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Part 1-What I Knew of Love






To my father figure, whoever he was who gave
me love and showed me what life was even though I never got to
touch or see him. Freedom: to touch real love or really feel the
real free feeling of life for more than five minutes at a time.

There used to be a lake outside of my school
where we would play a lot after school. There was a running stream
going through it that would never freeze, not enough to walk on. If
you would take one step on it in the winter even with the ice
frozen you would fall through and drown.

The ice was so crystal clear. I could see
through to the bottom. Something inside of me said it was okay. I
reluctantly walked towards the water feeling death and then the
rush as I ran towards the opportunity to dance with it.

I started to run and dance as I was laughing
and slipping and sliding as the ice was cracking under my feet. I
could feel them come in finally. I wondered where they were and
when they would come in. One yelled at me to get off and the other
said it was okay, the older one. I laughed as I slid across the
cracking water and pushed my face against the ice so thin you could
see through it. The old on, the one I call my father, said it was
okay. “You can dance to it just this once. I’ll keep you above it,”
he said and I felt him come inside of me and I had no conscience of
anyone around me as I ran across that ice. When I was done playing
I felt him safely let me off on the high ridge of the pine needles.
I thought, Oh God! That was unreal. And he said, “Just this once,
you’d better never do it again.” He sounded so much like the big
fat man in the cellar area of my uncle’s place.

My uncle owned this club where all the adults
would go and have their parties. The men would go downstairs and
get drunk or pack boxes or unpack them, at least that is what my
uncle always said that he was doing. We were never to go down
there. It was a rule, the golden rule. I used to think that you
would be killed.

One day my mother who was too lazy to get me
a coke on her own made me, a little three-year-old, go down to the
men’s area at the bottom of the club and get my coke. I said, “But,
Mom, you’re not supposed to go down there.” And she said, ”Oh just
shut up and go down there and get yourself a coke and leave me
alone,” as she stuffed her mouth with food.

I looked at the bartender upstairs as I saw
him pouring cokes and I said very scared, “They have cokes up here.
Why can’t I get it up here?” She replied searching for words, “I
don’t know. They don’t have any more up here. Just go down,” as the
bartender upstairs was now looking at me with tears in his eyes. I
could hear her telling him that they weren’t going to hurt me and
he seemed to feel better, if he only knew. My mother loved her
food. I said one last time, “But we’re not supposed to go down
there,” whining now and scared to be around the grown men by myself
and go down those big stairs.

The food was good to my mother seeing as she
grew up in a poor country on a dirt floor with outhouses and only
fish to eat in the morning because that’s all her father did for
work. And he was a drunk, she said. I don’t know because I never
met him. He died in her native land in some mental hospital. I was
told that we were not supposed to talk about it. He didn’t die
before beating my mother in front of my father though. Before my
father married her he would kiss her goodnight after dates and my
mother would be beaten for it. If not him, my uncle, her brother,
would take the role. It didn’t sound like she had a good life,
before my father anyway.

She had all her gums cut one year because she
never brushed her teeth out there. It’s a wonder my father married
her and she even looked good enough for him. And I never could
understand how my father was such a jock with all this smoke and
booze in here. I asked for a coke and the bartender offered me one
with CHERRIES!! I thought, Oh boy!! I wasn’t afraid now, it wasn’t
so bad. That weird funny feeling at the doorway that said don’t
come in was a little scary but now that I’m in here it doesn’t
seem so bad at all. They’re just regular people. I didn’t even want
to come down here. That’s when this man cut into our conversation
and noticed me and said, “What? Huh? What are you doing?” talking
to me.

The bartender said, “She just wanted a coke.”
“Oh yea, don’t they know that they’re not supposed to be down
here?” he said. I had quite an attitude about me. I guess I was
born with it. So I turned around and just looked at him and stared
and tried to glare. But he didn’t flinch at all. So the big fat man
said, “We’re going to get rid of him anyway.” I just looked at him
in shock, the bartender that is, he was shaking by this time and I
didn’t notice he was trying to give me a message to get help.

He said, “Get help from someone upstairs,” as
he shook fiercely at this time. I couldn’t help thinking,
What? Are they going to get rid of this poor guy and why?
All he did is give me a coke. I guess the bartender figured that he
wouldn’t get out of there on his own.






There were about ten of them down there,
mostly relatives to me. I only knew the warmth of them from my
grandmother who used to bring me around them with her. She would
never let anything happen to me. So I then took my coke with
cherries and started towards the door, very positively at this time
too. The big fat man just glared at me as I did at him as I walked
by. I could feel him coming through me as I felt in the doorway
before I entered. I didn’t know what it was but I wasn’t scared
because I usually felt warmth when I felt this feeling. But this
time he was glaring hard and I glared back showing him that I was
not going to be scared of him. Someone came in out of nowhere and
said, “She is abused,” talking about me and that I had to be
watched. I felt repugnant.

The fat man quickly replied, “I’ll have to
watch her.” And I thought, Watch me? Watch me for what? What would
this big fat man be watching me for that he is qualified to do
where I am concerned? Never knew what he meant but I walked out of
there and proceeded up the stairs to the function hall where
everyone else was.

Once I got up there I started to remember and
frantically tried to find a face that I could trust, of course no
one that I know, that would not be good, this man needed real help.
Everyone else in my mind would just hurt him and not rescue him.
Weirdly enough my grandmother did not look like one I could trust.
I saw a stranger, they must be good. I went to run and low and
behold my uncle ran up the stairs just at that moment before I
could run and speak and I felt that warm feeling of grab come
through me as I turned to look at him and he yelled, “What did she
hear!” Everyone stopped what they were doing and looked up. I don’t
know what they thought but I guess that they were supposed to
believe that I had just heard a grown-up thing. That is why my
uncle ended up trying to laugh toward the end of that statement. He
caught my attention once more and he opened his arms wide and sad,
“Come here. I’m going to take you somewhere safe.” All I could
think of was a trunk in the back of a car and then suddenly a
thought came quick into my mind of another home, a warm and safe
one and somehow my feelings changed fast and I smiled wide and went
to run to him. Now my grandmother was heated.

She jumped up and said, “No!! Stop!!” before
he even was able to get to me and said, “You’re not taking her
anywhere!” And I thought what’s all the fuss at that point,
I wanted to go.

Then my uncle replied, “You’re going to have
to watch her.” She had some tears a little in her eyes by now and I
was drawn to her and led to her table.

My mother hadn’t been that good to me lately.
She used to tie me to the cellar stairs in my diapers to keep me
out of the way and when I would try to climb up the feel of the
hard wood against my tender skin would try and grab splinters as I
would just about make it up three steps and be in tears being able
to see her face by now, she would shoo me back down again.

She did try and make me take half of a bottle
of baby aspirin when I was three and I woke up one night when I was
just a baby at almost two in my twin bed to feel my head being put
in between the mattress and the bed frame. I lost all track of time
then but woke up in a stiff fright gagging for air when I felt some
mysterious strength push the mattress down and safely guide my head
out. My mother screamed in extreme dismay to see that I was out of
the hold I was in. She screamed, “She’s out! She got out!! Oh God,
what am I going to do now?” As someone came in hooked up and
consoled her and came to me and yelled at me to get back to
sleep.

I was so scared I jumped back into a sleeping
position. They seemed to be more careful with me after that. My
father wanted to kill her when there was question about the baby
aspirin but someone came in and shut my mouth before I could speak
of what had actually happened. Then there was the time that I got
my vaccination at school which got infected and she told the nurse
not to report it, that she would blame her for it seeing as she
gave it to me and to leave it alone after she had come by to look
at it at my mother’s request. The nurse told my mother that I
needed a doctor. My mother said to just let it heal. I ended up
with a hole in my arm which she remind me about and warns me and
says that I can die from it if anyone gets too close. She then
later in life told me that I would die for her and that if I ever
said anything bad about her that she would make it worse for me and
if I said good things about her then things would be easier on me.
These things were always on the phone though, so you can never
count them.

I went and sat down next to my grandmother
where one of my aunts was sitting now. She was cold and scary and
made this face at me and said, “Your father is really not your
father,” as I could feel this cold weird feeling coming from her.
And all I could do was get shocked from that statement about the
man that I had been living with and known to be my real father. And
everything else that had happened so far that night I would forget.
And I did forget about that man downstairs. My grandmother nodded
to her suggestion and agreed with the ridiculous statement that was
just thrown my way. I remember thinking, I am not sure what was
said downstairs but this cake is sure good.


Part 2-Grown Up






My father was so handsome. He was very shy. I
could not understand why, he had so much going for him. I had his
eyes. His were blue-gray and mine were green-brown which for some
reason when I got older would change colors to a blueish gray or
green, never brown anymore. Everyone else’s in my family’s were
brown or close to it, certainly not two different colors that shone
like mine.

I was going to write a book when I was
twenty-four but the mafia stopped me. Little did I know what it all
would mean down the road to me when I really understood what it all
was.

I was the kind of girl (child) who
thought that if you did everything right God would reward you and
make sure that your life turned out right. I was raised a very
strict Catholic and apparently God was the only thing that I had to
fall back on as far as a strong spirit.

My grandmother would make me walk down a
straight aisle out in the open when we had to go to church. I could
still smell the liquor from my grandfather’s beer on my white
gloves. And there was no way that I was going to get away with
communion. The bread would always get stuck to the roof of my mouth
and that would scare me just as it did if I had to put my fingers
in my mouth to scrape it out. The priest would sometimes look at me
and stare at me as though I had done something wrong.

We would go to dinner afterwards, it was
always on a Saturday, always at these family owned restaurants
where I could feel that warm stuff all over the place. The food was
good, but I was never supposed to suck the bottom of my soda ice
cubes through the straw. It made too much noise and my grandmother
would always curse me. I couldn’t figure out whether she loved me
or not.

I would be playing on our swing set hanging
upside down on the bars as my shirt would come up over my head when
she would come over, heck I was only ten. She would yell at me and
say, ”Get down from there and act like a lady,” and then give up
and say, “You’re such a tomboy anyway.”

My sister and I would play windmill all the
time at my direction. It is when you hold the other person’s feet
up and they walk on their hands. I guess my grandmother knew it was
in my direction because she would only yell at me. I could never
figure out why she would get so mad.

That summer I wasn’t allowed in the home of
some family members who we were visiting. My mother had said that
the relatives who were staying outside could not go inside which
meant everyone else in our family that drove all the way up there,
but that it was only me that they were really worried about. My
grandmother went in, they were also camping out in the farm fields
as us. I thought it to be weird that we never saw the people of the
place that we were camping on. My mother cried when she told me I
had to stay out in the farm area with someone in my family the
whole trip. I believe that I used to hear, they don’t want this
stuff in here. I wasn’t sure if my mother was kidding or she wanted
to just try and make me feel bad by telling a tall tale. She was
mean and calculating at times.

I had a big scratch on my face when we were
out there. It was there because I was a tomboy, I guess. I kind of
felt ugly because of it but I rolled in the high grass as my father
played ball with the other kids. I couldn’t be bothered. I wanted
to try and get attention from some of the neighborhood boys that
had now just joined us to maybe play ball. My father was watching
and waiting for them to join. I started to smile at them and roll
on the grass in hopes that they would want to watch me and notice
me. They watched but they didn’t say anything. I thought that they
would have made a comment by now about how pretty I was, but they
just stared. By now I felt bad. I knew that this scratch on my face
was holding me back. This whole day maybe this whole vacation was
ruined by a stupid big scratch. I told them, “This scratch won’t be
here forever.”

They just got surprised and startled at me
and jumped a little to hear me say that and replied, “Oh, you’re
still very pretty.” I felt better now. I said, “I am? I mean you
think I am?” And they said, “Oh yeah!” Now I believed them. Now I
felt better. As just then my real father came in a little, I could
feel him now. “I just wanted to see how the boys felt,” I said. His
brows went up and his anger grew at that point and he flared it a
little towards me but it just bounced off of me and now he was
somewhat concentrating on the boys, ordering them to play ball if
they were there, “TO PLAY!” They shook and said, “Oh, yeah. Yeah,
yeah, yeah,” and ran quickly towards my father. He gave me a
frustrated look and walked away. I just pushed my nose up a little
in the air as to say no one is going to make me feel bad. I would
just run in the fields and play in the grass as I loved to make
myself feel loved and wonderful. I could feel the tall grass
running through my body. I loved the songs that dancers and
ballerinas would dance to. I always had to dance. I thought music
was perfect to show off all of my great moves. I would run to the
side window of our house where my mother would wash dishes to dance
to the songs on the radio in front of her hoping she would see. I
would make my best moves and hope that she would be in amazement
and see my real true talent and maybe enter me into a dance class.
All she did was say that she knew what I was trying to do.

I also was always in the doctor’s office
sick. My mother said it was because my father would blow the smoke
of his cigarettes in my face and she couldn’t stop it. My doctor
was the only doctor that my mother was allowed to take us children
to. This doctor would never look into any of the mishaps of me when
I would be rushed into her office in emergency.

It was always much after the fact and the
facts never seemed to be important to her or exactly how it
happened. And I could never understand why my doctor’s husband was
a doctor. He was a mean man that hid in the other non-used room of
the doctor’s office and would pop out at you at any given time when
you weren’t ready. He told me I was going to have to be an actor to
get out of this one. I didn’t know what he was talking about. All I
knew is that I was there to go to see a farm with animals. But
there weren’t any animals in here in this room. My doctor tried to
scare me to see if I knew what a farm was? I didn’t know of any
farm close by to here I thought. My father would have had to drive
us there and it was always planned when we went on a long journey.
Local animals maybe?

I didn’t want to leave my mother at that
time. The choices that they left me were slim. I was offered to
stay with my doctor and her kids at her house. What would they want
with me? I wasn’t their real child? But why would they want to
threaten me if I didn’t want to go with them? I don’t remembering
doing anything wrong. I was to feel that I was being disciplined
somehow as my mother said that I had been very bad. I thought she
didn’t even discuss that one with me at all on the way down here.
As a matter of fact, I barely remembered the ride, probably because
she always had me on something. She would buy out the pharmacy on
any and every over-the-counter medicines and leave them in a large
spot for me in the kitchen to take at her order. I used to fall
asleep at school. She could have really fooled me. There was so
much going on that I didn’t understand. I was still little. All I
knew is that my mother wanted to take me to a farm. It was done a
lot when you were little then. I never went to a farm. I do
remember being in the hall on some sort of chair where the pictures
on the wall were all moving around in circles slowly and some of
the people that lived in the house went up and down the stairs as I
could see them moving slowly and turning their heads towards me in
dismay as my doctor and the nurse who worked there told them to
ignore me. I must have passed out because I would always end up
home after that.

My grandmother did try and talk me into being
a nun one time and going away to take care of people or they would
take care of me. I couldn’t figure that one out.

Everything seemed normal on the onset in my
life yet I started to notice things and actually hear things that I
could remember. People talking to me, actually having a
conversation with me without even being there . My family seemed
normal. I had one brother and one sister. I was the middle child,
the one that was supposed to be left out. Maybe I was abnormal
because I was the middle child, but special, I was kind. But I was
supposed to feel lost and left out, all the books said so. I kind
of liked sun signs. My mother read a little bit of it to me. Mine
seemed mysterious and special. I was a Gemini. It seemed as though
my mother was trying to make it mysterious and special to me. She
never acted like that. My father was calling me the black sheep of
the family as I barely heard it or felt it and my mother was
crying, saying I was planned. Thinking back on all of her pain of
that day finding out that she was pregnant with me, not really
planned at all. My book talked about all of the special traits that
I had. My father said all that was rubbish.


















































































Part 3-The Sacrifice for My Father






I saw my father that last time on that
Thursday. I wasn’t visiting, I just needed a favor. Our
relationship appeared that I would only call him in a jam. I had
been trying to make it on my own to no avail. He cooked for me and
seemed to purposely make something fatty for me that made me sick.
He knew that I hated processed or fatty foods. They had always made
me sick as a child. I loved my father even though I never got the
affections that a daughter would get.

He loved my sister, cherished her. We were
supposed to look up to her and do everything that she did. All she
ever did for me was stick a cigarette in my mouth and pour liquor
into my cup when I wasn’t looking.

