lady Pembroke,
sister to the distinguished General Woronzow, told me that
the Grand Duchess’s illness arose from her being confined
with their youngest child at a palace near Moscow while
the city was burning. She has ever since been subject to
these dreadful epileptic fits, which at first were extremely
frequent during the day, but now only seize her on
alternate days at the same hour. Her attendants
endeavoured to deceive her, by putting the clocks forward,
and by procuring the actual person, or thing, she was most
anxious to see at the very time; but hitherto without
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success. Bayley, who is inexorable about ladies’ fancies,
says there is no affectation in this.
It reminds me of my mother’s theories, or the doctors to whom I was
subjected, as to the

ts that struck me

rst when I recovered my

memories of abuse, at age forty-seven, which I know to be due to the
disgusting attacks of the enemy while they use the technology described
in the appendices to this book.
As she describes the local dress of the countries she visited,
and their picturesque landscapes, Lady Shelley writes, too, of humorous
incidents, while she shows real care for others, and an abhorrence of
animal cruelty, vividly depicting everything from mad pillow ghts at
Althorp, later the home of Lady Diana, to pole-vaulting and riding with
her husband, to the time Sir John kicked his friend, George IV, the Prince
Regent, in his royal posterior, making fun of a ridiculous attitude he
took toward his girlfriend.
The Duke of Wellington, who was her dear friend, and her
husband’s, appears in her diaries not only as a near god but as the
world’s kindest man, who plays with children, rides merry-go-rounds,
and shows up in a market cart to a wedding, when his carriage fails, to
give the bride away, while, at another time, his friends tell him to shut
up, and sit down, instead of making a speech—to which he responds
with blushing delight.
When I went to Andover, I wrote my term paper for
European History through Biography on the Iron Duke, as my teacher,
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Miss Murphy, took the old-fashioned approach, eschewed by Count
Tolstoi, of the great man view of history, which, for her, involved great
romances like that of Louis XV and Madame de Pompadour, or
Napoleon and Josephine, so she would have loved Lady Shelley’s
diaries.
I can imagine her asking me of my distant cousin and her
friend,

Do y think they slept togeth ?
I do not, although it is possible, since Lady Shelley’s loyalty to her
husband and her hero-worship of his friend would not have permitted
such a dalliance—something that would have lessened, not increased,
the enchantment of Wellington’s company.
Otherwise, back then, I can say that my teacher did ask me,
of my subject,

What was your favorite quote?

And I can’t remember my answer, but I have a few now.

(wait for it…)
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Once, as he fought in Spain, the Iron Duke overheard a
young brother of cer say,
I am going to dine with Wellington tonight.
The friend of my family spoke bluntly, just as a teacher once
corrected our middle-school class,
Give me at least the prefix of mister before my name.
So, coolly, politely, and intelligently, the gentleman replied,
My Lord, we do not speak of Mister Caesar,
or Mister Alexander,
so why should I speak of Mister Wellington?
As you can guess, Wellington wasn’t modest, so when
someone noted his Irish birth, he compared himself, jokingly or not, to
Jesus, saying,
Just because a man is born in a stable
doesn’t make him a horse.
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Still, though he could be cold and hard, the famous general cared for his
men, weeping, at Waterloo, when he read the list of the dead, and he
told Lady Shelley that winning a battle was almost as bad as losing one.
After Wellington became prime minister, the scum worked
to push him from his place through their engineering of riots, just as
they did the same with Haile Selassie, with Louis XVI, and his
unfortunate wife, Marie Antoinette, and with so many others.
While continental areographers drew the rst maps of Mars,
and the

rst intercity railway opened, between Liverpool and

Manchester, the Swing Riots took place immediately after the creation,
by Sir Robert Peel, FRS, of the Metropolitan Police Force in London,
which was staffed with an obviously masonic number at 3300, while he
served as Home Secretary under the government of his political mentor:
the Iron Duke.
Lord Wellington may have been a hero, but Sir Robert was a
villain, not only establishing the

rst police force but, when he later

became prime minister, helping his pals in the railroads, cutting
protective tariffs, creating an income tax, and promoting free trade,
while he gave the exclusive power to issue paper currency, which could
be backed by government debt, to the scum in the Bank of England.
These moves parallel those of President Wilson, as discussed
in the second volume of this series, Playboy’s Progress, who formed a
fascist police force, in the National Security Agency, while he oversaw
the creation of federal income tax, and the Federal Reserve, which it
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supports, while he cut protective levies through the Underwood Tariff
Act.
Before this happened, Wellington was forced from of ce due
to a series of rural riots, which were kept out of London, creating the
impression that the police had value, and their authority should be
extended, or similar forces set up, outside the city.
Starting in Kent, spreading through Sussex, Hampshire,
Wiltshire, and Berkshire, and across the whole of southern England,
moving up towards the Fens, the Swing Riots raged.
Over a few months, rioters, gathering by plan, destroyed
more than one hundred threshing machines, while farms, barns, and
hay-ricks burned, and the maniacs maimed innocent cows, while
threatening letters were sent to farmers, clergymen, and magistrates,
signed by Captain Swing.
Wellington himself received a threat, recalling the
assassination of Spencer Perceval, the prime minister who was shot in
the House of Commons, only eighteen years before, at which he scoffed,

They can try, but they will not do it.
It is not so easy to kill a man.
Sensibly, the Iron Duke took precautions, as he had faced many
assassination plots before, keeping pistols in his carriage, and securing
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his home, in London, Apsley House, which mobs would attack the
following year.
Sixty percent of the disturbances were concentrated in the
South, but riots did not hit the Midlands, where the real machinery lay,
as workers were oppressed in potteries, coal mines, and iron mills, but
they decimated counties held by Tories while they spared property held
by Whigs.
Nearly two thousand rioters were brought to trial, and it
turned out a lot of them were not even farm-workers but artisans,
shoemakers, carpenters, wheelwrights, blacksmiths, and cobblers,
whose labor had been completely unaffected by the introduction of
horse-drawn threshing machines.
The rioters did not state political grievances, as they
demanded higher wages, since these had gone down from the rise of
farm machinery combined with the return of soldiers, from the
Napoleonic Wars, who now sought rural employment, creating an
increase in the supply of labor; but while Tory landowners actually
expressed sympathy for the movement, England’s eventual response
was not to help the farm laborers but rather to reform its constitution
and to change its government, while the new boys in charge promised to
help, investigated the causes, and did absolutely nothing.
Wellington refused to make constitutional changes, aside
from those he had already made to accommodate religious dissenters, so
his government was defeated by the Whigs, who supported free trade,
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and opposed tariffs, while they oppressed workers, and Earl Grey
became the new prime minister with Lord Melbourne as Home
Secretary.
As the constitution was reshaped, in the Reform Act 1832,
Lord Melbourne would nd a chance to use the police only three years
later, in the thirty-third year of the nineteenth century, at Cold Bath
Fields.
It was the rst chance to really use the out t, when a public
meeting, advertised a week before, of the National Union of the
Working Classes, was held at the Calthorpe Estate.

As The Times

reported the event,
The police furiously attacked
the multitude with their staves, felling every person
indiscriminately before them; even the females did not
escape the blows from their batons—men and boys were
lying in every direction weltering in their blood and calling
for mercy.
Sergeant John Brooks and Police Constable Redwood were stabbed, as
they tried to wrest a

ag from a demonstrator, and no one saw what

happened to Constable Robert Culley, who staggered into a local pub,
with blood pouring from his chest, to die moments later. The coroner’s
jury returned a verdict of justi able homicide on the grounds that the
crowd had not been ordered to disperse, under the Riot Act, and the
“conduct of the police was ferocious, brutal, and unprovoked by the
people.”

George Fursey was also acquitted as to the stabbing of the
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since, like the juries, magistrates knew the pigs were garbage, and they
protected the rights of the people.
The use of the Swing Riots, led by a shadowy gure, Captain
Swing, to overturn a government, and to effect radical constitutional
change, which led to the use of the newly created police to protect
industrial interests, while the demands of the rioters were ignored, reeks
of conspiracy, a false

ag attack, much like the engineered global

nancial panic that ensured the election of Barack Hussein Obama II, as
president, while the half-white war monger, who was awarded the
Nobel Peace Prize for the color of his skin, did absolutely nothing to
reform the banks then deemed too big to fail, and so bailed out, at the
taxpayers’ expense, only now to become bigger.
The Swing Riots may recall the Sepoy Mutiny, through
which control of India was wrested from the East India Company, and
given to the government, exactly one hundred years after the Battle of
Plassey, as they also recall other political and economic uses of riots such
as those in Newark, New Jersey, to wrest control of the city from whites
and give it to a small group of blacks, who betray others of their race,
just as the British, who engineer these riots, through the Tavistock
Institute, with the help of the Central Intelligence Agency, and its
af liates, have taken Africa from the hands of responsible whites, who
did not take orders, and placed it in the hands of tin-pot dictators.
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other cops. So the police were curbed by the courts, to some extent,

Newark was not only the home of the riots, plotted at
Overbrook, but it was the airport from which I

ew to England, and

back, for two years, as I went to Cambridge University, and continued to
visit my girlfriend, Charlotte, and it was also the airport in which
Lorraine Olivia, a Playmate, who happened to be black, was based while
she served as a stewardess for United Airlines. As they placed her in the
issue immediately following Alison Armitage, who looked just like my
classmate, Lilith von Foerster, and a half a year before the copy with
Saskia Linssen, who looked just like my girlfriend, Charlotte Large, the
enemy thought the negress would attract me, as she posed nude but for
her uniform jacket, hat, and gloves, so the periodical played up her
presence on ights.
Frequent fliers, take note:
The skies have never before been quite this
friendly. Meet Miss November, Lorraine Olivia,
flight attendant aboard United Airlines. When
she suggests that you fasten your seat belt low
and snug across your lap, listen up….
She applied to United in
the fall of 1989, and to her surprise (but certainly
not ours), she whisked through the group
interviews, public-speaking tests, role-playing
exercises and one-on-one interrogations to join
the high-flying world of flight attendants. Now
she is yet another good reason to visit Newark,
New Jersey: That’s her flight base. Those of you
reading this magazine in flight may want to take
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another look around the cabin. Locate all flight
attendants and determine if any matches the
photos included here. If so, you may begin to
feel lightheaded.
Press your call button;
perhaps Miss November will assist you with an
oxygen mask.
This appeared as I ew not only to and from England, through Newark,
but back and forth, on a regular basis, to and from my school in
California, changing planes in the hubs of Chicago, Denver, and Dallas,
but I never looked for her, nor did I feel any attraction to any black
woman, nor to any stewardess.
The blacks I noticed were burning down their own
neighborhood, in the Los Angeles Riots, because a jury acquitted four
members of the Los Angeles Police Department of using excessive force
when they beat Rodney King, repeatedly and severely, after a highspeed car chase.

King was a convicted felon, who had previously

threatened a local store owner with an iron bar, and beaten the Korean
with a blunt instrument, before

eeing the scene, but the State of

California had let him out of jail, early, after he served only one year.
When the of cers who had arrested and beaten the man were acquitted,
the blacks went crazy, killing sixty-three people, and injuring more than
two thousand, while they destroyed one billion dollars worth of
property, and attacked remen who tried to put out the blaze with axes.
Koreatown was hit hardest of all, as the darkies turned on
the gooks. The police blocked roads leading from the area into wealthy
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white neighborhoods, while an of cial defense line was set up around
Beverly Hills, and Korean shop-owners, who maintained small
businesses not deemed worthy of police protection were left to their
own devices. Those were considerable, as open gun battles appeared on
television, with the Asian-Americans blasting away with M1 Carbines,
Ruger Mini-14s, shotguns, and assorted pistols, so they forced the retreat
of the looters. Curfews were imposed, and a state of emergency was
declared, but these measures meant nothing without the police to
enforce them, so, as more than two thousand mom-and-pop stores were
destroyed, roughly half of the economic damage done to the town was
in icted on Koreans.
This in response to the beating of a black felon by white
police because the blacks felt the Koreans, who worked and owned
businesses, did not treat them with respect.
Admittedly, there was a Latin-American element to the race
riots, as one third of the people killed, one third of the businesses
destroyed, and one half of the twelve thousand arrested were Latino,
but people in established Latino communities, like East L.A., looked
down on the ones involved as nothing but chusma.
Unlike the blacks, the Latins did not band together to defend
criminal elements who happened to share a similar racial, ethnic, or
cultural pro le, but they had standards, and they weren’t hypocritical
like the toms that pass for niggers.
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The riots would catapult Bill Clinton, a rapist hillbilly
educated at Oxford, by the English, into the White House, who told us
he felt our pain, while he defeated Ross Perot, who withdrew from the
race, clearly because of a threat from the Deep State, while blacks, voting
in easily manipulated blocks, for the Democratic Party, which might
have felt their pain but did nothing to ease their plight, turned against
the man who opposed free trade, because the independent candidate,
Ross Perot, addressed a group of them as “you people.”
George Bush was the Republican candidate, a former
Director of Central Intelligence, from a satanic family, who had secretly
run the Reagan White House, for eight years, after CIA put a bullet in
the president, shot by a brainwashed assassin, in a failed coup, and then
reigned, formally, as president, for four years, but with the independent,
Ross Perot, making a successful challenge, the New World Order could
not afford to play its usual games, backing each of the two parties, as
they did, in 2004, when Bush’s worthless son, whose administration
would be run by the criminal, Dick Cheney, ran against his fraternity
brother, John Kerry, who would commit war crimes of his own, as both
candidates, undoubtedly rich, as they passed for white, and human,
belonged to Skull and Bones.
Given George Bush’s previous targeting of blacks, through
the phony drug war, in which CIA moved crack into the hood, as
exposed by the heroic white journalist, Gary Webb, whose death by two
bullets was ruled suicide, he was the one who had to go, so Bill Clinton
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could make a stand against Ross Perot, so it was easy to have the scum,
whose family hailed from New Jersey, as it passed for Texan, make
statements against the rioters, which would lose the vote of foolish
whites who felt guilt for the color of their skin.
United States Representative Ron Paul, who had run for
president, for the Libertarian Party, framed the issue in his mailed
newsletter, in a special issue focussing on racial terrorism:
Order was only restored in L.A.
when it came time for the blacks to
pick up their welfare checks three days
after rioting began.... What if the
checks had never arrived? No doubt,
the blacks would have fully privatized
the welfare state through continued
looting. But they were paid off, and
the violence subsided.
No wonder, unlike his son, Doctor Paul never got to serve as senator,
although others would regard him as the intellectual godfather of the
Tea Party Movement, which opposed the half-white war monger, Barack
Hussein Obama II, who won the Nobel Prize for Peace, solely for the
color of his skin, while the Tea Party fought, as scal conservatives, who
sought to reduce our slavery to the international bankers, and they
argued against the criminal intervention of our military in the affairs of
foreign countries.
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Under George Bush, we would see the intervention of the
military in Los Angeles—not just the intervention of the military,
overseas, in places like Libya, under Barack Obama, and Hillary Clinton,
as they gang-raped Colonel Gadda , with objects, and they stole one
hundred and fty tons of his gold, while he campaigned for a United
Africa that would use a gold standard for its currency, as he refused to
take dollars for oil, or to bank with the owners of the English, the
Rothschild Family, xing the issuance of currency to precious metal in
order to stop the hidden tax of in ation.
Colonel Gadda looked after his people, in Africa, just as the
White South Africans, whose republic was destroyed shortly before and
after the riots, had provided their blacks with the highest standard of
living for any people on the dark continent, and Haile Selassie had ruled
Ethiopia before the English staged riots in his country, as they smeared
him through the British Broadcasting Company, so that the emperor was
gang-raped with objects and his body tossed in a latrine.
Under Colonel Gadda ’s leadership, Libyans enjoyed an
excellent standard of living.

They received free electricity, free

healthcare, and interest-free loans. The government paid for half your
car, and it supplied you with cheap gas. Unemployed Libyans received
the average salary for their profession in bene ts. Newlyweds got the
equivalent of

fty thousand dollars to buy a home, mothers got

ve

thousand dollars on the birth of a child, and citizens got a percentage of
oil sales. But that’s not what the puppet-masters want.
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So they promote fake racial sensitivity, and tell us they care,
while they control the media, which started the L.A. Riots, through
irresponsible coverage of the Rodney King beating, and which
contributed to the fall of White South Africa, and which caused the fall
of the Solomonic Dynasty in Ethiopia, while it painted the leader of
Libya as a terrorist, so Hillary Clinton cracked jokes, and sounded
tough, about the violation of its leader’s body with a bayonet.
NATO did it, just as they committed horri c crimes in Iraq,
Afghanistan, and Yemen. So, in Libya, eight thousand prisoners were
held without trial, as people were tortured and killed in detention, and
the North Atlantic Treaty Organization sponsored the ethnic cleansing of
Tawerga. While the death toll in Libya was under two thousand before
NATO intervened, NATO killed thirty thousand people, including
thousands of civilians, in the six months after it showed up with a
mandate, to protect civilians, from the United Nations. In Libya, NATO
refused to investigate or even acknowledge the deaths of dozens of
children who were killed in seven separate bombing raids on nonmilitary targets, while Human Rights Watch released a report on their
murder.

And, after Gadda ’s murder and gang-rape by “soldiers”

sponsored by NATO, Libya fell into the grip of rival warlords, so
militias fought each other. The government installed by NATO clamped
down on freedom of speech, disquali ed election candidates who
criticized its crimes, and gave legal immunity to criminals like the ones
that gang-raped Colonel Gadda with objects.
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In this environment, American Consul Christopher Stevens
was gang-raped with objects, and murdered, in an incident staged by
NATO, and the scum worked to discredit the heroic reporter, Lara
Logan, of South Africa, who was gang-raped with objects, in Egypt, as
CIA strove to sexualize an assault staged on the satanic holiday of
Lupercalia, and fully reported on the satanic holiday of May Day,
Beltane, or Walpurgisnacht, the same day they killed Osama bin Laden,
whose death was reported that night, by Lara Logan, although it fell the
next day, in Pakistan, because of time-zone differences, while Mrs.
Logan investigated the attack against Consul Stevens that occurred on
September Eleventh.
Back in the day, I was falling for it, as I nished my rst year,
applying for permission to proceed in the doctoral program, while I
wrote my term paper on my favorite play, Coriolanus, which I had seen
in London, with my girlfriend, Charlotte, as the work concerns riots in
the early Roman Republic, so I wanted law and order to contain the
blacks, which didn’t happen in Africa, but, at least, in Los Angeles,
thirteen thousand federal troops moved in to occupy the city.
The

x was in, as the blacks were manipulated by their

masters, and the whole thing was riddled with satanic markers. The
riots occurred on the luciferian quarter day of Walpurgisnacht, Beltane,
or May Day, and they keyed to incessant airing, on television, of a select
part of Rodney King’s beating, which happened on the third day of the
third month, while exactly thirteen days later a Korean shopkeeper,
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Soon Ja Du, was let go, with a suspended sentence, for shooting a black
girl, Latasha Harlins, in the back of the head. Of cers Wind, Briseno,
and Powell, who faced charges, hit King with exactly thirty-three blows
and seven kicks, so there were further signals in his attack, which, like
the riots themselves, stopped with thirteen thousand soldiers, was
arranged by the freemasons.
There were gang signs all over the place, but they didn’t
belong to the Bloods or the Crips….
The mood of the country was caught a year later, in Falling
Down, which started by showing a man tired of the bullshit, in Los
Angeles, but ended by painting him as a psycho out to kill his wife and
daughter, stopped by a determined policeman, while the plot betrayed
what could have been a real point.
And, so, we got the message, from Hollywood, that the real
people we needed to watch out for were white divorced family men
with short hair cuts….
One year before the second arrest of Rodney King, a
beautiful Playboy Playmate, Roberta Vasquez, appeared with G. Gordon
Liddy, in a lm, Street Asylum, that suggests the driving force behind
not only the riots that have occurred in so many places but the masonic
numbers of kicks and blows delivered by the police who attacked the
speeding felon.
Street Asylum takes place in Los Angeles, where renegade
cops

ght law-breaking lowlifes, in the STRIKE SQUAD, or Scum-
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Quelling Assault Urban Division—only the cops have electronic mind
control devices implanted in their bodies, to make them violent, just like
the stuff I describe in the appendices to this book.
Doubtless the lm, by Gregory Dark, a porn director, was an
effort to move the beautiful Roberta Vasquez into pornographic videos,
as it formed only part of the attack against her. With Patty Duffek, and a
bevy of other Playmates, this lady had acted in lms by Andy Sidaris,
like The Picasso Trigger, Guns, Fit To Kill, Do or Die, and Hard Hunted,
the kind of stuff parodied by my classmate, Jane Ainbinder, who gave
Paz de la Huerta her start in Nail Polish, in which she made fun of me,
as she described our teenage years, when she wasn’t directing Blondes
Have More Guns. But, now the scum tried to edge Roberta Vasquez
over to the dark side, just as they had led Victoria Zdrok to pose for
Penthouse, through an oddly mainstream

lm, full of satanic cartel

signalling, from a producer of smut, since they hoped the connection
between the beautiful female lead, Roberta Vasquez, and the disgusting
shitboy, Gregory Dark, would send her in the wrong direction.
Thank God she didn’t, nor would she ever, since I hate to see
a Playmate gone bad, but Roberta lives forever in her pictorial, ring her
sidearm, in uniform at the range, or lifting weights, an unusual activity
for a woman in the eighties, red sling-shot, pulled open to reveal her
massive breasts, big black bush spilling over her suit, tall body, strong
and heavy, covered with sweat, or cooling off in the shower, where I
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sometimes visit, but never with my lady in her karate-gi or her police
uniform, which would seem disrespectful.
Playmate Roberta Vasquez had grown up in a conservative
household in the Ramona Gardens Projects in East Los Angeles, which
made her a natural for an appearance in Cheech and Chong’s silly rock
video:

“Born in East L.A.”

Spanish was not spoken in her home,

although she would learn it on her own dime, as she went to Acapulco.
Like Patty Duffek, she seemed an unlikely person to pose naked, as the
straight-laced lady earned a black belt, in karate, before she worked as a
security guard, in a department store, showing compassion for the
shoplifters, who were mere children, before she served as an of cer for
the California State Police.

She quit on a Friday, after she posed for

Playboy, and she thought she would return to college, but then the
phone rang, as Hugh Hefner offered her a job in Acapulco, on Monday,
only three days later. Soon, she would have a baby, and, as a single
mother, she had to turn down jobs, since she always did the right thing
for her son. The beautiful woman said,
This business is really hard. You get
a job for three months and then there is
nothing….
It is hard to get your professional and
personal life balanced out. My baby is young,
which means all the regular worries of
motherhood. Being a single mother makes it
harder. I have had to turn down jobs because of
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conflicts. But, in that case, my baby always
comes first.
So they played the same game with her, as they did with me, using job
offers, with jobs that didn’t last, in attempts to thwart my earning
capacity, while I stood, stalwart, a single parent, by my child.
Still, she made it, joking about the bad rôles she had to take,
appearing in Let’s Get Harry, with Robert Duvall, and playing opposite
Clint Eastwood, in The Rookie, as she moved on from the Ramona
Gardens Projects, in East Los Angeles, a hotbed of gang activity, and
drug sales, which its residents kept squeaky clean, free of graf ti, while
she never looked behind or sunk to the enemy’s level.
I grew up just like that. I grew up
with nothing.
My mother had five kids on
welfare and didn’t know what she was going to
do. We lived in the Ramona Gardens Projects in
East Los Angeles. I knew many times what it was
to go hungry or to go next door because they
had beans and tortillas and we had nothing. I
can understand not having clothes or shoes for
school. I can remember getting a box of crayons
wrapped in tissue paper, and that was Christmas.
It makes me glad that I recently became a Secret Santa, through my gym,
to a ten-year-old, from South of the Border, who loves to exercise with
her family, and wants to grow up to be a policewoman, so I gave her
wished-for presents: a bicycle and swimming lessons.
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BOOK FOUR: UNDER THE BRIDGE
Almost a year before the riots in Los Angeles, in the summer,
before I went to graduate school, I wept uncontrollably, in my bedroom,
at the existence of rape in the world, traumatized by the attack against
Charlotte, and the events in Africa, an attitude that would soon morph
into hatred, and furious opposition, as I felt shock and outrage at the
rape of tens of thousands of women in Bosnia, staged as a false ag by
NATO, to justify its continued existence, not to mention the lawlessness
in California.
The enemy was slamming me with microwave harassment,
trying to make me assault my girlfriend, in connection with the
lookalike, Saskia Linssen, placed in Playboy just for me, and trying to
make me fantasize about revenge rape against blacks, to whom I was
not the least attracted, through their arrangement of the riots in Kenya,
but I was having none of it, so their plans, as usual, back red.
I began to view Playboy with suspicion and dislike, which
was bad news for the enemy, especially as they tried to place lookalikes
to the programmer called Margaret, in the magazine, working to put me
on top of her body, while they broke into my house, took me from my
bed, and drugged me, saying she was this or that other person. They
wanted to use her to entrain me to rape, and they thought they could do
this if I lusted after skinny blondes and they put us in the sack. Before
they had failed, as they projected an image of Playmate Rebekka
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Armstrong, onto my visual cortex, using the technology described in the

appendices to this book, when the fool, Rick Creole, impersonating a
colonel in the British South Africa Police, who had fought in the
Rhodesian Bush War, did business with my father’s company, giving
him the excuse to come to lunch with Margaret, who purported to be his
wife. And they would fail, and fail again, in the years to come, since,
every time they achieved even some measure of success, they would lie
about where they stood and go for something different, bigger, and
impossible to get.
On my

ight home from England, I picked up the latest

Playboy, and I loved it, since it had a pictorial recalling the happy times
in California, only a couple months earlier, a year before the riots hit:

California Blondes:
The Girls of Summer
This featured Sandra Wild, lanky and lofty, poolside,
squeezing lemon-juice, on her long

axen hair, and Barbie Ford,

standing, regal and naked, wearing only a pair of Ray-Bans, while the
sun shone against her skin, her bush glittering like gold, curvy thighs
and hips, as she embodied its re.
But then I felt con icted since I hated the red stiletto heels
that were Sandra’s only attire—how uncomfortable those pinchy
symbols of oppression must be, and how ridiculous when any normal
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person would have walked barefoot when naked—not to mention the
disparaging word, girls, used to describe women, which hit me again
and again, as the imbeciles told me, by voice to skull, to focus on a word
in the title.
They meant California, because they wanted me to scrap my
plans to earn a doctorate, driving me back to my old friends, from
Pomona, like my room-mate, Scott Patten, who worked as a grip, and
later a best boy, on many

lm sets, while others from our class also

worked in Hollywood.
But I heard not “California Girls,” which they intoned again
and again, and again, by voice-to-skull, using the technology described
in the appendices to this book, something they thought would draw me
back west, but, rather, again and again, and again, the insult, girls,
putting down the women I desired.
The issue with the California Girls was immediately
preceded by another that had a lookalike to my old girlfriend, Wendy
Johnson, who hailed from the same town in Washington State, as
Playmate Cherie Witter, whom they had put in Playboy, to resemble my
classmate, Kristin Herbster, so the enemy tried to remind me of the
woman with whom I had
Cambridge, for Charlotte.

rst had sex, breaking up with her, in
Three years before, they had placed Helle

Michaelsen, in Playboy, as a lookalike to Wendy Johnson, but now they
positioned Wendy Kaye, a second lookalike to Wendy Jay, before me,
with what I regarded as a perfect view of her privates, since they
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recalled those of Kerri Kendall, whom I would never leave behind, as
the lady’s soft and lovely bush barely revealed her outer labia, while she
faced the camera head-on.
Since I had left England, and Charlotte, and I was about to
strike into the dif cult unknown of graduate school, the message was to
return to California, or to go to Washington, where old friends, an old
girlfriend, and who knows what hot Betties could be found—all so they
could wreck my future, putting me in a temporary job, and taking me
out of the running for the doctorate I use, today, to teach college courses.
This would never happen, not only because I had a real aim,
and I had set my sights on an academic career, but I was more with
Charlotte than ever. In the words of G.K. Chesterton,
It is not that some things
are too sad to love, and some things are too glad
not to love; but, when you love a thing, its gladness
is a reason to love it, and its sadness is a reason to
love it more.
My girlfriend didn’t need me the way I thought she did, since she had
suffered a brief sexual assault, in which she quickly defeated her
attacker, by smashing his balls, more than two years earlier; but, in my
mind, I could not possibly abandon her, and I loved the woman, and
needed her companionship more than ever.
I was extremely self-involved, not considering the needs of
my survivor lady, at all, in a way I would later know to do, with my

fi

197

become less sel sh.
And I also learned to reject the moral relativism that my
college had promoted, through so-called literary theory, and multiculturalism, as I would form friendships with conservative students, at
Virginia, while I took classes from old-historicists,

ghting the good

ght in the Culture Wars.
Suddenly, I recalled the rape of a fellow classmate, about
which I had learned, immediately before I left Pomona, and I grew
troubled by a threat to our house guest, Frauke Lobin, as we walked the
streets of Philadelphia, in broad daylight, when a scumbag, with his
pals, walked up next to us, and said,

Hey, Baby….
Not to mention street trash, in England, that had similarly walked
behind a woman, on a crowded street, making lewd comments, and
saying,

YOU KNOW SHE WANTS IT.
Later, I would watch Rob Roy, where I walked out of the
theater, immediately, because of the rape scene, and rst I would watch
Thelma and Louise, with an attempted rape in a parking lot, when a
nice lady just wanted to step out of her shell, and I cheered when the
protagonist blew him away with her sidearm, but I was deeply
disturbed, blaming myself, not only for failing to take a stand, and
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daughter’s mother, but, at the same time, I had started a journey to

understand, but unfairly beating myself up for my own healthy
sexuality.
The enemy was about to lose me entirely; and,
uncharacteristically, they could almost see it, so they scrambled, and,
just as they had placed women in Playboy, for years, hoping to
manipulate me, now they would place not only more ladies but also
articles aimed at yours truly.
It was at this time that the scum, Rick and Margaret, broke,
again, into my house, drugging and hypnotizing me, in programming
sessions that I would not remember for years.
“We’re gonna lose him if we don’t give him something.”
“All right, ne. What does he like?”
“Tim, listen to me. What do you like in a woman? What do
you like in Playboy?

What do you like about it?

Do you like the

articles?”
“No, I like naked women. Articles are bullshit.”
“All right. I’m going to give you what you want.”
“You mean what you want.”
“Yeah. What we want. I’m going to give you Playmates, but
you have to do something for me.”
I cannot remember what the female subhuman said, at this
point, but I fought, harder and harder, as they sought to send me to
rape, and I spoke back, through a hypnotic fog of drugs….
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I won't do it.
I won't rape Charlotte.
I won't rape anyone.
I remember what happened….
I remember what you did.
You threatened our children.
The children we will never have.
I'm going to get you for this, you bitch.
Goddamn it.
That's rape talk.
No. I'm sorry.
I didn't mean that.
You know what I mean.
I'm going to do something to you and Mr. Creole.
No. That's rape talk.
I won't do it.
I won't give in.
You'll never make me.
You won't get away with this.
I need to tell someone.
I need to do what the other woman said.
I need to stop you somehow.
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I'm going to write a book.
I'm going to expose you.
I need to read more first.
I need to read more literature.
I need to know what I'm doing.
I need to read all the books.
Then I'll have it.
I'll have the tools.
I'll have the tools to fight you.
It will be a great work of literature.
It will be political, but it will be right wing.
I'm going to stop you.
I will expose this evil, but I need to read more first.
There was no way I was not going to continue my studies, as
I moved on to become a professor, and there was no way I was going to
give in, and there was no way I was not going to ght back.
The harder they pressed, the harder I fought, and all the
drugs did was submerge my memory, unlike the usual effect of
hyoscine, which, as described in the appendices to this book, is to
weaken the will, so the degenerate confessed, to her accomplice, her
complete inability to control her subject.
“I don’t know what to do with him.”
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“Tell him to read the articles or something.”
“Okay. Fine. But we need to wrap this up. He’s coming
around. He’s taking over my mind. I can’t handle him alone, and you
can’t either. Let me out of here. Let me go, and I’ll help you.”
And, so, her voice came through the haze….

Read the articles, Tim.
Keep reading articles.
Buy new Playboys.
It's not pornography: it’s erotica.
Like you told me.
It’s not dirty: it’s clean.
Charlotte said dirty once.
I liked the way she said it.
It was funny.
It was aristocratic.
She didn't mean it like you.
She didn't mean it as you do.
You scum.

That kaffir did it.

You fucking scum.

That nigger I mean.

You raped her.

You and this bastard here.
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I'll get you.
I'll get you.
I'll get you for this, you bitch.
And so I faded out, going in circles, objecting to my attacks
against the scum, as rape talk, the kind of stuff I had heard from the
subhuman coward, again and again, and again, through the years, as the
shitboy raped the female helper he owned, pulling her hair, destroying
her, inch by inch, while she obediently performed every one of the tasks
that he could not accomplish.
That’s how the trash destroy their own effectiveness, while
their best workers, and what passes for intelligence among them,
occupy the lowest positions in their hierarchy, and have the least
in uence on their tactics and strategy.
These abusive bitches are no different from their masters:
they are victims, of rape, who continue to be so, while they rape others.
It’s no wonder they never have anything, or get anywhere,
and, on the off chance they do, they instantly blow it, making their own
situation worse.
They don’t stand a chance against the sleepers—let alone
people who know.
But still they try, as they give up on everything in their lives,
so, back then, somehow, they got me ‘round, and, under the in uence of
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the truth serum, combined with hypnosis, I described the ideal qualities
of a Playmate.
“Someone with a large bush. Like Patty. Like Miss Duffek, I
mean. Gorilla woman. Like before. But you can’t see her labia. Only
the one shot. Only on her hands and knees. That’s where you can see
her lovely privates. Taking her from behind. Riding her gently. So
deep. I’ve never done that with a woman.”
“What are you talking about? You’ve had sex before. First
there was Wendy. Then there was Charlotte. You’ve had lots of sex.
You’ve had more sex than us. You’ve had the real thing. What do you
mean? You’ve never done that with a woman?”
“From behind. Kneeling from behind. Charlotte did that
once, but it didn’t work. It felt comfortable, but we never returned to it.
It’s always missionary.”
“You want her ass? You want to fuck her ass?”
“No, you pervert. Don’t you know how to have sex? What
are you, a homo or something?”
“He likes the position, Rick. It’s the only time he saw Patty’s
pussy lips.”
“Her labia, woman.

Her labia.

You talk like a common

harlot.”
“Jesus, what are we going to do with him?”
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“We’ll give him what he wants.

Tim, is there a Playmate

where you could see her all wet?”
“What do you mean, you deviant? Her outer labia. This
isn’t Penthouse. If I wanted that, I would read Hustler or something.”
“Fine. That. Is there a time you saw a woman’s pussy and
really liked it? In Playboy? Or elsewhere?”
“Her vulva. It’s called her vulva, you prostitute.”
“Fine. Her vulva. Her . . . what did you call them?”
“Her labia, fool, you fucking pleb.”
“We need to put him out, and bring him back. Tell him I’m
someone else. He sees through me. I can’t hang with him. I can’t pull
this off. They talk different from us.”
The male degenerate tried to put me under, but it didn’t
work. At this point, I would respond only to the woman’s voice—and
that barely.
Eventually, I heard her count,
One…. Two…. Three….
All right. You’re back.
Tell me what you said before.
Tell me what you look for in a Playmate shoot….
“Her wool. Her fur. Her soft bushy privates. My thing
against her thing. Her body. Give her to me.”
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“No. You need to tell me what you see. Tell me about your
favorite.”
“Patty Duffek?”
“No. Not Patty. Someone else.”
“Dona Speir?”
“Where did you see her?”
“She’s in the same issue as Patty,” I said—something that
was not true, since she came an issue later, in the back pages, reclined
against a palm tree, her large shaggy ash-blonde muff on display, all
beachy and tropical, as I misremembered pictures by a single month, but
that was not the photo I remembered, for I dreamed of the slender
woman I had ridden, gently stroking, tracing her sides, standing, from
behind—while she leaned forward, one knee up, on a folding wooden
chair that would have certainly collapsed, tipped, or skittered
awkwardly across the oor, had we actually employed this position—
having sex every morning, before I hopped a ight back to California,
for four years, as an oddly kept tradition, after I bought the newsstand
special, Holiday Girls, in 1987, at an airport.
But they didn’t like Dona Speir, who appeared with Patty
Duffek, and Roberta Vasquez, in icks like Savage Beach, Hard Ticket To
Hawaii, or The Picasso Trigger—not to mention Fit To Kill, Guns, Hard
Hunted, Do or Die, or Click: The Calendar Girl Killer.
“That’s no good. We need another. And not Alana Soares
either.”
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bandstand. I take her from behind. Just like Laurie Carr. She’s good.
But this one is far better. I can’t see anything. She never shows her
bush. Her conical nipples. Her slender body. Her axen hair. Long
axen hair.”
“What’s her name?”
“Sandra Wild. I want her so badly. I want to see her bush. I
want to make love to her.

She looks kind of like the other.

Lisa

Matthews. You told me to like her. You made her Playmate of the Year,
so I would see her again. Oops. I’m not supposed to remember that. I
didn’t like her at rst. I didn’t like her at Cambridge. She looks like
Tanya. But this one is different. Sandra Wild. Sandra Wild. Sandra
Wild.”
Through the fog, I heard words oating….
What does she look like again?
“Who?”
“Sandra Wild, God damn it! Sandra Wild! Come on! Help
me here. I want you to see her. Tell me what you see.”
“Slender. Pretty. Kind of bitchy like her. Conical nipples,
slender hips, but no bush. Two shots really. One sitting up. Facing me.
The other crosswise across the page. It takes two pages to show her
lanky body. That’s how long she is.”
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“I found one who looks like you. Kind of like Dona at the

something about that.”
And, sure enough, Sandra Wild would turn up in Girls of
Summer, the following year, with her lovely bush on display, as she
continued to prepare her hair, for lightening by the sun, squeezing a
second lemon upon it.
This would drive me crazy, because, after the magic shot, the
same woman would appear, again and again, and again, in Playboy’s
Newsstand Specials, never again to show her bush. What the hell was
the problem? The woman who enchanted me, about whom I obsessed,
although her face was really not that attractive, plainly had no problem
getting naked for the camera, but, though I launched on an argosy to
nd her golden

eece, the lady’s aureate wool would never appear

again in my favorite magazine.
Then, nine years later, when I lived, on Marlbrook Farm, in
the bottom of the Shenandoah Valley, surrounded by the George
Washington National Forest, looking south for

fty miles, over the

twisted ribbon of the Blue Ridge, I turned on my new DirectTV, on the
day of my thirty- rst birthday, as I began my later career in law school,
to watch the only erotic video available on demand, and the only one I
ever watched on that system, which, in those days, would start at a
speci c time. It was around four o’clock in the afternoon, and there she
was….
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“All right. Sandra Wild. Make a note. We’re going to do

Sandra Wild,
tw ling naked,
h l ely bush,
m e display than ev ,
so I immediately recognized the object of my fantasy, and popped a
videotape in the recorder to make a copy.
But I almost never watched the show: it was too late.
Two years after my return from England, and one year after
both Sandra Wild and Barbie Ford would reappear in Girls of Summer, I
would nd myself working a summer job, at the University of Virginia,
where my boss was named Sandra, her intermediary was Bob, and Bob’s
girlfriend was Barb, while Sandra was mildly bitchy and both ladies
were blonde.
Bob, Barb, and I would maintain an occasional friendship
until I earned my doctorate, as we attended dinner parties at each
other’s houses, in the country, barbecuing burgers, chicken, or lamb,
drinking pinot noir, and playing with the Jack Russell of the friends for
whom they house-sat, when, one time, I returned, to be followed by a
police car, for several miles, along the Rock sh Gap Turnpike, driving
very carefully, with a snootful not of the usual wine, but of high-octane
margaritas, until the team passed me when I lowered my high-beams
for oncoming traf c and, then, ipped them back up.
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Meanwhile, back in 1991, I was still talking with the scum,
about Sandra Wild, who would appear, in the years between, on the
cover of Blondes, Brunettes, and Redheads—to make sure I bought
every one of the Newsstand Specials, as they drove my obsession
through variable reward—not to mention cameos on Married with
Children, where I focussed instead on Playmate Brandi Brandt, and Star
Trek, where I preferred Jeri Ryan.
Not listening to answers, like all the agents of the
surveillance state, who gather information they ignore, or obfuscate, or
about which they simply lie, the trash came back at me.
“Who else? Someone blonde? Someone you like?”
“She was in “Girls of California” with Barbie Ford. Barbie
Ford is amazing.”
“You’re gonna see more of her, too. Wait till next summer.
When you recover. They’ll be in a newsstand special.”
“Girls of Summer?”
“That’s right, Tim. Girls of Summer.”
“Squeezing lemons. Like Led Zeppelin. Squeezing lemons
on her hair.”
“Your balls? I mean your testicles? Is she squeezing them?
Do you want that now?”
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“No. Her hair. Sandra Wild’s hair. She’s squeezing lemons
on her long blonde hair. To bleach it. Like we did in the eighties. I want
her. I want Barbie, too. I want Gwen.”
“No more Gwen.

You never did anything with her.

I’m

going to tease you with Sandra. I’m going to tease you with Barbie.
We’ll see where we get then. Gwen’s gone.”
Indeed, Gwendolyn Hajek had been my fantasy partner for
years, as she oddly appeared in one edition of Newsstand Specials after
another, but, now, she would never return to the magazine.
“What about the blowjob? The blowjob with Patty. They
take turns. Try to outdo each other.”
“You told us that.

That’s nothing but two one-on-one

fantasies. That’s not a ménage à trois.”
“You said it. You nally learned to say it. Not your group
sex. Not your gang bang. Scum. I’m training you. I’ll teach you how to
speak, boy.”
Now I was laughing, under the drugs, as I rolled back and
forth on the sofa.
“Keep it up, and I’ll take Patty. Patty’s gone. You want her,
don’t you?”
“Patty’s just a picture. She’s a woman, but I don’t know her.
I’m sure she’s nice. But, you know, fuck you. I don’t need Playboy, and
I sure as hell don’t need porn.

I’ve never looked at anything but
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Playboy, and now you want that. Take it, you scum. See where it gets
you.”
Even in their dimwittedness, the imbeciles could see they
were skating on thin ice.
“We’re losing him,” I heard her say. “We can’t lose Playboy.
He won’t go to porn. He’s starting to think Playboy’s wrong. You’ll
never get him back. You need to watch it with him. Pull back. Then
you can come again, hit him hard when you’ve gained something, but,
now, now, you’ll have nothing if you continue.”
“Fine. You’re going to have what you want. She’s going to
talk to you. You’re going to tell her. I’m going out for a smoke. I’ll be
on the porch.”
“Don’t take father’s tobacco. I’ll get you if you take it.”
“Tim, he doesn’t smoke a pipe. It’s cigarettes he means.”
“Not a pipe? Not even cigars? Cigarettes? What a pleb. I
bet they’re not even Dunhill’s. Or Rothman’s. That’s the brand. Fuckin’
pleb.”
Phasing in and out, I rhapsodized about Kerri Kendall—the
perfect combination, woolly bush, but outer labia clearly visible, not
obscured. It was the best of both worlds. Her posing was not shy, but
there was nothing vulgar about it.
“What else do you like about her? Is it her body? Is it lanky
like the other? What does her body look like? Is it like Charlotte’s? Is it
like Wendy’s? Is it something else?”
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“Who?”
“Kerri Kendall, Tim. Kerri Kendall. Do you really want him
to come back?”
“I don’t care, ma’am. Honestly, I don’t.”
“Look, just tell me about her body.

Tell me about Kerri’s

body. Tell me what she looks like.”
“She’s

t. She was a bikini contestant. But too plebeian.

Something about her. I don’t know what we’d talk about.”
“Her body, Tim. Her body. You like t women?”
“Yes, like Morgan Fox.

Morgan had it all, but there was

something wrong. Something about her. Something about him. You
gave the command. You gave the suggestion. I won’t do it. I don’t care
if she’s naked. I don’t care if I can see her labia. I don’t want to. Plus
you’re stupid. You have no idea where we ski. There are no women.
There are no hot tubs. There is no condo. It’s not like Vermont. It’s only
men. Men at the ranch. We drive to Big Sky. There’s not even a hot tub
at Sugarbush. You are a fool.”
“Fine. I’m a fool, but you like t women, right?”
“Yes. I do.”
“Like who?”
“Like whom, you mean, you pleb.”
“Fine. Like whom? Whom do you like?”
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“Kerri Kendall. Plus Patty Duffek. You’re not taking her
away. Her lovely bush. Her eyes.”
“Yes, Tim. Yes. Her eyes. But who is t? Who is strong?
Tell me someone in Playboy or someone in life. We’ll nd her for you.”
“I’m not telling. You can go to hell.”
“I’m going to try something.

I’ve seen him do this.

I’m

going to put you out. Here we go.”
She tried to put me out, but I had to help her. I helped her
hypnotize me—a skill that proved very useful in future sessions, as I
learned, increasingly, to give myself commands.
“K.C. Winkler,” I said. “K.C. Winkler. I played a trick on
you. You told me to go for the woman in Playboy. It was that summer.
The Summer of Wendy. The Van Breeschooten Twins were awesome.
They’re so sandy. They’re so bushy. They’re so t. Their lovely pert
brown nipples. I like Dutch women. Hey! That’s where you got the
idea for Saskia. She’s Dutch, too. She’s supposed to look like Charlotte.
She did. She even spoke like Charlotte. But I ipped the command. I
didn’t go with her statement about being taken against her will. I went
with the other. The funny one.”
Again I collapsed in muted laughter—at least as far as I
could collapse while already lying down.
“K.C. Winkler,” I intoned. “K.C. Winkler. In the shower. In
the sauna. In the gym. So hard. She trained special for Playboy. She
upped her work-out for a month before she posed. Wow! That’s what I
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want. I want her. I’m running now. I always run. My body is toned for
her. Or it will be soon. Not as lean as England. Too much food here.
Too much beer.

But now it’s different.

Charlotte’s rape stole my

appetite.”
“All right, ne. It stole your appetite. But don’t give up on
Playboy. It’s not wrong. Playboy didn’t do it. Those women aren’t
hurt. They can make you feel good. You can feel good together. It’s not
porn. It’s what you told me. What did he call it?”
“Fucked if I know.”
“‘Rotica. It’s called erotica,” I mumbled. “I don’t like to tell
people about it, but there’s nothing wrong with those pictures.”
Even the morons could see they needed to back away—at
least from my time with the magazine.
And so that summer three different women appeared who
caught my eye, and, like Saskia Linssen, they were put there just for me.
But still I kept away from the newsstand in West Chester, or
the corporate bookstore in the Concord Mall, conscience-driven, and
hounded, absolutely miserable, so the scum broke into my parents’
house again, drugging me, and taking me from my bed.
“This month there’ll be a different Barbie.”
“Go to her. You’ll like her. This isn’t rape. It’s something
different. Go to her.”
“Go to both of them.”
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“Two Barbies? The doll and the woman?”
“No. Two women named Barbie.”
“They’re in Playboy.”
“Barbie Ford?”
“No. Someone different.”
“Barbie Ford? She’s hot. I want Barbie Ford.”
“You’ll see her again next summer.”
“Go to Playboy.

It will make you feel better.

There’s

something about Virginia. Go to Playboy. You’ll see Barbie on the cover.
Just like Sandra Wild.”
“Awesome.”
“All right. That’s where we stop. Get him upstairs.”
And, sure enough, as the September issue of Playboy hit the
newsstands on the luciferian quarter day of Lammas, or Lughnasadh,
the cover won me over. There, roaring into my consciousness with the
lead words,

Va-Va-Voom!
The Barbi Twins Bust Out!
the freakish-looking Shane and Sia Sampson posed as cover girls, with
ice blue eyes, wearing bikinis, hot pink, that barely did their job. The
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twenty-eight-year-olds came from San Diego, where Alison Armitage,
who posed as Playmate Brittany York, studied, and whence Playmate
Kerri Kendall hailed, but they had posted a billboard, causing untold
traf c accidents, in Hollywood, on Sunset, while they lived in Malibu,
where they sun-bathed naked on the beach. And as I got subliminals to
return to Southern California, like Sandra Wild, they posed, long and
lanky, wearing bottoms, or turned sideways, so their privates were
obscured without even a glimpse of bush. This didn’t bother me, and,
for the rst time since I read Playboy, over a seven-year period, I found
myself fantasizing not about the naked ladies inside the periodical but
about the women who graced the cover in their bikinis.
Not only did the Barbi Twins grab my attention, but there
was also an interview with the Governor of Virginia, L. Douglas Wilder,
advertised on the cover.

Since I would begin my studies at the

University of Virginia only one month later, I gured it would be okay
to buy the magazine, which I did, only to

nd the Playmate a

disappointment, and to be shocked by the race of the interviewee. The
Governor of Virginia was black!

That was all I needed to see, since,

taken by racial hatred at the rape of my girlfriend, I did not want to
trigger myself with anything remotely African.
Oddly enough, as part of their publicity blitz, immediately
before the Republic of South Africa gave up the ghost, choosing to
extend the franchise to ignorant tribesmen, dismantling its nuclear
weapons, and legalizing pornography, while it had previously barred
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even Playboy, and had kept television out of the country until the fall of
Rhodesia, twelve years earlier, the Barbi Twins would pose, in the
December 1990 edition of South Africa’s Scope, when I spent Christmas
at my girlfriend’s mother’s farm, in England, so they pushed the
envelope, posing in swimsuits or hand-bras, as they unthinkingly
caused dust-covered blacks to lust for white women.
That was a mistake, but, otherwise, the Barbi Twins have
worked hard to promote animal charities and rescue groups, as they
participate in protests against pet shops, puppy mills, circuses, and
vivisection, and they lobby for bills to protect our furry friends. With
Willie Nelson, they have lobbied for the ROAM ACT, to stop the
slaughter of our native horses, to ban the de-clawing of cats, and to ght
factory farms and animal cruelty, as they eat a vegan diet. They have
helped to end the brutality of seal hunting, to raise awareness of dangers
to sea turtles, and to pass House Resolution 5566, the Animal Crush
Video Prohibition Act Bill, which punishes sickos for posting images of
animal violence. They have used their looks to support causes such as
the anti-fur movie, Skin Trade, and the documentary against the dairy
industry, Earthlings, while they appeared in the

lm, The Petition, as

they worked with the Animal Welfare Institute to support the ban on
horse slaughter. That’s when they weren’t spearheading a movement to
track down a scumbag that posted online videos of killing kittens.
It is

tting that their causes be celebrated here, since, not

only is a purpose of this series to celebrate the beauty of women, their
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torture animals, as they poisoned my daughter’s beautiful bulldog,
Rosie, with anti-freeze and put a movie on television, which I watched
at the same time, Box of Rain, describing a father who did not take a
poisoned dog to the vet in time, so they worked to taunt me with the
killing of our beautiful pet, thinking they could use their control of the
media to lead me to blame myself for their felonies.
Among other crimes, during my rst year at the University
of Virginia, as I walked back from an advanced seminar at the house of
Professor Martin Battestin, the leading scholar and literary biographer of
Henry Fielding, the scum used cybernetic mind control, as described in
the appendices to this book, to have a puppy follow our class home, on a
beautiful spring day, and, when I turned to shoo him away,
thoughtlessly, in the worst possible place, after we all stupidly allowed
him to cross Rugby Road with us, a car struck the adorable one, in his
rst year, so I stayed behind to carry his body from the road, and wash
my hands in the sink of the overlooking mansion, before I returned to
our teacher’s house so we could nd the owner to tell the bad news.
If I had been as smart as a Barbi Twin, or aware of my
surroundings, or the enemy, it never would have happened.
But

rst the trash led me back to Playboy, as I refused to

fantasize about the topless blondes, or to skim the interview with the
black governor, or to read the short story, “Safari,” which described the
murder of a man’s wife, “a splendid woman, someone to be proud of,
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services, and their accomplishments, but also to ght the garbage that

courageous and tough and uncomplaining,” who was impaled through
her privates, when she fell on a punji stick, placed as a trap by savages
that hacked her husband to death with axes, although I did glance at the
horri c piece, which may account for the fact that I limited my fantasies
entirely to the picture on the cover while I refused to look again into the
latest copy of what had been the only magazine I bought.
The enemy wasn’t just trying to get me with the women they
put in the magazines, but they were sending particular messages
through the ction and the articles, as, through their lies, and stupidity,
they risked blowing their whole operation—just as they had worked for
more than

ve years, after they placed Alana Soares as Miss March,

because the pro-skier strongly resembled Ella Richardson, only for them
to blow up the whole thing after I dated my friend’s ex-girlfriend for
exactly one week.
Just as, on my sixteenth birthday, they had put the idiot,
Klaus Kinski, praised by a lady professor, as he said individualistic
things that I would have modelled to my detriment, disobeying traf c
signals because they impeded my freedom, and they had put ads for
spirits, designed to encourage drunk driving, and they had put articles
on skiing, meant to break my leg or kill me on the slopes, and they had
put

ction sexualizing the murder of dark-skinned women, now, they

attempted to promote handgun ownership through a short story
advertised at the end of the issue that contained the Barbi Twins and
featured in the following issue that contained Cheryl Bachman.
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“A Blow for Freedom” came from the mind and desk of
Lawrence Block, the author of such classics as Gutter Girl, Border Lust,
Campus Tramp, Savage Lover, High School Sex Club, The Topless Tulip
Caper, and Sin Hellcat—not to forget Death Pulls a Doublecross, The
Devil Knows You’re Dead, and A Dance at the Slaughterhouse.
This was the sort of thing they thought would interest me, as
I studied literature at the nest graduate program in the country.
Still, astoundingly, I found myself reading the story,
something I had almost never done in more than seven years of buying
Playboy, and I completely forgot it until today, when I went back to the
physical magazine, ordered online, so I recalled particular passages with
my reactions to them.
As I felt then, the story made no sense. It described a man
who bought a revolver at random, started carrying it for self-defense,
and suicidally placed the barrel against his forehead, and in his mouth.
The character’s motive for packing heat was to defend himself, or to
defend others, but now he was going to throw his life away. What a
bunch of poorly written schlock.
They actually thought they could lead me to suicide, as I
listened to depressing music by Cat Stevens, weeping uncontrollably, or
put my game face on, in the morning, to “Message in a Bottle,” by the
Police, while I read Steppenwolf, in my free time, practicing my German
on a novel that concerned a man who had made a pact to kill himself if
his life did not improve.
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Schneide dir die Kehle durch
popped into my brain, a phrase that means, “Cut your
throat,” but I took it only as an echo from the book, congratulating
myself on my success, as I prepared for the reading exam at the end of
the year, since my language skills had reached the point that I was
getting random thoughts in German.
I didn’t have the bene t available to readers of this book,
who can go to the appendices, or my website, Fighting Monarch, to
learn about voice-to-skull, but I didn’t need it since there was no way
these sick fucks could get me to off myself.
Still, the story I read, under hypnotic compulsion, placed in
my favorite magazine, just for me, had three bits that stuck out.
One concerned the ending of the story, where the
protagonist strikes off, walking across Central Park, something
forbidden at night; so, mildly surprized, to learn a new fact, I simply
catalogued the info: you can’t walk across the park after dark.
Since I never stayed overnight in New York, by myself, this
trivia has not proved useful to me—except in recalling that I read the
short story.
Another concerned an unspoken threat on the subway, much
like the one that Bernard Goetz had faced when he rightly blew four
black hoodlums away, becoming a hero in my youth.
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A week or so after that, he was
riding the subway, coming home late after
dinner with married friends in Forest Hills. He
had a paperback with him, but he couldn’t
concentrate on it, and realized that the two
young men across the car from him were
looking him over, sizing him up. They were
wearing untied basketball sneakers and warmup jackets and looked street smart, and
dangerous. He was wearing the suit he’d worn
to the office and had a briefcase beside him; he
looked prosperous and vulnerable.
The car was almost empty. There
was a derelict sleeping a few yards away, a
woman with a small child all the way down at
the other end. One of the pair nudged the
other, then turned his eyes toward Elliott again.
Elliott took the gun out of his
pocket. He held it on his lap and let them see
it, then put it back in his pocket.
The two of them got off at the next
station, leaving Elliott to ride home alone….
“Fucking thing saved my life,” he
said.
That made sense to me, although I had completely forgotten it when I
walked, years later, across the black part of Charlottesville to a dinner
party, with an enormous lock-blade in my pocket in case of trouble—
something I didn’t need since a friend gave me a ride home.
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What they were going for was ridiculous. The imbecile, Rick
Creole, had tried to interest me in

rearms,

ve years before, without

success, and I had never grown up with them, shooting only a .22 on the
range, while I made fun of the country boys in my home state. When
my parents drove me to my

rst place in Virginia, I was already in a

shaken state, and, seeing lazy-man fences, along the elds, at Manassas,
followed by an enormous sign, advertising,

GUNS!
I wondered what I was getting into with the rednecks down south,
whom I had never met, and only seen in Mississippi Burning. Guns just
weren’t cool, nor did they seem necessary, since I had no fear. Every
time I dashed down the seven ights of stairs to the quiet street, where I
thought, maybe, I heard the sound of a woman attacked, while really it
was broadcast to my head, through the technology described in the
appendices to this book, I did not go armed with even a paperweight,
since that would look weird, and I wasn’t scared of the imaginary
rapists I sought to kill, screaming, with my bare hands. Besides, I had
no money, and I lived on the safe side of town, so the enemy’s idea, like
all their ludicrous plots, had absolutely no chance of working.
The following summer, as I would check under my bed, and
in closets, for intruders, sometimes dashing out, into the darkness, with
a

replace poker, watching The Patty Duke Show, on Nick at Nite,

preserving our television heritage, after I worked all day, reading Latin,
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for tutorials alone with my teacher, or in very small groups, jogging in
the morning, doing sit-ups and push-ups, almost never drinking, the
enemy’s suggestions would mis re with songs they put in front of me.
Smashing Pumpkins had not yet been hijacked by teenage
losers, or maybe I just didn’t know a thing about them, but the driving
music of “Shiva,” as it references the God of Destruction, invoked by
Robert Oppenheimer in the Manhattan Project, made me think of
savagely bashing rapists, as did another song I heard on the radio, when
I drove the honey-suckled country road through what was still the
Brandywine Hounds Foxhunting Country, past Allerton Farm, where I
learned to ride horses, on the way to West Chester University, at which
Playmate Victoria Zdrok was a student.
It was “Under the Bridge” by the Red Hot Chili Peppers,
which I really felt I understood, since I imagined rescuing a woman as I
brutally killed a would-be rapist, with my hands, a rock, or maybe his
knife, under the bridge.

Sometimes I feel like I don’t have a partner.
Sometimes I feel like my only friend
Is the city I live in, the City of Angels.
Lonely as I am, together we cry.
I drive on her streets ‘cause she’s my companion.
I walk through her hills ‘cause she knows who I am.
She sees my good deeds, and she kisses me windy.
Well, I never worry, but that is a lie.
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I don’t ever wanna feel like I did that day.
Take me to the place I love: take me far away.
I don’t ever wanna feel like I did that day.
Take me to the place I love: take me all the way.
It’s hard to believe that there’s nobody out there.
It’s hard to believe that I’m all alone.
At least I have her love: the city, she loves me.
Lonely as I am, together we cry.
I don’t ever wanna feel like I did that day.
Take me to the place I love: take me far away.
I don’t ever wanna feel like I did that day.
Take me to the place I love: take me all the way.
Under the bridge downtown
Is where I drew some blood.
Under the bridge downtown
I could not get enough.
Under the bridge downtown
Is where I drew some blood.
Under the bridge downtown
I could not get enough.
The song is supposed to be about heroin, a drug I would never do, and
have never seen, while I smoked cannabis exactly one time that summer,
and I drank exactly one time that summer, on the Fourth of July; but, for
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me, I dreamed insatiable blood-lust, which I now satisfy by making the
scum kill each other through my activism.

Then, having left Los

Angeles, the City of Angels, only a year earlier, and watching her burn
in the riots, I wanted to go back to the idyllic years that stretched before,
as I walked lonely, feeling I must be eternally vigilant to destroy evil
wherever I might nd it. There was a night I even went to a local bar,
for one of the only times in graduate school, not to have a drink, but to
sit, quiet, at my table against the wall, looking to see if I could spot a
would-be rapist to kill. But, soon, afterwards, hearing in my head, the
bitch’s voice, over and over, and over again, which I took for my own
better instinct,

Let it go….

Let it go….

Just let it go….

I came to the conclusion that I was ready to kill and die if the occasion
presented itself, but I was not going to walk around a nervous wreck,
freaking out about things I couldn’t change as they didn’t present
themselves in my immediate environment. That view was false since, in
my conscious mind, I didn’t know scum were breaking into my house,
or killing animals, or raping women, or slamming my body with
microwave harassment, or talking to me by voice to skull; but now I
know these things, as I have moment-to-moment contact with my
enemy, through the technology described in the appendices to this book,
so it’s all under the bridge, and I will never get enough.
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It’s amazing they even got my attention with “Under the
Bridge” because there were two songs that grabbed me that day, as I
drove to Professor John Rosso’s of ce, where he would teach me Latin,
as he chain-smoked Marlboro Reds, lighting one off another, and we
washed brie and apples down with black coffee.
The one I really liked, as it played on Public Radio, was
called “When I was a Dinosaur,” by Trout Fishing in America, which
lifted me straight out of the blues, for, through Skeltonics, it described a
singer with a little-bitty brain who thought he was cool but was only
fossil fuel:

When I was a dinosaur,
I almost weighed a ton.
I had a lot of fun.
Cavemen on the run!
I heard this just after “Under the Bridge,” as I crossed the Brandywine
River, at Wawaset, and it was way easier and funner to sing, out of tune,
shifting keys, speeded up, with my-own up-beat rhythm, accompanied
by nonsense like Raquel Welch in her fur bikini, running from a volcanic
explosion, or Fred Flintstone, happily shouting,

Yabba Dabba Doo!
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As my father used to say,

You can’t keep a good man down,
and I have always been a silly person at heart, who still has lots of fun,
while mesmeric commands bounce awry, and I destroy and mock the
satanic enemies of all life.
It drives them crazy!
But to return to the other foolish attempt to in uence me,
through the story in Playboy, promoting not shooting drugs but
shooting baddies, or shooting oneself, the third bit that stood out may be
the most signi cant, since it described the misapprehensions of street
scum.
One night, two men cut across the
avenue toward him while he was walking home
from his Friday card game. Without hesitation,
he drew the gun.
“Whoa!” the nearer of the two sang
out. “Hey, it’s cool, man. Thought you were
somebody else is all.”
They veered off, gave him a wide
berth.
thought.
thought.

Thought I was somebody else, he
Thought I was a victim, is what you
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imbeciles that bother me, with radio attacks, and otherwise, insist and
insist, and insist again, that I am like them, because the cowards judge
others by themselves.
The victims that rape each other’s bodies, while they destroy
each other’s lives, cling to this view despite all evidence to the contrary.
My website, Fighting Monarch, now has more than three hundred and
fty articles exposing conspiracies and teaching others to

ght mind

control, while it has garnered more than two million hits, with traf c
from military installations worldwide, including more than one
thousand from somewhere called Unknown Region. I have joined the
Board of Targeted Justice, the World’s Leading Resource for Targeted
Individuals and Havana Syndrome, along with a retired senior federal
of cial, a former Special Agent for the FBI, a previous police chief, and
others: journalists, lawyers, and physicians. I have brought multiple
lawsuits, winning some, with one resulting in the death of an opposing
lawyer.

And I have taught dozens of college courses with some

focussing on constitutional rights and conspiracies.

But every day

another set of fools, whose life expectancies are very short, thinks they
can push me around.
Robert Maxwell, who sat at the table next to mine, when we
dined, in black tie, at the Savoy, only two months before I started
graduate school, was a victim, as was his daughter, while both were
insiders. Maxwell sired the pimp, Ghislaine, a convicted sex offender
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I am the furthest thing from a victim there is, but the drug-addled

that partnered with the child-molester, Jeffrey Epstein, who kidnapped
unfortunate girls to his island, where they serviced the depraved needs
of scum, like Prince Andrew, or Bill Clinton, or Bill Gates, who featured
in the issue with the Barbi Twins. Two months after I started graduate
school, beleaguered with debt, he would board his yacht, on a luciferian
quarter-day, Samhain, so he would be killed, off the Canary Islands,
home to The Prisoner, and to Playmate Kerri Kendall, when MOSSAD
took him out.
Maxwell belonged to the Mega Group, a coalition of twenty
Jewish billionaires, who supported Israel, and he was killed by Israeli
Intelligence almost immediately after he joined the criminal
organization, upon its formation, in 1991. Like Epstein, he was deeply
tied to MOSSAD, by which he was recruited after his time in the French
Resistance, and the British Army, while he rejected an offer to join MI-6.
The champagne socialist maintained ties behind the Iron Curtain, as he
used his media empire to praise the murderous despots, Nicolae
Ceaușescu, whom he called a humanitarian, and Erich Honecker, whom
he called a reformer, while the press baron became a trusted advisor to
Mikhail Gorbachev—one of only two non-Russians to play this rôle.
Meanwhile, he smuggled arms for Israel, and planted a trapdoor in
PROMIS, a forerunner to PRISM, allowing the Jews to spy on other
governments with the software, and he helped George Bush cover up
the Iran-Contra Affair, while MOSSAD lent him money to buy the
Mirror Newspaper Group, so they could steal from its pension fund to
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gun-running, and other services, MOSSAD rewarded the man whom a
government commission called “un t to run a public company” with
prostitutes, as they acquired a small library of video footage showing
Robert Maxwell in sexually compromising positions.

Among other

crimes, he was involved in the kidnapping of Mordechai Vanunu, who
had tried to provide the media with information on Israel’s nuclear
weapons program, when the whistleblower was entrapped in a honeypot operation so he would pay for a night of fun with eighteen years in
prison. Still, as his empire crumbled, Maxwell threatened to expose his
fellow criminals in MOSSAD, in hopes of obtaining further

nancing

from the Zionist State. Their response was to kill him three months after
he demanded the bail-out, after which they threw him a ma a-style
funeral attended by a group of six current or former heads of Israeli
Intelligence.
Starting with nothing, moving through the army, Robert
Maxwell was built up, just like my family friend, George Ring, who
constructed a cable and wireless empire, or my friend’s father, Jim
Hickey, who worked as an award-winning correspondent, after both
moved through Fort Benning, all through social-engineering programs.
Those same programs placed a reference to an interview
with Robert Maxwell on the cover of Playboy, immediately after I
encountered the man, at the Savoy, and I thought of abandoning my
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nance their operations in Europe. In exchange for money-laundering,

favorite magazine, due to its perceived sexism, so I would buy another
issue, and resume my readership, because of the articles.
Other articles referenced on the cover of the copy from
October, 1991, included a reference to Senator Charles Robb, of Virginia,
just as I moved to the University of Virginia, while, only the month
before, Playboy featured a reference to Virginia Governor Douglas
Wilder, on its cover, which, along with the beautifully freakish Barbi
Twins, made me give Playboy another chance, so I bought the magazine,
in part, for the articles the enemy had placed, there, just for me.
Before he was senator, Charles Robb had been Governor of
Virginia, while he married the daughter of President Johnson, and his
mistress, Tanquil Collins, of the Astor Bloodline, with whom he had an
affair, appeared in the pages of what became my favorite issue, since the
Deep State wanted to attack Senator Robb, through ongoing scandal,
which included the indictment of his friends for recreational drug use,
while, to me, the issue catapulted the beautiful women who posed in
Playboy to a higher level, since they dated guys like the governor who
was now a senator.
Tai Collins later went on to become the creator and executive
producer of SAF3, an action drama about a division of the Malibu Fire
Department, consisting of men and women who serve in the eld of Sea,
Air, and Fire Emergency, which ran for ve years on television, as she
works to help children, living up to the service obligations of a former
Miss Virginia.
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This beautiful blonde never would have come forward,
using her body to make a statement, but she felt she had to, as criminals
put the pressure on. A shadowy creep stalked the lady, spying on her
condo, at the beach, asking questions at her health club, and slinking
around the movie set of Navy SEALs, in which she played a small part.
One night Tai Collins came home to

nd her front door wide open.

Then her phone line was cut, and she received two death threats. As the
lovely woman said,
[W]hen people start toying with my life, making
threats, spying on me—then it’s time to say
something.
That’s the right response. As I taught my daughter, and I learned from
The Bourne Identity, a book that my friend, Blair Hickey, lent to me, in
high school, the crowded street is safe, not the lonely alley, and you
want to make noise, drawing attention, if you anticipate attack.
Beautifully clad, and unclad, in royal blue, jet black, and
claret silky undergarments, or naked, in bed, grinning playfully, snarling
slightly to reveal her white teeth, snaf e-biting the corner of a sheet—
which I could imagine wrapping around her waist, two or three times,
to harness her sexy body, while I nuzzled against her hair, her neck, her
cheek, riding her from behind—or tossing her head in frolicsome
ecstasy, or simply lying on her back, sensually glaring, looking straight
in my eyes, lean legs angled out to set her beautiful bushy vulva on
display, outer labia barely visible, through her muff, Tai Collins recalled
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Wendy Kaye, who was supposed to look like my old girlfriend, but she
blew the younger competitor away with a real woman’s experience.
Tai’s shoot would be reprised by an amazing woman, Suzi
Simpson, who, as she posed in Playboy, described a naughty escapade,
with her husband, when they joined the Mile High Club, since she loved
“sex anywhere but the bedroom,” saying,

I fig e if y l e s e e, the two of y
can do anything y want with each oth .
It was an offer I would gladly take her up on, as the baltic blonde posed,
not in her original shoot, but years later, in copy after copy, after copy, of
Playboy’s Book of Lingerie, part of the newsstand specials, her naked
frame in diagonal pro le, as she sexy-guzzled water from an enormous
plastic bottle, or she lay on an earth-toned blanket, in our cabin, making
amends for an imagined transgression, with a blow-job that was only
slightly less than awless, so, playfully smiling,

Not good enough…,
I ipped the strong woman over, while she used her hand to guide my
massive throbbing erection deep inside her wet muscular vagina.
Then, with greater and greater vigor, I would take my mate,
primal, from behind.
Together, we were grunting, face softly stroking face, barely
touching, while I gently massaged her lovely breasts, stroking her erect
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nipples, manhandling her shapely thighs, circle-palming, pressing, her
belly, ready for my seed, as, constantly, her hands cover-guided mine,
ngers caressing, together-twining, while my wife diddled her clitoris,
faster and faster, and faster, until, grabbing my balls, alto-singing,

Oh my God!

Oh my God!

Oh my God!

she climaxed,
again and again,
again and again,
again and again,
so, joyfully, we put our bodies
to their proper purpose.
The scum thought they could turn me into a sodomite, a sick
butt-fucker who didn’t know where to put his thing, but that would
never work, as photo after photo, after photo, and suggestion after
suggestion, after suggestion, led only to my increasing preference for
sex, either on all fours, or spooning, or standing behind my lady, who
knelt on the bed, or braced her sexy womanbod against the wall, while
we mated.
They could not lead me to the lightest bondage, although it
was suggested by the golden ribbon that lay across Miss January’s hip,
making her look, to me, only like the most exquisite present.
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Susan Athena Singstock took her name from her birthplace,
Athens, Greece, surrounded by the beautiful blue waters of the
Mediterranean, which her father visited at her birth, on leave from his
duties as a naval of cer, in the South China Sea, while we fought the
War in Việt Nam, as her mother had worked, or would work, as a ight
attendant.