That’s why I thought it was a joke when my
father told me at thirty-one that she was going to have to watch me
someday. I thought, What am I, a child? Does he think that I
am that handicapped now? For a second I got scared and realized
that I was in a criminal family and I may be being watched either
for good reasons or bad ones on their part. I would try to hide
that I felt this and thought it for a second. But shit! I think he
knows, now comes the acting. My family is so backwards. Boy, was I
defiant, and an idiot he is. But one of the guys came in just
around then and let me know that they were on again, I think CIA. I
could feel my father put in the word to let me go at that point. I
wasn’t completely clear on what that meant but it was serious
enough to call my protection on again and I think that was when Tim
came on pretty seriously. Tim, he’s my love, but I’ll get into that
more later. I could feel him. I knew his feel by now. The CIA had
been trying to get me used to him. And this was good for him too,
to have me for an assignment because it protected him. It was all
planned out.

He was picked for me since he and I were
children living in the same place at one time, and he agreed.

I was in somewhat of a state of shock by this
whole thing and what was about to happen. All I felt is that my
father wanted to kill me or hurt me in some way. I had no idea what
was going on. But everything was so fast.

There were winds and swoops coming my way and
trying to pull the life out of me and people were calling in from
around the corner and trying to put towards me. I was being
threatened about my sister and about Janet’s family (my best friend
who passed) by my father and now Terry Brown (Janet’s cop friend)
had come in. I could feel my sister-in-law (who is in the mafia)
and her father from across the street.

“Italy!!” my father yelled. He was trying to
figure out who I was dealing with who dealt with Italy. I cringed
in my seat as I tried to recall everyone that I knew who had to do
with Italy. I was going to go there one time but I didn’t know
anyone there. “He has a lot to do with Italy. She’s going to marry
him? Huh, isn’t that nice,” he said. I knew that the last statement
wasn’t true or at least that is what he wanted me to think. But he
was just mad and trying to get a reaction or more information out
of me. This was serious stuff. I was so glad my life was somewhat
outside of this and wondered why I wasn’t released from this whole
thing or situation sooner. And my father would be the one to die.
He had been telling me that day that it would be me.

I still don’t understand to this day the
whole day or the whole thing because it was to get too out of hand
even with people watching me. I really wasn’t involved in the
family business per se if there is or was one and sure as heck
wouldn’t be safe talking to cops about it seeing as though the
mafia had it in with the cops in such and up and up way of
everything. And the police in our town were even worse. They were
more than well aware of what was going on in our town and I am sure
had FBI connections. They had been in this comfortable position for
quite a few years and no one would think to stop this. We were
living in an up and coming neighborhood where there was supposedly
no crime and they (the cops and everyone who lived here) would
constantly boast about it. Except for the mysterious deaths
occurring once in a while, it seemed like a perfectly normal place
to live in.

Some people have big jobs where they try and
get to people that want to get out. Was I one of those?

As a child as the separation of my parents’
relationship grew in our home the naturalness of my life started to
disappear, almost the same as when my father died, I knew my life
would never be the same again. But this visit seemed different. He
was hooked up and I could always hear of course what the other
person was saying, which no one ever knew as I was always being
watched for my protection too. He didn’t know this as well. Our
discussions grew more intense and I could hear someone coming in
for me to listen to see and hear what was going on. My father was
clearly mad. I had no idea what the outcome of the conversation
would be. I could feel my insides being pulled. But I never
prevailed. He stopped and took his breath for a second and changed
paths with me.

He started to talk about the FBI and how I
could count on them if things went all wrong. He said that he knew
that I wouldn’t be afraid to deal with them. He cried and said that
he hoped for this but I doubted his sincerity. He then came in
coldly and let me know that, yes, he too had been in the mafia all
of his life and that all my worst fears had come true and to be
revealed right out in the open at that moment. I tried to run
inside of myself at that moment as I had always done in the past
and he seemed to have a hard time holding onto me. I felt so far
from him and as though I was looking in on my last light and as
though I never knew him at all. I was really never very close to
him to begin with but this was the worst. I was scared and in a
stranger’s house.

I wanted to cry and knew I had no one to go
to for help or to cry to. It seemed as though it was our last
conversation. I knew it. I could hear him talking to someone as
they said that he was going to die. I got that helpless feeling in
my body. I could feel that same organized crime feeling that I felt
when I was three and walked in on that family meeting into that
damn club and heard too much. Who was I? Was I real? Was I really
there? Maybe I was an imagination of God and we all weren’t really
here. Maybe I would wake up and not be here? I felt myself go
numb.

I had a hard time explaining myself at that
time because I was brain damaged and I was already tripping over my
words. Everything seemed so far away and I kept feeling as though
everyone knew what I was already thinking or trying to say instead
of saying what I needed to say. It was always too hard for me then,
and it certainly wasn’t the time for me to be having problems with
this. I had to get myself out and try and understand and make some
rational sense out of this so that I could get myself out, into
some world, some kind of world that made sense and was
uncomplicated.

The reason I use the term “organized crime”
is because no one ever discussed anything with me so I only had my
imagination to conclude what was going on. I was always told I was
too young to be near the adults and have discussions with the
adults and when I was old enough I was told forget it. Ew, that
used to make me so mad. Who the hell do they think they are for not
having such serious discussions with me as adult ones? I was never
going to learn how to grow up. Forget college, I was never even
spoken to about what kind of career path to take in high
school.

All the guidance counselors were too scared
to talk, maybe say the wrong thing. They just said whatever you
want to do. I’m sure it is alright or fine, something like
that.

Years later I started to hear the rustle of
information and whispers in the kitchen and feel that death sick
lonely feeling wishing someone was there that I could trust but
always knowing that I would not let them know that I could hear or
that I knew, that it would be my life. I knew our family was
breaking up but I didn’t know what that meant for me.

The only place that I learned about organized
crime was from television. I never even went to the movies until I
was thirteen and that was maybe once a year. I wasn’t even allowed
to watch the news or read the newspaper.

I wasn’t allowed near boys even though that
didn’t stop me. I loved a good kiss. I used to sneak all the time.
When I would have boyfriends over I had to come in much earlier
than my brother or sister and was not allowed to talk or be alone
with them. One of my boyfriends thought that was suspicious. He
used to try and get me to come live in his home. I can never figure
out why he never got killed seeing all of the things he used to try
and do for me.

I did find out later that his brother was a
cop and that’s when he, Jason, turned on me. I could never imagine
that he would. He was the love of my life, cherished me. My first
boyfriend, even with all the girlfriends that he had, he still
worshipped me and could never forget me. He had in his mind that I
was taken away from him in some way apparently because when I made
it clear against my wishes that we would never be he snapped. Kind
of the same thing my ex-husband Danny did when I left him and he
saw I was never coming back. Danny’s uncle was a cop so that’s
probably where all that came from. I was always supposed to be
watched. I’m sure it must have gotten too hard on everyone and they
had to make a decision soon as to what to do with me.

I knew my grandmother didn’t want me out in
New York. The thought of me becoming rich and famous was out of the
question, apparently because I would talk about what I don’t know
because I was never able to make sense out of anything. All I know
is I would repeat weird things to people and they would just look
at me and say, “Do you know what you are saying?”

And I would say, “What?” because I only knew
what I grew up on or around. I knew nothing else. Whatever I shared
was the knowledge of my life, my upbringing. If my life was so
weird why wasn’t anyone saying anything to me in-depth about it? I
would just feel people distance themselves from me often. There was
always someone else there for me though to play with or socialize
with. It seemed to be the more naïve or unpopular ones that would
always end up staying and crying to me about their problems because
it seemed I could always make it better.

I never had any problem with that. If I would
start to feel lonely I would feel a circus of events and people
around me that stayed until I moved on to another grade or year in
my life. It just seemed that the wise and weary stayed away, always
the nice guys too, it seemed as I got older. Boy was that the
bummer.

Everything I learned was from TV. In those
days all we had were black and whites. We were so lucky to get one
because I was told we had no money. I used to stay up and watch the
old movies. That is where I learned about love but my personal love
life never seemed to go the same. I loved the little girl with the
golden locks who would dance and sing. That was my favorite and the
monster with sewn patches on his face and dinosaurs went next in
that order. I played with dolls until I was twelve which I tried to
hide because that was supposed to be bad. But it was so hard for
me, such a break up, because I loved their faces, so beautifully
molded each and every one of them so perfect and pink and smelled
so new before they started to look old. The smell of their clothes
and bottles as they drank out of them were so perfectly admired. Oh
God, I could feel that through my whole body when I would see them
in the store. I never wanted to leave the aisle at the thought of
taking a new one home.

I wanted a baby so bad when I was little. My
aunt, the one that said that my father was not my father, said that
there was something wrong with that as she looked at me and through
me that I was crazy. My mother told her to leave me alone and that
the doctor said that was normal. I used to ask my mother all the
time to make me a baby sister or brother. When I finally accepted
that she would not I would look through the baby catalogs and pick
out all the cute babies that I wanted to be mine when I grew up.
There were always so many.

My other used to wash baggies and hang them
all over the sink area to dry so people would see them when they
came over, I guess to see we were poor. And my father would come
home with $2,000 stereos and other sorts of contraptions. He never
borrowed, only paid cash. He didn’t believe in it.

One thing I did hate was my mother when she
would wake up on a Saturday morning. She would bitch to me to start
cleaning and it would seem that I was the only one in the house to
do it. I would have to start about five minutes after she would
wake up, that was around 9:00 or 10:00 a.m. on Saturdays. She had
all the jobs marked out for me. Let’s see, scrub the bathroom, “Oh
no! Don’t forget to dust the plants in the living room and I will
come by and check all the jobs later,” she would say as I watched
her vacuum the toaster. She would check every job I did after I did
it and if it wasn’t done right I would have to do it again. There
were always five or six hours before I could eat anything. I could
have cereal when I got up but I had to work all the way through
until all the Saturday jobs were done until I could eat another
meal. That would be sometimes not until 3:00 p.m. in the afternoon
and I would be dizzy and tired and trying not to pass out. But I
was not allowed to stop until done. Someone used to come in and
tell her to give me a piece of cheese or something on occasions.
She would smile and say, “Okay,” even though this voice wasn’t
clear and I couldn’t really hear familiarity well enough to make it
out. But the feeling of food in my body made sense and was
securing.

I hated to clean. That’s probably why I
revolt to do it now. This is probably why after Danny I refused to
cook or clean for anyone since. I never even cleaned my own
apartment except the bathroom and I kept the stove and sink area
clean as just what I would use for the day. And of course I was a
good bathroom cleaner because I had been doing it since I was eight
years old. I never dusted, I would just run my hand across
something when I walked by. I never used an iron either. I would
rather throw the garment out and say that something was wrong with
it. I would just throw things out if they became too dirty and too
difficult to clean, appliances, things of that nature. I didn’t
believe in frivolous things. Wouldn’t buy knick knacks either so
that I wouldn’t have to dust them or so they wouldn’t break. I
tried not to save any paper that I didn’t need. I had very few
greeting cards that I would hang on to. My mother taught me that.
She would always throw things out if there were too many things
accumulating from us children from year to year, school made gifts
or if I gave her something that she didn’t like for an occasion,
she would give them back to me. Or at times she’d tell me she was
going to throw a particular gift out anyway if I didn’t take it
back because she either didn’t like it or had no use for it. I
guess that’s why I never really got attached to material things or
supposed emotional attachment pieces after Danny and I broke up.
After him, I decided that I would not and just forgot about things
that supposedly didn’t mean anything to me and moved on. I wanted
to start a new life so bad.

And I only dated men that took me out to eat
so that I wouldn’t have to cook for them. I think that was one of
the reasons why Danny had a hard time coming home. He didn’t know
how to cook either and would always expect me to have supper on the
table. I did that fine; it was just what he was eating and that
would aggravate him. We had a limited income so I shopped
accordingly, always chicken legs of course. I was taught that from
my mother, they’re cheap. Can buy a huge bag of them and they
always tasted good with a shaking bag and bread crumbs and baked
potatoes and carrots. My husband didn’t mind that as long as the
potatoes weren’t cold and he had chicken gravy and everything
served right to him, whether or not my food was going to get cold
did not matter. I think it was the veal cutlet patties that put him
over the edge. They were the four-pack for ninety-nine cents.

He just flipped and never came home for
supper again. I think he was even planning a divorce at that time,
which to me didn’t seem to be a reason to leave someone that you
just married and loved. It seemed that I was too much for him. Even
though he loved when I would play cards for crackers with him, he
would laugh and cry at the same time. It was hard but I wanted him
to know that we loved each other and I tried to love him even
though we had nothing. He had a piece of land that his parents had
given to him but he didn’t want my name on it so it was hard to
plan building a home on it because I would be putting my money into
it too obviously.

I was hard to deal with at times. I would
just get emotional and cry over nothing and not even be able to
move at times and I didn’t know why. The emotional feeling would
just override me so much at times that I just wanted to find out
what it was and get rid of it so bad and move on but I was never
able to even look at what was bothering me. Danny would feel bad
and go into another room or just go and walk out the door. Which is
here that I don’t understand, he did the same thing to me when
Janet died. After she died I was falling apart and someone would
come in but it didn’t seem as though they were helping me anymore,
they were just there. It just seemed that I was functioning then
aimless in life or unfeeling of any goal.

Someone wanted me to go out there into the
world on my own and seemed to be trying to push me away from Danny
at this time and he certainly didn’t seem to be fighting it at all
on this. He would get drunk on occasion and come to the bar where I
waitressed and drive me home and threaten to crash the truck up
with both of us in it. I was terrified. I didn’t know what he was
going through. I couldn’t understand. It seemed that everyone was
taking control of my husband’s life now and I was just supposed to
be out of it. Even Janet, when she was alive, pretended that she
cared if we broke up early in our marriage. I could tell. I could
see the way she was acting towards me. After Janet died it seemed
that she and Danny had something going on with each other, also,
some kind of deal on me with Terry. And she knew another man trying
to be a cop. I felt so bad because I loved Janet no matter what and
I always blamed myself for the guy that died in that cellar of my
uncle’s. I blamed myself for Janet being sick and this man must
have misconstrued my feelings for something else. I had carried
that pain with me for so long and it didn’t seem to show itself
until Janet died. She was the only decent thing that I ever knew
and loved.

I couldn’t figure it out. Nothing seemed to
be going smooth. I did not know what was wrong. I wasn’t that
young. I was eighteen at the time. I watched and did everything
that my mother did. My father liked that and he didn’t seem to mind
what she was doing. I would see things falling apart all over the
place when I would cook and my mother and father would “ooh” and
ahhh” over it when it came to my sister’s cooking. They thought
everything I cooked was awful. The only thing I could make was
American Chop suey, but sometimes I would experiment and put chili
powder into it for a little zing.

My father got very angry and said, “What is
that shit?” When I was little and it would be my turn to cook he
would always say that it would be the last time that I would cook.
I didn’t care. Ms. Fonser, my Home Ec teacher, felt the same way
but it was alright because I was helping with the clean up
instead.

I loved school. That was the only place that
I got any discipline and upbringing, good discipline and upbringing
and a lot of praise and love. I only had a few bad run-ins, one was
with a teacher. It was with the art teacher who pulled me into the
window by my hair and bumped my nose on the window frame. I still
have a bump there today. She freaked, but I was a brat hanging my
head out trying to catch a jump rope from a classmate outside two
floors down.

And then there was the time I almost go in a
fight with a boy at school trying to stick up for a friend. But he
punched me in the mouth instead and chipped my tooth so that ended
that one. And there was one boy who chased me with a green frog at
recess. I used to get so sick from him but he died in a boat some
years later. And there was another guy who used to give my sister a
hard time and they found him dead and shot in the back woods of his
house. My mother told me it was because of me but I knew it was
because of my sister, if anyone. My mother told me to shut my
mouth. I knew he always gave my sister a hard time. She used to
complain about him all of the time, I barely knew him. I was always
told to shut my mouth when it came to my sister. My sister can drug
me and get drunk and it didn’t matter if anyone knew that I was
drunk or on drugs as a result of her. But it was turning out to be
like a mortal sin if I divulged anything on my sister, even if it
had to do with me.

And then of course there was the Senator’s
daughter. I had out voted her on every beauty contest in our class
that year and she attacked me in the cafeteria. Her father and
mother came after me with the hooked up stuff and vowed to make my
life a failure after that.

I only knew one guy who had the gall to be so
sweet and nice to me and try and really get to me by picking my
brain and showing me he really cared. He ended up shot in his
apartment. He seemed to be forced into writing a suicide letter.
His friends that were my friends were later turned against me. He
had such a crush on me growing up. But he had this sweet intensive
sincerity that you never find and always wanted to be my
knight.