The eldest of four children, two boys and two girls, this

wonderful lady grew up on the military bases where she was
brainwashed, as she lived in Maine, Virginia, Florida, Wisconsin,
Arizona, California, and Alaska. At the age of

fteen, she was voted

Homecoming Queen of Virginia Military Institute, where her boyfriend
went to college, and, a year later, she was crowned Miss District of
Columbia Teen USA. After graduating from high school, Suzi planned
to become a dental hygienist, or a dentist, but money was short, so she
moved into modelling, and just before she was accepted to dental
school, she got an offer from Playboy, which changed the direction of
her life, as she became an erotic model who played bit parts in lm and
television.
This excellent woman got extra brainwash at Catholic girls’
school, where Saint Mary’s Academy taught her that sex was
detrimental, “not for good girls to enjoy,” but she shook that off, with
her clothes, as she posed, under the name Suzi Simpson, for my favorite
magazine.
Suzi Simpson was amazing, as she stretched, arms upturned
akimbo, woollen mittens cradled behind her head—red, white, and blue
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to pick up the colors in each of her nordic headband, modern
sunglasses, and carelessly aristocratic scarf—gazing sideways, regal into
the distance, chest thrust out, to face the camera, large heavy breasts
covered by a white turtleneck, which, though loose, did nothing to hide
their shape, as her knockers were lifted, cradled, and accented, by navy
blue ski-overalls, leg bent, to bring out the womanly curves of her hips.
Like Skaði, the jötunn born to Iðunn, the Apple Giver, taken
by Þjazi, her Eagle Father, ying north to his nest, as Frigga, the SunMother shines, low in the sky, to bless their union, while her skis squeak,
scrape, and rattle over the wilds of the mountains, down, through,
across, the icy valleys, so her bow sings for prey, the Playmate Goddess
stood before the glacier.
Like my own photos of the Great Land, which sit on my bed
table, the pictorial shows clouds, striated by scalar waves, broadcast by
the worthless homosexual gnomes, deviant losers that attack our planet,
our people, and all life, beaching whales with sonar attacks, leading my
daughter away from the snow-sports, all as the slaves play video-games,
with ionospheric heaters, hidden, in the Arctic.
Against the strangely marbled sky,

lled with fungus,

smeared with smart-dust, Susan-Skathi stands!
Showing scorn, sending screams, and scathing slaves, her
Playmate Hunting Cry calls the Brave to Battle, so I invoke her aid,
drinking reborn, singing glad, in Freyja’s Hall, where we prepare for
Ragnarök!
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Suzi spoke of her eccentricity, her loyalty, and her patriotism
—not to mention her dislike of fakers—while she loved not only snow
but sea and sky, sur ng in the hot summer sun, and she felt that being
sexy was a very fun and special part of a complete woman, but only one
term in the feminine equation, as she looked for a manly man—kind,
funny, and intelligent, with strength and integrity, who knew she was
his equal as he treated her with respect—although she had already
married a Marine who had returned from the War in the Gulf, to spend
her honeymoon in Hawai`i—where my daughter and I paddled a sailing
outrigger, launched from the Hill of the Whale, platform-dived in Hilo
Bay, walked through wind to swim by the green sands of Papakōlea,
waded with sea turtles at the black sands of Nā`ālehu, snorkelled with
Moorish Idols, hiked through jungle, and over lava shield, to the River
of Fire, at Pu`u O`o, and rode horses, herding cattle, near the Parker
Ranch—while Suzi, with her excellent taste in travel-spots, and her
independent ways, worked in Los Angeles only to spend her weekends
in a little sea-side town.
Playboy described the beauties of Alaska, which my
daughter and I were also privileged to visit, mushing dog sleds, shing
for arctic char and red salmon, sailing after humpbacks, otters, and
puf ns, watching moose and porcupine from the dome-car of our
railroad carriage, spotting a caribou from a small boat, air-circling
brown bear, which we ground-stalked, from our bush plane, seeing
eagle after eagle, after eagle, and standing on the volcanic black beach to
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watch a haul-out of walrus, while for Suzi, who smoldered, sensual and
sultry, in a second shot, inside the cabin, next to the glacier, natural
sweater pulled open, thousands of shades of ecru, to foil her vermillion
lips, parted heavy, with her enormous erect nipples, dusky rose, jutting
off the page, as her emerald eyes asked the question, in an amazing
palette, used to depict her beauty, the landscape looked like this:
Bundled in sweaters,
snow crunching beneath her boots, Suzi
Simpson trekked onto Alaska’s Colony Glacier
with a small army of attendants in her wake.
While the photo crew framed this month’s
northern exposures, Suzi gazed at the Chugach
Mountains in the distance and let memories roll
past like ice floes in a swift current. Crosscountry skiing through the woods.
Racing
snowmobiles across frozen fields. Harnessing
her pet Samoyed dog to a sleigh for a mush
down snowed-in suburban streets. The last time
Suzi saw the Great North, she was 11 years old
and tomboy tough. Her father, a career Navy
man, was stationed in the Aleutian Islands, which
meant a summer of midnight sun for his itinerant
clan.
Further in, a picture showed Miss January at a

oatplane dock, near

Talkeetna, where my daughter and I stayed, never to see Denali, the
highest mountain in North America, taller from base to top than Mount
Everest, as the Great One was socked in by its own climate system,
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although we had an awesome time doing other activities—heli-hiking,
white-water rafting, and

shing for more reds—not to forget just

chilling out in Talkeetna, a truly eccentric village that provided a model
for Northern Exposure.
As Playboy rightly said, this was an All-American Girl, so
Susan Singstock stood out in the issue on which the Swedish Bikini
Team graced the cover, while my daughter’s mother would later pose in
a similarly silly venture, only three years ago, as my former lover
became the oldest member of the International Bikini Team.
I never noticed it, until now, but Susan Singstock, with her
ash-blonde hair, and her baltic coloring, was meant, by the enemy, to
resemble the wife of my friend, Matthew Davis, who studied at Exeter,
before he took degrees in Russian from Dartmouth, and Ann Arbor, and
we became pals as we both earned doctorates at Charlottesville, while
his wife, Susan, went from Choate to Dartmouth, later to practice law, as
she became an Associate Vice President for Student Affairs, and Liaison
to University Counsel, for the University of Virginia.
The scum were trying to mess me up, in all kinds of ways, as
they led me to right-wing, or independent, politics, in hopes of
scuppering my academic career, since the Left, faux and gauche, would
take over academic discourse, so, back in the magazine they made just
for me, with the short story on guns, following the issue with the
hideous tale of murderous savages, with both copies, back to back,
containing cover features that dealt with Virginia, just when I went to
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Robert Maxwell, whom I spotted two months earlier at the Savoy, they
also set a piece featuring a woman who went out of her way to rile the
scholarly establishment: Camille Paglia.
Doing so, they sought alternatively to alienate me from a
man whose recommendation I would require to proceed in the doctoral
program, as he taught cultural studies, or to place me under the control
of a pervert from England. Stephen Arata was a harmless person, who
had

nished his doctorate exactly one year before he taught us, but I

bordered on seeing him as an enemy, since the scum work, always, to
turn students against their teachers, and he was the only teacher in my
rst year to give me less than an A. Tony Spearing, on the other hand,
was a creep and a hack, who had gone to Jesus College, Cambridge, like
me, while his quali cations consisted of a mere M.A. Cantab., an
honorary master’s degree, which, as a relic from years past, is conferred
to anyone who attends a dinner three years after they take their threeyear bachelor’s degree, while he wrote garbage like The Medieval Poet
as Voyeur. I would later take his course on mediæval romance, where I
could have easily identi ed our joint connection simply by wearing my
college scarf, but I never did so because I did not like the man who
would have been happy to have guided me into perversion as we
discussed Sexual Personae, by Camille Paglia, which was suddenly
featured in what would become my favorite issue of Playboy.
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that state, to pursue my studies, not to mention the interview with

Doctor Paglia is a seriously messed-up person, a transgender
specimen who defends pædophilia, while she admires the Marquis de
Sade, and relates to Madonna, statements made in her interview, which
strongly alienated me, so the enemy had no hope of using the academic
against me, while they pushed her forward, even though there were
statements she made that resonated with my experience, and my
thoughts, as the scum would drive me in the coming years—never to the
rape of women but to fantasies of ravishing images.
Not hesitating to pick ghts or to bash self-styled feminists,
Paglia seems to acknowledge a biological basis for differences between
men and women, which is a common-sense proposition that echoes a
course that in uenced me, at Pomona, and through life, when I studied
biological and cultural approaches to anthropology as taught by the
primatologist Professor James McKenna.
This seems to lead to a healthy view of rape, as out of control
lust, in contrast to the rape of our enemies, which has absolutely nothing
to do with sex. In a way that seemed to draw on Friedrich Nietzsche
and Julius Evola, Doctor Paglia made statements like the following:
I have no problem
understanding rape…. I see women jogging on
the street with their breasts bouncing up and
down and I think they’re out of their minds.
They really do not see that they’re just a walking
provocation to attack.
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In fairness, Doctor Paglia said that women needed to protect
themselves, while she seemed to appreciate a show of strength in both
sexes, mocking sob sisters, little boys, and their shared neuroses, saying,
Don’t listen to the feminists.
The sexes are at war, and feminism is the voice of
women seeking power. It’s up to women to seek
whatever power we can gain. I am a feminist. But
it’s not up to men to concede power or to
surrender. Stop feeling guilty.
But, in a town where someone was stabbed late night at Little John’s,
while another woman was grabbed, while jogging, and thrown into the
bushes, when a criminal tried to rape her, this seemed just as offensive
as what I heard from the bleeding hearts who protested the
gentri cation of the Corner.
Doctor Paglia made statements in defense of Playboy,
spinning off John Berger’s Ways of Seeing, in a way I had hoped to nd
four years earlier in my rst college class, Women in the Visual Arts, but
she failed to draw a line between pornography and erotica, making
unbelievably offensive statements like the following in defense of boyfuckers and rapists like Caravaggio:
Hamlet’s musings about
his mother are pornographic. It’s everywhere in
Michelangelo. Pornography is sexual reality for
me. If a person cannot deal with pornography, he
cannot deal with the reality of sex. You go to a
museum, you see nude men and women. That’s
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pornography. It’s not [not] pornography merely
because it seems very elitist. The entire history of
art is filled with these nudes.
I am radically
propornography….
Every fantasy must be
permitted. The imagination must not be policed.
I endorsed, or defended, man-boy love in my
book. This practice was rational and honorable in
Greece at the height of civilization. Child porn?
Half of Caravaggio’s career is nothing but kiddie
porn, small boys exposing genitals. I could see
why you would ban actual films of children being
drawn into pornography, but I defend paintings of
child pornography or sex comics, which I really
like. There’s an increasing market for sex comics; I
feel they’re more imaginative than women
simulating orgasms.
My professor, Alastair Fowler, would make similar statements in classes
like Renaissance World Picture, but this was simply beyond the pale,
more of his bullshit, and, even when the enemy could lead me to rape
comics, ve years later, they would involve the ravishment of big strong
women not satanic attacks on children.
Slamming Derrida, Lacan, and Foucault, Doctor Paglia
seemed, nonetheless, to embrace what I had viewed as polymorphous
perversity, not perversion, or sodomy, but foreplay and petting,
attitudes I associated not only with my sexual and romantic experience
but with Luce Irigaray’s This Sex Which Is Not One and Hélène
Cixous’s “The Laugh of the Medusa:”
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Sex is much bigger than the
genitals. It’s a matter of sensory awareness,
living in the physical world and reacting to it in a
sensory way. Aesthetics is at the heart of human
nature. Once you start talking about aesthetics,
you have to talk about the aesthetics of the
human body.
This Weltanschauung combined with an appreciation of not only high
art but haute cuisine.
I began to notice that people
had intense reaction to my ordering raw clams
on the half shell, which I adore. This is my clam
theory: Eating clams is extremely sensuous. It’s
not just cutting something very neatly with a
knife and a fork; you’re actually picking up the
clam and getting into the shapelessness and the
marine character of it.
There’s an ancient
analogy between the smell of marine life and the
female genitals. According to Sandor Ferenczi’s
Thassala: A Theory of Genitality, the substance
in decaying fish is the actual chemical in female
genital secretions. What does this have to do
with our primeval origins in the early sea?
The references to Carl Jung, classical mythology, and living biological
history, experienced, through food and sex, as our ancestors

oated,

embryonic, in the ocean womb, were bound to appeal to me, but, like
her masters, Paglia always went too far.
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Her day-old clams seemed a bit proletarian, since, though I
did like steamers, before I gave up meat, I preferred oysters, frillyshelled Kumamotos, metallic Olympias, sweet Malpeques, or salty
Chincoteagues, washed down with Vermentino, or better, if I could
afford it, although, like the lesbian, I would put my tongue on a
woman’s clitoris in a heartbeat—especially to remove any lingering
reservation as to rambunctious coïtus.
The enemy was putting every kind of stuff in that Playboy,
as they pulled out all the stops, but to lead me back and back, and back,
to it again, they needed the ultimate Playmate, and so, entranced by
Cheryl Bachman, I felt I had never seen a woman so sexy, as they
managed to get a hypnotic suggestion in, one that worked only because
Miss October was dynamite—plus she had better taste in seafood, than
the bull dyke, for she playfully nibbled a lobster.
Or, since I barely read the articles, was it the mis re of
malign mesmerism?
The enemy had told me, in a hypnotic session, that the issue
would have something on polymorphous perversity, as they sought to
lead me to Camille Paglia, whose interview faced a postcard a reader
could send in, for a subscription, leading the periodical to open to her
“Twenty Questions,” where the serene visage of Morgan Fox stood out
on the piece of oaktag, but I went not to the academic, never reading any
of her stuff, outside the magazine, but to Cheryl Bachman’s description
of her turn-ons:
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Having my toes sucked!
This stuck out, strangely, in my mind, as I remembered reading of
women who achieved orgasm through foot massage, something my
girlfriend, Charlotte Large, spoke of coming close to, while, years later,
shortly before I was barred from the spa at Congress Hall, Cape May, I
found myself, lying on my back, with a massive erection, which a
striking masseuse tried unsuccessfully to cover, struggling, in vain, to
collapse the eight-inch tentpole, by folding and folding, and re-folding, a
towel, tight, over my body, after the blue-eyed brunette rubbed my feet,
and I thought, high as a kite, on the weed I had smoked in my room,
that I could not have felt better if the female athlete had gripped, pulled,
and stroked my manhood.
Squatting in a mesh bra and bottoms, riding high on her
hips, while a spray of hair escaped her panties, and her belly-button
took the place of her privates, like Raquel in the famous swimsuit poster,
only with natural hair, beautiful auburn, delicate nose, high cheekbones,
and oceanic eyes, Cheryl Bachman moved from this pose, to another, to
another, on the wooden dock, overlooking the slate-blue water, silvery
moonlit, with crab-traps, and pots, piled to the side, her bright yellow
old-salt jacket cast to the oor, wallpaper showing sailboats I could not
name, as she made me wonder about the real Florida, which my
daughter and I would later visit.
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We would see the Gulf Side, swimming and bicycling at
Saint George Island, a nesting ground for loggerhead sea turtles,
watching manatees and roseate spoonbills at Homosassa Springs,
kayaking to nd subtropical birds in the mangrove swamp, with the red
eyes of alligators lit by our headlamps, as we paddled back, through
clouds of mosquitos, after sunset, while Miss October hailed from the
Atlantic Coast, in Jacksonville, which contains the third largest military
presence in the United States, but, to her credit, the woman never said a
thing about the navy.
Cheryl pioneered a photo combination that would become
my favorite, as it gave an all-around view of her body.

Facing the

camera, on the left-hand page, she stood bare-chested, looking me
straight in the eye, while she hiked her meshy bottoms down to reveal,
below the supple curves of her belly, thick wiry bush, while on the righthand page, she faced away, over the water, on the dock, stroking her hip,
her hamstring, legs positioned wide, furry tail on display, tossing her
wild mane back. So I could imagine nuzzling the neck of the bronze
woman, who wanted a man who was wild in bed, while we held left
hands,

ngers interlaced, arms raised high, and our right hands

explored our bodies, gently tracing goose- eshed skin, muscles
stretched and relaxed, making love, listening to the buoys, or a distant
foghorn, as we enjoyed the salty breeze and the beautiful calm of the
seascape.
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I could not get enough, going back and back, and back
again, to the woman because of the mis red suggestion.
Things would get rapy with Cheryl several years later, for
the scum got deeper into me, as they would with Bonnie Marino, who
posed on face-to-face pages in the same position, but never with Carrie
Jean Yazel, who wore an amazing sun hat, like Patty Duffek, and
sunglasses, like Barbie Ford, standing front and back, while, still, for
years, I imagined my partner telling me to stop, as the female
degenerate, Margaret, spoke into my auditory cortex, using the
technology described in the appendices to this book, so I practiced being
able to cease having sex, at a moment’s notice, when I masturbated,
thinking I must be ready to obey my lady’s instant command lest I
commit rape when she suddenly revoked consent:

an attitude that

would come in handy, decades afterwards, as the trash tried to set me
up.
But rst, years later, the programmers would break into my
apartment on Brandon Avenue, near Cabell Hall, as claw-marks would
appear on my hips, or on the breasts of the woman with whom I had an
extra-marital affair, from abuse we could not remember, and coinshaped patches of eczema would bubble on my skin, as they had on my
grandfather, from the nanotechnology they placed in our systems, and
still I held out, even when, under drugs, which they had mixed with
something in my refrigerator, I once allowed the criminals into my
apartment.
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Then I remember conversing with Margaret, as she
expressed the desire to be raped, and we stood in the kitchen, next to the
glass-paned cabinets, by the ironing board that folded from the wall,
while her accomplice, the little shitboy, Rick Creole, listened from the
bedroom or the sitting room, which were each accessible through
different doorways, sometimes peeking around the corner to talk to his
accomplice, who kept trying to lead me on.
“We could…. We might….”
“We mustn’t. I can’t believe you said that. It’s wrong.”
“What if I wanted to?”
“How could you want to? You don’t know what you’re
saying. You don’t know what you’re asking for. You mustn’t say these
things. You really mustn’t.”
“He won’t do it.

He really won’t.

Maybe if you leave.

You’re ruining the mood. Maybe if you went away.”
“You know that’s not going to happen.

I’m not going

anywhere. Tell him I’m here. Tell him I’m in the next room. Tell him he
has to do what you say, or I’ll hurt you.”
“That won’t work.

That didn’t work before, and it won’t

work now.”
“Tell him I’m in charge and what I say goes.”
“That’ll be worse. It won’t work either, but ne. You’re the
boss. Here goes nothing.”
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And so she returned to me, “What if he wanted you to?”
“You’re kidding? You’re doing what he says now?

Now

you’re doing what he says? You’ve gotta be kidding me. You’re doing
what he says.”
“Tim, he’s in charge. You have to do what he says. I have to
do what he says. We all do.”
“Fuck him.”
“You mustn’t say that.”
“I’m sorry, but, really, fuck him.”
“I won’t be with you if you don’t go along with this.”
“I didn't want to see you to begin with. Go away. I don’t
like you. You deserve to be with him. I remember you. I remember
what you did. Go to hell. Go to hell, you bitch. Get out of here. Get
out of here, damn it. I’m through with you.”
They must have hit me with a taser then, as a programmer
will always carry such a thing, later leading me to lose my thumbnail,
twice, when it purpled for no reason I could understand, at the time,
never healing properly, for a split nail is always evidence of the trash
having run tens of thousands of volts through you.
Dimly, later, I remember living a hazy year, when I had little
to do but

nish my doctoral dissertation, and teach the occasional

college course, during part of which, I spoke to the scum on my house
phone, as tens of millions did, in OPERATION SLEEPING BEAUTY, and
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they told me to move the telephone from the large maple table that
served as my desk, to the night stand, since people habitually put a
telephone next to the bed, so their programmers could call them, but I
didn’t listen.
Meanwhile, again and again, and again, they kept trying and
trying, and trying, through pictures in the Magazine for Men, but they
could never turn me into a sodomite.
Doing so, they used Camille Grammer-Meyer, née
Donatacci, an unfortunate lady who studied English literature at the
programming hub of Montclair State, next to the enormous mental
hospital, where Joy Booth grew up, in New Jersey, and which the hero,
Sheela Silverman, of the Rajneesh Movement, attended, along with
scum like Allen Ginsberg, the child-molesting beatnik poet who hung
out with Sonny Barger’s Hell’s Angels and Ken Kesey’s Merry
Pranksters—not to forget their fellow alumna, Olivia Lux, a crossdresser, who performed on RuPaul’s Drag Race.
Then there’s the neo-prog-rock band from the public
research university: Thank You Scientist.
Camille Donatacci got slammed with microwave attacks, as
the woman-hating faggots and their little bitches, green with envy,
watched her every move, on Real Housewives of Beverly Hills, so she
acquired endometrial cancer, for which she endured a radical
hysterectomy, while they raped her ass with directed energy weapons,
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making her shit in her pants, as they gave her another incurable disease:
irritable bowel syndrome.
Her rst husband had it worse, as the man who played the
title character in Frasier, which we all watched during this time, saw his
father murdered in a home invasion, only for his sister to be kidnapped,
raped, and slaughtered, seven years later, in Colorado Springs, home to
the satanic homosexual trash in the United States Air Force, which
coordinate attacks on people like Camille Donatacci, through their
super-computers, while his half-brothers perished in a scuba-diving
accident, and his grandfather, who played the rôle of a father in his life,
gave up the ghost, due to cancer, when he was a boy, so it’s no wonder,
as Kelsey Grammer received hypnotic suggestions, that the man had
trouble with booze, drugs, and the law.
Camille Donatacci posed, legs positioned wide, facing away,
as she expressed disdain for some garlic-breath paisano that had come
on to her, calling out,

Hey, Baby,
you like Italian sausage in the can?
But I didn’t even know what the goomba was talking about, as I
thought,

That doesn’t even make sense,
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so I simply stood behind my leggy partner, stroking her body, riding her
good, while she stretched, ready, in the traditional facing and away
standing shots, or, more and more, like Doctor Paglia, I came to think
imagination was harmless, so they edged me into a slightly ravishy
fantasy with photos of the lanky lady, whom I found, pulled over,
looking at a road map, or dialing her car-phone, by the side of the road.
It took many years, but, eventually, the enemy led me to the
video rental shop, when I visited Pennsylvania, and I ran into an old
neighbor, Tim Brown, whom I had thrashed in a childhood st ght, only
to nd the once obnoxious boy was doing very well, which made me
very happy, but I learned, a while later, he had died, killed by the enemy
when he suffocated with a plastic bag around his head in a death some
thought suicide but others attributed to erotic asphyxiation.
This I shrugged off, as I house-sat for my parents, listening
to old-time country music, baking a peach pie, and practicing the banjo,
as I smoked a half ounce of cannabis, in the only state where I did so,
visiting twice or thrice a year, and, then, I watched my rst porn at the
age of twenty-six: a couple of blowjob videos and some simulated sex
with a woman who had posed for Playboy: Kelly Jackson.
This experiment in misbehavior did not extend to Virginia
until two years later, and even then, I would not look at pornographic
videos but only tapes of naked ladies, like Hot Body, or of animated
rape comics, like La Blue Girl, so, one of the rst times I smoked weed in
the Old Dominion, I found myself, before I moved to the Blue Ridge,
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doing another thing I never did—travelling on Route 29 to the
Charlottesville Mall.
There I met a fellow student, whom I remembered from the
class in literary theory, taught by Stephen Arata, six years earlier—a lady
who hailed from Nebraska, tall, straight, and con dent, the spitting
image of one of my favorite models, April Bogenschutz, who appeared
in a couple of pictures, in Playboy’s Book of Lingerie, once wearing only
a bandana wrapped on her head, in a pose that bespoke the silent
attitude of the woman, who, as my friend, John, supplying her words,
might have said,

C e h e, man,
I will fuck y in half,
and I agreed with my friend’s appraisal, never seeking submission, so I
felt that the challenge of sex with the Teutonic tigress would be an
excellent athletic contest.
April Bogenschutz also resembled a woman I had taught,
Susannah Marshall, who would appear later that summer, and we had
gotten along very well in class, since she stood head and shoulders
above the younger students, but I had not wanted to show favoritism, so
I had given her a B-, leaving little basis for a renewed relationship.
That was later, at the Corner, but rst I stood talking with the
lady from the Midwest, whom I had found slightly bitchy, and
contentious, when we both sought permission to proceed, six years
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before, in the doctoral program; but, suddenly, as we moved back into
each other’s orbit, I couldn’t see where this had come from, for I enjoyed
our chat, and I felt we really had a lot in common, thinking maybe I
should get a job in the mall like hers.
Saying farewell to my old friend, I made my way to
Suncoast Video, where I found a shelf that featured tasteful and erotic
tapes made by Playboy, Hot Body, and other studios.
Christy Carrera was a secretary and a part-time teacher’s
aid, from the masonic programming hub of Phœnix, Arizona, the same
as Lisa Lee, with whom I drunkenly made out, or my room-mate, Scott
Patten, through whom an erotic rapy comic made its way into our
freshman dorm, or Patty Duffek, who posed as Miss May, or Lynda
Carter, who starred as Wonder Woman.
The blonde amazon posed, snarly, sensuous, and inquisitive,
tall tropical grass, broad and green, surrounding her body, strong and
upright, with her short-sleeved blouse hiked up, imsy fabric that could
barely do its job, to contain her giant gazongas, riding in wrinkled
sideways lines, sky blue, to suggest her eyes, while it threw, into relief,
her heliacal halo, so, amazingly, my gaze did not go right away to the
enormous nipples, at and pink, crowning her jugs, creamy white, their
size accented by tanlines that blew Patty Duffek away, the left a full inch
lower than the right, so her soft heavy breasts seemed gently to dance,
lively with graceful motion, above her at muscular belly, tanned and
toned—from hours in the gym and the pool—forearms draped, languid,
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on thighs—round, womanly, and powerful like her magni cent hips—
hands almost folded, white and pink manicured nails, echoing the rosy
colors of her bare proud chest, to form a second vee-shape, below the
vee above, wrists partly hiding, partly framing, sienna wool, belted
above, by another tanline, so I could see that, on the lake, a spandex suit
had stopped her bush, earthy umber, from bursting chthonically forth,
only by an inch, above the bikini bottom of the goddess.
Christy Carrera’s self-description was amazing, as she
wanted to be a great high school teacher, get married, and have twins.
She fondly remembered her dad playing the piano, while her younger
brother, sister, and she danced, sang, and acted silly. She was sensitive,
outgoing, and independent, as the combination of naked modelling,
wholesome lifestyle, con dent pose, and professionalism indicated; so
she had gotten a thrill from her rst sky-dive, just as she loved to jet and
water ski. Her ideal man was kind, thoughtful, with a great sense of
humor, and physically

t, with good looks added only as a possible

afterthought; and her dream trip involved a week on a tropical island,
running around, the whole time, “in the buff,” as she employed the
language of my rst girlfriend.
Christy Carrera posed not only in Playboy’s Newsstand
Editions, quickly becoming my favorite, but also in a series of
videotapes made by Hot Body Magazine with titles like Blonde
Bombshell and Treasure Chests.
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Her body was perfect, as her D-cups strained, natural and
beautiful, against a candy-striped bra-top, while her white panties
appeared above unbuttoned blue cut-offs, which rode above her round
muscular thighs, boldly positioned wider than shoulder-width, her arms
raised high in jubilation, her hair pulled up, tied with a ribbon, to reveal
her adorable ear to her right, and her tumbling locks to her left, giving
the appearance of movement, so it was easy to imagine the AllAmerican Hot Body, riding me cowgirl, hips gyrating, while she reached
higher and higher and higher plateaus of super-climactic orgasm.
That was just on the cover!
Before I moved out of my place in town, trembling with
desire, blinded by my mission, I went back to the mall, again and again,
and again, buying each of the videotapes to feature the woman, since I
hoped to see her not statically naked, as in Playboy, but in naked
motion, through Hot Body, but I was invariably disappointed, wanting
more than her bouncing boobies.
High on weed, my lust grew, over days, like my frustration,
so I found myself enslaved, for a single instant, to the satanic shit that
sought to interrupt our imaginary mating rites, as they tried to destroy
my life, and those of everyone who breathes, everything strong,
everything good, everything beautiful, so, through forced speech, using
the technology described in the appendices to this book, they snarled,
through me, at the third video,
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Take off your bottoms, damn it!
Or I will hurt you.
I would never harm, or threaten, Miss Carrera, or any
woman, but they had come a long way with me, and something strange
was obvious even at the time.
In for a penny, in for a pound, I went back to Suncoast Video,
to buy the last tape of the set, only to nd that, now, my woman would
fully unclothe herself, undoing a beautiful purple tie-top, to twirl, stroll,
and slowly swing her hips, round knockers on display, before she irted,
lifting a royal mini-skirt, to reveal a beautiful woolly rectangle, against
the triangle untanned by the sun, until she let the cloth covering drop,
and kicked it away, playful, lively, and vigorous, so she could stride,
parade, and promenade—proud, sexy, and naked—gently lifting her
hair, pressing her rack, and stroking the sides of her powerful frame.
It was everything I wanted to see, but, then, after all that, I
thought the weed must really be getting to me.
Not only had I found myself feeling, and speaking,
hideously out of character, but I remembered something very odd: I had
seen the video, before, and I had completely forgotten it.
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BOOK FIVE: MIRADOR
The enemy could not reach me in student housing, without
dif culty, and they had to take risks to access my apartment, so they
wanted me on my own in the country, isolated, although that would
take time since I did not have the money to rent a house and I would not
own an automobile until I reached the age of twenty-six.
I wanted to live in surrounding Albemarle County,
especially following a party my rst year, when a fellow student, who
did not seek permission to proceed to the doctorate, drove me and
others to the Ragged Mountains, which Edgar Allan Poe immortalized
in a short story, which he published in Godey’s Lady’s Book,

the chain of wild and dreary hills
that lie westward and southward of Charlottesville.
There, Poe, who had lived on the Lawn, when he brie y attended our
university, told a story within a story, nested in hypnotic technique, of
the effects not only of drugs and electro-shock but also of microwave
harassment, as Augustus Bedloe, to cure his neuralgia, hired a
practitioner of mesmerism: Doctor Templeton.
In the cold winter night, I looked upward at Orion, speaking
with a fellow student, who showed me the bull, Taurus, next to the
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hunter, and his dogs, Canis Major and Canis Minor, to his left, although

I do not remember if the fellow pointed out the Seven Sisters, eeing,
across the sky.
This was where I wanted to live, with the other students in
the compound, and I learned that one of them was moving out, leaving
a bedroom, so I made arrangements with a woman from a real estate
of ce to go back up during the day.
I was given a drink in the kitchen, drugged, so my memory
is cloudy, but I remember talking with a lady who lived there, who said,
without a car, it was possible to ride with others, up and down, but it
would be dif cult to reach my classes, as she warned me,

Tim, you’re right.
You’ll fail out.
Don’t come here.
I’ve seen it happen before….
So, I found myself, sleeping it off, on a mattress laid on the oor, to the
right of the hall, while the kitchen lay to its left, and I did not remember
a thing for many years afterward.
Years later, I would consider moving to Scottsville, where the
James had raged, above its banks, ooding into second story windows,
during Hurricane Camille, and the Pig and Steak had provided the
model for the Dewdrop Inn on The Waltons, but, although I told a
different agent I would sign the lease, I never called him back, suddenly
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thinking of a similar storm, only months before Hurricane Fran
slammed into Charlottesville, knocking my power out, for ve days, so I
moved my frozen food to a friend’s house, while I bought cups of ice at
the Corner to make rum sours, or iced tea, and our street was lit with the
soft glow of yellow candlelight, under which I played the banjo in the
evenings.
Playing the instrument had become an obsession, as I
bought a cheap model from a local pawn shop with a copy of Pete
Seeger’s How To Play the Five-String Banjo, until, after two years of up
to three hours a day, every day, I suddenly lost interest, just as I started
to play with other people including at the famous Prism Coffeehouse.
There had been one person with whom I played earlier, as
the enemy led me to this unusual interest so that we would spend time
together, since he played the guitar.
No one liked Jason Lovvorn when we met him, for the rst
time, at the only mixer held through our department that I ever
attended, but he just kept showing up, and we just kept running into
him; so, at McIntire Park, as I played golf with my friend, Matthew
Davis, and my lover, Jennifer Chylack, when we met him once again,
and invited him to join our party, making a foursome, we decided he
was a decent enough fellow.
Clearly, my friendship with Jason, like many friendships,
was arranged through mind control, as they led us to the same places—a
minor feat next to their moving Lilith von Foerster to the Vienna Train
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Station six thousand miles away from California, where we knew each
other, just so we could reject their attempt at an arranged hook-up.
Jason was in our department, and McIntire Park was only
across town.
What were they going for? Homosexuals as they are, they
weren’t trying to push gay love.

And although Jason was the only

person I ever met who kept Playboy on the living room coffee table,
something to which his wife did not object, there was more to the
arranged friendship than making the magazine respectable. Through
Jason, they tried to push something else.
Jason was the rst person I ever met who had been online.
The World Wide Web was introduced in 1992, but no one had access.
Three years later, however, Jason was telling me how neat it was to talk
with people from foreign countries, in real time, making instant
connections, like futuristic pen pals. They wanted me to go online, too,
which I would not do until 1998, shortly before my twenty-ninth
birthday, as my employer, Haverford College, required me to put a
computer in my of ce. At that time, I would start searching for Playboy
Playmates, looking over and over again, for more pictures of Cheryl
Bachman, and I would look at rape comics, eventually moving to those
made by Mr. X at Galaxy of Terror, Superheroine Central, and
Dangerbabe Central. Thus, they failed to drive me online, to perversion,
through an innocent man but they succeeded through my employer.
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The enemy’s plan was as stupid as their attempts to make
me buy a gun or move into the country, because I had not only no
interest in computers but no money to buy one. I wrote my doctoral
dissertation on an Apple 2c, where you had to put two

ve-and-a-

quarter-inch oppy disks, sequentially, in the drive, just to start up the
word-processing program. The model had a green screen with no color
capability, and I would only replace it in 1997, with a hand-me-down
from my parents that also did not have a color screen:

an Apple

Macintosh. So there was no way I was going online regardless of whom
I met.
The enemy had driven the gift of the Macintosh when my
mother’s old college friend, Dee Ring, whose husband, George, was
brainwashed at Fort Benning, under MK-DELTA, before he built a cable
and wireless empire, suddenly gave my mom her old laptop because
she wanted to be able to converse by e-mail, in real time, unslowed by
distance, just as Jason chatted with someone from Sweden.
Indeed, during later hypnotic sessions both at the secret
military base, or DUMB, under my house on the mountain and on the
telephone through OPERATION SLEEPING BEAUTY, my programmer,
Rick Creole, continued to push the internet, so that during one
telephone conversation, as I was brought up to a different level of
consciousness, I thought he was an internet salesman, and I told him to
buzz off before I hung up the phone.
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Just as FaceBook was started on the same day that the
Pentagon killed its LIFELOG PROJECT, so that a different approach
would be used to track a person’s entire existence, so the internet itself
grew directly from ARPANET, which DARPA created, while CIA uses
IN-Q-TEL to fund Silicon Valley.
There not only does my high school chum, Kristin Herbster,
whose lookalike, Playmate Cherie Witter, came from the same small
town as my

rst girlfriend, Wendy Johnson, live, while her husband

teaches at a hotbed of mind control, Stanford University, but at least one
of my classmates from Virginia also ended up in Silicon Valley.
Heather Seagroatt had more than one thing in common with
me.

We both spoke in pretentious transatlantic accents, as we took

classes together, and we were both rabidly anti-rape, since I was reacting
to the attack against my girlfriend, Charlotte, and Heather doubtlessly
faced history of her own, while the trash slammed us with microwave
harassment, using technology developed, in part, through Silicon Valley,
and described in the appendices to this book.
It was horrifying, in Martin Battestin’s class, where the
unfortunate dog was killed, to read what were supposed to be fun books
like Joseph Andrews or Tom Jones, only to realize that the humor
consisted largely of one foiled sexual assault after another, while the
lead female characters barely escaped, and Henry Fielding wrote
tasteless plays like Rape upon Rape, which was reprised in Lock Up
Your Daughters!
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disturbed my girlfriend. Then she grew to like the excuse for art, by
David Lynch, who made Twin Peaks, a t.v. show about rape and murder,
complete with fugue states, where a creep obsessively ate cherry pie,
and a movie called Blue Velvet, where a rapist sicko freaked out, saying
he was a baby who wanted to fuck his mother. Charlotte bought my
deconstruction of the picture, but Heather brought me to my senses. So
I felt sudden and utter disgust at the piece I had defended, rejecting the
in uence of my old professor, Rick Berg, who taught a course to Joy
Booth on the War in Việt Nam and a course to me called Sex and
Violence, while he drew me into structuralist literary theory.
Chaucer, too, whom I had studied under Professor Barnes, at
Pomona, and Professor Nolan, at Charlottesville, morphed into a rapist,
much like Thomas Malory, while I learned from Heather Seagroatt that
she had done an undergraduate paper on rape in the Middle Ages.
We were all set up, so many of the best of us did not
continue in our academic careers even though we went to the secondbest program in the country, so it comes as no surprize that, after
marrying Edward Pittman, Heather Seagroatt Pittman went on to
become Vice President for Development at Climate Central in the heart
of enemy country: Palo Alto.
There, this excellent lady unknowingly supports the false
ag attack of global climate change, which was previously packaged as
global warming, although the scare fty years ago was the coming of a
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Wild at Heart had seemed an avant-garde lm. At rst, it

new ice age, while, all the while, the enemy could simply use its weather
weapons to solve rather than create the environmental problems they
use to drive us to one world government.
Climate Central has been featured in many prominent U.S.
news sources, including the Associated Press, Reuters, The New York
Times, The Washington Post, Scienti c American, Time, NBC Nightly
News, Public Broadcasting Service, and National Public Radio, as the
organization conducts scienti c research on climate change and energy
issues, and it pollutes the minds of its adherents.
It’s all propaganda, so no wonder it’s funded by the Army
Corps of Engineers, NASA Goddard Space Flight Center, NASA
Langley, NASA Headquarters, Northrop Grumman, the Rockefellers,
and Google.
I don’t think Google even existed back then, and they would
never get me on America Online, but they did use Jason to lead me to a
lot of golf, as we played not only at Birdwood and McIntire, not to
mention Swannanoa, but at Albemarle House, or Morven, the seventhousand-acre estate of John Werner Kluge, for whom not only my
fellow alumnus, Lynn Forester de Rothschild, the wife of Sir Evelyn,
worked, but also Jason’s wife, Veronica, so we had permission to play
the private links course by the Ragged Mountains.
Kluge was born on the satanic holiday of Mabon before he
became the richest person in the United States in connection with his
ownership of Metromedia, and his control of television, following his
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earlier work for P.O. BOX 1142, a secret facility, outside Washington,
D.C., run by Military Intelligence Service, which used a sphinx for its
unit insignia, based at Fort Hunt, and fed by Camp Ritchie, where, MISY brought in Nazi rocket scientist, Werner von Braun, who helped start
NASA, Nazi spymaster, Reinhard Gehlen, who helped start BND, and
Nazi inventor, Heinz Schlicke, who helped develop stealth technology,
while he wrote a paper on something called the entrainment of
oscillators and sub-harmonics.
These were among the more than three thousand Nazis that
the government imported to our country through OPERATION
PAPERCLIP partly for work on rockets, jets, and mind control as part of
the project in which John Kluge took part.
But I knew him only as an absentee landlord, who had res
in the

replaces, with the air-conditioning turned on, full blast, in the

middle of summer, who had married and divorced a former soft-porn
star, while the lady lived somewhere, in separate quarters, on the estate.
As the masons marked their control of the man, he wed his
wife when his age coincided with one of their magic numbers, while she
connected, through her family, both to British Petroleum and the Foreign
Service.
Beautiful statues of naked ladies dotted the garden, part of
the property that President Trump later bought, which included not
only the largest home in America, Albemarle House, but also the largest
winery in Virginia.
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Once called Indian Camp, the place formed part of a tenthousand-acre royal land grant made in 1730 to William Champe Carter,
while Thomas Jefferson bought Morven on behalf of his private
secretary: William Short.
As The News & Advance described the matter, Short
planned to use Indian Camp as “a laboratory of sorts where human
chemistry could be examined in the beakers of reality, and from which
would be distilled the truth as it related to the human spirit of blacks.”
Jefferson’s secretary wanted to create two groups of negros for his
experiment, with Group A to be slaves and Group B to be free, so he
could compare and contrast the communities to see how well the
freedmen did. Through this, he hoped to rebut Jefferson’s position, as
expressed in Notes on the State of Virginia, which argued that blacks
were inherently inferior, could never be on the same level as whites, and
must be cared for like children.

If the president’s thesis could be

disproven, argued Short, African-Americans who were emancipated
would not need to be exported either beyond the frontier or back to
Africa.
It was like the dollar-bet in Trading Places!
We would have gotten a kick out of this weird history, back
in the nineties, but it remained unknown, just as we did not know that
we ourselves were subject to a far more malign experiment in social
engineering.
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Jason did not make the grade, so he left after the completion
of his master’s degree to

nish his doctorate at Vanderbilt, a private

research university, where illegal experiments on human beings have
been performed, while alumni have included eleven billionaires,
thirteen governors, eighteen ambassadors,

fty-four congressmen,

twenty-seven Rhodes Scholars, and seven winners of the Nobel Prize.
One year after Jason’s departure, my parents gave me one of
their old cars, a maroon Volvo station wagon, soon to be replaced by a
blue Volvo sedan, so I would drive to my teaching appointment at Mary
Washington College, where I taught short

ction, or west to the

mountains, where I hiked alone, on the Blue Ridge Parkway, or I visited
the lookalike to Playmate Suzi Simpson, Susan Macniak, at the
invitation of her husband, Matthew Davis, while I drove up and down
the Rock sh Gap Turnpike, over Afton Mountain, where I would later
live, past Crozet, where my daughter now lives, up the Valley, where she
used to live, and over the Piedmont, which we once viewed from a hot
air balloon, as I travelled the same road as the university’s founder:
Thomas Jefferson.
Terrible road conditions made wayside inns and taverns a
welcome respite for travellers, while, just over the ridge, the Rock sh
Inn was the only accommodation for miles around when it opened in
1770 before it was expanded under the new name, Mountain Top Inn,
which provided the site for the meeting, on the satanic holiday of
Lughnasadh, in 1818, through which the University of Virginia’s
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on the satanic holiday of Lupercalia.
But Jefferson more often stayed at Black’s Tavern, on the
eastern side, stopping eleven recorded times between 1768 and 1772,
according to his memorandum books, as he practiced law in Albermarle
County, while each of Lewis and Clark visited the log hall that stood
rst in front of Seven Oaks but later by neighboring Mirador.
Mirador was the home of Colonel Chiswell Dabney
Langhorne, born at Point of Honor, Lynchburg, often used as a duelling
ground, after its design by Doctor George Cabell, a friend of Thomas
Jefferson and physician to Patrick Henry, before he popularized the fasttalking chant, used by all auctioneers, as a tobacco merchant, but later
recovered his fortune, when he worked for the Rothschilds’ Chesapeake
and Ohio Railroad, to die, pursuant to his soul contract, on Lupercalia.
Through his dam, Nancy Witcher Keene, known as Nanaire,
Chilly Langhorne sired Nancy Witcher Langhorne, the eighth of a brood
of eleven, who would take her mother’s name of Witcher before she
married Waldorf Astor, of the satanic bloodline, to become, as Lady
Astor, the rst woman to take her seat as a Member of Parliament. Lady
Astor supported the Nazis, while she railed against the Jews, snubbed
the Catholics, and patronized the blacks, after she married a man who
shared her birthday in an arranged marriage that seemed like kismet.
Promoting the formation of nursery schools, through which children
were abused and brainwashed, she spent her own money, as her own
272
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location was chosen, only eight years before Edgar Allan Poe enrolled,

son, by her

rst marriage, Bobby Shaw, was arrested for homosexual

offenses.
Still, Lady Astor’s support of Adolf Hitler did not stop her
from visiting Joseph Stalin, as, with her gay boy, the Christian Scientist
visited the Soviet Union at the invitation of Miss Gertrude Ely, a lesbian
who served on the board of the National Association of American Indian
Affairs, and the executive committee of UNICEF, while she gave money
to the Bryn Mawr Hospital, after taking an active rôle in the American
Red Cross, which staged the Russian Revolution, catapulting to power
the communist regime, which killed sixty million people.
In this, she resembled Winston Churchill, the homosexual
with whom she cracked jokes, as he brutally repressed the Irish, and
arranged the deaths, by starvation, of millions of Indians, when he
wasn’t selling Poland out to Joseph Stalin, after England entered World
War Two, allegedly to defend the country, before the prime minister
made a hypocritical speech about the Iron Curtain he helped to draw.
The enemy would make me louder and louder, as bad as
Lady Astor, and as insensitive to the Indians and the Irish, whom I
happily mocked, in a way that didn’t matter, since I didn’t know any of
them, while my controllers broke again into my

at, attacking the

inhabitants of the Celtic island they had made me admire when my
girlfriend’s brother was an English of cer, who had served in Ulster, but
now they wanted me to despise for absolutely no reason except perhaps
to move me away from simple dishes like Bubble and Squeak, or beers
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like Guinness, and the lovely music of Clannad, which I had so much
enjoyed.
“They’re like niggers, Tim. They’re our niggers,” the fake
colonel said.
“They rape women? I’m gonna kill one of ‘em,” I spluttered
back, full of rage.
“They’re behind the rape of Charlotte. I’m not supposed to
tell you this, but we’re with British Intelligence.”
“You mean like James Bond? Come on. You’re full of it.
You’re putting me on.”
“Yeah, Tim. You got me there. Look. There’s something to
see.”
And then they hit me with tens of thousands of volts to
guide me to the excuse for a woman on the bed.
Meanwhile, I found myself watching Winston Churchill:
The Wilderness Years, with Robert Hardy, as they painted a sympathetic
picture of a man who was total scum, and I even delayed a visit to see
my father, who lay in the hospital, after a severe heart attack, so I could
watch the repeat as it aired, on the History Channel, that morning.
Nor did I realize Churchill’s pimping of his mother to obtain
choice assignments as a military correspondent, or the background of
the Battle of Omdurman, which he covered, when the English pretended
to seek revenge for the gang-rape of the man they set up, General
Charles Gordon, or the just cause of the Boers, as I forgot South Africa.
274

I gave no thought to the lost country even when I found
myself teaching Breaker Morant, in a writing seminar, at Mary
Washington College, since we watched a movie, for a break, at the end
of the semester.
There, as she posed ve years after the premiere, in the rst
Playboy I ever bought, Patty Duffek strangely resembled the ancée of
the title character, with her Edwardian dress, jewelry, and coiffure, as
she lounged on the porch of a Victorian farmhouse, echoing a silverframed portrait in the lm, where the wind howled, relentless, over the
veldt.
This showed the real ght, between one white tribe and an
excuse for another, in the Second Boer War, as the picture premiered at
the fall of Rhodesia, and the

ght continued through the targeting of

South Africa, but I missed the point entirely:

I felt nostalgia for the

empire that had crushed the two republics, none of which I had ever
known, so I thought I was born too late—not in the right century.
Not understanding Churchill’s crimes, I taught his essay,
“Painting as a Pastime,” in my classes, in addition to spending my
favorite lecture, once a semester, on the heroism shown in his wartime
speeches, little knowing the masonic shitboy had callously killed tens of
thousands, in the bombing of Dresden, for no reason whatsoever.
I had no idea that, while Lady Astor became a feminist icon
simply by inheriting her husband’s seat in parliament, Sir Winston, who
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was controlled by Lord Rothschild, actively attacked women,
attempting to deny them the vote, as he ran on catchy slogans:

VOTE FOR CHURCHILL
AND
NEVER MIND THE WOMEN!
Not to mention another used by the man I foolishly came to admire, as I
drank the kool-aid, served up by mainstream scholars, and I read the
beginning of William Manchester’s biography:

PUT CHURCHILL IN
AND
KEEP THE WOMEN OUT!
That’s when Sir Winston wasn’t ordering the police to beat up protesters
and sexually assault their bodies in his capacity as Home Secretary.
On Black Friday, at his orders, three hundred women were
attacked in public, for six hours, so twenty-nine female demonstrators
described sexual assaults, as one said,
Several times constables and plain-clothes
men who were in the crowds passed their arms round me
from the back and clutched hold of my breasts in as public
a manner as possible, and men in the crowd followed their
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example…. My skirt was lifted up as high as possible, and
the constable attempted to lift me off the ground by raising
his knee. This he could not do, so he threw me into the
crowd and incited the men to treat me as they wished.
As the police beat and kicked the protesters, they dragged women away
from the crowd, down side-streets, to be raped, although a cripple, who
sat in her wheelchair, was spared by by-standers after her rough
treatment by Sir Winston Churchill’s goons.
At first, the police threw me out of the
machine [i.e. the wheelchair] onto the ground in a very
brutal manner.
Secondly, when on the machine again, they
tried to push me along with my arms twisted behind me in
a very painful position, with one of my fingers bent right
back, which caused me great agony.
Thirdly, they took me down a side road and
left me in the middle of a hooligan crowd, first taking all
the valves out of the wheels and pocketing them, so that I
could not move the machine, and left me to the crowd of
roughs.
Following all this, Churchill had over one hundred women arrested,
with two killed by his thugs, but he rejected calls for a public inquiry.
No wonder Theresa Garnett beat the fag with a horsewhip,
crying, with each blow,
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Take that!
In the name
of the insulted women
of England!
Following the incident, Churchill claimed he was not hurt, although he
often burst into tears, while he wore his silk underclothes, and he
refused to press charges as a private individual, but, in his capacity as a
public servant, he personally ordered the force-feeding of Miss Garnett,
so a tube was shoved down her throat while she was held for thirty days
on a lesser charge: disturbing the peace.
That’s when the prime minister wasn’t hanging out with his
gay boyfriends.
Eddie Marsh was his private secretary for twenty- ve years,
as the strikingly handsome man developed crushes on young writers
and actors, speaking in a wispy falsetto, while he enjoyed pulling off the
boots of young men returning from the hunt. Marsh was not only a
groom and a huntsman, but he introduced his pal, Winnie, to queer
theater types like Ivor Novello and Noël Coward. Somerset Maugham
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asked the diaper-wearer, in his senility, if he had ever had a homosexual
experience, so the prime minister answered,
I once went to bed with Ivor Novello:
It was very musical.
No wonder when Churchill was First Lord of the Admiralty, and he met
Eddie’s bisexual protégé, he promptly arranged for “England’s
handsomest poet” to join a unit under his control.
Churchill appointed Robert John Graham Boothby, Baron
Boothby, KBE, a degenerate who had a taste for rough trade, to positions
of trust, despite Boothby’s open criticism of his policies, while Boothby
befriended the Kray Twins, plebeian murderers who ran Esmeralda’s
Barn, a gambling club for perverts, frequented by celebrities like Lucian
Freud, Peter Sellers, Judy Garland, Liza Minnelli, Jayne Mans eld, and
Frank Sinatra, during the Swinging Sixties, before it was bought by the
Savoy.
There were so many perverts in the area that the Oriental
Club considered changing its name, since it confused cabbies who
thought of a shady dive in Soho, while one member reported, upon
returning from the East, and telling his taxi to take him to the Oriental
Club, which had shifted location, he found himself up two

ights of

stairs, and through the bead curtains, to be charged a fortune for a
cocktail and a very short dance—although he couldn’t have been that let
down since he stayed a couple of hours.
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Brendan Bracken was another of Churchill’s boyfriends who
served as prep-school master, famous for his
launched on a career of gate-crashing.

ogging, before he

Upon their

rst meeting,

Churchill asked an acquaintance,
Who is this extraordinary young
friend you’ve been hiding away?
I would like to see him again….
Bracken showed up immediately afterwards, at Sussex Square, so he
became a

xture at Chartwell, while Churchill appointed him to

positions like the First Lord of the Admiralty, and asked him to serve
again, saying,
I want you beside me, my dear.
Bracken never married, his diaries indicate that something was going on
with the boy scouts, and he “borrowed” money from homosexuals like
Gavin Henderson and Evan Morgan, while his assistants, Robert
Lutyens and Garrett Moore, believed he was in love with them; but
Churchill’s wife showed only disdain for her ginger rival.
Sir Winston took Sir Archibald Sinclair, under his wing,
getting the man, who lacked brains, an appointment as aide de camp to
a general before he became his second-in-command, his personal
assistant and con dant, and eventually his air minister, so others called
him “the head boy’s fag.”
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Desmond Morton was an intelligence of cer, who remained
a bachelor, while he stayed close to Sir Winston, and everyone knew he
was gay, but little evidence survives since he had his papers destroyed
upon his death.
Other homos favored by the scum included Victor Cazalet,
Alan Lennox-Boyd, Ronnie Cartland, Jack Macnamara, Valentine
Lawford, Patrick Kinna, and Andre de Staercke, while Churchill irted
with Robin Maugham, and the communist agent, Guy Francis de Moncy
Burgess, went to visit Chartwell.
Burgess was a member of the Cambridge Apostles,
otherwise known as the Cambridge Conversazione Society, along with
another of Churchill’s boyfriends, Eddie Marsh, and other Soviet spies
like Michael Straight, Guy Liddell, Leo Long, and Anthony Blunt—not
to mention Bertrand Russell, Lord Balfour, and, you guessed it, Victor
Rothschild.
Up until World War One, more than ten percent of the
Members of Parliament were Apostles, and some of the openly
homosexual members included Lord Rosebery, Oscar Browning,
Goldworthy Lowes Dickinson, Roden Noel, Nathaniel Wedd, J.M.E.
McTaggart, E.M. Forster, John Maynard Keynes, and
Wittgenstein.

Ludwig

Apostle E.M. Forster said he would rather betray his

country than his friend, and Richard Deacon followed up with a correct
assessment of the secret society:

fl

fi

281

it was evidence of how the
homosexual mafia can operate and how from
the earliest times it has tended to be a cryptoprotection society in that the bond of friendship
has been used to cover up all manner of
questionable activities and sometimes even to
protect members from being prosecuted.
The pillow-biters swear a curse, or a vow of secrecy, before, together,
they explore the love that dare not speak its name.

In the words of

Apostle G.E. Moore,
When I came up to Cambridge, I did
not know that there would be a single man in
Cambridge who fornicated; and, till a year ago,
I had no idea that sodomy was ever practised
in modern times.
My discoveries on these
points have naturally brought the subject very
much before my mind, and perhaps made me
attach an undue importance to it; though, I
had been long familiar with the extent of the
vice in Greece and Rome, and had often read of
it merely to indulge my lust.
As they keep records in the Ark, a cedar chest that contains a leather
diary, called the Book, members have written papers like “Achilles or
Patroclus,” “Are Men more Amiable than Women,” “Why Not Try the
Other Leg?” and “The Bedroom, Brother?”—not to mention “The Fruit
of the Tree,” “Shall We Delight in Crushing our Roses?” and “Violets or
Orange Blossom?”
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I still like Tennyson’s stirring poetry, especially Maud, but it
is disturbing to nd that the writer, who lived at Aldworth House, on
the South Downs, Sussex, was engaged in buggery with a man who
celebrated “this highest and purest manly love” before his death
inspired the poem: In Memoriam.
It makes me wonder, too, that the Cambridge Apostles draw
heavily not only from Trinity, St. John’s, and King’s Colleges—as they
recruit political fags from the right and the left—but also my college,
Jesus, and my girlfriend’s, Christ’s: plainly, I missed a lot that was going
on.
Apostle Guy Burgess, or, properly, Angel Guy Burgess, for
former members take the latter title, itted down to Chartwell, to visit
his older friend, Winnie Churchill, as he formed part of the Cambridge
Spy Ring, which combined communism, treason, and homosexuality,
along with Donald Maclean, Kim Philby, and Anthony Blunt—not to
mention Victor Rothschild, who worked for MI-5, as the Fifth Man, and
who kept the prime minister plied with wine and boys, making him
easy to control.
Churchill’s administration would investigate homosexuality,
as it sponsored the Wolfenden Report, just as J. Edgar Hoover, the Head
of the Federal Bureau of Investigation, wore women’s underthings,
while he amassed a

le on sexual deviants, which measured almost

ninety-nine (99) cubic feet, while it contained more than three hundred
and thirty thousand (330,000) pages.

fl

fi

fi

283

See the masonic numbers—ninety-nine and thirty-three?
Churchill cracked jokes about buggery. When the gayboy
Tom Driberg married an unattractive woman, the prime minister
quipped,

Bitches can’t be choosers,
while he described the traditions of the Navy, which he led:

rum, sodomy, and the lash.
He praised the vigor of criminals, when a Member of Parliament was
caught having sex with a naked Guardsman, in Saint James’s Park,
saying, since it was the coldest night of the year, it made him

proud to be British.
Sir Winston was rude to women, walking nude in his house,
before his maids, when he wasn’t wearing silk underthings,
contemplating suicide, or bursting into tears. He put the opposite sex
down, and he encouraged his promiscuous mother to use her sexual
in uence to obtain choice postings when he worked as a military
correspondent. Like John Kluge, he married his wife at the age of thirtythree, itself a masonic signal, and he showed little sex drive, as the bitch
fornicated with the other men whose support he sought in politics. And
he led the attack against women who sought the vote, while the police
assaulted their bodies.
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married, and his closest friends, after he entered politics, were three
con rmed bachelors, and another exceedingly good-looking fellow, who
called themselves the Hughligans, while they regarded the homosexual
that had served as prime minister, Lord Rosebery, as their mentor.
Churchill’s daughter-in-law, Pamela Churchill Harriman,
née Digby, one of the few women to whom he could relate, was equally
bad. After Unity Mitford introduced her to Adolf Hitler, she married
Randolph Churchill, who had just proposed to eight women in the space
of two weeks, but they quickly divorced as she moved on to affairs with
Edward R. Murrow, Frank Sinatra, Jock Whitney, Gianni Agnelli, Aly
Khan, Stavros Niarchos, and Baron Élie de Rothschild. William S. Paley
called her “the greatest courtesan of the century,” Max Hastings said she
was “a world expert on rich men’s bedroom ceilings,” and her rst exhusband simply named her a whore.

Even her own son, whom she

named for the gay prime minister, said his mother was “too busy
whoring around,” for him, as a boy, to have a single decent Christmas,
while, during war rationing, her clients kept the harlot supplied with
nylon stockings, perfume, and lipstick.

Once she tried to wangle an

invitation to a visit by the Queen, only for the ambassador’s wife to
draw the line, saying, “I will not have that tart in the British Embassy.”
Some called her the Widow of Opportunity, since, after becoming the
fth wife of Broadway producer, Leland Hayward, in Carson City, she
went on to wed the ultimate in trash: W. Averell Harriman.
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Churchill had no sexual experience with women when he

Harriman was a member of Skull and Bones, the Club of
Rome, and the Council on Foreign Relations, who nanced Hitler’s rise
to power before he became the lend-lease administrator to England, in
World War Two, to support the Allies. That was after he conspired to
overthrow the federal government in the Fascist Coup, a plot foiled by
General Smedley Butler, but

rst joined by William Randolph Hearst,

Howard Heinz, E.F. Hutton, Andrew W. Mellon, J.P. Morgan, J. Howard
Pew, Rockefeller Associates, U.S. Steel, General Motors, Goodyear Tires,
Chase National Bank, and Felix Warburg, who married the daughter of
Jacob Schiff, who nanced many of the Illuminati’s wars and projects,
brother to Paul Warburg, a charter member of the Council on Foreign
Relations and the Federal Reserve. As his family rescued their slaves,
the Bushes, from obscurity and bankruptcy, they maintained business
connections not only with Nazi Germany but also with Communist
Russia, assisting Joseph Stalin in the implementation of his Five Year
Plans, so Harriman went on to serve as Ambassador to the Soviet Union,
while he later committed crimes in Việt Nam, where he took part in
peace talks. It is a virtual certainty that this Bonesman, who married
Pamela Churchill, was one of the trash that conspired to kill President
Kennedy.
His wife, Pamela Churchill Harriman, served on the
Rockefeller University Council as well as its board of trustees, not to
mention as a member of the board of directors of the Commission on
Presidential Debates, a member of the National Committee of the
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Democratic Party, an honorary trustee of the Brookings Institution, and
a member of the Council on Foreign Relations, while she made sure the
rapist, Bill Clinton, was elected president.

In homage, the former

Governor of Arkansas, and Rhodes Scholar, appointed the Widow of
Opportunity as Ambassador to France, as she told stories of the troubles,
the discrimination, in a man’s world, so the National Women’s
Democratic Club made her Woman of the Year. She died from the blast
of a directed energy weapon to her head, so Slick Willie dispatched Air
Force One to bring the Englishwoman’s body to the National Cathedral.
Since she had kept Averell Harriman’s corpse refrigerated for months,
while she had an empty box buried next to his rst wife, the feminist
successfully plotted for her own remains to be laid next to him, at his
family’s estate, Arden, near Tuxedo Park.
Pamela Harriman was as fake as Nancy Astor, although both
are held up by faux feminists, who sell their sex, just as light-skinned
toms, who purport to stand for civil rights, sell others of their race.
Jennifer Chylack, with whom I had an affair, during this
period, did not sell out others, nor did she take hypocritical stances, but
her feminism consisted of cheating on her husband, whose name she did
not take, while he earned his doctorate in physics from the University of
Pennsylvania.
Jenn had grown up in Duxbury, Massachusetts, sailing on
Buzzards Bay, sheltered by the Elizabeth Islands, next to Martha’s
Vineyard.
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That was the vacation home of my college friend, Noah
Lerner, an award-winning sports director, whose father won the
Academy Award after he lmed Bob Dylan plugging in at the Newport
Folk Festival.
Professor Lerner, who taught

lm at Yale, following his

graduation from Harvard, made the only historical record you will ever
see of the Festival at the Isle of Wight—no thanks to the English, who
tried to cheat him, and suppress the footage, although they hired him to
do the job.
There the Doors and Jimi Hendrix made their last
appearance, as the Tavistock Institute tried to use the rabble-rousing Jim
Morrison, who had been arrested for public exposure, public obscenity,
indecency, lewd behavior, and inciting a riot—not to mention the Who,
who sang of young men having nothing, and the need for liquid to a
thirsty crowd, on a hot summer night, as they urged others to rape:

I need water….
and someone’s daughter.
So the scum tried to start a controlled riot, so they could round up
hippies, and destroy people’s rights, which only my hero, Joni Mitchell,
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managed to stop, while the hideous degenerate, Tiny Tim, sang, evoking
vaudeville, a musical form that belongs to the British:

🇬🇧

🇬🇧 🇬🇧

🇬🇧

🇬🇧 🇬🇧

THERE’LL ALWAYS BE AN ENGLAND!

It was an unsuccessful bid at mayhem—unlike the Swing
Riots, the Newark Riots, the L.A. Riots, and the Kenya Riots—not to
mention the Brighton Riots, in Sussex, between the Mods and the
Rockers, immortalized by a man Professor Lerner should have had the
sense not to admire, Pete Townshend, in Quadrophenia, an album to
which my lover, Jenn, liked to rock out.
With my friend, Matthew, who was a couple years older,
Jennifer had gone to boarding school at Phillips Exeter Academy, the
rival of my summer school, at which I learned to fence and play squash
racquets: Phillips Academy Andover.
Exeter is one of the oldest schools in the United States, as,
like Andover, it is regarded as one of the most prestigious in the world,
while it provides the setting for A Separate Peace, by its alumnus, John
Knowles.
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Other famous alumni include President Franklin Pierce,
Senator Daniel Webster, and Senator Jay Rockefeller—not to mention
John Irving, who wrote about rape, Gore Vidal, who wrote about transsexuals, and Dan Brown, who wrote about conspiracies, plus the
vegetarian football coach, Amos Alonzo Stagg, who developed
basketball as a

ve-player sport, Joseph Coors, who made nearly

undrinkable beer, and Mark Zuckerberg, who founded FaceBook, on the
day the Pentagon shut down its LifeLog Project, following perhaps the
craziest:

Doctor Henry Howard Holmes, who confessed to twenty-

seven murders, kept a castle containing secret torture chambers, and
said he was possessed by Satan.
Exeter was a hotbed of abuse where at least eleven members
of the faculty and staff committed sexual offenses against students over
the last fty years, and twenty-six different survivors made allegations
spanning a seventy-year period, while the school hushed up rape.
From there, my lover went to Yale, where she earned her
bachelor’s degree, and Harvard, where she got her master’s, but I was
more impressed by her short course at Le Cordon Bleu London, where
she learned to be a chef, as we threw dinner parties together, and she
gave me a vintage copy of Larousse Gastronomique along with Julia
Child’s Mastering the Art of French Cooking.
The enemy was trying to use me to bust up her marriage, as
we cooked and drank together, tumbling in and out of bed, in the
months before and after her wedding, while, eventually I mastered my
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desire, overcome with the shame she lacked, which hit me, irrevocably,
when once, unnoticed, I saw her with her husband.
She did inspire me to write a sonnet, as I studied Spenser,
Sidney, and Petrarch, which I have reproduced below:

Like as a man set out upon a hike,
With hearty breakfast made all ruddy-faced,
Goes briskly forward with both feet and pike,
And joys in warmsome boots all snug up-laced.
But over-con dent he loses heed
Of where he goes. Stops. Takes apart his pack
In search for card and compass now his need
But careless-lost so now his only lack.
And darkness then obscures the cheerful sun
And rain falls quick in platches on his head
And soaks his kit all from his pack undone
And makes him wish too late he’d stayed in bed.
So you to me are compass, card, and sun,
And I am wretched lost that you are gone.
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While Jenn felt she could have her cake and eat it, too, since
Sir Philip Sidney, who wrote sonnets about his desire to rape his
beloved, stood in contrast to Edmund Spenser, who wrote sonnets to his
wife, my partner read mysteries featuring Lord Peter Wimsey, and I
watched Sherlock Holmes, with Jeremy Brett—not the horrid modern
version, with Benedict Cumberbatch, although I can countenance Robert
Downey—after my parents violated my express wishes by giving me a
television set for which they bought cable.
Sir Arthur Ignatius Conan Doyle, KStJ, DL, lived in the
hotbed of mind control, whence my family left, for the Low Countries,
to arrive in Pennsylvania three hundred years ago, Sussex, just like his
neighbors, Rudyard Kipling, H.G. Wells, or Lord Kitchener, who were
often his guests at Windlesham Manor, Crowborough, south of
Penshurst Park, home to the Shelley-Sidneys, as Ashdown Forest
surrounds them both.
The place sounds pretty neat, so it’s easy to see why people
came to visit:
In the hall hangs the mud-encrusted cricket-bat,
with which he made a century, on a wet wicket, in the very first
match he played at Lords; in one room is a beautiful statuette of
Lord Roberts, presented to him by the members of the Langman
Hospital staff in recognition of the work he did during the Boer
War; and in another, again in spontaneous recognition of his
national services in South Africa, is the silver bowl subscribed for
by Sir Arthur's neighbours (and the grooms and gardeners of his
neighbours), when he was living at Hindland; here hangs a blood292

smeared bandolier taken from a soldier who was killed in battle on
the veldt; there, a haversack containing a set of cheap chess-men.
This too is a relic of the Boer War. As Sir Arthur was riding with a
small party across country, they were stopped by a native who told
them a dead or dying Englishman lay some little distance aside, and
they found a soldier, dead of his wounds, with one of the pawns out
of this haversack of his clasped between a finger and thumb.
Trophies of sport are on many of the walls, and pictures of famous
prize-fighters and prize-fighting; in one of the windows is a large
bust of Sherlock Holmes; modelled in clay and sent to the author by
an unknown admirer from Manchester; and, to say nothing of many
other similar mementoes, on the floor of the billiard room stand
two huge fossil feet of the prehistoric Iguanodon, and on the table
above them is the flint head of an arrow that has survived from the
Stone Age. It was the discovery of these relics on the downs that
stretch for miles before his own door that set Sir Arthur's
imagination at work on the period to which they belong and
resulted in the creation of the astonishing Professor Challenger,
the sending of him and his search party to that almost inaccessible
plateau in the wilds of South America which they find still inhabited
by men and animals of the prehistoric type and, in a word, in the
writing of The Lost World, which is at once one of the most realistic
and one of the most romantic of his books—its wildest imaginings
wearing an air of sheer reality from the Defoe-like, matter-of-fact
manner of their narration.
That’s from Arthur St. John Adcock, whom I might have read, had I
gone back to the stories, but, increasingly, I moved not to the library but
to the t.v. set.
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Sir Arthur’s friend, Harry Houdini, tried to talk him out of
his folly, as he pursued spiritualism, attending seances, experimenting
with telepathy, and taking photos of faeries, before the scum murdered
him on Halloween, since he grew close to exposing fraudulent
mediums, but the writer wouldn’t listen, even as Sherlock Holmes
provided a rational explanation, time and time, and time again, for
mysteries, but, still he came close to something when he argued that
many cases of mental illness were actually spirit possession.
Indeed, they were possession—but by scum using cybernetic
hive mind, as described in the appendices to this book, not by demons.
Jenn and I might as well have been possessed, as we acted
out of character, and I felt I understood about four- fths of what she
said, while this otherwise intelligent woman wasted time watching
Mystery Science Theater 3000.
I could not follow her there, but we both enjoyed The
Darling Buds of May, which made over-consumption and
irresponsibility look hearty—not to mention Northern Exposure, to
which Jenn was programmed, seeing herself as Shelly Tambo, her
husband as Holling Vincoeur, and me as Maurice Minni eld, when she
wasn’t saying things from Seinfeld, like…

We have to have sex to save the friendship…
This made no sense to me, coming straight from the television, but I was
happy to accept the blow-job that followed her statement.
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The whole thing was tawdry, and I am embarrassed to have
exposed my friends to it, as I found myself not only sharing the
existence of our affair, while, of course, not the details, after it ended, but
hosting dinner parties where I imbibed too much, or served a set of
biscuits I had dropped on the oor, while I found myself sharing copies
of erotic photos with my guests, thinking that men should not have to
apologize for healthy desire, as they must not, while, still, I wrote my
doctoral dissertation to repudiate the wrongful combination of sex, food,
and drink.
I cannot remember what I served the night when, in our
cups, talk moved to Playboy, which I defended, as a periodical with
good interviews, short

ction, and a celebration of women’s beauty.

And so, from my dresser, with the consent and interest of Anne
McIlhaney, who resembled Playmate Kelly Gallagher, and Sue Macniak,
who resembled Playmate Suzi Simpson, I fetched that month’s issue,
which I passed around the board. Matthew and I were amused that the
women couldn’t even nd the pictures; and when they did, both agreed
they did not offend.
Also at the party were John Curran and his wife, Caroline,
whose family, Massie, hails from the nearby foothills of the Blue Ridge.
John is a really good fellow who got me into football, twohand-touch, in a co-ed group, including a friendly bull dyke and a big
fellow who told jokes straight from the backs of centerfolds, as it was led
by Professor Hoyt Duggan, against whom the nutcase, Monique Dull,
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made false accusations of harassment, when the scum targeted another
good man, later destroying his health with microwave harassment,
which doctors misdiagnosed as Parkinson’s Disease.
Dugg, as we called him, had grown up in East Texas, where
his father worked the oil

elds, subject to massive asbestos exposure

through the drilling mud, as he taught his son to read and write before
he started school, giving him the love of books that inspired his
translations of Piers Plowman and The Wars of Alexander. But rst the
enemy would try to

ip his head-start, since the future scholar grew

bored and mischievous because, like me, he was so far ahead of the
other students. This plot failed when his teachers learned to send him to
the library on independent projects. His father was red during his rst
year in college, so the family lost their home, moving to Shreveport,
Louisiana, where Professor Duggan went to Centenary College by day
and worked as a watchman, reading books, at night, before he found
employment at the bookstore. From there he went on, somehow, to take
the enemy’s prize, as a Rhodes Scholar, so he studied at Pembroke
College where he took a master’s degree from Oxford. The enemy must
have been confused because they moved him into the Army Intelligence
Corps, making him an of cer after he was drafted, instead of killing him
in the War in Việt Nam.

Thus he served at Fort Holabird, where a

golden sphinx guarded the Home of the Jeep, and thence he went to
Princeton, for his doctorate, and on to Charlottesville, where I knew
Hoyt Duggan as a friendly Texan who ran our football club.
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John introduced me to the team, on which I happily played.
It was different from the tackle, no helmet, no pads, on
which I had grown up, since we didn’t even block, but we only
screened. I never saw a breach of sportsmanship, but Dugg told me that
some jerk had once shown up who wanted to play rough with the girls,
so he and Bill had shown him what rough could really be. It was a good
time, so I wish I had not let the enemy keep me away from my sport.
In order to stop me from throwing and catching balls, the
satanic scum led me to the Episcopal Church, where I socialized with no
one—including the lovely woman who lived next door to me, as she
downed margaritas with her parrothead friends, drunkenly singing
Jimmy Buffett, when we didn’t cross paths at Saint Paul’s. The trash did
this so I would give up our club, even though I skipped services every
other week and Dugg offered to reschedule games, just for me, on
Saturdays. So they succeeded in drawing me away from football, and a
couple years later, from church altogether, although the imbeciles lost
ground, even there, because I shed my racism as a direct result of
attending mass: it just didn’t seem right to be thinking ugly slurs when
I approached the communion table.
I hope I gave something back to John by improving his taste
in cuisine, just as he led me to a couple fun years of not merely jogging,
playing squash racquets, lifting weights, and later doing kung fu but
also playing football during my twenties, as I would ski, play tennis,
ride horses, bicycle, hike, swim, and paddle in the years before and after,
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moving from one sport to another, as the enemy managed only to shift
me from particular manifestations of exercise.
Improvements would not require much since, as far as
cooking went, John’s family had never left the Fifties. While the boys
threw balls, recklessly in the house, making a game of almost breaking
table lamps, vases, and other bric-a-brac, the kitchen was the exclusive
province of the mother, who was still serving things like tuna-andpotato-chip casserole, something that John and his father could not
handle the time she left them alone for a week. She had xed a casserole
to cook, so they could eat it during the week, but, on the rst day, they
placed it not in the oven but on the stove-top. The next evening they
bought frozen pizza from the supermarket, on which the banker-father
splurged, going wild on ethnic food, which they correctly placed in the
oven, in its box, surrounded by plastic, so the meals grew worse. The
third day they gave up, eating for the rest of the week at their favorite
restaurant, next to Alapocas, where John attended Wilmington Friends:

El Capitan!
This was a special version of Howard Johnson’s, on Route 202, which
John praised to the skies. Wanting to play along, I decided to bite, when
he told me of its glories, asking what I should order, what was really
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good, the specialty of the house, a question he had no problem
answering, in a voice taken with rapture,

Whatever you want!
Perhaps John eats a little better now, thanks to his wife, and
the small place I showed better judgement, but somewhere I did not
help my friend, although it was minor, was in a gift of Pocket Playmates,
immediately following our discussion of the magazine at supper, so
John returned the very next day, to accept a present, which we joked
was none of his wife’s “bid-ness” and appropriately “hidin’ size.”
The night before, our discussion concerned the relationship
between the viewer, his or her attitude, and the magazine.
unfriendly eye would seek out the least

An

attering photos; but my

fantasies went only to the most beautiful, while I ignored the others. I
would later

nd this aspect of literary theory, as it met the human

potential movement, in Idries Shah, whose lectures I have taught at
Chestnut Hill.

The Neo-Su

taught John Godolphin Bennett, who

served as the Head of Military Intelligence B Division, before, at
Sherbourne, Mr. B. taught my teacher in the Gurdjieff Work.

That’s

when Shah wasn’t conning Bennett out of Coombe Springs or selling
forgeries to Robert Graves. As the trickster pointed out, our readings
say as much about us as they do about the text.
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Little did I know that, later, the enemy would make it
virtually impossible for me to look at any woman, pictured or real, for,
as described in the appendices to this book, they infect my experience
with that of subhuman rapists, lower-class losers, male and female,
through cybernetic hive mind.
If you haven’t noticed hive mind in your own consciousness
—where things aren’t the same, or they feel special or ugly, or you
suddenly do things that don’t make sense—you have a chance to notice
it through your actions and your reactions. You can spot the enemy, and
you can take over the hive mind to destroy the scum. There are real
degenerates using the technology described in the appendices to this
book with whom you have regular contact.

Don’t take the usual

meditator’s advice, to ignore inner talk, but see it for what it is. You can
make it increase, and that will drive the sickos to anger. As they go
crazy, faster and faster, they will compound their mistakes. In this way,
the garbage that torture and kill each other at Colorado Springs, College
Park, and Cheltenham—not to mention a host of secret bases—will do it
more. You can make scum hurt scum.
But then, I did not know this, as I saw my favorite fruit shift
from peach to watermelon, or I lost interest in Magnum, P.I., or went
from a wannabe Englishman to a wannabe Virginian; so I thought that
random changes, brought about in response to attacks, indicated either
nothing or personal choice.

300

Then it was possible to look,

irt, and discuss feminine

beauty, without the interruption of subhumans, so Susan Davis, née
Macniak, a graduate of Choate and Dartmouth, who now serves as
Associate Vice President for Student Affairs, and Liaison to University
Counsel, but then was about to take a job at Hunton & Williams, opined
that the Playmate, Shauna Sand, did wrong to wax her bush, which
formed a narrow and long rectangle.
Having grown up with women like Patty Duffek, Kerri
Kendall, and Cheryl Bachman—not to mention every one of my
girlfriends—I heartily agreed with the expert opinion of the lady lawyer.

~ bush is best ~
To trim this lovely aspect of a woman’s beauty is not merely the
equivalent of cropping, or shaving, the hair on her head, which some
mystics believe serves as an antenna for celestial forces; but it is part of
the sick agenda of the depraved homosexuals in the global intelligence
community, as they push pædophilia in a disgusting effort to make the
privates of grown women resemble little girls’.
Shauna Sand was one of us.

She rode horses and a

motorbike. She waterskied, and she did aerobics. She went to college,
and she travelled the world before she married, had children, and
devoted herself to her family, while she acted in the theater, on
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television, and for Hollywood. She could have sat at our table—if she
were slumming.
Miss Sand was born, Tavistock-fashion, on exactly the same
day and time as her mother:
respectively.

September 2nd at 6:26 p.m. and a.m.

She studied ballet, jazz, and acting, starting in her

childhood, when she enrolled in the School of Creative and Performing
Arts; so, by the time she hit her teens, she held a dance scholarship with
Ballet West in the programming hub of Aspen. Although the enemy
moved her into modelling at an early age, as she signed with Elite/
Petite, she put her career aside to earn a bachelor’s degree in
international business administration from the American University of
Paris, where she acquired uent French. She married Lorenzo Lamas,
whose father, Fernando, Billy Crystal parodied on Saturday Night Live,
as the Playmate embodied his catchphrase:

You look marvelous!
Simply marvelous!
That seemed harmless fun back then, although I would have seen
Shauna’s childhood acting and early modelling as red ags. But now I
see not only the enemy’s obsession with numerology in the lady’s birth
but also the satanic associations of her husband’s name since the scum
kill animals and humans on Lammas, or Lughnasadh, which falls on
August 1st.
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If only it stopped there….
Like so many others, Shauna Sand was brainwashed to pose
for Playboy. As she said,
I always wanted to be a Playmate,
though I had never seen the actual magazine.
Why would someone want to pose at all, let alone so badly, for a
periodical she had never seen?
If you think you are in love, it is always cybernetically
driven hypnotism, as it was with me and Jenn, and the Playmate was no
exception. After a courtship of only eight weeks, when presented with a
giant rock, four carats of dreams, Shauna Sand married Lorenzo Lamas.
She had found her soulmate, and her husband showed the same
symptoms. L2 echoed S2, when he said of his fourth wife,

We were born for each other.
And so the lady with the landing strip posed in her wedding dress, in a
series of action shots, from clothed to naked, in Playboy, for a second
pictorial: “Renegade Bride.” Earlier her man had objected, but, then,
using her feminine wiles, and exercising her womanly independence,
Shauna talked Lorenzo into it.
My husband does not
want me to pose again, but I could persuade
him if the subject appealed to me.

303

Since it would record their love, Shauna did a bridal striptease, getting
naked for millions, in Playboy’s follow-up: sexy wedding pictures.
You know how you dream
your whole life about finding the perfect person?
He is my dream person, my soul mate and my
best friend.
We thought it would be a
wonderful memory for us to have—something
we could look back on when we’re 80 and say,
“Oh, what we looked like back then!”
Mrs. Lamas would bear three daughters—Alexandra, Victoria, and
Isabella—before they divorced.
Shauna Sand’s family was the most important thing to her,
and it came rst. Blissfully, the young bride said,
It’s like something out of a fairy tale,
I feel like I’m flying over the whole world.
She seemed willing to work—not just at her acting career but harder at
her marriage. Still, the enemy brought her down. The trash, who will
always have nothing, less than nothing, wrecked her life.
Shauna appeared on her husband’s show, Renegade, in
episodes fraught with cartel signalling, entitled “Ransom” and “The
Milk Carton Kid.” These, which children could view, not Playboy, were
truly tasteless.

Later she would play in programs, featuring satanic

themes disguised as comedy, like The Deviants and Charmed—not to
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mention Air America, which refers to the criminal organization run, in
Việt Nam, by CIA. But it didn’t stop there. As the enemy destroyed the
mother of three, once a lovely educated woman, whose only aw was a
waxed bush, the homosexual degenerates turned her into a total ho-bag.
It got so bad: she even appeared on Botched where Doctors
Terry Dubrow and Paul Nassif remedy “extreme plastic surgeries gone
wrong.”
Once Shauna Sand lived in the City of Light, but now she
appeared in a disgusting video:

“Everybody Wants 2 B A Pornstar.”

Sandwiched between male garbage, wearing a mask, and fondling a
police baton, while her hips obscenely gyrated, she sang in French, with
a computerized voice, as the scum spoke through her mouth.

The

horror show ended with the slag, doggy-style, shaking her ass, while
she fondled a lesbo.

Lights

ashed, to trigger the viewer, before the

Eiffel Tower, which broadcast commands to her skull. As though that
weren’t enough, the unfortunate woman appeared with handcuffs, and
a shirtless cop, holding a gun, in front of Notre-Dame, which the Jesuits
burned down, using a directed energy weapon. Wanting to vomit, I felt
triggered in a different way—for I know what the gendarmes are like.
As you can read on my website, Fighting Monarch, which now has more
than two million hits, the fascist thugs of the robotic despot, Macron,
attacked the heroic Yellow Vests, gassing citizens, beating them with
clubs, tipping over wheelchairs, dragging women by the hair, and
shooting their eyeballs out with rubber bullets. Those articles get almost
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no traf c, unlike many of my others, but the gynoid can-can, featuring
the cans of Shauna Sand and Anna Garcia, has one hundred thousand.
To watch the atrocity, I had to sign in to YouTube, which warned, “This
video may be inappropriate for some users.”

I’ll say!
That was nothing next to the porn. Still wearing white,
with badly bleached hair and crotchless underpants, although her heavy
mascara was slate, the college-educated mother, who acted on the stage,
for the cinema, and on television, before she married a millionaire,
found a new way to record her love. Feet bound in platform heels, fourinch stilettos, plastic like her life, Shauna Lamas, née Sand, presented
her anus to the camera. This a male degenerate

ngered, smoking a

cigarette, as they conversed in French. Her navel was pierced, with a
poorly drawn bunny branded on the gut that carried her babies, while
she had tattooed a eur-de-lis above her butt-crack. At her request, the
Frenchman produced a red sex toy, with which he dildoed her cunt,
completely waxed, so it looked like a child’s. Hungry from her work,
the skank went on to her treat, as she drizzled Häagen-Dazs, over her
teats, enlarged by the plastic sacks of silicon she paid thousands to have
surgically implanted above her ribcage.

The dairy product dribbled

across her pussy, but the show wasn’t over. The multi-lingual divorcée
ladled the melted ice cream over the uncircumcized European, stroking
himself to obtain an erection, before she applied her collagen-injected
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lips to his semi- accid cock. But even this was too normal, since the
scene

nished, like most porn, not with the lady bringing her man to

climax, but with him jerking off on her face. This is where the wedding
photos led….
I wanted to know what

avor the ice cream was, so I

could describe the coupling in all its repulsive detail; but the director
blurred the container.
Would he had done so with the rest of the tape!
As for that luxury product, made from the avored cream
of short-lived cows, kept in the slavery of their milking parlors, injected
with antibiotics, and bovine-growth hormones, which are carried to our
food through their mastitis-ridden udders, to which machines are
applied, Häagen-Dazs was established in the Bronx. The name is not
Danish, but the creator, Reuben Mattus, invented it as a tribute to
Denmark’s exemplary treatment of Jews during World War Two. For
this and to make gelt, he and his wife put maps of the foreign country
on the rst cartons. Like Wallace Stevens, the Emperor of Ice Cream sat
at the kitchen table for hours, intoning jibberish, until he came up with
something that sounded good. While the anti-semitic scum that spoke
through him, as described in the appendices to this book, mocked his
efforts, they led him to pick a name that sounds like hagen dass. In
Danish, Swedish, and Norwegian, that means outhouse.
Back then, I knew none of this. I happily ate not only ice
cream but also meat without a thought to whence it came. My father
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worked for an Illuminati company, DuPont, as he supported
agribusiness through the sale of polymer lms and wraps, but this led
not to veganism, or vegetarianism, but only to quality food
consumption. A typical Yuppie Browser, I moved from shop to shop,
where I bought not just vegetables, fruits, and packaged food—but the
meat of unfortunate lambs, chickens, ducks, geese, and pigs kept in
terrible conditions. The most I had done, then, was to give up veal.
Still, the ground sirloin, grass-fed, that I cooked at home was
nothing next to the occasional fast-food burger that I ate, made from as
many as fty cows, fed genetically modi ed corn, pumped full of drugs,
kept in feed pens, standing in their own manure. When the cattle are
killed, ground up, and stirred together in a massive container, the shit
on their coats infects the meat; but have no fear! The companies that
buy our politicians, from whose executives the regulators are drawn,
stop the growth of e-coli by mixing ground cornmeal, combined with
bleach, into the slop. This is covered by a bun, made of processed our,
monoglycerides, sodium stearoyl-2-lactylate, calcium propionate, and
calcium sulfate, empty of nutrition, full of glutens, and sweetened with
high fructose corn syrup. That syrup also goes into the ketchup that
combines with fake mayonnaise, full of saturated fat, and mustard
squirted on your fty-cow drugshitburger.
Although I focussed on my body, keeping very

t, every

other month, I would hit Burger King, for two Double Whoppers with
Cheese, which I would eat in the parking lot.
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At least, I didn’t buy the fries, which contain thirteen
different ingredients: potatos, soybean or canola oil, modi ed potato
starch, rice

our, potato dextrin, salt, leavening (i.e. disodium

dihydrogen pyrophosphate and sodium bicarbonate), dextrose, xanthan
gum, and sodium acid pyrophosphate. That’s ten fewer than Hardy’s
and six fewer than McDonald’s, while sometimes the oil is replaced with
palm. Thus, tropical forests, home to endangered species, are destroyed
for nothing, to pro t corporations, and to make you sick.
Speaking of tropical forests, at this time, again, I found
myself talking with the scum, Rick and Margaret, as the programming
pair came into my apartment, I don’t know how, and we watched King
Rat, by James Clavell, as the prisoners ate a dog whom they knew,
Rover, in a feast, of meat, in the Jap Camp.
Here, Margaret spoke to me, as she must have, somehow,
when we watched Christy Carrera together.
“Tim, it’s like you’re having people over for dinner. I want
you to eat veal.”
But I answered, “I don’t eat veal anymore. I don’t eat it on
principle.”
“Will you eat it for me?” the subhuman asked.
“No. I can’t believe you asked me that.”
And so they gave the following command, which I accepted:
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I want you to forget you watched this movie.
It’s just the book.
I gave up, against their wishes, my favorite cordon bleu,
made with veal scallopini, and switched to chicken

lets, sliced from

factory-farmed birds, surrounding Smith eld ham, made from beautiful
and intelligent pigs, kept in horri c conditions, when I didn’t dine on
more exotic fare, which I made in my kitchen:

Pâté de Campagne,

braised goose with chestnut and sausage stuf ng, and chocolate and
cheese souf é.
Only constant exercise, and youth, kept me from growing
fat.
Along with Matt and Sue Davis, and John and Caroline
Curran, Anne McIlhaney became a regular guest at dinner parties.
Just as they were trying to use me to lead Matthew to hard
liquor, when he drank only beer and wine, they used me to lead this
woman, who had grown up as an evangelical, to alcohol.

Although

Anne’s family was very straight-laced, they had a fun side, as her father,
who practiced gynæcology, had a pet skunk, which he used to scare
girls, in his youth. She grew up visiting her grandfather, who owned
the last farm in Austin, Texas, as he would often forget her name. Before
she had not drunk, going to Wheaton College, where born-again
students made a pledge not to drink or dance, and she had done
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missionary work in Bolivia. There she drank tea, made from the coca
leaf, as her standards slipped, and, with me, she would go on to wine
and spirits.
In the Lone Star State, Anne was struck by lightning, while
she rode horses with her sisters, an event she did not remember, while it
scared her riding companions, since she only awoke to hear the story.
Was it a freak accident, a bolt directed with weather
weapons, or a cover memory, involving electro-shock, just as my family
friend, Doctor Angel, who grew up in the Village of Tavistock, was also
struck by lightning?
Anne did scholarly work in England, at Professor Fowler’s
instigation, since she, like me, was one of the very few students he
would accept as an advisee, while we wrote our doctoral dissertations,
but she told me that she found the trip absolutely useless.
She was a really good sport, and a reliable person, for she let
me use her car, an old banger that could barely make it around the
block, before I got my own, to shop for groceries, while she also gave me
lifts to the train station rst thing in the morning when I would return,
on holiday, to Pennsylvania—once having to bang on my door, since I
had passed out, sleeping through hours of a buzzing alarm, after,
already tired, I played several hours of squash racquets with Matthew
before we polished off three bottles of that season’s Beaujolais nouveau.
Anne and I became a de facto couple, as she rounded out the
table, but nothing ever happened between us, as we supped not only
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with the others in our set but also twice a year, at Guadalajara, a local
restaurant, where we would each down a pitcher of margaritas before
getting in our cars to drive off.
Knowing the enemy’s use of media against me, especially as
they later crafted O Brother Where Art Thou? in a foolish attempt to lead
me and a minor old-time country artist together, as described in a
vignette to appear in the next volume of this series, it is hard to believe
that Army Seventh, or MI-7, did not make Contact just for us since we
went together, alone, to Vinegar Hill, to see the lm, as it concerned a
couple where one person was secular-minded and the other religiously
so, just like us, while I found myself thinking that we could hold
hands….
We did not, any more than I went for Annie Sussman, a
charming woman who looked like a charging rhinoceros, just as her
lookalike, Minnie Driver, appeared for reasons no one can understand in
Grosse Point Blank, which concerned a high school reunion for the Class
of 1986, while I graduated a single year later.
That might be debatable, but I have no doubt as to the
enemy’s production of an episode of The Simpsons just for me, as I
sometimes enjoyed a special tradition of ordering the delivery of
Chinese food on my television night, when I would watch, by myself,
this and other shows, only to

nd my friend, John Curran, inviting

himself over, crashing my party, while the episode concerned Homer’s
attempts to be friends with Ned Flanders, who found himself praying,

fi

fi

312

Please, God, save me from Homer Simpson’s friendship,
so I felt the show mirrored the evening exactly, and I had to listen to
John laugh, inordinately, at the joke.
This is our enemy, who not only encourage us to watch
stupid things but who work to wreck even that.
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BOOK SIX: NUMBER SIX
The enemy had sought to arrange my life, to program my
mind, and to control my behavior not only through the placement of
particular women in Playboy, whom they sought to con ate with
women I knew, or through books and lms, after which they hoped I
would model, but through arranged meetings, as they used the
technology described in the appendices to this book to bring people
together.
Whenever you

nd yourself hanging out with someone,

especially if you don’t particularly like them, or if you keep running into
them, you can bet the mind control boys are moving you together. They
seek always to destroy not only each other but also their betters, so they
intend for arranged relationships to provide a means for people to
exercise negative in uence on each other—whether that happens or not.
When I attended Pomona College, they sought to drive me
to rape as they placed a series of brunettes my way. They thought they
had something with Wonder Woman, combined with lookalikes whom
they had placed in Playboy, but boy were they wrong. They had hoped
my apparently random hook-up with Lisa Lee, which I describe in
Playboy’s Progress, in a chapter called “Mating Dance,” would lead me
to force myself on the lady from Phœnix.

They had hoped my

apparently random hook-up with Elsa Querin, which I describe in
Playboy’s Progress, in a chapter called “Æthiopia,” would lead me to
And, as described in a
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force myself on the woman from the Borg.

chapter called “The X-Storm,” from the same volume, they had hoped
my apparently random hook-up with Ella Richardson, the amazonian
athlete, would lead from anger to sex as her ex crashed our date. Much
like their attempt to move me from my girlfriend, Charlotte Large, to my
classmate, Lilith von Foerster, the granddaughter of a Nazi cyberneticist
who worked for the Pentagon, through the placement of Alison
Armitage in Playboy, not to mention our apparently random meeting in
Austria, six thousand miles from our college in California, where we
had lived in the same courtyard, however, these attempts failed.
The enemy also failed with Jennifer Chylack.

Before and

after her wedding to Anthony Dinsmore, we had carried on a torrid
affair—fuelled by alcohol and cybernetically driven lust. Still, although
Jenn told Tony, the enemy failed to break up their marriage or to drive
him to violence. They also failed to lead me to rape, or her to complain,
when I tried to help her home from my apartment, after she passed out,
and she threw a right cross, breaking my nose, only to lead me, gently,
to put her in a full-nelson as I carried her out the door. Many years later,
when I rst woke up to my abuse, I would telephone to warn the couple
about home break-ins, and the cabal that threatened us, but they
responded by calling the constable.

In this Zersetzung technique,

through which the enemy sought to paint me as a dangerous madman,
they also failed, since I had only a friendly conversation with the East
Marlborough Police.
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NSA had limited success with the friends they sent my way.
In my early teens, they had tried to use me to lead Blair Hickey, the son
of the propaganda of cer at Fort Benning, who later became an awardwinning correspondent for ABC News, under OPERATION
MOCKINGBIRD, to drink alcohol, but it didn’t work. So they moved
me to Colin McConnell, the son of an Air Force veteran, who intensely
disliked Blair, as I smoked cannabis for the

rst time—a practice of

which my earlier friend would not have approved. Sean Shotzberger,
who drank with me, and shoplifted with my brother, led me to Ella, but
that didn’t work; and Sean, who had seen me smoke weed, came to the
conclusion that he would never try it—since it clearly turned geniuses
into idiots. They would use me to lead a family friend, Daniel Mariani,
to smoke reefer, and to eat ‘shrooms, just as I would try psychedelics
again with my friend, Matthew Davis, while they would fail in their
attempts to place spirits in front of him through me. Eventually, I would
realize that all my friends smoked marijuana.
Now, they would place another person in my way, as they
sought to degrade my morals.
Gordon Daniel Rowe III came from a background replete
with mind control. His father was a retired lieutenant colonel in the Air
Force who had met his mother in the Secret War in Laos, as he

ew

unmarked planes, and she, an of cer for Central Intelligence, worked as
a kicker for Air America.
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The War in Việt Nam was never about ghting communism,
but, like the War in Afghanistan, it concerned needless defense
spending, as the banks drove our country into debt. Just as they want
consumers to spend more than they have, as they send us offers for
credit cards, at usurious rates, or brainwash people to spend hundreds
of thousands of dollars on college educations that will not lead to jobs,
the banking cartel wants all countries to be in a continual state of war, or
threatened war, to increase their national debt. Bankruptcies followed
by bail-outs, and re nancings over longer payback periods, drive us to
austerity measures, as we become their slaves, a process meant
eventually, through the Federal Reserve, the Bank of England, the
European Central Bank, and the International Monetary Fund, to lead to
the New World Order.
As George Orwell wrote, in his dystopian novel, 1984, while
he worked for MI-7, the plot concerns not only the revision of history,
through which wars are justi ed, or governments lying in newspeak, or
the boot in the face, or a moron’s insistence that 2 + 2 = 5, but it’s about
continual armed con ict, as the satanic banking families, from the
Rothschilds to the Rockefellers, gorge on the blood of not just soldiers
but also civilians.

The war is not meant to be won;
It is meant to be continuous.
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Why else do you think our country fought major wars for only thirteen
percent of the nineteenth century, twenty percent of the twentieth
century, and ninety- ve percent of the present century?
Dwight D. Eisenhower, a president and general who retired
to Gettysburg, where Gordon’s mother, Barbara, grew up, in the last
privately owned house on the Battle eld, before she became an of cer in
the Central Intelligence Agency, and met her husband in the Secret War
in Laos, was hardly a friend to American freedom, but even he
prophetically warned in his farewell address,
In the councils of government, we must
guard against the acquisition of unwarranted
influence, whether sought or unsought, by the
military-industrial complex.
The potential for the disastrous rise of
misplaced power exists and will persist.

***

***

***

Thank you, Captain Obvious!
But it’s more than that. The United States has a nasty habit
of

ghting its longest losingest wars in the parts of the world that

produce the most heroin: the Golden Triangle and the Golden Crescent.
The CIA never cared about the real war against communism,
which was fought in Southern Africa, because the governments there
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did not support the production of illegal drugs. Instead, while working
with the Red Chinese to facilitate the transfer of colonies, and the
genocide of whites and blacks, not to mention while staging the Cultural
Revolution, to eliminate real revolutionaries who opposed the opium
trade, just as the British had fought the Taiping Uprising, following the
Opium Wars, to protect the products of the poppy, we fought the War in
Việt Nam.
As part of the phony war, President Eisenhower’s successor,
John F. Kennedy, had to be eliminated.
Five months before his assassination, JFK challenged the
power of the Federal Reserve, as he sought to return our country to a
sound monetary policy. Executive Order No. 11110 moved us away from
the at money that the Fed prints from thin air as it charges interest to
the taxpayer—not only through bonds but through in ation. Kennedy
ordered the Treasury to issue certi cates backed by silver bullion and to
mint silver coins; so, if you had a dollar, you could require silver on
demand. But less than half a year after his murder, the Secretary of the
Treasury, C. Douglas Dillon, halted the exchange of silver certi cates for
silver dollars, while, only four years later, all redemption of silver
ceased.

So America returned to the system run exclusively by the

Federal Reserve.
Almost equally bad, in the eyes of the cartel, was Kennedy’s
attempt to curtail American involvement in Việt Nam. As noted in the
second volume of this series, the Federal Reserve, the Federal Income
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Tax, and the First World War are intimately connected, as the banking
cartel drives us to expensive wars that will require the borrowing and
printing of money.
Kennedy was serious in his stand against communism, but
he had privately committed to pull our boys from Southeast Asia. In
1963, at a secret meeting, Robert McNamara recommended the
withdrawal of American troops from Việt Nam, and Kennedy agreed.
McGeorge Bundy, a member of Skull and Bones, attended the meeting.
The order went out; and, less than two months later,
Kennedy was assassinated.
The Warren Commission would determine that Kennedy
was killed by a single shooter, who was murdered in police custody only
days after the president died, after he red a magic bullet that de ed the
laws of physics.
Those who questioned the of cial story would be branded
conspiracy theorists under a memorandum propagated by the Central
Intelligence Agency: Countering Criticism of the Warren Report.
Meanwhile, Averell Harriman, another member of Skull and
Bones, had staged a coup in South Việt Nam only three months earlier,
and had ordered the assassination of South Việt Nam’s president, Ngô
Đình Diệm, without Kennedy’s approval, which led to increased Việt
Cộng attacks and a series of eight successive governments in South Việt
Nam. Harriman was single-handedly destabilizing the region, although
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he would later participate in peace talks, while Bundy pressed for
stronger American involvement—led, of course, by CIA.
Did I mention that Harriman was the great-uncle of my
baseball coach, an of cer in the Marine Corps, who served in Việt Nam,
before he married a woman whose son I would meet through Gordon
Rowe, as we smoked cannabis together?
Although Kennedy had committed to the withdrawal of our
troops, the North Vietnamese had no idea of his stance. After the Cuban
Missile Crisis, Kennedy would have looked like a tough customer, who
would not back down.

He had previously increased the number of

military advisors by eighteen times, or 1800%, signalling his
commitment to Indochina.

On the other hand, Kennedy’s successor,

Lyndon Johnson, was preoccupied with domestic matters and
inexperienced with international affairs. To some in the North, a switch
from Kennedy to Johnson looked as though it would lead America to
turn away from Việt Nam under a new administration.
The same day that Kennedy was shot, the Politburo of North
Việt Nam had just entered into a two-week debate as to North Việt
Nam’s position regarding the liberation of South Việt Nam. Sound like
a coincidence? One faction, supported by the Soviet Union, and led by
Hồ Chí Minh, supported a cautious approach, under which North Việt
Nam would have minimal involvement in the war in the South.
Another faction, supported by the People’s Republic of China, and led
by Lê Duẩn, supported an aggressive approach, under which North Việt
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Nam would attack. Kennedy had privately committed to a withdrawal
of troops, but the Vietnamese didn’t know that. Now Johnson was in
charge, and he didn’t seem interested in Việt Nam. With Kennedy out
of the way, it may have seemed time to strike.
Immediately after the CIA killed Kennedy, America’s
position on Việt Nam changed. Johnson kept all of Kennedy’s foreign
advisors on board, so trash like Bundy and Harriman continued to run
the show.

Days after Kennedy’s burial, Johnson signed National

Security Action Memorandum No. 273, and he authorized CIA OPLAN
34-A, a program of commando raids against North Việt Nam. And, less
than one year later, OPLAN 34-A led to the Gulf of Tonkin Incident, to
America’s retaliation, to the introduction of the NVA’s main force in the
South, and to America’s serious involvement in the war.

While

Kennedy had planned to withdraw all troops, Johnson increased
America’s commitment from sixteen thousand to twenty-three thousand
the year after the assassination.
In their insane fascination with numerology, and gang signs,
the Illuminati, acting through the CIA, killed

rst President Diệm on

November 2, 1963, and then President Kennedy on November 22, 1963,
under the obelisk in Dealey Plaza, while JFK died on 11.22 in retaliation
for Executive Order No. 11110, all so they could draw the Americans and
the Vietnamese into an escalating war.
But why?
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Of course, there were the pro ts to be reaped by the
military-industrial complex, at the cost of over one million lives. Dow
made napalm.

Monsanto made Agent Orange.

Sikorsky made choppers.
planes.
contracts.

Bell, Boeing, and

Lockheed, McDonnell, and Douglas made

And RMK-BRJ, the Vietnam Builders, entered into no-bid
The Department of Defense spent one hundred and sixty-

eight billion dollars—that’s one trillion adjusted for in ation—on the
war we lost.
As the lawyers say, “Follow the money.”

Or as General

Smedley Butler, a two-time winner of the Medal of Honor, who came
from my county, and who foiled the Harrimans’ earlier plot to
overthrow the federal government, put the matter,

War is a Racket.
Aside from the printing of money, and corporate
pro teering, there were fortunes to be made in the Golden Triangle—
right next door to Việt Nam. In the Secret War in Laos, where my new
friend’s parents fell in love, CIA worked with General Vang Pao to make
the country the world’s largest exporter of heroin. Using Air America,
they ew drugs across Burma, Thailand, and Laos—while they also ran
guns. Those were some of the packages that Gordon’s mother kicked
out the open door of an unmarked plane

own by her husband.

Southeast Asia became the main supplier of raw materials for heroin in
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the United States—while, wrapped in the ag, CIA poisoned Americans
at home.
The 1967 Opium War left Major-General Ouane Rattikone,
the Commander in Chief of the Royal Lao Armed Forces, and the
Kuomintang, who were ghting Commies, in control of eighty percent
of the opium trade in Burma. For the duration of the KMT’s dominance
in northern Burma—from the end of World War Two to the 1960s—his
army, which was subsidized by the CIA, increased opium production,
by more than six times, from eighty tons to ve hundred tons per year.
The Golden Triangle provided roughly one third of the world’s illicit
opium trade.
But after America withdrew from Việt Nam, guess what
happened? Heroin production plummeted, back down to one hundred
and sixty tons in 1978 and two hundred and forty tons in 1979.
It’s kind of like the way that opium poppy cultivation in
Afghanistan fell from eighty-two thousand hectares to eight thousand
hectares, dropping to less than ten percent of its former level,
immediately before the false

ag attack on the World Trade Center,

which led to the War in Afghanistan, just as the false ag attack in the
Gulf of Tonkin led to the War in Việt Nam, while even the government’s
story did not involve attackers from Afghanistan, so, immediately after
NATO invaded the Golden Crescent, Afghanistan would have seventyfour thousand hectares under cultivation, as opium production went
back on line, with three hundred and thirty thousand hectares devoted
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to the production of heroin only

fteen years later, for an increase of

more than forty times, or four thousand percent, following the illegal
invasion, which cost the taxpayer one trillion dollars for another war we
lost, as NATO continued to occupy the area and commit atrocities over a
twenty-year period.
That’s from that hotbed of conspiracy theories: the United
Nations.
The Burmese warlord, Khun Sa, said that Richard Armitage,
then an envoy in the American embassy,

nanced drug smuggling in

Việt Nam and Thailand from 1975 to 1979.

Meanwhile, agents from

Central Intelligence, like Daniel Arnold, traf cked weapons and drugs
with Khun Sa. The operation reached its peak in 1975 and 1976 under
George Bush, another member of Skull and Bones, implicated in the
Kennedy Assassination, whose family was rescued from bankruptcy by
the Harrimans.
But don’t take my word for it.
Listen to Lieutenant Colonel James Gordon Gritz, whom
General Westmoreland, the Commander of United States Forces during
the War in Việt Nam, from 1964 to 1968, and the Chief of Staff of the
United States Army, from 1968 to 1972, called “The American Soldier.”
Colonel Gritz wears the Silver Star with two Oak Leaf
Clusters, the Legion of Merit with Oak Leaf Cluster, the Distinguished
Flying Cross with Oak Leaf Cluster, the Bronze Star with V for Valor and
six Oak Leaf Clusters, the Air Medal with V for Valor and twenty- ve
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Oak Leaf Clusters, the Joint Service Commendation Medal, the Army
Commendation Medal with V for Valor and three Oak Leaf Clusters, the
Presidential Unit Citation, the Vietnam Service Medal with

ve

Campaign Stars, the National Order of Việt Nam as a Knight, the Việt
Nam Cross of Gallantry with Palm, the Việt Nam Armed Forces Honor
Medal, First Class, the Việt Nam Civil Actions Medal, First Class, the
Việt Nam Cross of Gallantry Unit Award with Palm, the Việt Nam Civil
Actions Unit Award with Palm, the Republic of Việt Nam Campaign
Medal, and the Gold Medal of Cambodia.
Bo Gritz trained in the Of cer Candidate School, at Fort
Benning, a base associated with MK-DELTA, where my family friend,
George Ring, received his commission, later to ght in the Tết Offensive,
and the father of my boyhood friend, Blair Hickey, served as
propaganda of cer, during the court martial for the My Lai Massacre.
Colonel Gritz maintained that the Burmese warlord, Khun
Sa, had engaged in heroin smuggling with Richard Armitage, who later
became the Assistant Secretary of Defense, when George Bush was the
Director of the Central Intelligence Agency.
At this time, Khun Sa also engaged in large narcotics
transactions with Ted Shackley, the Blond Ghost, who served as Station
Chief for Central Intelligence for Laos, from 1966 to 1968, and as Station
Chief for Central Intelligence for Việt Nam, in Saigon, from 1968 to 1972,
when he wasn’t running Provincial Reconnaissance Units, or PCUs, as
Director for the PHŒNIX PROGRAM.
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Scum like Shackley didn’t just run heroin, lining their
pockets at the expense of the taxpayer, but they also tortured, raped, and
killed tens of thousands of innocents under PHŒNIX.
Like the War on Terror, which is nothing but a Nazi
boondoggle, PHŒNIX involved the targeting of innocent people
through blacklists.

South Vietnamese civilians could be kidnapped,

tortured, detained for two years without trial, or even murdered, on the
word of an anonymous informer. This paved the way for blackmail,
extortion, and abuse. As Lucien Conein, a CIA of cer, who facilitated
President Diệm’s assassination, when he wasn’t doing his own private
business deals in Việt Nam, working with the Corsican Ma a, and
serving as Chief of Covert Operations for the Drug Enforcement
Administration, said, it was a “very good blackmail scheme for the
central government: ‘If you don’t do what I want, you’re VC.’”
To the extent of cials even depended on the reports of
others, an informant might implicate all kinds of people against whom
he held a con ict of interest or a personal grudge, while their leadership
imposed quotas of eighteen hundred neutralizations per month—
numbers run through systems like VCIIS, PHMIS, NPIASS-II, NPIFUSS,
MACV, and CORDS, to whose operators Computer Science Corporation
and Southeast Asia Computer Associates served as advisors.
Meanwhile, as the military-industrial complex kicked into
gear, Nelson Brickham, who served as the Senior CIA Of cer in charge
of Foreign Intelligence Field Operations throughout South Việt Nam,
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modelled PHŒNIX on the Ford Motor Company, of which the Secretary
of Defense, Robert Strange McNamara, had served as president after he
graduated from Harvard Business School and before he escalated the
War in Việt Nam.
This was one of many ways in which the Deep State, as it
acted through PHŒNIX, resembled Nazi Germany.

The Holocaust

never would have happened if corporations and banks had not
facilitated its development. IBM produced computers, just as Raytheon
works with the police state today, and the satanic traitors in the Air
Force use the super-computers at Schriever AFB to attack Americans.
BMW, Mercedes, Porsche, Audi, and Volkswagen used forced labor from
concentration camps, as did Nestlé Chocolates, while Coca~Cola sold
the Nazis soda pop. Standard Oil, owned by the Rockefellers, sold fuel
for U-Boats, while General Motors, owned by the DuPonts, sold cars to
the SS, and Ford, owned by Ford, made turbines for V-2 rockets. Bayer,
which has merged with Monsanto, a company that made Agent Orange
but now makes our food, participated in medical experiments. While
Barclays turned over information about their Jewish employees, Chase
sold Nazi war bonds, and Deutsche Bank lent money to build the death
camp at Auschwitz. Fascism, by de nition, involves a team-up between
big government and big business at the expense of individual freedom.
As in Nazi Germany, and contemporary America,
information was the lifeblood of the police state, and the scum targeted
people’s families.
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Today, they use the internet, which has grown from
ARPANET, a creation of DARPA, where companies like Yahoo, Google,
and Amazon illegally gather and share information about Americans
while they receive money from CIA’s private equity fund, IN-Q-TEL,
and NSA runs PRISM. That’s why Bill Binney, formerly of the National
Security Agency, who has made informational videos with, and married,
my one-time friend, Dr. Katherine Horton, who worked at CERN and
DESY, says Congress should defund NSA. Silicon Valley crawls with
spooks.

There, in Sunnyvale, next to the mind control facilities at

Stanford University, the headquarters of LinkedIn border on Moffet
Federal Air eld, which provides a home for the NASA Ames Research
Center, and on the headquarters for the Army’s Seventh Psychological
Operations Group.

Bill Gates did not buy this company, through

MicroSoft, which now has six hundred and ninety million registered
members from more than two hundred countries, while it makes its only
income through the sale of personal information, for twenty-six billion
dollars, or $26,000,000,000.00, in order to provide a free service for
jobseekers.

Nor did MicroSoft acquire Skype, which had earlier run

PROJECT CHESS, at eight and a half billion dollars, or $8,500,000,000.00,
for the public good.

Meanwhile, people foolishly post information

about themselves on social networks like FaceBook, which started the
day DARPA ended the LIFELOG PROJECT, through which a person’s
entire existence would be tracked.
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In the PHŒNIX PROGRAM, the enemy did not have the
internet, so they had to use more old-fashioned methods developed not
only by the Nazis but by their masters in England.
In 1961, Roger Hilsman, the Director of the State
Department’s Of ce of Research and Intelligence, hired Sir Robert
Grainger Ker Thompson, KBE, CMG, DSO, MC, to advise the United
States on police operations. As Sir Robert headed BRIAM, the British
Advisory Mission, he claimed the war could be won, while, on his
advice, the National Police began the Family Census Program. Like the
methods used on the internet today, which the Englishman pioneered in
Malaya, this involved the coordination of military, police, and civilian
intelligence. As on social networks, like FaceBook, family photos were
key. A group photo was taken of every family in South Việt Nam, and
the pictures were led in police dossiers along with information about
each person.
Meanwhile, FBI, which worked with CIA, through the
International Police Academy, at Georgetown University, run by the
Jesuits, trained of cers for the Vietnamese Bureau of Investigations, or
VBI, while it sponsored a national identi cation program, much like that
effected through birth certi cates, social security, drivers’ licenses, and
voter registration.
The Catholic Church was deeply involved, not only through
institutions like Georgetown and Fordham Universities, which are run
by the Society of Jesus, and feed the Central Intelligence Agency, but
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through its long entrenchment in Indochina. The French conquest of
Việt Nam had begun in the seventeenth century with the arrival of the
Jesuits, who were just as prone to torture as the Nazis, so the church had
its own intelligence network, well established, throughout the
peninsula. While the publicity machine promoted Catholics like Father
Hoá’s Sea Swallows, who fought the Commies on the ground, and Dr.
Thomas Anthony Dooley III, whom some sought to canonize as a saint,
when he worked with CIA, thousands of Buddhists were killed, as
President Diệm’s brother, Pierre Martin Ngô Đình Thục, served as
Archbishop of Huế, while, in protest, monks lit themselves on re.
As the arch-bishop’s sister-in-law, the Dragon Lady, Trần Lệ
Xuân, more commonly known as Madame Nhu, put the matter,

Let them burn, and we shall clap our hands….
Of cers employed by PHŒNIX noted the use of Nazi tactics,
just as the Department of Homeland Security employs Gestapo methods
today, as they lie about success rates. One coordinator, who worked for
CIA in Czechoslovakia, before they sent him to Biên Hòa, said,
The reports I sent in from
my province on the number of
Communists that were neutralized
reminded me of the reports Hitler's
concentration camp commanders sent
in on how many inmates they had
exterminated, each commander lying
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that he had killed more than the
others to please Himmler.
Jacques Kline, a French Jew who grew up under the Vichy Régime,
served as an of cer in the Air Force, but he withdrew from the program
because it reminded him of the Nazis.
Like the fusion centers, and the alphabet agencies, not to
mention the Gestapo, the Sturmabteilung, or SA, the Sicherheitsdienst,
or SD, and the Schutzstaffel, or ᛋᛋ, PHŒNIX was staffed with scum.
Brickham himself showed nothing but contempt for his agents, as he
correctly assessed the sociopathic losers that work for the Deep State.
A guy who has strong
criminal tendencies--but is too much
of a coward to be one--would wind up
in a place like the CIA if he had
the education.
In PROJECT 24, NVA of cers were drugged and blackmailed, through
the use of prostitutes, but that was small time next to the recruitment of
other criminals. Mike Beamon, a SEAL, who worked for PHŒNIX in
the regions of Bến Tre and Mỹ Tho, said the Provincial Reconnaissance
Units were full of rapists and murderers, whom CIA would recruit
straight from jail, along with American war criminals.
While we lost the war, our tax dollars paid for tens of
thousands of innocent civilians to be tortured in the most horri c ways.
Not only did the goons rape and gang-rape people, but they used
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objects—and even dogs, snakes, and eels—before they killed their
victims.

The scum attached wires to people’s genitals, and other

sensitive parts of their bodies, like their tongues, as they hit them with
electrical shocks—a process they do remotely today, through the use of
directed energy weapons and active denial systems, as described in the
appendices to this book. This they called the Bell Telephone Hour, while
they also employed the Water Treatment and the Airplane. In the latter,
they would tie a prisoner’s arms behind his or her back, and hang the
person from the ceiling, as with the marionette training employed in
PROJECT MONARCH, before they beat him or her with rubber hoses.
But, of course, the sickos themselves were tortured by others
of their kind, who treated them as easily expendable assets.

Lucky

agents might be paid off, and others would be placed on blacklists,
while a third group was terminated with extreme prejudice. At the end
of the war, CIA abandoned thirty thousand of its own agents to the
tender mercies of their enemies.
It couldn’t have happened to a nicer bunch of fellows.
Like the publicly traded corporations that I mention above,
CIA’s private company, Air America, facilitated these crimes. CIA ran
the Secret War in Laos from the Udorn Royal Thai Air Force Base at
which they had a massive interrogation center. There, on the edge of the
Golden Triangle, they would smuggle opium. Strategic locations, like
Vũng Tàu, a spot used by CIA to smuggle drugs, which contained a
seminary, were accessible only by Air America. And AA was vital to the
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arrest of suspects under PHŒNIX. This was the out t for which my
new friend’s mother, Barbara Rowe, worked, as she served as an of cer
in Central Intelligence.
Her husband, Gordon’s father, would spray chemicals,
which have subsequently caused horri c birth defects, for the Air Force,
under operations like POPEYE and RANCH HAND, which have
subsequently been replaced by PROJECT CLOVERLEAF and INDIGO
SKY FOLD, under which USAF and CIA spray nanotechnology, fungus,
and god-knows-what, as described in the appendices to this book, to
facilitate the mind control of Americans and the use of weaponized
weather in connection with ionospheric heaters like EISCAT-3D.
That’s when the Air Force wasn’t bombing Indochina into
the Stone Age. Between 1965 and 1975, we dropped more than seven
and half million tons, or fteen billion pounds, of bombs on Việt Nam,
Laos, and Cambodia—double the amount dropped on Europe and Asia
during World War Two. In the rst year alone, half a million people ed
their villages for temporary shelters, while another half a million
wandered, homeless, in shock. It was the largest aerial bombardment in
history.
Our helicopters, like those in the First Air Cavalry, the
division of my family friend, George Ring, which earned a presidential
unit citation, machine-gunned civilians, acts for which the government
would cover the man who was like an uncle to me with honors, later
using him to build a wireless network for our microwave harassment,
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while, after he died from the Agent Orange with which my father’s
company poisoned him, they interred his body in Arlington.
Many described atrocities committed in the killing zones to
which we drove innocent men, women, and children. Navy Lieutenant
John Wilbur, who served as Deputy Commander of SEAL TEAM TWO,
reported,
people shooting at peasants on water buffaloes,
or at

shermen in dugouts because they

happened to be in free re zones, or rocketing
huts and burning things down.
Likewise, Air Force Captain Brian Willson, who, with the 823d Combat
Security Police Squadron, commanded a mobile security unit at Binh
Thuy Air Base, described a massacre that was later written up as one
hundred and thirty Viet Cong dead.
One of the times I counted bodies
after an air strike—which always ended with two
napalm bombs which would just fry everything
that was left—I counted sixty-two bodies. In my
report I described them as so many women
between

fteen and twenty- ve and so many

children—usually in their mothers’ arms or very
close to them—and so many old people.
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Việt Nam became a wasteland, poisoned with chemicals, full of civilians
tortured and burned to death, as America claimed it fought a war in
defense of democracy—a war we lost, impoverishing our own country,
while banks, companies, and criminals grew rich.
Việt Nam is only one of many instances in which CIA has
forced America’s involvement in a war through which it makes money
from the illegal sale of slaves, guns, and drugs. Other examples can be
found in Latin America, the world’s largest producer of cocaine, and
Afghanistan, the world’s largest producer of opiates, where we fought a
losing war for twenty years at a cost of one trillion dollars.
The con was facilitated by an Englishman, Bob Hope, who
arranged entertainment for the troops through the USO.
The scum was born in London as Leslie Townes Hope,
before his family moved to Ohio.

Like the child-molester, Sir James

Wilson Vincent Savile, alias Jimmy Savile, a British entertainer, and a
known associate of the Royal Family, who raped hundreds of people,
including ten children, Hope was honored by the Queen and the Pope.
Thus, he was made a Knight Commander of the Most Excellent Order of
the British Empire and a Knight Commander, with Star, of the Order of
Saint Gregory the Great.

Roy Disney, who went to my college, and

presided over the child-molesting facilities owned by his family, was
also a member of that club. Congress declared Bob Hope the “ rst and
only honorary veteran of the U.S. armed forces,” as Hope moved with
full diplomatic immunity, and top security clearances, through the USO,
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which operates under the ægis of the National Security Agency and the
Department of Defense.

He had access to the Director of Central

Intelligence, the Pentagon, and the White House. The Navy named a
ship for him, the USNS Bob Hope (T-AKR-300), and a C-17 Air Force
plane was named the Spirit of Bob Hope, as the criminal moved among
roughly two hundred locations, in fourteen countries, run by the United
Service Organizations.
The USO holds a special charter from Congress, so it does
not count as a federal agency.
Governor Thomas Dewey served as its

rst chairman—an

odd choice to head an entertainment troupe since people found him
pompous, aloof, and unapproachable.

His aide, Ruth McCormick

Simms, described the politician as “cold as a February iceberg,” and
another called him as “devoid of charm as a rivet or a lump of stone.”
President Roosevelt decried him as a son of a bitch, President Truman
compared him to Hitler, and John Foster Dulles, the brother of the
Director of Central Intelligence, named him “a prima facie champion of
a strong and de nite New World Order.” No wonder Governor Dewey
was a supporter of the United Nations, an enemy of Senator Goldwater,
and a friend of the Rockefellers.
The second chairman of the USO was Prescott Bush, George
W. Bush’s grandfather, who nanced Hitler’s rise to power through the
German Steel Trust, or Vereinigte Stahlwerke, which produced over one
half of Nazi Germany’s pig iron; over one third of Nazi Germany’s
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explosives, galvanized steel, and heavy plate; and almost a quarter of
Nazi Germany’s wire.

Hitler never could have launched World War

Two without the Bushes’ support, from which they made millions, just
as they made their original fortune as war pro teers in World War One.
This man should have been tried for treason, and executed, but instead
he oversaw the entertainment of our troops.
Like others in his family, Prescott Bush joined Skull and
Bones, at Yale, where members dine on Hitler’s plate. Thence he looted
burial sites on holiday, purporting to steal Geronimo’s skull, when not a
cheerleader on the pep squad. One cannot help but wonder how the
gayboy inspired his classmates off the eld….
Although his spawn would publicly oppose abortion,
Prescott Bush sought to kill millions of the unborn. Like Bill Gates’s
father, the senator worked from deep within not only the American
Birth Control League but also Planned Parenthood, hell-bent on
uprooting “human weeds” and culling “reckless breeders,” while their
eugenicists claimed the kindest thing a poor family could do was to kill
their children.
His son, George Herbert Walker Bush, married the daughter
of the satanist, Aleister Crowley, while he presided over CIA,
assassinating the democratically elected leaders of foreign countries,
running cocaine from Latin America, and opium from Southeast Asia,
giving boy prostitutes tours of the White House, hunting victims at
Bohemian Grove, raping them with dogs, and forcibly sodomizing
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toddlers, like Kelly O’Brien, with whom he played Mr. Rogers’
Neighborhood. Later, like his son, he would become President of the
United States.
Like everyone in the Bush Family, Bob Hope was a satanist,
who was killed pursuant to a soul contract, on the magic day of July 27,
2003, exactly 47 years after the partition of Việt Nam, into North and
South, at the age of 100. As my friend, Andrea Davison, formerly of
British Military Intelligence, told me, satanists have a thing about being
done in by their own.

They believe that, by slaughtering others on

certain days, they feed their gods in the underworld; and, to take
dominion over these spirits, they must be sacri ced themselves on
similar days. Count Kalergi, whom I treat in the

rst volume of this

series, was killed on the same day as Sir Bob, at the age of 77, ve days
before the satanic holiday of Lughnasadh, on what the Illuminati regard
as a holiday in its own right, just as David Rockefeller was killed at the
age of 101 on the rst day of the Season of Sacri ce.
Susan Ford, who wrote Thanks for the Memories, under the
pen-name, Brice Taylor, describes her abuse not only by Henry Kissinger
but also by Bob Hope, who called her, prepubescent, “his favorite piece
of ass.”

In addition to her rape by politicians and celebrities, not to

mention Hope, this writer describes how the Englishman bought her, as
a slave, when she was a small child.
At this particular show where
Bob Hope bought me, there were lots and
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lots of little girls and boys competing.
They said these children were what they
called "sponsored" if they were chosen.
And they said it was better to be chosen
early because then the sponsors (owners)
could mold you the way they wanted.
There was a modeling ramp
where all of us children were displayed.
I modeled casual clothes, then
sophisticated evening clothes, and then
sensual/sexual attire and, finally,
appeared totally naked.
First I performed Swan Lake
Ballet in pink feathers for my casual and
wore black velvet for my formal and my
naked performance was called "the tiger
dance."
I won first place at this
show and was sold to Bob Hope on the open
market.
They put a white cape around
my naked body and Bob came up and stood
with me while everyone in the audience
cheered.
Did I mention that Bob Hope was friends with Hugh Hefner? Or that
Susan Ford grew up in the satanic community of Woodland Hills, which
is the birthplace of Patty Duffek?
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Susan Ford went on to describe her abuse on naval bases, as
she worked for her “owner,” Bob Hope, as part of the USO.
I was on lots of naval bases
in the United States at some time or
another.
Sometimes for entertaining
"the boys" with Bob, but more often for
programming.
The programming at these
bases was torturous. I was hung upside
down in tanks filled with water or
gases. There also were chairs with
straight backs and arm rests, with bands
that fit tightly around my forehead,
wrists and ankles. They also used
electroshock and light and sound
equipment, combined with food and sleep
deprivation. I was subjected to lots of
high tech equipment and machines. I
didn't have a clue what these machines
actually did or why my controllers were
torturing me.
Likewise, Cisco Wheeler, whose grandfather’s brother was the Head of
Joint Chiefs of Staff, writes of the naval base at China Lake, once the
largest programming center in the western United States, where
countless children have been molested.
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Like his pal, Hugh Hefner, Bob Hope raped, tortured, and
pimped many women, although most would not remember their abuse.
Among others, these included Marilyn Monroe and Jayne Mans eld,
who were abused by the Kennedy Brothers; Lynda Carter, who played
Wonder Woman, on television, and her alter ego, Diana Prince, who
served in the Navy; Barbara Eden, who played Jeannie on t.v., the slave
to an of cer in the Air Force; and Brooke Shields, who posed naked in
Playboy, when she was ten years old.
For me, Raquel Welch provides a poignant example of a
woman abused by the scum, since this excellent lady, naïvely thinking
that she was doing the right thing, seeking to help others, appeared with
Bob Hope, in the USO, during the War in Việt Nam.
I grew up fantasizing about Raquel Welch. How could I not?
Her poster was advertised in the back of every comic book, and she was
hot. As the knock-out posed in her swimsuit, I didn’t notice that the allseeing eye hovered in the right hand of the frame or that NSA watched
us all. I didn’t know that Tavistock shaped our sexuality, while they
promoted Raquel, for men like me, who found Marilyn dumb and
submissive.
Raquel’s poster, reduced to a small size, was the sexiest
picture of a woman in my childhood home—far better than the books on
Greek mythology, full of rape, and The Last of the Nuba, made by Leni
Riefenstahl, the Nazi

lm director, which showed naked blacks in the
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Sudan, as CIA sought to use their Rhodesia program, with rape as a
recruiting device, to lead boys to sign up for foreign wars.
At the end of every comic book, the postage-stamp-sized
model stood next to ads for glasses that would let you see through
women’s clothes or for books to learn hypnotism so you could make
women your slaves. Little did I know that hypnotism was used on all of
us, as at the programming center, in Linden, New Jersey, where CIA
sought to direct me to rape, focussing on Wonder Woman, Danger
Island, and Rhodesia, and where they brainwashed Marilyn Lange, who
lived in my town, and who later became Playmate of the Year.
I can’t tell you how disturbing it is for me to know what I
know now about MK-ULTRA, to see its effects in Raquel Welch, and to
hear her speak of hypnotism with respect to one of her early rôles.

I was just so enam ed with Frank Sina a, y kn .
He’s hypnotic.
But what’s even more upsetting is to see Raquel in the company of
rapist scum like Dean Martin, with whom she appeared in Bandalero.
Susan Ford described her rape by Dean Martin, himself a
slave, like all of them, under the direction of Bob Hope, as she recalled a
game like Simon Says, a favorite in MK-ULTRA, which indicates Hope’s
control over his victims.
I was usually one of the
youngest girls at the parties and most
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of the men were pretty old. Dean Martin
was at a party one night and he was
drunk. He wanted me to sit on his lap.
Looking over at Bob slyly, Dean said,
"Come on Bob, share some of your pretty
young stuff."
I looked to Bob for direction
and he answered, "Okay," smiling broadly
at his friend. Shyly, I went over and
sat on Dean Martin's lap. All eyes in
the room were now on Dean. He took one
of the straps from my dress down as
everyone cheered him on. I looked over
at Bob, feeling shy and scared but
smiling, as my programming dictated.
Then Dean took the other
strap down, pulled my dress down, and
grabbed my breast. With each move he
made he slowly turned to Bob, asking for
permission, "Bob, can I take her bra
off?"
"Yes," Bob said with a sly
smile on his face as everyone continued
to cheer.
"Bob, can I put one of her
breasts in my mouth?"
And as Bob gave his
permission, Dean put his drink and
cigarette down and leaned over to suck
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on my breast. He stunk like hard
liquor. His eyes were all bloodshot and
he spoke slowly and slurred. He scared
me because I didn't know if he would
hurt me.
Then he asked Bob if he
could remove my dress to which Bob
replied, "Yes," while the group hailed
him again.
After removing my dress, Dean
asked, "Bob, can I remove her panties?"
Bob said it was all right
with him and so Dean took off my panties
and laid me over a table and began
sticking his finger in me. I was moving
all around and making sexual noises,
like I had been trained to do. All the
people watching were getting turned on
and it started group sex.
Although Dean Martin was loaded, as usual, Bob Hope seldom drank—
plus the enemy will often drug a person’s drink.
In what my one-time friend, Dr. Katherine Horton, a scientist
who taught at Oxford, and worked on both the Large Hadron Collider
at CERN and the Elektronen-Synchrotron at DESY, before she became a
freedom

ghter, starting websites like Stop 007, and the Joint

Investigation, and doing podcasts on YouTube, has taught me to call
satanic cartel signalling, the scum advertise our abuse.
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Fantastic Voyage, in which Raquel Welch played Cora
Petersen, showed the CIA and the Navy using nanotechnology to travel
inside someone’s brain. That’s the same nanotechnology they used on
Raquel, on me, and on everyone you know.

You can see it in the

chemtrails above you, which are part of CIA’s PROJECT CLOVERLEAF
and USAF’s INDIGO SKY FOLD, and you can learn more about its rôle
in mind control in the appendices to this book.
As for the Navy, which features in Fantastic Voyage, and
names ships after Bob Hope, it maintains CHINA LAKE, a base in the
middle of the California desert, not far from where Raquel Welch grew
up, at which untold numbers of American children were abused and
brainwashed. Cisco Wheeler, the grand niece of General Earle Wheeler,
the Head of Joint Chiefs of Staff, wrote as follows:
The primary or initial torture
for many children in the western U.S.
was done at China Lake, California which
officially has gone under the
designations of: Naval Ordinance Test
Station (NOTS), Naval Weapons Center
(NWC), Ridgecrest (the town nearby), and
Inyo-kern (the area). The address of
Nimitz Hospital is the code "232 Naval
Air Weapons Station." The base was set
up to test "new weapons." Evidently,
the Navy decided that mind controlled
people were an important weapon to test.
Most of the "new weapons" created at
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China Lake were for the most part human
robots turned out in large numbers.
The Monarch Mind Control was
carried out in large airplane hangers on
the base which have been able to house
thousands of tiny cages just large
enough for human babies. Lots of 1,000
babies was a small batch. According to
people who worked in the hangers helping
program, many batches were 2,000 or
3,000 babies. Many survivors remember
the thousands of cages housing little
children from ceiling to floor. The
cages were hot wired (electrified on the
ceiling, bottom and sides) so that the
children who are locked inside can
receive horrific electric shocks to
their bodies to groom their minds to
split into multiple personalities.
These cages are called Woodpecker Grids.
The victim sees a flash of light when
high D.C. voltage is applied. Later,
this flash of light is used with
hypnotic induction to make the person
think they are going into another
dimension when they are blasted with
high voltage. In the Peter Pan
programming, the Programmers tell the
slaves that this is "riding the light."
One of the popular traumas after the
small child has endured the Woodpecker
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Grid cages for days is to rape it. The
rape is intentionally brutal so that it
will be as traumatic as possible. Many
of the technical people on the base are
civilians. This is in part because part
of the research involves mind-control,
and Illuminati civilian mind-control
experts have come and gone from the
base. The California Institute of
Technology at Pasadena is intimately
connected to China Lake's research (and
by the way to the Illuminati). Also
much of the work at the facility is for
the intelligence agencies and not the
military. Intelligence assets are often
civilians.
This is, of course, similar to what Susan Ford describes, as she was
abused and programmed, under the care of Bob Hope, on naval
facilities.
But, aside from her shows for USO, or her rôle in Fantastic
Voyage, where she worked for the Navy, and for Central Intelligence,
what kind of pictures did Raquel make? In The Magic Christian, she
had a relatively normal cameo, as the Priestess of the Whip, a
dominatrix who beat shirtless men and topless women alike, while she
intoned,
(wait for it)
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In, Out!
In, Out!
In, Out!
In Bluebeard, her husband murdered her along with a string of his other
wives, while Bedazzled featured her as Lust, a slave of the devil. In
Hannie Caulder, you could see Raquel gang-raped by the scum that
killed her husband, while, in 100 Ri es, a black man rapes the beautiful
lady after she bandages his hand. But wait there’s more! Raquel Welch
appeared in Myra Breckinridge, by the pervert Gore Vidal, where she
plays a man who had a sex change and she forcibly sodomizes a second
man with a dildo. Dialing it back, she posed as a sexy nun, for those
who want to rape nuns, or just have sex with them; but, if you were
really messed up, and you wanted to rape Raquel Welch, employing
bondage and an instrument of torture, while defacing Christian
symbols, and pretending she’s Jesus, or fuck her dead body, you could
go to pictures of her, in a leather bikini, cruci ed on the Cross.
That’s their idea of what to do with the world’s sexiest
woman.
Raquel Welch is a good person—a strong, independent, and
beautiful lady—not to mention a descendant of our second president,
John Adams, and the cousin of Bolivia’s

fi

fi

fl

349

rst woman president, Lidia

Gueiler Tejada. Like me, she is a self-published author, who has written
a book and appeared on television to promote wholesome values.
When she took all these crazy parts, she was rst a single mother, then
the wife of a producer, and trying to prove she could act in challenging
rôles.
The trash used Raquel’s nobility against her, as they used
her desire to help unhappy soldiers, boosting morale, in what she
believed was a war to support democracy. That is so like the enemy, to
warp someone’s noble intentions, using them against a good person.
Mrs. Welch wanted to do the right thing, entertaining our troops and
cheering them up. So the scum used her generous instinct, twisting it, to
promote a war for heroin and to place her in the proximity of a rapist.
Something similar happened with Bo Derek, a heroic woman
who posed for Playboy.

I celebrate Bo’s achievements in the

rst

volume of this series, Stories When Little, and they are formidable.
Only one is unworthy of this excellent lady. Mrs. Derek was made an
honorary Green Beret on the ftieth anniversary of the founding of the
Special Forces, after she received the highest award offered by the
Department of Veterans Affairs. Bo is a national honorary chairperson
for Veterans Affairs’ National Rehabilitation Special Events, as she helps
servicepeople, used and discarded by the government, to overcome
disabilities and to rejoin civilian life. Maybe some of them deserve her
compassion; but, to me, the green beret that used to look cool has
become nothing but a piece of shit.
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Lieutenant Colonel Michael Aquino, a satanist who sexually
abused children at army bases is a perfect example of what a green beret
truly stands for. The titles born by this ridiculous piece of garbage speak
for themselves. Wearing browls and dressing in a kilt to provide easy
access to his tiny dick and his fat ass, the military leader claims to be the
thirteenth Baron of Rachane, while he dresses in other ridiculous out ts,
like those of our armed services, wearing not only the green beret but
the Bronze Star, the Meritorious Service Medal, the Army
Commendation Medal, with two Oak Leaf Clusters, the Republic of Việt
Nam Cross of Gallantry, and the Republic of Việt Nam Psychological
Warfare Medal, First Class. This child-molester attained the degrees of
Satanist, Warlock, Priest of Mendes, Magister Caverni, and Magister
Templi before he served on the Council of Nine for the Church of Satan,
going on to found the Temple of Set, where he became a Magus,
Ipsissimus, and High Priest, while he also claims to be a Knight and
Grand Master of the Order of the Trapezoid and a Drighten of the RuneGild. As his titles indicate, the brass, like their minions, are not only evil
but ludicrous—little boys playing dress-up.
The damage that the scum have done to heros like Bo Derek,
who would never bear a child, or Raquel Welch, who would lose four
husbands, would be nothing next to what they did to another lady, who
posed for Playboy, as she hailed from Ohio, the home of Bob Hope, and
attended Kent State, where soldiers killed four students, and shot nine
more, because they peacefully protested against the War in Việt Nam.
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Jennifer Jackson had nothing to do with the war since, like
me, she was a child when it ended. Just as they put other women in
Playboy just for me, the scum brainwashed her to pose, beating

ve

thousand women who tried out, every year, for twelve spots, because
she resembled Chrissy Roberts, a girl with whom I was brainwashed
and whose father, like Raquel’s, worked for a major defense contractor:
General Electric. Two months after the last time I saw Chrissy, with a
single exception many years later, as our families travelled to New York,
Miss Jackson, a college girl who uncannily resembled her, suddenly
appeared as Playmate of the Month. Like most of the enemy’s plans,
this was ineffective, failing to interest me in Chrissy, as I never followed
up with her, although I was suddenly struck by her sister’s beauty and I
was very attracted to several of the other women who appeared in
Playboy that year.
Jennifer Jackson’s dates may further indicate targeting. Like
me, she was born on a day marked by the luciferians, as she entered the
world on Ostara, which begins the Season of Sacri ce. She would die on
January 22, which may hold signi cance since it is the day Cleopatra’s
Needle was erected in New York, outside the Temple of Dendur, which
Chrissy and I visited, back in 1989, as well as the day of Bloody Sunday
on which troops massacred peaceful protesters who approached the
Winter Palace in the rst Russian Revolution and the day on which the
Supreme Court, in Roe v. Wade, created a federal right to kill unborn
children. The Illuminati love to spill blood on magic days.
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They seek to destroy us all, and they succeeded with
Jennifer. After she studied business and nance at Kent State, she was
harassed by the police and other criminals under Zersetzung programs,
run by the Department of Homeland Security.

She was arrested for

receiving stolen property, but charges were dropped since the cops had
no case, and it was a matter of police harassment. She was accused of
stealing cigarettes from a gas station, but, again, charges were dropped
since this was nothing but targeting. When another man beat up her
estranged husband, for reasons that are unclear, the police charged her
with obstructing their investigation. Once she was arrested for driving
under the in uence, and she smoked marijuana, like all of us, but it is
dif cult to believe she would have done heroin. But the cops made no
investigation when the same estranged husband found her dead from
an overdose.
Anyone who knows me, even a little, knows that I will not
tolerate the use of hard drugs. In my youth, under mind control, I did a
small amount of cocaine, and psychedelics, and I smoked opium; but I
have never popped pills, nor have I ever been around anyone who has.
I have never seen a needle, I have never seen amphetamines, and I have
never seen heroin.
I used to smoke cannabis, which, before I met Gordon Rowe,
I bought only from my brother; but, after I met Gordon, with whom my
brother worked, I began to hang out in the small barn in which he lived,
next to the woodshop, beside his mother’s house, in Unionville, where I
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met other people in Chester County who grew and smoked the wacky
tabacky. This led me to smoke more weed, as it led to a very brief and
renewed irtation with psychedelics and cocaine in my late twenties.
Mostly, we sat by the woodstove, which provided the only
source of heat, and I listened to my brother, Gordon, and Chris Horn
play and record music on acoustic instruments.

While my brother

played rhythm guitar, and Chris played lead, Gordon sang. In between
songs, we would light up, and sometimes I would pick the banjo.
Chris had problems with heroin, and pharmaceuticals, as he
was hit with microwave harassment. He had an episode, much like the
one that would later strike me, involving voice-to-skull attacks, as
described in the appendices to this book, but he didn’t know it was
NSA.

Instead, he thought he went crazy, so he took anti-psychotics.

Later he died from an overdose.
His twin sister, Amy, is a medical doctor who dated my
brother in her teens. Twins are especially interesting to the enemy, just
as Dr. Mengele, who tortured my grandfather, Stanley Shinn, when he
worked for the Rockefellers’ company, Atlantic Rich eld, in Reading, as
described in the foreword to my

rst book, took a special interest in

twins. I have no doubt that Amy, whose brother was driven mad, and
targeted, while they murdered him, was also deeply brainwashed—
especially as her work in hospitals exposed her to abuse.

Many are

implanted in hospitals, and doctors work long hours, so it is easy to do
things to people there.

Indeed, my suspicions were con rmed when
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Amy called my home, claiming to respond to a message I had not left,
on a night, two falls ago, that culminated in my brother and me
wrestling our way through my mother’s house, my brother dialing 911,
and me handcuffed in the driveway, as I told the arresting of cer he was
trash, with a badge and a gun, asking him to give my regards to the
fusion center, while I dared him to shoot me.
As Jennifer Jackson sometimes did, I beat the charges, since
my brother and I refused to testify against each other, but the enemy
attacked me again with weaponized weather, as snow hit our area the
day I went to court.

It was the

rst snowstorm to blanket Chester

County for two years, but it was not the rst time weaponized weather
had been used against me.
Ionospheric heaters like the High-frequency Active Auroral
Research Program, or EISCAT-3D, which is more than one hundred
times more powerful than HAARP, not only broadcast microwaves into
our bodies and our heads, as described in the appendices to this book,
but they weaponize weather. The Rockefellers built HAARP through
my grandfather’s company, ARCO, but it was not even the start. You
can learn more not only earlier in this volume but by Googling U.S.
Patent No. 4,686,605, which describes a “method and apparatus for
altering a region in the earth’s atmosphere, ionosphere, and/or
magnetosphere,” held by a subsidiary of Atlantic Rich eld, complete
with diagrams of our planet.
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But, still, with all their technology, the enemy falls short.
The snowstorm did not keep me from my court appearance, where I
beat the charges, just as the many women they put in Playboy, and the
meetings they arranged in my life, not to mention other attacks, did not
have a serious negative effect. They had hoped that, by putting Gordon,
who came from a deeply mind controlled background, in my way, they
could interest me in psychedelics, pharmaceuticals, or heroin; but all I
did was smoke more cannabis.
Through Gordon and others I met through him, or through
them, I started going to bars—which meant local taverns like the
Country Place, formerly the Springdell Deli, and now the Whip, built for
cowboys on the King Ranch, the Four Dogs Tavern in colonial
Marshallton, and the Half Moon in Kennett Square.

I drove when I

shouldn’t have, I drank more than I should have, and I hung out with
some losers; but there were no serious consequences.
Earlier, I had no marijuana connections in Unionville, aside
from my brother, and I never went to bars, which I thought, correctly,
were full of losers; but soon I would be visiting the local hippy
commune, driving drunk, and stopping by quaint establishments, full of
country people, where I listened to live acoustic music.
Mostly, when we weren’t hanging out, or making, or
listening to, music, Gordon and I would talk about books, as he
introduced me to Hemingway and Steinbeck, or we would walk at the
Laurels, enjoying the beautiful countryside of Chester County.
356

And, when we would smoke reefer, late in the evening, we
watched a series I remembered from my youth: The Prisoner.
This fantastic show, made in 1967, tells you almost
everything you would want to know about MK-ULTRA, as it depicts
masonic conspiracies, dream warfare, forced speech, cybernetic
implantation, the piggy-backing of signals to the brain, hypnotism
leading people to think they have fallen in love, the use of drugs for
mind control, the use of electro-shock to erase memories, the political
use of psychiatry, the hypnotic use of television, the Deep State
watching the minutiæ of people’s lives, the employment of supercomputers, false binds in programming, hive mind, arti cial telepathy,
gas-lighting, gang-stalking, and, of course, arranged meetings.
I might have forgotten The Prisoner, or remembered it only
as a show I saw once or twice when a teen; but, thanks to Gordon,
whom the enemy had sought to use against me, it quickly became my
favorite.
Later I would teach it in college courses regarding identity
and dystopia; and, when I set up my website, Fighting Monarch, where I
have written more than three hundred and fty articles teaching people
how to

ght mind control, and exposing the plots of the New World

Order, to garner more than two million hits, from every country in the
world, except three, I would take the name of The Prisoner’s hero:

number six
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BOOK SEVEN: DEAD HEADS
For most of the year, I lived in Charlottesville; but, over
Thanksgiving, Christmas, and Easter, not to mention a couple weeks
every summer, I would travel north to visit my family in Unionville.
Whenever I would visit Chester County, I would buy a half
ounce of cannabis either through my brother directly, or then through
Gordon, or through others I met through them.
Michael McNamara and Tamara Parnell were two such
others, whom I met, and I felt a slight romantic attraction to Tami, a
diminutive redheaded

recracker from Beaufort, South Carolina, who

had worked in a strip club, when she wasn’t reading books, and whom
her colleagues called Snap Dragon. Later she would earn her doctorate,
in English, like me, as she taught a course called Counter-Culture at
Appalachian State.

Then, increasing attacks, as described in the

appendices to this book, would cause her to break down, blacking out,
until she left her teaching job.
The enemy is that stupid: Rather than use Doctor Parnell,
intelligently, to corrupt students by painting a romanticized picture of
sex, drugs, and rock-and-roll in the sixties, they derailed an effective,
intelligent, and good-looking poster girl.
As Tami read On the Road, by Jack Kerouac, her lifestyle
with Mike parallelled the beatniks’. After they left Chester County, my

fi

new nomadic friends migrated, in a loop, every year, summering in the

mountains near Boone, North Carolina, moving on to Texas for
December, where they worked on a Christmas tree farm, making money
hand over st, at speeds driven by cocaine and consumerism, and then
to Steamboat Springs, Colorado, where they worked on a ski resort, only
to return in the spring.
As I had played the banjo for a couple years, I visited my
hippy friends, so we could go to MerleFest, a commercialized bluegrass
venue, held in Wilkesboro, North Carolina.

There I would hear Etta

Baker play the guitar, Gillian Welch promote her rst album, and Ray
Hicks tell Jack Tales. I probably saw Norman and Nancy Blake, not to
mention the Dixie Chicks, but I don’t remember through the haze of
marijuana.
I stayed at Mike and Tami’s cabin, on Stone Mountain, in
Watauga County, about twenty minutes north of the nearest town,
named for Daniel Boone, and twenty minutes east of Deep Gap, the
home of Doc Watson.
When I arrived, Mike was away for work.
The idiots that directed our movements must have thought
that something would happen between me and Tami on the rst night,
and I felt extremely frazzled, close to tears for reasons I did not
understand, as they attacked me with microwave harassment. This soon
passed, as we sat at the kitchen table, drinking Gallo Classic Burgundy,
and I slept on the rectangular sofa, leather creaky with springs, while
my hostess retired to the bedroom. The next morning we breakfasted
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together, I, in my boxer shorts and tee shirt, and her, in whatever, before
Tami left for work, where she stitched mountain-climbing gear.
I was happy for a glimpse of a different world, having
stayed only at ski resorts, and never in the real mountains, as I spent the
day walking country roads, talking with a friendly hillbilly, and warding
off a vicious dog, with my walking stick, before I retired to the cabin,
where I watched the chickadees, black and white, eat the seed scattered
on the porch, and read the books on beatniks, hippies, and eastern
religions that stood on Tami’s shelf.
In the evening, I was happier still, when Mike returned with
an ounce of local cannabis, which we divvied up, before we feasted on
exotic pizza, pesto, brought from the county seat and washed down
with jug wine.
The next day we went to the festival, with another friend,
Susan, who lived nearby, past another group of hippies, downcreek,
who inhabited a converted bus that had no running water.
At MerleFest, my new circle’s attitude was an education.
My approach to such an event would normally involve us making plans
to reconvene at a certain place and a certain time, but the hippies saw no
need for a rendezvous point. Eventually, we would nd each other, as
we wandered the grounds of Wilkes Community College—an attitude I
found liberating.
I had reread Ken Kesey when I met my new friends the
summer before, as I decided to teach One Flew Over The Cuckoo’s Nest
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to my students, in Freshman English, at the University of Virginia and
Mary Washington College. This led to rereading The Electric Kool-Aid
Acid Test, by Tom Wolfe, as I branched out into other works by the
Chief.

Sometimes A Great Notion impressed me, as I admired the

rough-neck sensitivity of Hank Stamper not to mention the mix of
pioneer attitude, sophistication, and intelligence in his father, Old
Henry, a man who homesteaded the Oregon Territory, building a gypsy
logging out t, which he controlled through the issuance of stock, before
he married a socialite and sent his son to Yale. Describing the Pendleton
Round-Up, Last Go-Round called for a re-evaluation of the writer, so
Demon Box seemed only a slump.
As I read literary criticism in the stacks of Alderman Library,
I was shocked to nd Kesey’s statement that he identi ed with each of
the two brothers in his masterpiece about the Northwest. To me, Leland
Stamper seemed a pathetic and immature loser, completely out of touch
with reality, as he embodied a beat ethos; but Hank was different. How
could the writer have a divided attitude? The answer was simple: mind
control.
As I have noted with respect to several Playmates, not to
mention myself, when people do things out of character, or say things at
odds with themselves, something is going on.

I have learned to

recognize this observed phenomenon as a hypnotic suggestion, planted
by the controllers at MK-ULTRA, that works against a person’s interests.
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Try to spot this in yourself and others, and you will begin to uncover
your own program.
But then I couldn’t see it, so I admired only Hank, not to
mention his father, as I admired the man who thought him up, for his
strength and independence.
Hank Stamper refused to be governed by herd mentality,
ful lling his duties to his family, company, and clients, standing up to a
physically larger man in a st- ght, while he tried to help his younger
brother, joked around with his cousin, and showed a gentle awareness
of nature. As the logger listened to sausages ringing in the pan, milked
the family cow, or watched the

ight of geese, he set an example for

anyone. I admired Hank’s stoicism, not only when he lost two ngers,
but in the face of a stillborn child and a failed marriage, while he
joyfully accepted challenges, inspiring others, and wishing the best for
his soon-to-be ex-wife.
When Kesey wrote the saga, he had an index card taped
above his desk:

MAKE HANK QUIT!
But no matter what the author threw in the protagonist’s way, it never
happened, except for brie y, at the very end, and, then, Hank sprang
back up, stronger than ever, to inspire everyone around him without
even trying.
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Still, when I had read The Electric Kool-Aid Acid Test

ve

years before, I could not get past Kesey’s irresponsibility. This married
man, a husband and father, did nothing when an intoxicated woman
had sex with a group of Hell’s Angels on his property.

Tom Wolfe

painted the disgusting scene as one in which the lady voluntarily
participated, and she actually seconded this appraisal in a later
interview; but the scum raped women elsewhere, and the episode was
repulsive. My controllers managed to talk me around that one, since
Wolfe emphasized that the hideous incident was the woman’s choice,
but it left a bad taste in my mouth.
The same held true of the reckless abandonment of Cathy
Casamo.
After Kesey wrote One Flew Over The Cuckoo’s Nest, he
started across the country with a group of crazies who called themselves
the Merry Pranksters. Suddenly, a man who had been an athlete on the
All-America team, almost making the Olympics as a wrestler, thought it
was more important to do drugs, and drive a painted bus, than to be a
family man or write novels.
On the bus was another family person, a mother, who had a
little baby to care for.…
Cathy Casamo, whom the Pranksters called Stark Naked, or
Beauty Witch, had grown up as the daughter of a military man. Like
everyone from this background, she had been horribly abused under
mind control programs.
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As Susan Ford has written, subhuman traitors in ict horri c
abuse on small children, while they rape babies, torturing them with
electricity, to split and groom their minds, at bases supported by the
taxpayer, including China Lake, The Presidio, Fort Detrick, Fort
Campbell, Fort Lewis, Fort Hood, Redstone Arsenal, Offutt Air Force
Base, Patrick Air Force Base, McClellan Air Force Base, MacDill Air
Force Base, Kirtland Air Force Base, Nellis Air Force Base, McConnell
Air Force Base, Homestead Air Force Base, Grissom Air Force Base,
Maxwell Air Force Base, and Tinker Air Force Base. At one of these
places, or one like it, the Beauty Witch was programmed.
CIA put Cathy Casamo in Ken Kesey’s way because they
were trying to get him busted.
The Pranksters were right:

these things don’t happen by

accident, but the force that arranges them is not friendly.
As the Beauty Witch travelled on the Bus, she freaked out on
large doses of LSD, and ran off, stark naked, across Houston, to earn her
new nickname. Anyone could have raped her. And the Pranksters did
nothing to help, leaving the mess with their host, Larry McMurtry, and
laughing off Cathy’s danger—to the extent they thought of it at all.
Cavalier disregard for others saved Kesey’s ass, as he left the woman in
Texas. The whole thing was a big joke.
One of the last people with whom Cathy Casamo was seen,
before the famous author abandoned her to a mental hospital, was Neal
Cassady, whom she called Popeye and the others called Sir Speed Limit.
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Whether Popeye got into her pants or not, he ditched the Beauty Witch
without a second thought, just as he left his family.