He would tell everyone that he liked me so
much and wanted to date me. “Really like me,” he used to say and,
“pass it on.” I used to think about it as I did with every offer
and held that thought for a moment to see if I were passing up
something. If I didn’t feel anything then I would know that
something wasn’t there. I think everyone knew how he felt. After he
died they just tried not to say that he ever liked me. Kind of like
the same when Danny had an affair with the mafia girl that was
friends with my sister-in-law and they both tried to say that he
never did. Was I supposed to be the one in danger now? They were
the ones that were in the mafia or so Danny had said. That’s when I
started to wonder.

My father called me one day when I was away
and told me that this guy who wanted to be my knight was dead. I
could feel someone that sounded like my father coming through the
phone saying that this guy had to go. He wanted to see my reaction
to this and I started to go a little, then from somewhere a feeling
that it was my time too.

I loved movies, they would take me away.
There was only one other thing that took me away more and that was
music. When my sister got older my father set the cellar up so that
she could listen to her 45’s and read her books in peace. I’m
surprised that I didn’t throw a fit because it wasn’t set up for me
too. She was only five years older. My protection always made me
not argue because they were afraid that my father would hurt me.
She loved her 45’s and I had a couple from her on birthdays, which
would always be picked out by her. I was allowed to go downstairs
sometimes and listen to music with her. I loved it. I felt as
though I were walking into a forbidden palace with her. She had so
many large albums that I never knew of. At thirteen, I saw one
glance of an older, famous, long-haired rock and roll star and
decided that I wanted to go out with him. I had always gotten the
cutest guy in class that I wanted. I had always been looking for
that father figure.

She looked at me as though I was crazy and
said, “Yeah, right.” And then looked again and said, “You are
serious!” I didn’t understand. That’s all I needed to see. He made
me feel the way that I was supposed to. What was wrong? “He’s too
old for you,” she said, “for one thing.” I didn’t understand that.
I had always escaped the dirty no-no’s. I figured that I was so
cute that there was never a problem. No one would ever look at me
and touch me the way that they weren’t supposed to, that was out of
the question in my family. That was like death to my father.
Looking at me was always enough though. She hadn’t had sex either
so it was never discussed. She said, “Well I’m not taking you to
see him.” That’s when the disappointment set in and I almost cried.
She told me to look at one of the junior magazines instead and like
one of the younger pop stars. “More your age,” she said. And I was
cornered into feeling the way she recommended. It was always like
that with her, about everything. But it was the long hair and the
forbidden place that I wanted that I was never supposed to have. I
never said anything about it again.

When she came back from seeing him in concert
she threw through me the Ha! Ha! Ha! And said, “Ooh, he was real
good, too!” And I can still feel the pain coming from her. She
would throw things into my body a lot as she got older and would be
hooked up. I was never allowed to have any of that. It seemed that
my brother and I were the only ones who didn’t use it. My brother
started to have muscles spasms after my parents divorced and it
seemed serious and I had always been sick at the doctors.

My brother would walk around and his face
would twitch out of nowhere constantly. I did not know what had
happened to him but I knew that we were the only ones that weren’t
using it in our family. My brother ended up having to smoke pot
unfortunately to relieve the spasms, a lot of it. He had so much
that he had to sell it. Maybe that’s why he didn’t work often.

My brother’s new girlfriend let me know she
knew I told the cops of this after I was drugged by the police and
had given all the information that I did to them. She ended up
turning against me too as everyone else did that found out what I
told them. Can’t trust a cop. You have to be careful what
you give them. They did drug me at the onset so what I had said had
no bearing anyway, after all. But they passed around what I gave
them as much as they could to stir up as much as they could, and
boy did it work. They had so much pertinent information it would
stir up and get a lot of people angry in the process.

My sister was always nasty to me. If I would
see she would always say I couldn’t. If I wanted to be voted one of
the prettiest girls when I grew up she would say one of my friends
were prettier and more worthy. And if I would try and reciprocate
in a nice way even though I didn’t agree with what I was saying to
her to be nice, she would cry.

I could always do thing better than her. My
father despised me for it. I could get on a pair of ice skates or
roller skates and take off and she would still be pushing a broom
to stay standing while crying as she was swaying back and forth. My
father would say, “Do you see anything wrong?”

And I would say, “No,” as I glided by her on
my skates. “She has the broom to hold on to.” I could walk into a
room and have a million different conversations with a million
different strangers and still shine. All I remember is her always
having a soggy crying look on her face when we would go out
together. And when I was old enough, about fourteen, or at least
really starting to blossom, the guys were everywhere around me and
even her dates would end up asking me out. My mother said that I
was too young and I would get zapped if I would flirt too much with
them. My sister was the oldest and I would have to learn and
understand that there was a certain amount of respect that was
expected of me towards her and she was to feel this. I never could
feel this completely until after I had surgery when I was older
which left me brain damaged.

She would come with me to the city to pretend
that she was being supportive of my career and then the only
manager that ever really took me seriously professionally ended up
missing. I had to really think about what happened to him seeing as
my sister came with me to work with him once. And I never heard
from his office or him again and never saw the tape of our newscast
reels that we were working on. It was the last time that I ever
heard anything of his whereabouts except that he was afraid to come
back. He was the only man who every really did anything with me or
for me professionally. He pushed me to go to an acting contest one
night and I won second place. I was terrified and had no idea what
I was doing. But it was good for me then because I learned and
someone knew that.

The tape we were working on was good, it’s
just that my sister-in-law fried my hair, literally. She permed it
and she always seemed to make mistakes on my head. One time she
dyed my hair three times because she ended up making it orange
instead and laughed. My hair was so dead for months. My mother had
said that she and my sister never had any problems with her. I was
used to this scenario though.

And my father? I could only think of me that
they were talking about and that everything had come to a boil. I
had always been a problem in our family. I could always feel that
stuff come in when there was a problem and I would say, “Oh God!
What now? What happened?” and I would want to squeeze into the
smallest hole possible of this hooked up situation and all of a
sudden it would be gone. And now it was true, he did love me and
was trying to help me. I knew it, all this stuff was just so
confusing that he was doing that I couldn’t see through it all.

But I was always looking around the corner,
even in my grandmother’s house. I would go upstairs and be all by
myself and go into the bathroom and feel someone coming in and
always wondered if this was it. As a child I would plan my escape.
I had found a hiding spot in the deepest corner of my mother’s
closet if and when they came to get me. At my grandmother’s I would
plan the escape from her bathroom window imagining if someone had
come into her house to get me. I would climb out of the window onto
the roof which was on the second floor, but I was always worried
how I would get down. Until one day it did happen but I was all
alone. Someone finally came after me there, I think just to give me
a warning even though I could feel death in the air. It was my
aunt’s brother, the elder of the family, I could feel him. Someone
came in and told me not to move or make a sound. I know he heard me
from downstairs, he was standing at the bottom of the stairs now
trying to decide whether or not to come up. My grandmother had told
him that I would be there by myself. But someone came through and
said to him to leave and that it was my grandfather who was having
bathroom problems.

He said, “But I am already in here! What if
he heard me?” The other person said, ”Just leave. He is so caught
up in what he is doing that he didn’t even notice.” I could feel
the slim feeling of just escaping. I cried later to my father and
he said that he would take care of it. That same uncle was very
threatening to me again later when at my uncle’s place during a
party for my grandmother. He said I was not in the family. Boy, he
felt scary and my so-called naïve preppy boyfriend looked
terrified. He had sex with me that night like never before. I still
didn’t enjoy it but I had to stop and stare at him for a second. He
was right in my sister’s room too, ballsy considering.

Someone had always been after me. I was
threatened at my uncle’s place as well when I was marrying Danny. I
was basically told by the bartender upstairs that they were going
to take my next child or maybe even Danny from me if I remembered
too much and that I had better not.

I could not put two and two together then but
I started to see some kind of similarity in him to a man my mother
once knew. He said it right in front of Danny, who always only got
the tail end of things. But Danny felt so guilty for making me have
a late abortion that he felt that was what was being thrown at him.
It’s what he did to me to make me have the abortion that the
bartender was throwing at him now, which I still did not know the
details of and will probably never know.

I was so in shock. I could barely talk during
the opening dance with Danny. His mother announced out loud seeing
me in distress, “Don’t worry, you’re with us now.” I never could
figure out that one seeing as she would participate in the events
going on at my uncle’s place. The whole thing didn’t make sense to
me. What was in and how did it differ from before. It felt the same
except that I was going to be living at a different place now.

I was always getting sick at the time after
marrying Danny except it was more serious now and he would complain
of how much money of ours was going on medicine to keep me well.
Janet seemed concerned about his complaints and worried about me.
She seemed to be a good friend then. I wanted to leave Danny after
three months of marriage when he would never come home and she
talked me into staying with him and said that this was a holy thing
that I was in even though he was treating me awful.

He would try and scare me all the time. He
would pretend that he was going to hit me and then say that I was
afraid of my own shadow. I would be down on my knees begging him to
stop. He then put his fist through the wall. The only other time I
ever saw this was when my father would do this to my mother. It
must run in families. My friend could hear him going on next door
but she never seemed concerned for me, just her husband did. She
would say that was none of their business. But her husband wanted
to get involved and that made her mad. She felt that he had a thing
for me instead of concern.

But I still needed Danny. I grew up with him,
he was my first and only. I was a child then, what was I to do? I
knew no other way but what I was in and every time I would think of
getting out I couldn’t breathe, literally. We would talk for hours
on the phone at his second jobs to pay for his toys, cars,
motorcycles, or just going out. That’s why I didn’t know how he had
so much time to spend with Janet, thinking back now not knowing
then if he really was with her. He even thought that I knew once
about her when he was fired for having a gun.

He tried to find out if being caught had
anything to do with me. He hurt me trying to find out. That’s how I
put together later in life that Janet must have been talking him
into thinking that I knew they had a so-called thing going on so
that he could get mad at me and we would get in a fight and maybe
run to her. But I never would have guessed Janet.

The only other time I used to get sick so
often was when I was living at home when my father was blowing his
smoke in my face. You weren’t allowed to say anything to him and
when my mother would try and tell him, he wouldn’t listen. She
would do a good crying act and he would just blow it my way on
purpose afterwards. I was in the doctor’s office at least once a
month.

Now that I was with Danny I had bronchitis.
And also right after I married him I was every morning on the way
to work suffering some kind of intestinal problem. I could not make
it to work without having to stop at a gas station to go to the
bathroom. The doctor who was our family doctor just gave me
penicillin. That’s all she ever did, give me penicillin or
antibiotics without ever running any tests, she never took blood
from me either.

That’s why I never could understand how Danny
and I could have legally gotten married without blood tests.
Whenever anyone would try and mention that to me I would feel a
lightheaded shortage of oxygen coming through me. Danny said that
he would take care of the marriage license. I never saw a thing.
Well, yeah, he also said that he would take care of my wedding
dress after the wedding which left me in tears because it was my
most beautiful and favorite silk dress and it looked as though
someone dropped spots of food on it and packaged it back in the box
and he handed it to me. I almost passed out. I just looked at him
and cried and said, “This dress is ruined! How could you let
people, your friends, do this to my wedding dress? It meant
something for our life, our children, everything!” His friends who
were very reputable offered to seal the dress for me as a gift and
that is how Danny returned it to me. Looking back I wonder if he
took it to one of his girlfriends’ houses and just laughed with
them or her and threw things all over it.

He also didn’t want children, never did. He
never told me that though, not until we were married. I never
should have married him knowing all the things that he did to me
even though it looked magical to everyone else.

He was so good and so smooth about
everything, even for his young age. I used to wonder where he got
it from. Janet was right in the end. I guess I didn’t love him and
I guess she wanted him at that time. He somehow got to her, maybe
in desperation to get out of what he had gotten himself into with
me. He knew my father was watching him and his moves. Danny had no
respect for him. He would stay at this houses that my father would
let him rent and burn his carpet with ashes and say too bad and
later I would have to deal with it. My father could see it but
would try to deal with it for me. Danny had already broken so many
rules with me. He had beaten me and dragged me across the beach
when I was fifteen and was about to beat me to death until a
policeman cut in and said, “What are you doing? You’re not beating
her are you? You’re supposed to be watching her.” I would say to
myself, Are you listening to my heart, someone?

Then later he apparently drugged me, I don’t
know if to help my sister or not, but I will get into my sister
later. We never made it back into a party that we went to, he gave
me a sip of wine and whatever was in it I puked and slightly
tripped and got sick all over his car. He said someone must have
put something in it while we were inside. He did stay with me the
whole time outside while the concert was going on. He tried to
throw me off at a cop saying that I got drunk and sick. But the cop
ended up yelling at Danny for getting me drunk and then took it
back when he saw how old I was crunched on the floor not being able
to talk for myself. But I did try to cry out for help in fear after
realizing what Danny did to me, at least setting me up with the cop
if nothing else. Of course the cop did not hear me and I forgot all
about how it happened.

Janet the next day tried to show her
concerned feeling that Danny drugged me. I didn’t even want to
think that and tried to go on with the conversation with her
speaking of something else. I was still a little shook up and
scared about it at the time thinking that he would go that far to
hurt me purposely. One time when he took my friend Donna to a
clinic with me he came through me and threatened me to shut my
mouth about the abortion that he made me have. I was paralyzed and
couldn’t move or speak for myself for a few moments.

I met Hazey, this paramedic roommate I was
living with, before I went to see my father this day. This roommate
was not so innocent. He had been working on me for a while. I would
wake up feeling extra groggy in the mornings and I would remember
someone in my bed at night with me. I would ask him if he had been
in my bedroom and he would say no. He always claimed that he didn’t
have any money and I felt bad for him so I let him wire my phone to
his room so that he could make his needed phone calls. I even let
him wire my cable to his room. He seemed to have everything but he
just instead tried to screw me over as well as he could. It seemed
as though I had no way after all that I did for him to get away
from him in some strange way.

He would have strange and threatening
conversations with me in the bathroom as he would shave. One I
remember very threatening about my sister and the ambulance driver
that saved her ass when she drugged me on heroin one time. I was
under age and naïve and didn’t know what was going on at the
time.

My mother let her take me. She said that she
was going to get me something to drink and then gave me a paper cup
and told me to drink it and that it would shut me up. I was so
thirsty at that time and used to her remarks that I drank it down
not knowing what was in it. And then the drug hit me, hard. I could
feel my body come outside of itself in a very scary way. She seemed
sad about it like she had to do it yet just sat there trying to
ignore the fact that I was in distress. There was nothing that I
could do but ride it out because she would not get me any help. She
had said that was what I got for having a big mouth, apparently I
spoke too much, and then later she threw me at an ambulance driver
that took a blood test from me. He told me that I had to shut my
mouth to protect my sister or he would ruin me. He had this blood
test right before him and he could use it against me at any
time.

This roommate of mine said that he was going
to take this paramedic’s place sticking his face in mine now. And
then another about how my brother’s mafia children were going to be
picked up because the hospital records showed they had been in the
emergency room too many times for accidents. I didn’t know what to
say, I asked, ”Where do you get your information from?”

And then out of nowhere he said that he knew
my old friend Donna had an abortion. I never even mentioned this to
him. I could never remember any of these threats that he was making
after he made them though. It was like I was there one minute and
not the next. My brain was still swelled and trying to heal from
the mishaps during a routine surgical procedure.

So anyway, that’s where Dexter, a new horror
in my life, came in. Hazey walked in one afternoon boasting that he
had set up the doctor that I had just seen that day and asked if I
had enjoyed it. The paramedic boyfriend, or so he thought of me,
now started to lose it as I got into it with him a little. I was
eating and had to stop and stare at him with no appetite now to see
if he really knew what the man had done. I asked him how he set me
up with this doctor. I said, “Do you know what he did to me?” as I
could see him conferring with someone now very scared.

He didn’t want to answer or talk about it at
this point and he ended up getting extremely paranoid after finding
out he had something to do with the sexual assault of an ob-gyn.
This doctor, who I am sure got word on what I had told on him from
Hazey, with the state that Hazey was in with fright, started
getting word out around about treating me and talking of me as
though I were crazy. After all, he was doing foreplay on me putting
his finger in and out of my vagina repeatedly while supposedly
examining me. He had done this so many times to me by the time I
could figure out what he was doing it was too late. I had been so
long since I had sex and was so brain injured to even know what was
appropriate and not appropriate at that time and to even know how
it felt to come to the point where he brought me. Being numb from
surgery and apparently not realizing that I was getting moist down
there, aroused as he took it, he made the comments that I was wet
and laughed right in front of the nurse about it.