Earlier he had

engaged in homosexual relations with Allen Ginsburg, whose cigarettes
he eagerly lit, and Jack Kerouac, with whom he gave blowjobs for rides,
acts for which Kesey, the wife-swapper, accepted him as a Prankster.
Cassady was immortalized in not only On the Road but also
“That’s It for the Other One,” about the Bus, the Chief, and the
Pranksters, not to mention Augustus Stanley Owsley III, whose
grandfather was the Governor of Kentucky and a United States Senator.
Owsley, known as Bear, made a million dollars from the
manufacture and distribution of LSD to teenagers, although, to be just,
he also gave a lot of this dangerous chemical away, for free, at parties
hosted by Kesey, known as Acid Tests, at which the Grateful Dead
performed—to the extent they could get their act together.
Bear worked as the unof cial sound engineer for the Dead,
since he was the most mature of the Pranksters.
The Grateful Dead were full of cartel signalling.

They

originally went by a satanic name, the Warlocks, but they changed it at
the Acid Tests. CIA called them GD, while they called their followers
Dead Heads. How appropriate…. Meanwhile, the scum advertised the
use of electro-shock, to wipe memories, not only in Kesey’s novel, One
Flew Over The Cuckoo’s Nest, but in one of the band’s logos, as they
destroyed the identities of their followers, leading young people to
alienate themselves from their parents, and do dangerous drugs in
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environments full of criminals, while they disengaged from politics,
business, and life.

Steal Your Face
While they played unbearably mediocre music, which you
would have to be on drugs, or brainwashed, to like, they drew teenage
girls to the scene, eager for new experience, which, for many, would
include venereal disease.

But with all these honeys to choose from,

statutory rape did not satisfy the one-time Warlocks. Band members
like Mickey Hart and Bob Weir joined the Bohemian Club, which parties
with the power elite, at Bohemian Grove, outside San Francisco, where
the Illuminati hunt, rape, and molest naked children.
Tavistock lay behind the scene as much as CIA.
They didn’t stop at Beatlemania, where crazy kids threw
themselves at the Fab Four, the Brighton Riots, where Mods and Rockers
clashed at a seaside resort, or the Concert at the Isle of Wight, an
abortive attempt to create a British Altamont, with an accompanying
crack-down, which my friend’s father, Murray Lerner, lmed.
The Grateful Dead’s shadow manager was the son of Eric
Lansdown Trist, OBE, who, after he was born on the luciferian holiday
of September Eleventh, studied at Cambridge and Yale, before he took
of ce as the Chief Psychologist at the Headquarters of the Civil
Resettlement Units. Trist founded the Tavistock Institute, with a grant
from the Rockefeller Foundation, when he didn’t pioneer the Social
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Systems Science Program (S3), at the Wharton School, of the University
of Pennsylvania, a hotbed for mind control, which President Trump,
Elon Musk, and Warren Buffet, not to mention lesser luminaries, like
Roni Alsheikh, the Head of the Israel Police, and still less distinguished
people, like my father’s boss, Dick Somerville, attended.
But let’s look at Kesey himself, who appeared, mysteriously,
in Charlottesville, one year after MerleFest, when I found myself having
dinner with the author. Under hypnotic suggestion, the library invited
him to speak. I tried to buy a ticket, but they were sold out; so I made
some calls until I found the organizer. She said she could use me as an
usher, so I happily volunteered. Days later, the phone rang, and she
invited me to join seven others for a dinner party, at her house, which
the Chief would attend. What a coincidence!
Another coincidence followed after Sandy Lehmann-Haupt
showed up, straight from a mental hospital, controlled by Central
Intelligence, so he could hitch a ride with the Merry Pranksters. Sandy
took the seat left by Stark Naked. Known as Dis-Mount, he went crazy,
repeatedly, as he rode on the Bus, culminating in a

t at Esalen.

Extremely evil people like Ewen Cameron, Lauretta Bender, B.F. Skinner,
Louis Joylon West, Jacques Gottlieb, Harris Isbell, and Max Fink
committed horri c crimes under Esalen’s ægis, while they claimed to
help others.

By the sweaty sperm- lled springs, at the heart of the

Human Potential Movement, Dis-Mount felt convinced that a guru
wanted to sodomize him—an understandable reaction given the use of
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anal rape in MK-ULTRA. Sandy’s “paranoid delusions” derived from
reality. So, as Dis-Mount was hit with V2K and I2K, as described in the
appendices to this book, CIA drove him mad, trying to damage Kesey.
Like Lee, in Sometimes A Great Notion, who engages in a
fantasy competition with his brother, who gave him the easiest job,
while Hank took the hardest, Sandy believed he fought the Chief in
Dream Wars.
These involved comic books and superheros—just as the
agency sent Wonder Woman against me, Batman against the Menendez
Brothers, or the Joker against James Holmes.

The Batman Shooter

studied neuroscience, as he played with a computer program designed
to alter mental states, while his father, Dr. Robert Holmes, worked with
DARPA to develop cortronic neural networks that enable machines to
translate aural and visual stimuli while they simulate human thinking.
This was part of OPERATION GLADIO C, through which NWO uses
false ags attacks, evoking the fear-then-relief response, while they stage
shootings in public places with brainwashed nuts, control reporting
through crisis actors, and splash the gory news over the television, and
the internet, built by DARPA, with OPERATION MOCKINGBIRD. The
message is simple:

Give us your guns….
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Mia Khalifa, who digs the Dark Knight, would put out the message, as
would Kesey, who preferred Captain Marvel, while well-meaning
chumps encouraged America to disarm itself.
It was for our own good.
CIA encouraged a belief in astral connections, the reality of
the dream wars, when they killed Dis-Mount less than two weeks before
they put the Chief in the ground. Their deaths straddled Halloween, or
Samhain, a satanic holiday, on which the enemy spills blood, while
hippies found meaning in the coincidence, seeing synchronicity, as
suggested by Carl Jung, whose work was publicized by the Police, as
they were controlled by MI-7.
Kesey was born only two hours from what would become
the underground city at Schriever Air Force Base, the Magic Mountain,
where gnomes, so-called by the pilots, play with their toys, and molest
children.

There, as Dr. Bill Deagle, who worked on the IRIDIUM

SATELLITE PROJECT and the ECHELON PROJECT, attests, the satanic
traitors use their super-computer, the largest in the world, to control
people’s minds.
Kesey grew up in Spring eld, Oregon, one hour south of the
suspiciously named state capital:

Salem
More than the home of the witch trials, it is spiritually foul.
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In the Cherry City stands the Oregon State Hospital, which
the government used to experiment on humans.

There they

lmed

Cuckoo’s Nest. Talk about bad taste.
As the studio chose a man Kesey despised, Jack Nicholson,
when he wanted Gene Hackman to play McMurphy, the author rightly
said, although he took the money, the lm betrayed his concept.

I wanted The Cabinet of Doctor Caligari;
they wanted Hogan’s Heroes.
It was like watching my daughter
being gang-raped
by the Hell’s Angels.
A man who neglected his writing career, while he played with a mess of
footage, about his overhyped cross-country trip, on the Bus, Furthur,
whose name he misspelled, which he called his greatest work, sold the
rights to his

rst novel, which exposed national mind control, to

Hollywood, so they could eclipse his message.
The Dream Machine turned a work about the Combine,
which controls neighborhoods, schools, and churches, into a story about
a wimp’s childish spat with an overbearing nurse, while sexual assault
was promoted, in both places, as an act of liberation.
Kesey was no stranger to the laughing academy. Under MKULTRA, he signed up for abuse at the Menlo Park Veterans’ Hospital,
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near Stanford University, just as my family friend, Kurt Brandenburg,
signed papers against himself for the program at the University of
Michigan. Also he worked, pushing a broom, and stealing psychedelics,
at the loony bin.
As much as the creative writing program at Stanford, where
he got his M.F.A., or his pad at Perry Lane, where he swapped wives
with bongo-playing beatniks, or his cabin at La Honda, where hippies
spray-painted their beloved redwoods—not to mention what is now
Silicon Valley, crawling with cybernetics and spooks—Kesey’s abode,
the Beaver State, screams mind control.
There’s a lot of satanism in Oregon, which accounts for
bigfoot sightings, ghosts, and cult activity, advertised in shows like
Gravity Falls, which features children without parents who live in the
care of a Shriner, two sets of twins, clones, gnomes, zombies, a creepy
goat, people with head-scars from psycho-surgery, an electro-shock gun
that destroys memories, references to hive mind and trans-humanism,
hypnotic music, computerized women, underground military bases,
pyramids with all-seeing eyes, and the Mystery Shack, formerly called
the Murder Hut, holding what Li’l Gideon calls,
a secret you couldn’t possibly begin to imagine.
No wonder Sergeant Lisa Wampole, a member of the Occult Awareness
Task Force, has reported more than three hundred occult-linked criminal
investigations in Oregon and Southwest Washington over a two-year
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period. Aside from the abduction, rape, and murder of children, these
include the ritual sacri ce of dogs, goats, horses, deer, and even a bear.
Near Kesey’s farm, at Pleasant Hill, overlooked by Mount Pisgah, whose
name comes from the Bible, and which we nd repeated at the Biltmore
Estate, North Carolina, just as similar activities occur in New Jersey,
satanists dig corpses from graves.
Kesey was a good man, although irresponsible, brainwashed
by the enemy; so, for the sake of his children, after his inevitable arrest,
he dialed his wild behavior back.

Going too far the other way, the

polygynist got religion, as he was born-again. His example led to my
attendance, for a couple years, at the episcopal church, St. Paul’s, in the
nineties. That must have driven the satanists, seeking to control me,
nuts, especially since it moved me from racism, although they used it to
stop me playing Sunday football, two-hand touch, with the other
graduate students. Like many others, including my Aunt Pat and Uncle
Bob, Kesey turned from drugs to religion—making himself soft.
Still he spoke, in his last days, of a force he called the
Venusians, who, unlike the Men from Mars, want only to destroy
everything in sight.
Did I mention the satanists con ate Venus with Lucifer?
In 1996, I could not gure Kesey out—just as he could not x
his relationship with his characters, Hank and Lee: My natural response
was, properly, to regard him as a jack-ass; but, under mind control, I
kept thinking he was cool.
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Then I read a book of his scribblings from the library, aptly
titled Kesey’s Garage Sale, as he cleaned out his desk to sell worthless
junk. The man said we make decisions when not required, a statement
that, for me, recalled Jung’s ideas, repackaged as Myers-Briggs, which
split people into sensing and judging types.

I have always been a

judger, who seeks and nds de nite positions—a fact that explains my
desire to set a rendezvous with my friends at the festival—but,
suddenly, I thought maybe there was value in uncertain positions,
which could allow new and creative outcomes. So I sought to develop
what Jung would call perceiving qualities, moving from J to P on the
scale.
I did not have to gure Kesey out, or to sit in judgement, and
this set me free.
This abdication of responsibility, in which I left my common
sense behind, resembled that of the Playmates I admired. Patty Duffek,
placed in the magazine just for me, decided, although a conservative
person, to model as an expansion of her human potential. And the scum
would play the same game with Marilyn Lange, the Playmate of the
Year, who grew up in my town, and was brainwashed at the same
programming center, before she left her husband, and her career, to
move to Hawai`i because she thought she was in love. Later she posed
naked, against her earlier inclination, on a dare, while she travelled the
mainland. We were all being used, while we adventured.
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Kesey’s work celebrated bravery, individuality, and LSD, so I
would revisit the chemical. I had never liked acid, taking it a few times
in my senior year at high school, the following summer, and in college,
as I kept going back to a drug, for which I did not care, because others,
like Timothy Leary, in The Psychedelic Experience, said it held mystical
properties. I had preferred MDMA, which broadened my horizons in
1988 and 1989, building empathy and appreciation—an experience I felt
no need to repeat—and psychedelic mushrooms, although I had done
these only several times in 1987, 1988, and 1994. Now, in 1997, driven by
hypnosis, I would test myself against the acid, which I did not fear.
Before it had scared me; but, now, I was going to learn whatever could
be learned—while I kicked its butt.
On the side of Stone Mountain, after MerleFest, I greeted the
sun, rst up, to make ready for my vision quest.
My posture consciously echoed a book on Tami’s shelf, The
Teachings of Don Juan, by Carlos Castaneda; but A Man Called Horse,
with Richard Harris, would have made a tter model. There, to become
a brave, and join the Sioux, an Englishman allows the talons of eagles to
be inserted into his pectoral muscles, while his body is drawn up, by
rawhide straps, to the accompaniment of chants, drums, and whistles, as
he hangs before the Sun God, to meet his spirit animal, so the seeker can
be born again.
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I am Tatankaska
Spirit Animal
Buffalo White.
Speak the truth in humility to all People!
Only then can you be a true Man
and free of your chains.
Aldous Huxley, who wrote Brave New World, when he wasn’t
advocating psychedelics in books like The Doors of Perception, or
Heaven and Hell, suggested something similar through John Savage, a
feral man, soaked in Shakespeare and the Bible, who lashes his own
body before he commits suicide, after he beats Lenina Crowne, the only
likable character, to a bloody pulp. Earlier we meet him at the Indian
Reservation, just as Carl Jung sojourned with the Hopi to learn primitive
wisdom, and Leni Riefenstahl travelled among the bare-assed Nuba.
I did my calisthenics, although I forewent my morning run,
since I had jogged the day before, and I prayed for guidance, before the
others joined me.
First to dive in the astral pool, I ate the paper—and the
experience was not pleasant, but I held my own.
With Mike’s kind, rm, and helpful teaching, I heard, really
heard, I talked too much. Language got in my way, but I didn’t see it
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was forced speech, voice-to-skull from the trash at the alphabet agencies,
as described in the appendices to this book.
The Playmate of the Year, Marilyn Lange, programmed at
Linden, like me, before she became the rst woman drafted by the North
American Soccer League, had self-diagnosed an identical problem. A
symptom of V2K is talking to oneself, excessively to others, or to pets,
plants, or inanimate objects.

Marilyn liked to garden, so she would

often speak to the spinach and tomatos growing on her lanai. Forced
talking, where a phrase forms in your head, and they make you repeat
it, is another symptom. My favorite West elder didn’t know that you
can’t get rid of that chatter, because it comes from outside, so she took a
meditation course, where she tried to overcome her “internal dialogue.”
The lady took the class because of another coincidence: the
boyfriend who led her to Playboy signed himself up, had to cancel, and
challenged her to take it.
The class was run by Erhard Seminars Training, which was
af liated with the English boarding school my girlfriend’s brother
attended, and which borrowed methods from scientology, mind
dynamics, and subud. EST was a mind control cult, which developed its
techniques on federal prisoners.
Around the property we wandered, careful not to step on
the smallest

ower, as the lovely words of David Rawlings, sung by

Gillian Welch, stayed with me.
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The fairest bloom the mountain knows
Is not an iris or a wildwood rose
But a little flower of which I'll tell
Known as the brave acony bell.
This simple flower’s so small and plain
With a pearly hue and a little-known name,
But the yellow birds sing when they see it bloom
For they know that spring is coming soon.
Well it makes its home ‘mid the rocks and the rills
Where the snows lie deep on the windy hills,
And it tells the world, “Why should I wait?
This ice and snow’s gonna melt away.”
I heard her sing at MerleFest, and I would give her album, Revival, to
my dad for Father’s Day.
The song

t the weather.

We had no snow, but I was

surprized at the cold on Stone Mountain. Remembering I was travelling
south, but forgetting I was travelling up, I had brought inadequate
clothes.
We drove the car to the top, which presented an amazing
view through which hundreds of millions of years of living geology
breathed.
There were no words.
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Back at the cabin, we listened to Volume Four of Dick’s
Picks, which records the Grateful Dead at the Fillmore East, during the
satanic holiday of Lupercalia, in 1970, as I watched pictures unfold in
my visual cortex, little knowing they were nothing but image-to-skull,
transmitted through radio and accompanied by hypnosis.
As pictures from The Arabian Nights blossomed in my
brain, far inferior to those of Scheherazade, by Rimsky-Korsakov, a
naval of cer whose musical depiction of a sea-storm, endured by Sinbad
the Sailor, rang true for my father, who spent four years in the North
Atlantic, suddenly, I grokked the Grateful Dead: I shouldn’t have gotten
it, but I did.
I experienced an energetic sensation in my body, as I turned,
like a column, from left to right, and back, along the axis of my spine,
which I took to be ch’i; but it was microwave harassment—an attack
with directed energy weapons.
Tami attained enormous in uence when, standing by the
fridge, she spoke, laconic, of ch’i, the bio-electric energy that
purportedly runs through meridians, accupressure-accessible, off-hand,
and her need to return to tai chi ch’üan, just as one might say,

It’s cold in this room.
I’m gonna put on a sweater.
I had thought to learn wushu, nine years before, when I took
MDMA, as then I also meant to return to fencing with Professor Zold,
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the Olympian who taught me foil, but they had stopped me; so I went
only to jogging.
That came from the night I spent with Joy, a descendant of
John Wilkes Booth, the brainwashed assassin whom the Illuminati used
to shoot Abraham Lincoln, invoking the rightful killing of Julius Cæsar
by Marcus Junius Brutus, when we postulated our own cosmology, for
the New Age, involving the Pit, and the Flow, after which the enemy
named a hurricane, swirled up, by ionospheric heaters, to play games
with her head.
The scum would send Miss Booth to New Orleans, where
she was cybernetically altered, further, by Dr. Heath, a criminal that
founded the Department of Psychiatry and Neurology, at Tulane, using
funds from CIA, and the military, to perform experiments on hapless
subjects, involving LSD, and bulbocapnine, when he sliced open their
skulls, putting electrodes in the septal region, to warp human sex.
Later, the Southern Eye Bank, as it works with ocular
implants, would appoint Joy as its Executive Director. Seva Foundation,
founded by Ram Dass and Wavy Gravy, supports these places, as
brainwashed hippies, with the best intentions, try to lessen the world’s
suffering. Doubtless Joy believes she does good, helping others, while
the trash twist her nobility, making her hurt the innocent. They love
those kinds of sick jokes.
Was there a suggestion, delivered hypnotically, to associate
Tami with Joy? This would have been foolish but typical. Although I
379

fell in love with Joy, brie y, for a few months in 1988, I never fell in love
with Tami, and I never felt desire to have sex with either woman. They
had tried, unsuccessfully, to combine Joy’s bloodline with mine, for their
breeding program, rst on Beltane, then on the Day of the Dead, but it
didn’t work. As for Tami, she was attractive, but, after Jenn, I would
never look at a woman in a relationship with another man, so it was…

~ nothin’ doin’~
Soon I would launch into an odyssey of kung fu, and ch’i
kung, which I would practice, every day, for a year.
But

rst I travelled back, over Mount Rogers, the highest

point in Virginia, at almost six thousand feet, formed in a Pre-Cambrian
rifting event, as part of a series of volcanos, seven hundred and

fty

million years ago, when, before the folding and faulting that pushed up
the Blue Ridge, enormous lava

ows rose from the earth’s mantle,

bubbling through its crust, to form a ribbon of basalt, thousands of feet
thick, from Lynchburg, just to the north, up to Maryland, where Catoctin
Mountain would give the rock, cooked to greenstone, its name.
High on cannabis, rolled in Wild Willy’s processed tobacco
blunts, I drove the trail, past the only local signs of glaciation during the
Proterozoic Æon, two billion years long, when our planet froze over, as
the Snowball Earth, from the time oxygen
atmosphere until our progenitors, the

rst breathed into the

rst complex life, sprung forth,

fecund, around the world:

fi

fi

fi

fl

fl

fi

fi

380

Trilobites sc

ied and swam thr gh wilds of c als.

There my things would roll, on the oor, toward the tailpipe,
uphill, and, then, back to the front, as I drove the steel container, rolling
on vulcanized rubber tires—encasing a pressurized mix of nitrogen,
oxygen, and carbon dioxide—surrounding cylinders, speared by axles,
powered by condensed liquid dinosaurs, as they

red the internal

combustion engine.
It thrilled me to nd, at the termini of my trip, that the bottle
of saline solution I used for my contact lenses would hiss when opened,
as the pressure re-equalized from the change in altitude; so I speculated
that different air pressures would account, through our physiology, for
different mental attitudes, just as the Phases of the Moon, moving the
tides, affected our behavior.
It was common sense: most of our bodies are water.
I had started with old-time music, ddle and banjo, on the
boom-box. This I had plugged into the cigarette lighter of my Volvo,
named Belle, with a car-phone surrounded by a black leather suitcase,
crafted from the hides of unfortunate beasts, standing by, for the same
outlet, in case of break-down. (It was important to be safe while I drove
on weed). On cassette, Clint Howard sawed “Lee Highway Blues” and
Jack Burchett rattled through “Cumberland Gap,” which I had liked

or
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before; but, now, the psychedelic stylings of Pig Pen McKernan t the
mindscape.
When I returned to town, fate struck. There it was right in
the paper: an ad for my new mountain home. For the low low price of
only $325.00, per month, I could rent a house.
It was a no-brainer.
The cottage had a bedroom, study hall, living room, kitchen,
cellar, and, best, a deck that held a view, stretching, south, forty miles,
over the George Washington National Forest, the Rock sh Valley, and
the Blue Ridge, while Shenandoah National Park rose, behind the old
road, and then, higher, across the interstate, up, to my back.
I had only the rats—scampering, through the walls, under
the oors—nesting, mating, birthing, and nursing, in the uffy asbestos
lining the wooden frame—while the scent of their dead lled the air—
with which to share my hermitage—a problem easily solved with giant
traps, green poison, and smudge sticks, burning piñon pine, although I
could never use the oven because of the corpse wedged behind the
appliance.

No problem!
I could cook on the grill, admiring the vista, or, on the top of
the stove, where, moving from haute cuisine, I made the vittles.
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These I froze, microwaved, and nibbled, in small portions,
for weeks. Little did I know the dangers of microwave cooking, or that
microwaves were broadcast, all the while, into my noggin.
Without even seeing them, I drove the enemy mad with
rage. They were trying to make me miserable, but I was happy; and
they wanted to make me a fatso, but I was leaner than ever. Keeping
costs down, I reached my ideal weight. I was lean before, but now there
was not an ounce of fat on me.
There was Hell’s Kitchen Chili, from The New Basics. I fried
chopped onions, shredded scraps of rib-eye, and hickory-smoked sidemeat—that’s bacon to atlanders—before I added canned tomatos, beef
stock, brown sugar, dried cayenne, and other spices to the stock pot,
stirring the foot-tall ragout with a wooden spoon, for a minor workout,
and skimming the rendered fat, before I served the chili, Texas-style,
over black beans, with sour cream.
I am surprized I did not return to Sheila Lukins and Julee
Rosso’s dirty rice, since the chicken livers, and the regional panache,
would have t my redneck affectation; but I did pick up a new dish, as
my mother sent a cookbook by the Cajun, Paul Prudhomme, a glandular
case, who made a ery and crisp sausage and beans, using ground hogs,
that now makes me shudder.
Breakfast was plain yoghurt, and my lunch, when I travelled
to town, would consist of a single granola bar and a can of Dr. Pepper,
or Mr. Pibb, soda-pop from the machine in Clemons Library—not to
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mention salads and fruits—with apples as a favorite—and hummus,
which I made myself, in the Cuisinart, blending chick peas, olive oil,
garlic, salt, pepper, and lemon—sometimes with jalapeños—to eat with
celery sticks or carrots.
Sometimes I drank at night, but the oriental masters
recommended practice not only rst thing, when I rose early from bed,
and mid-day, at the kung fu school, but also before sleep, so they cut my
drinking back as I worked to experience ch’i—cycling energy through
the Small Universe.
I used to buy cases from Market Street, but now the grape
was a splurge, which did not t my pioneer persona.
Still, beatniks drank wine, so I could justify an occasional
bottle of Sangre de Toro—with the extra fun of playing with the plastic
bull that dangled from a ribbon on its neck. Laughing in my cups, with
the twice-born god, I made the taurine toy wheel, charge, and dash
across the oaken table.
Frontiersmen drank whisky, so bourbon was okay; and,
every now and then, I would buy something cheap. Old Crow at seven
bucks a fth had a story by Fiddlin’ Clint Howard, while Lynchburg’s
famous mash came with fond memories.

To conclude our affair, Li’l

Jennie had thrown a right cross—leaving me a broken nose, a tale to tell,
and a liking for Jack. It was who I was.
More common was my affectation for mass-produced beer,
Rolling Rock, from LaTrobe, or Killian, Ireland’s answer to Coors. By
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virtue of mind control, I had gone from a snob to an anti-snob, bragging
I lived on nine grand a year—while, leaving real ale behind, except for
Hop Devil, cask-drawn, at the Half Moon, I swilled down lager.
This had the advantage of never getting me drunk, keeping
costs down, and leading me to drink far less than I had in the past.
Once I broke the bank for a six-pack of Steelhead, at over ten
dollars, since it came from the Mad River, logging country, where
roughnecks loved the trees they killed, riding spars at reckless speed, for
miles, along log umes; and, when I earned my doctorate, I let my dad
buy me a brew from the Rogue Valley, in the Northwest Woods, with the
Mayan Dead Guy.
Black coffee was macho, and it had tradition behind it, while
my friend, Dannie, would later buy a hand mill, to grind the beans,
adding authenticity; but Kesey recommended ginseng, so I moved to the
cheaper healthier tea, unsweetened, to power my lower dan tien.
In Charlottesville, it was about gourmet food, but now it was
about living cheap, seeking adventure, and defying expectations, as I
came on strong, and pissed people off—not to mention building
reservoirs of bio-electricity in my body, partly by not masturbating,
which weakened the Three Emperors, as I recreated the psychedelic
experience through Eastern Wisdom.
Down the wobbly spiral stair, from the rickety deck, perched
on the side of the ancient mountain, I could access higher worlds—
especially with the help of cheap grass, seeds and stems, smoked in a
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pipe crafted from elk-horn, engraved with scrimshaw, chockerblock
with nasty taste, which I cleaned by boiling in honey water—as I gazed
through geologic time, across the valley, or admired myriad stars,
thousands of light-years distant, looking back in time, from my outpost
on the Earth.
It was all about the forty-mile view, which only a set of
cables—to carry telephonic voices, t.v. images, and electric power—
interrupted, while cars whizzed by, along the old road, Rock sh Gap
Turnpike, guarded by a steel rail, only feet from, and just above, my
head.
But I just slipped in time, as I wrote, so let’s go back.
My lease in town, for my beautiful apartment, at four
hundred and fty dollars a month, was about to expire, and my teaching
income would dry up that summer, so I would move to the Rat Shack.
Before I shifted my things, I had another month in
Charlottesville.

In search of more adventure, hoping to break my

routine, I walked to the Downtown Mall, where I chatted with a friendly
black man, who walked a beautiful American bulldog. In this alone, I
broke pattern, since I was normally aloof, I generally regarded negros
with suspicion, and pit bulls were widely thought to be dangerous.
There was a whole world out there.
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After a fortnight, I visited Mike and Tami again, bringing
books as gifts, On the Bus for Mike, and Shakespeare’s plays for Tami,
along with groceries—including our rst night’s supper.
On my little Weber grill, Smoky Joe, I cooked rib-eyes, over
charcoal and hickory, while Tami cooked the haricots verts, shiitakes,
and baked potatos, which I had brought, in the kitchen.
A wine snob, I was mildly amused by her comment on the
Saintsbury pinot noir, from the Carneros Valley, not quite heavy enough
for the steak, when she remarked that you couldn’t taste the alcohol.
This was different from the usual tasting notes in my set, which might
have been something like, after a swirl to admire the robe,
Cherry and strawberry on the nose.
Rose and white pepper on the attack.
Big cherry ~ is it plum ~ with smoke in the middle?
Nice tannins ~ long finish.
How refreshing!

This was someone who was healthy

enough, and in touch with reality, so as to say that alcohol generally
tasted like alcohol.
As always, Tami was intelligent, delightfully unpretentious,
and honest.
Still, my friend lacked sense when it came to Edgar Cayce. I
might have gone along with Kesey, and now even Kerouac, not to
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mention Carlos Castaneda; but, although his followers included
Woodrow Wilson, Thomas Edison, and George Gershwin, for me, the
Sleeping Prophet was a bridge too far.
Edgar Cayce claimed to channel from his higher self, while
he slept in trance. Thus he would answer questions on reincarnation,
dreams, and nutrition, as, in his waking life, he saw people’s auræ and
engaged in astral projection. He believed that his subconscious explored
the dream realm, where minds connected, beyond the dimensions of
time, much as Flatland, by the unforgettably named priest, Edwin
Abbott Abbott, shows the limits of two-dimensional worlds.

The

Kentuckian claimed not only to read the Akashic Records, or the Book of
Life, but to have contact with Atlantis.
From lectures at Pomona College, in which I acquired a
borderline belief in the gods, as I studied Classical Mythology and
Greek Art and Archæology, I had taken in a very de nite belief, based
on geology, as to Atlantis, a myth to which Plato refers in his dialogues.
Plainly, the Bronze Age Collapse related to the explosion of the volcano
at Santorini, or Thera, home to the magni cent dolphin fresco and
octopus vase, ne examples of the art of Minoan Crete, as much as the
snake priestess and the bull-leaping fresco from the Palace at Knossos.
But while the aftermath of the cataclysm may have destroyed the Hall of
the Double Axes, home to Minos the Bull, his daughter Ariadne, and the
inventor Dædalus, I could not connect this to a lost continent that a
southern evangelical channelled.
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Just as the enemy used the technology described in the
appendices to this book on Edgar Cayce, who saw pictures in his visual
cortex, and heard voices through his auditory cortex, they were making
inroads, nally getting somewhere with me—although it would never
go the way they wanted. They had led me to stop listening to classical
and old time music. They had led me to read mediocre beatnik losers.
And they had led me to some very strange beliefs.
In their demented diner, scrambling my brains like farmfresh eggs, served up with a slice of Smith eld ham, and a half-baked
sourdough biscuit, they had led me not to citric but lysergic acid—a
classic aid to mind control.
Four months later they pulled out more stops, as A Year In
Tibet hit the theaters. Brad Pitt, who played in A River Runs Through It
with my friend, Stephen Shellen, the freedom

ghter who made The

Spark, appeared as the Austrian mountaineer, Heinrich Harrer, who
travelled to Lhasa, to teach, learn from, and become a friend of the Dalai
Lama. This spurred my interest in Tibet, but the Nazi expedition under
Ernst Schäfer, which sought to connect the Aryan, Tibetan, and
Atlantean Peoples, scattered by a Great Flood, and washed up on the
Himalayas, did not speak to me—no matter how much cannabis I
smoked.
Still, I did a little mountain-climbing, with my new friends,
Mike and Tami, who continued to march to the beat of their own drums.
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the road, I would have marked her as I drove past; but Mike, blooded at
his

rst kill, with an elder marking his face in tribal custom, had not

only a gentle awareness, but the ability to stop and change direction, so
he backed up his Chevy Blazer, and pulled off into the woods. So we
spent time with the lovely deer.
We went climbing, on Grandfather Mountain, with our other
friend, who had gone to MerleFest, grokking Arlo Guthrie, and one of
the partners at Tami’s shop, called Goose, who guided us.
Susan held my body, on belay, as I dangled off the rockface,
the one time I slipped, and I trusted her absolutely, just as she trusted
me with her life, when our positions reversed.
Time moved differently, as I used my legs, arms, hands, and
ngers to move to the top, suddenly to nd a new view.
Later, my sunglasses, a pair of Vuarnets from the eighties,
fell from my face, bouncing along the cliff, and breaking as they hit the
ground; but it was nothing to me.
That summer, when they killed Lady Diana, my classmate,
David Whedbee, who would become a judge, broke his back in the
Scottish Highlands—never to walk again, although he scuba dives.
These were dangerous activities, and I rightly had no fear;
but later near misses, on a rope swing at Mount Desert, and a diving
platform in Hilo Bay, where only inches of air separated bone and stone,
and I could have broken my arm, caused me to dial it back.
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When we saw a beautiful doe, with her fawns, by the side of

The second visit had its moments of tension, as we all got on
each other’s nerves, waiting for a delivery of marijuana, which failed to
arrive, while I scraped the pipes, and smoked the resin, during the day,
and I stole a passel of ramps, frying them up, while my hosts napped.
I was a bad guest, staying too long; and I would be worse,
irritating my friends, talking loud, when, with my brother, I visited next
spring.
When I returned to Charlottesville, through another
arranged meeting, I met a woman who lived next door. This lady hailed
from the preppy enclave of Darien, Connecticut, and she was also
earning her doctorate in English.

More to the point, she had a solid

supply of cannabis. No one I knew in Virginia could nd the stuff, over
the past six years, and I didn’t make new friends often, preferring to
stick to my established circle; but, as I worked to break pattern, moving
not only from Judging (J) to Perceiving (P), but from Introvert (I) to
Extrovert (E), on the Jungian typing system, I found myself engaged in
friendly conversation, which led to us smoking the weed I had sought,
three hundred miles away, for almost a week, in her apartment. As I
tried on her rose-colored glasses, in octagonal metal frames—which
really did provide a cheerful effect—and, yes, they are a thing—we
chatted about my experience with acid, the ability Mike had to change
visuals, and Mike’s statement that LSD was like a white room in which
Nietzschean imagination reigned. Little did I know of the mind control
programs, like Peter Pan, in which children are drugged, raped, and
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temporarily blinded, as they are taught to “ride the light.” I thought
only that somehow, through the power of positive thinking, I had drawn
a fellow traveller who smoked me out, sold me a bag, and hooked me
up with psychedelic mushrooms.
One of the following mornings, I rose before seven to eat the
‘shrooms, making them into a purple tea, which I avored with honey.
As I waited for the

rst wave to hit, I took a bath in the

ancient soaking tub.
There I entered geologic time, for hundreds of millions of
years, until I got out to check my watch; and so I burst into laughter.
It was eight o’clock.
I could have seen this as evidence that drugs distorted my
perception; but, instead, I took it, Cayce-like, for my ability to drift at
different speeds through time.
As I moved to the sitting room, where I listened to Mozart,
visuals came on, and the grain of the wooden
Mike was right!

oor started to move.

Without effort, I could change the hallucination,

leading the pattern to move the opposite direction.
What else could I do?

I read a snippet from Cæsar’s De

Bello Gallico, using my copy of Lewis and Short’s Latin Dictionary to
look up odd words, and I played the banjo.

But I lacked a goal or

proper activity. Close to the completion of my doctorate, close to the
peak of physical

tness, I had amazing capabilities; but my life

presented little occasion to use them. This required further study, a plan
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that went beyond the teaching of college courses, the liberal arts, or my
interest in epicurean pursuits.
I could now commune with forces on the astral plane, move
at a different speed through time, and access biological memory, à la
Dune, and the best way to do it seemed to lie in bed and let it come.
This was very like Cayce’s approach, but I did not realize it.
It seemed that taoist visitors appeared before me, with a
small book, possibly The Four Canons of the Yellow Emperor, so I
should follow the clew they gave.
As I moved from my revery, back to the real world, I headed
down to the Corner to splurge on a pizza, buying one I had never tried,
at a shop I had never visited. I was like Opposite George! Called the
Amy Doll, it featured spinach, ricotta, and bacon. With a fun sasparilla,
it was delicious.

GET YOUR LIPS ON ROOT 66!
I never found out who Amy Doll was, but she had excellent taste.
The next day I returned for the same, before I moved my
things to the mountain, and I spent a month in Pennsylvania, to buy still
more cannabis, before I settled in for the summer, with a little more than
one thousand dollars to last three months.
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BOOK EIGHT: THE THREE EMPERORS
I wanted to learn more about the experiences I had on
psychedelics, and I had a further clew in Kesey’s Garage Sale.

In a

section called Kesey’s Tool Kit, he promoted not only ginseng, grass,
alcohol, and the Bible, but also a book called Tantra Art: Its Philosophy
and Physics, by Ajit Mookerjee, which I found in a branch of our library
that I had never visited.

Tantra seemed key to understanding my

experience, as the imbeciles, who drove me through hypnotic
commands, hoped to lead me to sex, skeletons, and satanic practices.
But none of this worked. Aside from Tantra Art, the one book that I
found, in all of the 1,700,000 volumes at Alderman Library, was by a
man called Bhagwan Shree Rajneesh.
Rajneesh was a philosophy professor who wrote common
sense about oriental mysteries. There was no arcane language, and his
speech was straightforward. He explained the need to let go of monkey
mind clearly, so that, at a dinner party I hosted before I left
Charlottesville, my friend’s wife, a teacher who had mocked the interest
of her sister, an actress, in Buddhism, said,

Why didn’t she just explain that to me?
What had sounded like idiocy, the direction to think of nothing, became
wise advice when Rajneesh explained that the lowest part of the mind
was also the noisiest, and if we did not stop identifying with its constant
chatter, we would not be able to access deeper parts of our minds, see

the practical realities of the world, or learn anything. The writer said he
wanted to combine the best of the East, and the best of the West, that one
could be practical, make money, and become a better person.
Rajneesh focussed on the body. The teacher explained that
tantra was not satanic, that bones were used like anatomical charts so
people could visualize their insides, and that physical sensation—but
not sex—a different matter—was the key to tantra. He praised Gurdjieff
as a tantrist, but he also said, plainly, that Gurdjieff embraced a fair
amount of jibberish, so one should extract only the useful bits. So he
quoted T.S. Eliot,

Sapphires in the mud….
Many years later, I received an authentic transmission of the
Gurdjieff Work in two different lines, and I am authorized to teach in
one. The enemy worked hard to keep me from the Work, even causing
me to forget that I had read certain books. Still, I spent a little time with
people from the Gurdjieff Foundation, who learned from Cynthia Pearce
and others who studied with George Ivanovitch.

I also spent seven

years, on and off, with a student of John Godolphin Bennett, who served
as the Head of Military Intelligence B Division, with responsibility for
the entire Middle East, after he was cybernetically implanted, following
a motorcycle crash, to have what he took for an out-of-body experience.
He was brainwashed to work under rst Gurdjieff, next Ouspensky, and
then again Gurdjieff, before he went on to learn from the Hindoo sage,
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Shivapuri Baba, not to mention the Su master, Idries Shah, a shadowy
character who conned Bennett out of his school at Coombe Springs,
while he brought Bhante Dharmawara, a Theravāda monk, to teach at
Sherbourne.

As someone immersed in the Work, I can tell you that

Rajneesh’s assessment of Gurdjieff is absolutely accurate.
Since Rajneesh’s book on tantra helped me, I went back to
the library, after I ensconced myself in the Blue Ridge, to nd more of
his lectures.
And there it was…a book on taoism, ch’i kung, and tai chi,
that spoke of breath as ch’i in its most accessible form, while it gave
simple breathing exercises.
No wonder CIA would smash the Rajneesh Movement, in
which the rich man’s guru served only as a reminder of our human
potential.

The agency lured the Rajneeshis to Oregon, where they

bought an enormous ranch. Then they brainwashed the locals against
them, and they changed the rules, as these excellent people, who
believed in the promise of America, sought to establish a community
like the Pilgrims, the Quakers, or the Mormons, in which they could
exercise their religion, under the First Amendment, and make money in
an honest enterprise. As their members were largely professionals, fed
up with the Rat Race, the Rajneeshis would incorporate a city, form a
police department, establish a school, and win an election, while the
United States government turned all its might against them. Ma Anand
Sheela, a hero in our

ght, took the fall, while the worst the national
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media and the federal prosecutor could come up with was immigration
fraud, tax evasion, wiretapping, attempted murder, and a whole bunch
of conspiracy—a charge that lawyers, like me, refer to as “the
prosecutor’s darling” because it is so easy to win.

Almost everyone

accepted a plea bargain, with probation, no time served, as Rajneesh
was deported.
I knew none of this at the time, although I had seen a stray
reference many years before, in Frary Hall, under the fresco of
Prometheus, painted by José Clemente Orozco, one of the three great
muralists of Mexico, over a paper, at Pomona College—something very
odd because I never read the news—where some crazy guru with
dozens of Rolls Royces had cheated on his taxes.
This I did not connect to the philosophy professor whose
books helped me, so I simply moved on to study tai chi at the University
of Virginia.
There I would

nd John Alton, another college professor,

who had taught English, and grown up in southern Alabama, before he
founded the Three Emperors Kung Fu School.

Before he got his

doctorate, John earned a black belt in tae kwan do since he was
interested in martial arts and that was the only show in town.

He

moved on to karate, where he earned another black belt, but he crashed
his bicycle, breaking his scaphoid bone, and ignoring the injury to his
wrist, so western doctors declared it un xable. Leaving his adjunct gig
at Virginia Tech, John moved to China, where he took a job teaching
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English. Beijing’s foremost kung fu master, Wang Zhen Hua, accepted
the man who would become my teacher as his student. So John learned
medical ch’i kung—not to mention tai chi and long- st styles—and,
miraculously, his wrist healed. After the massacre at Tiananmen Square,
in which the Red Chinese killed thousands of peaceful protesters, all
foreigners were expelled; so John was kicked out.
He is one of two people I know who was there—the other
being my old classmate from Pomona, Gabriela Escudero, who once lent
me her car, very kindly, an old banger that could barely make it around
the block. Gabi is a naïve polyglot who received her master’s in public
health, with an emphasis on population studies, from the mind control
hub of Tulane, where my would-be breeding partner, Joy Booth, was
brainwashed and implanted.

She became a population fellow at the

University of Michigan, where my family friend, Kurt Brandenburg,
was fed LSD, before they put him in an isolation tank, under MKULTRA. My fellow Pomonan went on to work with bad guys from the
New World Order in the Peace Corps, Planned Parenthood, the State
Department, and the Gates Foundation, as she moved to Switzerland;
but I will always remember her as a

ery and fun-loving lady, who

could laugh and tell stories on herself, the day after she got roaring
drunk with another friend, slamming glasses of tequila down, shouting
from Norton Clark across Walker Beach,

¡I am Proud to be Latina!
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(I couldn’t catch it with the font, since it is very strong, but
you get the idea—maybe it looked like that later in the evening—or was
that her drinking partner?)
Back to John Alton, my new teacher in the mysteries of
personal development, trained in oriental wisdom, focussed on medical
ch’i kung, who writes books and starts companies, as he lectures in the
School of Nursing, at the University of Virginia, teaching nurses, as did
I, at the Reading Hospital, and who has consulted with the Cavalier
swim team to prevent respiratory illnesses.

He has gone to Silicon

Valley, Spook Central, to make presentations to thousands of Google
employees, so he earns his living empowering people.
As John says, his interactions with American and Chinese
health of cials sometimes baf e him: It’s almost as though they don’t
want people to lead healthy lives….
I took my health for granted, as earlier I ran and lifted
weights, still I played squash racquets, and now I did the short Yang
form, meditating, at least twice a day, so I did not have an extra pound
on my body.
Still, I got sick, with what I took to be the u, three times that
winter—if not from the rat-infested walls then from the criminals that
broke into my house.
Certainly, I was drugged, that time and others, and I even
recall one of the programming sessions from Afton Mountain—although
I had no memory for years.
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As revealed in congressional testimony, CIA has used a
variety of drugs on unwitting citizens to stop memories from forming,
to decrease resistance to hypnotism, and otherwise to control people’s
minds.

These include (i) hypnotic sedatives like amobarbital,

aprobarbital, butabarbital sodium, chloral hydrate, methotrimeprazine
hydrochloride, midazolam hydrochloride, paraldehyde, pentobarbital,
pentobarbital sodium, quazepam, secobarbital sodium, sodium
pentobarbital, temazepam, triazolam, and zolpidem tartrate; (ii)
hypnotics like demerol, desoxyn (combined with sodium pentothal),
methyprylon, and pentothal acid; and (iii) memory blockers like
acetylcholine, BZ, and scopolamine. The autopsies of Marilyn Monroe
and Anna Nicole Smith showed large amounts of chloral hydrate, a
hypnotic sedative, which no one uses for recreation, and John DuPont’s
body was loaded with hyoscine, a drug described in the appendices to
this book, as he spoke of an international conspiracy.
Brainwashed to dose myself with lysergic acid, I sought, like
many from the sixties, to recreate the psychedelic experience through
meditation. My focus went not to yoga but to ch’i kung, as I practiced
techniques like the Small Universe, feeling a prickly sensation in my
face, as sick ch’i left my body, which I never felt in the many years I
meditated afterwards. As I did Tiger Plays With Ball, or Cloud Hands, I
felt the glowing warmth of ch’i mittens, which was all I wanted, as I
hoped to activate power points in my body. From time to time, I would
feel tingling warmth in my lower back, which I took for spontaneous
400

out owing of bio-electric energy, not seeing that a douchebag with a
directed energy weapon attacked me.
It must have driven the enemy mad with rage when I
learned from my teacher’s

rst book, Living Qigong, that ejaculation

drains the body of ch’i; so I started to refrain from masturbation—
making a contest of how long I could go without onanistic fantasies—
then four days on average but now more like three weeks—as I gave my
cherished Playboys to Gordon Rowe. These included Cheryl Bachman,
with her magni cent wiry bush, Bonnie Marino, whom I took as a pirate
prize, and Petra Verkaik, whom I would happily booby-fuck. This led to
some polite but bawdy conversation with a hippy naiad, who agreed
that Miss October was beautiful, and the picture was tasteful, but
opined that she should trim or wax her privates, a position I disputed.
Joking about wine and slave girls, as we watched a documentary on
ancient times, I gave Gordon, along with the hand-me-downs, a proper
yuletide gift—a calendar of pin-ups that I dared him to hang in his barnapartment.
Still, while I visited Chester County on holiday, this did not
stop me from buying a present for myself, as I shopped in the Concord
Mall, a videocassette with a beautiful lady teaching Nude Yoga, which I
watched to learn pieces of asanas as I smoked weed. Also, during my
visit, I spent time with one of the Housch Sisters, Cybil, whose sister,
Cassie, had been my classmate in high school, and whom I knew from
the hippy commune at Chadd’s Peak, as we walked the Laurels. There
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enemy was trying for something, but I did not connect the tape with the
woman—since sex does not belong on the mat.
My experience with ch’i kung heavily resembled that of
others with kundalini yoga, as Tavistock created the New Age to mess
with people’s heads. As the Fifth Dimension foretold, in some of the
whitest music to be sung by black people, it was the Age of Aquarius!
A piece appeared on a website run by Gaia, Inc., clearly the
enemy’s product, where articles discuss jibberish like ancient aliens, and
you can watch the lms, Becoming Nobody or The Illusion of Self, along
with happenings like A Magical Mystery Tour.

Roll Up!
In a complaint that was dismissed, Gaia sued Patty Greer, a
lm-maker, who worked for them, and seems half a nut herself, as she
speaks of reptilians and studies crop circles, when she alleged the
company’s leadership contained luciferians as it served as a front for the
Central Intelligence Agency. Gaia’s former employee said,
I don't imagine that company
has a chance in hell of surviving
because nobody wants to work with
that energy unless you're also a
pedophile Satanist monster.
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she taught me yoga poses in exchange for tutelage in ch’i kung. The

Also, Greer maintained that Gaia used directed energy weapons to
attack people.
Jirka Rysavy is the founder, chairman of the board, and chief
executive of cer for the publicly traded company, Gaia, Inc. In an online
article at Inc., suspiciously entitled, “New World, Ordered,” apropos of
nothing, Steve Solomon described how Rysavy, a former hurdler in
international track events, came to America from the Communist Bloc
with no money, no understanding of capitalism, and no idea. Sleeping
on park benches, addressing strangers in broken English, the Runner-Up
for 1995 Entrepreneur of the Year went on to build a one-billion-dollar
business, reaching into the mind-control hub of Seattle, as he sold of ce
products to multi-national corporations. As Solomon wrote, his story
started with an unlikely beginning.
He was tall, bearded, and
as skinny as a scarecrow; his
mumbled, halting English often made
him difficult to understand. Just
eight years earlier he had left his
native Czechoslovakia for the United
States, following an earlier visit
in which he had bummed around the
country, sleeping in bus stations
and on park benches. It was hard at
first to take him seriously.
Today Rysavy has a net worth of at least 88.8 million dollars, and he
owns 87,096 shares in Gaia, Inc., worth over $80,693,756.00; and, over the

fi

fi

403

last eighteen years, he sold Gaia stock worth more than seven million
dollars, while he earns an annual salary of $905,758.00 as the CEO of the
new age company.

He makes his home in the Rocky Mountains,

perched on an eighty-acre hideaway, up at eight thousand feet, cooking
and sleeping outdoors, where he fetches water from a spring.

The

Czech’s nest overlooks Boulder, home to one of my college friends,
Britton Shepard, an area full of mind control.
Sondra Sneed, a soul reader who met Jirka Rysavy, the
founder of Gaia, by chance, at Joshua Tree, works for the company. As
she describes the background for their meeting,
Spirit sent me. I thought I was to be a
vendor at the International UFO Conference, Contact in
the Desert, where I’d sell books and perform soul readings,
for people whose souls have come from other worlds.
Since that was my experience at the
previous UFO conference, in Phoenix, naturally I thought
this was the same. But I was wrong to assume what
Source had in mind.
Sondra’s bills were mounting, and she really needed the income from
the conference; but, then, the Air Force, with NASA, who plan a fake
alien invasion to lead to a world-wide shutdown, through PROJECT
BLUE BEAM, while they seek to legitimate belief in little green men,
through AATIP, used an ionospheric heater to wreck her pathetic dream:
404

I haven’t mentioned how badly I needed this
to go well. The tour was very expensive; my bills at home
were mounting. I was, therefore, pinning my hopes on the
next few days. But desperation turned to despair. What
happened next dashed all chances to be flush.
Before I could earn a dime, the retreat’s
security had already put my stand in the dumpster. I
arrived the next morning to the news a small tornado had
swirled its way to booth 42 and destroyed it.
Those who witnessed the sight said the
tent’s supports snapped, and the twister tore it from its
stays. My little gazebo was hurled into the air and landed
in an unsalvageable heap.
Sondra’s booth was the only one hit, so she attributed the event to
providence.

The following night, a voice in her head told the soul

reader to bless a white tent, haloed with a golden-pink aura, where she
gave its owner, Crying Bear, the last cash she had, for a dream-catcher.
Just at that moment, she met Jirka, who made her an of cial Gaia
Ambassador.
Whenever you have trouble nding employment, and a job
suddenly appears, it is almost certainly the product of CIA social
engineering. They did something like this to Lynda Carter, who was
broke and on the verge of eviction, when the phone rang for the spot on
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Wonder Woman, they did it to move me away from a job in the building
trades, and they did the same to my friend, Kristin Herbster, when they
moved her husband to a teaching gig at the mind control hub of
Stanford. Using a variant of the Reid Technique, similar to a false ag
attack, the enemy creates dif culty in one direction to drive you in
another, making you poor and desperate so you’ll take the job they offer
or sending you something too good to be true. Then they’ll try to steal
even that from you. Suspect the things that come your way. You may
still take the opportunity, but learn to see its partial source and the
dangers that surround it.
When Sondra Sneed, the Ambassador from Gaia, heard of
Patty Greer’s accusations, she asked the voice in her head what to think,
and she received a response from Source.
Lucifer is not who people think Lucifer is.
Lucifer is a guiding light in a great struggle
between man and destiny.…
Gaia’s work is specifically to change the
story.
As for Gaia’s article on kundalini, in which they sought to
change the story, I wrote an exposé, on my website, Fighting Monarch,
that pointed out the use of monarch butter ies in the article, and in
kundalini charts, signalling PROJECT MONARCH, under which CIA
subjects people to unimaginable horrors as they control their minds; but,
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as soon as I did, Gaia changed the story again, as they removed the
image of a monarch emerging from its cocoon.
Good thing I archived the original article….
Let’s look at the eight signs of a kundalini awakening
according to Gaia.
• things fall apart, you have a nervous
breakdown, or your life isn’t working
• unpleasant physical, emotional, or
energetic symptoms
• desperation and willingness to try new
things
• apparent occurrences of synchronicity or
the sense of a guiding force in one’s
life
• oversensitivity to one’s environment
• reliving sexual trauma
• listening to inner voices
• a sense of destiny

The article identi es physical and emotional symptoms,
which are nothing but the signs of microwave harassment, as described
in the appendices to this book, and by Patty Greer, who alleged that
directed energy weapons were used to attack Gaia’s critics.

These

include uncontrollable shaking, visual disturbances, nervousness,
fearfulness, depression, and sleeplessness.
If you’re experiencing these things, you might ask yourself:
what’s more likely? That a government program identi ed by
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whistleblowers, targeting millions of people, caused you unpleasant
symptoms? or that a mysterious force suddenly became activated in
your body just when your life fell apart? The government did not spend
billions of dollars to develop active denial systems, voice-of-god
weapons, and mind control technology in order not to use them.
Tavistock programming involves pushing people to the edge—you
know, like when they have all the symptoms of a kundalini awakening.
And hey? Remember how following your intuition, or even
hearing voices, is part of a kundalini awakening? In the government
mind control programs, those voices are called Voice To Skull, or V2K,
and they can be sent on frequencies heard only by your subconscious
mind. You may feel you’re following your intuition, or you may feel a
helpful force, spirit, or angel is your guide.

These are products of

hypnosis, which is heavily used in MK-ULTRA.
And hey? What about the colors that typify chakra work?
Could it be that people are seeing colors in their minds because of the
same technology?

MK-ULTRA uses color-programming.

They have

people meditate on gemstones: sapphire, ruby, emerald, and diamond.
They use

ashing lights to induce trance. And they use colors in the

movies, on your computer screen, and in dance clubs.
And hey? Remember how your life fell apart when you had
your kundalini awakening? Maybe you divorced your husband? or you
left your family? or you lost your friends?

Those are indicators of

targeting under government mind control programs. Like any cult, they
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want to isolate you, and break your old patterns, while they destroy
your life. The difference is…you can’t see them, and that makes you
more vulnerable.
The greatest trick the devil ever played was to convince
people he did not exist. Likewise, the greatest trick the satanists played
was making us dismiss conspiracy theories.

As I once said to my

students,
It does not matter if you believe in the devil:
They believe in the devil.
And hey? Remember how synchronicity, apparently
meaningful coincidences, and the feeling of a guiding force are part of a
kundalini awakening? Well, there’s a guiding force all right, but it’s not
your friend.
I would much rather believe I was unlocking the secrets of
the universe, exploring kundalini—or, in my case, ch’i kung—than
realize I was being manipulated under a mind control program. That’s
why everyone gets into cults, and it’s why it’s hard to break free. And
it’s really hard with this one because you can’t see your abusers.
But you don’t have to throw it all away. Tai chi is good for
you, and so is yoga. It increases exibility, and it makes you healthy.
The real masters will tell you: Health and longevity are proper goals—
not seeing colored lights in your head. Keep your feet on the ground.
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Martial arts do not only strengthen health, but they teach self
defense.

You don’t need to wear a funny out t, break boards, or

develop strange powers. Stay practical.
There are also real spiritual traditions that are extremely
practical, like the Work, taught by George Ivanovitch Gurdjieff, which I
later found.
In the Work, people practice self-observation. You become
aware of yourself, studying bodily movements with bodily awareness,
emotional dynamics with emotional awareness, and thoughts with the
awareness of the mind. Start by paying attention to your body. How do
you stand, sit, or walk? How do you breathe? How does this change in
different environments? How do you speak? Listen to the sound of
your voice. Feel the air on your skin. Study yourself as though you
were an interesting stranger about whom you truly cared. But most of
all, hold something back. Do not become identi ed with yourself. Do
not take everything that passes through you to be you. It is a very deep
practice and impossible to explain in words.
Observation increases awareness, of yourself and others, and
it will show you what you need to change. Most of all, it will let you
know how your mind, your body, and your feelings have all been
hacked.
And what did Gurdjieff say about kundalini?
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Kundalini is not anything desirable or useful for
man’s development. It is very curious how these occultists have got
hold of the word from somewhere but have completely altered its
meaning and from a very dangerous and terrible thing have made
something to be hoped for and to be awaited as some blessing.
In reality Kundalini is the power of
imagination, the power of fantasy, which takes the place of a real
function. When a man dreams instead of acting, when his dreams
take the place of reality, when a man imagines himself to be an
eagle, a lion, or a magician, it is the force of Kundalini acting in
him. Kundalini can act in all centers and with its help all the centers
can be satisfied with the imaginary instead of the real. A sheep
which considers itself a lion or a magician lives under the power of
Kundalini.
Kundalini is a force put into men in order to
keep them in their present state. If men could really see their true
position and could understand all the horror of it, they would be
unable to remain where they are even for one second. They would
begin to seek a way out and they would quickly find it, because there
is a way out; but men fail to see it simply because they are
hypnotized.
Kundalini is the force that keeps them in a
hypnotic state.
411

rst see one’s slavery:

Gurdjieff said, “Awakening is bitter.”
At the suggestion of Rajneesh, while I lived on the mountain,
I revisited Psychological Commentaries on the Teachings of Gurdjieff
and Ouspensky, by Doctor Maurice Nicoll, which has its share of jibberjabber—along with a lot of good material. I also checked out an oddly
titled book, by Gurdjieff, who was not a satanist, remotely, despite his
faults, but I never even opened it, as it sat by my toilet, for a full year,
only intoning its name, from time to time, in an odd voice, which I
wrongly took for myself, and a joke,

Beelzebub’s Tales To His Grandson!
Still, my foes made little progress, as they failed to achieve
their main goal in moving me, through arranged meetings, like Sondra
Sneed at Joshua Tree, to the cult atop the mountain.
They wanted me out of the building they had visited, in
Charlottesville, where the steps divided an apartment to the north-east,
and another to the south-west, on every landing.

There were eight

apartments connected by a central stairwell; and, if you didn’t live there,
you had no business in our home.
Among the sessions I remember, when I let the scum into my
at, in a trance, I recall their decision to move me.

412

fi

fl

To become a master, one must

It's the neighbors. They’re
starting to get suspicious. I want him to
move away.
They asked me who I was. They
asked me on the stairs once.
The trash had engineered a similar move, at Pomona
College, when they inspired my friends, Scott Patten, Noah Lerner, and
Britton Shepard, to take rooms on the road-side of Walker Courtyard,
and they had done the same to Gabi Escudero, whom they placed at the
very end of Norton-Clark in Room 121.
They wanted to strike more easily, invading my house, to
drug and program me, since an isolated person is easy to disappear. If
no one will miss you at work, or if you live by yourself, they can get
you. I have seen it done to women I dated, as they travelled alone crosscountry, and they have done it to me, when I was between jobs. No one
will miss you for a day.
Still, the enemy can also strike those with daily duties:

I

have been hit at times when I was very busy.
Either way, it is extremely important, always, to bar your
bedroom door, which you can easily do by leaning a chair against the
knob, pushing the bed against the entry, or otherwise, and you must
never take a drink from someone else’s hand—or leave your drink
unguarded.
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Tavistock does not like independence, or strength, the
qualities I admired in Kesey, and they wanted me to move into a
structured new age environment, something the fools thought they
could accomplish because of an attitude I had held ten years earlier,
when I was not a twenty-seven-year-old university lecturer but a
seventeen-year-old high school student.
When I was a senior at Unionville High School, the year I
rst took acid, in connection with the Grateful Dead, I heard a
discussion on Public Radio about a book by Martin Lee:

Acid Dreams:
The Complete Social History of LSD:
The CIA, the Sixties, and Beyond
As I remember the work I never read, but heard described, through the
radio broadcast to our car, and thence to my ears, Aldous Huxley had
sought to expose the elite to LSD, Timothy Leary had exposed a broader
group through guided sessions, and Ken Kesey had taken a completely
democratic approach, in which the chemical was made available, for
free, to large groups, at parties, called Acid Tests, where people simply
wandered off to have whatever experiences they had.
In 1987, I had unpleasant experiences with acid, and I
blamed them on Ken Kesey—a viewpoint not entirely unfair since I
bought the drug, and in one case took it, at concerts of the Grateful
Dead, who acquired notoriety as the house band for the Acid Tests.
414

Then, too, in my senior year of high school, I bought a book
by Timothy Leary, The Psychedelic Experience, which sought to guide
acid-takers through The Tibetan Book of the Dead, while, in the spring
of my freshman year at college, I related my experience to the Tao te
Ching.
Little did I know what a douchebag Leary was.
Kesey had his problems, and he was certainly run by the
enemy, as they programmed him at Stanford, and in London, to lead
people to drugs and religion; but Leary was a thousand times worse.
Timothy Leary was born at West Point, attended the U.S.
Military Academy, and served in the army, where so many are abused,
drugged, and implanted. Leary enrolled in the psychology subsection
of the Army Specialized Training Program, through which he studied at
Georgetown University, a Jesuit institution in Washington, D.C., closely
af liated with the State Department, the CIA, and the Vatican.
After he got his doctorate, Timothy Leary had a large grant
from the National Institute for Mental Health, or NIMH, a group heavily
involved in mind control, which runs a Learning and Memory Program
under which it has developed technology to manipulate people’s
memories while it solicits human subjects for additional studies—you
know, like the people who volunteered to drop acid with guys like
Timothy Leary.
How dumb do they think we are?
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After Leary’s wife killed herself, the Ford Foundation
brought him to Harvard, where he promoted the use of LSD as part of
MK-ULTRA, while the government supplied him with the drug, which a
Swiss pharmaceutical company, Sandoz, legally manufactured until
1966.
CIA frequently used the Ford Foundation, which held over
three billion dollars worth of assets, after World War Two.

A

congressional investigation, in 1976, revealed the heavy use of many
charities by Central Intelligence. As one operative put the matter, the
collaboration of foundations, like Ford, allowed the agency to fund “a
seemingly limitless range of covert action programs affecting youth
groups, labor unions, universities, publishing houses and other private
institutions.”

In the

fties, the President of the Ford Foundation,

Richard Bissell, often met with Allen Dulles, the Director of Central
Intelligence, who initiated MK-ULTRA, until he went to work directly
for Dulles as his special assistant.

John McCloy succeeded to the

presidency of the Ford Foundation upon Bissell’s departure, leaving
behind his earlier jobs as Assistant Secretary of War, President of the
World Bank, High Commissioner of what had been Nazi Germany, and
Chairman of the Rockefellers’ bank: Chase Manhattan. Among other
projects, CIA used the Ford Foundation to promote abstract
expressionism, to push out political art, and they drove the
“professionalization” of universities, supposedly raising standards,
while they prevented real scholars and teachers, like me, from doing our
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jobs. This involved not only the creation of armies of administrators,
and federal legislation, in the form of Title IX, but political correctness,
which arose from the sensitivity training invented by Kurt Lewin at
MIT, who founded the journal, Human Relations, with the Tavistock
Institute.

Meanwhile, through guys like Leary, they used LSD to turn

political college students into acid heads before they made the drug
illegal so they could persecute them.
Timothy Leary got into psychedelics through Frank Barron,
who worked at the Institute for Personality Assessment and Research.
Leary himself said that IPAR was funded and staffed by former OSSCIA psychologists, and he claimed that Barron, a co-founder of the
Esalen Institute, turned down an offer to become director of
psychological personnel for the CIA.
Eventually, Timothy Leary left Harvard as he brought his
message to the gullible young.

Tune In. Turn On. Drop Out.
Now he could be spotted at places like the Playboy Mansion in the
company of CIA handler, rapist, and blackmailer Hugh Hefner, while he
ran for Governor of California.
Timothy Leary went to jail, but the Weathermen broke him
out. As with the Baader-Meinhof Gang, the New World Order used this
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group for false ag attacks in connection with OPERATION GLADIO,
through which it sought to erode our rights and build the police state.
Remember all those

lms from the seventies, where the

detective wanted to bust the criminal in order to protect good people
but he couldn’t because the Supreme Court upheld constitutional rights?
Leary

ed to Algeria, whither FBI had driven Eldridge

Cleaver. Through COINTELPRO, the Federal Bureau of Investigation
would destroy the Black Panthers, killing Fred Hampton, imprisoning
Bobby Seale, and turning Huey Newton into a drug lord.

Somehow

Eldridge Cleaver got away—either because they wanted to use him as a
magnet or because he was too fast for them. Cleaver had the sense to
see that drugs were bad, but Leary did not share his view.
As my friend, Andrea Davison, formerly of British
Intelligence, who blew the whistle on illegal arms deals and child abuse,
so she now lives in exile, in the Argentine, wrote, in her book, Shoot The
Women First, the Cold War was a sham.
Perhaps for this reason, not only did BND work with the
STASI to support the Baader-Meinhof Gang, but Timothy Leary was
offered a job in the Soviet Bloc.
[In Algeria] a psychiatrist took me to lunch to
ask what I knew about mind control and brainwashing, implying
that I could find a good post behind the Iron Curtain, in a Czech
or Hungarian Clinic.
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Even if Central Intelligence did not support the offer, the Communists
saw Leary as an expert in mind control.
Leary himself said that CIA helped him leave Algeria.
A charming English lady, a stringer for
Newsweek, introduced us to a well-educated Algerian bureaucrat
named Ali and his French wife Michelle, who had us over for
dinner several times. He made no bones about his connection to
the CIA. They were planning to migrate to Canada. I felt the
moment had come to confide our hopes to someone.
“Look Ali. We want to escape Algeria. How
can we get out?”
“You have two problems. First you’ll have to get
some other country to accept you. You can’t just go to the
airport and jump on a plane. And second the Algerians will have
to let you go. Once you accepted that green political asylum
card, you gave the Algerian government the right to decide where
you’ll be most useful....
“Your exit visas will be waiting for you at the
airport. I’ll arrange it.”
In our hotel suite I lifted Rosemary up and
swung her around in triumph. “Denmark, here we come.”
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“Are you sure we can trust him?” she asked.
“He’s CIA after all.”
“He’s liberal CIA,” I said, “and that’s the best
mafia you can deal with in the twentieth century.”
So, in December 1972, Timothy Leary ed from Algeria to Afghanistan.
Then CIA moved him directly back to the United States, with
the help of their agent, Leary’s girlfriend, Joanna Harcourt-Smith, by
whom he fathered a son, Marlon.

Harcourt-Smith was connected to

Gianni Agnelli, a member of the Bilderberg Group and a pal of Henry
Kissinger, the pimp, traitor, and war criminal. Leary would rat a lot of
people out before Jerry Brown, the Governor of California, released him
from jail, when he moved to Laurel Canyon, just below Lookout
Mountain, a lm studio and programming center used by the Air Force,
which created the music scene, in Los Angeles, through which groups
like the Monkees, the Mamas and the Papas, Crosby, Stills, and Nash,
and the Doors sold America’s teenagers a hippy lifestyle that eschewed
political involvement while it promoted drug use.
Trying to stay hip, just like Paul McCartney, Timothy Leary
would later advocate the use of computers, cybernetics, and virtual
reality through ARPANET.
As CIA’s Joanna Harcourt-Smith recalled, with a curious
reference to the dystopian novel by George Orwell, who worked for
MI-7,
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Timothy said in 1984 that the computer
revolution would free the world. He said that the
power of computers would be the next escalation of
the sixties creative rebellion. He compared the
Internet to the network of synapses in the human
brain.
There was something to that idea, but the Fourth Industrial Revolution
has not freed but rather enslaved the world, as the interface between our
brains and cybernetics gives rise to trans-humanism.
The New World Order hits even its favorites with
microwave harassment, as described in the appendices to this book, so
Timothy Leary died of prostate cancer, because the subhuman
degenerates at CIA, NSA, and their af liates target the anuses, prostates,
and genitals of their victims.
Brainwashed with Christianity, and nostalgic for the sixties,
Ken Kesey was too nice to Timothy Leary. The Electric Kool-Aid Acid
Test shows them at odds, when the Merry Pranksters visited Daheim,
the Hitchcock Estate, in Millbrook, New York, only fteen miles away
from Vassar College, in the deeply satanic Hudson Valley.

The

Pranksters correctly rejected Millbrook’s stultifying approach, which
they called the Crypt Trip. To go with Leary, when you dropped acid, or
when you sought enlightenment, was to agree with semi-visible
programming. Kesey knew this once, but, then, full of forgiveness, he
made excuses for the lthy rat’s betrayal of others, so his warders would
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not throw away the key, and the overgrown boy’s love for a hot lady,
with whom he played spy. Still later, the two old men pathetically hung
out, at a festival for teenagers, while they lost themselves in nostalgia.
How ironic. To me, as I lived on Afton Mountain, it seemed
that Dr. Richard Alpert, who worked in the psychedelic program at
Harvard, before he travelled to India, to reject hallucinogens, under the
guidance of a real teacher, where he took a new identity, as Ram Dass,
had encapsulated things perfectly.

BE HERE NOW
How was this consistent with people reliving memories, decades-old, of
times they lived in the moment back then?
The enemy used t.v., a classic mind control device, to put the
interaction between the two something-generians in my head, so they
could move me from Kesey to Leary as they moved their bodies, and
they spoke through their mouths, in a tawdry puppet show.

I was

puzzled at Kesey’s volte-face—not to mention his repudiation of Tom
Wolfe’s chronicle, to whose accuracy he had attested. First he said Wolfe
nailed it—getting the scene 95% right—but now he stood next to Leary,
whom he repudiated in Wolfe’s book, while Leary said that “Wolfe was
full of shit.” This came next to Kesey’s mispronunciation of Gertrude
Stein’s name, which he rendered as Stern. I had no time for the author
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of Tender Buttons, but, at least, I knew how to say her name. If only I
had applied her realization to the sixties.

There’s no there there.
Still, this was nothing next to the moment, when, to my tantric kung-fu
horror, the fat and decrepit wrestler took off his shirt.
To paraphrase the lesbian hostess of the salon frequented by
Ezra Pound, Ernest Hemingway, and Sinclair Lewis, whose name the
aging hippy garbled, I needed this like a sh needs a bicycle.
Later they would try, harder, to move me to Kesey; but,
when they put us in the same house, on Rugby Road, at a dinner party,
attended by eight, he seemed somewhat dull. The famous man came
across like an ordinary fellow, tired from his

ight, who had to go

through the old dog-and-pony show in order to earn his speaker’s fee.
The only individuality that struck me was his millinery faux pas, as he
came to supper in a ridiculous red beret, which recalled the boy scouts,
while he wore a mason’s top hat when he lectured, which forced me to
suppress a snicker, hiding my smile behind my hand. His women had
clearly drilled him, so he snatched the scarlet abomination from his head
before he sat down at the table, where he made polite conversation
about banal topics like Pokémon, Titanic, and The Lord of the Dance. I
was able to draw him over to Frank Herbert’s Dune, whose circular
plotting he was pleased to see me connect to his novels as we discussed
Through charity, no doubt, he overlooked the
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its meta-narrative.

title of his book about Pendleton, calling it Last Round-Up instead of
Last Go-Round. I suppose he had something left. To his credit, he took
the death of his son like a man, and he expressed gratitude that his wife
never left him. Still, I am happy to say that the spouse he swapped, who
put up with god-knows-what over the years, later found happiness as
the bride of his friend, Larry McMurtry, who wrote not ten but almost
fty books. Maybe that had something to do with doing drugs only on
an occasional basis…. In short, Kesey looked like a burn-out—a nice old
man who used to be somebody.
As the Chief said he was not the same person, kind and
curious, I thought,

What happened to you?
And I moved on with my life—feeling I knew the hippy pioneer better
from his books than from our meeting, so, a year later, as a visiting
assistant professor, at Haverford College, I taught Sometimes A Great
Notion in my course on regionalism and One Flew Over The Cuckoo’s
Nest in my course on heroism.
But before they sent Kesey across the country to speak in
Charlottesville, just so he could sup with li’l ole me, the National
Security Agency tried to shift his in uence to Leary.

Working from

outdated material, which they hadn’t understood ten years earlier, they
gured they could brainwash me in a structured environment. So they
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moment when, using forced speech, the enemy made me misspeak the

sought to send me—through Kesey, Leary, and Cayce—to a community
that lay, three miles distant, atop the Blue Ridge.
This was the University of Science and Philosophy, which sat
in a beautiful marble palace, Swannanoa, modelled on the Villa Medici
in Rome, next to the golf course on which Matthew, Jason, and I used to
play rounds, whose tenets seemed innocuous, as they encouraged
people to follow their own genius and to trust in serendipity.
The place was seriously bad news, with ties to the Group of
Thirty, the Tavistock Institute, and the Brookings Institution, not to
mention International Business Machines, the American military, and
the Nazis; but, as my would-be controllers pushed the organization,
telling me about its lady leader, in hypnotic sessions, by voice-to-skull,
and through others, I found the cult laughable.
The idea that Lao Russell, née Daisy Cook, was the
reincarnation of Lao Tzu, whose Tao te Ching I highly value, and which
I had rst encountered with Joy Booth, was comical, especially since not
only was Russell a woman, whereas Lao Tzu was a man—whose name
means “Old Man”—but the marionette, who called herself LAY-O,
didn’t know how to pronounce her name, which rhymes with cow.
You’d think, if reincarnation were real, something would
survive from body to body; so you’d at least know how to say your own
name—not to mention I was steeped in taoism—from the battle tactics
of Sun Tzu, to the poetry of Li Po, the stories of Chuang Tzu, and the
oracle of the I Ching. Plus, taoism, with its emphasis on nature, stresses
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Science and Philosophy, the more you move away from it. As Lao Tzu
wrote, when he was forced to write, as a condition to leaving China, in
the rst verse of his book,

The tao that can be told
Is not the Eternal Tao.
There was no way I was going to fall for the cult’s bullshit.
At least Ken Kesey had some understanding not only of
Great Nature but of The Book of Changes, while my kung fu teacher had
taught English in China where he studied a taoist martial art with the
greatest master in Beijing.
Before the lady on the mountain married Walter Russell, and
he decided she was a Chinaman, giving her a new name, as typically
occurs in programming, she was Daisy Cook, a beautiful woman who
built a fortune with her husband and business partner, Lionel Stebbing,
by direct-marketing cosmetics and health products while she moved
among the rich and famous.
Daisy Cook was born, in Hertfordshire, under the shadow of
Tring Park Mansion, a house designed by the freemason, Sir Christopher
Wren, who rebuilt London following the Great Fire of 1666.
This was the seat of Victor Rothschild, the third baron of his
name, a Knight of the Order of Saint John, which derives from the Order
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uidity, so the more you try to catch it in a system, like the University of

of Malta, who worked for MI-5, while he befriended Guy Burgess,
Anthony Blunt, and Kim Philby of the Cambridge Spy Ring.

Victor

Rothschild was a senior executive in the Nazi company of Royal Dutch
Shell, which connects to my family, and in N M Rothschild & Sons,
whose family took an early interest in the canals and railroads of
Virginia. Pursuant to his soul contract, the satanic scumbag was born on
Samhain at the end of the Season of Harvest, and he died eighty years
later on Ostara at the beginning of the Season of Sacri ce. Tell me that’s
a coincidence.
Just as Victor Rothschild ran Winston Churchill, he ran Lao
Russell, as a variety of British personages, whom he controlled, visited
Swannanoa Palace, while Daisy Stebbing, née Cook, was drugged and
herded off the property.
These included not only Margaret Thatcher, the prime
minister whom Rothschild advised, but also (i) Prince Philip, the
nephew of the infamous child-molester, Lord Louis Mountbatten, (ii)
Prince Charles, whom Mountbatten sired and buggered, and (iii) Queen
Elizabeth, who killed children with her husband, on the tenth day of the
tenth month, in 1964, in Kamloops, British Columbia—all of whom Lord
Rothschild ran—as the Royal Family toured not only Thomas Jefferson’s
university and estate, posing for the newspapers, during their of cial
visit, in 1976, at the Bicentennial, but also when they went, thirty miles
up the road, to Swannanoa Palace.
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The Royal Family was seen by my neighbor, Virginia Davis
Edwards, who suspected their secret ownership of the Palace, given its
use of the swan, a symbol of the English monarchs, and the royal
descent of Sallie May, who is pictured in the beautiful window, by
Tiffany & Company, at the top of the stairs. Mrs. Edwards wrote,
I saw the Queen being driven
up the hill in a small red two-door
Chevrolet. While a man drove, she was
touching up her lips with a lipstick.
Following her was a four-door
black sedan. As it passed, Prince
Philip looked up at our house. Under
the car's back window, on the ledge, was
a Naval officer's white cap. Both cars
went in the direction of the Palace.
Painted on the upper wall of
the Palace's grand central staircase is
a British Royal coat of arms above the
words, "Honi soit qui mal y pense."
This means, "Evil to him who evil
thinks," the motto of the British noble
Order of the Garter.
A few weeks before the
Queen's visit to the Mountain, Lao
Russell had entertained Bill and me at
tea. She escorted us up the stairs past
the Order of the Garter and across the
second floor balcony on which was
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crowded a long, narrow carved wooden
table. "That," she said, "will seat 30
people...."
At the end of the hall, we
went into a freshly painted apartment.
After the Queen's visit, Bill
and I remarked to each other that
perhaps the rooms had been redecorated
in anticipation of the event.
Mrs. Edwards, in her excellent and interesting book, full of pictures and
thoughtful observations, connects the Palace to the Group of Thirty—
which may have been created in 1978 just to throw her off the scent as
she tried to gure out what was going on with all the strange visitors.
The Rockefeller Foundation started G30. Its rst chairman
was Johannes Witteveen, the managing director of the IMF, and Paul
Volcker is Chairman Emeritus.

Members include the heads of the

central banks of Argentina, Brazil, the United Kingdom, Canada, China,
France, Germany, India, Israel, Italy, Japan, Mexico, Poland, Singapore,
Spain, Switzerland, and the United States. Also to join have been two
chairmen of the Federal Reserve Bank of New York, two presidents of
the European Central Bank, a chairman of the Basel Committee on
Banking Supervision, two chairmen of the Bank for International
Settlements, two chief economists of the International Monetary Fund, a
chief economist of the World Bank, and the president of Mexico. The
Group of Thirty is based in Washington, D.C., a mere 137 miles from

fi

fi

429

Swannanoa, which sits only a couple miles off the interstate, a short
chopper ride from the Swamp.
As William and Virginia Edwards put one and one, and
another followed by another, together, watching the strange comings
and goings at the Palace, they came under increased targeting.

The

couple had been shadowed long before as the CIA illegally began its
surveillance on Mister Edwards in October 1957, according to
documents obtained through the Freedom of Information Act. Chicago
CIA Station Chief Clarence Perry Oakes visited the couple around that
time, and CIA Agent Robert D. Lohman showed up at their place in
Chicago a couple years later when he bought a Beretta .32 pistol. Agent
Lohman, like CIA Richmond Station Chief Thomas J. LaManna, would
show up on the mountain, but all this was nothing next to what else the
New World Order threw at the Edwardses.
As soon as they moved onto their little two-acre lot, thickly
wooded with a canopy of oak, walnut, ash, hickory, and locust, an
understory of dogwood, and a groundcover of honeysuckle and
periwinkle, to watch the beautiful animals of our mountains—bear,
foxes, and turkey—the telephone rang.
It was the real estate agent for Skyline Swannanoa, which
owned the Palace, who asked when the family intended to leave.
Since Virginia Edwards was a concert pianist, the company
tried to drive her off the property with noise. From the Holiday Inn,
which adjoined her plot, rock music blared. Then, Skyline Swannanoa
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put a tiny ski slope next to the motel, so a snow machine ran, 24-7, three
hundred yards away from her house. The Edwardses got no sleep for a
full week, so a local court found the nuisance was aimed at them.
The Edwards Family had run a prosperous mail order
business, Gold Rush Gun Shop, in San Francisco, registered as importers
under the name of Benet Arms, so they opened a similar do in the
garage of their new home on the mountain.
Immediately, the government began to mess with their
livelihood.

The post of ce returned letters and orders, sent by their

customers, stamped,

NOT AT THIS ADDRESS
or

OUT OF BUSINESS
Two major employers in the area warned their people not to do business
with them, while the Waynesboro Chamber of Commerce rejected the
Edwardses’ membership application.

U.S. Treasury Agents visited

factories in Europe whence they imported guns, telling the foreigners
that Gold Rush “would be bankrupt within a year.” The production of
one supplier was sabotaged, licenses to ship were interfered with, and a
turnover letter of credit was terminated.
Another Treasury Agent banged on the front door,
demanding to see four thousand dollars on his desk in two days, for
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satisfaction of routine quarterly excise taxes, when his of ce had refused
partial payment of two thousand dollars, only the week before, yelling
and threatening so that Virginia Edwards’s father, who was recovering
in her house from cancer treatments, died twenty-four hours later.
Meanwhile, the Nelson County Sheriff’s Department took
guns worth more than one hundred thousand dollars to satisfy a debt of
less than eight thousand, risking their loss, while they trundled the
seized property down the hill, past my house, in an overloaded truck
that had been retired from the local school system.

While Sheriff

William Harris threatened to have Mrs. Edwards handcuffed, and her
husband tried to reach their lawyer, who was called suddenly out of his
of ce, the lady spoke with a deputy, who said,

They don’t want you:
they want your house.
Still, Virginia Edwards was lucky to have an uncle who lent her money,
so she cancelled the sheriff’s sale.
Since these tactics didn’t work, the enemy got crazier.
Someone bulldozed the road on the western edge of the Edwards
property, effectively destroying it, while others tried to dynamite a huge
rock just beyond their land. From the placement of the holes drilled for
the explosive, the debris would have blown onto, and into, their roof.
Skyline Swannanoa stopped pumping water, without telling the
Edwards Family, so their supply was cut off, and criminals tampered
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with their brakes, punctured their tires, and poured gravel into their
transmission.
The enemy took out their neighbors. Virginia Hinton, the
daughter of a local millionaire, who had served in the OSS during World
War Two, just as she excitedly planned a trip around the world, fell from
the balcony of her tenth oor apartment in Charlottesville. Don Bolles, a
reporter from Phœnix, was murdered, when his car exploded

ve

months after he visited the mountain on a day Senator Barry Goldwater
was to speak at Staunton Military Academy, across the Shenandoah
Valley, but mysteriously did not, while Virginia Edwards saw him
driving past her house to the Palace. And William E. Thoresen III was
shot dead after he visited Bill Edwards. They said his wife did it, but
the Edwardses knew the Thoresens as a happily married couple.
These attacks steeled the Edwardses’ resolve, as they learned
that the enemy would not leave them alone to run their mail-order
business, walk in the forest, and play the piano.
Don’t think, by not

ghting, or remaining ignorant, you’re

going to keep your name off a list. The scum murdered, raped, and
tortured my loved ones, as they poisoned our pets for nothing, long
before I woke up, and the Edwards Family saw them take out many
good people with absolutely no provocation. Your choice is not between
getting hit and not getting hit but, rather, between hitting back and not
hitting back.
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The enemy judge others by themselves. They are weaklings
and cowards, bullied and humiliated by their masters, trained not to
resist, and nothing like the people they attack:

William Edwards,

Virginia Edwards, or me, who will never give up. If the imbeciles had
just left the Edwards Family alone, they never would have published
their book; and, if they had left me alone, I never would have written
this, the third volume of my series, set up a website with more than two
million hits, or brought two half-million-dollar lawsuits in federal court,
while I force them to torture and kill their own.
Don’t you want to take some of them with you? Or do you
want to go down like Lao Russell?
The Rothschilds had certainly brainwashed Daisy Stebbing,
née Cook, in her childhood, but her programming became obvious
when she moved to America, where she had a mystical experience. This
led the socialite to the Boston Home of Truth, where she read of Walter
Russell, before she called him in 1946, believing, in her naïveté, that they
were soulmates. So they married two years later, and, upon Walter’s
death, Lao, beautiful and innocent, carried on the work of the cult.
Handlers constantly surrounded Lao Russell, who often
disappeared. In February of 1972, Virginia Edwards noticed that, while,
before, Lao had gone to town on a daily basis, now, she had not seen her
for six weeks.

Lao would almost always be whisked away before a

dignitary visited, but not for so long. After she nally spoke with her
neighbor on the telephone, the widow sounded so frightened, and Mrs.
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Edwards became so concerned, that, with her husband, she reported
Lao’s disappearance, and apparent kidnapping, to the Assistant
Commonwealth Attorney. When the lady returned, moved between two
handlers, three days after the Edwards Family made an of cial inquiry,
Lao had gained weight, and her beautiful hair had been cropped.
Today, I have tremendous compassion for Daisy Stebbing,
née Cook, the woman who became Lao Russell, but, in 1998, I didn’t
know her suffering, as the cult hyped her image. I would have held my
sides, and curled up in a ball, overcome with laughter, had I learned that
the “university” referred to her death as “refolding.”

Under no

circumstances would I ever have had any interest in the REFOLDED
LAY-O; but my would-be controllers actually thought that I would like
this stuff.
Those were my re ections, or would have been, when I
dismissed the University of Science and Philosophy; but, mostly, as I sat
on my deck, next door, admiring my forty-mile view, across the Rock sh
Valley, I didn’t give them a thought.
Cars whizzed along Route 250, a foot from the corner of my
house, while sometimes a driver would stop for assistance.
occasions, a man knocked on my door, to ask for water to

On two
ll his

radiator, as his car began to overheat, pulling the hill; and, on a third, a
little old woman asked my landlady, Ann Gaynor, at the Blue Ridge
Terrace, and me, for help, driving her car down the slope, since the view
frightened her. My door didn’t lock, and I didn’t want it to. This is

fi

fi

fi

fl

435

what I viewed as mountain living, where people respected each other’s
freedom, and space, but could count on help in a pinch.
Ann was a blue-haired lady who ran up receipts in the gift
shop with an old-fashioned adding machine. Her daddy was a Critzer,
and their family lived in the area since the War of Independence.
Critzer’s Farm stood at the foot of the mountain, and my daughter and I
would later pick strawberries there, just as we would visit Hill Top
Berry Farm, near the Blue Ridge Pig, in Nellysford, where we found a
hummingbird’s delicate nest abandoned in the vines. An unspoken part
of the lease was to spend a solid half-hour with Ann, every month,
chewing the fat, when I came by to pay the rent.
I never saw her otherwise, but I know we both enjoyed these
talks.
Oddly, it turned out that my kung fu teacher, John Alton,
had also been her tenant, albeit in the main building, since he, too, had
been drawn to the mountain, just as we were drawn together. I’m not
sure what to make of that one. Maybe the agency was hedging its bets,
maybe it was coincidence, or maybe a real mysterious force protected
me.
My address was 10065 Rock sh Gap Turnpike, and my little
house stood next to the Blue Ridge Terrace, which opened as an inn in
the 1920s. Then it had an extensive ower garden, used for weddings
and parties, and a staff of seventeen.
breakfast or lunch cost

fty cents, and dinner a quarter more.
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During the Great Depression,
The

owner, Mister Landes, did not hesitate to eject unruly customers, as he
kept a civil atmosphere. Lash LaRue, whose use of the bullwhip in the
Westerns inspired Indiana Jones, sometimes slept there, as did Robert
Taylor, a

ight instructor for the Navy, and a Hollywood Star, who

fought Communists, supported Senator Goldwater, and married
Barbara Stanwyck. In those days, my cottage, with its steep tin roof, on
which the rain would clatter, served as a pottery shop with four toilets
dedicated separately to white men, white women, colored men, and
colored women.
The forty-mile view was amazing with only a few lights in
the valley at night. The beautiful green landscape was framed with the
blue remnants of one of the world’s oldest mountain ranges, formed by
the collision of Africa and North America, which would separate to
make the Atlantic Ocean,

fty million years before the

rst dinosaurs

walked the planet.
The geometry of Rock sh Gap makes it among the windiest
places in the United States.

The Blue Ridge has a fairly uniform

maximum height, at about three thousand feet, from the James River
Gap to Front Royal. Rock sh Gap, with an altitude of less than two
thousand feet, is one of the few places the prevailing westerly winds can
rush through. These make the Blue Ridge an ideal migration route for
raptors.

With northwest winds, after a front moves through, or

southeast winds, before a front moves through, the breeze hits the Blue
Ridge perpendicularly, creating lift.

Hawks can use this updraft and
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glide along the lift zone, saving energy since they need not

ap their

wings so often. Sixteen species of raptors migrate through the gap, so
the Rock sh Gap Hawk Watch counts around seven thousand in the fall.
Some days, there were hundreds of soaring birds, which I
watched, drinking a pot of ginseng tea, and munching on an apple
picnic, as I used a set of eld glasses given to me by my father, or, more
to my preference, took in a wider view, feasting my soul on the cyclonic
movements of the hook-billed descendants of the dinosaurs, through the
windows of my eyes, unaided by technology, except for contact lenses,
made from hydrophilic gels, water-loving chains of molecules, sliding
alongside silicone polymers, permeable to the oxygen breeze, which
chilled my body, cotton-jean and woollen-sweater clad, so, together, we
shared the prehistoric landscape.
The weather systems in the Piedmont, to the east, on Afton
Mountain, where I lived, and in the Shenandoah Valley, to the west,
were always different, so it might be raining below, snowing on me, and
doing nothing in the valley, all within a few miles of each other. When I
drove up Rock sh Gap, from the Three Emperors, in Charlottesville, at
night, in the fog, one cat’s eye at a time would blink into visibility, and,
under any conditions, my ears would pop from the change in pressure,
thirty yards below my house.
Like a good taoist, I was in touch with nature; and like a
good tantrist, I was in touch with my body. Rajneesh had served as an
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excellent reminder, I had found a real kung fu teacher, and, for a
peppercorn rent, I lived in one of the most beautiful places on earth.
Without realization, I had acted as an expert soft martial
artist, blending with the enemy’s attack, so it helped me and hurt them.
I would use this technique many times in my life, and my
one-time friend, Katherine Horton, a freedom

ghter who helped me

enormously—through her podcasts, her websites, and personal
conversations—would develop the same method independently, giving
it a name of her own, as she came to it through her study of physics.
After travelling from Communist Romania to Northern
Germany and thence to England, Doctor Horton got her Master of
Physics, First Class, and doctorate in particle physics, both from the
University of Oxford before she worked on the particle collider at the
Elektronen-Synchrotron, at DESY, in Hamburg, and on the Large
Hadron Collider, at CERN, in Geneva, teaching nuclear and particle
physics at Hertford College. At Oxford, she worked as a research fellow
at St. John’s College, a position that allowed her to expand her research
from particle physics into medical physics and the physics of complex
human systems. As part of the latter, this descendant of Genghis Khan
conducted systems analysis research of the English legal system,
economies, the

nancial system, and currencies—not to mention

organized and white collar crime.
Katherine would call the off-mat use of wushu, against our
enemy, System Judo, while I use a cruder expression, based on the
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martial art my daughter learned, after years of aikido, at the Quiet
Storm Dojo, under Rick Berry and Ryan Fisher, but then a harder style,
also internal, one on one, from Ann Green, a heroic woman, who was
gang-raped by scum, inspiring her to become a master of self-defense
with lethal skill she would never hesitate to employ:

JIU-JITSU THAT SHIT!
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BOOK NINE: SWANNANOA PALACE
The enemy wanted me to go to the University of Science and
Philosophy, a cult run by British Military Intelligence, through the
Tavistock Institute, which ran the Brookings Institution.
The cult rented an Italianate mansion atop Afton Mountain,
with two hundred and thirty acres, only three miles away from my
home in the middle of nowhere: Swannanoa. This had been parcelled
off from a 762-acre estate built by a railroad baron, educated by the
Jesuits, at Georgetown University, who served on the board of the
Rothschilds’ railroad, the Chesapeake and Ohio, Major James Dooley, in
1909, and acquired by the cult in 1948, under a

fty-year lease, while

another section became a golf course on which I played before my move.
In 1909, Major Dooley authorized his wife’s nephew,
Fitzhugh Elder, to nalize the purchase of the property on top of Afton
Mountain, which he bought from Y. B. Yount. Hiring the same rm as
his friend, Major Scott, Millan and Baskervill, Major Dooley built a
white marble palace in the style of the Italian Renaissance, based on the
Villa Medici, to honor his wife, Sallie O. May, a poetess who wrote short
stories, when she wasn’t serving as founding regent of the rst chapter
of the Daughters of the American Revolution in Virginia, as a charter
member of the Colonial Dames in Virginia, or as a member of the Order
of the Crown.

Above the grand stairs, the châtelaine appears in the

large window, four thousand pieces of colored glass, made by Tiffany &
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Co., who mined purple amethyst, from Grandfather Mountain, where I

lost my sunglasses. The place has fty-two rooms, and its grounds are
dotted with fountains, terraced gardens, and towers. It took over three
hundred artisans, hired by general contractors, M.R. Ellis and Virgil
Moyer, eight years, using marble from Italy and Georgia, and rare
woods, to build the Dooleys’ summer getaway, which had a
dumbwaiter, a lift, and a power plant, so it could be the rst house in
Nelson County to feature not only hot and cold running water but also
electric light.
Major Dooley, who had worked for the Rothschilds, on the
board of their railroad, the Chesapeake and Ohio, had no children, as he
and his wife, a descendant of the royals, gave three million dollars to St.
Joseph’s Orphanage, now St. Joseph’s Villa, and half a million dollars to
the Crippled Children’s Hospital, where minors were traf cked and
abused.
Major Dooley died, at age 81, in 1922 with his wife to follow,
at age 79, in 1925.
In July of 1926, after Major Dooley and his wife died, his
sisters sold Swannanoa to Swannanoa Estates, Inc., led by Oliver
Jackson Sands, Sr., who founded the American National Bank, served as
its president, and was a leading

gure in the establishment of the

Federal Reserve.
Like many bankers, Sands played with railroads, in this case,
electric streetcars, as he headed the syndicate known as the RichmondFair eld Railway Company, which bought land from the government in
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commissioned of cers and enlisted men. Military bases always provide
the staging ground for the drugging, abuse, and mind control of those
who live there, so one can only guess what went, or goes, on at
Sandston. Indeed, when the United States entered World War Two, the
government established the Richmond Air Army Base next to Sandston.
So, the United Service Organizations, or USO, chockerblock with rapists
and degenerates, who wave the ag while they betray our country, put a
building there, and soldiers found rooms in Sandston for their wives—
before they left them, unprotected, to be shipped overseas.
As if this all were not enough, the town, intersected by Route
33, the number assigned to master masons, is also home to a masonic
lodge.

The sickos love signals, so just as the swan in Swannanoa

indicates the Royal Family’s control of the Palace, the thirty-three, which
also appears in the peace sign, in which the fore nger and the middle
nger, held like an upturned compass, each have three joints, advertises
not only the control of the anti-nuclear movement, and the hippies, by
the freemasons, but also their control of the town founded by the man
who brie y owned Swannanoa, while he set up the Federal Reserve.
Sands’s son, Oliver Jackson Sands, Jr., who went by Jack,
went to Hampden-Sydney College, before he transferred to Old Nassau,
where he joined the eating club of Cap and Gown, which F. Scott
Fitzgerald described as “anti-alcoholic, faintly religious and politically
powerful.” My drinking habits would probably look anti-alcoholic to
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Fair eld, renamed Sandston, where homes were built for non-

the man whom Hemingway describes in A Moveable Feast, but I’ll take
his word for politically powerful.

Members have included the war

criminal, Donald Rumsfeld, the neurosurgeon, Wilder Pen eld, and the
nude child model, Brooke Shields. Upon leaving Princeton, Jack Sands
went on to Harvard Business School before he became president of
Sands Insurance Agency, Westmoreland Corp., and Cargo Lumber and
Manufacturing Co., and he founded the 2nd National Bank in Sandston,
one of two companies, along with the Alliance Franchise, that he
chaired.
Jack Sands became Assistant Deputy Director of the Of ce of
Strategic Services. After the abolishment of the OSS, Sands joined the
Central Intelligence Group. Then, during the early fties, he served as
Chief, Operations Coordination Branch and Executive Of cer of the
Psychological Staff Division of the CIA. As he became a full colonel, in
the Army Reserve, Sands continued to work for Central Intelligence, as a
Military Staff Agent, as he was appointed Director, J-2 Division of the
Headquarters of Support Operations Task Force Europe (SOTFE). HQ
SOTFE was organized under the direction of the Joint Chiefs of Staff as a
joint task force. It was composed of Army and CIA personnel for the
conduct of Unconventional Warfare throughout the area of
responsibility of the Commander in Chief in Europe. This was the man
whose father owned Swannanoa Palace.
Under the ownership of the Sands Family, Swannanoa
became a country club by adding a golf course, swimming pool, and
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but only fty people bought them, and only six built houses. President
Coolidge stayed at the club for Thanksgiving, and he also visited
Waynesboro, after it consolidated with Basic City, travelling in a special
six-car train from Washington, as he scoped out the Palace as a possible
retreat for future presidents, shooting trap, and stopping by
Charlottesville, with Governor Byrd of Virginia, Governor McLean of
North Carolina, and the widow of President Woodrow Wilson, to watch
fteen minutes of the Virginia-North Carolina football game, in which
the Tar Heels defeated the Cavaliers: 30-24. The estate had the region’s
best moonshine distillery, which supplied government of cials during
Prohibition.
The Palace is a money pit, and the Stock Market Crash of
1929 nearly bankrupted Swannanoa Estates, which entered receivership
in March of 1934. A commissioner’s sale followed in 1935, with Miss
Alice E. Dooley, and her associate Mrs. Josephine E. Houston, buying
Swannanoa and seven hundred and
$179,700.00.

fty surrounding acres for

They tried to keep the club a oat, or rather to continue its

launch, but eventually they leased it short-term to an order of nuns, who
lived there for a year, until they left in 1936, while the property taxes
went unpaid for the next ve years.
The United States Navy considered buying Swannanoa to
use as a secret facility in 1942, and the Of ce of Strategic Services used it
to house and train agents.
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tennis courts. The estate was subdivided into about six hundred lots,

as it claimed to represent the Dooley heirs, and it bought the property
for forty- ve thousand dollars at a public auction on May 20, 1944,
before selling it

ve months later to Alvin Tandy Dulaney of Skyline

Swannanoa Incorporated for $60,100.00.
Less than

ve years later, A.T. Dulaney, who had founded

Charlottesville Oil, was found dead in a small pond at Swannanoa. He
lay in shallow water, alongside a concrete wall, upon which he had sat,
earlier in the day, as he

shed. Ed Brown, an employee of a lumber

company that was working on the construction of the new Howard
Johnson’s, right next door, went to check on the estate’s owner, since
Dulaney’s car was still parked near the gateway, with his coat and
overcoat sitting in the back seat, at nine in the evening. His hat and
shing tackle oated next to his corpse in the pond. It took no time for
the coroner to conclude, with the help of Dulaney’s associates, that the
man had toppled into the water from the concrete wall after suffering a
heart attack.
How else could he have drowned?
Meanwhile, at exactly the same time, Skyline Swannanoa,
which harassed the Edwardses, leased the Palace, for
$5,000.00

fty years, at

per month, in 1948, to the degenerate that started the cult. He

had just married Daisy Stebbing, née Cook, who became Lao Russell,
and, driven by cybernetics, she thought she was in love with him. Their
ages, 44, and 77, signalled a masonic number, since the enemy is
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Then, in 1943, the Valley Corporation paid the overdue taxes,

to drive up to Swannanoa, on their honeymoon, just as others would be
led to the place. The Russells fell in love with the view, not to mention
the Palace, and they resolved to found, on that spot, rst the Shrine of
Beauty and then the University of Science and Philosophy.
Walter Russell was a sculptor who experienced a cosmic
illumination, when he was brainwashed, in 1885. He was a champion
gure skater, and he pioneered the idea of the condominium. A close
personal friend of the Roosevelts, from Teddy, at Oyster Bay, to Franklin,
of Hyde Park, who visited the Palace with Lord Halifax, he spent
extensive time at the White House. The Illuminati so endorsed him that,
when he died, in 1963, Walter Cronkite, of the Eye Network, compared
him to Leonardo.
At the age of twenty-four, when the Gay Nineties were in
full swing, Russell assumed the directorship of the Twilight Club, where
epicureans discussed intellectual matters.

Later, as he published The

One-World Purpose, he would speak to his students of “the poetphilosophers who established the Twilight Club and the University of
Science and Philosophy’s historic connection with that inspired group,”
a tale also told in “The Twilight Club Story” and The Twilight Manifesto.
The inspiration for the club came from Herbert Spencer, a
regular at the Athenæum, and the X Club, who invented the paper-clip,
when, feasting, he proclaimed, at the home of the ultra-rib-eye,
Delmonico’s,
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obsessed with numerology and secret signals. And they just happened

We have had somewhat too much of the Gospel of Work;
It is time to preach the Gospel of Relaxation.
When not slurping down the oysters, and gargling choice vintages,
Spencer earned infamy for his theories on Social Darwinism, coining the
phrase, Survival of the Fittest. He was sired by a Quaker, and dropped
in Derby, where the family of Alan Bemrose, a county shitdog, who
appears in the second volume of this series, ran the show.
The imbeciles thought I would like this stuff. Three years
earlier I was heavily focussed on gourmet food, as, during my affair
with Jennifer, we cooked our way through Julia Child—making the
cassoulet over a three-day period, the goose with chestnut and sausage
stuf ng, and other delicacies. I had made the souf és—chocolate and
cheese—whisking the egg whites by hand, on my own time; and I
enjoyed the vichyssoise, mashing the potatos with a wooden spoon,
which was easy and cheap. I threw dinner parties on a regular basis,
but I have always been deeply anti-intellectual; so, although my guests
were other students in the doctoral program, sophisticated conversation
was not the point any more than it had been in the affair with Jenn—
where, moving from the counter, to the board, to the bed, we ate, drank,
and fucked.

I had discarded this ethos in my life, as I wrote my

dissertation on Horace, Jonson, and Herrick, who satyrized an empty
life. But the morons, as they pushed me to adopt mountain living, and
depleted my income, so that I could not afford haute cuisine, and I did
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not want it, actually thought that, while I rejected hedonism, and I
eschewed intellectualism, I would feel attraction for the disgusting
Twilight Club.
What were Spencer’s ideas, and whom did he in uence, as
he ate foie gras—meatloaf made from the distended livers,

lled to

bursting, of unfortunate geese who were force-fed when their bills were
pried open and funnels of feed shoved down their throats?
As an internationalist, who promoted the nationalization of
land, in the attack on private property, as described in The Communist
Manifesto, while he promenaded with, and gave fame to, Darwin’s
Bulldog, Thomas Huxley, from whose insane and degenerate spawn
came the dystopian writer, Aldous, and the eugenicist, Julian, Herbert
Spencer was plainly controlled by the New World Order.
Spencer in uenced George Bernard Shaw, a member of the
Fabian Society, which used a wolf dressed in sheep’s clothing on its
arms, while he said Mohamed would make a great world dictator, had
an affair with a woman forty years younger, and stood by when she
aborted their child. Shaw supported Hitler, Mussolini, and Stalin, and
he promoted population control, through death panels, saying, just as
the Nazis gassed the Jews,
I appeal to the chemists to
discover a humane gas that will kill
instantly and painlessly.
In short, a gentlemanly gas,
deadly by all means, but humane, not cruel.
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Shaw was dangerously honest, but, when I taught his essay, “On
Democracy,” I thought he was a harmless bullshitter whose ideas could
easily be countered. As he said of the League of Nations, the precursor
to the UN, its job was not to stop wars but to achieve the New World
Order.
The really great thing that is
happening at Geneva is the growth of a
genuinely international public service, the
chiefs of which are ministers in a
coalition which is, in effect, an incipient
international government.

Wars help the process, as conspirators start them to bankrupt countries,
kill the innocent, and drive us to the United Nations.
H.G. Wells, who wrote The New World Order, drew on
Spencer.

The Time Machine describes underground bases, like the

DUMBs from which the military strikes against us, as it depicts the
devolved specimens that inhabit them.

Like The War of the Worlds,

which mirrors the plans of NASA, USAF, and AATIP to stage a fake
alien attack, under PROJECT BLUE BEAM, The Time Machine suggests
the need for one world government. Wells wrote The Island of Doctor
Moreau about rape, bestiality, psychological splitting, genetic
experiments, and animal-human hive mind—methods in use today.
Like Shaw, he belonged to the Fabians.
Other writers to feel Spencer’s in uence include D.H.
Lawrence, who wrote dirty books; George Eliot, who argued for no-fault
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divorce, while she lived in sin, to destroy families; Leo Tolstoi, who told
people to read his Christian tracts, ignore his novels, and learn
Esperanto; and Jorge Luis Borges, cybernetically implanted on
Christmas, and awarded a knighthood, while he wrote stories about
meaningful coincidence, neurolinguistic programming, and a company
that runs our lives.
The Illuminati do not spare their favorites who accomplish
the most for them. Despite his wealth, and his in uence, Spencer never
married, as the scum fucked up his sex life.

They hit him with

microwave harassment, so he felt pain, as described in the appendices to
this book, that no physician could diagnose.
The enemy thought that Spencer, and his protégé, Walter
Russell, would take my fancy, while the Englishman practiced sophistry
in his cups. Spencer argued that psychology derives from physiology.
Remember the lunar tides, the hissing bottle, and my ideas about air
pressure? And, while he failed to beget an heir, or to marry, Spencer’s
false elitism described the progress of the race, just as, tripping on
‘shrooms, I had felt in living contact with biological, cultural, and
intellectual history. In The Philosophy of Style, Spencer wrote a guide
on the subject I taught, Freshman Composition, with my emphasis,
earlier, on the development of prose non- ction—through Macaulay and
Carlyle, De Quincey and Ruskin—espousing a principle I then stressed
only later to abandon:
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To so present ideas that they may be apprehended
with the least possible mental effort.
And Spencer’s ideas on Natural Law, and absolute morality, would also
have attracted me, but God knows what my satanic foe thought they
could do with that one.
Spencer’s System of Synthetic Philosophy led to Russell’s
University of Science and Philosophy, but rst Walter Russell would do
other work for the Illuminati, as he covered the Spanish-American War
at the behest of William Randolph Hearst. The Ladies’ Home Journal
commissioned him to nd and paint the twelve most beautiful children
in the United States, and he did mainly portraits of children between
1900 and 1914.

Given the predilection of the trash for child sexual

abuse, whose perverse practice makes a slave vulnerable to blackmail,
and easy to control, this arouses suspicion. Paying jobs fell into place, as
Russell sculpted one notable personage after another. This gave him a
chance to discuss his ideas with in uential people, since he did statues
of George Gershwin, Mark Twain, Thomas Edison, Charles Goodyear,
General MacArthur, and President Roosevelt.
Like his circle, and his work, Walter Russell’s mystical
experience, in boyhood, suggests the program; but, in 1921, things really
got crazy.
Then the fraud had a revelation, set forth in “The Story of
My Illumining,” where he wrote forty thousand words, in the Light of
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Cosmic Consciousness, over thirty-nine nights, which appear as The
Message of the Divine Iliad.
As he listened to the voices in his head, Russell painted the
Octave Wave, and he lectured to the Astrologers’ Guild of America, on
“The Electrical Nature of the Universe,” while he published The Book of
Early Whisperings.
The charlatan painted the Might of Ages, which he showed
in the Exposition of International Art, at Turin, home to the fake shroud,
designer goods, and junk machinery, embellished with cartel signals, a
metropolis ranked by the Globalization and World Cities Research
Network as a Global City of the Gamma Level.
And so a claque of pretentious critics, swilling free wine,
gorging on canapés, sang encomiums.
On the canvas, one beheld the In uencers, gathered, in
Gotham, only a short perambulation from the Twilight Club, where the
enlightened took their constitutionals, as they came from every corner of
the globe—Israel and Babylon, Greece and Persia, the Middle Ages and
the Renaissance, the Enlightenment and Rome, Europe and America—
bathed in golden light to overlook the beautiful pinks, whites, and blues
of the East River.
This I had seen, sans gauche-gauderie, when I took
psilocybin, to experience, in the manner of the Sleeping Prophet, whom
I dismissed, the great minds, of the past, owing through the Stream of
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Time, from which I drank—before I moved on, to pizza, à la Amy Doll,
and to quaff Root 66.
As the National Security Agency projected images onto my
visual cortex, they sent a subliminal, on a low frequency, to con ate my
vision with a famous work—a hypnotic suggestion that bounced askew,
when given, so I remembered the critical essay by T.S. Eliot, Tradition
and the Individual Talent, and I went to the art library where I found not
Walter Russell’s Might of Ages but Ajit Mookerjee’s Tantra Art.
Casting shadows, like the slaves in The Republic, which I
read at Cambridge, or the puppeteers of Bali, the ancestral home of
Petra Verkaik, who posed in the last Playboy of the eighties, the tropical
island where my father watched the Dance of the Possessed, the scum
tried, desperately, to redirect my attention, as my psychedelic
associations outstripped their instructions, sober, in speed; but then, as a
Fremen—or was it muad'dib, the desert mouse, whose form I took like a
brujo schooled in The Teachings of Don Juan—I shifted, swift as the
desert sands, across to Arrakis, bending time and space, to Dune, with
the powers gifted, by the Spice, to the Guild, the Bene Gesserit, and the
God Emperor.
Again and again, the plans of the enemy failed. They put
women in Playboy just for me, as they moved people into my life; but
they could not make me follow their instructions. The sound weapons
of Duke Leto, run by his Swordsman, Gurney Hallek, had almost as
good a chance of working on me, as those of Central Intelligence. I may
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have had the Weirding Way, as I learned Great Border Fist, using the
Three Emperors, but I never found the icon of the cult:

The Might of Ages
At my home on Afton Mountain, the Rat Shack, down the
road from Swannanoa Palace, NSA hoped to lead me through Edgar
Cayce to Walter Russell. The enemy was sending hypnotic commands
to read the Kentuckian seer, whose name is pronounced KAY-CEE; but I
was hearing KEE-ZEE, so I kept reading the Oregonian novelist, whom I
taught in the fall.
The tactic that failed on me worked on the man who became
President of the University of Science and Philosophy, to whom Lao
Russell passed the baton, Michael Hudak, as he moved from the
Sleeping Prophet, through a congregationalist church, to Afton
Mountain.
Arranged meetings brought the man to the cult’s teaching,
which is designed to facilitate mind control, as people mistake
externally broadcast whispers for creative intuition and manufactured
coincidence for the power of positive thinking: These results come from
satanic forces outside the person not from their own belief, their own
genius, nor from God.
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But Doctor Russell proclaimed,
Mediocrity is self-inflicted;
Genius is self-bestowed.
And Lao, who married Walter, echoed,

God will w k with y
but not f y .
Michael Hudak discovered Swannanoa, on his birthday, in
1978, pulling off I-64, to drive past Howard Johnson’s, where he found
the City on the Hill.
History does not record whether he stopped to use the
facilities—or whether the staff sang the birthday song to complement
the Boston Cream Pie, the Fudge Cake, or the Pineapple Parfait, after he
relished the Ipswich Clam Plate, the Grilled Frankforts and Potato Salad,
or any of the gourmandiseries designed by Jacques Pépin, who trained
under Lucien Diat, at the Plaza Athénée, and served as personal chef to
three heads of state, before he went to Le Pavillon, where he turned
down an offer, from Jacqueline Kennedy, the First Lady, to be chef at the
White House, so the Frenchman could develop the foodlines of HoJos.
Talk about brainwash!
In the Mansion, Michael Hudak gazed in awe, upon the
window, above the main staircase, before Lao, pre-re-folded,
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oated

down, and he con ated Sallie O. May, pictured by Tiffany, with the
Incarnated Chinese Sage, who stood between him and the glass.
The lady invited him upstairs, to her rooms, where she
graciously received him, in a private audience, when he had an
epiphany.
Hudak grew up in Akron, where Doctor Russell’s statue of
Charles Goodyear, who invented vulcanization, stood, in a tailcoat,
holding a piece of rubber; so he felt amazed to nd himself, at the end of
a lifelong search, a quest for meaning, at the palace of the man who
made the sculpture, while he drank tea with his widow.
So, on his birthday, he was born again.
Doubtless he walked that day in the Rose Garden, behind
the Palace, where he saw Walter Russell’s statue, Christ of the Blue
Ridge, standing ten yards tall, a smaller model, in plaster, nished by
Lao, for a larger piece that would rival the Statue of Liberty.
Michael became an instant convert, so he bought a box of
books. It was all revealed in The Man Who Tapped the Secrets of the
Universe. He would share the good news, as he spread the tracts, far
and wide, like the Sower.

To maximize yields, Michael prepared a

pesticide of propaganda, lest the birds of the air eat the message up, and
an herbicide of honesty, lest the thorns choke the words, as he inscribed
each of the copies with a line dictated by the voices in his head.
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This appeared in a Flash of Light, as the missionary moved,
four hundred miles, along the Interstate, before he came to the City of
Akron.
A series of coincidences would connect Swannanoa Palace to
the Rubber Capital of the World—for the Lord works in mysterious
ways.
Not only did the Statue of Goodyear come forth as a Sign, a
true birthday present; but Michael met a woman in his parish, who had
some knick-knacks made by Doctor Russell, which were meant for him.
Like the Apostle Thomas, at rst, he doubted their provenance; but Lao
con rmed it, with humorous rebuke, telling Michael he needed to place
greater trust in the Cosmos, as the connections revealed themselves.

Oh, Ye of Li le Faith....
So the Refolded Prophet reached the Believer. Although Michael did not
meet Walter, in bodily form, his spirit would light the way.
The Flash of Light on the Interstate, accompanied by the
Voice, was like Saul’s experience of Christ, on the Road to Damascus,
before he was reborn, taking the name, like Muad'dib, of Paul.
All things were possible.
Even Michael’s minister was in on it.
pastor the book, he was shocked to
What were the odds?
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nd the clergyman knew Lao.

Together they would work in secret like the
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When he gave the

members of the early church.

And so, in mischievous fun, the two

conspired to bring a gospel, of refolding, voices, and genius, through
subliminals, to the ock. They wouldn’t even know….
The enemy will often use religion, with evangelical and
charismatic churches standing out as obvious examples, not to mention
the criminality that infests the inner circles of the Church of England
and the Vatican, while many good people belong to these institutions
with no sense of their rotten heart.
The Society of Friends, or Quakers, is one congregationalist
group that, like the Pilgrims, played an important part in the
development of the Thirteen Colonies, whose false revolution was
engineered by another corrupt inner circle, using and fooling its
surrounding helpers. At its core, Quakerism is deeply satanic with roots
in the manufacture of weapons, the trading of slaves and rum, and the
killing of whales, but there are plenty of naïve souls who think it is
about world peace and social justice. In a way, it even becomes so, until
one sees the words are code,

rst, for International Communism and,

now, for the New World Order.
The United Church of Christ is another satanic
congregationalist group through which my mother and her college
friends, including the wives of a war hero, who developed a wireless
network, used for our harassment, and a nuclear physicist, who worked
for the Pentagon and taught at the Naval Academy, were brainwashed
in a chapel, at Cedar Crest College, where I taught, across from the lab

fi

fl

459

for genetic engineering.

Although UCC has fewer than two million

members, those have included over a dozen senators and governors—
not to mention (i) President Barack Hussein Obama II, (ii) Vice President
Hubert Humphrey, (iii) Howard Dean, the Chairman of the Democratic
National Committee, (iv) Chief Justice William Rehnquist, and (v)
Robert Orr, the Assistant Secretary General of the United Nations.
The New Church, founded by Emmanuel Swedenborg, is
partly congregationalist, and, just as the Quakers look to the Inner Light,
and the Evangelicals look to the Holy Spirit, it tells dupes to listen to
satanic forces, which masquerade as divine inspiration.
Remember the Ambassador from Gaia? who listens to
Source and Spirit?
Swedenborg, whose teachings were sown, in the early days
of our republic, by Johnny Appleseed, shared the belief of Sting, which
appeared in one of several Playboys, designed for me, as he held, of the
Mystical Negro,
The African Race can be in greater
enlightenment than others on this earth, since
they are such that they think more interiorly,
and so receive truths and acknowledge them.
Others, as the Europeans, think only exteriorly,
and receive truths in the memory; nor do they
see them interiorly from any intellectual light.
You can hear Sting sing “Invisible Sun” on The Ghost in the Machine.
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Swedenborg was the original New Age Prophet, as his
followers blended his doctrine with theosophy, alchemy, and divination.
The Swede claimed to visit Heaven and Hell, and, like Cayce and
Russell, he taught not only that a person may receive communication
from spirits and angels but also that hypnosis could aid channelling.
Like any victim of mind control, Swedenborg held paradoxical beliefs,
mystical and rationalist, while Walter Ralston Martin, the Godfather of
the Anti-Cult Movement, quoted a critic that his experiences “were
admittedly of such a character, that in an ordinary man they would have
suf ced to qualify him for an asylum.”
Coincidence combined with spiritual attunement appeared
not only in the New Church, and in those of the University of Science
and Philosophy, but in an incident that earned Swedenborg fame. The
mystic was almost unknown until the sophist, Immanuel Kant, from
whom we take our ideas on four races—the White People of Europe, the
Yellow People of Asia, the Black People of Africa, and the Red People of
the New World—described his clairvoyance. When satanic trash burned
down twenty blocks, destroying three hundred houses, and leaving two
thousand homeless, in the Great Stockholm Fire of 1759, Swedenborg
saw the blaze as he dined, three hundred miles away, in Gothenburg.
Excusing himself from the table, the prophet withdrew to the garden,
pale and disturbed, before he came back, at eight, to declare,
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Thank God!
The fire is extinguished
the third door from my house!
This turned out to be true. Theories vary as to how the incident was
faked; but, one way or another, the Illuminati fooled the gullible.
I do not know to what congregationalist sect Michael Hudak
belonged—whether it was Swedenborgian, or UCC, or something else—
but, as he attended that church, coincidences piled up, arranged by the
enemy, to strengthen his belief in the Russells’ teachings.
These concerned not only his early contact with the
university, and its connections to his congregation, and his town, but his
stance against nuclear weapons.
In Atomic Suicide, Walter and Lao Russell joined the appeal
of Dr. Albert Schweitzer to end nuclear tests and all use of radioactive
elements. As they argued, not only does the creation of indisposable
nuclear waste, which holds its poisonous qualities for millennia, pose an
insoluble problem, but the release of toxins into the atmosphere from
nuclear testing, as explosions scatter particles planet-wide, which we all
breathe, is not a good idea.
Here again, in a book with a section entitled “The World
Voice,” the Russells echoed Sting, who sang, “I hope the Russians love
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their children, too,” as their masters used different puppets to propagate
the same message.

One day in a nuclear age,
They may understand our rage.
They build machines that they can’t control,
And bury the waste in a great big hole.
Power was to be cheap and clean.
Grimy faces were never seen.
But deadly for twelve thousand years is carbon fourteen.
Even a blind hog nds an acorn once in a while….
When Michael Hudak heard the message of Atomic Suicide,
and he worked to awaken others, the scum made him believe in the
power of positive thinking. First, they gaslighted him, using his wife, as
they tried to destroy his marriage, to ip the book, over and over, so its
cover was hidden every time he returned home; but, then, they changed
tack. Michael’s wife heard not only the radio in her head but the one in
her car when Dr. Helen Caldicott spoke out, on NPR, to advertise a rally.
The lady never travelled far, or alone, but she determined to step out of
her comfort zone, leaving on a seven-hundred-mile round trip, with her
children, to protest nuclear proliferation. Half a million people joined
the Mother’s Day Coalition for Nuclear Disarmament, in Washington,
where, against all odds, Mrs. Hudak met Dr. Caldicott, so she could give
her a signed copy of Lao Russell’s book. Michael went on, with his wife,
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to educate people about atomic suicide, and the Russells’ teachings,
meeting, among others, Tom DeFrange.

Guided by his genius, Tom

wrote a play in six hours:

Alice in Blunderland: Reflections of a Nuclear Age
That’s what can happen when you reach your human potential! And
things really start to line up! Taking the spiral notebook to the Newman
Center, at Kent State, where Playmate Jennifer Jackson studied and
soldiers killed peaceful protesters, the Hudaks found a professional
designer who volunteered, for free, to make them costumes. Then they
went to the Cleveland Playhouse, where they found a teacher who
volunteered, for free, to instruct the beginners in the thespian arts. They
put on their play, taking it from church to church, until, a year later, they
reached the U.S. Capitol, where they performed in the Cannon Caucus
Room, before a full house, including four senators, and eight
congressmen, while their story was covered by ABC, NBC, and CBS.
The Christian Science Monitor picked up the news.

Alice played

hundreds of times, to more than two hundred and

fty thousand

people; and, one week after the Hudaks staged the last performance, the
Soviet Union collapsed.
The enemy would play a similar game with a piece on my
website.

At that time, Fighting Monarch had twenty thousand hits,

although it now has two million.
Glaze, a freedom

After making contact with Laurel

ghter who holds millenarian beliefs, drawing on a
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blog she did on OPERATION GLADIO C, at her website, Fifty Shades of
Pissed Off, I praised her Jeremiad. In homage, I wrote “The Whore of
Babylon,” calling out Phœnix, on August 3, 2018. The following day,
although I never watch or read the news, an article came my way from
The Independent, controlled by MI-7, which described a large dust
storm that hit the city, as it called the haboob “apocalyptic.” The enemy
had used an ionospheric heater to weaponize weather, just as they
caused the earthquake in Haiti, opening the door to a military invasion,
under the guise of humanitarianism, so the Clintons could steal billions,
or Hurricane Katrina, worsened by the failure of the Army to maintain
the dyke system, so FEMA could invade with aid, or the wild res in
California, arson by the railroad, to steal property for a high-speed line.
Then, they used OPERATION MOCKINGBIRD to dust the haboob
through the papers, while they employed the technology described in
the appendices to this book to direct my attention to the article in The
Independent. So it looked as though I had called down the Wrath of
God on Phœnix; and, even when I could see weaponized weather, the
question remained as to whether mysterious forces had caused the
enemy to strike the masonic metropolis. So, like Leto, the God Emperor,
in Dune, I could lose myself in useless questions about causality and
prophecy.
Still, I must say that, unlike my one-time friend, Doctor
Horton, I am not a strict materialist, so I am struck by signs the enemy
cannot fake.
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When I encountered Laurel Glaze, I did a stychomantic
reading, as I would with the I Ching, opening The Book of Common
Prayer at random to nd the First Psalm.

Blessed is the man that hath not walked in the
counsel of the ungodly, nor stood in the way of sinners : and
hath not sat in the seat of the scornful.
But his delight is in the law of the Lord : and
in his law will he exercise himself day and night.
And he shall be like a tree planted by the
waterside : that will bring forth his fruit in due season.
His leaf also shall not wither : and look,
whatsoever he doeth, it shall prosper.
As for the ungodly, it is not so with them : but
they are like the cha , which the wind scattereth away from the
face of the earth.
Therefore the ungodly shall not be able to stand
in the judgement : neither the sinners in the congregation of the
righteous.
But the Lord knoweth the way of the
righteous : and the way of the ungodly shall perish.
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Certainly, the enemy picked up on the wind in the

fth verse, but I

attribute signi cance to this reading in that, as I had discussed
immediately before with the perpetrators, by voice-to-skull, the Laurel
Tree, which appears in the myth of Daphne and Apollo, is used to crown
poets because its leaves, like their fame, stay green.

Then, moments

later, I asked the book for a take on Laurel Glaze, and I got a poem with
a middle line about a leaf that does not wither.
When I lost my daughter in family court, the same book, and
the same oracular method, gave me the story of Jairus’s daughter:

the damsel is not dead, but sleepeth.
And, as I wrote this passage, going back to the book, it
opened to the page on which Michael the Archangel kills the dragon,
reiterating a point I had just made to my enraged attackers:

the devil is come down unto you, having great wrath,
because he knoweth that he hath but a short time.
Did I mention, like Admiral Horatio Nelson, or Miguel de
Cervantes, I was born on Michaelmas?
Still, you have to be careful with this stuff, as I have tried to
indicate with the story of Michael Hudak, who was skeptical of signs; so
you should listen only to messages the enemy cannot fake and take
them only as encouragement—not direction.
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As the enemy played me, they played Michael.

It took a

while to lead his family to divorce, but even that wasn’t enough. The
scum killed his wife when a tractor-trailer crashed into her car. Now he
would have time and inclination to lead the cult—in name but not in
fact—as a good front man. Led by powers he couldn’t see, Michael took
on the rôle of president, a position he now holds emeritus.
Then, the trash wrecked his town, whence Chrissie Hynde
also hailed. Leading the Pretenders, the hero called out the forces that
destroyed her home,

I went back to Ohio,
But my city was gone.
There was no train station;
There was no downtown....
I went back to Ohio,
But my pretty countryside
Had been paved down the middle
By a government that had no pride.
The farms of Ohio
Were replaced by shopping malls,
And muzak filled the air
From Seneca to Cuyahoga Falls....

WAY TO GO, OHIO!
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Later, Chrissie Hynde would change the words in a live performance
when she saw the plot thicken.

Then she would describe the

government that had no pride as one “intent on fucking up this whole
country.”
It’s great that Michael Hudak stood against nukes; but,
instead of giving himself to the cult, through which the scum twisted his
good intentions, maybe he should have spent some time and energy on
local causes, civic engagement, and the revitalization of his town.
Mark Mothersbaugh is another native of Akron, who
attended Kent State, which awarded him an honorary doctorate, while
he joined the Church of the SubGenius, a proudly for-pro t entity, that
wants its members to buy its goods, so to enrich its founder, Bob Dobbs,
while it seeks to rid the world of all who did not descend from Yetis.
Other members of the Church, started by the
salesman who received a vision of

JHVH-1,

uoride

before he provided the

inspiration for Professor Utonium, whose Devivals honoring Klaatu,
Dracula, and others have been assisted by the Association for
Consciousness Exploration, include (i) Robert Anton Wilson, who
advocated a dischordian neo-pragmatism, “to break down conditioned
associations, to look at the world in a new way;” (ii) Marshall Ledbetter,
a psychedelics enthusiast who occupied the Florida State Capitol,
demanding that society stop being automaton clones, that he be sent “a
large Gumby’s pizza, a case of beer and $100.00 worth of Chinese food,”
and that he speak to Timothy Leary; and (iii) Ken Kesey, who in uenced
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me at this time while I failed even to notice the cult, as it sat three miles
of forest from my home, in the middle of nowhere.
As a founder of DEVO, Mark Mothersbaugh made his lm,
In The Beginning Was The End: The Truth About De-Evolution, which
won

rst prize at the Ann Arbor Film Festival, founded by Professor

George Manupelli, who taught at the University of Michigan, a mind
control hub where my family friend, Kurt Brandenburg, was paid to
take LSD, and where, later, Professor Theodore Kaczynski got his
doctorate, after Harvard, as he was brainwashed, before he mailed
bombs, writing his manifesto, under OPERATION GLADIO, about
whom I learned only from reading Playboy.
And, yes, I did read the articles.
In songs like “Mongoloid,” “Jocko Homo,” and “Secret
Agent Man,” not to mention “Whip It,” which described masturbation,
Mothersbaugh satyrized de-evolution; but, as Walter and Lao Russell,
controlled by the de-vos, taught, evolution was inevitable.
Meanwhile, as to the growth of my human potential, the
female degenerate gave further commands.

You haven’t finished.
You still have more to learn.
Find someone else—someone like Rajneesh.
So what did I do? It wasn’t go to the top of the mountain, to
the cult, as they wanted, but, especially as she added,
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Someone you can see from here,
Someone nearby,
I looked out from my deck, at the view, stretching forty miles to the
south, and I thought, since yoga was like ch’i kung, and a teacher from
India, like Rajneesh, lived down there,

Maybe I should check out Yogaville.
The hippies might have some weed I could score—plus there would be
hot exible chicks.
Yogaville was founded, on six hundred acres, along the
James River, eighteen years earlier, in 1980, by Yogiraj Sri Swami
Satchidananda, who had extra appeal since, when he wasn’t translating
real sacred texts like The Yoga Sutras of Patanjali and The Bhagavad
Gita, or writing books like The Healthy Vegetarian, he opened the
Festival at Woodstock.
Plus it was fun to say his name….

Satchidananda!
Just as I saw LSD as a one-time experience that led to ch’i
kung, the yogi shifted the hippies from acid to yoga.
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only twenty- ve miles away from Piney River, with each spot roughly
thirty- ve miles from my house and within view of my deck.
This was moonshine country, or had been, so it spoke to my
imagination. As my barber told me, amid stories of how his father used
to take his family up to the mountains to sleep in the summer, because it
was always ten degrees cooler, and so hot in the Piedmont, the local
Hill-Williams made peach brandy, which you could buy in this area.
There was a spot where the road looped around, so, at a large stump,
you would leave a double-sawbuck, ash your lights, and complete the
loop. When you came back, a mason jar would be waiting. I had no
desire to nd moonshiners, but I was curious. It seemed a fun day trip.
But the obvious trip to the beautiful terraced gardens and
the marble mansion, only three miles away, was never taken.
Its students don’t know it, but the University of Science and
Philosophy is controlled by the Brookings Institution, which has put
forth utopian projects like the New Deal, the New Frontiers Program,
and the Great Society, as they seek to destroy our country.
Brookings was formed by Frederic A. Delano. Delano also
helped set up the Carnegie Endowment for International Peace, which
makes sense since the Russells were always telling people to chill, not to
ght, and to obey the voices in their heads. Delano was closely linked to
the Federal Reserve, the War Industries Board, the Of ce of Strategic
Services, and the Central Intelligence Agency.
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I was tempted by the location of Yogaville, since it stood

Just as these

organizations connect to the Tavistock Institute and to British Military
Intelligence, the Delano Family goes back to William of Orange and the
Bank of England, on which the Fed was modelled.
Brookings has received grants from the Ford and Rockefeller
Foundations, while it sits on Think Tank Row, near DuPont Circle, in the
Swamp.

Not content to mess with our heads, it directs the federal

government in foreign affairs, as, like CFR, it helped create the Marshall
Plan and the United Nations.
While Brookings receives praise, even some of the bad guys
have identi ed its con icts of interest. The Economist, controlled by the
Rothschilds, describes Brookings as “America’s most prestigious thinktank.”

The University of Pennsylvania, controlled by Tavistock, has

named Brookings the “Think Tank of the Year” and “Top Think Tank in
the World” every year since 2008. Brookings connects not only to the
University of Michigan but also to the Federal Reserve.

Still, in an

unusual bit of real reporting, The New York Times, normally controlled
through OPERATION MOCKINGBIRD, found it to be among more than
a dozen Washington research groups to have received payments from
foreign governments while encouraging our civil servants and elected
leaders to support policies that favor donors at the expense of America.
And who funds this advisor to our government?
Brookings’ largest contributors include the Bill & Melinda
Gates Foundation, JPMorgan Chase, and the State of Qatar.
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The scum seek to govern not only the external aspects of our
society, and our world, but also the internal elements of our minds. Just
as they control the Esalen and Hudson Institutes, while they co-opt the
Human Potential Movement, Tavistock controls Brookings and, through
it, they control the University of Science and Philosophy.
Walter Russell had direct connections with the military, as
the sculptor that coined the term, New Age, talked with senior of cers.
On his eightieth birthday, Russell spoke at the Armed Forces Day
Celebration, in Portsmouth, Virginia, before the top brass, in a lecture
published as “The Dawn of a New Day in Human Relations,” while,
eight years later, he hosted a contingent at Swannanoa, which included
General Chapman, Colonel Fry, Major Sargent, Major Cripe, and others
from NORAD, in Colorado Springs, where the Air Force runs its supercomputers to control our minds.
As for those computers, the second half of the militaryindustrial complex, against which even President Eisenhower warned
our country, Walter Russell ran a series of seminars in which he spoke to
executives and employees at IBM every year, for thirteen years, from
1927 to 1939, including a lecture called “United Industry for Universal
Peace.” As he taught,

WE COME IN PEACE
During this time, and afterwards, IBM proved vital to the Holocaust.
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IBM owned ninety percent of DEHOMAG, which the Nazis
used for two of cial censuses and to search data with respect to
population groups.

Through DEHOMAG, IBM gave the Nazis an

extremely ef cient way to trace Jews, and dissidents, as the Gestapo
used this resource within both Germany and occupied Europe. Until the
declarations of war between the United States and Germany,

DEHOMAG’s general manager, Hermann Rottke, reported directly to
the President of IBM, Thomas J. Watson, in New York.
In October of 1933, sixty thousand people had been
imprisoned in Dachau, with the help of IBM, so Watson travelled to
Germany, where, strongly endorsing Hitler, he increased his investment
in DEHOMAG almost twenty times from 400,000 to 7,000,000
Reichsmark, which allowed the subsidiary to buy land in Berlin and
build IBM’s rst German factory.
While Walter Russell lectured to its leadership, Nazi
Germany was IBM’s second most important customer—after the United
States. Machine-tabulated census data greatly expanded the estimated
number of German Jews since Mischlings could be rooted out. Earlier,
Hitler had estimated there were only 400,000 to 600,000 Jews to kill, but
now he could see there were 2,000,000 Jews in a country of 65,000,000.
Data generated by means of counting and alphabetization
equipment supplied by IBM through its German and other national
subsidiaries was instrumental in the efforts of the Nazis to concentrate
and destroy Jews.
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As Edwin Black shows, in his book, IBM and the Holocaust,
every concentration camp maintained its own Hollerith-Abteilung,
assigned to keep tabs on inmates with punchcards.

continuing
the supply
on-site or
have never

[W]ithout IBM's machinery,
upkeep and service, as well as
of punch cards, whether located
off-site, Hitler's camps could
managed the numbers they did.

Walter Russell’s lectures helped IBM to achieve this success,
following their genius, or guiding spirit, as the executives took his
advice to trust in the Universal Intelligence, while later the forebear of
Central Intelligence, the Of ce of Strategic Services, would bring Nazis
like Josef Mengele, to America, where they would torture my
grandfather at ARCO, which built HAARP.
It’s amazing what you can accomplish when you listen to the
voices in your head.
In de ance of regulations against trading with the enemy,

IBM New York established a special subsidiary, Watson
Business Machines, to deal with railroad traf c in Poland, which
the German Transport Ministry used, in Warsaw, as it moved human
beings to slave labor camps and extermination centers, and income from
the leased computers, laundered through Switzerland,
New York.
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owed back to

IBM did not sell its computers to Nazi Germany and walk
away, but their system was only to rent machines.

To achieve the

Holocaust, they did constant maintenance, and they sold specialized
items.
No machines were sold--only
leased. IBM was the sole source of all
punch cards and spare parts. It serviced
the machines on site either directly or
through its authorized dealer network or
field trainees. There were no universal
punch cards. Each series of cards was
custom-designed by IBM engineers to capture
information going in and to tabulate
information the Nazis wanted to extract.
But IBM claims that most of its documents were destroyed or lost
during World War Two.
Leon Krzemieniecki, the last surviving person involved in
the administration of the railway to Auschwitz and Treblinka, stated,
under oath, that he knew the punch-card machines were not German
machines, because the labels were in English.
But let’s hear what the cult has to say about the connection
between Russell and IBM. The University of Science and Philosophy
describes their relationship in an advertisement for Think:
Principle of Business Success, on its website, as follows:
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The First

IBM Founder and President Thomas
J. Watson and Walter Russell, who lectured
for 12 years to IBM executives and
employees, were pioneers in a visionary new
concept of ethical business practice,
exploring the use of unchanging, universal
principles of balanced thinking and action
that are as valid in the year 2000 as they
were in the 1930's.
Walter Russell speaks, in
today’s language, about the possibility that
work can be an expression of one’s genius
and a path of self-fulfillment.
He speaks
about the unifying power of the global
business industry for the creation of
universal peace and prosperity on earth.
While a learning organization requires a
culture and system of continual development
of outer knowledge and skills, which Russell
calls resources, a character-building
organization requires, in addition, a
culture and system of continual development
of inner self-knowledge and genius, which he
calls resourcefulness.
The organization’s
character is its destiny.
The character of
an organization is the integral of the
character of its employees.
THINK: The First Principle of
Business Success is a mother lode of wisdom
for the effective development of success for
both the employer and employee, for the
business consultant, the entrepreneur, and
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for every individual wanting to increase
efficiency in managing his or her own
business transactions, whatever they may be.
From 1927 to 1939, Walter
Russell worked with Mr. Thomas J. Watson,
Senior, Founder and President of IBM
(International Business Machines), in the
practical application of the "THINK"
campaign principles responsible for the
lasting success of the company.
Thomas
Watson had admired the sales principles
practiced by Walter Russell in personally
selling thirty million dollars of stock for
his cooperative building enterprises. For
this reason, Watson invited Russell to teach
those business principles to the IBM
executives and sales personnel.
Russell
lectured to new IBM recruits, for 12 years,
about the importance of creativity in an
essentially creative Universe and he tied
excellence in salesmanship to Natural Law.
These statements stand next to photographs of Walter Russell and his
pal, the war criminal, Thomas Watson, and Russell lecturing to a full
hall at International Business Machines, as proudly
published by the University of Science and Philosophy.
But it’s not merely a case of a greedy company full of antisemites killing millions of people.
The Holocaust was a warm-up for what’s coming. As they
effect the principles of Thomas Malthus, who attended my college at
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Cambridge University, the satanic conspirators seek to kill over eighty
percent of the world’s population, as set forth in the Georgia
Guidestones, and as surreptitiously put forward by the United Nations
in AGENDA 21 and the 2030 AGENDA FOR SUSTAINABLE
DEVELOPMENT. My one-time friend Dr. Katherine Horton, a teaching
and research fellow at Oxford University, who worked on the Large
Hadron Collider at CERN and the Elektronen-Synchrotron at DESY, has
shown me that these heirs to the Nazis are engaged in global genocide,
as they try to exterminate real human beings.
British Military Intelligence created the Holocaust, so that
they could create Israel, on the same lines as Nazi Germany, to bring
about World War Three.
Everyone knows that Israel would not exist without the
Holocaust, so how hard is it to see that the same people who created the
Holocaust did it because they wanted to create Israel?
Doing so, they used the fear-then-relief response to drive
Germany from its destruction into Nazism and then from its further
destruction, through the Marshall Plan, the Common Market, and the
European Economic Union, into the European Union, while they drove
the Jews from their destruction into Israel, and they plan to stage a
world war scripted to the Book of Revelations in which they will drive
the Christians to the false solution of a staged Second Coming. In Nazi
Germany, the New World Order created a model to start a world war
and to push us to globalism, so that, at the end of the Second World War,
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they got the United Nations, the World Bank, the International
Monetary Fund, and NATO. The name of the game is to use false ags,
and massive world wars, in which the bankers support both sides, to
drive us to satanic one world government.
Look at the parallels. Both Nazi Germany and Zionist Israel
do, or did, describe their territory as a Homeland, a term picked up by
the Department of Homeland Security; emphasize racial purity, phrased
as the Master Race or the Chosen People; discriminate against religious
and ethnic minorities, whether the Jews or the Palestinians; seek the
expansion of their borders, described as Lebensraum, Grossdeutschland,
or Greater Israel; take a paranoid view of their neighbors from whom
they are, or were, alienated and by whom they are, or were, encircled;
build large armies driven by militarism; and maintain police states.
And, of course, there’s the backing of the Rothschilds and the use of
false

ags—whether the PLO, in OPERATION GLADIO, or the

Reichstag Fire.

It’s the same model for both fake countries—the one

created in 1871 and the other in 1948. It’s not an accident that Israel, like
a phœnix, arose from the ashes of Nazi Germany.
The Illuminati love these kinds of sick jokes. Not only are
the Israelis really Nazis; but, since the Illuminati trace their roots to
Babylon, Israel has placed itself in a new Babylonian Captivity.

The

PATRIOT ACT is an attack on our liberties, the War on Terror promotes
fear, and human potential groups, like the University of Science and
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Philosophy, where nice people seek spiritual development, are run by
satanists that seek their destruction.
The Illuminati built the reputation of Walter Russell, so they
could attract people to his phony university. Colgate Darden, who gave
his name to the Darden Business School, and who had just left of ce as
Governor of Virginia, and then Chancellor of the College of William and
Mary, to become the President of the University of Virginia, before he
went on to serve as the United States Delegate to the United Nations,
of ciated as Walter and Lao Russell dedicated the Walter Russell
Foundation to hold the Palace.

Then, in 1957, nine years after the

foundation acquired its fty-year lease on the two-hundred-and-thirtyacre parcel, the Commonwealth of Virginia chartered the Shrine of
Beauty, which housed Russell’s artwork, as the University of Science
and Philosophy. This became possible, in part, because, although he had
no scienti c training, Russell, who corresponded with Albert Einstein,
predicted the discovery of several radioactive elements:
tritium, neptunium, and plutonium.

deuterium,

In 1926, he published a spiral-

shaped Periodic Chart of the Elements, while, for years, he urged the
research labs of Union Carbide, Westinghouse, and General Electric to
verify his ndings. Once they did, the American Academy of Sciences
conferred a doctorate to the man who helped International

Business Machines facilitate the Holocaust and who founded the
University of Science and Philosophy.
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How did a sculptor discover radioactive elements before
scientists?
The answer is simple:

the elements had already been

discovered in top secret laboratories, and the information was relayed to
Russell, who thought he was channelling his genius, through voice-toskull and image-to-skull transmissions, as described in the appendices
to this book. The military technology of the Deep State is always at least
thirty to

fty years ahead of the cutting edge of published

ndings.

When they are ready to put an idea forward, to receive funding or for
other reasons, they make it public by beaming it to a scientist’s noggin,
so he thinks he discovered something that was found or made decades
before. Russell differed from the researchers only in that he attributed
his insight to mystical sources not to hard work in an expensive lab.
Nikola Tesla is a classic example. After inventing radio, in
1899, nanced by Illuminist John Jacob Astor IV, Tesla set up a station in
Colorado Springs, later the home of the Air Force Academy, where he
planned to conduct wireless telegraphy experiments as he sent signals to
Paris.

In 1901,

nanced by Illuminist J. Pierpont Morgan, Tesla built

Wardenclyffe Tower to transmit messages, telephony, and facsimile
images across the Atlantic to England, and to ships at sea, by using the
earth to conduct the signals. Tesla tried to get Morgan to back an even
bigger plan to transmit messages and power by controlling “vibrations
throughout the globe.” That’s exactly the kind of thing the Deep State
does with ionospheric heaters like EISCAT-3D.
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Investigation descended on his estate, sweeping up his papers, as it
ordered the Alien Property Custodian to violate his property rights and
to seize his belongings.

President Trump’s uncle, John G. Trump, a

professor at the mind control hub of M.I.T., “with good genes...very smart,”
served as a technical aide to the National Defense Research Committee,
so he analyzed the property they stole.
Although it seems Tesla invented directed energy weapons,
the scientist showed their symptoms earlier. After his brother died, at
age seven, he saw visions of the air around him “ lled with tongues of
living ame,” and, like an acid casualty, he often had ashbacks. Later,
he learned to exercise some control over image to skull, just as I played
with psychedelic visuals, but he always held strange beliefs: the genius
talked, with psychic powers, to the pigeons of New York.

As Tesla

discovered a method to generate alternating current, the idea came to
him in a series of mystical visions, during which he went into a trance
and talked to people no one could see. Just as the physicians could not
gure out what was wrong with Herbert Spencer, they could not nd
what ailed Nikola Tesla when his body was wracked with pain and
blinding ashes of light hit his eyes. As schematics were transmitted to
his head, Tesla could see new machines in terri c detail, with
microscopic measurements, through picture thinking.

Computers

interfered with the functioning of his mind, so his memory became
photographic.
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Two days after Tesla’s death, the Federal Bureau of

The construction of the Eiffel Tower, which broadcast public
and secret radio, as the tallest structure in Paris, in 1889, when Tesla was
thirty-three years old, made him easier to hit; but they had something
else before then. Obviously, the New World Order would not build this
structure, which they promote as a symbol of romance, without a sound
weapon, to connect to it.
Did I mention Nikola Tesla had contact with Walter Russell?
Two years ago, the enemy used a similar technique, for, in an
attempt to manipulate me, similar to their earlier efforts to con ate
women through Playboy, they xed the Nobel Prize. A graduate of my
college, which Lady Rothschild attended, won the Nobel Prize in
Chemistry for her invention of the CRISPR-Cas9 genetic scissors. Like
Tesla’s inventions, or the discovery of plutonium, the gene-editing
techniques were developed long before in a secret government
laboratory; and, at some point, the conspirators decided to make the
invention public.

A small number of scientists have the intelligence,

combined with the research facilities, to understand the transmission of
the underlying ideas and to believe that they came up with the scissors.
So, using the same techniques they had tried with Playboy, and with
which they had failed for decades, the imbeciles picked a scientist who
went to my college and who resembled a woman I dated, another
Polish-American with similar looks, of similar age, so they could put her
on the cover of the alumni magazine. The morons actually think that
they can turn my disapproval of the invention into rape, transferring
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something from an image of one woman to an image of another, when I
can see their moves, which didn’t work when I was asleep, and I never
felt lust or anger toward either the woman I dated or the woman for
whom they xed the prize.
They will never get a crime, imagined or real, where I tear
off a Nordic beauty’s clothes, shouting,

I’ll show you gene scissors!
But still they try.
There is no way that Walter Russell, a man with absolutely
no scienti c training, could predict the discovery of elements like
plutonium before scientists who had top- ight schooling and the nest
labs. Someone must have fed him the information through V2K and
I2K, which indicates that atomic programs existed long before the
Manhattan Project.
Indeed, as early as 1937, Rudolf Brunngraber, who wrote
novels about Atlantis, the Opium Wars, Heroin, and Cuba, connected
the Rothschilds, who ran Lao Russell, to an early stage of nuclear
science, in his novel Radium, which reproduces a letter from Madame
Curie, another Polish lady, who won the Illuminati’s Nobel Prize in
Chemistry for her attributed discovery of radium and polonium. So, in
1898, the scientist described her discovery of a new element, which
“induced Baron Henri de Rothschild to give us opportunities for further
researches in his chemical factory at Nogent-sur-Marne,” a spot where
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later set up Maison d’Enfants Germaine, a boarding school where they
keep children supervised by special teachers and psychologists.

But

rst the Curie Experiment, doubtless performed earlier, led to extensive
research with other radioactive materials.
The Tunguska Event, on June 30, 1908, in Siberia, holds
signi cance. There, an explosion attened eighty million trees, radiating
from a central point, in a shape like a butter y, with a wingspan of fortythree miles and a body-length of thirty-four miles, over an area of eight
hundred square miles.

The explosion’s effect on trees near its

hypocenter resembled that of OPERATION BLOWDOWN, in which the
Australian Army simulated the effects of a nuclear weapon on a tropical
rain forest.

Scientists estimate that the shock wave would have

measured 5.0 on the Richter Scale, with an energy blast equal to up to
thirty megatons of TNT, so the boom knocked people off their feet and
broke windows hundreds of miles away, when they felt a blinding hot
ash.

The explosion could have destroyed a large city if it had not

happened, coincidentally, exactly at the end of the second business
quarter, at 07:17, on the 17th day of June on the Old Russian Calendar, in
the middle of nowhere.
Just east of Tunguska lies the Valley of Death. Starting in the
1800s, before the blast, and more commonly in the 1930s, travellers
described underground bunkers, made of a strange hard reddish metal,
which they compared to the only large metal containers they knew:
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the traf ckers, who perform medical experiments on humans, would

upturned cauldrons like the pot of Baba Yaga.

These domes have

openings on the top, with stairways leading down to metal rooms that
remain warm even in the coldest winter. Mutant plants surround the
bunkers, as strange grass, twice the height of a man, grows next to them.
People who sleep in them show the effects of radiation poisoning—
nausea, burns, and lost hair—and some have died just from being
nearby.
Meaningful dates also occurred with respect to the deaths of
Walter and Lao Russell, which the cult describes as “refolding.” Walter
refolded on the day of his birth, at the age of ninety-two, on May 19,
1963. Dying on one’s birthday, especially with his background, clearly
indicates a soul contract.

And Lao refolded, suddenly and

unexpectedly, on the Day of the Dead, 5.5.88, the very day the enemy
tried to mate me with Joy Booth, to combine my bloodline with that of
Lincoln’s assassin, and the day on which my great-grandmother was
killed at the end of the Season of Sacri ce.
Still don’t believe me? Check this out.
Bill and Virginia Edwards, who lived next to Swannanoa,
saw many honchos from the New World Order come and go, including
not only the English Royal Family, during their State Visit, in 1976,
which took in Charlottesville and Monticello, but also Princess Grace of
Monaco, Crown Prince Carl Gustaf of Sweden, Crown Prince Pahlavi of
Iran, President Reagan, President Carter, President Ford, Vice President
Nelson Rockefeller, Governor Jay Rockefeller, Secretary of State Henry
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Kissinger, Secretary of State Dean Rusk, Senator Ted Kennedy, Ladybird
Johnson, L. Ron Hubbard, Shirley MacLaine, Elizabeth Taylor, Jackie
Onassis, and Idi Amin.
Before becoming attorney general, or senator, or running for
president, when he was murdered by a brainwashed assassin, Sirhan
Sirhan, who somehow red thirteen shots from an eight-round revolver,
Robert F. Kennedy lived on the mountain, and John John and Caroline
Kennedy crashed their car into Bill Edwards’ on the ramp to the Holiday
Inn.
Since we are dealing with weirdos, who thought they
cavorted far from the public eye, some of these persons wore funny
out ts. Just as Lord Heseltine appeared in drag, when I met him at my
college bar, Crown Prince Carl Gustav wore a full-length fur coat and
H.R. Haldeman, famous from the Watergate Scandal, wore a close- tting
Germanic hunting suit, possibly corduroy, on a Sunday morning after
federal of cers made a marijuana bust. (To be fair, it was the seventies).
Still, this was nothing next to Donald E. Santarelli, the Associate Deputy
Attorney General for Criminal Justice, who wore make-up and a velvet
costume.
Who knows what he was wearing underneath, since, during
this time, J. Edgar Hoover, the Head of the Federal Bureau of
Investigation, wore women’s underthings, while he amassed a

le on

sexual deviants, which measured almost ninety-nine cubic feet, while it
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contained more than three hundred and thirty thousand pages, which
took the traitors a full year, from 1977 to 1978, to destroy.
To his credit, Pope John Paul II, whom they tried to
assassinate, rst putting two bullets in his body, then stabbing him with
a bayonet, and later sending a suicide bomber, showed up at Swannanoa
Palace driving his own Volkswagen, one week before his rst scheduled
of cial visit to the United States, wearing a black tee-shirt and trousers,
while he quietly stood, alone, watching the Edwardses’ cat.
No wonder they tried to kill him: this guy never t in.
All the while, I had no idea so many famous people were
connected to the Palace, or visited my mountain, and I would have
cared less if I had. I have never wanted, or been impressed by, either
money or fame. Otherwise, I never would have become a teacher, left
the practice of law, or spent every penny on my daughter.
Inspired by Kesey, I saw my personal work as moving from
judging to perceiving, J to P, on the Jungian typing system, so I could
develop a capacity to meet and nd new experiences for myself.
Stupidly, caught in endless conversations with the scum, I
tried to explain this in a programming session, while, drugged, under
hypnosis, I forgot the memory, which lay behind amnesic walls, for
more than twenty years.
Seeking to de ect the paradigm shift she had worked years
to create, the female degenerate tried to move me back to Judging, the
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capacity that would always damn her, and her kind, giving me false
praise for having opened myself to Perceiving.
“You’ve already done that. I want you to go back to J now.”
“I won’t. I’m P. I have to be P. It’s more open. J’s too
limiting. Besides I have kung fu. I have ch’i kung. I have made up my
mind.