She couldn’t see very well standing beside me
only to see a sheet completely covering his hands and what he was
doing to me. The nurse screamed and said how could I let him do
that to me and commented that she had second thoughts that he was
taking too long down there. Then she ran out of the room as he
persisted to wipe his gloves in disgust. He let me know that he was
not someone to play around with and that he would make me look real
bad if I ever said anything about it to anyone. Then he proceeded
to ask me to go downstairs with him alone and view the x-rays in
the dark room. I said no and I think that might have been the start
of the mental institution process with me through all these doctors
and Hazey. I think Hazey panicked so bad that he called Dexter to
help him out. Dexter, apparently a cop or at least someone out of
work as a cop, seemed to be up for anything. My roommate was
paranoid enough. I think he was thinking, Oh God! How deep am I in
this now? And I need someone to help me out! He had already tipped
over an ambulance being on pot and was out of work at that time
because he couldn’t get any insurance. This paramedic was starting
on everyone I knew leaving no stone unturned to find out this
information on what happened with this doctor.

Somehow a neighbor called me about her
emotional condition that she was in. That night someone came and
took her away and put her in a mental institution for a night
against her will. She believed that I was the one who called on
her. She was hooked up from that point on and was very strange
towards me and she didn’t appear to want to be my friend anymore
even though she still had me over. She ended up getting this
hooked-up boyfriend who just happened to be there all the time. Her
life seemed to take a quick turn for the worse.

My friend Donna was also having some kind of
breakdown about the abortion. I was on a heavy prescription drug
for pains that I was having in my chest which left me very
disoriented. I was told that my mother, if you can believe,
recommended to the doctor that I was seeing for chest pains to give
this to me. I confronted her but she denied it. I asked the doctor
why on earth at my age would he listen to my mother and he had said
that she said that she was my guardian and that he didn’t want to
get into it with me. I had to wonder whether or not my phone was
being cut into. I confronted my mother once more stating what the
doctor had said about the guardian thing and she still completely
denied it. So someone was possibly cutting into my phone or picking
my drugs for me and/or I was not being told the truth by my mother.
I did not know which one to believe. But whoever was doing this to
me certainly had extreme power to keep me from my civil rights at
the time.

This paramedic who somehow knew about the
abortion of Donnas’ was threatening to tell everyone. I told her
and asked her how he found out about it and told her what he was
threatening to do. He also was threatening my brother now about his
children and saying that it was me that wanted the children taken
away. I was blown away. I said, “How do you get this information
and how do you get to do these things?”

He said, “I’m a paramedic. I keep up on these
things.”

Donna ended up going to the police but
wouldn’t confer to me about all of this. That’s when I wondered how
involved she was in all of this that was going on. Then Hazey
started to have these weird conversations with me about picking up
homeless people off the street and throwing them into mental
institutions and spoke of all the women’s breasts that he had seen.
He said that he would see them all of the time. He said that they
would drive around and pick up homeless people off the streets and
throw them into mental institutions and that is what they deserved.
He came into me at that point and asked if I wanted that
someday.

I moved away and said, “No.” And I said, “How
could you do that to these people? They need your help, not to be
hurt.”

And he said, “Yeah, in a mental institution.
We do it all the time. We wait around at the donut shop and wait
for the calls. When we get a call that’s when we go.” He made sure
that he threw in that he protected his nieces and nephews at any
cost.

Finally, after I had made it out of my
father’s house that day, I got a call on a different afternoon from
my sister to go to the hospital, that my father had been hurt. My
sister sounded nonchalant and was hooked up as usual, but this
feeling was more alarming to me now than usual. I could feel it
coming through the phone at me more cold than ever. She told me
that my father had fallen and hit his head and was in a coma. She
acted pretentious as she usually did and asked if I could get there
okay.

Once I arrived at the hospital everyone
seemed to be angry at me. They did not say much to me and just
stared and glared with little or no words. My grandmother tried to
come to me but was stopped by someone. I tried to cry to show my
real loss but was stopped. After all of the silence being too much
for me I went in to see my father who was all hooked up on machines
now to keep him alive. The nurse told me that there was no chance
for him to come back to us, whole at least. Even if he survived he
would be a vegetable, and to go ahead and say anything that I
wanted to him. She then asked me, as I could feel the pain go
through me now from her, if I had anything in particular to say to
him and I said that I couldn’t think of anything. She then asked me
if I had done anything wrong and I said, “ No.” Then she started
towards the door and told me to stay away from my family in a
yelling tone and that I was in danger from them. My sister looked
and started to yell at the nurse at her comment and then was told
to stop.

I went back down and sat with my father and
just stared at him. I thought I could see his hand move but it was
just a reflex or so I was told. Then I could hear him talking to me
but his lips weren’t moving. I couldn’t figure out how they would
get him hooked up at a time like this and wondered where they were
getting the energy from him to drag his voice out for him. The
other nurse had said that his brain functions were completely dead
and that they were just waiting for him to die. I couldn’t
understand how he could do this while being brain dead. This nurse
said that he had said before going down into a coma that he did not
want me to feel bad and that it wasn’t my fault and that he was
worried about me and wanted the nurse to watch me.

My sister and the hospital made a decision
five days later to unhook him, just like me in the hospital when I
finally had my child. I was still brain alive and they unhooked me
too. I had EEG’s that were wrong and had to run to other doctors to
get the appropriate information. I thought, wow, they tried to kill
both of us. My family had been clearly angry at me apparently for
the outcome of my father’s fall.

Later that day after my father passed we all
sat around my grandmother’s table talking, or at least trying to
plan the funeral. My aunt, my father’s sister, was trying to accuse
me of having a fight with my father. My grandmother was crying
about how it was supposed to go and said, “That is not how we
planned it!” I wanted to move and leave but once again I couldn’t.
I knew I had nothing to do with this family literally but yet I
just sat there. I couldn’t be sure and didn’t want to believe that
my father meant to try and hurt me or would ever possibly feeling
that it might have been me that he was speaking of.

I needed to do this for him if I could. My
aunt was coming down on me saying that my father had always tried
to pick on me and asked me if that was how I was feeling about him
now?

It took me a few minutes to figure out what
my sister had been running around blabbing that I had said and now
I knew why I was being blamed for my father’s death. It was the
Christmas prior that we all went over to his house. My grandmother
had been whispering in the other room about my new brain condition
and about my sister’s protection. They were concerned that I was
going to talk about the heroin drugging. My father asked my
grandmother to be quiet and said that he would take care of it,
never feeling that he would hurt me. Everyone had left that night
and now he and I were left there staring at one another.

My father began to act as though he were
drunk and I decided to leave. My father turned and grabbed me and
pulled me down on his lap. He then proceeded to try and kiss me. I
pulled away and said that I felt uncomfortable and then I left. I
later called my sister that night and told her to check up on him
and that he had been drinking a little too much and had been
pulling on me a little too much so I left. She began by over
reacting as she always did and tried to pull the whole story out of
sort of what I was saying. That was the last I heard of that.

My sister had always done things like this.
She hooked up with this popular baseball player in high school.
Word is that he learned about the heroin drugging. She would run
around the street crying for him to go after her in forgiveness and
that she was so upset about it. I guess she figured if she could
get it in with a baseball player and one that was as forgiving as
him that I would be ruined in school. But it didn’t work. She then
later bumped into him and he wouldn’t have anything to do with her.
When she got home she came into me hooked up to see if I knew
anything about it and said that he had treated her badly.

I was getting the feeling that she said that
I had said that my father tried to sexually assault me. I wanted to
try and tell my aunt right then and there what really happened at
my father’s and what I really had said but for some reason I
couldn’t talk. I just remember my father telling me to stay away
from my mother and sister that last day in the midst of it all and
that they were going to try and hurt me someday. I was going to
have to accept that my mother was crazy. I realized it didn’t
matter what I said now.

My uncle, who owns the function hall, cut in
now mad, telling me that I can go around and talk about whatever I
want now and that it was not going to matter. I was getting dizzy
with headaches and everything was running around in my head so fast
that I couldn’t breathe. Finally, I felt someone come in and give
me clearance to move. I just shrugged and hurried my way out of my
grandmother’s house and promised to myself that I would never go
back.

Later at the funeral home it was even worse.
I was surprised that they let me participate. My sister of course
had to be the one in control of how the funeral notice was going to
run in the newspaper and which children’s names would be mentioned
and in which order. The funeral director as he was trying to
console my family was having a hard time meeting their wishes.

They sounded like a typical mafia family.
They wanted the patch of his head sewn back on from where he had
lost it from the fall on the hard floor. All I could picture was a
piece of grass the way that they had spoken of it The funeral home
agreed to this but when my grandmother screamed for an autopsy they
said that they did not know if they could order one of those. At
this she creamed that she would find out what happened to him
vowing that this would be the last thing that she would do. And I
knew she would. I could feel the glare from some of the funeral
home help by now not seeming to appreciate me there.

I did not feel good. I could feel my head and
body swaying by now. I knew after my father died I was going to
have to run. I would have no more protection from my family as I
knew it. I could stay and fight or I could run.

I tried to get my friends to hide my car but
they thought that I was crazy. I tried to explain to one of my best
friends Tina that my family was after me but the more I got into it
with her the crazier she would make me feel.

At the funeral home during my father’s
services was the worst. Everyone was hooked up and had their
places. I couldn’t tell if they were just trying to scare me or
they were really going to hurt me but I could feel them pulling me
down. My brother tried to drag me out of my vehicle when I was
trying to leave but someone came in then and I just tried to push
myself back as he was told to stay away from me. I claimed I was
too sick to stay so that I could quietly slip away.

That was the last time that I went close to
them. But apparently they had other plans. The next day I snuck in
the back of the church for the funeral mass before the burial with
a friend of mine. But I had to leave because apparently they got my
friend, Peg, involved to help them and they were going to take me
away somewhere after the services down at my uncle’s function hall.
I knew that I would never see the light of day if I went. Someone
came in and told me to get out of the church. Peg wouldn’t let me
go but my priest scared her by yelling at her and telling her to
let me go. I couldn’t believe that someone would hook up a priest
to help me. I squeezed through the pews and got outside. Everyone
turned around now as they watched me walk off. Tim was coming in
from a limousine from outside and I almost passed out as he came
into me as my body finally let go and relaxed from everything. I
was told to pretend to be pregnant to get my friend to take me home
and when I did, Peg cursed Hazey thinking it was him. I felt Tim
come in one more time and I wondered how he got in there but was
grateful that he was watching me as I ran off.

Later that week I started getting all my
things together-my clothes, my appliances, everything-and putting
everything in my car. I stopped off at the grocery store for more
garbage bags and I was instructed to go to the dumpster across the
street. I listened as always thinking it was a friendly voice
trying to help me. I went to empty my garbage from the trunk. I
opened my car trunk and I could hear someone coming in through some
device in my trunk telling me that I was going to die like my
father next. They wanted me to look for a smelly gas rag that they
left in the back of my trunk to show that they had been there. I
turned to look but I couldn’t find the messaging device, all I
could see was the rag. I must have been held onto so well because
then in fear I was then pulled to get into my car to get away from
it. I ran into the car and drove off but never made it to the other
side. Someone in a truck came flying down too fast for me to get
out of its way and slammed me near my gas tank. The skid mark where
my car was dragged went about forty to fifty feet down the street.
I was pinched in between my steering wheel and the driver door
somehow and could not move. Tim came in at that point and asked me
if I was alright. I said yes, but that I was scrunched on one side
of the care and that I couldn’t move. He said that someone had been
holding me so that I would not get hurt and then he released me to
get me out. I crawled out alive but I had a hole in my leg.

At the hospital where I was taken the nurse
asked me if I was being watched by someone and that someone had
phoned her about me to let the hospital know of this and that
someone had to take extra special care of me. I thought of Tim and
didn’t realize at the moment that I was immediately being forced to
say that a paramedic was watching me. I didn’t know what to say to
get out of that or how to answer on my own.

I later tried to get my car but I was
threatened that attack dogs would get me if I went near the car
before the next day. When I went to pick my car up I was told that
the garage was mafia-owned and they had ripped open my trunk where
there was no lock now. There were my pictures, strewn everywhere,
all over the back and blowing now with the wind as I was reminded
one more time that those pictures were the last time that they were
going to see me as I watched my face go back and forth swaying in
the wind. I started to scream and cry as no one seemed to be
impressed at that point with my reactions.

The driver and the witness to that accident
ended up being neighbors. The driver waited two years later until
he was told to sue me. I put up a good story to my insurance
company once I found that they were not going to be cooperative in
helping me find the truth to the event, knowing that my car had
been set up and possibly mechanically malfunctioned too and then
destroyed for evidence’s sake. But he did still get quite a bit of
money from the insurance company even though his job was not
fulfilled. It never said anything about that anywhere on my
insurance records after that. He waited until he had enough
information and evidence, enough to be able to collect and that was
his payoff, even though the job failed.

When I tried to do something about the sexual
assault of the ob-gyn I had to ask a social worker five times if
this was wrong what had been done to me. Being my age, even though
she knew that I had a brain injury, she seemed to feel that this
was a question that I should have known and felt that I had too
much on my mind to pursue this matter and said that she didn’t have
enough experience to deal with my particular situation. I was so
burnt by now in my brain from all the relaxed drugs that I had been
taking and an unknown switched drug that I was on after my father’s
death that I couldn’t function as well to do anything about it
anymore. I asked my brother to bring me into the police station to
report the sexual assault thinking that this would take some of the
harassment pressure off me but he said that he would drop me off
there for good and not bring me back and the drugs in my system
with me were so bad that I could not have that. Whatever setup that
had been going on with my father helped cover up these two
incidents by my family. I think all my family knew the way that I
was, vulnerable. I feel for those other girls that may encountered
this doctor and also the cop who sexually assaulted me a year
earlier. And the police, forget it, they refused to do anything
with it, or course still having word of a sexual assault case that
I filed against them. So this was an endless case for me but I
still was in so much more danger now because now I had the doctors
in a rage and the police on my family’s side.

I would start to scream and cry in the
bathtub when I would get home from the doctors at that time,
scratching myself and throwing water all over myself remembering
the occurrence and trying to get the doctor off of me. The
paramedic’s sister was told to watch me after my father died and
after the doctor’s sexual assault. I’ll never forget what Hazey had
said before my father died earlier that week. “I am sorry about
your father. I know he is going to die.”

I had seen a movie five years earlier about a
priest and a girl running from danger. I wanted to be that girl so
bad and be protected by the priest in his holy house. I wondered
why I fell in love with the actor at the time. And after watching
it for some reason I curled up and started crying and shaking as
some big mafia men came into the room where I was and started
yelling to the mafia girl that I was staying with.

They wanted to know from this girl if I knew
of anyone who was helping me and trying to take me away. I wanted
to get away and they knew it. I had few real friends and that went
for men as well because of my parent’s connections. Danny would say
that the only reason that I had anything was because of him.

I always thought I was pretty and pretty
special on my own though. I thought that I had an unbelievable look
about me. I would stare at myself in the mirror when I was eleven
or twelve and comb my hair and someone would come in and say, “You
are really special looking and you should do something with it.” I
couldn’t feel anything inside that felt right about that right then
and there, but I was to feel as though I was special as though I
were the best.

My organs were failing now often from the
heavy drugs that were being administered to me without my consent.
I tried to buy foods that were sealed when I was forced to stay
with others so that they couldn’t get the drugs into me. My legs
were permanently burnt and my face swollen. I would suffer serious
hematoma-like bruises.

And I would have to stay out of touch with
everyone including my mother which was usually very hard to do or
the torture would get more severe. That was the only way that they
legally had permission to do this to me, through my mother or
someone in touch with her. But it was actually better than the
druggings which started even worse when I decided to run after my
father’s death. I wasn’t successful right away though. Hazey would
later come by my apartment after having my son and make threatening
faces at me in the parking lot where I lived. That’s when I
definitely knew he knew Dexter, my son’s father, to be able to find
me and track me down and leave me threatening messages from him. I
knew I was in big trouble and had to somehow get out of there and
move on and run. I was going to save my son. They weren’t going to
hurt him as they had said in the hospital after I had him.



















































































































































Part 4-My Son






Dexter had told me in the hospital as I lay
there dying, crying after having my son saying that I didn’t want
to die, that I had to make a choice. He told me that I had to
choose. I had only a second with my son before they had to take him
away. I was still apart from the c-section. I hadn’t even been able
to hold him yet. Dexter had scared the doctor out of the room after
they cut me open to take him out telling him it was me who was
burning him with the stuff. The doctor realizing that I was hooked
up and not knowing that Dexter was coming in through me ended up
getting hostile from the stuff and left the room before I was sewn
back together after putting a slash into my stomach from complete
side to side with anger before taking my baby out. So I lay there
for twenty minutes or so while the doctor tried to collect himself
back together again enough to put me together. I am sure all that
air on my open body and after Dexter’s friend hiding my medical
records to my brain condition was a large part of me going into a
coma after my son, Austin, was delivered.