I have found what I sought.

There is no need for anything

more.”
The male degenerate, foolishly thinking he could bully me,
chimed in, “Tim, you have to be J. You have to be J or else.”
“You want J. Fine. You’ll get it. Fuck you.”
So the bitch tried to save his ass.
“Tim, it’s me. That’s ne. Be a P. Be whatever letter you want.
Don’t de ne yourself. But go to the mountain.”
“We’re already on the mountain.”
“That’s true, but you have to go higher. Go further up. Go to the
top. Look at the stars. Look at the view.”
“Yes, the Parkway. I’ll drive the Parkway. I like to look at
the view. Daddy gave me binoculars. Field glasses.”
Of the cult, the slave asked her master, thinking I did not
hear, “Is it on the Parkway?”
“It’s close. It’s a mile or so off. Tell him to go to the golf
course. The course he used to play.”
“Tim, go to the golf course. Play golf. Go with Jason.”
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“Jason’s gone.

He’s back in Alabama.

Or Tennessee or

something. Vanderbilt.”
“Who else does he know?” the woman asked.
“There’s someone called Matthew,” another woman spoke.
And so the rst said, “Play with Matthew. Play preppy sports
with Matthew.”
But they had done an excellent job isolating me, as they
hoped to move me to the cult, with no one around, so now they had no
one to help them.
“Matt’s in Richmond. He doesn’t live around here. We used
to play squash.”
“What the hell is squash?”
“Squash racquets, you dunce. I learned to play at Andover.
I used to play at Cambridge. And Pomona. And here.”
“Who did you play with?”
“Juliet. Robert. Scott. Noah. Jamie. Karen. Jenn. Jason.
Denis. He wasn’t very good. And Matthew…. I suppose there were
some others. Ken. He was at Cambridge. Christ’s College. Peter.”
“All right, that’s enough.”
“Peter.”
“That’s enough I said. Do you want me to turn you over to
him.”
“Fuck you. Fuck both of you.”
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Here I phased out, perhaps under the in uence of more
drugs, injected into my body, or hypnosis, or electro-shock, as the
subhumans conferred with one another.
“Look, it’s better if we’re not too speci c.

That gets

resistance. Just tell him to play something preppy. Tell him to play it
with someone he hasn’t seen for a while. He only has so many friends.
Even if it’s—what’s his name—Matthew—we can move it from squash
to golf.”
And so they sent my friend, Matthew, to stay overnight, as
they sought to move me up the mountain, to Swannanoa; but I never
played, again, on the course, split from the manor. The fools had given
a suggestion not to play golf because they did not want me to enjoy
myself, or do healthy things, just as they had moved me off on my own,
so now they could not undo their own command when it worked
against them.
Instead, I would play squash racquets, on a regular basis,
with Peter Haupt, who had gone to an elite boarding school, like Matt,
St. Paul’s not Exeter, before he went, like Matt, to a college in the Ivy
League, before, like Matt, whom he darkly resembled, he studied in our
doctoral program.
Their commands always go the wrong way.
So they sent Matthew up the mountain, not to play golf, but
to hang out, and to suggest, overtly, that we visit the Palace.
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“Those nuts?” I answered. “I don’t think so. Just ‘cause I
took acid again and study kung fu doesn’t mean I’m going to be
brainwashed by some swami.

I’m not interested in whatever’s up

there.”
“Actually, I’m glad to hear you say that.

I was kind of

worried.”
True to myself, I followed the directionless direction of
Kesey, the Un-Leader.

STAY IN YOUR OWN MOVIE
So Matthew and I spent the morning driving, rst over the
Ridge, then down the Shenandoah Valley, and through the river gorge,
at Goshen Pass, to Hot Springs, to take the waters, in Bath County, at the
Homestead, swimming in the pool, volcanically warmed, surrounded
by palms, before we hit the steam bath, sitting, waiting, until an ancient
contraption rattled, with increasing violence, to release a cascade of hot
vaporized water, billowing, rolling, along the wall that curved to the
ceiling, condensing against the tiles, until it hit our bodies.
Energized, my skin aglow, I drove that day, back, up to
Pennsylvania, where I told my story to my hippy friends, who had built
a sweat lodge, while we smoked cannabis in front of a bon re, at
Chadd’s Peak, next to the state park, where the largest engagement of
the Revolutionary War had been fought, the Battle of the Brandywine,
on a day that then held no signi cance for me: September Eleventh.
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This was not what Tavistock wanted, so they hit me again,
telling me to go to the cult.
The woman’s voice came back….
“I want you to tell me something else Kesey said.”
“He wouldn’t have liked you,” I answered, as, indicating the
rapist faggot who ran her worthless hide, I continued, “You’re a slave to
him.”
“Fine. I’m a slave. But help me. I need you to help me. Tell
me something else he said.”
There was a crash like a cymbal, or a gong, and a blinding
light, which I regarded neutrally.
Tell me something else Ken Kesey said.
Tell me some wisdom.
Keep it short.…
Immersed in every one of the books about and by the man, I
answered.

WHAT DID THE MIRROR SAY?
IT’S DONE WITH PEOPLE.
“What does that mean?”

495

“It’s a koan. You’re supposed to gure it out yourself. Or
not gure it out. It shows the limits of your mind. With you, that ought
to be easy.“
I collapsed in laughter, as, again, I phased out.
Two different women’s voices, or was it one, spoke to
different hemispheres of my brain, using technology derived from
something like Patent No. US5170381, which describes the mixing of
hypnotic suggestions.
Audio subliminal
recordings are made in which, in addition to
using a primary carrier, such as music, two
audio channels are used to deliver subliminal
messages to the brain.

On one channel,

accessing the left brain hemisphere, the
message delivered is meaningfully spoken,
for ward-masked, permissive af rmations
delivered in a round-robin manner by a male
voice, a female voice and a child’s voice. On
the other channel, accessing the right brain,
directive messages, in the same voices, are
recorded in backward-masked (or metacontrast).
That’s not exactly what they were doing, but it was something similar.
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And so I heard….

Go to people….

Go to the mountain.

Find people.
Go to people….

The top of the mountain….
Go to the mountain.

Find people.

The top of the mountain….

And so I continued to meet new people, at bars, and
Chadd’s Peak, and I even socialized with my students, as I turned down
teaching jobs—for I would sell real estate, growing as a person, and
making money, to develop Extrovert.
And I went to the top of the mountain, admiring the view,
from the overlooks, along the Parkway, with my eldglasses, to nd a
wild turkey and a black bear.
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BOOK TEN: MILE ZERO
As Matthew and I drove to the Homestead, he spoke of his
recent visits, with his wife, to its rival: the Greenbrier.
Like the Greenbrier, the Homestead is a luxury resort in the
Allegheny Mountains, at which Sam Snead served as pro, with
volcanically warmed hot springs, which has provided a meeting place
for the nabobs of the New World Order.
Working off from the octagonal wooden bathhouses, in
which President Jefferson and General Lee soaked, tired from
brainwashing sessions, with a capacity of forty thousand gallons,
constantly

owing from under the earth, at a temperature of ninety-

eight degrees, the Homestead was established as a modern resort in the
late nineteenth century, when a group of investors headed by J. Pierpont
Morgan, who plotted the Federal Reserve at a secret meeting on Jekyll
Island, built the grand hotel, which sits on fteen thousand acres, in Hot
Springs.

Thirteen presidents have visited the place, which has also

welcomed Illuminati scumbags like Henry Ford, Thomas Edison, Lady
Astor, and Cornelius Vanderbilt. Elizabeth Taylor and Governor Warner
often stayed there, as she considered the Homestead the Versailles of
America. John D. Rockefeller showed what it was all about, as he golfed
on the Cascades, lining up the caddies by a shallow stream, in which he
would cast dimes into the water, so he could laugh as the men
scrambled for the coins. So did the Duke of Windsor, the homosexual
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lover of his cousin, Lord Louis Mountbatten, who pimped his wife,

Wallis Simpson, to Joachim von Ribbentrop, while, blaming the Jews for
World War Two, and encouraging the Nazis to bomb London, he said he
gave up the throne for love. When presented with a bill for his monthlong stay, the former monarch drove off, without paying, after he
drawled,
What am I to do with this?
Who knows whether a bill was presented for the one thousand Japanese,
diplomatic families, interred for four months, a year earlier, when the
State Department commandeered the property; but we all paid the bill
when the Homestead hosted an internationalist conference, similar to
Bretton Woods, at which they planned the Food and Agriculture
Organization, taking, as their motto, FIAT PANIS:

bread shall be made
The Greenbrier, to which the government moved the
Japanese, as it had earlier moved German and Italian diplomats, while it
tried to negotiate their exchange, sits, forty miles away, on eleven
thousand acres.

It was built by the Chesapeake and Ohio Railway,

which employed Claudius Crozet, who gave his name to the village in
which my daughter now lives, thirteen miles from Swannanoa, built by
the C&O’s director, Major James Dooley, as Crozet dug, for the
Rothschilds, the Greenwood Tunnel, the Brookville Tunnel, the Little
Rock Tunnel, and the Blue Ridge Tunnel. Twenty-six presidents—along
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Homestead, Jawaharlal Nehru, to whom Lord Mountbatten pimped his
wife, and Bing Crosby, who made movies with the rapist Bob Hope—
stayed at this luxury hotel, which the government also commandeered,
at the cost of 3.3 million dollars, for use as a hospital, which processed
twenty- ve thousand people over three years, as it became the home to
another secret operation.
PROJECT X, renamed PROJECT CASPAR, and then
PROJECT GREEK ISLAND, involved further tunnelling, as the
government built an underground bunker, under the Greenbrier, to
serve as an emergency shelter for Congress in case of nuclear
armageddon.

The known area sits more than seven hundred feet

underground, with two levels, each roughly the size of a football eld,
sealed by four doors, with the largest, GH1, weighing twenty-eight tons,
requiring

fty pounds of force to open, and part of the Bunker, the

Exhibit Hall, visibly incorporated into the hotel’s public spaces. The rest
of the base was accessible through a passage, hidden behind a door,
marked with a warning.

DANGER
HIGH VOLTAGE
KEEP OUT
This had eighteen dormitories and a cafeteria, adorned with fake
windows, showing scenic views, as well as a pathological waste
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with the Duke and Duchess of Windsor, no longer welcome at the

incinerator, an armory full of riot gear, a pharmacy stocked with
antidepressants, and a tiny jail with two boxes of straitjackets.

The

facilities included a television conference room with a backdrop of the
Capitol Building, in Washington, so broadcasts could fool the American
People. For thirty years, more than a dozen government workers posed
as hotel employees, as they did the upkeep on the Bunker, claiming their
purpose was to service the hotel’s 1100 televisions as they kept 1100
underground beds. It was code. The secret agents worked for Forsythe
Associates, based in Arlington, Virginia, at the Pentagon, whose

rst

manager was John Londis, a cryptographic expert for the Army Signal
Corps. AT&T, or Ma Bell, which facilitated the abuse of forty million
Americans, under OPERATION SLEEPING BEAUTY, through which
our programmers hypnotized us over telephones owned by a
government monopoly, maintained the communications center. Today
the Bunker is used as a data storage facility, doubtless in connection
with illegal NSA programs, like ECHELON and CHESS, while the
employees, who maintained the secret base, still work at the Greenbrier.
The government denied the existence of the Bunker until Ted Gup wrote
a piece in The Washington Post, claiming that modern technology had
rendered it obsolete.
Who knows where the undisclosed location is now?
The Bunker sits two hundred and

fty miles from the

capital, so how were the politicians going to reach it? You could

y

there in an hour, but it would still take time to round up the
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congressmen, most of whom didn’t even know it was there. Speaker of
the House Tip O’Neill found the plan far-fetched, so it seems that
something else was going on.
There is a network of Deep Underground Military Bases,
aptly called DUMBs, that crisscrosses our country. In the United States,
there are over three hundred DUMBs, with two built every year, so the
constant drilling of nuclear borers—such as those described in United
States Patent Nos. 3,280,923, 3,881,777, and 3,885,832—accounts for the
hum heard in places like Taos, New Mexico.

As suggested in JADE

HELM 15, in which the Governor of Texas rightly mobilized the
National Guard to monitor federal troop movements, WAL-MARTs
seem linked to the system, for, in connection with this exercise, they
were closed in unusual numbers in the Deep South—plus the WALMART logo resembles the front of a subterrine. Still, that’s not the only
way to make an underground base, and the tunnels don’t pop up only
in big box stores.
Other construction sometimes disguises the digging. At the
Greenbrier, PROJECT X used a cut-and-cover construction method, in
which workers removed material, known as spoil, from the surface.
This they carried away from the site to create a space for the bunker, just
as one might dig a hole and carry off the dirt. The spoil was used to
expand the golf course and as

ll for a runway extension at the local

air eld. And they must have used the same techniques elsewhere.
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Perhaps the construction of Swannanoa, which also has a
golf course, and which began one year after the Tunguska Event, and
continued over an eight-year period, concealed, from its very start, the
excavation of an underground base, while the retired army major, whom
the Jesuits educated, and who worked for the Rothschilds, consciously
did the bidding of the New World Order—or just didn’t know what the
hell was going on.
Not only was spoil dug out to create the golf course, but the
Palace has a very unusual feature for any house in the mountains—a full
basement with a total area of twenty-two thousand square feet.
The construction of the Blue Ridge Parkway, which begins at
Afton Mountain, next to Swannanoa, may connect to similar activities.
Under the administration of Franklin Roosevelt, whom Walter Russell
sculpted, as he stayed at the White House, work began on the road on
September 11, 1935. Is that really a coincidence?
At Mile Zero of the Parkway, where I lived, Virginia
Edwards said a military base lay under Afton Mountain, so that people
could go up and down, into the facility, from Swannanoa. This lady
noted that one of her neighbors ran into a concrete wall when he tried to
excavate a cellar under his house. In another basement, a wall backing
up into the hillside ampli ed a modest
halloo…
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hundreds of yards deep. Asking around, the concert pianist also found
that another man who lived on our mountain heard radio music coming
from the ground under his house.
When the Rothschilds’ railroad, C&O, tunnelled under Afton
Mountain in the 1850s, Crozet’s men hit a cave when they cut into a
tremendous

ow of water.

To deal with drainage, Crozet connected

pumps to a two-thousand-foot length of three-inch cast iron pipe, which
discharged sixty gallons a minute, to make the world’s longest syphon.
As the underground river found a lower course, digging resumed on the
railroad that ran to the state and federal capitals. At 4,237 feet, it was the
longest tunnel in North America.

Since a parallel replacement was

drilled during World War Two, and Nelson County bought the Crozet
Tunnel, from CSX, for one dollar, fteen years ago, you can now walk
through the Blue Ridge Tunnel Trail, but, unlike spots to the north—
Fountain Cave, Grand Caverns, Shenandoah Caverns, Luray Caverns,
Skyline Caverns, and Endless Caverns—there are no tourist caverns at
Afton or anywhere in the Blue Ridge until you hit Cumberland Gap
three hundred miles to the southwest.
Just as Swannanoa had its own power plant, to support the
rst DUMB in the States, a water tank with a capacity of four hundred
and twenty thousand gallons was erected on top of Afton Mountain, in
1968, with a sewage disposal plant put in the following year, which had
the ability to serve

ve thousand people, and a daily capacity of two
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into a BOOM that sounded as though it was echoed within a cave

hundred and twenty- ve thousand gallons, although only fty families
live near Swannanoa.
The caves were the subject of investigation by Colonel
Robert McCormick, the grand-nephew of Cyrus McCormick, who,
living in Rockbridge County, at the bottom of the Shenandoah Valley,
invented the mechanical reaper, to make millions, as his children, Mary
and Stanley, went insane.
I was fortunate to escape serious consequences when the
alphabet agencies attacked me in 2016, on my forty-seventh birthday,
using voice-to-skull, as described in the appendices to this book, since
the idiots in the medical establishment attributed my breakdown rst to
poisoning and then to marijuana psychosis.

It was Reefer Madness!
Even the shrinks could see I wasn’t crazy.

Still, the enemy got

something. Under OPERATION GLADIO C, through which they attack
our gun rights, my involuntary commitment has deprived me, a lawyer
in good standing, of the right to possess a rearm in most states. Just as
they did in the Soviet Union, where they cast dissidents as madmen, the
Deep State has weaponized psychology. But the McCormick heirs, like
Rose Kennedy, were not so lucky, as medical doctors who could not
hack regular careers diagnosed microwave harassment as schizophrenia.
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Their second cousin, once-removed, Robert McCormick, was
regarded a kook by some, but they still couldn’t move him to the bug
house—even as he fought the New World Order.
The Colonel came from a distinguished background, and he
was a real throwback. As The New York Times described him,
He did consider himself an aristocrat, and his
imposing stature—6 feet 4 inches (193 cm) tall, with a
muscular body weighing over 200 pounds (91 kg), his
erect soldierly bearing, his reserved manner and his
distinguished appearance—made it easy for him to
play that role. But if he was one, he was an aristocrat,
according to his friends, in the best sense of the word,
despising the idle rich and having no use for parasites,
dilettantes or mere pleasure-seekers, whose company,
clubs and amusements he avoided. With an
extraordinary capacity for hard work, he often put in
seven long days a week at his job even when elderly,
keeping t through polo and later horseback riding.
In his seventies, he could still get into the war uniform
of his thirties.
As he described the Colonel’s old-fashioned nobility, one enemy called
the news baron, who fought William Randolph Hearst, “the greatest
mind of the fourteenth century.”
Colonel McCormick’s father was the Ambassador to the
Austro-Hungarian and Russian Empires, while he went to school. First
he attended the Illuminist stronghold of Ludgrove.
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This training

ground for the scum has produced (i) Princes William and Harry, the
sons of Lady Diana, who was murdered by the House of Windsor, (ii)
the eleventh Duke of Devonshire, who is featured in the second volume
of this series, (iii) Alec Douglas-Home, who gave up his title to serve as
prime minister for a single year, and (iv) Bear Grylls, whose survival
skills you may need after reading this book. (Just kidding: they’re out to
get you no matter what!)

Then he went on to Groton, famous for a

scandal involving the sexual abuse of students, which would spawn
many of his foes, including (a) Henry Francis du Pont, whose family
made a billion dollars in the Great War, (b) Averell Harriman, whose
family supported Hitler’s rise to power, (c) Franklin Roosevelt, who
expanded the federal government and dragged us into World War Two,
(d) Walter Russell Mead, the Henry A. Kissinger Chair at the Council on
Foreign Relations, (e) McGeorge Bundy, who plotted Kennedy’s
assassination, (f) Richard Bissell, on whom Hollywood based The Good
Shepherd, and (g) Tracy Barnes, who planned the

asco at the Bay of

Pigs with his classmate, Bissell, not to mention (x) Fred Gwynne, who
acted as Herman Munster before he was the judge in My Cousin Vinnie,
(y) Alexandra Paul, who played Lieutenant Holden on Baywatch, and
(z) Candace Nelson, the Cupcake Queen who judged Sugar Rush.
At New Haven, Colonel McCormick joined Scroll and Key,
although this seems only a youthful folly. This is the club to which the
pediatrician, Doctor Spock, the cartoonist, Gary Trudeau, and the boymolesting wit, Cole Porter, belonged—not to mention other New World
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John Vliet Lindsay.

The Secret Society, widely reputed to be Yale’s

richest, may have an af liation to Z at the University of Virginia. It is
known to use the letters C.S.P. and C.C.J., with members signing
missives to each other with a YiT, and it has an aquarium under its
beautiful home built in the style of the Moorish Revival.
Certainly, the Colonel bore the markers of the cartel, as he
was born at Lammastide and killed on April Fools, while, still, he fought
those who attempted to control him.
The worst they could do with this great American was to
lead him to the foolish belief that the Army was cool—as later he would
name his country estate after Cantigny, which he captured, with a
rolling barrage, to inspire the French in the world’s stupidest war, but
rst he worked his way through the cavalry, intelligence, and artillery,
from the Big Red One to General Pershing’s staff, starting on the
Summer Solstice of 1916, and ending on New Year’s Eve in 1918, for a
total of two years.
The Colonel underwent analysis with Carl Jung, under
whose advice he left the practice of law to go into publishing. Cutting
his teeth as a writer—interviewing Czar Nicholas, Prime Minister
Asquith, and Sir Winston Churchill—he assumed his mantle as the
owner of The Chicago Tribune, which he billed as,
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Order types like Sargent Shriver, Cornelius Vanderbilt III, and Mayor

The World’s Greatest Newspaper
&

An American Paper
for

Americans
There he got a lot right in his opposition to the New Deal, his support of
isolationist policies, and a circulation war with The Chicago Examiner, a
rag owned by William Randolph Hearst. The Tribune obtained the text
of the Treaty of Versailles in June 1919, so it helped forestall our entrance
into the League of Nations; and it scooped federal war plans that
preceded the false

ag attack on Pearl Harbor.

Colonel McCormick

strongly opposed our entrance into World War Two, “to rescue the
British Empire,” and he brought crusades against the World Court, the
United Nations, Prohibition, Wall Street, the Eastern Establishment,
NATO, and International Communism.
Meanwhile he staged the world’s greatest

reworks, a

centennial party for The Tribune, which the Colonel billed as…
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The
Most Colossal Show
since the

Chicago Fire
To be your own person, and to stand for the right, a man, or
woman, will win enemies.

So The Chicago Daily News mocked the

patriot as Colonel McCosmic. Time Magazine, the organ of the enemy,
run by NSA, editorialized, after it made Hitler the Man of the Year, that
their enemy, The Tribune, was “a worldwide symbol of reaction,
isolation, and prejudice by a man capable of real hate.”

And The

Washington Post joined Time in attacking McCormick’s paper in the
Swamp, with which he tried to create an Outpost of American
Principles, as it lambasted The Washington Times-Herald as an
isolationist and arch-conservative publication known for sensationalism.
To earn those kinds of enemies, to launch those kinds of crusades, and to
have that kind of hate, the Colonel must have done something right.
Remember that golf course on which I used to play, how it
was split off from Swannanoa in the 1920s, and was once private? The
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that were sold. Although his people came from the Shenandoah Valley,
he hailed from Chicago, and it seems a long way for a busy man to go
just to play a few rounds—despite the beautiful scenery on the ridge.
Usually, his thing was polo, but he took up spelunking while he visited
Afton Mountain.

Virginia Edwards writes that he had studied,

rsthand, the Imperial Russian concrete bunker defense system of the
First World War and that he advocated the forti cation of an American
East Wall in the Appalachians. Certainly, he hated the eastern part of
the country, and the idea for a fallback position to defend the Midwest,
in case of invasion, could have appealed to him—not to mention he
helped plan a defense against invasion from Canada following the Great
War. But he was also an outsider, whom conspirators in the government
would not have included in their plots, and he was an investigative
journalist who broke news when he published not only the Treaty of
Versailles, after World War One, but also secret war plans on the eve of
World War Two.

Was he looking for the secret base that already sat

within the mountain? Was he trying to unravel his own past and his
own programming?

We’ll never know, but something was going on

when the horseman took up caving.
I never went into the caverns to the north, and the railroad
trail didn’t yet exist, but I did some hiking during my

nal year of

graduate school. The Appalachian Trail passed about a mile from my
house, so hikers would sometimes get off, hitching into Waynesboro.
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Colonel was a member of that club, who bought several of the fty lots

Also, my father gave me a set of maps, and other gear, recalling my days
in the boy scouts, so this encouraged me to explore the region.
Sometimes I did the crowded hike to Humpback Rocks, cold
in the shade, during mid-summer; and, on my birthday, I went up along
Crabtree Falls, which stands near Spy Rock, a spur of Maintop
Mountain, which, at four thousand feet, affords a panoramic vista. No
wonder Confederate lookouts perched there during the War between the
States. The rush of the water sounded good, like the feel of the cool
damp air, as I walked along the series of cascading waterfalls, with the
tallest dropping more than one hundred yards. Nearby, where I also
hiked the Priest, and Three Ridges, I would grab a soda at the general
store in Tyro.

Still, my favorite spot lay farther south, on Cold

Mountain, where a grassy bald at four thousand feet gives views in all
directions.
In the winter, I would travel to the other side of the
Shenandoah Valley, using a different guidebook, as I skied, crosscountry, in the Alleghenies, listening to the soft platches of snow falling
from the conifers, during the melt, and sometimes hitting my head or
shoulders.
As my grandfather, Stanley Shinn, who was tortured,
implanted, and brainwashed at ARCO, which built HAARP, under the
auspices of the Rockefellers, by Dr. Mengele, calling himself Dr. Green,
or Dr. Greenberg, as he pretended to be a Jew, after OSS brought him
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and other Nazis to America under OPERATION PAPERCLIP, said of the
mountains,

It talks to you….
A new friend, from Chadd’s Peak, Ted Capers, would travel
to visit me, when we hiked the far side of the Valley, in the pouring rain,
steaming up my car, on the way home, so we had to wipe the
windscreen with a sock, since the defroster could not handle the
humidity.
As we smoked the reefer he brought, from a small glass pipe,
shaped like an angel sh, we planned a camping trip of several days;
but, on the rst, his husky bolted, losing her way in the woods, so we
turned around. This was not such a bad idea since the weather was
bitter, especially atop the aptly named Cold Mountain, where I had to
knock down a slug of bourbon, just to sleep, in my thin bag, in our tent.
We should have been better prepared, but we were lucky to run into a
friendly boy scout troop, who found Ted’s dog, as we retreated from our
thoughtless encounter with the wild.
Aside from my brother, and his friend, Joe Quinn, long since
an agent for the enemy, in the FBI—who laughs as he tells stories about
Afghans, like Good Time Wali, who just wants to have a good time, has
been wrongly jailed, and cannot be freed because all the agents are
cowards—Ted was the only one who came to the mountains, although I
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repeatedly made offers to my new friends at Chadd’s Peak, the hippy
commune I visited every time I travelled north to Chester County.
This was run, to the extent it was run at all, by my old friend,
Marcus Macaluso, whom I

rst met in 1986 when I picked him up,

hitchhiking, near Willowdale, where my classmates introduced me to
cannabis a few months earlier and where I had almost lost my virginity
in an unfortunate encounter with Toni Perry. Although we shared some
weed in high school, Marcus and I fell out of touch when I went to
college. I thought he was headed the wrong direction, and I completely
forgot about him; but, then, when I was visiting my family, in Chester
County, I went jogging on my usual route, up Oak Tree Road, right on
Route 842, right again on Marlborough Spring Road, along what was
then undeveloped farmland, but, before I reached Marlborough, with
the Wickershams’ farm still on my left, his ancient pick-up truck pulled
alongside me, and Marcus called out, so we had a chance to catch up.
As we talked, I felt I had unfairly under-rated the man—or
that he had gotten his act together since the eighties.
Marcus had hiked the length of the Appalachian Trail, which
runs for more than two thousand miles, from Springer Mountain, in
Georgia, to Mount Katahdin, in Maine, where he had run out of food, so
he had to use the book of edible plants his mother, Brenda, née
Armstrong, had given him.
Marcus not only did the AT several times, as he went
through more than one pair of boots, but he headed west.
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In Glacier National Park, my friend survived an encounter
with a mother grizzly bear and her cub, as, calm and centered, he
mastered his fear. I had heard all kinds of nonsense from my brother,
when he spent a year in Missoula, Montana, about charging a bear to
confuse it, running straight downhill so its clumsy body couldn’t follow,
or curling up in a ball to be mauled but not killed. I doubt I would have
had the sense just to keep cool, like my hippy pal, and I certainly didn’t
have his adventurous spirit.
Many of Marcus’s trips had a spiritual component, and he
sometimes gave out copies of Siddhartha, by Hermann Hesse, which
Michael McNamara and Tamara Parnell also favored at their place near
Grandfather Mountain, three hundred miles south on the Blue Ridge
Parkway, as the enemy sought to use books like Journey to the East,
which Kesey’s Pranksters grokked, to lead us astray.
As with me, the enemy placed particular texts in my friend’s
path as they arranged meetings. When Marcus ew to Hawai`i, an allday trip, to pass the time, he took The Bhagavad Gita. (I don’t know if it
was Satchidananda’s translation, but I wouldn’t be surprized). Then,
surprize, surprize, he met some Hare Krishnas while he hiked on Maui.
They invited him to come to their ashram, and he accepted their
invitation. Since they looked hungry, my friend cooked for them, and he
planted a kitchen garden.

It was like the time, after the Rainbow

Gathering, in Florida, when he started Everybody’s Kitchen, which
would travel around the country in a bus to feed the homeless. The
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enemy wanted to turn Marcus into a Hindoo freak, dragging him down,
but he lifted others up.
That was the wrong kind of Indian since Marcus liked
feathers not dots. Once he did a seven-day vision quest, with no food,
in Joshua Tree National Park, California, starting ten miles from the
nearest road.

It was where the soul reader, Sondra Sneed, met Jirka

Rysavy, to become an Ambassador of Gaia. I might have channelled a
Man Called Horse, but Marcus did it for real. Near to Four Corners, a
Navajo elder approached him, and he took him to hidden rock
paintings. The man adopted him as his nephew, so my friend had the
honor of becoming one of the very few whites to join this warlike tribe.
For a while, he lived with the Navajo, as he planted indigenous trees for
them, just as he worked as a landscape gardener in Chester County. His
passion in this area was so great that, once, when I met a mutual friend,
Gerald Harris II, a painter of the Brandywine School, I mentioned I had
just run into him, as we smoked some reefer. Jerry wisecracked,

How long did it take for Indians to come up?
Indeed, as Marcus coached his son’s team, he focussed on lacrosse,
which he properly viewed as a medicine game.
My friend became a Reiki healer at age eleven, and he served
the poor, in rm, and old.

The commune he ran at Chadd’s Peak

provided a haven for teenagers and twenty-somethings to center
themselves, and catch their breath, while the enemy attacked them.
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young people.

He mentored children, whom he took swimming,

shing, and camping to give them a feel for the great outdoors. And
when the enemy destroyed my father, by inches, for years, lying on his
back, shitting in his pants, losing his mind—all because of microwave
harassment as described in the appendices to this book—Marcus
entered our employ with a mutually satisfactory arrangement where my
mother paid our family friend to care for my bedridden father as she
taught French at our old high school.
No wonder they murdered him.

Using a directed energy

weapon, they hit him with a severe heart attack just before his fortythird birthday. He lingered for a week, as they discovered liver cancer
in his otherwise healthy body—not to mention sudden brain damage.
This left his son, Thomas, whose mother’s father was a
senior of cer who ew President Reagan in Air Force One, living a few
doors down the street from me, and going to my church, without a
father, so he had trouble in school and joined the Marines as a buck
private. Thank God, the young man, an excellent poker player, just like
his father, smoked weed on leave, returned to his camp, where he peed
hot, and was kicked out of that slave out t.
Our mutual friend, Windy Rowe, whose father, the colonel,
and whose mother, the CIA operative, along with her brother, Gordon,
are discussed in the chapters above, threw a wake in our friend’s honor.
The Half Moon, famous for its game—venison, elk, and bison—where
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When he gave up drinking, he set up three AA groups that welcome

we sometimes drank, and Waywood Beverage, owned by Mike
Spaziani, provided food and drink for the event, where music was
played by a band that did songs like “John Wilkes Booth” while it took
its name from Dr. Strangelove:

TJ Kong and the Atomic Bomb
Atomic bombs had somehow turned from a matter of great
seriousness to something that appeared, almost as a joke, at a party to
celebrate the life of a Quaker.
How did that happen?
The New World Order created the anti-nuclear movement—
a fact obvious from its support of the University of Science and
Philosophy through which Walter Russell had published Atomic Suicide
and Michael Hudak had put on Alice in Blunderland.

Why do you

think it played in the U.S. Capitol, in front of twelve congressmen and a
full house, or hundreds of times to more than two hundred and

fty

thousand people? Why do you think that half a million citizens joined
the Mother’s Day Coalition for Nuclear Disarmament on the National
Mall? Why do you think that Hollywood made lms like War Games?
Why do you think Threads appeared on national television? But then,
after all this, despite the remaining presence of more than thirteen
thousand nuclear warheads, and the less stable situation that lacked the
Communists on one side and the Capitalists on the other, the nuclear
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disarmament movement suddenly disappeared because it had served its
purpose.
South Africa is the only country to have built nuclear
weapons that it voluntarily dismantled.

In the eighties, South Africa

had six gun-type nuclear weapons, and it had started building a
seventh. But then, the country turned from apartheid, and it gave up its
nuclear arsenal. Destroying its own bombs, before it even signed the
Treaty on the Non-Proliferation of Nuclear Weapons, South Africa
banned any further development, manufacture, marketing, import, or
export of nuclear explosives.

Then, the former republic allowed

international inspections.
Like any member of the nuclear club, South Africa began
with mining and energy. In 1948, South Africa established the Atomic
Energy Board, the precursor to the Atomic Energy Corporation, so that it
could oversee the development of uranium mining. Then, under the
umbrella of the Atoms for Peace Program, South Africa signed a ftyyear collaboration agreement with the United States, which resulted in
its acquisition of a reactor and highly enriched uranium in 1957. Eight
years later, Allis Chalmers Corporation delivered the 20MW SAFARI-1
and 90% HEU fuel to South Africa. Located in Pelindaba, near Pretoria,
the

rst South African Fundamental Atomic Research Installation was

commissioned in 1965. Two years later, the South Africans built their
own reactor, SAFARI-2, to pursue plutonium capability, which went
critical using 606 kilograms of two-percent enriched uranium fuel, and
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5.4 metric tonnes of heavy water, both supplied by the United States.
But, in 1969, the Republic abandoned SAFARI-2, since its scientists
realized that they could more easily enrich uranium than make
plutonium.
The American Vela Satellite, OPS 6911, carried various
sensors to spot explosions contravening the Partial Nuclear Test Ban
Treaty.

In addition to being able to detect gamma rays, x-rays, and

neutrons, VELA 10, a.k.a. VELA 5B, contained two silicon solid-state
bhangmeter sensors that could detect the dual light

ashes associated

with an atmospheric nuclear explosion: the rst bright short ash and
the second longer ash. On September 22, 1979, on the satanic holiday
of Mabon, at the beginning of the Season of Harvest, one week before
my tenth birthday, on Michaelmas, the satellite reported a double ash,
characteristic of an atmospheric nuclear explosion of two to three
kilotons, at 47°S 40°E, between the Prince Edward and the Crozet
Islands.

VELA 10 had detected forty-one double

ashes before this

point, and every one was a nuclear weapons test.
The South Africans lay behind the Vela Incident, although
the Israelis had helped them. In a report for the United States Arms
Control and Disarmament Agency, dated January 21, 1980, CIA
concluded that “South Africa is the most likely candidate for
responsibility.” In February 1994, Dieter Gerhardt, a convicted Soviet
spy and the commander of the naval base in Simon’s Town, South
Africa, at the time of the event, said, upon his release from prison,
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Although I was not
directly involved in planning or carrying out
the operation, I learned unofficially that the
flash was produced by an Israeli-South African
test, code-named OPERATION PHŒNIX. The
explosion was clean and was not supposed to
be detected.

But they were not as smart as

they thought, and the weather changed—so
the Americans were able to pick it up.
Retired CIA clandestine service of cer, Tyler Drumheller, who sold out
the brave South African reporter, Lara Logan, to be gang-raped with
sticks by Arab scum, at the instigation of MOSSAD, on Lupercalia,
which she reported in detail on Walpurgisnacht, when Osama bin Laden
was killed in OPERATION NEPTUNE SPEAR, as he queered her report
of the gang-rape and murder of Consul Christopher Stevens, in
Benghazi, on September Eleventh, wrote of his

ve-year tour of duty,

from 1983 to 1988, in South Africa,
We had operational successes,
most importantly regarding Pretoria's
nuclear capability. My sources
collectively provided incontrovertible
evidence that the apartheid government
had in fact tested a nuclear bomb in
the South Atlantic in 1979, and that
they had developed a delivery system
with assistance from the Israelis.
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This assessment was con rmed by an Israeli newspaper, Haaretz,
which on April 20, 1997, quoted the South African deputy foreign
minister, Aziz Pahad, to con rm the South Atlantic Flash came from a
South African nuclear test. Haaretz also cited past reports that Israel
had purchased ve hundred and fty tons of uranium from South Africa
for its own nuclear plant in Dimona. In exchange, Israel supplied South
Africa with information and materials to increase the power of their
warheads. Likewise, the United States National Security Council, with
the technical support of the Naval Research Laboratory, said the
American intelligence community had high con dence that the event
was a low-yield nuclear explosion caused by the Republic of South
Africa.
Who knows if there were earlier tests, since the one near the
Crozet Islands nearly eluded detection. OPERATION PHŒNIX tested
the delivery system for a two-thousand-mile hit, but the South Africans
must have had a device that worked before they risked one in this kind
of strike. Where would they have tried it out?
One source says that, in 1977, the South Africans completed
their

rst full-scale device, which used natural rather than highly

enriched uranium.

The huge device, 4.5 meters long and 3,400

kilograms in weight, was suitable only for a static test. In August, the
United States and the Soviet Union detected preparations for a cold test,
so South Africa changed tactics.

The scientists at the Atomic Energy
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Board miniaturized the thing so it was only two meters in length, 750
kilograms in weight, and would be ready at short notice.
The South Africans began their search for a test site in 1973,
and they found one near the border of Southwest Africa, where they
fought the Angolan Bush War to which the Soviets sent 11,000 troops
and the Cubans sent 380,000 troops, 1,000 tanks, 600 armored vehicles,
and 1,600 artillery pieces, in part through OPERATION CARLOTA, to
support 22,000 FNLA militants, 70,000 MPLA troops, and 65,000 UNITA
militants.
Vastrap Military Base was selected for nuclear weapons
testing due to its remoteness, low population density, stable geological
formations, and lack of underground rivers.

There, from 1975 to 1977,

two test shafts were drilled in the Kalahari Desert. One was sunk 1,263
feet into the ground, and the other ran 709 feet deep, with both having a
diameter of 3.3 feet.

COSMOS 922, a Soviet spy satellite, detected

Vastrap when it photographed the area from July 21 to July 25, 1977. As
the world turned against South Africa, and the Illuminati ran the Forces
of Democracy and Communism, the Russkis told the Yanks about the
site on August 6, and Washington con rmed the report with an
over ight of the LOCKHEED SR-71 spy plane.
By 1977, the Atomic Energy Board established nuclear
weapon research and development and production facilities at
Pelindaba, where SAFARI-1 burned, and responsibility for the
weaponization program went to ARMSCOR.
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HOBO, then CABOT, while

ve more followed.

rst

The nuclear-tipped

glide bomb got the codename HAMERKOP, after a bird native to parts
of southern Africa, the appearance of which, according to myth, was a
harbinger of doom for the people below. Each of the ve HAMERKOPs
had a twenty-kiloton yield.

Then, in 1985, work began on a more

advanced uranium implosion device, similar, in broad strokes, to FAT
MAN, which took out Nagasaki.
Why would the Republic of South Africa give up its nuclear
arsenal?

Why would it give up its occupation of Southwest Africa?

Why would it give the vote to illiterate tribesmen? Why would it give
its leadership to a communist president?

Why would the strongest,

best, and most beautiful country in Africa, if not the world, engage in a
series of suicidal actions—destroying itself faster than America does
today?
Two words….

MIND CONTROL
Frederik Willem de Klerk, OMG, DMS, gave up the keys to
the shop after he suffered an apparent personality change. For most of
his career, de Klerk had a very conservative reputation, as he supported
apartheid. People elected him with the understanding that he would
continue to advocate the white minority’s interests against the tyranny
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ARMSCOR made a six-kiloton device, codenamed

of the black majority. Archbishop Desmond Mpilo Tutu, OMSG, CH,
GCStJ, who won the Nobel Peace Prize, said, on the September Equinox,
Mabon, which began the Season of Harvest, when F.W. de Klerk was
elected to a ve-year term,

I don't think we've got to
even begin to pretend that there is
any reason for thinking that we
are entering a new phase.
It’s just musical chairs.
But when F.W. de Klerk became President of the Republic of South
Africa, his position was entirely different.

On the satanic holiday of

Imbolc, exactly one year after he was elected leader of the National
Party, a time celebrated in my home state of Pennsylvania as Groundhog
Day, President de Klerk made an address to the South African
Parliament, in which he introduced a plan for sweeping reforms of the
political system, including the legalization of the African National
Congress and the Communist Party of South Africa, as he freed Nelson
Mandela. The world press was astonished, as Archbishop Tutu said,

It’s incredible….
Give him credit.
Give him credit.
I do.
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As the satanic holidays piled up, the South African Border War,
otherwise known as the Angolan Bush War, ended less than two months
later on the luciferian festival of Ostara, which begins the Season of
Sacri ce, while, as he let his ministers build their own criminal empires,
F.W. de Klerk changed everything.
As F.W. de Klerk won the Nobel Peace Prize, like the halfwhite war monger, Barack Hussein Obama II, he spoke of his own
personality change, which caused the radical changes to South Africa, in
terms that seem to show the in uence of the University of Science and
Philosophy.

As the President spoke of his decision to uproot South

Africa’s nuclear and racial policies, he said,
With the coming down of
the Berlin Wall, and the breakup of the
U.S.S.R., the threat of Soviet communist
expansionism fell away. Simultaneously, I took
initiatives to start a constitutional dialogue and
to bring an end to apartheid.

A peace accord

was signed [in Angola], the Cuban troops were
withdrawn, [and the southern African state of]
Namibia became independent. All those factors
brought us to the point where, even if you were
a supporter of having nuclear weapons, the
rationale for that fell away and the nature of
[the] threats changed fundamentally….
On the issue of apartheid
there were very strong pressures upon us. But
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in the end, we took the initiatives we took,
which I announced on February 2, 1990, not
because of international pressure, but because
we came to a situation where we accepted the
moral unacceptability of apartheid and
continued racial discrimination, where we
admitted that it was wrong. I made a profound
apology about the harm and the pain and the
suffering that apartheid had caused.

Inner

conviction weighs heavier on the scale than
international pressure.
Especially since de Klerk travelled to America on more than one
occasion, I would bet money that this character stayed at Swannanoa.
Service to the scum in the New World Order is invariably
rewarded with attacks.

Archbishop Tutu got the Nobel Prize, as he

delivered South Africa to the degenerates, and they even gave him a
Grand Cross of the Order of Saint John, a super bad-guy organization,
derived from the Order of Malta, whose Sovereign Head is Queen
Elizabeth; but his masters still attacked the clergyman, relentlessly, with
microwave harassment, raping his body, as described in the appendices
to this book, so that he got prostate cancer, in 1997, which recurred in
1999 and 2006.

Meanwhile, President de Klerk, who gave up his

country, received the Nobel Prize, and assumed the Chair of the Global
Leadership Foundation, got a malignant tumor in his colon, for which
he went under the knife, while he had a tracheotomy immediately
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thereafter.

Later, they would hit him with mesothelioma, a disease

acquired only from asbestos exposure, although

rst he would give a

speech, upon his apparent recovery, at Kent State, on September
Eleventh. That’s what you get for doing their bidding.
While F.W. de Klerk attended a celebration on the centennial
of the Nobel Prize, in Stockholm, they ruined his party.

Earlier, on

Valentine’s Day, which falls in the middle of the satanic feast of
Lupercalia, F.W. announced his intention to divorce his wife of thirtyseven years. Marike de Klerk was a Professor of Social Pathology and
Psychology at the University of Pretoria, who suffered from depression,
while her new

ancé, Johan Koekemoer, had a nervous breakdown.

Then, Luyanda Mboniswa, a security guard paid to protect her luxury
apartment complex at Dolphin Beach, Blouberg, Cape Town, raped and
murdered the last white rst lady of South Africa, choking her, breaking
her bones, bashing her head, and leaving a steak knife embedded in her
back. That’s what you get for being soft.
As she lived next to the University of Science and
Philosophy, watching the honchos of the New World Order come and
go, Virginia Edwards saw a lot of South Africans. Lao Russell had a
connection with an account in the Congella Branch of the Standard Bank
of Durban, and she had other ties to South Africa. Likewise, her master,
Lord Rothschild, who sent the British Royal Family, not to mention
Margaret Thatcher, to Swannanoa, had it well within his power, given
his family’s extensive interests in the diamond mines of South Africa, to
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send in uential people from the Republic to the Palace. Thus, many
sophisticated and powerful South Africans went to the beautiful marble
house that sat, surrounded by forest, atop the Blue Ridge.
The University of Science and Philosophy, which Lao Russell
led, was

ercely anti-nuclear, as it promoted world peace—not to

mention listening to the voices in one’s head—and Swannanoa had
many South African visitors, as it sat above an underground military
base.
Remember how the Tavistock Institute manipulated Michael
Hudak, as they arranged coincidences in his life? Not only did he think
he was listening to his genius, just as the South Africans heard their
conscience, but things just came together around his anti-nuclear
activism.
The same game was played with the South Africans.
Their test of a nuclear delivery system in OPERATION
PHŒNIX, which caused the South Atlantic Flash, was made in the
vicinity of the Crozet Islands. Crozet was not only the engineer who
drilled the tunnel under Swannanoa, working for the Rothschilds’ C&O
Railway, just as he had worked for Napoleon, but he gave his name to
the adorable village just down the road from Swannanoa, past my
house, where my daughter now lives. At least one of the in uential
South Africans who visited the Palace would have noticed the strange
harmony between the name of the neighboring village, oddly famous
for its pizza—just off the mountain where they had learned to listen to
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their inner genius, and that nuclear weapons were bad—and the name
of the islands next to which South Africa ew its rst HAMERKOP to
explode a nuclear device. The sense of providence would have been
strengthened when the Comprehensive Nuclear Test Ban Treaty
Organization put listening equipment on the Crozet Islands.
Again, Sting, who hoped the Russians loved their children,
too, as he sought to save his little boy from Oppenheimer’s deadly toy,
using rhymes that me annoy, was on the same page, for it was…

♆ ♅ synchronicity ♅ ♆
The whole thing could have come straight from The X-Files,
which was the show my hippy friends watched, religiously, in the
kitchen of Chadd’s Peak— rst a farm, with a basketball court, then a ski
slope, with a single rope tow, and barn, with a hundred rental boots,
piled high, abandoned by the owners, so last a make-shift commune,
infested by rats, where Marcus and Ted lived, and Gordon and I visited.
Craig Ziegler also lived at the Peak with his dogs, Phædrus
and Quercus, one of whom was a Bouvier de Flandres and the other a
breed I cannot recall. A real character, standing over six feet tall, thin as
a rake, with black hair, and good looks, Craig often had a beautiful
girlfriend—despite his inability, or because of his unwillingness, to limit
himself to the workaday world. Craig is a true gentleman, and a real
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American, who embodies the values of freedom, intelligence, and fair
dealing.
As a gentleman farmer, Craig grew cannabis of the highest
quality, which we both enjoyed.
When I bought weed from my friend, which he grew, he
gave me two of his best colæ, the beautiful tops of the plants, for the
rounded price of one hundred dollars,
a buck,
without being asked and without using a scale, as we stood in the
drying room above the kitchen, after the others had moved out, the
electricity had been turned off, and bags of garbage stood, neatly tied,
and accumulated, but odoriferous, on the porch below.
Craig’s open dealing, his lack of fear, and his refusal to bow
to convention would later lead to his arrest. Just as he trusted me with
the location of thousands of dollars worth of cannabis—a trust that was
obviously not misplaced—he must have trusted the wrong person South
of the Border.
For a while, Craig lived in Costa Rica not far from Panama,
where FARC kidnaps tourists for ransom and American militaryindustrial interests built the Canal. His place sat in the Canton of Pérez
Zeledón, surrounded by the Province of San José, which forms part of
the Brunca Region.

The Founding Junta of the Second Republic

recognized its capital, San Isidro de El General, as a Martyr City in the
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Costa Rican Civil War. A lot of bad stuff goes down there, but my friend
saw it only as a beautiful place to live, like many in our set, since he was
unaffected by the atrocities committed by United Fruit, Dole, and
Chiquita, companies that prop up local banana republics. They do it
with the aid of criminals taught to torture people at the School of the
Americas, or WHINSEC, which decorates its insignia with the cross
pattée, used by the Teutonic Knights and the Nazis.

Fort Benning,

where my family friend, George Ring, trained, before his deployment in
Việt Nam, and where my friend’s father, Jim Hickey, served as
propaganda of cer, sponsors horri c crimes in the area. Our taxpayers
fund the rape of nuns, the murder of priests, and the use of blowtorches
on people’s bodies, while WHINSEC is sold as some sort of multicultural college program. The peacefulness of Costa Rica is stressed, so
people visit what they think is a quiet environmental haven, where they
open-mindedly adopt native ways—like eating the eggs of endangered
sea turtles.
There, with his brother, Craig was arrested for growing
plants.
I am told it is beautiful, so I can imagine my fearless and
adventuresome friend high in the cloud forest, full of orchids, or in the
rain forest below, surrounded by the mountains, eating tropical fruit
from the trees, or cooling off in the large natural pool, at Nauyaca Falls,
surrounded by the roar of water, tumbling, two hundred feet, down two
sets of cascades, where otters frolic and swim, adorable sloths lounge,
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chattering monkeys hop the trees, whirring hummingbirds hover to
pollinate the tropical

owers, frogs peep, wide-eyed, and only the

toucans serve as lifeguards.
There, the authorities somehow noticed the tall eccentric
gentleman, who made no effort to maintain a low pro le; so, on
December 30, 2011, Craig was detained, with his younger brother,
Andrew, by the Judicial Investigation Police, in San Luis del Ceibo, on
suspicion of running a hydroponic marijuana-growing operation.
Agents seized 142 plants, six bags, a quantity of buds, electric
generators,

uorescent lamps, an electric motor, and a motorcycle—in

addition to the $316.00 in Craig’s pockets.

My friend and his brother

were taken into the custody of the Prosecutor’s Of ce—all for growing
plants, described in the newspaper as the highest quality, a clipping
Craig probably has framed on his wall, or kept in a scrap-book, so, for
three months, they served time in a Latin American prison.
What some would call irresponsibility protected Craig in the
bust. He did not have his name on any papers to do with the farm, on
which he lived, and he deals only in cash; so the authorities could not
prove his ownership of the property, as they placed him in “preventive
detention.”
While outgoing, Craig ew below the radar—living his life
in such an unusual fashion that the stiffs could not get hold of him.
Once a bill collector hounded him, on the telephone, as he
lived with his mother, threatening to ruin his credit score.
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My friend thought about it, for a moment, before he coolly
replied,

go for it,
and he gently replaced the kitchen phone in its cradle on the wall.
At this point, Craig’s mother, who had hounded him for
years, to be more responsible, burst into laughter, as she overheard the
conversation, saying to her son,

They have no idea who they are dealing with . . . .
Meanwhile, Craig had an amusing encounter with his
brother, Chad, a patent attorney who has brought and defended cases
involving complex scienti c technology in various

elds including

genetics (RNA interference), electrical engineering (power systems for
the Hadron Collider at CERN), pharmacokinetics (drug metabolites),
and computer science (CDMA and codecs).
Chad mentioned his nancial situation to Craig, describing
his debt and expenses in comparison to his considerable income as a
lawyer, when he said, like John from the Up Series,

I can never retire: I will need to work until the day I die.
Here, my ne’er-do-well friend replied,

Man, you need to plan better.
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Another friend I met, along with Craig, not only at Chadd’s
Peak, but also at what was then the Springdell Deli, next the Country
Place, and,

nally, the Whip, deep in the foxhunting country, through

which the Cheshire Hounds ride, a hole-in-the-wall built for the
cowboys of the King Ranch, was Rob Campbell.
Rob is a great guy, short and heavy, whereas Craig is tall and
lean.
He works in the fruit business, and, when the hippy
commune was the scene at Chadd’s Peak, he sold kiwis, so he had the
world’s coolest company car:

a luna green Volkswagen Beetle that

resembled the product he sold. In this, he drove down the long gravel
drive to the farmhouse and onto what used to be the base of the tiny ski
slope, handing out fuzzy green kiwis to cotton-mouthed hippies.
When Rob lived in Montana, he had an amazing encounter
with a mountain lion. Working with his saw along a timber road and
game trails, he cleared a circular route, through which he could ride his
bike.

Off he set, pedalling up the existing road, then right, and,

rambling, down the hill.
crashed.

Suddenly, he saw the cat, so, in panic, he

Making noise, acting aggressive, he drove the predator off,

quickly hopped back on his hybrid, and headed as fast as he could to get
the hell out of there. While he sped down the hill, he felt he had to look,
so he turned his head, only to see the cougar running next to him, in a
trick it had done many times before, chasing deer down the trail, and
hitting them at the bottom, where the path turned hard right. Thinking
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fast, Rob braked and jumped off to confront the animal. He picked up
his bicycle, which he held cross-wise, with the teeth of the crank-wheel
as the part he would smash into his enemy’s face. Screaming de ance,
he faced the snarling and hissing beast, driving it backward, telling it he
had health insurance, so injuries to him could be

xed, while the cat

would die, alone, from its wounds. There was probably tetanus on the
machine-weapon, and grease, so infection was sure! And the monster
had sense—more than the man who spoke as though it were human.
After an eternity, things just changed. The cougar decided Rob was not
a prey animal, and not worth the risk of an attack, so it disappeared into
the forest.
I did not come face to face with one of these amazing
creatures, whom the American Indians regard as evil spirits—as they
will stalk a man for days, chase people up trees, and kill whatever they
regard as prey—but I did hear one from my mountain perch near
Swannanoa.

On the rickety deck of the Rat Shack, I

red up my

charcoal grill, cooking burgers, and I noticed the steady movement of
animals, crashing through the underbrush, and birds ying, up, and up,
the hillside, through the gap, so I could see that something was scaring
them out of the Rock sh Valley. Fifteen minutes later, I heard its bloodcurdling cry—like a woman screaming.
I wish I could say I wasn’t eating hamburgers at all, since I
am now a vegetarian, or I was making them properly, as I would have
less than a year before, ground grass-fed sirloin, cooked over lump
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charcoal, and wet hickory chips, and I would soon again, when I took
up a teaching gig as a visiting assistant professor at Haverford College,
but the enemy had gotten into me so much that I left my gourmet sense
behind. Driven by hypnotic suggestion, not even mixing an egg into the
ground-up cow, to stop the burgers from crumbling, I added Hidden
Valley Ranch Seasoning to the inferior meatloaf cooked over processed
briquets, which contained not only the normal ingredients of dried
garlic, onion, salt, and buttermilk, but also maltodextrin, monosodium
glutamate, calcium lactate, calcium stearate, xanthan gum,
carboxymethyl cellulose, and guar gum—all produced with genetic
engineering—while the package brags,

NO PRESERVATIVES.
Shortly thereafter, Tavistock put another man in my way
through another arranged meeting. I met Will Hay through Matthew
Davis. Will would go on to become a professor at Mississippi State, an
editor of Orbis, a senior fellow at the Foreign Policy Research Institute,
and a fellow of the Royal Historical Society, as he studied, and held
fellowships, at mind control hubs like the University of the South, Yale,
and Michigan, while he wrote for The Wall Street Journal. Will’s wife,
Carolyn Jane, was pregnant at the time, and he lived only a few miles
down the road toward Charlottesville. The enemy wanted us to hang
out, but they failed utterly.
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The purpose of any arranged friendship is for people to
exercise negative in uences on each other. In this case, NSA hoped that
Will would neglect his pregnant wife, as he came up the mountain to
visit me. Likewise, since Will rented a cottage from Coran Capshaw, the
manager of the Dave Matthews Band, or DMB, suggesting deep
underground military bases, and Phish, suggesting shing, cartel slang
for the rape of girls, at Seven Oaks Farm, next to Mirador, the scum
hoped that I would come by his place, so I would be drawn into the
drug-laden world of the local jam band, to whom the Grateful Dead had
passed the bong, which they double and triple-hit.

But none of this

worked. Just as they could not get me to the cult three miles up the
mountain, they could not get me six miles down to Will, or him six miles
up to me. Their methods do not work on sleepers; and, if you know
how they move, they don’t have a chance with you.
Seven Oaks looks like a pretty cool place, so I regret that I
didn’t have a chance to visit—only dropping Will off one night that,
oddly, I barely remember. Years later, my daughter and I would y over
the area, landing nearby, in a hot air balloon, as we would later pick
peaches in an orchard by Crozet. But I have never walked the hundred
acres where seven white oaks, each named for a Virginia president, once
stood, on which a Greek Revival manor stands, and where seven acres
of Merlot, Cabernet Franc, Petit Verdot, Syrah, and Viognier grow.
Every day, I would drive past the place, as I travelled to the
Three Emperors for kung fu lessons, or into Charlottesville for my gig as
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a teaching assistant, leading discussions and grading papers, while
Arthur Kirsch lectured on separate days.
Unable to

nd a tenure-track job, after seven years in the

country’s best program, I was fed up with teaching.

Westark

Community College in Fort Smith, Arkansas, expressed interest in me,
as we talked on the telephone, and Hampden-Sydney wanted to hire
me, so the enemy could keep me on the mountain; but I had had it. I
was determined to return to Unionville, which I now visited once a
month, to keep in touch with the commune and bar scene, where I
planned to sell real estate.
On the last night of my Shakespeare class, thinking I was
done, I told the students I was going out for a drink, and I invited
anyone who wanted to come to see me off.

Several accepted, so we

went drinking at the Virginian, on the Corner, sitting in a wooden booth,
and putting down shooters with names like Cornbread’s Dirty Mother.
Then we scored some weed, which we smoked at one of the ladies’
apartments.
It was Katie Rothery, who won the title of Oyster Festival
Queen, in Urbanna, on the Tidewater, before she went to the University.
She would sell out for a bit, working as a supervisor and fund
accountant, running a team of

ve responsible for accounts totalling

more than one hundred billion dollars, before she came to her senses.
Well, kind of.

Although my former student left the soul-destroying

atmosphere of fund management, she kept too open an attitude toward
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oddballs. Katie founded Girls Rock Denver, Colorado’s rst non-pro t
rock-n-roll camp for girls—although I am distressed to say it also
allowed “gender expansive youth.”

I don’t know if that’s boys who

think they are girls, or girls who think they are boys; but either way,
they are confused. Katie’s queer activities continued as she organized
the Titwrench Collective; and, on a more normal note, she became the
general manager of the largest independent bookstore in Colorado,
which advertises itself as “a Denver institution, a community gathering
place, and an experience you can’t download.”
Disturbingly, Tattered Cover has stores at the Denver
International Airport, in partnership with Hudson Booksellers, from the
satanic valley in which Vassar sits.

This makes Katie vulnerable to

abuse since it requires her presence at one of the largest DUMBs, where
she can easily be taken into a secret room to be brainwashed while
others think she works.

I might have lived on America’s oldest

underground base, but Katie works in America’s most famous.
In 1995, Denver International Airport was built on thirtyfour thousand acres. Its construction forced the Stapleton International
Airport to shut down, although it used more gates and runways than
the DIA. The initial estimate was $1,700,000,000.00 but the nal project
came in at $4,800,000,000.00. No one contractor did the work, so no one
knew the full scope of the project. As in any conspiracy, helpers were
compartmentalized.

More than one hundred million cubic yards of

earth were moved, way more than required, since there are vast
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underground parts of the airport, and a huge tunnel system was dug.
The fuelling system can pump one thousand gallons of jet fuel per
minute, a ridiculous volume for a commercial airport, as the
government put in more than

ve thousand miles of

ber optics.

Satanic artwork was placed throughout the facility—from a veiny white
horse with glowing red eyes and an all-too-visible butthole, to a bizarre
mural of a gas-masked soldier swinging a scimitar as a woman huddles
with a teddy bear, to a masonic capstone, placed on Ostara, with a
reference to the New World Airport Commission.
Slightly more normal is the statue of Jack Swigert, an
astronaut, from the government’s phony space program, NASA, which
seeks not the exploration of space but the control of the earth, as they
plan to orbit an additional 107,000 satellites through 2029 to complement
the 2,666 operational satellites that, as the Union of Concerned Scientists
determined, in April 2020, circle the globe.
I would meet a fellow who worked at NASA, Tony, the uncle
of my friend Matthew’s wife, Susan, when Anne McIlhaney and I
travelled to the Fan, in Richmond, for a dinner party. Tony was a really
nice fellow, extremely outgoing and cheerful, so I was surprized to hear
his niece tell me he had severe mood-swings where he did not even
want to get out of bed for long periods. Like Mr. Hoover, the former
NSA of cer, who ran the AT Program, at my middle school, mind
control deprived him of his will to live.
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A month before that dinner, I have a memory that comes
from within the base inside Afton Mountain.

My door was always

unlocked, so they must have come by, dosed me, and trundled me off.
I remember sitting in a large bare room, with a concrete oor,
which I took for a modern building, like an of ce, as they told me—or
did I overhear?—or was it a reference to levels of hypnosis?—that we
were high, on an upper oor—where I spoke with the programmers I
had known as Rick and Margaret Creole on a black multi-line telephone.
As he had before, Creole put me out with a pencil. He tried
to hold it himself, but I wouldn’t take direction from him, so the female
scumbag told her partner that I had to hold it myself for this to work.
I held the pencil in my right hand between my thumb and
index

nger, upright, perpendicular to the

oor, as I turned it ninety

degrees sideways, rst to the left, and then to the right, so I could see the
branding on the stick, and then to the right, so it was invisible, and then
to the left, so I could see the branding again, and then to the left, so it
was invisible, and back to the right, with the branding, and so on.
Creole used a method in which my resistance put me under.
I did not believe he could hypnotize me, so I was given a command
typical of such situations, with the suggestion that, the more I resisted,
the more I would go under.
When I came to, the degenerate faggot, who had led me to
masturbate for years, told me that he had spoken to my father, and I
spent too much time masturbating.

Allegedly, my father had found
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some of my Playboys in the side of the desk in my bedroom, and he had
asked Rick to talk with me.
Here the female bag of shit chimed in, “If you ever
remember any of this, you’ll blame your father. Your father is to blame.”
But I stuck to my guns.
“He didn’t hurt me. He didn’t touch me. You lied about
that before. You can’t fool me, you cunt.”
After some back and forth, the bitch said of my father, “Fine,
he didn’t do any of those things, but he talked to Rick. If something
goes wrong, he talked to Rick. If you remember any of this, he talked to
Rick. He sent Rick to you. Rick’s a friend.”
“He’s not a friend. He’s a son of a bitch.”
“All right, ne. He’s a son of a bitch. He’s what you said.
But somehow your father sent him to you.

Somehow your father is

responsible. Somehow the two men talked.”
“He’s not a man.”
“Fine, he’s not a man. But the two men talked, and this is
what came out of it.”
Here they hit me with electro-shock, more than once, and I
phased out on the table.
They tried to hit me again with hypnotism, but I insisted on
sitting up. I would not lie down for it, and they gave in with the woman
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You’re talking to Mr. Creole.”
“His name’s Rick. Or he’s called Rick I mean. I won’t call
him by his last name. He’s not my teacher. I won’t give that to anyone.
Especially not him.”
After some conference, and further hypnotism, enhanced
with drugs, they tried again, with a female wearing a lab coat saying,
“Tim, this is Mr. Creole.”
“Fuck you! Fuck you! Fuck you! I won’t call him that.”
They hit me again, but they got the same thing, and again, I
don’t know how many times, with considerable electricity, but I kept
ghting back, so eventually the scum gave in: we went to Rick.
“Tim, this is Rick.”
“Fuck you.”
And they hit me again, but it still wouldn’t work.
Eventually, we got back to me sitting in an of ce chair,
possibly black leather and steel, in a sterile environment, a large room,
as I spoke on a black multi-line telephone, thinking I received a call from
overseas. They tried to tell me they were calling from Rhodesia, but it
didn’t work because I knew the country no longer existed. They tried
Zimbabwe, but that didn’t work either. Then they tried South Africa,
along with California, or London, with Margaret joining us on a
conference call. I believed the bitch to be my friend, as I mistook her for
a human being, and she said to her programming partner, “I’m not
544
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saying, “Fine, I’m going to take you back to where you were before.

he hears. Your voice will not be the last one he hears.”
So we picked up again.
“Tim, this is Rick. Do you have the internet on campus?”
“Grounds. It’s called the Grounds. This isn’t Pomona. The
name is the Grounds.”
“Tim, it’s Margaret. Call it the university. That will work.”
“No, we don’t have it. At least, I haven’t tried it. I’m not
interested in computers. I won’t go on it.”
“Tim,” Margaret spoke, “Maybe there’s something to do
with Kesey. You’re going to meet him in a few weeks, a couple weeks,
maybe you can learn something about him. Maybe you can talk to him
online.”
“A chat room? You mean a chat room?”
Further conference followed, and I heard a voice like a
director’s….
All right, let’s start over. Take it from the top.
On what I took to be the telephone, Creole told me I was
going to go online, where he would

ll the internet with pictures of

Wonder Woman. I had never had a fantasy about Wonder Woman in
my life, despite their attacks over a twenty-eight-year period. They had
nally led me to Japanese comics, with monster rape, and to extremely
mild rape fantasies about Playmates, but none of it had to do with
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going to leave you alone with him. Your voice will not be the only one

Wonder Woman, and neither of the Playmates resembled her remotely. I
had R-Rated fantasies of Cheryl Bachman in prison and Bonnie Marino
on a pirate ship, but neither were demeaning to my partner, and neither
woman resembled the cartoon character. I found the suggestion that I
would fantasize about Wonder Woman ridiculous, so I mocked the
shitbag, saying, “I think I’ll notice if I start having fantasies about
Wonder Woman.

I think I’ll notice that.

And besides I doubt your

power to use the internet that way. Whatever you can do, I don’t think
you can ll it with Wonder Woman.”
Margaret chimed in, “Tim, believe me, you won’t notice.
I’ve seen what he can do.”
“Fuck him. I don’t know why you take his bullshit, but he’s
got nothing on me.”
Here again they put me out, blasting me with electricity, as I
mumbled, “It’s like ch’i. It’s ch’i.”
The other female again directed the scene, as she said, “Let’s
try to use that. Let’s use his resistance. Let him ght as much as he
wants. He’ll try to protect you. Or, at least, you can make him think
you’re working together.”
“You can’t make me think anything, weakling.”
Again, I went out, but I came to in a scene where Margaret
and I fought Rick.
Here, she played the co- ghter, who fought by my side. She
told me that to escape the trap, her programming partner’s word for the
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web of suggestions in which he had placed me, I would need to have
sex with her, an act we went over in the base, verbally, but not
physically, although she stopped me when I described myself diddling
her clitoris, my usual practice in bed to satisfy my partner, as she falsely
claimed this was about me. Margaret called the obligatory act, which I
found not pleasurable, but only evidence of the depravity of her partner,
Riding in Rhodesia,
And she said we would need to return to it, when I remembered, so I
could break free. She would be waiting for me; and, when I recalled this
scene, without being able to place it in the mountain, or to associate it
with the military, I would imagine, politely, us having sex, on a wooden
platform, me standing behind her, on the African Savannah, nothing like
Rhodesia, and nothing like South Africa, but more like Kenya, or
Tanzania, exactly two times, and that only because I held the false belief
that this would dissolve any remaining suggestions, breaking the trap.
Years later, when I would wake up, in 2016, I would ask for
her, and regard her as a friend, willing to accept her direction, but the
enemy burned the bridge. They are that stupid—wasting the in uence
of anyone within their organization, or outside it, who can help them.
But back in April of 1998, she handed me to the shitboy,
while she pretended to be my friend, an illusion that would take less
than a year to shatter, from 2016 to 2017, as I separated Margaret from
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Ann, the white trash that would replace her, and I saw them for what
they were.
“There’s one last command:

You will only have sex with

imaginary women.”
“You bastard! I have to get out of this. I have to nd a way
out.

You can’t do this to me.

I won’t obey.

I will not follow your

instructions. There’s no way you can make me do that.”
Here the bitch pretended to help me, promising that, if I
followed her direction, if I trusted her, and only then, she would get me
out of it. And so she helped me forget.
The scum gave me a series of suggestions not to remember,
or not to associate one thing with another, as he gave commands not to
speak German, not to read Latin, not to read books, not to play the
banjo, not to practice kung fu, and not to do ch’i kung.
Margaret pretended to help me, making false objections to
the unfairness of the situation, making me think we fought side by side;
but, on a deeper level, she asked if there were any loopholes, and she
sealed a variety of commands.
I was passed out on the table, heavily sedated, full of salts,
as the bitch kept trying to talk with me about Africa, about Charlotte,
about a host of subjects that lay entirely in my past. They might have
presented dif cult material ve years earlier, but I had dealt with all of it
and come through strong; so the enemy had nothing.
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The bitch told me that I would get a letter from Charlotte,
who now lived in Cheltenham, which is the headquarters of GCHQ, but
which I regarded, at the time, only as a posh neighborhood. The letter,
which arrived in Pennsylvania shortly thereafter, would announce her
incipient marriage, but I was only happy that my old girlfriend, for
whom I no longer had feelings, had moved from her soul-destroying job
as a lawyer in London, to do trusts and estates in the sticks, not to
mention she had found someone new.

I would be puzzled that she

wrote me at all, but I didn’t care enough to respond or to try to gure it
out.
The bitch had even less luck with black people, or White
Africa, since I had entirely kicked racism—except for off-color jokes.
The hate they had built in me following their arranged rape of Charlotte
had been totally destroyed, and foregone, when I started attending
church a couple years earlier. It didn’t seem appropriate to be dropping
the n-bomb, in my mind, while I gathered with others to worship. It
had taken me months to approach the communion table, as I strongly
believed that my heart and mind had to be clean. Otherwise, there was
no point to the mass. I had stopped going almost a year before, but the
hate had left forever. I would always feel hatred toward rapists, childmolesters, and animal-torturers; but it had nothing to do with black
people.
Full of drugs, dissociated from my body, I must have been
restrained on the table, as I eavesdropped on the imbeciles.
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“He’s not interested in it any more. He could care less about
South Africa—and even less about Rhodesia. He says it’s gone. There’s
no use trying to protect it anymore.”
“What about blacks? What about racism?”
“I tried turning him against blacks.

I even said they did

something to me. But he’s asking a lot of questions. He’s starting to
wake up. I’m afraid he’ll turn against me. We’ll lose what we gained.”
“All right. We’ll have to let that part go. At least we got
something.”
“He lives in the South. He plays the banjo.”
“He won’t play it anymore. It’s all about the sixties. He
thought maybe he should play the guitar when I kept asking him. He
says his brother plays. He says it’s a good way to meet people. But then
he started to remember how we took that away from him in
Charlottesville. He thinks maybe the set was wrong. He actually said
‘set.’”
Here I chimed in through the haze of words, “It’s a term that
comes from Leary.”
“Holy shit!
actually listening?

He’s awake?

He’s actually awake?

He’s

Ask him what’s going on. For God’s sake, you’re

the only one he’ll talk to. We’ve completely lost him at this point.”
Margaret asked me a typical programmer question, used
when a subject is brought to a higher level in his mind, “Tim, what’s
going on?”
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“I don’t know.

You took me somewhere.

Are we in the

mountain? Is it like before?”
“Jesus, he’s starting to gure things out.”
“Tim, we’re not in the mountain. That was before. That’s
the part you have to forget. We’re going to go over things. It will be like
before, but you’ll think you’re in your bedroom. I’m going to show you
some things. This is a notebook. I want you to write in it. I want you to
write things down. When it’s full, we’ll destroy it, and your memory
will be gone.”
“My memory will be gone? I don’t know if I like the sound
of that.”
“It’s like acid. It’s necessary for you to forget.”
“I don’t like acid. It was useful, but I don’t like it.”
“Let acid go. Just give him some of that. Give him some
more of that. He’ll take it if it feels good. He won’t ght.”
“Fight? What’s going on? I have to ght. I have to ght
him. I have to nd out where I’ve been. I won’t let go. I won’t let go of
this. I refuse to let go of this memory. You’ll have to take it from me.
Come and get me if you can nd it.”
“It’s like marijuana.

It’s like marijuana.

You’re going to

dissociate. You’re going to lose yourself in the experience. You’re going
to go away from here….”
“All right. Come back. Come back to me now. Go back
through the door. Use the door in your mind.”
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“All right. I’m back. It’s good now. I can see things. I can
see things I can’t see before. I mean I couldn’t. I don’t know.”
And I passed out.
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BOOK ELEVEN: ROYAL ORCHARD
Not only was the base to which they had kidnapped me part
of a string of connected facilities, hidden under the Blue Ridge, so that
another Swannanoa Tunnel lay three hundred and thirty miles to the
south, next to another palace, the Biltmore, but only

ve miles away

from Swannanoa Palace, where I lived on Afton Mountain, there is a
castle, Royal Orchard, that shares connections to the English Crown.
In 1976, when Queen Elizabeth dined in the Rotunda of the
University of Virginia, she ate a chicken salad prepared by one of
Virginia’s

rst ladies, whose family owns Royal Orchard:

Elizabeth

Pinkerton Scott.
Miss Pinkerton was widely regarded as a great beauty,
when, as with Daisy Stebbing, née Cook, who married Walter Russell,
she was subject to an arranged marriage. Whenever you think you are
in love, it is invariably the result of hypnotism and cybernetics, as the
scum lead people together to combine their bloodlines, to cause trouble,
or for other reasons.

Buying into the myth of romance, Elizabeth wed

her husband after he walked straight up to her, in breach of etiquette, to
announce his intentions.
Hello, I’m Fred Scott,
and I’m going to marry you.
The New World Order wanted Fred Scott, who would inherit Royal
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Orchard, to marry a woman who would not cause trouble. The lady

would make chicken salad, and plant beautiful trees, while she served
as president of the Sweet Briar College Alumnæ Association, the
University of Virginia Hospital Auxiliary, and the Albemarle Garden
Club.
Elizabeth Pinkerton Scott had connections to Charlottesville,
and Virginia, where her family hunted, every November, at Aliceland,
but she grew up in New Jersey, sometimes roller-skating for miles on
Staten Island, since her father, who worked as a doctor, moved the
family to Bayonne, immediately south of New York City, near to the
Rockefellers’ company: Standard Oil.
From there, although there were perfectly adequate schools
close by, Elizabeth commuted, for two years, by train to Miss
Hartridge’s school in Plain eld, passing Linden, where I was abused at
the programming center, along with the Playmate of the Year, where the
Rockefellers maintained further of ces, on the way to a town
immediately south of Scotch Plains, where Laurie Dunn grew up, and
West eld, where I grew up, close to the home of underground bases,
mad scientist castles, and satanic activity in Watchung.
Elizabeth Pinkerton Scott had strong roots in New Jersey,
since she descended from Daniel Coxe III, who, like me, went to Jesus
College, Cambridge, before he became a Fellow of the Royal Society, a
Member of the Royal College of Physicians, and the Governor of West
Jersey, back when the colonial province was divided into two parts,
while the entire Coxe Family, which ran Burlington, New Jersey, across
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the Delaware River from Pennsylvania, just outside Philadelphia, was
the spawn of a mediæval doctor, also called Daniel Coxe, and the son of
another Daniel Coxe, who went to Salerno University. After he served
as Governor of West Jersey, Daniel Coxe acquired a grant of land called
Carolana, which had been given by King Charles to Sir Robert Heath,
the namesake and forebear of Doctor Robert Heath, who performed
illegal mind control operations, at Tulane University, under PROJECT
MK-ULTRA, on many, including Joy Booth, from Verona, New Jersey, a
descendant of John Wilkes Booth, the brainwashed assassin who killed
President Lincoln, with whom the enemy tried to mate me on Beltane
and Cinco de Mayo. Coxe bought Carolana, from Sir James Shaen, Bt.,
who had acquired the rights from Henry Howard, the sixth Duke of
Norfolk, whose family ran illegal operations in New Jersey, as they
sponsored the satanic New Jersey Shelleys in their attempt to displace
the original Michelgrove Shelleys, in Sussex.