Yet after it all, there is Dexter in the
small back hall with his girlfriend who threw me down a flight of
stairs after finding out that I was pregnant, now trying to demand
my child from me after Tim, my spy, my wonderful secret spy, flew
all the way out here and threw Dexter out of the hospital not too
long ago. Tim was reassured then that Dexter would be kept out, but
of course he was not. They kept going behind his back too.

Somewhere they made me my own personal
recovery room after I gave birth to my child, somewhere no one
would find me or anyone could help me. I knew it was payback time
for all the reportings that I did and didn’t make.

It was a charade about to unfold. The nurse
who was hooked up started to imitate my dead child of Danny’s and
mine that was aborted without my consent as my sister had and now
had seemed to be being done to me a lot after that the nurse now
remaking all of the mistakes that they had done with me on that
horrible day as a child in that cold dreary building of losing my
child and putting them to me into my mind now. I passed out and
then awoke to a cop in the room supposedly called by my cousin,
Tracy, after Austin was taken out of me when she pretended to start
a fight with me. The cop came in and brought someone with him who
was pulling me down now and saying that I was going to be pulled
into a coma after the person was passed to me. I did pass out but
did not go into a coma at that point. A man with dark hair and a
crooked fake mustache wearing a white coat came in towards me
pulling at me and I tried to close myself off and go to sleep from
him. He was pretending to be a doctor. I was in extreme panic by
this time. I knew I couldn’t react or I might lose my child because
they would say I was crazy.

Next Tracy’s husband came in charging at me,
yelling at me for whatever fights that she had said that had
started between her and me. His anger went right through me as he
wanted to make sure that I knew who he was and he yelled it at me
as he came charging toward me now as I still lay there weak and
fragile from my medical state that I was in. I passed out again
into a light coma. Tracy’s husband was still standing over me
crying by now over what he had done and how far it went trying to
figure out how to kiss me as he was being instructed to bring me
into a fantasy-like land to bring me back by pretending that he was
in love with me or at times that he was someone else. I swear I
heard Danny in there next threatening me to shut my mouth about the
abortion and that I’d better give this child to Dexter along with
he would give me another child instead. I could actually feel my
body react to the shock of this statement. I must have went deeper
into a coma because the next thing that I remember is someone who
was at least impersonating another doctor feeling through my
stitches. And then I felt another. There were maybe two now trying
to see if I would stir.

They lifted my arms and shaved my hair off as
stated in the infamous cut in phone conversation mentioning Tim and
his plane of them saying that I needed that. They had followed
through with one command as mentioned as they would follow through
many more after this. Then they lifted my gown that was on me and
said laughing now at my body that they had to check me out, as I
lay there my fat dwelling from all sides now from the over
abundance of skin. They also threatened to put a transmitter into
the open lines of the stitches so that they could track me wherever
I went. I just lay there hoping and praying that they will go away.
Dexter came in then and told me, hooked up obviously, that is the
only way that we could talk now, that he had to follow through with
his threat and proceeded to pull my body down to a deeper state
that I would never get out of alone. I moaned and pulled on my
strengths as his strength over powered me. As he did this I pleaded
for him to let me live. Tim’s partner had enough time to come in
swiftly and lift me out of the attempt to my eternal place and said
that he would hold me until Tim could get there again.

I was aroused later once again by a nurse
hooking me up to a machine of some sort, I must have been pretty
gone by the. It’s fun you don’t really know where you’re going and
what is happening when your body is dying. Then a priest came in,
all while I was being held onto, and read me my last prayer before
the unhooking of the machine on me opening up the doors to heaven
for me as he said. I hoped that he was a real priest at that time
but I didn’t know. All I could do was wait and be patient and wait
to be rescued. Apparently my mother did not want to be the
caretaker responsible for taking care of me depending on the
outcome with whatever bad state that I might be left in if I came
out of the coma on my own. Of course she had always felt this way
trying to get rid of me as a child, feeling the frightfulness now
of the horrid attempts that were being made to my normal low vital
signs with a brain injury that I had. I could slowly feel my life
snuffing out by now. I could hear the nurse say that my mother
wanted the machine turned off and I could feel and hear the cords
being ripped out of me except the IV fluids and I knew that none of
the hospital personnel had found my hospital records yet indicating
my normal low vital signs with a brain injury that I had suffered a
few years earlier during a routine surgery when I was attacked then
by the anesthesia gage somehow being malfunctioned and three
mysterious men in there from back home, now possibly all coming
together with a relation to Dexter and my family. I tried to talk
but I couldn’t move. I tried to make them read my mind but I did
not feel them in sync with me. I needed every effort possible to
keep myself alive with all of the torture that I was sustaining. My
family was not about to tell anyone when they had asked if there
was anything physically wrong with me.

My mother’s husband told her to shut up when
the nurses came out to ask if I had any special medical conditions
unknown to them. He had always been good at covering up for my
mother.

But I could hear and feel someone come into
me now and I could hear Tim saying hold on to her, and I gently
went back into the coma state as I lay there alive.

I fell so deeply into the coma that when Tim
came in to see me he had to pull me out. I was so amazed and
excited that it was him though. That’s all that I wanted and enough
to keep me alive. I could not think or talk much hooked up because
I was so weak. But he filtered it for me and came inside of me and
had a special doctor that he picked out talk to me as Tim held me
and helped push me to the surface of life again as he and the
doctor pulled me out. I could feel the ripple and the force and
uncomfortable feeling of being lifted to the surface. I could not
hold onto my life by myself now though. I was left permanently
weakened from all that had happened that I had wished that I could
have told him about, so I passed out again, but this time into a
much lighter stage of the coma. He was upset that he couldn’t pull
me completely out and once again had felt that he had felt where he
had missed the first initial brain injury from them at its initial
stages a few years ago that time in the hospital from the routine
surgical procedure where it was known now to be occurred by Dexter
and his friends.

Tim cried again when he found that I was
going to suffer some more long term damage to my brain but was
thankful that I was going to live. He took this very, very, hard
though feeling this at that time. The guilt set in bad with
him.

He had been told when he came that I had been
like that for six hours and at that stage he decided that he did
not want me in that state any longer. Before he left again, this
time in person, no disguise, he was too weakened and wearied
emotionally at my state, he told someone to watch me. Then when he
was told that I was out of danger he left the hospital. But I was
never out of danger. Someone with him was working with Dexter. And
now we both were in danger. His cover completed unfolded for some
to see.

He could not stay around long because he was
so well-known that there might end up being a scandal with his work
protecting me. He had come previously come in with a disguise on
until he met the nurse and was safely in my room. I tried to tell
him that I couldn’t trust her but once again I couldn’t reach him.
I felt that she was one of the ones helping to hurt me but I was so
weak and out of it that I couldn’t fight through them holding me to
reach him.

Once Tim was gone, they started in on me
again. I couldn’t believe it. I could hear the nurse retelling
people to come in to say goodbye to me for the last time once again
and that I was dying, they were trying to pull me down again. A
doctor of some sort, it sounded like a shrink, came in and came
through me hooked up asking me what I knew about what my mother had
done to me and in her life. I knew and remembered at that point the
baby aspirin bottle that she hung in front of my face telling me to
take half the bottle. He read into this and this man could still
read that I was still remembering too many things of my life that
connected her. I started crying now because he was hurting me and
pulling me to my death again. They must have been going crazy that
Tim had been there, fearing that he would find out everything that
had happened to me in my life. But I was never able to pass it
on.

As I could envision a little of what was
going on around me I could sense that the nurse had told someone
about Tim being there and exactly who he was and what he stood for
and I couldn’t believe that she would do this to such a man. The
shrink-like sounding man that seemed to be taking me to my death
said that he already knew of all that I knew in my life assuming
that I remembered it all. He then proceeded to tell me to let go
and I could feel my body dying as he tried to swift me away by
making it look like natural body processes happening to me. I
begged and pleaded that he was killing me by pulling on me and he
said that he knew and just kept doing it. As I was about to go over
the edge of life as we know it as someone came in and pulled me up
and out of it again and said firmly, “No,” to the man that was
trying to kill me and pulled me up just as I was about to die. That
voice continued to say, “You didn’t say that you were going to kill
her.” I had felt and remembered that voice somewhere before but
could not place it in this arena. I believe it was supposed to be
the same man on the other end of that line in the cut in phone
conversation where I was initially trying to call him. But why
would he be here and trying to save my life now? Why would he watch
them torture me at all?

I slowly came back later. I could feel
someone sitting next to me hooked up, some man in a suit. I didn’t
feel has there for any good reasons and looked around to see
arrests being made by him. But no he just sat there very still as
they all were still coming in from him I knew he was helping them
still to finish me off. Still only being able to communicate by
someone coming into me I didn’t care at that moment and frantically
thought of my baby first once I had the ounce of energy to ask if
my son was alright and the man answered that someone was with him.
All I could get was the feeling of Tim, who by now was supposedly
gone and that was all that I could remember as a pain once again
passed from this man to me. I couldn’t believe why he would sit
there so professional looking pretending that he was protecting me.
I just closed my eyes as he finished seemingly conferring with the
ones who were hurting me once again and I never saw this man or was
spoken of him again.

Someone else other than Tim had come in here
and had saved my life by now and I couldn’t figure out why. I just
fell back into a deep sleep and thought back on my life.

Now I had one child and I was going to hold
onto him with everything I had. I finally decided after all of this
my life wasn’t worth living unless I discussed what was going on in
it. I could always see myself just escaping destiny, always the
victim as I would cry with myself.

Maybe that’s why my mother gave me up so
willingly to them. They needed or wanted someone for assurance to
secrecy of what my uncle did downstairs in the area of that club
that I walked in on. She made the decision to give me up in front
of the whole family, I had brought her too much despair. Even
though I did not know what it meant for me, I was too young. Yet
she had boyfriends when she was married so maybe she figured this
had to be hidden and everything she had done to me and this was a
good way to do it, me knowing the comings and goings of everyone
and everything that was going on through me as well to keep her
safe from anyone catching them.

My sister would always stay upstairs though
when she would come home when I would be tied downstairs. She would
trickle a few tears until she were accustomed to it. They same with
me being locked in the closet at my mother’s command if I came out
I would get it. She would hold the knob so tight I could not fight
it. That is where I made my best friends in my life and I became
Cinderella.

The only actual real possible reason that my
mother would want me dead would be that she was pregnant by my
father with me after she had left my father for her lover and
everyone decided that she had to come back for that reason, that
not being very socially accepted at that time to have a child
seemingly out of wedlock during an affair depending on who she said
the father was or who she might of decided to stay with.

That would certainly be enough to make her
and her lover angry with me where it was not her lover’s child. She
had to go back but she would do would be unimaginable to continue
her daunts with greed and lust.

My mother had not had the most secure life
living in a third world country and being molested and tied to a
chair by her uncle at the age of eight. She wasn’t all there after
all of that. She was desperate and had great fear of going back to
her country, and someone knew that. My father did offer to take
care of him at the dinner table, permanently. I think that gave her
some feeling of assurance finally in her life but yet not enough.
She wasn’t going to give up on the security that she had.

My mother had told everyone that I had tried
to throw her down the cellar stairs when I was older and she had
told everyone that I had been the one who tried to kill myself with
the bottle of baby aspirin at three. She also said that I said a
member of our school staff molested me at age eight but I think
that was due to the confusion of her own molestation. I never said
that. But I was never able to give my side of the story. I was
dragged into the doctor’s office and stripped naked in front of my
whole family as punishment which I was then told that I deserved
this by my mother for accusing a man of that. I couldn’t even
speak, I was not allowed to. I was left in shock after being
prodded and poked and not able to speak to the accused in questions
who wanted to know if I had said that who vowed he would come after
me if I didn’t take of this by the age of eighteen. I just went
back into shock somewhere. That’s when the teacher left me a reply
that if I didn’t fix it he had a large family and that they would
take care of it. My mother had a way of leaving a dirty trail for
me to cover for her mistakes. One teacher did come to me and asked
me if I ever said that and I answered no. But you know that it
never got around to the one that it really needed to. I never saw
either teacher again. The one who just questioned me came in out of
nowhere. I basically went into my own mind too shocked to talk of
it. I would always go somewhere else in my mind and make a
make-believe world for myself, something better than the one that I
was in. I would tell people I felt that someone was watching me in
my life and protecting me. They wouldn’t say I was crazy, they
would just say, “Do you have a grandparent that just passed away?”
thinking that I was having a spiritual connection. And I would say
no.

I would try and tell people I don’t know
what’s happening in my life or what’s going on and that I felt like
I was going crazy and they would just say that I was too pretty to
have things to worry about or to have any problems and just laugh
and walk away. I was always waiting for someone to come in and save
me or make it better. That was basically what I had been taught as
a child, that it was ultimately what I wanted. But little did I
know that there was no one coming, ever. This was it ultimately my
life, and it wasn’t getting or going to get better, not without
suffering sheer death, that was my only way out, unless someone
came and rescued me.

That was basically my response when I would
try and discuss my life with anyone, to get anywhere with
understanding anything that I didn’t.

I was taught very young in life to remember
our President who had died for us trying to fight to protect us a
lot and I never knew why. I remember when I was in school at the
age of ten they were educating us about this assassinated President
through films and so on. I couldn’t understand why.

My mother loved that President. She cried for
months after his death and said that she felt a personal loss at
that time. She could see that she felt a strange fright that she
would never get away from something. She had a lot of respect for
him and his family. I still wasn’t allowed to even watch the news
with this or read the newspaper. I was certainly never allowed to
discuss topics or politics at the table or ever.

The old fat man who was watching me now would
come in at night and would make pictures with me in my mind out of
the designs in the linoleum in the bathroom when I would get up in
the middle of the night to go pee when I was a small child. My legs
would be dangling off the toilet seat so I could see all of the
designs without covering any of them. We would imagine faces on the
floor and whoever was creepy as he would be would come in and scare
me off and yell at me to go back to bed. That is when I would get
my warmest feelings of love, and there would be no more.

I started to lay next to the heater in the
bathroom looking for it and feeling the only warmth that I knew.
Finally someone came in and yelled at me to go to bed and never do
that again. I whimpered and dragged myself to bed feeling that I
would miss those feelings. That’s when it was decided for me to
escape on my own out of the house at some point when my family and
the bad guys couldn’t get to me anymore and someone would tell me
where to go and what to do.

It would be deep into the woods and into a
place where no one would know or be around, where someone would
rescue me. It would be deep in the woods where there would be a big
large old tree with a great big door on it sitting there waiting
for me to play in and they would draw me in to them and assured me
that I would be safe and ultimately take me away. I was only five.
And they promised that they would be there and I believed them.

But, my mother would find out at dinner and
that would never happen, ever again, either. All my old men must
have passed down the road because that plan never came about.

My father had enough money at one time, he
said anyway, to buy an entire sand development down the road from
us with all the land which consisted of about 100 acres with a
private beach out back. That land was never for sale and had been a
target for a long time with the developers, my father had even said
this himself at one time. It seemed as though it was inevitable and
easy for him to get it now though for some reason. He said he had
his ways and I got scared and wondered what they were. Of course
some of my mother’s lovers still trying to alienate me from him so
he would never find out that I was really his and that there was
never a blood test done, had someone come in and say through me
that he was cheating at the race track with his horses and making
dirty money. That is how he had so much money to buy this and the
clout because he was dealing with the people that were having him
win those races. He had said that he would put one of his racing
horses on this land out to pasture. But by now discussing this at
the dinner table, my father looked angry for a moment knowing now I
could hear, but then he just laughed. Someone came in for him once
they could feel that I knew and told him that he was talking too
much about the money and that he was going to have to forget about
the land and he had to stop bragging. He sadly said that he
understood and that he would.

He somehow got into races and somehow every
week his horse would win. He supposedly had more money that he knew
what to do with. My uncle who was married to his sister was
involved in this too. He needed money in a bad way and my father
was helping him out. That’s probably why he decided to help when
things started to go all wrong with my family, probably because
things that were happening to me would never end up quiet and it
just seemed to open u p more of the Pandora’s box that we ever even
knew existed. My father who didn’t drink would come home drunk
then. He would act very cocky as though he were dealing with a
different world. My mother said he entered a different world
then.

He would beat my mother up and chase me down
the hall when I would try and help her. From that point on my most
exciting and warmest of moments seemed to include someone. I was
always held onto. I was probable to never be alone.

I had a lot of backlash with my family. I
could never make my own decisions especially when it came to love.
I would always look to help someone, if I could, that might be in
real trouble. I would go into myself automatically (which wasn’t
often and not enough for me to be able to remember how or what or
even when sometimes) and someone would come out automatically and
help.

The divorce with my parents came to a play
when I felt my father hooked up going through me asking me to try
and testify against my mother so he could get us and the house. I
said no even though I knew he was the better parent and that I
would be better off but I couldn’t because I was held onto by them
again. He said okay and that was my last chance to prove myself to
him as I felt sad that might be my last chance to get away from all
this. I had let him down earlier in the divorce when he had my
mother take too many sleeping pills and I turned him into the
police later to find out that the officer who came was there for
him. That’s when I was later disciplined by my sister pouring
heroin into my coke and telling me this is what I get for having a
big mouth. From that point on all I seemed to be getting was
disciplinary actions such as these.

There was this warm and wonderful family
across the street from us. I started babysitting for them when
their first arrived when I was twelve. I loved all three children
like they were my own and they all loved me. That was one thing
that could help me in my life very much by having such a good
relationship with these normal people so my sister went after the
children by hooking them up to cause them to act out and even told
them how to act. Then called me to come over to help her out with
them and said that they were misbehaving terribly and that she
couldn’t handle it and that she was going to have a breakdown. She
was crying also then.

I could not believe it because the children
had always been such angels for me. But I felt a need to help
because they knew me so well. When I got there not realizing what
she had done I tried to stop the children from acting out but they
were so wound up by her they could not stop themselves. The oldest
said that my sister made them do this and that she told them what
to do and at that point I saw that she was hooked up somehow. I
could feel someone coming in through me trying to help her. As
usual I was told to stand still.

The oldest and the middle got it. I could
feel it on both of them. But the baby was sleeping in the other
room. I could feel it all over the two kids. It crushed me. My
world was dragged into their precious lives and they were so pure
and not of any of this. I warned their mother afterwards not to let
my sister babysit anymore or let my mother near the children
either.

I tried to explain to their mother without
being able to talk clearly but she just thought I was losing it.
And that’s when unfortunately they took my potential child from me,
my potential birth, the child of Danny’s that was taken away.

I think Danny purposely impregnated me to
begin with. I could feel him coming through me as he used nothing
when I was still only seventeen, staring down at me and looking
through me as though he wanted my child.

I thought that’s why he used to cry after he
forcefully aborted it not knowing then for sure if he may have
purposely done this to me. He either faked it or couldn’t handle
bit, I couldn’t tell. He had one arrest to get off of from the time
that I met him, he had already gotten off of three. This was
considerable for a deal.

Years earlier my sister had been watching a
movie one night with me about a drug addict who loved the children
so much that she wouldn’t think of herself first or what might
happen to her in order to protect them. My sister told me that was
going to happen to me. She always knew ahead of time when things
would happen. And that’s how I felt then with these children when
it was really happening to me. But I didn’t ever do drugs, except
the heroin drugging by my sister.

The CIA never really reacted much when they
came in to help, I think for my safety, but they did somehow get
the neighbors involved.

I may be difficult and sit there and expect
my food to be prepared easily and easily accessible to but at least
I don’t expect houses to be waiting there for me and for people to
die like my sister does. I suffered brain damage from that heroin
trip caused by my sister. My friends Carol and Donna had to help me
get through school. I tutored Donna in ninth grade so this wouldn’t
be anything for her to help me.

But anyhow what did I care? At fifteen I had
a lot more time to myself anyway. No father around to keep a curfew
on me. My mother was never home at night anymore, I guess finally
fulfilling her lover’s pleasures in full now. What did I need all
of them for or anything that they had to do with? That’s when I
started going out partying. That’s when I had my most pleasurable
of times.

I started going out partying with anyone who
would drive and buy booze for me and my friends. Oh!! There were
parties everywhere, every town and every road we turned. I was
always the prettiest and they always welcomed us in, even the jocks
in our town. They liked me because I could drink and still hold
myself at a party. I always had more than a pint of vodka in one
night and never appeared too drunk. Of course I could always feel
that hooked up feeling around me too and even though I could never
remember the instances or the voices that had spoken to me I was so
embarrassed and wondered if anyone else could feel the flow or even
hear the voices that I was hearing and felt.

Poor Mrs. Prenoud, my grandmother’s neighbor,
they thought that she could hear and was latching onto one of us
children, me I think to get information. She ended up dead the next
week and my grandmother felt that she deserved it to be going
though her grandchildren. They always came in to check on me and
they didn’t want that stuff going to me. They were real strict
about this.

I used to walk under construction going on in
New York and if someone felt the ball coming towards me they would
start to move it and say, “Excuse me,” to the construction
operator. From that point on I would look for construction going on
to see if we could help. I would point it out from my work windows
and suggest that we stop by but they wouldn’t. I said, “Okay, fine,
I don’t see anything anyway.” They only cared and watched the ones
that they were in charge of. Sometimes they will help out if they
can but not if it was going to hurt me. It really depends on who is
watching you at that time too and the decision that he makes.
That’s why and how I was taught to help others in need. It was kind
of fun. I would help someone ready to fall or even if someone was
accidentally going the wrong way, only if I was HELPING SOMEONE
which is what people have to understand.

They run around and try to throw stuff back
and get so mad when they can’t come into me. Complete control is
taken away from them and they can’t stand it. And this can be your
worst enemy when you are fighting the mafia which is the main
reason for a victim to be watched, I think. That’s the only one
that I know.

But I didn’t know any difference with most of
the arguing going on , they were just my family, the CIA. I just
carried on happily in my life never knowing that anyone was pissed
by all of this. You even get accused as an adult for throwing the
stuff if you have to be watched as a victim. And if the CIA are
going after officials for what they have done or what they are
doing, watch out!! They are like trying to break a horse that will
never be broken. It is like trying to curb a pig in mud. As I got
older the people coming in to bother me sounded authoritarian. They
would cut in anyway.

I knew I was very special in school. You’re
given a type of control or authority almost over the other students
but almost in a protective way.

I’ll never forget my most important and
unforgettable day at graduation when I was told to hold my hand up
high with the diploma in it as the CIA’s beam of light came through
my hand for everyone to see. One woman exclaimed in a scream. I
felt so proud as though I was there now to show my life’s journey
to others as I was going and moving on to show my passage. I was
always very responsible knowing this, certainly never did anything
wrong, they would have wrung my neck and they did go through so
much trouble to make sure I was a good kid and stayed out of
trouble. I was kind of like their prodigy, never knew to hurt or
even knew how, probably was never taught which is good. They wanted
the people to know and that town that I were going to do something
good for them someday.

When things were down and out with someone
they always came to me and told me to wait things out and that they
always had a way of coming around, and they did. The bad kids would
always come around with a sad look on their faces as to what they
did to me and I understood the remorse they felt on their own.

You can’t do anything vengeful because things
have a way of working themselves out by themselves. I somehow made
things better in their life for that, I was very popular for this.
But the older I got the hunger and the need to grow got stronger
and I wanted more. I don’t know who could give me more. I grew up
with grown men inside of me all the time. They could show me the
way and show me what was right but could they let me be me and live
free and live my life to the fullest? Time will tell.

I wanted more. I wanted and needed and had to
do more for SOMEONE, OTHERS, I don’t’ know. Maybe since I saw the
hooked up 3-D view of that bartender’s body rolling down the hill
(real or not). Even if someone was just trying to scare me to shut
my mouth, it had an impact on me and my life. I was only about six
at the time when I was shown this.

Apparently because of it, in my mind I felt
that I had to help people. But I also felt that I had to act in
some way because of the experience in my doctor’s office. So what
was I to do? What was I going to do to make an impact? This was the
questions. Even with all of the help that I got it was hard not to
believe that I wasn’t being set up to distract me from what I was
really supposed to forget and that always led me to believe whether
or not the people watching me were really my friends. Why did all
the accidents happen or almost happen to me to a point where I
would end up hurt if they always already knew that I was in danger?
Was it them watching me pee in the middle of the night as a
toddler? They didn’t have time to watch me have major surgery and
lose oxygen? And then there was always someone there to lie and say
that I was alright like they would do to Tim so many times when he
would come in to check in on me. The voice that would come in often
as I was an adult sounded so low and mysterious yet controlling. I
knew at that point that I was not always hooked up to anyone good
and I couldn’t figure out how all of this happened. I was held onto
all of my life not realizing that I was held onto or why people
would come in to check in on me because you forget when you’re
being held onto, and I did not know this. I was constantly gasping
for breath and having a lot of last minute rescues from danger. I
never could remember any of the instances of my connections with
any of these people except with my protection, as with Tim’s, it
was better that I didn’t remember, or at least that is what I was
told. I never spoke to anyone about all of this, ever. If I had
consciously known all of this enough at the time and that Tim had
to protect me for real I would have run to him myself without ever
putting him in any danger to begin with instead of making him come
to try and save me. But I also knew this was a protective feeling
that I wouldn’t have had inside of my body without anyone in there.
When I think of all the instances, I know that I would have died I
am sure now without this.

It would have taken only one objection for me
not to marry Danny who was apparently the one that took me away
from my CIA family. Yet they were still allowed to watch me, me not
being theirs any more though, making it a lot harder on them to get
to me if I needed them. Danny had so many girlfriends before I went
out with him which I hated that in a boy at that time, yet I could
still actually feel his chemistry pulling me down the halls towards
him at the high school that we both went to , or so that is what I
thought it was.

My priest tried to talk me out of marrying
Danny but I had felt overwhelmed by who was holding me and by the
whole thing at the time. I didn’t even want to have sex with him at
fifteen but I was being pushed and pressured into it. Danny’s
brother even caught him with the stuff on him pushing himself onto
me one night, that first night of ours. But they came into me and
made me answer for him.

I knew that the marriage was wrong. Every
shower, every gift, every well-wisher I could not bear to hear or
even comment back to. I just grew sicker and sicker at the thought
of marrying him, but I did. And yet it only lasted two and a half
years. Two and a half years of misery him trying to somewhat put up
with what he had gotten himself into and me trying to figure out
why he never came home. He eventually tried to choke me to death
when I asked him one too many times where he was and that is when I
never asked again. I just withdrew from him and tried to make a
life outside of him the best I could and the best that I knew
how.

I think the priest knew what I was going
through when I was younger and they would try and reach me to get
to me to rescue me. You could always feel me coming in as I walked
into church. You could hear them whispering in the confession booth
trying to figure out how they could squeeze me out to them through
there when I was little. But my mother would always hear them and
tell.

I guess that it was the type of friends that
I had that led me to marry Danny in the long run. No one at that
time ever really stuck their neck out for me or to tell me what
they thought. Even when Danny threatened to hit a woman down at a
store I was somehow coerced into feeling that it was okay for him
to do that and that I had to stay with him. Janet threw the stuff
at me at her dismay over my confused feelings of this.

I almost felt that Terry wanted Danny to be
with me for a time for some reason. Danny had been arrested four
times already and had never spent a day in jail for any of the
crimes even though he had been convicted for all of them. But I
never knew anything about convict deals at my young age. Janet was
hooked up a lot but maybe that was because someone always had to
watch me and she volunteered; I never asked. I was so used to
having the stuff on me that I never hardly felt hers. There was
something that I felt that was not right about the whole
situation.

I was taken to the abortion by Danny and it
was set up by Janet. That’s why I blame the two of them as well for
the event. I had told Danny that just because I was going did not
mean that I was going to have an abortion. He just gave me a dirty
look and I was put on Valium.

I was later dragged into a room to suffer a
vacuum suction abortion without anesthesia as I could hear my baby
being thrown into a waste basket. I was asked before though if this
was what I really wanted but I was not allowed to answer for myself
and by the time that I could bring the words to my lips I was told
and I could feel that my child was being ripped into shreds right
in front of me. I knew if I had said anything then that the baby
would be torn and there would be nothing left of it. The doctor
said it was too late once I could talk. Someone sad that Danny did
not have the money to pay for the anesthesia, while my insides were
being ripped out raw and I could not move at all. I was only left
to stare and bear the pain. I screamed and begged for help after I
was wheeled into a room and put into a bed where I had to lay now
feeling the horrible pain. I couldn’t believe how painful it was.
Blood was gushing out of me, I thought I was going to bleed to
death. I kept begging for help, feeling this so strongly. I felt
like a dog or thing that they barely had clean utensils to spare
on. The woman who held my hand while the whole thing was going on
was now piercing her lips in my face to shut my mouth, that I was
disturbing the other sleeping girls who were in a row just like the
little Madeline in their beds, each one exactly the same all lined
up.

Janet started to withdraw from me at that
time and I felt I had all that I could take. She kept trying to
start fights between Danny and I and I couldn’t help to feel that
she really wanted him. I was willing to let go at that point after
everything that I went through. But apparently Janet and this other
girl that he was seeing at times both convinced him to marry me to
clear him of the illegal abortion and then dump me. I would not be
able to testify against him that way. I could hear Janet hooked up
but never remembered the horrible things that she tried to do to me
or tell me about how she really felt about me and how she really
felt about Danny.

Somehow my brain was erased of it all and
Danny and I just continued.

I was off and on having some kind of break
down Janet would tell me later. I was having trouble finishing
school and keeping in touch with my friends, which Janet had said
at this time that I had none. I was on an emotional roller coaster
but I couldn’t see anything. I had felt that I had nothing and I
needed to drastically make a change in my life.

Danny has still been getting arrested for odd
reasons coming up all of the time. I would always hear that he had
to go to court but I never heard that he spent a day in jail. My
love for him turned more to a survival means versus a love for him.
I still married him not knowing that him and Janet and/or someone
else had a thing going with him. Between them and so many others
that may have been why I was forced to marry him.

Janet came down with a liver disorder. While
in the hospital she had been trying to tell me something hooked up
but wouldn’t finish. She seemed to just be mimicking voices and
sounds and words to me making me guess what she was trying to say
instead of actually coming out and saying it.

She was putting the feelings into my head and
body of what she was trying to say to me as her mother was helping
her. She only ended up putting the feelings of my murdered baby as
she was conveying to me now that she had done it, set up the whole
thing. I being hooked up too was being pulled to her in force now
both inside of one another, me feeling hatred towards her,
conveying out of my mind now that if she did that I hoped that she
died for my baby.

This not being like me or this hateful I had
snapped out of it realizing that someone had taken me and had me
convey hateful feelings towards this person that I loved so much
and why would she let someone in to hurt me so bad. I wondered how
Terry could betray in her family’s trust so badly if it was him
doing this to us, my best and only friend. They knew that Janet was
the only thing left in my life and they were taking her love away
from me too.

Janet eventually died from her illness. She
tried to tell me about her and Danny but couldn’t. Danny eventually
told me in one way or another but I left him anyway by his actions
but I had felt that he never did her justice and had to assume he
had used her like so many of us and crushed her vulnerable
state.

My world at this point was crushed. My baby
had been murdered, my best friend gone and my husband whom I
thought might be my friend had betrayed me all along in our
relationship and about everything.

And he had been making deals with his lawyer
after all of this and the police, and now even more for me
betraying him by leaving him. I didn’t care though at that time. I
walked off away from him numb.

I could always tell Janet everything and she
would always make it better. I started visiting her grave and
talking to her and feeling her and trying to find love and faith
again. I knew I was no longer welcome in her family as I once was
as a family so long ago. Danny was always invited to go back but I
was let known that I was not welcomed. Her family would say it as I
was standing right there. I guess they knew that someone would come
after me for the vengeance that they were feeling on me for me
being here and Janet not, especially the way things ended up
turning out in the circle of love so to speak for everyone. Even
though I was alive I was to live a life and not to enjoy it as a
life and I could hear them being told that and it agreed upon. I
would take it all being numb and still blaming myself for my baby’s
death that would take a long, long time to hear from.