Meanwhile, the Coxes

went on to run Burlington, which they founded on the Winter Solstice,
only thirty miles east of my family’s colonial homestead, Shelly,
Pennsylvania, past a village named for my daughter’s family:
Montgomeryville.

Daniel Coxe IV was appointed by the Duke of

Norfolk as Provincial Grand Master of Freemasons for the provinces of
New York, New Jersey, and Pennsylvania, and he claimed his land
grant, of one million acres, superseded that of the West Jersey Society, so
hundreds of families had to repurchase their own farms from Colonel
Coxe or be forcibly evicted.
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The family also had roots in North Carolina, not counting
their earlier ownership of the massive land grant known as Carolana,
which, before it failed, encompassed the modern states of Louisiana,
Florida, Georgia, Alabama, and North and South Carolina.
Colonel Coxe’s grandson, Tench Coxe, invested in Western
North Carolina, buying half a million acres, as he formed the
Speculation Land Company. While his descendants went on to live in
Asheville, he would rst establish an anthracite coal empire, mining in
Luzerne County, Pennsylvania. His son, Colonel Frank Coxe, helped to
fund the Western North Carolina Railroad, so Elizabeth Pinkerton
Scott’s great uncle, Edgar Dinwiddie, worked for the company into
which it was absorbed: The Southern Railroad.
The Southern Railroad, now the Norfolk Southern, was
formed through the amalgamation of more than one hundred railroad
companies, including the Western North Carolina Railroad, which
would blast a second Swannanoa Tunnel in North Carolina, as the
combination was effected by John Pierpont Morgan, in 1906, for the
House of Payseur.
The Payseurs stand behind it all since other families like the
Rothschilds, the Rockefellers, and the Vanderbilts work for them.
Daniel Payseur was the Crown Prince of France when his
putative father, Louis XVI, was guillotined with his unfortunate wife,
Marie Antoinette.
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Thomas Jefferson’s friend, Pierre Samuel du Pont de Nemours, moved
his family’s satanic operation to my backyard, as his son, Éleuthère
Irénée du Pont, began to manufacture gunpowder at Hagley, on the
Brandywine Creek, only ten miles from my home, where everyone
worked for DuPont.
There he became the brother-in-law of John Reed, who
started the Carolina Gold Rush through the Reed Gold Mine, so the
Payseurs quickly became involved, through their diggings, in the
precious metal, becoming the main supplier of gold and silver to the
federal government, while they went on to expand their position.
Quickly, the Payseurs became involved in banks, canal
companies, railroad construction companies, railway companies,
associated companies that manufactured engines and cars, steam
tractors and plows, and rearms, while they held enormous plantations
of timber, corn, tobacco, and cotton along with textile mills that made
boughten clothes.
Daniel and Susannah Payseur had two sons, but, since the
rst, Adam, was murdered, everything went to the second: Jonas.
Jonas Payseur increased the family holdings to include more
mining, steam ships, and food production and processing, so that the
dynasty owned the Aluminum Company of America (ALCOA), Mining
Equipment Company, United Fruit Company, and Armour & Company,
whose meatpacking aligned with the cattle and stockyards at their
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He escaped to America, arriving about 1805, shortly after

railway depots, while digging expanded, not only for railroad tunnels,
but for coal, iron, and copper not to mention aluminum, gold, and silver.
The gatling guns made by their companies would come in
handy in the Banana Wars, while other holdings would include Chase
National Bank, General Electric, Southern Power, Carnegie Steel, Colt
Firearms, International Harvester, American Motors, General Motors,
Cadillac, Standard Oil, Exxon, B.F. Goodrich, Sears & Roebuck, Singer
Sewing Machine, R.J. Reynolds, American Tobacco, Quaker Oats,
General Foods, Borden, Heinz 57, and Western Union Telegraph, which
formed the subsidiary of AT&T.
Not only would companies like American Telephone and
Telegraph play instrumental parts in mind control, as the Payseurs
controlled these ventures, behind the scenes, but the family would also
start the United States Military Railroad Security Police of the Selma,
Rome, and Dalton Railroad, which some say morphed through several
forms into the Central Intelligence Agency.
The Payseurs often hold assets through agents or factors, to
obscure ownership, and they have forged many of cial records, while
they used issuances of preferred stock and ninety-nine-year leases, and
they have vast forests from coast to coast, which supply utility poles,
cross ties, and anything made from wood before it is painted with a
product made by another of their companies: Sherwin-Williams.
I mean, wow, just when you thought the main bad guys
were all English, it turns out their masters are French!

fi

558

During the depressions, crashes, and panics of the late
nineteenth century, thanks to the shortage of cash in circulation, which
the banks created, the Rutherfordton Railroad Construction Company
extended credit to the railroad companies in exchange for preferred
stock with government-granted land patents as collateral to

nish

expansion of the railroads, which borrowed more than they could pay,
so they went bankrupt, allowing Lewis Cass Payseur to move in on the
companies and their congressional land grants, building Southern
Railway Company from the pieces, before it later became Norfolk
Southern Railway in response to the creation of CSX Corporation,
through which the Rothschilds controlled their railroads.
The railroads provided excuses to tunnel through the
mountains, so that deep underground military bases could be dug, like
the one under Swannanoa Palace, on Afton Mountain, where I lived, or
the ones more than three hundred miles down the ridge, next to the
Biltmore Estate, which the Payseurs leased to the Vanderbilts, while
their company, Western North Carolina Railroad, dug a different
Swannanoa Tunnel, in connection with the tracks they laid on a
ridiculously roundabout path instead of straight down the Swannanoa
Valley.
There is no earthly reason why anyone would incur
signi cant extra expense, taking years of extra time, to blast the second
Swannanoa Tunnel, at the end of a circuitous zig-zag route, instead of
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simply going down the Swannanoa Valley, as the modern roads, U.S.
Route 70 and Interstate 40 run, unless something else was going on.
The railroad project marked one of the rst uses of Nobel’s
Blasting Oil, or nitroglycerine, while the notoriously unstable explosive
was mixed with sawdust and cornmeal to make a paste used to blow
large chunks of mountain into heavy rubble, removed by black convicts,
whose lot made that of the slaves look fortunate, since they were easily
replaceable at no cost.
Three thousand inmates worked on the series of tunnels,
while more than four hundred died, so Swannanoa Tunnel, stretching
1,832 feet, could be completed, along with the other ve, and, while free
labor would have cost an average of one dollar per day, prisoners cost
only thirty cents.
Thus, as I learned to play the banjo, before I moved to the
mountain, a spooky song, recorded by Bascom Lamar Lunsford, of
Buncombe County, before the Library of Congress, made its way into
my mind.

Riley Gardner he killed my partner.
He couldn’t kill me, baby.
He couldn’t kill me.
Riley Rambler he killed Jack Gambler.
He didn’t kill me, baby.
He didn’t kill me.
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I never would have discovered the second Swannanoa Tunnel if it
hadn’t been for that song—let alone constant microwave harassment.
The scum may have killed my grandfathers, my father, and other
members of my family, not to mention our beautiful pets, while they
commit atrocities, especially against each other, but they have yet to take
me out.
Near to the Biltmore, an engineering marvel was made when
none was needed, and the Payseurs’ company, which teamed up with
the Government of North Carolina, made Jarrett’s, Lick Log, McElroy,
High Ridge, Burgin, and Swannanoa Tunnels.
This followed a scandal four years after the Civil War, when
George W. Swepson and Milton S. Little eld absconded with four
million dollars in railroad bonds, exhausting the company’s nances, so
work halted in 1872, but, on the Summer Solstice, or Litha, of 1875, the
State of North Carolina moved in, buying the road for eight hundred
and twenty- ve thousand dollars to save the project, so construction
resumed in the fourth quarter.
Eighteen months later, not much progress had been made, so
the General Assembly reformed the railway with two former
confederate of cers in charge. As they clung to their titles, and they
helped carpetbaggers, Major James W. Wilson served as president and
chief engineer, while Lieutenant Colonel Thaddeus Coleman worked as
assistant engineer, as he directly superintended the tunnel work, using
the nine tons of nitro specially manufactured for the Mountain Division.
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Coleman’s daughter would marry William Sydney Porter,
who wrote short stories under the name O. Henry, as he hailed from a
town founded by Quakers, Greensboro, to which the beatnik
homosexual, Jack Kerouac, also connected while the incredible Donna
Edmondson went to college in the city before she became Playmate of
the Year.
The Virgin Playmate was the ultimate goody-goody
ambassador for Playboy, as it cleaned up its image in the eighties. The
Meese Commission on Pornography had begun to expose serious
malfeasance at the Mansion, as it heard testimony from people like CIA
operative, Laurel Aston, so Playboy picked a sexually inexperienced
good girl as the Playmate of the Year, while former Playmate of the Year,
Debbie Jo Fondren, became a born-again Christian who maintained a
strong af liation with the magazine.

Two years later, Hugh Hefner

would marry Playmate of the Year, Kimberley Conrad, and he had
already passed nominal control of the magazine to his daughter, Christie
Hefner, who served as its president, so it was easy for people like me to
see the periodical as pro-woman.
As spokeswoman, Donna addressed the surrounding
controversy, while Playboy pretended to clean up its act.
The text to my original pictorial
announced my virginity—and that created quite
a stir. Also at this time, the anti-pornography
report of the Meese Commission had prompted
all 7-Elevens to pull the magazine from their
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shelves. I was thrown right in the middle of the
scandal! All the talk shows immediately wanted
to book the virgin PMOY from the Bible Belt.
Joan Rivers made a huge deal out of my virginity
on her show, but I just explained that you don’t
have to have sex to be sexy. On Larry King’s
show, one caller accused me of not being
religious because I let men see my body. But I
don’t think that posing in Playboy has anything
to do with whether I’m a good person. I knew I
wasn’t hurting anyone. I defended myself by
saying God made us nude. We were born that
way! I don’t regret a single moment. I thought
the pictures were beautiful and tasteful, and all
the Playboy people treated me very well. It was
a great experience that I will never forget.
Before she made Playmate of the Year, Playboy gave Donna a test- ight
in her home state within the Bible Belt, so a local newspaper reported,
The autograph sessions began in
Greensboro last week and went through High
Point and Thomasville. In the middle of a state
where an anti-pornography law is one year old
and where religious values are prevalent. Miss
Edmondson said there was nothing obscene
about what she did.
So far, there have been no protesters
at any of her appearances and there’s been only
one negative letter from a former neighbor. In
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her magazine interview, she described herself as
a churchgoer — sometimes.
“I know I’ll end up in heaven
someday,” she said. “I’m a very good girl. This
is not a sin that I’m doing. I’m not committing a
sin. I don’t have to ask for forgiveness.”
Her minister, her congregation, and her family all supported the lovely
lady, as she described her religious attitude as “an individual thing.”
Playboy had nothing to do with pornography, but it was art
that celebrated women’s beauty. As Donna said, in her slightly folksy,
completely unpretentious, and very approachable manner,

It’s v y classy. Playb has nothing to
do with p no aphy. I’m in th e. I’m nude, and
that’s the way God made me....
I think it’s a beautiful tsy thing.
W en’s fig es have been the focus of t w ks
f ev . It’s t, not s , f me....
I d ’t feel pl ted at all. I did it all by
myself and I’m pr d of what I’ve d e.
The Playmate of the Year rightly felt comfortable as a beautiful woman,
since she did not share the hang-ups of secret perverts.
Touring fty-four cities in fty-two days, Donna Edmondson
took her responsibilities as a spokesmodel seriously, speaking with
courtesy, kindness, and patience to a host of strangers, while she earned
extra promotional fees, visiting not only the United Nations, while she
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was interviewed by The New York Times, but also veterans
administration hospitals, without speaking in favor of the military,
cheering the lives of old men in nursing homes, without getting into a
ruckus with protesting nurses, and popping up at down-home-style
events like the Iowa State Fair or the Kentucky Fairgrounds.
There she appeared with Robocop, Freddie the Chimp, Billy
Gibbons’s hot-rod from ZZTop’s album, Eliminator, the Miller American
Racing Team, the California Low-Rider Hopping Exhibition, the Redskin
Superbowl Cheerleaders, a bevy of pro-wrestlers, the fty groups that
competed in the Super Jam Band Battle, sponsored by Far Out Music,
and Stephen Nichols, who played Patch on Days of our Lives, where his
character competed with fellow Merchant Marine, Bo Brady, for the
attentions of Britta, who had them get tattoos, which were really a code
for secret bonds she was hiding, before they mixed it up in a knife ght
that cost him his eye.
Ignoring silly events, readers, like me, expressed respectful
and grateful admiration, as they wrote to ask Donna on dates or to
propose marriage. Brian Halk, of Spring eld, Ohio, wrote, in “Letters to
Playboy,”
I was delighted to see that Donna
Edmondson was chosen Playmate of the Year,
not only for her obvious beauty but for her
fantastic inner beauty as well. I recently had the
opportunity to talk with Donna at a local car
show. Of the many Playmates I’ve met over the
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past few years, Donna was by far the friendliest.
During our conversation, she discovered that I
was a fire fighter, and she seemed genuinely
interested in my profession. She explained that
a friend of hers was trying to get in the
department back in her home town in North
Carolina. She asked me what he might have to
look forward to and how rigorous the job was.
We talked for several minutes, and I left feeling
as if I’d just talked with a good friend.
Congratulations, Donna. You’re a truly beautiful
woman.
Likewise, the Men of Fenwick Hall, at Boston College, wrote to say that
Donna Edmondson was the perfect combination of beauty, personality,
and sex appeal, so they called off their betting pool, as to the next
Playmate of the Year, since no one would place a wager against her.
Donna Edmondson had maintained a 3.6 average at Western
Guilford High School, earning scholastic awards, while her dad, who
encouraged her to pose for what the family viewed as tasteful art
photography, gave her ve dollars for every A on her report card. She
described her high school years, when she did not have a boyfriend, in
an answer to “Dear Playmates….”
I wasn’t wild at all.
I was very
conservative.
I grew up in North Carolina.
There were wild kids there, but I wasn’t one of
them. I was into my schoolwork and pleasing
my parents. I didn’t get yelled at much. I didn’t
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smoke or drink; I didn’t ever go out much. I
never gave them any trouble. Why? I wanted it
that way. I guess I knew what I wanted in life. I
wanted to do well in school. I had a sense of the
importance of that time in my life. I was aware
that I would never be in high school again. Does
this sound boring?
While she held down a job, she earned a varsity letter in high school
softball, playing rst base, while the former honor student once told a
sixteen-year-old, who asked for her autograph, that he should not hate
but love school.
Donna took good care of her body, and it showed.

She

picked up golf, caddying for her father, and she kept t through aerobics
and jogging, doing an hour of calisthenics three times a week and two
miles of road work twice a week. She ate lots of fruits and vegetables,
and no red meat or alcohol, while her worst habit was too much
yoghurt. She found football barbaric, but that was as close as she came
to making a controversial statement, never speaking against the
unof cial state religions of North Carolina:

college basketball and

stockcar racing.
Although a Southern Baptist, this nice lady never judged
others. She had little use for Falwell-types, who didn’t scare her, as she
defended her rights as an American:

They’ll nev succeed in taking r eed .
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Most Sundays, but not all, the Playmate could be found in church, but
she didn’t make preachy statements.
Donna was a freshman at the University of North Carolina,
with a 3.2 average, who had learned to program computers and passed
the state examination to earn her real estate license, when she submitted
pictures to Playboy, proving her high school right, since she had been
voted “Most Likely To Become a Bunny” in its yearbook, so the enemy
made her leave college, but they failed to wreck her life.
Miss Edmondson had seen her father lose some money in
some bad time-share investments, so she was determined to be more
practical, as she expressed her admiration for the real estate tycoon:
Donald Trump. Since Playmates of the Year are awarded a car of their
choice, she picked a red Corvette convertible, while the fteen thousand
dollars she earned as Playmate of the Month went into mutual funds,
government securities, and an individual retirement account, and she
put the one hundred thousand dollars she earned as Playmate of the
Year into real estate, to diversify her portfolio, going on to earn a total of
nearly two hundred and fty thousand dollars in promotional fees and
prizes, which she also invested. And although the North Carolinian had
originally planned on real estate, she later took a job as a tax accountant.
There she met her future husband, whom she asked out on
a date, and they went out for three months before the enemy tried to
sabotage her chances by having an autograph-seeker approach the
couple, revealing her modelling work, to the surprize of her boyfriend;
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but the scum failed, so she gave her virginity to the man with whom she
would have three children,

nding ful llment in motherhood. When

last sighted, Donna Edmondson planned to return to college to complete
her degree in nance once her little ones became more independent.
Although I found her middle-class attitude about saving
money, while doing boring things, unrelatable, something that didn’t
bother me, since I was interested only in her body, I completely agreed
with Donna Edmondson’s defense of Playboy, as I still do, since the
pictures in the magazine were tasteful and erotic art photography that
celebrated women’s beauty while they gave healthy, red-blooded, and
respectful men harmless food for fantasy.
Playmates and scholars agreed as to healthy desire.

As

Cindy Crawford said, when feminazis bashed her for posing naked,

I th ght feminism was ab t w en making the

n ch ces,

and Donna Edmondson echoed similar sentiments, saying,

I d ’t c sid myself a feminist, but I
believe pe le sh ld be eated equally. Playb
doesn’t eat us as s “objects”—we’re pe le, with
p s alities.
This had a spiritual

avor because it promoted beauty, respect, and

healthy sexuality. So, C.S. Lewis wrote of Protestant chastity, which had
nothing to do with total abstinence but rather with loving delity, while
he said that a woman could be lewd while fully clothed but chaste while
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Talents, while she refused to hide her light under a bushel, put the
matter,

I feel like beauty is meant to be
sh ed. If y ’re given a beauty by God, y
sh ld sh e that. That’s what I think He gives it to
us f .
And it also had an appropriate measure of pride.

Just as Edmund

Spenser, at the center of his sonnet sequence, had placed facing poems
on how to be proud in the right way, so Donna embraced healthy selfrespect.

I’m pr d of my body. Playb ’s
eatment is tistic—v y well d e. Ev y man has a
right to fantasize.
Donna was not in a hurry to

nd a man, and she would hold out

forever, without effort, if need be, so, in a way, she even recalled
Spenser’s lady knight, Britomart, from The Faerie Queene:

I just wanted to make the p nt that I was
still a v gin and it sh ldn’t be eated like it’s a
disease. I c ld be 45 and still a v gin if that’s the
way it w ks t.
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totally naked. Or, as the Virgin Playmate, drawing on the Parable of the

Therefore, when she took her wedding vows, she and her man would
pledge,

With my body I thee worship,
But this woman didn’t mind if men checked her out, feeling comfortable
compliment, as others looked—so long as they did not gawk.
Sometimes Donna made jokes about her lovely natural chest,
graced on the cover of Playboy with an embroidered 36DD bra, as the
Playmate Ambassador somehow managed not to sound vulgar when
she spoke of how her father encouraged her to pose, her mother had
large breasts, and schoolmates called her Jugs, while people at Myrtle
Beach must think that she had a boob-job. She told a silly story of how
she spent over nine hours on a trampoline for a video shoot, and she
speaks to my sexy imagination, as I write, in a funny tale where she lost
her top at the beach, in the surf, when a very naughty wave took it off.
Still, her breasts were the least of the curves that grabbed
me, since my gaze invariably goes to the rounded muscles of her belly,
and the at outer lines of her hips, which she viewed as a problem area,
so they must have gotten extra exercise.
Nothing can touch my feeling for this excellent lady, which I
cannot now put into words due to the foul attacks on my body and
mind, by degenerate southern trash, using the technology described in
the appendices to this book, but it certainly wouldn’t be the pretentious
product of Asheville:

Colonel Coleman’s poetry, which he published
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under his pen name, Winstanley, when he wasn’t blasting deep
underground military bases, by the Swannanoa Tunnel.
Still, southwest of Donna’s home in the North Carolina
Piedmont, the Land of Sky contains great beauty, exempli ed in part by
the magni cent château that was the subject of only one of the Payseurs’
ninety-nine-year leases.
Today, Biltmore sits on a mere eight thousand acres, but the
estate originally occupied one hundred and twenty- ve thousand acres
onto which the Swannanoa ows from its source twenty-two miles away
into the French Broad. It claims to be the largest privately owned home
in the United States, although similar statements have been made about
John Kluge’s Albemarle House, on whose private links my friend, Jason,
and I used to play rounds of golf. It has two hundred and fty rooms,
which occupy four acres of oor space or 178,926 square feet, a seventy
thousand gallon indoor swimming pool, to cool off, a bowling alley, just
for fun, and a library of twenty-three thousand volumes. The house was
designed by Richard Morris Hunt, as he modelled it on the Château de
Blois among other châteaux of the Loire Valley, and you can see it in
Being There with Peter Sellers and Shirley MacLaine.
When its owner, George Washington Vanderbilt II, opened
the house with a party on Christmas Eve, in 1895, it had a complex and
comprehensive system to generate and distribute electricity for
illumination, heating, and a number of other uses. Dr. Cyprien O’Dillon
Mailloux, who had designed the power system for the Astoria Hotel, in
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Manhattan, created a system for the Biltmore that used both alternating
current and direct current, since Thomas Edison, George Westinghouse,
and Nikola Tesla fought, during its day, to promote and disparage the
two different approaches.

The whole thing ran on a complex

switchboard, which required a skilled manager, as the sixteen-foot-long
board was made up of four equal marble panels supported by an angled
iron frame and surrounded by an ornamental border of brass.
The embrace of modern technology was one of the few
things that the tenant shared with his dastardly grandfather: Cornelius
Vanderbilt.

The Commodore had vastly expanded the nation’s

transportation infrastructure earlier in the century, as he maintained
near monopolies on steamships and steamboats, and he served on the
boards of the Erie Railway, the Central Railroad of New Jersey, the
Hartford and New Haven, and the New York and Harlem. The New
York Central Railroad, the Hudson River Railroad, the Lake Shore and
Michigan Southern Railway, and the Canada Southern were only a few
of the railroads he owned, as he moved on from the New Jersey ferry
from which he took his nautical title to build Grand Central Station in
New York.
The Commodore gave one million dollars, then the largest
charitable gift in American history, to found Vanderbilt University, the
home of many illegal human experiments, where my friend, Jason
Lovvorn, would go to nish his doctorate.
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The mean old man suffered from microwave harassment, as
he fell subject to a host of chronic ailments, behaved strangely, and fell
under the spell of a spiritualist, donating funds to something called the
Church of the Strangers.
Not only did the spirits tell him things to do, but his eldest
son, Billy, had a nervous breakdown early in life before he recovered to
become the head of the Staten Island Railway, while another son, the
father of George Washington Vanderbilt II, died of a stroke when a
directed energy weapon burned out a circuit in his brain along with the
surrounding tissue.
The tenant of Biltmore, who everyone thought owned the
place, was a lovely man, who had no idea what was going on, as he ran
a great house in a beautiful environment, where he enriched the lives of
others. George Washington Vanderbilt II was a shy introvert, who spoke
several languages, and loved to read and look at art, while he
established the beginnings of modern forestry in America. He enjoyed
showing kindness to employees, who included roughly three dozen
house servants, so every year, he threw a Christmas party for their
children, with a specially decorated tree, where he gave a gift to each
boy and each girl.
In fact, his spirit continues in my own family, since we
always used to listen to a yuletide album featuring Judy Collins, at the
Biltmore, singing carols like “The Holly and the Ivy,” “What Child Is
This?” and “Silver Bells,” while I remember the time my daughter and I
574

heard the grey fox sing in Charlottesville, as we strolled the downtown
mall, from the Pyramid Room in the Omni, to the Paramount.
George’s sterling character shone in his treatment of Essie
Smith, who, on her rst day, walked into the grand banquet hall, when,
startled by the vastness of the room, she dropped the tray of china she
was carrying. As the guests, startled by the crash, looked to their host,
the man left them without excuse to get down on his hands and knees,
helping the young woman pick up the shards, as he told her not to
worry. Then, he made sure she was promoted to chambermaid, so she
would not have to carry things that were too heavy.
There was no hanky-panky, since the unassuming bachelor
set up separate inferior quarters within the house for single gentlemen,
so the modesty of visiting ladies would not be offended by mixed
lodgings.
George remained single until 1898, when he married Edith
Stuyvesant Dresser, while she was twenty- ve and he was ten years
older, at the American Cathedral in Paris many years before his widow
was sacri ced, according to a soul contract, on the Winter Solstice.
After they had one daughter, Cornelia, the family was
almost killed on the Titanic, as the scum tried to take them out. They
had booked passage, but they changed plans at the very last minute, via
telephone, sailing on her sister ship, the Olympic, instead. So the enemy
would need to try again to murder this nice man.
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fell prey to appendicitis, doubtless due to poison, microwave
harassment, or misdiagnosis.

He had his appendix removed in our

nation’s capital, and he seemed to be recovering just

ne, when he

suddenly took a turn for the worse, so his heart stopped, and he left his
daughter an orphan at the age of thirteen.
As soon as George died at the age of

fty-one, his wife

transferred her interest in over eighty-six thousand acres of the estate, at
ve dollars per, to the United States Forest Service, whose

rst chief,

Gifford Pinchot, had managed the Biltmore’s woods—mountain laurel,
dogwood, redwood, and oak—so it would form the nucleus of Pisgah
National Forest in Transylvania County. Two years later, in 1916, this
formed one of the

rst national forests in the eastern United States,

while the government forced others to sell in some of the rst purchases
made under the Weeks Act of 1911. So, today, Pisgah covers more than
ve hundred thousand acres of land, while it sits next to the smaller
DuPont Forest, which was used to shoot The Hunger Games.
Although his wife lived for many years thereafter, George’s
daughter, Cornelia, inherited his interest in the estate before she married
the grandson of the third Marquess of Exeter, John Cecil, who served as
the

rst secretary of the British Embassy in Washington.

After his

marriage, at All Souls Cathedral, he resigned his post, and he moved to
the Biltmore, but eight years later, his wife left the house, never to
return, as she divorced him after ten years and two children, moving to
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Two years later, they would succeed when George suddenly

the satanic locale of Greenwich Village, where my friend, Noah Lerner,
grew up, before he became an award-winning

lm director like his

father. There she would study art while she acted stranger and stranger,
dying her hair bright pink, which she regarded as her proper color aura,
numerologically derived, while she changed her name to Nilcha. Later
she would move to Paris, and, after her rst divorce, she would leave
the great house in the care of her estranged husband, so, like Swannanoa
Palace, or Royal Orchard, in Virginia, it could provide a secret meeting
place for the luciferians who run the New World Order.
The development of Asheville as a summer getaway, not to
mention the Biltmore, was possible only because of the railroad, owned
by the Payseurs, who owned the estate now held by a company, as it
went from a sleepy mountain village to a modern town. The Paris of the
South was created, like the resort town of Bath, in England, to put
strangers together, through cybernetically arranged meetings, so they
would become friends as part of a social engineering program run by
degenerates. Thus, within ten years of the completion of Swannanoa
Tunnel, Asheville quintupled in population from fewer than three
thousand people to more than ten thousand, while the beautiful old
growth forest was hewn down to make houses.
As the trash worked to plug the programming center,
Asheville would be called New Age Mecca and the San Francisco of the
East, so it is no surprize that we nd the Phœnix Retreat, advertised, for
its feng shui, as follows:
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One of the Most Concentrated Power Points in the U.S.
Vortexes are points of high electromagnetic energy formed
at intersections in the earth’s grid system.

In addition,

Asheville is surrounded by National Forests rich with
exposed quartz crystal deposits, which amplify this
electromagnetic energy. Vortex energy has been tied to
spiritual practices and healing for thousands of years,
used to achieve inner tranquility and connection to a
higher power.
Here, in contradictory metaphors typical of the enemy, guests can
unplug and recharge, while they experience the effects of microwave
harassment.
The Phœnix is only one of many programming centers in
the area. By the western portal of Swannanoa Tunnel, at Ridgecrest, one
nds Camp Ridgecrest for Boys, Camp Ridgecrest for Girls, and the
Ridgecrest Conference Center.

Immediately north of Swannanoa and

Black Mountain lie Camp Merri-Mac for Girls and Camp Hollymont for
Girls, while nearby stands the Swannanoa Valley Youth Development
Center.

There, too, is the Black Mountain Neuro-Medical Treatment

Center, which purportedly addresses mid-stages of the dementia caused
by microwave harassment, the North Carolina State Veterans Home,
where those used and discarded by the military can spend their

nal

days, and the Fellowship Sanatorium, also known as Dunnwyche, one
of several sanatoria in the area, including Oteen, which housed fteen
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With Over 24 Active Vortexes, Asheville Is

hundred soldiers. There’s a YMCA, just like the one where I was abused
and programmed, along with the Playmate of the Year, Marilyn Lange,
and there are the Black Mountain Home for Children, formerly
Mountain Orphanage, and Camp Rockmount for Boys, on the former
site of Black Mountain College, where the

rst large-scale geodesic

dome was built by Buckminster Fuller.
The Phœnix is not the only place near Black Mountain to
employ satanic cartel signalling, since, like Virginia’s Swannanoa, which
employs the royal symbol of the swan, while it neighbors Royal
Orchard, we nd, upon approaching the Biltmore, not only Royal Gorge
but also Royal Pines, an area widely thought to be haunted—in addition
to Arden, named for the Forest of Arden, just as the Village of Arden,
near my home in Unionville, where everyone used to work for the
DuPonts, who live next door, provides a stage for the luciferian activity
exposed by Jay Parker.
But let’s return to Royal Orchard, three miles from my home,
at the Blue Ridge Terrace, and six miles from Swannanoa Palace, while
the Scotts who bought and built the place connect to the Payseurs, the
Rothschilds, and the English Royals.
Almost two hundred years ago, just as Satan tempted Eve
with the forbidden fruit, Andrew Stevenson, of Afton, Virginia, who
then served as the United States Ambassador to the Court of Saint
James, presented Queen Victoria with an apple from our mountain.
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His property took the name, Royal Orchard, as, the
following season, his wife, Sallie Coles Stevenson, sent a second giftbasket, grown, not at Royal Orchard, but at her family seat: Enniscorthy.
So the tennis group, to which Elizabeth Pinkerton Scott
belonged, as her husband owned Royal Orchard, would take the name
of the varietal given to the queen, with members calling themselves the
Albemarle Pippins, and their husbands the Winesaps, while, in
wintertime, they would plan local improvements, including for children,
over needlework, after, at the end of their season, the ladies would hold
a dinner at which a perpetual trophy, Most Sets Won, with a monetary
value of three dollars, was awarded to great acclaim.
The Albemarle Pippin, which became the most famous of
Virginia apples, originated around 1700 near the village of Newtown on
Long Island. After he fought at the Battle of the Brandywine, the largest
engagement in the Revolutionary War, on September 11, 1777, a few
miles from my home, Doctor Thomas Walker brought scions of the
varietal to his plantation: Castle Hill.
Doctor Walker studied at the College of William and Mary,
before he served as the physician to Thomas Jefferson’s father, whom he
seems to have poisoned.

People are often killed with toxins by the

Illuminati and their slaves, just as Edward VI was poisoned, so his sister,
Bloody Mary, could rise to the throne, burning the members of the
foundational Church of England, such as Thomas Cranmer, who
attended my college at Cambridge, as she drove my family from
580

County, Pennsylvania, three hundred years ago, buying a largish parcel,
in Penn’s Forest, from the satanist who gave it his name.

The scum

killed my grandfather, Karl Shelley, with poison on Ostara, to begin the
Season of Sacri ce, as they poisoned our beautiful English bulldog,
Rosie, on another of their holidays, October 27, immediately before
Samhain, at the end of the Season of Harvest. Likewise, the homosexual
fraudster and serial killer, Dr. John Bodkin Adams, murdered the tenth
Duke of Devonshire, Edward William Spencer Cavendish, a masonic
scumbag, who died suddenly of a heart attack at the age of fty- ve, so
his second son, a degenerate character whom I met in England, through
his pimp, Alan Bemrose, could inherit the title.

So it comes as no

surprize that Peter Jefferson died in the care of Doctor Walker, at the age
of forty-nine, so the physician, who brought the Albemarle Pippin to
Virginia, could become the guardian of Thomas Jefferson, who would
study at his alma mater, the College of William and Mary, under Dr.
William Small, a member of the Lunar Society, like Matthew Boulton,
who developed microwave harassment, with Benjamin Franklin, to be
used against King George.
It was only one of Doctor Walker’s crimes, who, from his
fteen-thousand-acre estate, at Castle Hill, when he wasn’t introducing
fox-hunting to the local gentry, in Albemarle County, tearing
unfortunate animals, limb from limb, with his hounds—or buying and
selling slaves, including free negros, as he cheated his neighbors—stole
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England to the Low Countries, and Switzerland, before we settled Bucks

land from the Indians, as he formed the Loyal Land Company, which
received a royal grant of eight hundred thousand acres in Kentucky,
which he explored, before he spawned, through an incestuous tangle,
his great-grandson, Merriwether Lewis, who, with William Clark,
explored the Louisiana Purchase, made by Thomas Jefferson.
At Doctor Walker’s family seat, Castle Hill, his wife presided
as châtelaine.

She came from the Taliaferro Family, whose name,

pronounced Tolliver, refers to a swordsman skilled in piercing his
opponent. The Taliaferros settled the Crown Colony of Virginia, in the
1600s, and they hail from Florence. Old Doc Walker’s wife, or possibly
his daughter, for the records are not clear, and the First Families of
Virginia are deeply incestuous, and satanic, served the revolutionary
cause when she entertained the war criminal, Sir Banastre Tarleton, Bt.,
known as Bloody Ban, or the Butcher, to give Jack Jouett time to ride
forty miles, from the Cuckoo Tavern to Monticello, to warn Governor
Thomas Jefferson, who sent his family to Enniscorthy, later famous for
its apples, and high-tailed it up Rock sh Gap, past my old house, to
Staunton, while Jouett, the Paul Revere of the South, continued his ride
to the Swan Tavern.
After Ban Tarleton stayed for breakfast, at Castle Hill, the
Albemarle Pippin spread to other plantations, including Thomas
Jefferson’s Monticello, George Washington’s Mount Vernon, and what
became Royal Orchard, on Afton Mountain, whose apples, grown by
Ambassador Stevenson, were so favored by the Queen that, for decades,
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they had a special dispensation to enter the British Isles, duty-free,
although grocers marked them up since they were royal.
Years passed until, in 1903, Frederic W. and Elisabeth
Strother Scott of Richmond purchased the 388-acre Royal Orchard for
$3,900.00.

Scott was born in Petersburg, and went to Princeton
University, before he founded the brokerage known as Scott and
Stringfellow. He was the rst Virginian to hold a seat on the New York
Stock Exchange, an organizer of the Atlantic Life Insurance Company,
and the Rector of the Board of Visitors, at the University of Virginia,
throughout the 1930s. He seems to have bought the position, since he
contributed three hundred thousand dollars the year he was appointed.
This money, given in the Great Depression, ensured the football stadium
would bear his name.
Major Scott was friends with Major Dooley, who built
Swannanoa, while he sat on the board of the Rothschilds’ railroad, the
Chesapeake and Ohio.

The two men lived in Richmond, one at

Maymont, which bears a swan signifying Mrs. Dooley’s bloodline
relationship to the Royal Family, and the other at Scott House, which
now forms a part of Virginia Commonwealth University. There, Dooley
served on the Board of the Medical College of Virginia, doubtless the site
of horri c experiments, and the implantation of unwitting subjects, with
the technology described in the appendices to this book, a place home to
both the Molecular Medicine Research and the Egyptian Buildings. Like
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his pal, Scott had good taste in houses, so his Beaux Arts mansion is
modelled after the Marble House in Newport, which pays homage to
the Petit Trianon in Versailles. The tycoon liked ‘em big, and he liked
‘em varied, so the 40,950-square-foot structure contains a variety of
rooms in different architectural styles. It made sense that, while Major
Dooley built a summer palace, Swannanoa, on Afton Mountain, Major
Scott built a summer castle, on our mountain, as he followed suit.
Major Dooley was as bad as it comes, and so was his pal,
Major Scott.

Both were well practiced in the techniques of the

Rothschilds in Wall Street, where Scott was the rst Virginian to hold a
seat on the New York Stock Exchange, and in the railroads, where
Dooley sat on the board of the Chesapeake and Ohio. The Mountain
Top Inn stood between their properties, and they wanted privacy; so,
after using it to house railroad workers, they burned it down on a
satanic holiday:

Mabon
Travellers had long used Rock sh Gap to pass through the
Blue Ridge.

A Monacan trail from Orapax, which lay to the east of

Richmond, became Three Chopt or Three Notch’d Road, marked with
triple trailblazes on the trees. Thomas Jefferson ed up the road, and he
watered his horse, at what some called the Rock sh Inn, which later
became the Mountain Top Inn, when the Walkers bought Jack Jouett
time to ride from the Cuckoo Tavern to Monticello, to warn the governor
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of Sir Banastre Tarleton’s approach.

At that time Mannassa Bergher

owned what became the inn, and, by 1782, locals had improved the road
so that carriages could use it.
Harry Lyon later acquired the building and opened
Mountain Top Inn.

James Flack, who developed downtown

Waynesboro in the late 1700s, was the second owner of Mountain Top
Inn, followed by Hugh Paul between 1800 and 1811. As the pioneers
moved west, Rock sh Gap was one of very few routes over the Blue
Ridge, and weary travellers were happy to

nd the squat stone

structure, two thousand feet above sea level, as, not counting Black’s
Tavern, it was the only wayside stop after Charlottesville.
On the rst of August 1818, or 1.8.1818, at Lughnasadh, or
Lammastide, sometimes called Mountain Sunday, on which the First
Fruits are offered in sacri ce, just as young people would be offered up
at the soon-to-be-founded University of Virginia, twenty-four gentlemen
formed the Rock sh Gap Commission to determine the location of the
proposed state university, as they observed a traditional satanic ritual,
climbing the hill, to meet at the Mountain Top Inn. Former presidents,
Thomas Jefferson and James Madison, President Monroe, and Chief
Justice John Marshall voted for Charlottesville, where Jefferson was
already building Central College.

Two of the Virginians voted for

Staunton, later the home of Mary Baldwin College, which Tallulah
Bankhead would attend, not to mention my daughter’s mother, and
three voted for Lexington, which already had Washington College and
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Virginia Military Institute, where my daughter would grow up. The rest
went along with the current and former presidents and the chief justice,
so Charlottesville carried the day.
Between 1820 and 1850, under the ownership of William M.
Leake, the name was changed to Mountain Top Inn, which later became
Mountain Top Hotel, and many improvements were made to the
original building.

Wings and rooms were extended, porches and

verandas were added, and small cottages were built. Mountain springs
were re-channelled to form a small lake, and hiking trails were created.
Families travelling from the east to the various springs of the far western
parts of Virginia and what is now West Virginia made sure to stop and
spend a few days resting and enjoying the cool mountain air before their
arduous trek across the Shenandoah Valley into the Alleghenies.
The construction of the railroad and the tunnel through the
mountain created another boom, in the 1850s, for the remote inn, as it
provided meals, recreation, and overnight accommodations for
dignitaries and newspaper men eager to witness the engineering feat, as
Claudius Crozet, who had served as an of cer for Napoleon, dug the
world’s second longest tunnel for the Rothschilds.

During tunnel

construction, visitors were carried to the inn over Rock sh Gap by a
temporary track laid roughly over what is now U.S. Route 250, or the
Rock sh Gap Turnpike, where my house sat.
General Lee stayed at the Inn on September 17, 1865, when
he disembarked at the Dublin Station just west of the Blue Ridge Tunnel,
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as he travelled to Lexington, in Rockbridge County, to become the
President of Washington College, earlier Liberty Hall, renamed for his
cousin, George Washington, and later renamed for him, as Washington
and Lee University—where I later went to law school, where my
daughter grew up in the surrounding town and valley, and where I
would often ght for her in family court.
The Mountain Top Inn became the Mountain Top Hotel,
under new management, as W.W. Mays and Doc Shelton took over from
William M. Leake.

Henry L. Massie, a relative of my friend John

Curran’s wife, Caroline, is listed as the proprietor in an advertisement
dated May 25, 1882, with rooms at $1.50 per day, $10.00 per week, and
between $30.00 and $35.00 per month.
All this came to an end in 1903, the year that Major Scott
bought Royal Orchard, when, on September 20, the Autumnal Equinox,
known to luciferians as Mabon, a re, attributed to a ue pipe, caused
twelve thousand dollars in damage, as it destroyed the Mountain Top
Hotel, leaving only the original stone walls standing, three miles from
the place where Major Scott would build his castle, and another three
miles from the spot his friend, Major Dooley, built Swannanoa Palace.
When you’re treated unfairly, they don’t call it being
railroaded for nothing!
The Scotts vacationed in a simple frame farmhouse at Royal
Orchard until 1911 when construction, taking six years, began on the
castle.

Richmond architect Henry E. Baskervill, whose
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rm also did

University of Virginia, designed the exterior. New York City architect
John Russell Pope detailed the interiors.

Pope later was given

commissions for the National Archives Building and the National
Gallery of Art in Washington, D.C.

As they took buying trips to

England, sailing across the Atlantic, the Scotts bought neighboring
properties, enlarging their lands to four thousand acres, as they added
twelve outbuildings, to make the satanic number of thirteen, along with
an extensive water system.
Royal Orchard is a for-real castle with its rough stone walls
crenellated with battlements, two towers, and an oak door that weighs
almost a ton. It contains armor from the Renaissance, an assemblage of
swords and antique

rearms, and walls adorned with murals, ancient

tapestries, and paintings of mediæval hunting scenes.

Gargoyles

overlook the interior, which contains a grand staircase, while a huge
replace in the dining room has stone benches built on its sides, so
guests can sit inside the thing. The Big House stands two stories, with
over

fteen bedrooms, each with a different name that re ects the

room’s view or decor, additional servants’ quarters, a kitchen, dining
room, living room, and a great hall.
A mountain spring feeds a stone swimming pool, so a
tradition is to wake up in the morning, to the sound of a bell, and
plunge into the icy water, 65° to 75°, while the tennis courts almost make
things look normal.
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additions to the Virginia State Capitol and several buildings at the

Given its location in the forest, and its connection to the
Royal Family, I would bet money that Royal Orchard is used for human
hunting parties like those at Château des Amerois—otherwise known as
the Mothers of Darkness Castle—to which George Bush referred when
he spoke of One Thousand Points of Light. In Europe, the Satanic Ninth
Circle sponsors the hunting of naked children by royals.

Here, in

America, Cathy O’Brien tells how Dick Cheney, Chief of Staff to
President Ford, Secretary of Defense to George H.W. Bush, Vice
President to George W. Bush, and member of the Council on Foreign
Relations, hunted and raped her near Greybull, Wyoming. Mrs. O’Brien
also describes how her daughter, Kelly, and she were hunted, tortured,
and raped behind the fence of the Swiss Villa Amphitheatre in Lampe,
Missouri, a near-death trauma center.

In Shasta, California, Cathy

O’Brien was hunted by the traitor Dick Cheney, who raped her with a
dog, and by George Bush, who forcibly sodomized her daughter, Kelly,
when she was a toddler. Antonin Scalia, a member of the Order of St.
Hubertus, and a Justice of the Supreme Court of the United States, was
murdered, on Lupercalia, in connection with these activities.
With amnesic walls, the mind shuts out horrible memories.
It’s hard enough for victims to accept what happened, and others don’t
believe us because they

nd our stories bizarre.

Thus dissociation

affects us all.
The trash signal our abuse, not only through stories like
“The Most Dangerous Game,” Hollywood movies like The Naked Prey,
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and pornographic videos where border agents hunt and rape Mexicans,
but also through the Park itself. In the old days, in England, parks were
reserved for the Norman kings to hunt, as they established brutal forest
laws under which a person would be blinded if caught carrying nonblunted arrows. Only the king and his friends could hunt deer—and
that in parks and royal forests. The forests always remained with the
king, but the parks gradually became more common. The Domesday
Book records thirty-six parks, and, over time, the privilege to maintain a
park was extended to nobles and clergy. The child-molester, James I,
who gave us our bible, loved to hunt, as he drunkenly debauched boys.
In fact, hunting is slang for the rape of boys, just as shing is slang for
the rape of girls.

Given this background, it seems suspicious that

Shenandoah National Park has, at its southern entrance, Royal Orchard,
and at its northern entrance, Front Royal, while, south of the Palace, and
the Castle, on the mountain where I lived, we nd George Washington
National Forest.
Did I mention that, just as the Rothschilds’ railroad went
through the mountains at Royal Orchard, the next place it went through,
to the north, was Front Royal?
As my daughter, Lily Montgomery, now lives in Crozet, just
down the slope from the Palace, the Castle, the Forest, and the Park, the
scum, from the alphabet agencies, taunt me with her rape, and threaten
her with hunting, as they employ the technology described in the
appendices to this book.
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At Royal Orchard, the presence of a bear pit in front of the
Big House bodes ill.

People hunt black bear with hounds in the

mountains of Virginia, a practice of which I do not approve, although
the bear will often hold its own, slapping, and killing, the dogs set
against it. The pit would indicate baiting, and survivors of abuse, by the
Illuminati, have told stories of being kept in pits—something to which
Joy Booth, a descendant of Lincoln’s assassin, with whom they tried to
breed me, alluded, on the Day of the Dead.
Still, they don’t call it the Most Dangerous Game for nothing:
The hunted can easily turn on the hunters.
Likewise, the hunters, who have no loyalty, and live by
treason and betrayal, while they cower, and act impulsively, will often
turn on each other. I have heard one uncon rmed story of the death of a
member of the Clan Scott, who own Royal Orchard, attributed to
suicide, when he was found asphyxiated with a plastic bag on his head.
There are many suspicious deaths that fall on solar, quarter, and marker
days.

My friend, Andrea Davison, a former operative for British

Intelligence, who lives in exile, in the Argentine, has told me that
satanists have a thing about being killed by other satanists, just as
Declan Howard, the cousin of Ian Fleming, who grew up in a luciferian
family, where he was forced to participate in ritual murder, at least once
at a castle, and, another time, in the catacombs below the Vatican, has
told me of soul contracts. It is a simple matter to use hive mind, and
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other methods, to irritate the enemy—bringing lawsuits, writing books,
and setting up websites—so they panic and murder their own.
At Royal Orchard, another ritual aspect of the site goes to the
huge pyramids of stone to the right of the castle. A woman who lived
nearby, on Calf Mountain Road, rode horses on the trails off Flat Rock
Road,

rst onto the back pasture of the castle, before she realized to

whom it belonged, and then, only on the western side of Skyline Drive,
with the owners’ permission, so long as she did not cross toward the
complex. As a girl, she once mistakenly went up Royal Orchard Drive,
wet from swimming in a local lake, presumably Sherando or Monacan,
only to be turned around in what she described as a frightening
experience. Later, when her rst husband put a copper roof on a small
addition, this lady visited the estate while it had Julian Hodge as a
caretaker. As she toured the grounds, Mister Hodge told her that the
workers clearing stones would form groups to see who could build the
tallest pyramids, and the owners left them there. This is not something
normal people do.
A gate, sometimes left open when family members visit, bars
entrance to Royal Orchard, and there is de nitely a security presence.
One source wandered onto the property from the Appalachian Trail to
be met by a man with a large-bore ri e. This was a friendly reception
next to the one another couple got, when they encountered armed
guards dressed in black jumpsuits and sunglasses.

Security cameras

look down from the trees. One family that approached only the gate,
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thug wearing a coat and tie, who stood next to their son, at the Rock sh
Gap Country Store, at the foot of Afton Mountain, threatening their boy
with his very presence.
The scum want you to be scared of them—when they’re not
trying to impress you—two things they will never get from me.
The Scotts have further satanic implications since their
family, which landed at Brooklyn, comes from Ballyshannon, the
luciferian village where Viscount Castlereagh saw the Radiant Boy. One
of the oldest towns in Ireland, it is the site of a neolithic tomb where the
fth-century warrior, Seannach, was later slain. It also has the grave of
Áed Rúad, who, with his cousins, Díthorba and Cimbáeth, ruled as
one of the High Kings of Ireland, until he drowned in a waterfall. Ritual
activity goes back ve thousand years to the Neolithic Period, and there
are fulachta

adh, or burnt mounds, dating four thousand years

back to the Bronze Age.

The graveyard, with the paupers’ burial

ground, where they disposed of the bodies no one cared about, was
called Sidh Aedh Ruaidh or the Fairy Mound of Red Hugh.
The Scotts meant to name their other farm, formerly Oak
Grove, near North Garden, after the pagan ritual site of Ballyshannon,
but the name was taken by someone else in the area, so they went for
Bundoran, or Bun Dobhráin, a nearby village, home to the Fairy
Bridges and the Wishing Chair, where forty years ago, a re broke out at
midnight on the suspicious date of 8.8.80, which killed ve adults and
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and turned around at the sign, was followed down the mountain by a

Lamont, was never found in the rubble. It is hard for me to believe that
she was not kidnapped by the child-molesting cabal. The families of
victims called for a public enquiry, as with the Stardust Fire, which hit
on the satanic holiday of Lupercalia, and the matter was debated in the
principal chamber of the Irish Legislature, several months later, but none
was held—which plainly indicates a cover-up.
After the satanic site, Fred W. Scott, the son of the castle’s
founder, and his wife, Elizabeth, who made chicken salad for the Queen
of England, named their farm of more than two thousand acres: Upper
Bundoran.

The manor, a faux-Georgian, built in 1952, has seven

bedrooms. In addition to its airstrip, for important visitors, the house
has foot-thick concrete oors and walls, steel girders, and steel lath in its
plaster nishing—to protect against a nuclear attack.
While Fred raised cattle, Elizabeth planted, shaped, and
maintained an arboretum of beautiful specimen trees, which include
sugar maples, cork elms, chestnut oaks, and American sycamores. She
doesn’t look like she was in on it; and, who knows, maybe her husband
wasn’t either.
Mary Buford Hitz, the niece of Fred and Elizabeth, does not
seem to be in on it either, as she wrote books like For Love of the Land,
about the Wintergreen Resort, where my daughter and I often skied,
immediately south of Swannanoa Palace, and Never Ask Permission,
about her upbringing and her childhood vacations to Royal Orchard.
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ve children, while the body of an eighteen-month-old toddler, Nicola

Like Donna Edmondson, the spokesmodel for the Magazine
for Men, who makes it all sound so innocent, Squeak has no idea what’s
going on, as she paints an idyllic picture of summers on the mountain,
but she occasionally lets interesting facts slip, as she describes the funny
man who lived at Swannanoa Palace, Walter Russell, with his wife, Lao,
who both seemed a little dippy, while he never had any students in what
they aspired to make the University of the World.
The kids would ride ponies from Royal Orchard, across the
Rock sh Gap Turnpike, to the Howard Johnson’s, where they would
buy coke oats, or ice cream cones, before they went to the palace, to
give a squished container of raspberries from their garden, as an excuse
for their visit. Doctor Russell would play the organ, above the stairs,
losing himself in the music, with tempo and volume steadily rising,
feeling his genius, until he completely forgot the children were there,
until they would sneak off, tiptoeing away, out of the house. Then they
would untie their steeds, watered and rested, so they could head back,
on the three-hour ride, along the Appalachian Trail, to their summer
home at Royal Orchard.
There are certainly innocent Scotts, who provide varying
degrees of cover for others, but there’s something going on with these
people.
The writer’s father, Jack Bocock, served not only as regional
general counsel to the Southern Railway, owned by the Payseurs, which
blasted Swannanoa Tunnel, into the mountains, near the Biltmore, but as
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the executive of cer of the School of Special Services. This would later
provide an alternative communication center, in case an atomic attack
destroyed the national capital, while it sat in Lexington, Virginia, where
my daughter grew up and I went to law school. He belonged to the
Seven Society, at the University of Virginia, which is af liated with Skull
and Bones, and he sometimes dined with John Foster Dulles, the
Secretary of State, and brother to Allen Welsh Dulles, the Director of the
Central Intelligence Agency, who were both controlled by the
Rockefellers.
The company that owns the satanic castle, The Royal
Orchard Land Corporation, which has forty thousand shares of
authorized stock, supposedly held by more than one hundred and fty
descendants of the founder, was incorporated, in 1961, on a satanic
holiday, the Summer Solstice, for which the enemy has its own name:

Litha
The birth and destruction of people, or things, on magic
days, holds importance for luciferians.
The scum will often seek to arrange people’s birthdays on
certain days on which they believe they can call forth spiritual entities.
They may induce labor with drugs, for non-medical reasons, or they
may use the cybernetics described in the appendices to this book to
stimulate a mother’s hormonal glands, or they may go for cæsarean
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section. For this reason, you will see bad guys like Victor Rothschild
born on days like Samhain, just as you will see good guys like me born
on days like Michaelmas. And they will set up institutions on similar
days, just as Adam Weishaupt formed the Bavarian Illuminati on May
Day, the University of Virginia was commissioned on Mountain Sunday,
or the Constitution was rati ed on the Summer Solstice—the same day
they set up the Royal Orchard Land Corporation.

These are not

coincidences.
The trash also believe that if they spill blood on magic days,
the energy released will feed their gods, and that they can drink this
energy, just as they drink adrenochrome.

They think the people or

animals they kill in their sick luciferian rites will serve them in the
afterworld, and they enter into luciferian soul contracts, whereby they
are killed by their own on magic days.
That’s why you see subhuman degenerates like Victor
Rothschild dying on the Vernal Equinox, or Ostara, which is the same
day that David Rockefeller died when he was 101 years old; and it also
explains the killing of people on days like September Eleventh, on which
the Siege of Barcelona ended, the Battle of the Brandywine occurred, or
the World Trade Center fell.
There’s a reason why they no longer teach us dates in school:
they don’t want people to see this stuff.
The luciferian calendar is based on solar events.

The

Summer and Winter Solstice, like the Vernal and Autumnal Equinox, are
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rst days of each season.

But keep in mind that

marker days and satanic holidays will often wobble a day or two
because of uctuations in the solar calendar: any given solstice may fall
on the 20th, the 21st, the 22nd, or even the 23rd.
That’s why we have leap years to adjust for variations.
The satanists pervert Christianity, so they have forty-day
seasons, just like Lent, with quarter days following solar events. Lent
runs forty days backward from the moveable feast of Easter, the
Sunday after the

rst

rst Full Moon after the Vernal Equinox, to what is

known as Carnival, Mardi Gras, or Fastnacht. Likewise, the Season of
Sacri ce runs forty days from the First Day of Spring to what is known
as May Day, Beltane, or Walpurgisnacht. And the Season of Harvest
runs forty days from the First Day of Autumn to what is known as
Halloween, Samhain, or the Day of the Dead. Basically, you have the
rst day of each season, and you have two Days of the Dead.
It’s like Summerween on Gravity Falls!
Dates that have the same number for their month and day
also factor.
The pagan holiday of New Year’s is an obvious example. On
New Year’s Eve, in Cologne, over two thousand “asylum seekers” from
North Africa sexually assaulted more than one thousand women. On
this day on 2020 the Coronavirus Outbreak was announced to be
followed by President Trump’s declaration of a State of Emergency on
Friday the Thirteenth while governors invoked powers set forth in the
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important, as the

Model State Emergency Health Powers Act, which went into its

nal

version on the Longest Night. Among other examples, as described in
the

fth book of this series, my family is associated with the textile

baron, Isaac Eberly, of Stone Manor, an Oddfellow, who married the
sister of my great-grandfather, Theodore Krämer, a Master Mason,
Shriner, and Jester, who was born so close to the stroke of midnight, that
sometimes he gave his birthday as New Year’s Eve and sometimes as
New Year’s Day.
Candlemas, or Imbolc, also known as Groundhog Day, the
second day of the second month, which is also the quarter day following
the Winter Solstice, holds special signi cance since it is the thirty-third
day of the year, and the freemasons use 33 as a magic number associated
with the cruci xion of Jesus, since they say he was this old when they
sacri ced him, and they use this number for the highest degree in their
order: master mason.
On Groundhog Day, we

nd events like the destruction of

the British Embassy in Dublin in response to the shooting of thirteen,
another satanic number, in Londonderry, or the publication of Ulysses, a
dirty book that seeks to normalize voice-to-skull, written by a man
educated by the Jesuits, in 1922, or the dissolution of the Reichstag, in
response to a false ag attack, by Adolf Hitler, two days after he became
chancellor, in 1933.
The list goes on, with events like the Chicago Fire falling on
the tenth day of the tenth month, and the end of World War One, or the
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the eleventh month, while Cinco de Mayo, falling on the fth day of the
fth month, holds special signi cance.
Like an old woman playing lucky numbers, on lucky days,
the Illuminati are just that crazy!
Watch out for time-zone differences.

George Bush’s soul

contract ran out on World AIDS Day, the death day of his wife’s father,
Aleister Crowley, in England, although it was still the day before in
America.

Likewise, you’ll see Osama bin Laden’s death recorded as

May 2, but it was still May Day in the United States. Plus, sometimes
plans go awry, or the enemy miscalculates a number, so you’ll see little
hiccups.
May Day is a big one.

That’s the time scum like George

Bush, Dick Cheney, and Kris Kristofferson hunt and rape women and
children. Only a few hours before she reported the death of Osama bin
Laden, on May Day, the heroic reporter, Lara Logan, broke her silence
regarding her gang-rape in Tahrir Square, arranged by MOSSAD, on
Lupercalia.

For more than one hundred years, the President of the

United States was inaugurated on April 30 with the inaugural balls
running into Walpurgisnacht, and May Day was huge in the Soviet
Union.
The Rothschilds supported the Reds, who promoted central
banking, one of the Ten Planks of the Communist Manifesto, just as they
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Rhodesian Declaration of Independence, falling on the eleventh day of

continue to support international communism–although they no longer
call it by that name.
No wonder Jack Bocock, who married one of the Five Little
Scotts, whose family owned the castle, represented the mining interests
of Averell Harriman in Soviet Georgia, as he travelled for long periods
within Communist Russia.
Cyrus Eaton, a multi-millionaire who served as chairman of
the board at the Chesapeake and Ohio, sometimes called the C&O, now
CSX, the Rothschilds’ railroad, just like Major Dooley, of Swannanoa
Palace, is another example.

Eaton won the Lenin Peace Prize, as he

criticized the policy of the United States in the Cold War. To support the
Russell-Einstein Manifesto, he organized a meeting between American
and Russian nuclear physicists, the Pugwash Conference on Science and
World Affairs, to promote world peace. The capitalist who wanted to
befriend the communists grew up with his uncle, the Reverend Doctor
Charles Eaton, whose baptist church on Euclid Avenue, just happened to
be where John Rockefeller worshipped—when he wasn’t plotting the
sterilization of millions or throwing dimes in the creek—and his home
also just happened to adjoin John Rockefeller’s summer place, Forest
Hills, outside Cleveland, Ohio, which lies only thirty- ve miles away
from Akron, where Eaton held the controlling interest in Goodyear. He
hosted a lunch for Nikita Khrushchev at the Waldorf-Astoria, he
travelled to Hanoi during the War in Việt Nam, and he visited Fidel
Castro in Cuba. After the death of his rst wife, he married a classmate
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of his youngest daughter, who taught herself Russian so she could help
her sugardaddy talk to the Commies.

Meanwhile, his son set up a

company, AMTORG, with the Rockefellers, to transfer technological
secrets to the Soviet Union.
AMTORG was the

rst communist trade representation in

the United States, as it grew from the merger of Armand Hammer’s
Allied American Corporation, or ALAMERICO, with Products Exchange
Corporation, or PRODEXCO. The People’s Commissariat for Foreign
Trade controlled the company, which, prior to the establishment of
diplomatic relations between the United States and the Soviet Union,
served not only as the single purchaser for Red Russia but as an
unof cial trade delegation and foreign embassy. AMTORG negotiated
contracts with companies held by the Payseurs during the First Five
Year Plan, while it became a center for communist propaganda and
industrial espionage, serving as a front for Soviet Intelligence, funded by
the Rockefellers, who leased space to British Intelligence, as they helped
set up the Central Intelligence Agency.
Meanwhile, Nikola Tesla entered into at least one agreement
with this company, as the Americans, the British, and the Russians
shared the technology used for microwave harassment, as described in
the appendices to this book.
Don’t fall for the false choices of Coke versus Pepsi,
McDonald’s versus Burger King, Democrats versus Republicans, Nazis
versus Soviets, Zionists versus Wahabbists, or Capitalists versus
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Kerry, a member of Skull and Bones, and Republican George Bush, a
member of Skull and Bones. We’re dealing with hedge-fund managers,
and their masters, who play both sides against the middle. It’s always
“Heads I win; tails you lose” with these guys.
Still, they don’t need a special date to destroy something,
and some dates are obscure; but they do love false ag attacks through
which they evoke the fear-then-relief response to drive us to solutions
we would never otherwise accept.
Railroads love to burn people out, so it comes as no surprize
to see the same tactics used in California. The New World Order wants
to clear a path for a high-speed rail system, in which Senator Dianne
Feinstein holds an interest, while people in her state are herded into
camps run by FEMA. That project is a small part of China’s larger plan
to create a world-wide train, providing sustainable transportation,
while they watch every move of each passenger, and ship contraband
across national borders, which will cost almost $250,000,000,000,000.00.
California res happen in the area for which part of China’s
high-speed railway is planned. That’s why the

res destroy people’s

houses, and they leave adjacent golf courses green. They’re not forest
res at all.

Cars have been hit, and their aluminum wheels melted,

while the road underneath them remains solid, and plants right next to
them stay green. Aluminum melting point begins at 1220° Fahrenheit,
asphalt softens at around 150° Fahrenheit, and the cement in it liqui es
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Communists. Think of the presidential election between Democrat John

around 250° Fahrenheit. So there’s no way for this to happen from a
wild re, but it could occur only if someone blasted the car’s wheels
from above.

The

res are high-tech arson, and they are started by

directed energy weapons.
Likewise, just as the scum burned out the Mountain Top Inn,
which sat a mile above my house, directly between the Castle at Royal
Orchard and the Palace at Swannanoa, which lay between the Park and
the Forest, on the magic day of Mabon, otherwise known as the
Autumnal Equinox, they seem to have burned Afton House.
James Robert Goodloe built the place in 1869 and operated it
until 1925. It had four stories, with forty bedrooms, two dining rooms, a
ballroom, tennis courts, riding stables, and a bowling alley. A spring-fed
pond supplied ice for the summer.

In 1953, Edward S. Stratton, the

owner of Augusta Cleaners, in Waynesboro, bought the hotel, but it
burned ten years later, to be rebuilt on a smaller scale.
Not every

re is enemy action, but Afton crawls with

criminals.
On the spot where they burned the Mountain Top Inn, the
Dulaneys, who leased the Palace to the University of Science and
Philosophy, would build a Howard Johnson’s, in 1948, the Blue Ridge
Motel in 1960, the Skyline Parkway Motor Court in 1962, and the
Holiday Inn, with its restaurant, the Aberdeen Barn, in 1968, which was
supposed to have served a pretty good steak.
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There they could house visitors to the new age university
without them staying at the Palace, where they might learn its secrets.
After the fty-year lease expired on the Palace, in 1998, the
year I left the mountain, the Dulaneys let the motels go to hell, and they
soon shut them down. One would become the Inn at Afton, since it no
longer met the standards of Holiday Inn, which terminated its franchise,
while the Howard Johnson’s closed in 1998.
Then, Jewish lightning struck.
Two volunteer

re ghters, who pled guilty, torched the

of ce of the ski slope that the Dulaney Family, acting through Skyline
Swannanoa, had installed to harass Virginia Edwards, while, shortly
thereafter, the authorities charged three teens with setting another blaze.
The Virginia State Fire Marshal visited the Inn on July 25,
2011, when he listed eight safety violations, including a non-working re
alarm system, which Phil Dulaney

xed after six further inspections

almost a year later on May 15, 2012. Nelson County took Phil Dulaney
to court for

re-code and building violations, but a crooked judge

dismissed the case.

Hikers, including veterans, who came off the

Appalachian Trail, to hitch into Waynesboro, found the spot so much a
war zone that they called it Baghdad on Afton.
Today, the descendants of the Royal Family, and the
representatives of the Rothschilds, who burned an honest inn, to build a
cheap motel, have left a blighted landscape of derelict buildings,
covered with graf ti, as trees grow through holes in the roof.
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The place is owned by James F. Dulaney Jr., known as Phil,
whose grandfather, Alvin Tandy Dulaney, founded Charlottesville Oil,
in 1929, before he drowned, mysteriously, in a pond at Swannanoa
Palace, so Phil’s father, James F. Dulaney, known as Jim, assumed control
of Charlottesville Oil, which became the largest independent Gulf Oil
distributor in the world, while he also served as president of Cavalier
Tire, Charlottesville Tire, and Charlottesville Realty Corporation, and he
sat on the boards of Virginia National Bank and Peoples National Bank.
Phil Dulaney owns Swannanoa Palace, and he controls
properties in Albemarle, Augusta, and Nelson Counties—plus the City
of Charlottesville—assessed at more than thirty million dollars—while
the treasurer’s of ce stated, six years ago, that the Dulaneys’ other
company, Skyline Swannanoa, which hounded Virginia Edwards, owed
$140,109.41

in unpaid property taxes.
Meanwhile, Charlottesville Oil’s tanks of gas leak into the

environment so that the Department of Environmental Quality has cited
Dulaney’s company two hundred and six times as the government
forced him to clean up leaking tanks at eight locations.
Even worse violations occurred in Waynesboro, the town on
the other side of the ridge that these people run.

Who knows what

General Electric did, but, through the 1930s and the 1940s, DuPont
leaked mercury into the South River, as it used quicksilver to make
rayon.

The chemical stayed in the water for more than

fty years,

spreading downstream over one hundred miles of river, and oodplain,
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to contaminate not only the South River but also the South Fork
Shenandoah River Watershed.
Still, as I lived on the mountain, I would drive to
Waynesboro for groceries, at the Kroger, or Food Lion, or to rent a
videocassette, where I would see people shing off the bridge.
Back then, it looked neat—a real American experience.
DuPont has subsequently agreed to a settlement, under
which it should pay forty-two million dollars for natural resource
restoration projects, including

shing improvements and land

protection. The company must also restore a sh hatchery, at a cost of
more than seven million dollars, while it reimburses the government for
assessment expenses.

This is the largest environmental damage

settlement in the history of Virginia and the eighth largest in the United
States.
The town is messed up, and there’s not much to it, although
it seems to contain secrets, while Solutions Place serves as a designated
foreign trade zone facility, and Waynesboro, with its population of
twenty-two thousand, is the sister city of Wanzhou, China, which has
more than one and a half million people.
While I lived at the Blue Ridge Terrace, three miles below the
Palace, over the ridge from Waynesboro, I remember my blue-haired
landlady, Ann Gaynor, telling a story about a near invasion, by the
Yellow Peril, when, only one year after the Communists murdered
thousands at Tiananmen Square, a gang of Chinamen showed up in
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Waynesboro, armed with cameras, as they took photos of everything in
sight.
Strange doings reach back to the days of Basic City, which
merged into Waynesboro, while it provided an important junction for
the railroad lines owned by the Payseurs through Norfolk and Western,
which merged into Southern Railway immediately after its ninety-nineyear lease ran out, and those owned by the Rothschilds through
Chesapeake and Ohio, while each company dug a tunnel, called
Swannanoa, connected to a deep underground military base, more than
three hundred miles apart, but along the same range of mountains.
Meanwhile, just across the Shenandoah Valley, in Staunton,
stood the Western State Hospital, formerly the Western State Lunatic
Asylum, or the DeJarnette Hospital, which closed less than twenty years
ago, the Middle River Regional Jail, and the Shenandoah Valley Juvenile
Center—not to mention what is now the Augusta Medical Center, which
replaced a hospital run by the King’s Daughters, a mysterious group,
sponsored by King Louis XIV, from which Hillary Clinton, Angelina
Jolie, and Madonna descend.
And in Waynesboro, named for Mad Anthony Wayne, born
in Chester County, Pennsylvania, where I live, stands Fishburne Military
School, where, only three years ago, two fourteen-year-old boys were
sexually assaulted in a controlled environment.
Joseph Byron Yount III, whose grandmother was born in
Basic City, was not only mayor of Waynesboro, its city attorney, and its
608

city planner, but he was deeply af liated with the military academy,
which he attended as a boy, while he served as chairman and president
of the Fishburne-Hudgins Educational Foundation.
His grandfather, J.B. Yount, sold one thousand acres to Major
Dooley, so he could build Swannanoa Palace, before the Dulaney Family
bought the secret meeting ground, which they rented to Walter and Lao
Russell, as the fellow served rst as director and then as chairman of the
University of Science and Philosophy, writing a book that makes no
reference to the kidnapping, imprisonment, and torture of Lao, which
Virginia Davis Edwards witnessed, as he took the organization
worldwide.
As his name would indicate, Joseph Byron Yount III seems
related to the incestuous satanic cripple, Lord Byron, so he served as
president of the Byron Society of America, while he shows up not
merely at the Palace but also at the Castle, sharing the same nose as J.
Randolph Hutcheson, who served as president of the Royal Orchard
Land Corporation.
This man was linked not only to the Brethren, who connect
to the conspiracy, but to the criminal freemasons, for he held the posts of
trustee and master of Lee Lodge No. 209, A.F. & A.M.—not to mention
the spy world, since he served as a counterintelligence of cer in the
army.
J.B. Yount belonged to the Red Land Club, which took the
place of the Swan Tavern, in Charlottesville, while he took his college
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and law degrees from the University of Virginia, where he belonged to
Pi Kappa Phi, a fraternity whose members have faced charges for
battery and rape, while the Scotts maintained an af liation with the
Seven Society, and Phil Dulaney earned a degree from the McIntire
School of Commerce.
Sometimes they get caught, and sometimes they don’t, so the
degenerate Ted Kennedy was thrown out of the School of Law, at the
University of Virginia, for cheating, before he became a United States
Senator, the Scotts rescued one of their boys from a scandal, and who
knows what else went on, while, happily oblivious, I taught and
obtained my doctorate from the same institution.
I guess none of them had heard of the Honor Code, about
which the insufferable children at the so-called University—as though
there were only one—continually prate—or maybe they did, since the
system arose when a masked student, part of a drunken marauding
gang, killed a professor, whom he refused to address by his proper title,
before his cowardly friends ratted him out.
That’s the honor of a Virginia gentleman.
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BOOK TWELVE: THE KNOCK AT THE DOOR
In May of 1998, it came time for me to receive my doctorate
from the University of Virginia. This would have taken far longer had
Professor Fowler remained on the faculty, but the enemy had driven him
off, so they helped me.

Professor Braden greased the wheels for my

graduation, since he knew I had done plenty for his predecessor.
My parents, who had fêted me at Prospect Hill, where we
stayed for my twenty-eighth birthday, when I began to practice kung fu,
came down for my graduation, which I would not otherwise have
attended, but, for their sake, I went to the Lawn, wearing electric green
go-to-hell trousers, a light blue oxford, a tiny bow-tie, and my famous
Burberry jacket, which I had worn at the garden party held by the
Beaufort Club, in the Master’s Garden, of my girlfriend’s college at
Cambridge.

In the toilet of the coffee shop, I rolled joints, which I

smoked, walking the streets, before I took my spot next to Anne
McIlhaney, who had earlier been struck by lightning. High as a kite, I
listened to the incantations from the stage, which Anne compared to
magic, before Professor Braden gave me the scroll I soon mislaid. From
there, my parents drove us to the Inn at Little Washington, where we
feasted on snails, frog legs, and lobster, before they returned me to the
Rat Shack, with its amazing view, so I could spend the following three
days, alone, packing the yellow moving truck, before I drove the Ryder
north, smoking joints all the while, with a copy of Playboy’s Book of
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Lingerie on the seat next to me, to occupy my attention at traf c lights,

stopping only at the Pig and Steak, in Madison County, for either a plate
of barbecue or ribs, I can’t remember which, with the usual coleslaw and
unsweetened iced tea,

avored with lemons, before I continued my

journey.
On the way down, we had stopped at Blue Ridge Seafood,
near the giant sign for guns, which now didn’t bother me at all—
although it would be another six months until I bought a rearm. There,
my daughter and I would buy reworks many years later, as we dined
al fresco on alligator tails.