Terry had told them that I hurt her when she
was in the hospital and it was all that they could take to lose her
and I wondered how much cover he needed from them now with her gone
and their possible plan to hurt me not turning out right. They
wanted my life to fall apart immediately but they didn’t realize it
already had. It seems that there were always plans that always had
not turned out right towards me in someone’s eyes.

Where was my protection now? I was not a
princess now? But I long forgot when all the praise of my beauty
came back to me and I thought I could get over everything. I was
losing it and trying so hard to get it back running around begging,
trying to find it anywhere to fluff and organize my life back, that
feeling, that special feeling. I felt that it would have been
better if Danny just drowned me in a boat.

I wanted to know who it was that was helping
or watching me now but everywhere I went I would feel blank and
lonely at that point. My life grew as empty as it could get. I kept
seeing Janet everywhere and yearning for her to come back. I would
sit at her grave and cry but I knew her father didn’t want me
there, he would pull in the cemetery driveway and I could feel him
fluster and pull out after seeing me. I knew that they weren’t bad
people. I had been friends with her for ten years. I could feel her
father hooked up as he tried to punch me after she died. I knew
that he was being lied to. I would never hurt Janet intentionally.
It was as though I guess he was waiting for me to provoke.

I guess everyone thought that it would be
like me to rebel but I was so drained and weak I didn’t even try to
read into any of it. They didn’t even want me at the rest of her
funeral. They asked me to leave but I stayed anyway. I felt that I
owed Janet that. They told me of her love for me but they had to
cover for themselves.

Danny had confronted me and said that if I
ever left him I would never be safe and when I went to leave he
tried to jump on me and someone or something came in out of nowhere
and pushed him down. I began to remember everything that had gone
on at that point in my life, flashing before me so fast as I tried
to capture and grab it all with intensity wanting t know the
answers to all of it and its meaning, just like a light switch
turned on, in such a short time given to me remembering when people
would come into me like that and I wanted to know who and why and
what it was all for? I had to at that point wonder if whom
was really trying to help me at all ever. I wanted to know who it
was that was helping or watching me but everywhere I went I would
feel blank and lonely. My life grew as empty as it could get. And
then just taken away so fast again as fast as it was given, the
light of it, the mysterious ways of what they can do with this
stuff was taken away.

I’m always looking for an answer, a pattern,
someone to tell me something to make it sound right. I didn’t have
to look for that with Tim though, it was always there, everything
was right, even though I was in pain everything seemed right,
conscientiously. Why does someone always have to destroy this for
me?

I later saved some money and moved to New
York to try and be a big model. I had big plans of being a big
print model then and making enough money for me and my sister to
open up a beauty salon and makeup center. I know it sounds strange
my sense of forgiveness, but that is all that I knew. I still loved
my sister, there was just an understanding about what had happened
and I was told not to ever talk about it. That was the only way
that I was treated by everyone.

My sister was going to handle the money and
the business end of it and I would handle the makeup and clothing
side and our sister-in-law who was a hair stylist would handle the
hair. I wanted to fly to Europe and pick out some fashions that our
town had never seen. My life appeared to be fine but a lot of
people didn’t realize that I was living through the existence of
others in a plastic world completely encased.

A lot of people knew that I had been having
problems and needed to be watched but I don’t think that they knew
just how hard I was held onto and how this effected my life, and
the extent of what was being done to me. I didn’t know the
difference any other way because that had been my whole life for as
long as I remembered, kind of like the boy in the bubble. I cried
when he ran through the fields on the horse with the girl. I too
could relate to the feeling of isolation and the dream of being
able to breathe with him for that moment which I knew would never
come.




















































Part 5-Out of a Coma

After Tim had been gone a few hours, I had
finally woken up from my sleep now by my body jolting straight up.
The nurse was staring at me with a shocked look on her face as I
sat there cold and blue. The same bad nurse asked if I could
remember anyone of importance coming in to see me. I said, “No.”
She said that I should, but I still couldn’t. I knew that it was
someone important at that time but I was not panicked because I
could still feel someone inside of me at that point, someone that I
knew, someone familiar. She said that she couldn’t tell me who it
was if I didn’t remember because that is what she was told by this
person and that it would be too much of a shock for me. I could
feel hate and distrust towards her as I was always taught to sense
in a person and I always had a hard time hiding it. She could sense
this and I felt that she didn’t want to talk to me anymore, or even
deal with me. I could feel someone pulling at me at the same time
blanking my mind in a sort of hold state, it felt like Dexter. I
started to talk and wanted answers but the blankness set in and I
was only left to stare at her and wondered what she was asking. I
could feel someone inside of me and I knew that they were not going
to let me go. I knew I had a friend but they could not get close
enough. So I let this familiar person fill me as I moved like a
robot back down onto the table where I lay.

I was then wheeled out to a hall where I
could see through a window where my beautiful baby was laying now.
I could see Dexter and his girlfriend hiding in there and I could
hear Dexter screaming that he wanted his son. A man that I worked
for who I call the Dalian Stallion was there by now holding my son
and trying to make me say that this was his son and that didn’t I
want a son with him. I refused to say this and he zapped me. I
guess he was helping Dexter. I was then wheeled upstairs and my
mother’s husband came after me and zapped me with the stuff after
finding out what I remembered about my mother. I guess he was told
that I may be trouble for my mother now. My family was scared now
because I was still here again against all odds and they knew it
and they also knew now more than ever that someone was helping me
but they didn’t know who. But I held on, I had to. I had someone to
care for and someone that cared for me deeply was helping me.

Whoever was taking care of me for my family
always appeared to be doing fine, which I knew was Dexter now,
because I had gotten pregnant by him. That’s how it works in my
family, now he was family. The worst of it all is that I always had
to know what was going on now because that’s what he wanted. He
felt safe that way with me. He wanted to always have sex with me
even though I didn’t want to with him, and any way that he could.
He had full access to my apartment day and night even when Austin
was sleeping and did not need to see him as he would tell others.
That is when he would come in and make me have sex with him. He
would start by making me walk to the bathroom after he had gone
down to me and warmed myself up for him so that I would have to be
aroused to him even though I wanted nothing to do with him or even
to be near him. Then he would make me lay on the bathroom counter
on a baggie at that point because he did not want me to make a mess
at that time because of what he wanted to do to me. Then he would
come in and touch me where he wanted and do what he wanted to me to
try and make me yell. He even had to pretend that he was other
people not to disgust me and make me throw up. That seemed to be
fine with him as long as he could see me perform in some way for
him. The lights were always off at that point. If I didn’t do as he
said I would be burned again or he would send me to the toilet and
make me puke a few times until I was not strong enough to fight
him. I even started getting blamed for him coming over and for
having the knowledge of some things that he had been doing to the
people and made them want to come after me and even our country at
times. They were all minorities after all and most of them came in
as immigrants now feeling that they had been mistreated by our
country. Nevertheless, our country would be taken down for this and
we would all suffer and cry at their hands. I never knew how to
explain to them of their pains. I was always too drained after the
tragedies that were happening to me.

Dexter would get so angry at times if I
wasn’t getting aroused enough that he threatened to bring pimps in
to help him. And he did try that for a while but someone, I don’t
know who because it seemed now that there was no one helping me,
but that one person stopped him. Dexter continued telling everyone
that I was the one for him and I couldn’t get him to let go of me.
Of course he needed someone to hang onto me and hook me up to watch
me. They couldn’t let me go for my family as well. I kept trying
anyway to get away. I tried to show interest in other people but
Dexter would just get his friends involved and tap the man’s phone
and/or scare him off by slicing his tires. So I decided to run.

Austin was all that I had and I was not going
to let Dexter destroy him with his ways and abuse. So I decided to
run with my baby.
















































































































Part 6-I Panicked as I Ran

I panicked as I ran. Everywhere I went I was
being drugged every time I ate, restaurants, fast food places, and
in my apartments. All I would have to do is open my mouth and it
would seem that I was on something. The worst I felt was when I
would go out to eat and the drugs would be in the food that I was
eating already. Even if I visited friends they somehow had seemed
to get involved. All my life was curtailed around me now and seemed
to be moving in on me and choking me and I couldn’t stand it or
deal with it. It got to the point that I would be followed when it
was time for me to go out anywhere.

I was starting to get sick because I was
afraid to open my mouth at all. I always lost about twenty pounds
at these times. This was when I decided I would camp out with
Austin who had just turned four at the time and I figured he was
old enough to take camping.

I had to cover our campsite by tarps with the
trees and/or park my car in front of the picnic table so that they
could not go through me to get to my food. It got to the point when
they weren’t getting me that they would have someone walk by our
campsite when we weren’t camouflaged by a car or tarp or trees and
get into the food I was cooking by going through me. I could always
feel it and always knew when they had succeeded, I would start to
fall a little.

They would usually just try to get my plate,
not that Dexter or anyone that he would use worried about the
possibility of getting Austin’s food. Poor Austin would just sway
back and forth with me at these times.

I knew that some of the people involved most
likely did not know of the extent of what was being done to me and
that I would have sounded crazy to tell them what I was going
through as they were probably just told to watch me for him with
the hooked up stuff and that it was a good thing that they were
doing.

It was as though the table had been turned on
me. I was one person one day and then a completely different person
the next. I would try to catch my breath and keep my mind straight
as I would run from it all as I would try and make some conscious
sense of it. I would look for comfort in my friends without ever
telling them exactly what was going on because I knew that they
would think that I was crazy as I tried before.

Sometimes, just when I would think that I was
going to lose it someone would always come in and stop me from
going completely to that point, I had to wonder why. It was like
someone would play the devil’s advocate with me constantly. It was
a manner that I was unaccustomed to. I had to wonder if this was
being done to me intently or not, just the same as they did when
Dexter would try to get other men to rape me. I would try to cry
and find a corner of piece in my mind or huddle into the corner of
a room which I had done so many times when I was younger to find
peace and sanctity and somehow during this someone used to come in
and after that things would be okay for me again.

I could not figure out what they were trying
to do or achieve from this all. I knew that I knew too much from
the conversation of the President to whom one of them were speaking
to and making a deal either about Tim or I, and not wanting Tim to
find out. I could not figure it out. To think there was a war and I
was in the middle of it was too much for me so I would decide not
to think that in my gravest of states and let someone console
me.

Tim did have trouble with his plane
eventually as I was told in the cut in phone conversation. Tim’s
reception had been so clear when he came to check in on me that
last day before his plane went down. I never heard it like that
before. I was worried for him when he came in the hospital for a
second when I was in the recovery room after I had Austin wondering
if he was putting his life in danger by being there. I wanted to
tell him so badly of what had been going on with them that had to
do with him in there while hooked up with him about the cut in
phone conversation involving him but I was cut into by someone
cutting us of.

I wanted to warn him what I had learned in a
phone conversation involving him but I was cut into by someone
cutting us off.

I wanted to warn him seeing I wasn’t ever
speaking personally or able to say what I wanted to say because our
conversations were always passed through someone else and they were
always monitored. I could never remember anything or speak of it
because I couldn’t remember any of it on my own because I was
always held onto when he would come to check in on me. I was always
being held onto so tight.

Tim as his gallant self didn’t want to hear
of anything when he came in except to take care of me and for me to
be rest assured when he was there. The only thing he would let me
feel or say was due to my recovery. I was told later as I started
to heal how he flew in for me when I had Austin and the only one
that knew this other than who was with us was the recovery room
nurse in the room. I couldn’t believe that they trusted her because
she was one of the ones to help drag me into the coma to begin with
along with the first cop that arrived, obviously another time where
they weren’t telling Tim of everything. He saved me then,
again.

He came in before he flew off that last
weekend that I saw him and he said to me, “Are you behaving
yourself?” And he let me know that I looked good, I’m sure
definitely a comparison to what I had looked like in the hospital a
few years earlier. I opened up my eyes to really see and feel him
of a sort enough to know it was him and I couldn’t believe it. He
wanted me to know who he was completely at that point. I had always
asked him and had told him that I loved him in so many ways and now
I couldn’t believe who he was, really! I was so taken back and
completely just fell into it all and was speechless. His friend who
always brought him in laughed and said, “Well, she can’t believe
it?” All this time, the man that I loved and knew he loved me was
here.

I could feel someone uninvited there
listening at that time but of course I always did so for quite
awhile. Thinking that the guys had a handle on it, I just ignored
it. I said the place that we were camping at stunk. And he said it
was his favorite place to go. Then he told me to be a good girl and
said that he would see me later. I was so excited. I could feel the
sense of, Oh my God! This is it, the feeling that I have been
waiting for my whole life, to be free and like others was about to
happen. No pretend tree houses or anyone to stop me. I never felt
that much joy in his voice, too. He told me to go into the gift
shop of the plaza where I was at and buy something to remember the
place of where I was standing as to be a significance of what was
about to come, time with us, together, a momentum of us and this
place of our first meeting in person which was about to happen
shortly to be remembered by.

I remember, I’ll never feel that feeling
again.

I was also getting someone else coming in
though saying that he would be flying in later alone but I couldn’t
respond to it. I don’t think that was him and I don’t think that he
was catching this but his friend was watching me and he would catch
all that. I don’t’ know enough about this stuff and I certainly
don’t know how they communicate this way. He was just trying to
help me and save me from already being hooked up and being held
prisoner all these years. Fate is, I guess it was time for me to go
to him.

Later that same day at the campground after
seeing Tim I had been sitting in my tent when Austin was quietly
playing around 1:00pm., an announcement came over the radio that
Tim would be flying in. For some reason something or someone
triggered off the crazy cut-in-phone conversation that I had always
not been able to recall on my own or to tell Tim. I started to
think about everything that had been true somewhat and had happened
that they had predicted. Feeling slightly crazed someone started to
mimic how I felt and what was about to happen, as they recalled the
filled streets before the time of crime that they had long been
waiting for. Trying to recognize the one weekend that this phone
call specifically had pointed out to me, I was trying to think
about it now. It was some time where there would be a lot of people
around and no one would notice who it would be that would be coming
in for me because of this special weekend. It started to ring bells
in my head now as we both were signifying that this sounded so much
like the weekend. Then someone said, mimicked yes, now it was the
time and that this was the place for this, referring to the
problems that Tim would have with his plane. I immediately began to
panic and went to run out of the tent to go to the phone to call
the airport where Tim would be flying in to convey the urgent
message when I was stopped. Someone cut in and agreed with me to do
this at that point as my mind carried on. I was going to leave a
message to tell Tim not to fly in that night. I figured if they
asked me why that I would say that he was in danger and if I had to
I would give my name. But I was pulled down and someone came in
sounding like his friend pulling on me and said not to do that. He
would go to the shore personally himself to make sure that Tim
would come in safely. The conversation was so muffled and staticky
that I could not make it out for sure but the one person that
always watched me for Tim did feel and sound like him so I trusted
him. I had no choice at that one second of reassurance was as
quickly as they turned me off and I was once again left as a child
in that vegetative state that they had fought so hard for and
wanted me in for so long.

They came in again and reminded me of the
conversation bringing it in to me again telling me that they had
conveyed to me that Tim would not want this. I tried to argue with
his helper and I said, “No! There is a problem,” and I was feeling
that he has to listen to me. Someone now sounding like Tim said
that he would take me in the plane with him hooked up as I was
shocked because this isn’t something that he would do and that he
wouldn’t leave me because I was so upset and that don’t worry he’ll
be there soon. I tried to tell him of the crazy threat that just
came in but they kept cutting me off and pulling me down to the
point where I couldn’t talk or think anymore. But I had no choice
but to agree with them on their choices being forced physically. I
didn’t want to but they just turned me off after convincing me not
to do this, literally so that I couldn’t move. After all, this man
was the one that was putting us in contact and the only one that
could read or hear what I was saying and conveying to Tim. But I
kept wondering whether or not Tim was getting it.

I could feel someone else come in, someone
familiar after they left me who told me that he would leave me for
a short while and go down there personally to make sure that he got
in because he had heard the same thing that I had and had felt the
fright in my voice. I kept thinking this is crazy. Why should we
only just send one person? He needed to have quite a few people
with him and he needed to know this desperately. So as to whomever
it was left. I was all alone, my brain just went into hibernation
again as it did often when your brain injured from needing to be
re-energized when they left after draining me as it now went
somewhere in the tent as I found things to do in there. But I did
not know that they were just trying to get him away from me to hurt
him.