The meal was the same back then, near

Fauquier County, as I enjoyed a pitcher of beer since my father was
driving. But, on the way back up, I had some sense of responsibility, so I
limited myself to soft drinks, while I drove along the Lee Highway.
I had received no offers for teaching work, despite
graduating from the best program in the country, except for one from
Westark Community College, which later became West Arkansas State.
They had called me, unannounced on the telephone, when I was stoned
on cheap marijuana, smoked in the antler pipe I had bought when I
visited Mike and Tami in Boone, but I did ne in the initial interview,
although I could not remember the name of the nice lady to whom I
spoke. She set up a conference call with the other faculty, who felt I
would

t in given my home in the Blue Ridge not to mention my

address: 10065 Rock sh Gap Turnpike. But I had decided not to pursue
an academic career, since I planned to return to the upper-class
bohemian scene in Chester County, where I would sell real estate,
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expanding my personal development by pushing myself into
extroversion, working my own hours, and making money on
commission. So I told the amiable people from the Toothpick State that I
was out, and they totally got it.
Another offer would come the day before I left the Blue
Ridge Terrace, since the phone would ring, and Hampden-Sydney, just
to the south, would offer me a year’s employment, which would have
allowed me to stay in my digs, with my view of forty miles, over the
world’s oldest mountains, but I was through with teaching, and I was
also through with playing poor, living in a shack infested with rats,
which required the burning of a smudge stick every afternoon to
overcome, only partly, the mousy smell. So I turned down the beautiful
drive that would have taken me two or three times a week, past
Yogaville, to the two-hundred-year-old men’s college that had been
praised so highly in The Preppy Handbook.
I had been spending at least one weekend per month in
Chester County, where I visited Chadd’s Peak, painting tribal designs on
bare-breasted hippy chicks, gazing at the glowing coals of the re pit,
and buying weed—not to mention making sure I put something back
into the place, as I cheerfully split wood with a maul, once breaking the
handle, but instantly replacing it, and bringing by six-packs of cheap
beer bought from redneck dives, while, at winter holidays I would bring
bottles of Cragganmore, once I discovered Speyside whisky.
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At Thanksgiving, my friend, Gordon Rowe, had donned his
family kilt, which his ancestor had worn in the Boer War, and the Battle
of Omdurman, where the Gordon First Highlanders had avenged the
false ag attack against Chinese Gordon, who listened to voices in his
head, and fought with suicidal bravery, downing laudanum and chainsmoking, before the Moslem trash, put up to it by the British, and led by
the Mahdi, gang-raped his body with sticks, just as the freemasons
arranged similar attacks on American Consul Christopher Stevens, in
Benghazi, Libya, on September Eleventh, and the heroic South African
reporter, Lara Logan, in Tahrir Square, Egypt, on Lupercalia.
Then, the kilt was simply cool, part of Gordie’s family
history, passed down by his father, Gordon, who served as a lieutenant
colonel in the United States Air Force,

ying unmarked planes in the

Secret War in Laos, where he met Gordon’s mother, Bee, who served as
an of cer in the Central Intelligence Agency, matters that seemed only to
concern other people’s countries.
Gordon and I wrestled, as the enemy tried to interest us in
homosexuality, but I’ve never swung that way, so it was only a friendly
chance to practice my kung fu.
On Thanksgiving, we would follow Cheshire Hounds, as
they chased the fox, across the country west of Unionville, but the night
before was to reconnect with old friends coming home for the holiday.
The Chadds Ford Tavern was packed with wall-to-wall people, and our
friend, Shawn Garris, continued to razz Gordon about his sissy skirt,
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which my friend defended by pointing out that his grandfather had
killed niggers in that kilt. But then, Gordie decided to change tack, in a
total jiu jitsu move, as he pretended to respect Garris’s complaint.
“You don’t like the kilt, Shawn?”
“No, I do not, you weirdo.”
“You don’t want me to wear it, do you?”
“No, I do not, you weirdo.”
“All right, I’ll oblige you then,” Gordon quipped, as he
undid its fastening to show what a true Scotsman wears under his kilt:
nothing at all.
Standing naked in the crowded tavern, with the kilt slung
over his shoulder, my friend, then, leisurely, proceeded to stroll more
than ten yards toward the door, stopping, as he went, to bid particular
people a good night and to wish them joy of the evening.
We were all misbehaving, as I would drive hell for leather to
the Springdell Deli, deep in the hunt country, a dive set up to serve the
cowboys who worked the northernmost outpost of the King Ranch, in
West Marlborough, where one had served as the model for the Marlboro
Man, and where I would drink cheap beer, smoking ganja in the elds or
the parking lot, at a roughneck bar where farmhands, steeplechase
jockeys, and owners hung out, as we all used the backdoor, sometimes
playing blackjack for money, or jamming as I brought my banjo, or
giving White Power salutes when a local contingent from the Oxford Ku
Klux Klan, or was it Rising Sun, the farthest north the Grand Ole Opry
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ever played, showed up, led by Dirty Kurty, a good fellow who worked
as a tree surgeon when he wasn’t making jokes about having sex with
three-hundred-pound women.
Just as it became normal for me, in Virginia, to drive from
Charlottesville, up the mountain, where my ears would pop, from the
change in altitude, thirty yards below my home, drinking a six-pack of
beer, and dropping the empties on the oor of the passenger side, since I
would never litter, I would drive to Springdell, later renamed the
Country Place, and still later the Whip Tavern, skidding out of control,
on multiple occasions, pushing the car’s performance just for fun, before
I even had a drink, as the enemy used the technology described in the
appendices to this book on my body, heart, and mind, trying to lead me
into trouble.
That summer I would not make the turn, on the way home,
along Clonmell-Upland Road, spinning the Volvo into the steel wire that
stabilized a telephone pole, so it snapped to arrest my movement, and I
just missed wrecking the car, as it was lifted, gently up, to settle
unharmed on a boulder that did not even scratch the undercarriage.
The next day, I would return, hung-over, to jack the car up,
off the rock, and drive off, but, that night, I took it in stride, deciding this
would be a lovely time for a stroll, since I had the privilege of walking
for miles along the bridlepath that followed the road, enjoying sport and
scenery, just like the local gentry who rode their horses.
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The following night, I would visit the home of Wendy
Powell, the mother of Michael Jones, as my friend returned, on a crosscountry drive from Oregon, where he had lived within shouting
distance of Ken Kesey, snowboarding, growing reefer, and dropping
crystal acid, so we would welcome him home, ring roman candles he
had picked up in Wyoming, at my brother, while he ran across the eld
in front of the terrace.
I had distinguished myself at Easter, when I visited her farm,
since I carved the ham on the side-board, at the request of my hostess,
with great facility, and, now, I had taken a teaching appointment at
Haverford College, then rated fth nationwide in its class, which her exhusband, Russell, had attended, so she viewed me, properly, as not only
a gentleman, and a well-read man, but as a good in uence on her son.
I had dropped the ball since she was planning a trip to sail
across the Atlantic, with stops in the Azores, and possibly the Canaries,
and she was looking for fellow free spirits to sign up, as crew, on
different legs. I told her I didn’t know a thing about boats, but she said
as long as I could ask directions and point out something that looked
wrong, there was certainly room for me. Still, somehow, I just didn’t
follow through, and it wasn’t from reluctance but only an unseen
suggestion that made me forget the opportunity.
My friends in the Mariani Family, who had also ridden to
hounds, as Frank built local houses and Sandy sold farms through the
real estate of ce where I planned to work with her son, later told me
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funny stories of their own not only about taking big fences while
hunting the fox but also about their days in the sailing world, where
they had once, skinny-dipping, been mistaken for nudists and therefore
helped, when in need, by a couple of that persuasion, who would
otherwise have remained indifferent to their plight.
They said Wendy sails topless, so, amid other losses, I
missed the chance to check out her tits!
I had been all geared up to get my real estate license, just like
the Playmate of the Year, Donna Edmondson, and set to work in Sandy’s
of ce, but, right before the exam, the phone rang, again, and it was
Haverford College, offering me a job I simply could not turn down, so I
took a year-to-year post, with bene ts, as a visiting assistant professor,
to teach courses on Heroism, Desire, the Bible, and something I called
Place, Time, and Identity.
This did not stop me from behaving with reckless abandon,
so I went on, following the crash that merely dented my car, and did not
even result in a ticket, to do stupid things like drive into a plowed eld;
so another night, I had to walk home, again, through the country, with
my bottle of Cragganmore, which I playfully left standing, empty, by the
door of the presbyterian church, while the next day a bemused farmer
towed my car from the mud with his tractor.
Other nights, especially if driving, caravan-style, with a
friend, to a party, I would turn off the lights of my car, driving only with
the bene t of the head-beams of the man in front or in back of me,
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before I icked them on again, passing or being passed, along Route 1,
so he would have a chance to take the dare and do the same.
The mishaps that befell others did not slow me at all, since,
although I felt compassion, occasional bumps and bruises, in the wild
journey of life, seemed only the cost of the ride or even badges of honor.
There was another chance to go sailing, which I missed,
foolishly not following through, when I met a lovely man at the bar,
who carried tremendous pain and regret, since he had married a local
lady, who had fallen into a coma, after she was thrown from her horse,
and he understood not only how much he loved her but also how much
he had not lived up to her love, while the day approached when he
would turn off her life support, to inherit her fortune, while her organs
would be harvested.
They were taking us out, one by one, as Emily Rawle, a big
country girl, whom I met at Springdell, was later killed with poison,
when her kidneys failed.
Like my family, the Rawles settled the Colony of
Pennsylvania three hundred years ago, but while we held merely vehundred-acre tracts, as the local hamlet took its name from us, the
Rawles, like the Cadwaladers or the Joneses, came from what is
sometimes called Old Philadelphia, as they sent their children to St.
Paul’s and St. Timothy’s, came out at the Assembly, and belonged to the
Rittenhouse or Philadelphia Clubs.
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Emily found the local fox-hunting set to be absolutely
ridiculous, as the descendants of the Harrimans, and other New York
families that moved into the area in the 1940s, at the instigation of
Nancy Hannum, put on airs, while they ran Mr. Stewart’s Cheshire
Foxhounds.

It is an insult to this

ne woman to say that she had

in nitely better pedigree and horsemanship than the Unionville Ma a:
they don’t belong in the same sentence.

So she proved naturally

attractive to me since we were both anti-snobs, with good backgrounds,
who cultivated a down-home style.
Emily turned me on to astrology, as she correctly saw herself
as an archetypal Taurus, telling the familiar children’s tale, The Story of
Ferdinand, who just wanted to sniff owers, and refused to participate
in a bull ght. She was big and easy-going, but I am sure she was also
capable of losing her temper, just as Ferdinand went crazy, when a
bumblebee stung his bottom, leading to the misunderstanding that
landed him in the bullring, where the picadors hid in fear, and he
enjoyed the

owers the ladies threw, before he returned safely to his

home. It’s a good story by Munro Leaf, but it has been wrongly made
the subject of controversy because eggheads read too much into the
thing.
Emily inspired me to go to the library upon my return to the
mountains, when the weekend was done, where I used a book to gure
out my own amazing chart, full of trines and squares, including Jupiter
presiding over the marriage of Mars and Venus, who sits chastely in
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Virgo, while Mars, Saturn, and the Moon occupy Taurus, the Sun sits,
with Jupiter, in Libra, and Scorpio is my rising sign.
The af rmation of my nature, through my chart, provided
not only an opportunity to discuss personal essence with others, but I
would later expand my understanding through contact with my old
schoolfriend, Kristin Herbster, whose husband teaches at the mind
control hub of Stanford, as she taught me about evolutionary astrology,
which considers questions of personal development that go beyond a
simple af rmation of Mars, for instance, to weigh the difference between
low and high aspects of the planet.
As I invited Emily to the Half Moon, I met her sister, Ellie,
and we drank cask-drawn ale, in our wooden booth, so the sisters, no
doubt, could compare notes on me, and I found myself deeply interested
in this woman for about a month, although I soon lost interest, moving
on to other women, as I continued my search for a new partner, when it
became clear that she was not ready for a relationship, especially with a
man of whom her father would approve.
I never had the privilege to meet Emily’s dad, but he sounds
like a really cool guy.

William Morris Rawle, known as Wink to his

closest friends, was a gentleman athlete, who excelled, like all the family,
in horses, although his accomplishments in that arena pale in
comparison to those of his wife and daughters.
Born in the programming hub of Bryn Mawr, Bill went to
Episcopal Academy before he picked a series of schools that would
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allow him to indulge his love of skiing. These included the Holderness
School, in New Hampshire, Norwich University, in Vermont, and the
University of Oslo, in Norway. In 1960, he was short-listed for the U.S.
Olympic Ski Team, and he went on to win the North American CrossCountry Ski Championship in the 30k and 50k races, skiing roughly
twenty and thirty miles in each event, while he also did some skijumping. Like me, he loved the sport, although he was obviously a lot
better at it!
The consummate sportsman, Emily’s father learned to sail in
Quissett Harbor on Cape Cod, and he kept a boat on the Chesapeake,
something his daughter did not mention, probably because she didn’t
want to show off, while she told me of her favorite author, James
Michener, who wrote her favorite book: Chesapeake.
I still haven’t read Chesapeake, as I recall Emily’s lesser
recommendation of Centennial, but I took her advice many years after
her death, when I read Alaska before my trip with my daughter to the
Last Frontier, playing hooky from my law

rm, over beer-soaked

lunches, at the Washington Ale House, in Wilmington, and when I read
Hawai`i, after I was laid off, before we went adventuring on the Big
Island.
As a writer, I have taken some in uence not only from my
friend, Andrea Davison, a former operative for British Intelligence, in
my sense of color, and from Robert Louis Stevenson, in my bodily
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awareness, but also from James Michener, through my treatment of
geology.
As he worked as a stockbroker, Bill Rawle got his master’s in
business from the Wharton School, which is deeply connected to the
Tavistock Institute, while the University of Oslo would partner with
CERN, so he must have got his share of mind control there, too.
His army background is also interesting, since just as
Playmate of the Year Donna Edmondson put a good face on the
Magazine for Men, Bill’s unit makes the army look like a gentlemen’s
club. After Emily’s dad took a degree from Norwich University, our
country’s oldest private military college, he served in the National
Guard, through First Troop Philadelphia City Cavalry, one of the oldest
military units in our country still in active service, which forms one of
the most decorated units in the army.

They often served as George

Washington’s personal bodyguard, while they fought in the Battles of
Trenton, Princeton, and Germantown—not to mention the Battle of the
Brandywine, which was the largest engagement of the American
Revolution, as it was fought, only a few miles from my house, on
September Eleventh.

First City Troop operates under a number of

principles of self-governance unique in the military, including the
election of unit members and of cers, who voluntarily forgo their pay,
as it recruits a high percentage of its members from veterans of prior
active-duty service, while many resign past of cer commissions to join,
and older civilians also belong to the group. It is the only military unit
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in the United States that owns its own armory building, built with
private funds, in Rittenhouse Square, and it continues to practice horse
cavalry skills and tactics.
Horseback riding is even more dangerous than skiing, so,
when Bill was thrown he landed in a wheel-chair, paralyzed for more
than a year with a severe spinal cord injury, but this courageous
gentleman refused to accept defeat, making an extraordinary effort,
through which he recovered the use of his legs.
Emily and I discussed medical qi gong, since my teacher,
John Alton, often worked with hospitals, as a possible help to her father,
and, although I have subsequently come to see qi gong, like
acupuncture, as nonsense, driven by microwave harassment, it also has
a real element that may have helped Bill: by placing sensory awareness
on an area of the body, one can send blood ow to that place, so directed
attention can serve as the assistant to a healthy primal immune system.
In the sauna, I can choose which part of my body produces
sweat, increasing circulation, while my sense of body makes me hyperaware of microwave attacks. I can even move the bodies of my enemies
without moving my own through our connections in cybernetic
hivemind. Further, bodily awareness supports awareness of emotions,
which are merely chemical reactions, and biofeedback, together with
awareness of the mind, allows for emotional control or distance through
a technique used in the Gurdjieff Work.

This I learned primarily

through a student of John Godolphin Bennett, who served as Head of

fl

624

British Military Intelligence, Section B.

But I also got a lot from the

books of a man who could have been Britain’s leading neurologist,
while he chose instead to study under a Russian spymaster from whom
Bennett learned: George Ivanovich Gurdjieff.
Maurice Nicoll, who served as an army doctor, and studied
at Cambridge, and later under Carl Jung, describes a technique called
the Three Elephants. I could have used this kind of mastery, which I
eventually attained, back then.

Although I rejected command after

command, given by the scum, or simply

ipped suggestions, I

continued to act in a self-destructive manner, speaking abrasively, in a
way that put people off, while I kept bad company, and I endangered
life and limb.
Bill Rawle could not be stopped, so, although I imagine
riding must have been dif cult for him, after his accident, he parlayed
his experience into course design, using his understanding of the
fundamentals of jump construction and terrain to help the family
business, as he motored around on his John Deere.
Watermark Farm sits on more than one hundred acres, while
it takes its name from the historic ruins of a yellow paper mill that
border the southeastern corner of the property.
Who knows what was printed there in the time of the
Revolution, but all know the achievements of its owners, horses, and
riders.
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Emily’s mom, Anne, was a judge in dressage, while she and
her sister, Ellie, competed in the sport, which my new friend described
as moving sculpture made through the cooperation of horseman and
steed, while, for fty years, the family has raised award-winning sport
horses and coached dressage champions at the national and
international level.
The Premier Award is given to the top two percent of
equines, and, since the Rawles have made breeding their business, their
foals have received the coveted prize with increasing frequency because
the quality of their stock has improved with each generation.
The program had its roots in Germany. In 1965, Bill Rawle
helped Al Steiert import the Hanover weanling colt, Abundance, as he
went on to stand for stud at several seasons, at Watermark, so his rst
generation included Able Spirit, Able and Ready, Aurora, Adamant,
Apparition, and Again and Again, whose son was Alacazam, while
other horses from this line include Alexis Carrington WF, Aloysius WF,
As You Wish WF, and Avebury WF.

In 1981, the triple-licensed

Westphalian stallion, Dekor, joined the cast, as he produced Dynamite,
Double Bounce, Détente, Diamond Ben, Dekorum, Dark Crystal, and
Dynasty—not to mention Daylily WF, Dolce Elise WF, Don William WF,
and Drummond WF. Also, from the D-line, Dressage Royal joined the
roster of world class stallions, while his son, Desperado, was crowned
World Champion Five-Year-Old. Other of his offspring include Dream
Girl WF and Dreamcatcher WF.

Waldaire descends from
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Waidmannsdank, Gotthard, Absatz, and Darling, while relatives include
Wakanda WF, Waldina WF, Waverleigh WF, Wendolyn WF, Westerleigh
WF, Wichita Rose WF, Wilona WF, Wilson WF, Wizard WF, and Wyatt
WF.

There I get lost, as I have tried to do some small justice to the

amazing breeding tradition of Emily’s family through epic catalog.
Still, just for his name, I have to mention South American
Way, who was brought to the farm to improve the Abundance
daughters, just as our county enjoys more than its share of immigrants,
largely good and decent people, from South of the Border.
In typical down-home fashion, the distinguished family that
has bred these amazing horses, while its members judge, coach, and
ride, in our beautiful countryside, made a bold statement to reject the
dominance of Europe, in the revolutionary traditions preserved by the
father’s unit, when they chose to align not with the Hanoverian or
Oldenburg Breeding Districts, as was their right, but rather with the
American Warmblood Registry.
My brother had the unpleasant experience of breeding
horses for Jonathan Sheppard, the Englishman who became one of
America’s best steeplechase trainers, on an otherwise beautiful farm,
just down the road from Hugh Lofting, a timber framer whose father
wrote the Doctor Dolittle books, for whom my brother has also worked,
when not at Buttonwood, but perhaps things are less brutal, as genetics
are also preserved past the life of a stallion, since the Rawles have
modernized their operation through the use of frozen semen.
627

It was not only the Rawles who kept studbooks, but the New
World Order has engaged in breeding programs for thousands of years.
They tried to breed me with Joy Booth, whose relatives include the Great
Crocodile, P.W. Botha, who held the line as the last prime minister of the
Republic of South Africa, and John Wilkes Booth, who assassinated
President Lincoln. Later they would try to breed me with a member of
the House of Neville, once called FitzMaldred, Royal Bastards of Evil
Fear, who held their own against the Normans, fought in the Hundred
Years War, and played a leading rôle in the Wars of the Roses, where
family members include King Edward IV, King Richard III, and Warwick
the Kingmaker. And they would eventually succeed in mating me with
a descendant of the French House of Montgomery, whose members
include Hugh the Red and Roger the Great, while my daughter, who
takes her name, Lily, from their sigil, carries the blood of Odin. So they
play with re.
My friend, Shawn Garris, whose father, Doctor Garris,
served as superintendent of schools, would take interest in Norse
mythology, as his friend sent handwritten letters from jail, one of which
he shared with me, about the ravens, who appear as Thought and
Memory, on the shoulders of Odin, a great man who suffered terribly, as
the Illuminati gouged out his eye, before they strapped his body to a
tree,

xed with a lightning rod, using primitive versions of the

cybernetics, trauma, and electro-shock with which they now entrain
people.
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The raven is the bird of blood, corpses and battle, the gull of
the wave of the corpse-heap, who screams, hailstorm-dashed, craving
his morning steak when he ies to the sea of bodies!
It is my mildest wish that ravens rend the unburied enemy
dead, making sweet cates of their eyes, and weaving nests from their
hair, as they enact a right reckoning.
Since the ravens followed armies, to eat the dead, the
daughters of Ragnor Redstocking made the Raven Banner, under which
his sons led the Great Heathen Army, and, later, Canute the Great ew a
magic pennant of white silk when he won the Battle of Essendune, north
of the Danes’ Woods, where he fed the blood-bird with the soldiers of
Edmund Ironside.
The Norse believed the Valkyries assumed the form of the
raven, strangely shape-shifting, as the Shield Bearers carry the brave
spirits of fallen warriors to one of two mead halls, where they await the
Twilight of the Gods, in which they will die, furious in ght.
The Choosers of the Slain take half to the Field of the Host,
to serve the Lady, Freyja, who, clad in the feathers of falcons, wears the
Torc of Fire, driving a sleigh drawn by Siberian tigers—or, in her lighter
moments, rides her Battle Boar, sowing devastation among the enemy,
when she does not cry tears of red gold for her lost husband.
And the Wish-Maids take the other half to the Hall of the
Slain, to serve Odin, the Lord of Frenzy, the Leader of the Possessed,
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from whose blood my daughter descends, through her progenitor, Rollo
the Walker, while, like his female counterpart, he prepares for Ragnarök.
No wonder Freyja gives her name to Friday; Thor, who will
kill the World Serpent through thunder, takes Thursday; Woden gives
his name to Wednesday; and Tiw, who sacri ced his arm to leash the
Wolf Fenrir, gives us Tuesday.
The Norse Gods have a living presence in our world, and
Shawn’s friend, because of the stupid decisions that landed him in jail,
had time, on a rainy day, to read books and write the letter my friend
shared with me, all because he held up a liquor store, spur of the
moment, on a dare.
Through Shawn, I met Terence Gentry, a good father, who
cut back on drinking when his young daughter reminded him,

Daddy, you forgot your beer…
while Terry had formerly belonged to the outlaw biker gang that calls
itself the Pagans.
For their patch, the Pagans used Surtr, the

re giant who

looks for Freyja’s brother, Freyr the Lord, at the Twilight of the Gods,
while he carries a burning sword, before his ames engulf the Earth—an
image they took from Journey into Mystery, a comic in which the
Mighty Thor rst appeared.
Like the Council of Thirteen, the group’s top echelon always
numbers thirteen, and the same number of members started the original
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club as they invoked the masonic concept of brotherhood. Meanwhile,
their national president receives a salary identical to the President of the
United States, which grew from the Thirteen Colonies, as our ag, like
the Pagans’ Colors, uses red, white, and blue, while stripes appear in the
satanic number of thirteen.

Guns and drugs are run by both gangs,

while the Satanists in the Swamp pretend to oppose the Pagans.
The Pagans considered but later rejected a northern
expansion into Canada, as they met with the Rock Machine Motorcycle
Club.
Up there, things got really crazy, as the Rock Machine fought
the Hells Angels in the Quebec Biker War, which involved one hundred
and thirty cases of arson, eighty-four bombings, and one hundred and
sixty-two deaths over an eight-year period. The Dark Circle was made
up of businessmen, who secretly traf cked drugs, as they led the
Alliance To Fight The Angels, while the chairman of their ve-criminal
committee was a schoolteacher named Michel Duclos. The Angels had
an elite group called the Nomads, but the Mounties were controlled by
the Crown, led by the Queen, and the Ninth Circle, as our crooked
neighbors to the north pretended to oppose the violence through
OPERATION CARCAJOU, OPERATION SPRINGTIME, and
OPERATION AMIGO, so that the largest biker con ict in history ended
with the destruction of the Dark Circle, the merger of the Rock Machine
with the Bandidos, and the ongoing control of the narcotics trade, in
Montreal, by the Hells Angels.
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behest of Hudson’s Bay Company, as RCMP split into CSIS and CSEC,
while, on the other side of the world, in the Land Down Under, the
conspirators staged the Father ’s Day Massacre, starring the
Comancheros and the Bandidos, to be followed by the Port Arthur
Shooting, and the incident at Lindt Cafe, involving Mad Man Monis, not
to mention the Christchurch Shooting, as SEATO effectively disarmed
rst the Aussies and then the Kiwis through OPERATION GLADIO C,
while NATO seeks to destroy our own gun rights, staging shootings
with mind-controlled nuts, to pave the way for satanic one world
government.
As I read Hells Angels by Hunter S. Thompson, and we
went to the premiere of Fear and Loathing, a movie speci cally made
for, and targeted at, me, the idiots who had sent Ken Kesey to
Charlottesville, while he and Thompson hung out with the Hells Angels,
actually thought that I would accept not Terry’s but Shawn’s invitation
to hang out with outlaw bikers, but even I wasn’t that stupid.
Hells Angels ends with the writer’s repudiation of the
motorcycle gang as a bunch of losers, and The Electric Kool-Aid Acid
Test describes a horri c scene that barely misses being gang-rape, so, as
usual, the enemy, who tell each other lies, while they fail at everything,
had no chance at the achievement of their goals, while they moved
heaven and earth, making moving pictures, starring Johnny Depp, in
attempts to in uence me alone.
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Meanwhile, the Mounties committed far worse crimes at the
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Their stupid suggestions that I should emulate Kesey’s pal,
which I didn’t even notice, as they were transmitted to my brain, with
the technology described in the appendices to this book, amounted only
to me dressing as Hunter S. Thompson for a Halloween Party.
As we went to the premiere, high as kites, drinking from my
ask, and my parents left me to house-sit, as they rented a villa in
Tuscany, hypnotized to rekindle their love, so my mother could destroy
my father with the best of intentions, I became not only as wild but as
paranoid as Thompson, even if I did not keep such low company or do
such horrible drugs.
Michael Jones had just returned from Oregon, and I found
myself talking again, not just to him, but to his girlfriend, Kelly, on the
telephone, as she remained in Oregon, and she told me her relationship
with him was over. I wrongly assumed that she had already broken
formally with him, so I thought nothing of mentioning the break-up,
which he learned from me not her, as I remained completely unaware of
the developing soap opera. Michael played his hand close to his chest,
so I didn’t know I had rocked his world, but Kelly read me the riot act a
few months later, when she told me I had betrayed her trust.
Oddly, she followed her accusations with a statement that
she knew what honor was because she had friends in the Hells Angels.
I failed to see what this had to do with honor, as the imbeciles behind
the scenes continued to push motorcycle gangs, and I took no interest
other than to watch a documentary on television.
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After the night Michael’s mother, he, and I shot roman
candles at my brother on her lawn, just for fun, I found myself hanging
out at her horse farm, drinking mint juleps with my friend, going shing
with his nephews and nieces, as I bought a jar of his nest weed.
This I put in the trunk of my car, and I went straight to the
Laurels Preserve, to walk in the woods, over the covered bridges, and
enjoy the

owers of the

eld and the views from the hills where my

father’s ashes were later scattered.
After my walk, when I drove from the gravel parking lot,
down the lane that leads to Apple Grove Road, I noticed a man and
woman who left immediately after me. This was extremely unusual,
since only a dozen cars at most can t in that spot, and people who use
it take their time walking over the thousands of acres, which used to be
the King Ranch, and the miles of trails that run through them. Slightly
spooked, I made an odd turn off the macadam and back onto gravel, at
Hill Top View Road, where my friend, Christopher Jordan, would later
blow his brains out, with a shotgun blast, to be found after the vultures
had feasted, for we have no ravens this far south, only to nd the car
made the turn, too.

Driving slowly, I made one strange turn after

another, along the network of crooked country roads, daring them to do
something, as I led them straight to the state police barracks near the
Stargazer’s Stone, where Mason and Dixon shot the line that separates
the North and the South, near to the old insane asylum at Embreeville
and what is now the ChesLen Preserve, where bodies were buried, only
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with numbers, in Potters Field. They looked like cops, who must be
watching Michael, with his marijuana, brought from the home of the
Merry Pranksters, where Thompson’s pal, Kesey, had his farm at
Pleasant Hill, so I

gured I would give them an escort back to their

home base.
Afterwards, I started to hole up a bit, as I began to view
white vans with suspicion. I had not recovered the memory of being
taken back from the secret military base under Swannanoa Palace, at
Afton Mountain, in a white van, in which I argued with them about my
need to wear a seat belt before they deposited me at the Rat Shack. But
something remained.

So, just as I would later disconnect my phone,

purposely neglecting to reconnect the jack, when I used my rst dial-up
internet more than two years later, or I would always sleep with my
bedroom door locked, until I

nally woke up, and learned to prop a

chair against the knob, I felt suspicious of the white vans I was sure
carried federal agents.
In the coming months, the morons would not only speak to
me on the telephone, through hypnotic induction, under OPERATION
SLEEPING BEAUTY, but, on two occasions, Margaret Creole would
actually leave recorded messages on my parents’ answering machine,
saying, in one case, that she had divorced Rick, who was after her, while
she was trying to keep him away from me, and, in another, that I should
listen to her words until they made sense, while she spoke of riding in
Rhodesia.
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In each case, I had no memory of the degenerates, and I
could not make head nor tail of the messages, to which I gave absolutely
no thought, and which I promptly deleted, so I never would have
recovered my memories, so as to write this series, with twenty thousand
books in circulation, or to establish my website, with more than two
million hits worldwide, or to join the board of Targeted Justice, with
former federal of cers, neuroscientists, journalists, lawyers, and a police
chief, had the fools not awakened me eighteen years later on purpose.
That’s how stupid they are since they goad me every day to
destroy more of them: they actually want this!
But then I simply withdrew, at least for a little, smoking the
wacky tabacky at my parents’ place, listening to the Grateful Dead, and
paging through a giant hardback put out by Playboy with a small
biography and a lovely picture for each Playmate of the Month.
By the way, as to the Grateful Dead, with whose followers
they sought to involve me, while they connected to Ken Kesey, Hunter
Thompson, and biker gangs, did I mention that, since I played the banjo,
two- nger-up-picking songs like “Shady Grove,” or “Friend of the
Devil,” which I worked out with three- nger arpeggios by myself, Jerry
Garcia suddenly put out an old-time collaboration with David Grisman?
Just as they moved Ken Kesey to Charlottesville, where we
dined at a table of eight, and they had Johnny Depp make a movie about
Hunter S. Thompson, and they had me meet a man who lived on a farm
with the manager of the Dave Matthews Band, they also had Jerry
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Garcia return to his musical roots, all so they could try to promote my
relationships with trustafarians, who, they hoped, would lead me to
things like liquid or crystal acid.
One night, I was drinking at the Deli, when I met an expert
trainer from Kentucky, a drifter who appears every so often to work
with serious horse esh: Teddy Kemper.
We decided to score some cocaine, as we continued the party
back at his place, so we drove our cars back to the big green barn at the
end of Newark Road, right next to Brooklawn, where the Hannums
established the heart of the Cheshire Hounds Country.
Teddy made a phone call, and we hung out, listening to his
favorite group, the Rolling Stones, while I enjoyed some of his excellent
bourbon.
Time passed, and it passed, and more time passed, so, since
it was getting late, I told him I was going home, but he insisted that he
had just spoken with his connection, who would arrive very shortly, so I
should have another whisky while we waited.
Eventually, the man appeared but not with the eight-ball I
expected: it was a nigger with a crack rock.
It was late, and I was drunk, plus under mind control I did
not recognize, so I gured, what the hell, as I took a couple hits off the
thing.
The next morning I woke up with a raging hang-over, and a
tremendous sense of embarrassment, so I resolved not to drink for the
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rest of the month, which was the entire jolly yuletide, several weeks
between terms, since I taught college—something I had absolutely no
problem doing.
But the imbeciles that run the mind control programs
actually thought my stupidity had led to instant addiction, to crack,
which I didn’t like, while I had never even fancied cocaine, a drug I
have done approximately half a dozen times.
So, two days later, as I walked from the post of ce in
downtown Kennett Square, I ran into the drug dealer, who greeted me
warmly, to my horror, since I did not want this kind of low company or
the potential hit to my reputation, for I held the post of a visiting
assistant professor at one of the country’s top liberal arts colleges.
Far from being tempted, I considered giving up alcohol for
two months, while I revoked my own drinking privileges—something I
would do for more than two years, without ever attending some bullshit
meeting, when I totalled my car three years later, or I would do
sometimes for periods of more than six months, whenever the enemy
would manage to land a hit—but the demented morons, who have
absolutely no sense of reality, thought they had me in their thrall.
I would sniff cocaine exactly once more in my life, the
following spring, when I hung out with Teddy, and the horses, just so
we could end things right before I left my academic career to return to
the mountains, where I would study law, moving on to make a total of
two million dollars in a twelve-year career.
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Liquid acid would show up, as I went hunting with Shawn,
visiting his family’s camp near Oil City, Venango County, Pennsylvania,
which his friends came by to visit, but I had absolutely no interest,
preferring to drink whisky and smoke weed in the evenings, while we
stalked deer during the day.
One night we went to a local strip bar, off in the woods,
where Sharon Stone probably swung on a pole before she went on to
Hollywood, since the actress hails from the area.

There I met a

degenerate specimen who reminds me of the female perpetrators that
bother me daily by voice-to-skull, as the skanks actually think they are
sexy. The poor nasty thing solicited me, in plain language, putting it out
there.

If you give me a dollar,
I’ll show you my cunt.
To this, I replied, “No, thank you,” and, shortly thereafter, Shawn, who
has a good sense of these things, suggested that we vacate the premises
before we wore out our welcome—no doubt with her father or one of
her other relatives.
As Shawn painted striking landscapes,

shed in the local

streams, and bred champion Jack Russells, like our handsome boy,
Knuckles, sired by Arrow out of Alice, who lives with me and my
mother today, spry and healthy after ninety-one dog years, my friend
won a sweepstakes sponsored by Marlboro Cigarettes, so he got to take
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many drunk-driving offenses, which brie y landed him on the county
farm, he probably had to wear a differently colored plastic wristband to
distinguish him from less mischievous guests.
Sometimes I would visit Shawn Garris at the estate owned
by the mother of our friend, Chris Teetor, who, like Bill Rawle, went to
Episcopal Academy, before he moved on to the boarding school from
which General Butler graduated: Haverford.
Garris and Teetor lived together in the guest cottage, while
Teetor’s girlfriend, Erin Kaiser, who used to date my brother, would
often come and visit.

There we would hang out with his mother’s

companion, who returned one day with a group of children, for whom
he had bought a lobster, on a drunken lark, as a pet, or we would visit
with the family’s giant pet pig, who would smile when you petted his
big clean back. Sometimes, we would play volleyball on the sand court,
and once we took the four-wheeler out through the woods and the
elds, drinking Shawn’s favorite, Budweiser, as we hung out with Emily
Rawle, who seemed preoccupied with her own problems, not engaging
in play or conversation, which suited me ne, since we didn’t have to
speak to hang out, as we did for hours, but I could not see for the life of
me what I had ever seen in this now glumpy woman.
We almost lost our lives when we headed to a friend’s house
on Green Valley Road, driving across Chester County’s most dangerous
intersection, where Route 926 crosses Route 41. I had nursed a single
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an all-expense-paid trip to their ranch, where, we joked, because of his

beer, although I had smoked some reefer, when I thoughtlessly began to
dawdle through the rural stop sign, across the highway, only to see a
giant tractor-trailer bearing down on us, as he pulled quickly left, into
the opposite lane, blasting his horn, while I, seeing, in my mind, the red
mess that our bodies would become, turned the wheel hard to the right,
so we lucked out. The agency was trying to kill me, as they have often
done, through their odd rules of engagement.
After I lost interest in Emily, I met an extremely beautiful
woman, Ashley Vornell, who recently appeared in the parking lot of the
supermarket, next to my car, more than twenty years later, only for me
to spot the enemy’s move, and completely ignore the lady, while, then, I
kept seeing her at the Half Moon.
I asked this horsewoman out to drinks, which we shared at
the Four Dogs Tavern, in the charming colonial village of Marshallton,
where you can bring your pooch to the terrace, and listen to Bob Croce,
the cousin of Jim Croce, play seventies covers.
Before they killed the local man who just made lovely songs,
getting his start at the Riddle Paddock, in Lima, home to Holly Witt,
placed in Playboy just for me, James Joseph Croce wrote some touching
pieces, while one, in particular, shows how the slaves, who will always
have less than nothing, can never take what is ours:
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Like the pine trees lining the winding road,
I’ve got a name: I’ve got a name.
Like the singing bird and the croaking toad,
I’ve got a name: I’ve got a name.
I carry it with me like my daddy did,
But I’m living the dream that he can’t live.
Moving me down the highway,
Rolling me down the highway,
Moving ahead so life won’t pass me by.
Like the north wind whistling down the sky,
I’ve got a song: I’ve got a song.
Like the whippoorwill and the screech owl’s cry,
I’ve got a song: I’ve got a song.
I carry it with me, and I sing it loud:
If it gets me nowhere, I’ll go there proud.
Moving me down the highway,
Rolling me down the highway,
Moving ahead so life won’t pass me by.
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And I’m gonna go there free!
Like the fool I am and I’ll always be,
I’ve got a dream: I’ve got a dream.
They can change their minds, but they can’t change me.
I’ve got a dream: I’ve got a dream.
I could share it if you’d want me to.
If you’re going my way, I'll go with you.
Moving me down the highway,
Rolling me down the highway,
Moving ahead so life won’t pass me by.
As my distant cousin, Steven Shellenberg, who got his start opposite
Brad Pitt, in A River Runs Through It, before he went on to become more
than the great human being, the kind and generous man he always was,
moving to activism, as he made an independent lm about deep-state
targeting, would put the matter,

They will never take our spark!
Still, they were able to dull mine, if only slightly, since,
before Ashley Vornell and I went out for drinks, I smoked some dirt
weed at the great estate where Shawn Garris lived, so I was a little
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groggy, and not my best, not to mention she suddenly seemed standof sh, so we never went out again.
Ashley was one of many women I asked out, as they gave
me their numbers, and we went on a single date, only for the enemy to
wreck the whole thing through mind control, so it’s amazing I’ve been
so lucky to have had excellent and healthy sexual relations with six
wonderful women, and some romance with these and others, as I
brought up my outstanding daughter, until they

nally increased

microwave attacks to a point where dating or sex became impossible,
destroying the real weapon they could have used against me, another
unplanned pregnancy, all so they could tell lies, say dirty words, and
rape my ass with directed energy weapons.
That’s what turns them on, so the little perverts happily pay
the price of their own destruction to mess with me.
Sometimes the enemy managed to stop me from connecting
with a woman so that I never asked her out or a problem arose before
the rst date. When I lived in Charlottesville, I cut my nger, slicing a
bagel, so I walked across the road to the student health center, where a
nice lady stitched me up. She came from Western Pennsylvania, and she
had played the balalaika as a girl, so we had a lovely conversation about
folk music and my own interest in the banjo, but we never followed up.
The lady who took the stitches out played squash racquets, and we
made plans for a game, but the enemy kept throwing extra work her
way, causing us to cancel on two occasions, so I cut her off. In both
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scupper their own plans, or without being able to do more, as they
undid their own suggestions.
This recalled their failure years before as to Ella Richardson,
my friend’s ex-girlfriend, who resembled Playmates Alana Soares and
Patty Duffek. The enemy worked for six years to place two different
lookalikes in my favorite magazine, causing Ella and me to have the
same health class in high school, where we discussed human sexuality,
while her boyfriend was my tennis partner for years, inviting himself on
our ski and beach vacations. They nally led us to a drunken kiss, but
only one week later they blew up our relationship, when Sean crashed
our date, enraging me, and they used cybernetics to make it impossible
for me to relieve my bladder, so I excused myself that evening only to
break up with Ella the next day.
Earlier in the week, Ella and I had gone to the movies,
kissing on the way, and I heard a female programmer’s voice broadcast
into my head, through the technology described in the appendices to
this book, saying, as the scum sought to promote the lookalike, that my
date would make an excellent wife for a businessman.
That was a mild slur in my eyes, since I viewed myself as an
intellectual, who studied high pursuits, a cut above men like my father,
so they gave me a reason to dismiss the lady who could have been my
rst real girlfriend when they were actually trying to make her look
good.
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cases, it seemed the mind control boys had thrown us together, only to

Likewise, they had sought to reconnect me to Graydon
Britton, whose girlfriend, Michele, I had nearly dated, following
Andover, as we planned to meet in Thailand, by sending me to college
at Pomona, where Lady Rothschild studied, but I never called my poloplaying friend in Los Angeles, and, when I nally did, I wrote him off
since he took a degree not in history, which we had studied together, but
in real estate.
Playmate Donna Edmondson still seems humdrum, as she
saved money instead of spending it, and so did others who studied
things like business and economics rather than literature,

lm, or

philosophy: At the time, I planned to sell horse farms because it would
allow me to continue an unconventional lifestyle not because I wanted
the living death of a middle-class existence.
One lady I met at the laundry room of our apartments at
Charlottesville came to my place, and I spent the day cleaning and
preparing a fantastic supper, but there was simply no chemistry, so we
didn’t even kiss, and I can’t even remember her name.
Other women were right under my nose, but I failed to
approach adorable, available, and interested strangers while I also failed
to see female acquaintances as remotely desirable, even as we dressed
up for balls, or we got sweaty playing squash racquets, or we just hung
out.
Often I would nd myself overly loud, as I scared off women
who were attracted to me.
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Elizabeth Stassinos, whom I met when I had Kinko’s print a
course binder for my freshman writing class, seemed ideal, as we
chatted for half an hour the rst time we met; but, then, when we went
out on a date, I found myself deliberately alienating the future
criminology and anthropology professor who would focus on race,
class, gender, and ethnicity, as I made a point to come across super rightwing.
Whitney Skillcorn was a woman whom I met at
Barboursville Vineyards, where I asked for her number, in the tasting
room, as I drank with my friends, Matthew and Susan Davis, after
Matthew swam in a race at a mountain lake. We went on a single date,
at Guadalajara, where Anne McIlhaney and I dined on a regular basis,
sinking margaritas and sharing fajitas, but it ended with us sitting in
what looked like a make-out spot—a place that looked perfect when I
scoped it out earlier that day but became sinister after twilight. I had
meant to show her the college grounds, having only slight designs on
her body, so we both felt uncomfortable when, having walked the Lawn,
to arrive at a bench, in one of the Pavilion Gardens, we sat in silence
while conversation mysteriously dried up. We set up another meeting
at Barboursville Ruins, where the governor’s mansion burned, on
Christmas Day, for a picnic lunch; but she stood me up, and the enemy
taunted me on the drive home, for, in an apparent coincidence,
“Misunderstanding” played on the radio.
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It was probably for the best, since this lacrosse player went
on to associate with something called the Queercore Movement, as she
played in a band called the Little Deaths, with further cartel signalling in
her group, Robo Sapien, while neither Whitney nor Elizabeth look
remotely attractive today; but, at the time, it was mildly disappointing.
As I would do later, I just kept asking out different women,
moving from one to another, with nothing turning into a relationship,
romance, or sex, while the enemy deliberately put women in my way
only to wreck their own impossible plans every time.
Soon, I was living in a Grand Craftsman, a beautiful
mansion next to the pond at Haverford College, where I taught as a
visiting assistant professor, as they moved me into a living situation
with a recent graduate since that was the only way I could get college
housing.
Ben and I didn’t get along, but the place was so enormous
that it didn’t matter.

I took possession of the sitting room with the

replace, and the screened-in porch, where I would smoke fragrant
cigars, and blast music, to mark my territory, and he spent the evenings
in the dining room, while I skedaddled back to Unionville, to enjoy the
hippy scene, from my base at my parents, every weekend. The enemy
wanted to use Ben to introduce me to others, as they sought to script my
life, but they simultaneously had him disparage me behind my back, to
a younger set, so, characteristically, again, they worked against
themselves, undoing their own plans.
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I must have received a suggestion that I would meet a
woman, through Ben, from the programming hub of Bryn Mawr, but I
jumped the gun, asking out another brunette, only to wonder, as we
went out for Indian food, which I despise, what I was doing with this
person.
They had been going for lookalikes the whole time.
Throughout my life, they would put roughly two dozen different
women in Playboy, making roughly a dozen movies, just for me. They
kept lying to themselves that they could create desire for a fantasy
woman and move it onto a real woman while they tried to mix
something they didn’t have with perversion and anger; but I never was
a pervert, and I never found argument sexy, and I never wanted one
woman to look like another. So, they had no chance of leading me to
rape but every chance at destroying lust.
Meanwhile, they insisted they had something in Wonder
Woman, to whom they had sought to entrain me at the summer camp,
which the Playmate of the Year, Marilyn Lange, also attended. Doing so,
they ignored how, twenty years earlier, they had failed utterly. In my
childhood, while drugged and imprisoned, I attacked programmers
three times my size. I constantly tried to avenge and protect women,
while, for thirty years, I had absolutely no fantasies about
superheroines.
Still, I remember speaking to my programmers, Rick and
Margaret Creole, on the telephone, in the fall, under OPERATION
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SLEEPING BEAUTY, as I told them I was dating a lady who looked like
Wonder Woman.
Mattie Towle was a May ower descendant who hailed from
the White Mountains of Vermont, sometimes called the Northern
Kingdom, where she went to St. Johnsbury Academy. Then, she did a
double major of biology and chemistry at Bryn Mawr, where she played
guard on the varsity basketball squad. In addition to skiing and playing
ice hockey, she kick-boxed, when she wasn’t performing original
compositions on the piano or bragging that she could rebuild a
carburetor. Later, she would go to medical school, in her home state,
where she earned her degree, completed her internship, and did her
residency at the University of Vermont. While she became certi ed by
the American Board of Family Medicine, she set up her practice in the
satanic hub of outdoor activity in Bend, Oregon, but not before she
worked a year in another programming center for sporty types: New
Zealand.
Doctor Towle has jet black hair and ice blue eyes, and she is
a good-looking super-jockette, so the enemy thought they could
associate her with Wonder Woman, but Wonder Woman didn’t mean a
damned thing to me, at this time, so their suggestion that I connect
Mattie to a comic-book character later led only to the completely asexual
thought that she resembled Buttercup in The Powerpuff Girls.
Likewise, the enemy thought they could lead me to associate
Doctor Towle with a pornographic movie; but I didn’t watch
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pornographic videos, so I recalled her, slightly, only when I saw a lm
that starred Janeane Garofalo.
We dated for about a month, and I felt desire for this woman,
hoping she would stick around a little while, so we could build to
marriage, and I could drop teaching college, simply to teach high school,
as we moved back into the great outdoors; but things didn’t work, for
the enemy led her to break up with me, immediately following her
birthday, and her return from a trip to her home, where she
undoubtedly suffered further brainwash, so, I sadly tossed the owers I
had bought for her into the dumpster along with the humorous poem I
had written for her special day.
Suggestions bounced awry, since, at the same time, I bought
a shotgun, which they probably thought I would use to kill myself, or to
rape or murder her, but I had only the odd and incorrect thought that
my former date would disapprove of my purchase, as I took up sporting
clays, and trap, shooting with local gentlemen, including my friend, Ted
Capers, who taught me to shoot at Ommelanden, while he would later
win the 82nd Pennsylvania State Open Skeet Championships.
Dates never worked out, so it’s understandable that Mattie
thought there was something wrong with me.
One night, I smoked cannabis before I picked her up at the
house where she lived and worked as a babysitter, missing the obvious
opportunity to kiss when I came in, and then zoning out for the rest of
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the evening while we failed to kiss entirely, although we had made out
for at least an hour on our last date.
Another, I found myself drinking whisky, as we watched
bizarre movie choices like Full Metal Jacket, doubtless a mis re as the
enemy sought to connect our evening with a different lm by Stanley
Kubrick, the rape-laden Clockwork Orange, which I had refused to
watch, ever again, following its screening to my class ve years earlier.
I wanted Mattie’s body, as we hiked the Laurels, or swingdanced at the Five Spot, or ate supper, or watched movies, but, as we
made out, lying together on the sofa, listening to James Taylor’s Greatest
Hits, in front of the

re, I had the extremely odd experience of being

completely disengaged below the neck, since I was rejecting abhorrent
suggestions received by voice-to-skull.
Still, I determined, immediately before our last date, to move
things forward, with her say-so, the next time we necked, so I would
touch her breasts, placing my hands under her shirt, as we stood face to
face, but we ended up not even kissing that night, and she ended things
shortly thereafter.
All this after they had deliberately moved us together,
having the power to do that much, as they had done with Lilith von
Foerster, the granddaughter of a Nazi cyberneticist who worked for the
Pentagon, and whose lookalike they had placed in Playboy, but, unlike
Lilith, a classmate whom I never dated, with Doctor Towle, we actually
went out, for a single month, together.
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And how did I meet the real-life lookalike to the amazon
bellatrix, who appeared in comics, as she was created by a psychologist
who invented the lie detector, while he had a thing for bondage, before
Wonder Woman was popularized by a feminist who worked for the
Central Intelligence Agency?
While I sat at home, listening to music, in the beautiful old
house on the college grounds, she came to visit the suitemate with
whom I had been forced into a living arrangement, so she knocked on
my door.
Ben wasn’t home, so I invited Mattie in, telling her he
usually got back from work about this time of day, as I asked her to join
me for a glass of wine, while she waited, and she happily accepted.

{Continued in Superman: Fatherhood Under MK-ULTRA}
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PART THREE
ETERNAL RETURN

It’s like déjà vu all over again.

Yogi Berra

AFTERWORD: HALLOWEEN
On the luciferian quarterday of Samhain, or Halloween,
right when Mattie knocked on my door, although we started dating
immediately, I did not go to the costume party to which she invited me,
since I spent every weekend at the hippy scene in Unionville.
I asked my date what she went as, the following week, as we
kissed and watched rented videos together, and she told me she had
planned to go as Wonder Woman, in a costume she must have owned or
considered buying, but she had changed her mind at the last minute,
going instead as Lara Croft.
I had never heard of Lara Croft, who was just a video game
character, at that time, although a year later, I would

nd myself,

without a thought of my former girlfriend, looking at the internet which
I had discovered, only because my of ce on grounds had a connection,
fantasizing about comics that showed the ravishment of Lara Croft,
whom the enemy probably thought had something to do with my
English girlfriend, who had just married, or Mattie, or both, and Wonder
Woman, who bore no association with Mattie, as far as I was concerned,
while I never fantasized about women I met in the world, and I turned
down women who came on to me, but I dreamed of taking the bodies of
snarling superheroines in what I felt was harmless fantasy.
I had increasing disdain for Hunter S. Thompson, as I
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learned that he did not even possess an honorary doctorate, unlike

someone like me, a party animal who had earned my title, but the lm
they had made especially for me, and for me alone, enjoyed some degree
of popularity, so, a year later, I went to a costume party dressed as the
man who had written Hell’s Angels before Fear and Loathing.
Fear and Loathing had never taken me, although they had
pushed it for years.

Back in 1991, when we drove to the ranch, in

Montana, through Las Vegas, I heard of the book for the

rst time

because a fellow we didn’t really hang out with much mysteriously
ended up going skiing with us. The enemy wanted us to stop in Las
Vegas then, just as they tried when I taught at Haverford, since my
friend, Daniel Mariani, with whom I went skiing, again, in Vermont,
told me of a real estate convention there. But each time I had absolutely
no interest in a town I saw as complete garbage. Hell’s Angels got my
attention, but they failed also there to lead me to hang out with the
Pagans, as they pushed connections between writers and motorcycle
gangs. The whole point of each of Thompson’s books, it seemed to me,
was that he had gotten in over his head, hanging out with low company,
which led to bad situations like getting stomped by bikers, drinking
adrenochrome, or hanging out with just plain scum. Statutory rape and
forcible sodomy were implied in Fear and Loathing, but a female
programmer laid in the only suggestion that stopped me from utterly
abandoning Thompson:

to ignore anything that I found offensive in

pornography, books, or movies, and to look only at what I liked. The
enemy would undo this suggestion, deliberately, almost twenty years
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later, so they scuppered any chance they had, lying that they took things
from me, when they only destroyed their own weapons. They had sent
Kesey to Charlottesville, where I met him at a dinner party of eight
people, but his endorsement of Hunter Thompson over P.J. O’Rourke
seemed utterly ridiculous, destroying his own in uence further, as he
preferred an inferior writer who had trouble making deadlines to a
proli c humorist.

Then the enemy tried to put Thompson forward

again, through Playboy, which published a tribute, but a reader de ated
any positive impression in a letter published shortly thereafter as he, or
she, mocked the gonzo journalist as a suicidal idiot who had thrown his
life away. I didn’t even think his famous book had a good title, since I
didn’t feel fear, an improper emotion for any hero, and I felt loathing
only for the trash that confronted me.
Soon, I would make the move that Thompson should have,
if he had anything to him: I would stop hanging out in low company,
move on to the practice of law, and give up alcohol for more than two
years without ever going to a single meeting.
That’s what they had gotten, straightening me out,
destroying their own suggestions, clinging to methods that didn’t work,
as they succeeded in one thing only.
I would never take interest in rôle play, and my doctoral
dissertation had explicitly condemned not only perversion, overconsumption, and hedonism but also dress-up fantasies, as I wrote on
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the subject they chose for me since they thought they could use it to lead
me back to England.
But let’s give the devil his due:

the global intelligence

community led Timothy Shelley and Mattie Towle to dress up in
costumes that meant absolutely nothing as they went to separate parties.
Trick or treat!
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PART FOUR
STRATEGY AND TACTICS

Now's the day, and now's the hour!
See the front o' battle lour!
See approach proud Edward's power!
Chains and slavery!

From “Scots Wha Hae”
By Robert Burns

FIRST APPENDIX
MICROWAVE HARASSMENT
Once one realizes the extent to which cybernetic technology
has been implanted in human beings, many things become
understandable—including the weird robotic demeanor of trash like the
war criminal Dick Cheney or the CIA stooge Mark Zuckerberg, whose
company, FaceBook, sprung up the same day the Pentagon killed their
LifeLog Project—a plan by DARPA, the Defense Advanced Research
Projects Agency, to track a person’s entire existence. DARPA, like CIA
and NSA, is responsible for the voice to skull, or V2K, image to skull, or
I2K, and other microwave harassment so many of us suffer.
The technology goes back more than one hundred years.
Most people think Marconi invented the radio, but it was Nikola Tesla.
In 1899, nanced by Illuminist John Jacob Astor IV, Tesla set
up a station in Colorado Springs, later the home of the Air Force
Academy, which is deeply implicated in our abuse. Tesla planned to
conduct wireless experiments as he transmitted signals from Pike’s Peak
to Paris.
In 1901,

nanced by Illuminist J. Pierpont Morgan, Tesla

built Wardenclyffe Tower to transmit sound and pictures across the
Atlantic to England and to ships at sea by using the earth to conduct the
signals.

Tesla tried to get Morgan to back an even larger plan to
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transmit messages and power by controlling “vibrations throughout the

globe.”

That’s exactly the kind of thing the Deep State does with

ionospheric heaters like EISCAT-3D.
Two days after Tesla’s death, the Federal Bureau of
Investigation descended on his estate, sweeping up his papers, as it
ordered the Alien Property Custodian to violate his property rights and
to seize his belongings.

President Trump’s uncle, John G. Trump, a

professor at M.I.T. who served as a technical aide to the National
Defense Research Committee (NDRC), was the rst man to analyze the
stolen property.
Tesla technology was available to harass people with voice
to skull, image to skull, and microwave attacks before the First World
War. Its development was nanced by the Illuminati, and the federal
government stole the inventor’s papers.
Microwave harassment goes that far back—more than one
hundred years—and today it’s more advanced than ever.
Our enemies used to call it arti cial telepathy or AT. The
technology is similar to your cell phone. Satellites link the sender and
the receiver.

A computer multiplexer routes the voice signal of the

sender through microwave towers to a speci ed location or cell. That’s
your brain. Out of nowhere, a voice blooms in the mind of the target.
The skull has no rewall and therefore cannot shut the voice out. That
voice can be transmitted at different frequencies, some of which are
audible to the conscious mind and some not. And there will always be a
hypnotist’s voice that you can’t hear, laying in “suggestions.” You know
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when you nd yourself doing something unusual or unhealthy? Or you
just have a sudden impulse to do something dumb? Or when you just
can’t remember something? That’s them.
Or they might be playing music to you. You know when
you just get a song stuck in your head all day long…. You can bet it’s
being played on V2K and it contains hypnotic suggestions. Most people
know that grocery stores will play music that contains subliminal
messages. That technology has been around for a long time. What they
don’t know is that the same technique is used in their mind. It is called
“mind control” after all.
Or it might be that a phrase pops into your head. It will
always be something foul, ridiculous, or unhealthy. You might wonder,
“Why do I keep thinking that?” The answer is simple. Bad people are
using technology to hurt you.
I am not a visual person. I remember far more with my ears
than with my eyes. For almost all of my life, I could not form a picture
in my mind. I could not remember what a loved one’s face looked like,
although, of course, I could recognize her.

My visual memory was

entirely subconscious. I can’t imagine how many pictures and videos
these scum must have in uenced me with. Certainly, I know now that
they will play a video subliminally, or even in person to someone, in an
attempt to create sexual arousal, disgust, or some other effect. Lately, I
have begun to receive images consciously, and, to some extent, I can
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form, change, and send images back to the programmers, controllers,
and other degenerates at NSA, who abuse me constantly.
But mostly I notice words. These abusive and moronic scum
talk to me constantly, and, along with cybernetic technology, they use
neuro-linguistic formulæ (NLF) and neuro-linguistic programming
(NLP) to make me speak along with an interlocutor. They can actually
control how people talk.
Some people recognize the mind-control properties of neurolinguistic programming, although they see it as a self-improvement
program. NLP employs neuro-linguistic formulæ. NLF is what your
hand-held device uses when it prompts you to pick words and phrases,
guessing them from letters as you type. Smartphones train people to be
mind-controlled, thinking with particular words in particular patterns,
exactly like everyone else. NSA uses these techniques to trick people
into thinking that words relayed by microwave transmission are their
own speech or their own thought.
Remember that “Freudian slip” you made, or that
unbelievably stupid thing you heard a politician say, like the time when
George W. Bush said, “There’s an old saying in Tennessee—I know it’s
in Texas, probably in Tennessee—that says, fool me once, shame on—
shame on you.

Fool me—you can’t get fooled again.”

actually knew that saying:
twice, shame on me.”

I bet Bush

“Fool me once, shame on you.

Fool me

But he was paired with an interlocutor who

didn’t, and the scum that controlled his voice messed him up.
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more intelligent, who also went to Yale and belonged to Skull and
Bones: William F. Buckley. Watch some old videos of Firing Line, a
show I grew up with, and you’ll see what I mean. Buckley will stutter
like an idiot, umm-ing and urr-ing, rolling his eyes back in his head,
only to come out with a stream of dollar-and-a-half words and then go
back into the same routine. The man was eloquent, but he had a speech
defect, and that speech defect, like that of many others, was caused by
mind control.
Sometimes they’ll work on people, saying a phrase to a
subject over and over again, and making that person say the phrase over
and over again. You know how people have their little catch phrases—
not to mention set-piece stories that they’ll repeat verbatim and ad
nauseam to others. And then there are the little things a subject may
nd amusing, which were slightly funny or enjoyable the rst time, that
he will repeat again and again and again to others, oblivious of his
listeners’ unsympathetic boredom. There he goes….

Hey, Lily: “Quick, act natural!”
But the scum at NSA are not just looking to identify and
perpetuate simplistic formulæ, through internet habits, to lead scripted
conversations, and to create prompted interactions, where they put
people in each other’s way: “Small world, isn’t it?” They are actively
trying to trip people up.

They will work to make someone say
664
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Or maybe you think Bush is stupid. Okay. Take someone

something hurtful to himself and others. They have certainly made me
quarrel with family members and call them foul names. And they will
also script a scene in a harmless context, have someone repeat it, and
then move it over to another context where it causes trouble. Remember
when Howard Cosell said on national television, while describing black
football players, things like “That little monkey really gets loose, doesn’t
he?” or “Look at that little monkey run….”

Cosell was good with

words, and he was never a racist. He had a strong relationship with the
African-American community.

Back in the 1960s, he was the

rst

announcer to respect Muhammad Ali by calling him by his new name
when others deliberately persisted in calling this persecuted hero by his
old name, Cassius Clay. As it turned out, Cosell often called his own
grandson “little monkey” and otherwise called kids playing or running
“little monkeys.” NSA simply moved it over.
They are always putting things together that shouldn’t be
mixed. Just as they moved Cosell’s habitual speech, which they may
have created, from one context, where it was harmless, to another, where
it was not, they will play one person’s speech to another in order to
create a false impression. You may have called one of your V2K abusers
a fucking bitch or otherwise insulted her, which they will encourage, so
then they will play the verbal insult again and again to a third party,
saying that you insulted her instead. And at the same time, they will be
working to create aggression between you and one of the female
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rape an innocent party.
But however you resist or don’t resist, the idea is to make
you speak along with them, to torture you, and to modify your behavior
as well as your speech. Most of your abusers, who work for CIA, NSA,
DHS, USAF, or a similar organization, are poorly educated losers who
use extremely foul language, and all are sexual deviants of the worst
sort. People subjected to the horrors of the program are forced to hear a
torrent of disgusting verbiage while their interlocutor tries to force their
words to follow his. When things go wrong, you can end up with a
person who twitches, tics, and shouts obscenities that do not come from
him. A lot of the curses may be him yelling at his tormentors, while he
ghts in hypnotic sleep, although he does not know it. The doctors call
it Tourette Syndrome, but something else is going on.
Fortunately, there are limits to language. People know what
they mean even when they say something different. Language control is
not mind control, nor is it the same as controlling emotions or bodily
sensations. There are all kinds of ways you can resist your would-be
controllers with language alone—not to mention that one word will
have different meanings, connotations, and associations for different
people.

One can exploit these differences, as well as the inherent

ambiguities of words, to confuse one’s attackers.

These are some of

many fatal aws in what our enemies call “the program.”
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perpetrators, which they will then try to sexualize, to encourage you to

NLP will never work—simply because of personal
pronouns. NSA’s idea is to have one person speak for another: they
broadcast a perpetrator’s speech by V2K and the recipient mistakes the
speech for her own. They want to talk through our mouths, and they
want to substitute their speech for our thought. But changes in personal
pronouns, leading to odd speech patterns, give the game away.
For example, people will hear a voice in their head, which
they mistake for their own thought: “You shouldn't do that….” But if it is
the person hearing the thought, why is he calling himself you? He
should think, “I shouldn’t do that.” But someone else speaks, by V2K,
and the listener mistakes the voice for his own.
Others will speak about themselves in the third person. This
seems particularly common in Hollywood and Washington, where
Illuminati mind control is strongest. Remember Rhonda on Laverne and
Shirley? Or Lola in Damn Yankees? They are only two examples from
Hollywood. Remember how Senator Bob Dole used to call himself Bob
Dole? President Trump does the same thing. One time he even spoke of
CIA at the headquarters of CIA, stood in front of a sign marked CIA,
and had CIA written below on the television broadcast, calling himself
“Donald Trump.” Now that’s what I call cartel signalling.
Still others speak of themselves as “we.” “We need to get
going” is the sort of phrase that pops into my head.

But who’s we?

There should be only one of me here…. This recalls the royal we, used
by monarchs programmed by the Illuminati.
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They don’t call it

PROJECT MONARCH for nothing. As Queen Victoria famously said,
“We are not amused.” Usually I don’t like royals, but I’m with Vicki on
this one. That’s the kind of stuff Tim Shelley likes.
Watch for these speech patterns in yourself and others, and
ask yourself where they come from.

It’s a good way to spot mind

control.
As I am forced to engage in endless conversations with
abusive morons, I give my tormentors nicknames to mock them. I call
some of the female degenerates that abuse and lie to me names like Miss
Direction, Miss Understanding, Miss Rule, Miss Reason, Miss Conduct,
Miss Behavior, Miss Apprehension, and Miss Take.

But the two that

concern us here have other names: Miss Diagnosis and Miss Treatment.
Long ago, CIA successfully brainwashed many Americans to
dismiss “conspiracy theories” without a second thought.

After they

assassinated John F. Kennedy, they put out an internal memorandum,
Countering Criticism of the Warren Report. They had stacked the deck
by creating a rubber-stamp commission on which characters like CIA
Director Allen Dulles and child-molester Gerald Ford served.

They

didn’t want people thinking for themselves. If you’re actually running a
conspiracy, of course, you want people to dismiss “conspiracy theories.”
CIA has also done much to shape both laypeople’s and
psychiatrists’ views of insanity, especially to label people with MKULTRA issues as crazy. When I was a boy, you were considered crazy if
you talked to yourself. Now, people are considered crazy if they hear
668

voices. Paranoia is called a symptom of insanity. The Soviet Union used
psychiatric wards to suppress dissent. The New World Order does the
same. As every targeted individual should know, you must never go to
a psychologist.

Dissidents are committed to mental asylums, after

which they cannot own rearms (in most states), and they are prescribed
powerful anti-psychotic drugs.

These drugs cost money, so the big

pharmaceutical interests and insurance companies make billions from
the misdiagnosis and mistreatment of the survivors of CIA programs.
Aside from symptoms that arise from V2K and speechfocussed forms of attack, the agency engages in other kinds of body,
emotion, and mind control that involve implants not merely in the head.
I am not entirely clear on the technology. Through implants in the brain,
sensations may be induced in various body parts. Also, there may be
implants in particular body parts. And, courtesy of PROJECT
CLOVERLEAF and INDIGO SKY FOLD, we are all breathing in nanotechnology, otherwise known as smart dust, which assembles itself
inside our bodies.

(Look up, if you don’t believe me, and you’ll see

chemtrails criss-crossing the sky.) Painful sensations may be caused by
blasts from directed energy weapons. They can ood your body with
dopamine, endorphins, or hormones that your body itself manufactures.
They can induce movement. And they will try to stimulate a person’s
private parts or, alternatively, to cause impotence or frigidity, while
assailing the mind with sounds or images, and giving hypnotic
commands either to masturbate or copulate. Electronic anal rape is a
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favorite; and they will make a person’s anus itch while they force that
person through remote control, or give a hypnotic command, to scratch
or nger it. We are dealing with subhuman degenerates, and they are
sick.
Other ailments induced by MK-ULTRA are misdiagnosed as
diseases, so the big pharmaceutical interests and the insurance
companies make billions from the suffering of human beings whose
lives are destroyed by the New World Order. Parkinson’s Disease seems
due in many cases to MK-ULTRA, with its classic symptoms of shaking,
rigidity, and depression. Likewise, dementia and Alzheimer’s Disease
come from the destruction of the mind caused by the satanic trash in the
global “intelligence” community through hypnotic commands. Cancer,
especially of the brain, is caused by directed energy weapons,
microwave signals piggy-backed on cell phones, and the interaction of
processed foods combined with the breathing of poisonous chemicals,
not to mention neural dust, ingested, drunk, or sprayed from airplanes
in PROJECTS CLOVERLEAF and INDIGO SKY FOLD. (Again, look in
the sky: you will see chemtrails from planes but not all jets, and none of
these were present a few years ago.) Strange allergies, which no one
used to have, have become commonplace.

Morgellons, so far

unexplained, indicate the body’s reaction to implants. Crohn’s Disease
is another favorite, since the scum think it’s funny to make a human soil
his trousers.

Milder ailments such as tinnitus (ringing in the ears),

dyslexia (a mix-up of signals to the right and left hemispheres of the
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brain), and restless leg syndrome (leg bouncing up and down from
microwave transmissions at low frequencies) all come, too, from obscene
experiments on human subjects.

They’ll blur your vision and put a

voice in your head that says, “I need to get my prescription updated” or
“I need glasses.”

Or they’ll cause pain in your teeth while you hear

them say, “I need to go to the dentist.” And then there’s Chronic Fatigue
Syndrome, where they just wear you down.

Let’s not forget the

undisclosed purpose of U.N. AGENDA 21, 2030, and 2050, as described
by Rosa Koire in Behind The Green Mask, is to kill eighty percent of the
humans on the planet, as set forth on the Georgia Guidestones.
Then there are the related emotional problems that naturally
arise, or are purposely created, by the use of this obscene technology on
unwitting human subjects. The subhuman trash will work to make you
feel sad or repentant for the sins they have caused you to commit or the
ones about which they lie. Other controllers and programmers will try
to

ll a person with false pride or arrogance, so he has trouble with

people.

Still others will induce anger, either intentionally or

accidentally. And all of these negative emotions depend on a constant
stream of judgements—not to mention the suspension of judgement
against the criminals that perpetrate these horri c crimes. Don’t fall for
it.
But let’s not forget that this form of mind control depends on
implants. Vaccines, like processed food, contain nano-technology, but
there is larger stuff, too.

Whenever you go to a hospital, you are in
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terrible danger. Otherwise, a cybernetic implant can be inserted by an
insect-like drone, and I have had that done to me. It also can be inserted
in person by a CIA degenerate, which has also been done to me. The
program depends on burglaries by sexual deviants. All of my friends,
my family, and I have been taken from our beds and raped in the most
horri c ways, while they put implants in various parts of our bodies.
The agency uses hypnosis, drugs, and electro-shock to wipe people’s
memories—a process described by Cisco Wheeler and Fritz Springmeier
in their books The Illuminati Formula To Create an Undetectable Total
Mind Control Slave and Deeper Insights into the Illuminati Formula.
They have done it to me many times, and these sick degenerates
poisoned my daughter’s dog so they could come into my house. When I
tried to warn others, they thought I was crazy. That’s what the enemy
wants.
Get a big dog and bolt your door from the inside. And a gun
doesn’t hurt. A shotgun or revolver, with hollow-point bullets, is good
for protection; but I also recommend a semi-automatic ri e, bought
legally in an undocumented private sale, for when they really come for
us.

I sleep with a chair propped against my bedroom door and a

hammer under the bed. It is my sincere desire that they break into my
house again, so I can kill one of these craven degenerates face to face.
The Rhodesians had it easy. They could see their enemies.
We do not have that luxury. Today I am constantly plagued by abusive
scum that bother me with V2K and I2K, taunting me about the rape of
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obscenities, and inducing foul sensations in my anus, my scrotum, the
area between the two, and my urethra. They will induce erections while
they torture me; and, if I masturbate, they sometimes make my penis
accid, suggesting that I violate women with objects, as they get off on
raping me with electronics. They are shit. They are cowards. And there
is never any respite. The constant abuse drives me forward, so that I am
always writing, teaching, and ghting against NWO.
Our enemies are actually that stupid. Whereas they could
simply leave people like me alone, they weaponize us so that free time is
impossible, and we have nothing to do but ght them. In this way, they
motivate geniuses to be their implacable enemies, while they pit drugaddicted imbeciles against us. As my friend in the Resistance, Andrea
Davison, who once worked for British Intelligence, said, “There are very
few real agents left.” It’s always been bad, but nowadays it’s just one
violent and moronic lowlife after another, and their dependence on
technology, which puts them in constant contact with us, only serves to
undermine their own effectiveness.

They don’t even give their own

hypnotic suggestions a chance to work, as each perpetrator destroys the
work of another. Ultimately, the program will self-destruct.
But still it is important for us to understand the weapons
they use against us.
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my child and loved ones, pretending to use my voice to object to these

SECOND APPENDIX
SELECT PATENTS AND DIAGRAMS
Nowadays, cybernetics are mostly nano-tech, but you’d be
surprized how many people have the old-school stuff in their bodies. I
thought for years that the bump on the top of my head came from blunt
trauma or that crooked eyes were normal.
What follows is an abridged set of patents and diagrams for
some of the mind control technology used against us.

It’s a good

indicator that I’m not crazy. They didn’t spend decades of research and
billions of dollars inventing this stuff not to use it.
Some of the assignees or holders of the patents with possibly
deep pockets, making attractive defendants for a products liability
lawsuit, include the California Institute of Technology, Georgia Tech,
IBM, Stanford University, Lockheed Martin, Motorola, Pioneer, Procter
and Gamble, Raytheon, Rolls-Royce, the University of Michigan, and the
United States Air Force.
You can learn more about CIA’s cybernetics program
through Aaron and Melissa Dykes’ excellent documentary

lm, The

Minds of Men, which describes the criminality of the Boston Violence
Project, the Of ce of Naval Research, Dr. Robert Heath, and Dr. José
Delgado.
You can also

nd more on my website, Fighting Monarch:
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https:// ghtingmonarch.com.
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THIRD APPENDIX
WHY WE DON’T REMEMBER
In 1977, the U.S. Senate Select Committee on Intelligence
held hearings about CIA’s illegal activities in the United States,
describing “the abuses of the drug testing program and reports of other
previously unknown drug programs and projects for behavioral
control.”
That was over forty years ago, when I was a child, and
things have worsened since. Today CIA has at its disposal not only over
one hundred new cybernetic patents but also the same old drugs.
Among the drugs illegally used by CIA against American
citizens are (a) hypnotic sedatives such as amobarbital, aprobarbital,
butabarbital sodium, chloral hydrate, methotrimeprazine hydrochloride,
midazolam hydrochloride, paraldehyde, pentobarbital, pentobarbital
sodium, quazepam, secobarbital sodium, sodium pentobarbital,
temazepam, triazolam, and zolpidem tartrate, (b) hypnotics like
demerol, desoxyn (combined with sodium pentothal), methyprylon, and
pentothal acid, and (c) memory blockers such as acetylcholine, BZ, and
scopolamine.
Scopolamine, otherwise known as hyoscine, burundanga, or
devil’s breath, concerns me here, since it makes rohypnol, a common
date rape drug, look like nothing. When it is combined with trauma,
which creates amnesic walls, hypnosis, and electro-shock, victims have
little chance of remembering their abuse.

In the 1920s, Robert House pioneered the use of scopolamine
as a truth serum. House found the drug would “depress the cerebrum
to such a degree as to destroy the power of reasoning.” In other words,
the drug turns people into zombies.

It also blocks memories from

forming, so a subject will not remember what happened under the
in uence.

You can see why this would interest CIA; so, using Nazi

scientists imported in OPERATION PAPERCLIP, they began their own
use of drugs and hypnosis, beginning with PROJECT BLUEBIRD and
culminating in MK-ULTRA.
Because scopolamine blocks the acetylcholine receptor in the
brain, it stops memories, normally encoded in the hippocampus, from
forming. Victims cannot recall what happened to them, and they cannot
identify their attackers.
But don’t listen to me.
States government.

Here are the words of the United

In 2012, the State Department published a travel

advisory:
One common and particularly
dangerous method that criminals use in order
to rob a victim is through the use of drugs.
The most common has been hyoscine
[scopolamine]. Unof cial estimates put the
number of annual hyoscine incidents in
Colombia at approximately 50,000. Hyoscine
can render a victim unconscious for 24 hours
or more.
In large doses, it can cause
respiratory failure and death. It is most often
administered in liquid or powder form in foods
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and beverages.
The majority of these
incidents occur in night clubs and bars, and
usually men, perceived to be wealthy, are
targeted by young, attractive women.
To
avoid becoming a victim of hyoscine
[scopolamine], one should never accept food
or beverages offered by strangers or new
acquaintances or leave food or beverages
unattended….
T y p i c a l l y, v i c t i m s b e c o m e
disoriented or unconscious, and are thus
vulnerable to robbery, sexual assault, and
other crimes.
In its powdered form, scopolamine has neither taste nor smell, so it can
easily be slipped into someone’s drink.

Also, it can be smoked in

cigarettes, blown in someone’s face, or administered in a transdermal
patch. The drug acts fast, so it takes effect in less than twenty minutes.
CIA has everything at its disposal, but this drug is so easily
obtainable that it can be used by common criminals, which, in the
unlikely event of detection, can form a smokescreen concealing agency
involvement. Scopolamine is used to treat motion sickness, Parkinson’s
Disease, muscle spasms, irritable bowel syndrome, asthma, and
depression. It is even used off-label to help stop smoking. Despite the
obvious criminal uses of scopolamine, the World Health Organization
lists it as one of the safest and most effective medicines. You can nd it
in almost any grocery store.
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Are we really to believe that criminals use this drug only in
Colombia? or that CIA ever stopped using it?
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