Later that evening I saw an orangish and
yellowish light flash inside of the tent, kind of out of my head so
to speak. It was there in the corner of my eye to the left of me
for two or three seconds, then I could feel a very heavy pressure,
like I was being pushed underwater and not ready, almost like my
brain was going to explode. I could feel a disturbing feeling
inside of me as I tried to shoo it away as someone came in sounding
far away and feeling like Tim, I could feel him angrily close it
out from me. I immediately worried but then my brain was gone from
it all of a sudden again. I couldn’t even pull myself back enough
to rethink it again.






I could hear some conversations going on
about them being on shore waiting for him to come in and watching
for his plane. I could almost see the sand and feel the water as
their seemed to be jagged cliffs of sand that were steep and
slightly frightening before me, almost as I would freely take in
the spring air when brought into me as a child.

Then a few minutes later I heard Tim’s friend
come in like I had never heard before and not sounding like he did
not too long ago, somewhat reassuring to me that everything was
okay, saying to stay right where you are to someone, assuming that
he was talking to Tim now, because I was getting some kind of alert
from someone screaming, “You’re kidding!!” and then telling him to
stay right there and that he would be right there sounding panicky.
There was some sort of accident and then my brain was gone
again.

It was silent for a short while as someone
appeared to create some kind of charade of Tim coming into my tent
at his last breath asking me to help him up and to hold onto him as
though he had been dragged into me as some sort of punishment. That
person said that he had found a pocket in the plane for air to
breathe and to hold onto for a while. And then asked if I would
help him as though someone were holding him and having him say this
to me, almost as if he had never know me before. I could not
understand this. I said, yes, and at that point I wanted him to
pull onto me so that I could save him. Feeling it was him for a
moment I couldn’t understand why he didn’t recognize me and was
talking to me as a stranger. I thought for a minute maybe he was
too hurt. But it was pulling my body down too such a low state. And
he said, “It’s okay,” as he decided to let go of me. “I don’t want
you to feel bad,” were his last words. And then I could hear the
bubbles in his mouth as he drowned. I wanted him to pull onto me as
much as possible and as much as he needed to survive. I could not
remember this right away again either.

Later again someone came in, that same
threatening voice, and had said that Tim was dead five minutes
before the radio announced that his plane was missing and that I
had to prepare myself of this. But I didn’t panic or rebel about
that phone conversation like I had before because someone still had
come in and interpreted the announcement to me and had said that he
wasn’t dead. So I never completely felt that panic inside of me
because someone was always there telling me that was not true and
that I should hold on. He will be there, he will be coming. Later
Dexter and his friends came in laughing and joking at how they
pulled the plane down and dragged Tim to his death. I had all that
I could do to keep a clear head. I kept being consoled to hang on.
I could not remember this whole incident for some time too.

Sometimes it sounds just like Dexter when he
plays around with his voice coming in saying all of these weird
things to me. But I do know that I hear it quite often. They play
around with this and it doesn’t seem to bother them even though
these acts that they do may cause so much danger. They kind of
overdo it to make themselves feel better and clear themselves of
hiding any wrongdoing in a way.

I woke up the next morning feeling groggy and
a little alone and like I had too much to drink but didn’t actually
drink anything at all. I got Austin and I together and went out for
my usual drive when camping to go get more food and supplies. I
never knew where I was driving and seemed to always take the long
way around. I ended up on this mile long bridge that was completely
congested with traffic and there was a cop standing in the middle
of the road seeming to direct traffic while consoling some panicky
drivers. It looked funny but I couldn’t figure out what was going
on but I knew there was something wrong. I could feel the cop
somewhat attached to me and then all of a sudden I could feel him
inside of me loud and clear.

I started looking at the bridge and noticing
boats everywhere when someone came in through him and said, “She
doesn’t know you know. You’re going to have to tell her.” First he
made a sad face and then I as allowed now to think of the thought
of the reality of the possibility of Tim’s death, I started to
remember now the night before someone coming in on the radio
talking o f his plane being late or missing but that was all.

The cop didn’t even have to say anything
after that, I knew. I wanted to get out of the car and run towards
the bridge but someone stopped me. I thought that I could find him
or get closer to him this way. I was looking for him and I started
to panic and cry. The police just said watch her.

The sadness and emptiness set in for a
minute. The boats were coming down the river in streams like never
before and I knew it was never before. I knew it was for Tim. I got
overwhelmed again and panicked for my camera to take a picture of
this moment and that I had to have it. I couldn’t get out of
traffic and I knew that I was going to have to go over the bridge
as planned and continue my day.

I forgot again what had just happened and got
to the other side now looking for an aquarium for Austin as
planned. We went inside but it was so small and no live sea life so
we left. I turned around and started back down the road along the
river. I now was seeing all these boats again so I decided to stop
and look at them at a couple of the rest spots. The view wasn’t
good and I wasn’t feeling very comfortable there for some reason so
I was suggested to move on down a little, so I did. I then came to
a very crowded park now along the river. I could hear people
talking and once again remembered my just encounter at the bridge.
There was a newsman there now giving me a dirty look and zapping me
when I went to talk to him as I started to think about Tim. I felt
that he might want to talk to me seeing as I knew Tim so well. I
wanted to tell him of things I might know but I was burnt to move
on and for some reason, he just seemed annoyed by me so I left
him.

I called to Tim running up and down the river
saying that these boats were for him and, “Where are you?” And my
mind seemed very young and blank at that point but somewhere only
for a few seconds though it sounded like him. He had been crying.
He seemed concerned to reassure me. He said he had to see me and
that I would be fine and then left so quickly out of nowhere, just
vanishing gracefully and mystically into thin air seemingly without
a trace. I held the slim thin feeling desperately to me as I didn’t
want to let go so badly. Panicking inside this might be what I
thought it was not being grateful that he held on for me all I
wanted now was him, to come back to me for real and for good. This
was not good enough.


























































































































Part 7-Tim’s Anger Grew Towards the
President

Tim’s anger grew towards the President that
last year of his life. Tim was a very political person and he knew
the President had done something wrong but he wasn’t sure what. I
knew I had problems with the President prior to his election but I
just couldn’t remember and when Tim would come in they would hold
me so tight at times he could hear them cutting in so that he
couldn’t read me or I couldn’t rethink at the time to tell him at
all. It would be the same way when anyone would cut in to get
information. Heck, this guy was only running for President at the
time. I guess they felt why not use him and ask him for help so if
he wins he could help them.

This was all before and when my father was
still alive and before my sister had helped to set me up to this
medical state that I was in. I was still in New York at the time. I
had bumped into this then-Senator downtown when he was campaigning.
He stopped and took one look at me and smiled. I was so happy to
see him and excited that he had come to our state to campaign. Then
he motioned to me in some way. I was a little tickled by it but
could not understand why he was kind of flirting with me while his
wife was right there along with the then running Vice President and
his wife. But he had thought that I was a model and that it would
be good for the campaign.

I then looked around myself on the back
street that I was on and saw no one else as I glanced back to his
podium that he was standing on. Then they came in. I did not know
who they were. All I knew was that the then-Senator who was running
for President on that podium right before me was agreeing with
someone or someones through me to do something. His wife was
furious with him and concerned of him doing any wrongdoings at that
time while running. I could see it and hear it and even feel
it.

I could see her lips moving and hear her
words and once someone cut in enough to let her know I was hooked
up too she looked and my view of her blanked out for a few seconds
and all I could feel was someone trying to cut in and shut me out
with a slight pain from her. I could see her yelling at him and
then she second thought of him flirting with me. He laughed and
assured her it wasn’t that and he tried to convince her that he
knew what he was doing and who he was dealing with and that it was
okay. I could not get who he had possibly been referring to whom he
was talking to to her but she was still nervous. I could feel the
then running Vice President coming through me now with a sting as
he was trying to find out what was going on as he looked onto me
now very uncomfortable for a moment with what he was doing but then
once feeling reassured by the Senator that this incident was
approved and okay by him and taken care of he nodded as to an okay
towards the then running President as to the non importance of it,
and closed out of the conversation not to hear a thing without even
knowing what was going on.

I could hear the Senator’s wife and I am sure
others did too as well as she now spawned, echoing with her voice
throughout New York City stating that I was hooked up too, her face
in his, her eyes now bulging, screaming, “You can’t do anything
wrong right now.” But he ignored her and said that he knew what he
was doing. Anyhow, I got some of it and he agreed if and when he
became President that he would do something for them. I could hear
him. They specified that they were having trouble with me as he had
once had to do with his own problems and that they had been there
to cover for him. He didn’t like this and asked not to have to talk
to this particular guy and continued to speak to the man in charge.
He was then told that they had to do something to me so that I
would forget, wipe my mind out. He hesitated in shock a little but
then he agreed to the fact that no one was to find out about this.
He then made a cold weird face at me at their suggestion for him to
let me know now how he felt about me and then he left me with a
slight sharp stinging feeling in my body as he turned around and
told his wife not to face me as though I were dangerous and that
they were finishing up their conversation and that he did not want
the stuff left with her, she agreed.

I had all but forgotten the whole
conversation except that I had seen him on that day. Later at the
conventions I could feel that Tim Kept getting burned on the podium
to let go of me, he was always holding me. He was speaking on
behalf of this President. When I went to try and let him know what
happened he got burned more. Tim never got to learn that night what
had happened and whenever anyone would try to come in and bring him
in for me to tell him he was cut out. I could always feel pain
coming through me at these times. I could see that he was too as he
would try and hang onto me.

But it is funny how I never remembered that
meeting downtown of that man after that. I watched his campaign
fiercely hoping that he would win along with Tim even most of the
time, even though I never voted because I was always on the run and
never wanted to be found.

When he did become President, and he did win
with a landslide, the President in office running at the time had
to doubt what was going on with the race and how he lost it, it
seemed as though he was doing fine, but it was too late. I remember
him crying as he gave up his position. I was brought in to him then
to see if I could remember how it all came about as this man now
had someone trying to cut into him. But I was so silly out of it
all of the time being drugged. I, then waiting inside of me, held
the truth to all of this and never knew it.

I ‘m beginning to put together that this
probably had a big part and a big bearing on Tim’s death. I knew no
one wanted me talking about it for any reason at all to anyone.

Anytime I would even try to breathe a word of
it in my apartment someone would come in and start choking me and
gagging me on my food and I couldn’t breathe. Boy, does that hurt
stating that I had better not say anything about the President.

Tim, working for the CIA and needing help to
get to me, asked this President now in office for help, which was
done a lot. What was so wrong with that? Dexter and his friends
would also pass along who they wanted in office.

If he couldn’t and said no than the agreement
that the President gave obviously included me. The CIA usually got
a yes to things. The President certainly wasn’t going to and
couldn’t now take a chance on exposing himself. Tim was mad. I knew
it. I could sense it. He never showed his feelings of anger around
me. He was always calm but this one time I could sense it, someone
wanted me to read into it for a second that something was troubling
Tim about this man, possibly to see if I could remember again.
Someone or someone’s kept bringing Tim’s doubtful feelings of this
man into me to see if I could remember anything about it, which
meant that whoever Tim was discussing this with was not
trustworthy.

Now time needed help, and so did I and so did
we if you included Tim and I in this. I’m sure the President got
the Fed’s on us or they were already on, I wasn’t sure, possibly
not knowing what he had done but him now being in charge of
everyone. I don’t think Tim knew exactly how close we were being
watched or I know he would have done things differently.

Someone was always covering what was really
going on. Someone even tried to pretend that they tried to help me
even by pretending to try and pick me up in a van a few times after
Tim disappeared to watch me almost die as someone burned through
me. But their so-called attempts just left me in excruciating pain
afterwards as someone helped me get away from them. I had to learn
of the role of the CIA and their conflicts which was a whole new
thing to me and their arguments as they existed.

As the drugs take effect on me I still keep
feeling that Tim should come in from time to time to check in on
me. To me it was just seeming that he was coming in so often now
and I didn’t feel as safe and as protected as I once was before his
plane went down. But sometimes as so real, I swear I could feel him
coming in.

As soon as they got me away from him they
started to try and torture me and attack me all of the time, in
groves now it seemed like. They drove by my tent frequently and I
could feel the intensity of them scanning my tent as they went by
just to check and make sure that I was still in there. One night
after finding me in there they decided to do a warning on me of my
strengths. They cleared my body out of every matter inside of me
pushing the stuff through my stomach until I was near death and
then just let me lay there near death and let me beg them to give
me the strength to eat one slice of bread to keep me alive as I
shook from my body being so empty. Then they would regularly drive
by and find me just to do their further druggings and/or beatings.
I couldn’t talk or think after that. I kept looking for Tim
patiently waiting but he never came in.

And I tried to be patient. I had been told
that I was going to have to be watched by someone else now and they
had set me up with this supposed famous singer that they thought I
would like who would take my mind off of Tim. They had remembered
when I was young liking this sort of thing and thought that it
would be okay now. This man had come all the way out to the crash
area where I was to see me and finalize that he was watching me
now. But I was being more abused now than I ever was?

Not make me crazy enough, but why? Why stop
at every point of everything? Why did I have someone come in at the
most destitute of times and just stare at me being beaten? If it
was the CIA and that was their rules, that they can’t cut in unless
it is their territory, why be so cruel and wait so long to rescue
me at those points. I did not understand. I had all about relished
every effort with the FBI. Every baggie of drugged milk, juice, or
whichever that Dexter or his friends or whichever mafia connection
he would find to use at that time, even the bagboys in the checkout
at the grocery stores to put drugs in my food to administer the
drugs. Dexter had one of the bagboys in a local grocery store open
a yogurt of mine while bagging it and put drugs in it and he packed
it in with the rest of my groceries. And then when I would get home
Dexter from downstairs or across the street would come in and make
me eat it. He would come in screaming at me and make me dump the
remainder of the drugged food or juice so that all of what I would
have left as evidence would be drops in a baggy or cup to send it
to the FBI for proof of someone drugging me. Dexter would intercept
me at all of the hospitals when I would bring samples so that was
always useless. I had no doctor to go to that would get involved to
help me with them or at times would get too involved to hurt
me.

But what I didn’t realize is that the FBI
didn’t care, possibly even had something to do with it. I didn’t
realize that in the far corners of my mind where I ran there, hid
the reason of my ambush.

Someone came through me at one time perhaps
pretending that they were the FBI and said that there wasn’t enough
evidence to test for drugs in what I had sent them or that the
drugs were in the lab being tested. Why didn’t they call me or
contact me by phone? I only needed a small amount for them to test?
Or why didn’t they at least come by and see for themselves of the
horrible abuse that I was in? When I would try to crawl there I
would be beaten. Dexter just thought to me in disgust, what a
disgusting waste you are and look at what you did to yourself? I
would just look up and cry with tears and begging of mercy to find
a human being inside of him who could not hurt another.

And Dexter always wanted me to think that he
was stealing the outgoing mail so I would have to wonder if or how
at all involved the FBI might be in all of this? Even the smallest
amount of the drug they would give me would affect me for three to
four months leaving me incapacitated, my brain cells temporarily
damaged.

At one time I even wrote Terry Brown I was so
desperate. I had been hanging my head out my apartment window
hoping someone would catch me seeing that I was on drugs and help
me. I was told the pain would be less if I tied yellow ribbons
outside my apartment and let them blow through the wind. If I hung
my head out the window at times at his command and let myself look
out of it slightly hanging, clinging to the window he would lessen
the pain in my body.

I couldn’t even tell who to go to, who my
friends were. In the letter to Terry I begged him to help because
even if he was part of it he did know what was being done to me. I
thought maybe he could find a small part of compassion in his
heart.

I had a strong feeling that Terry was
responsible for my late abortion with Danny and the one who either
got the medical papers signed without my parents’ consent releasing
me in Danny’s care that day or at least convincing one of my
parents to sign something on me stating that I was mental and not
in any way able to have a baby. The baby would have arrived two
days before my eighteenth birthday.

But I was desperate to reach someone involved
to help stop this.

I knew Terry would never mention the abortion
even though I was so desperate for him to. I wanted answers, I
wanted explanations, to this and everything going on. He instead
just came by where I was living and where Dexter was set up across
the street from me, in some woman’s apartment. When Terry
approached he was ran out by Dexter as I could hear him and his
friends whispering their next moves together. Terry wanted to see
how things were going and then left without ever coming in to see
how I was. He instead yelled to Dexter and said, “You’re just going
to keep her up their hostage!” And then left.

My mind was a whirlwind but I didn’t want to
believe what was going on. I knew now that he was not involved but
my mind still couldn’t register it. It was all too much for me.



























































































































































































Part 8-Terry

Terry had always been mad that he was not
able to find out what I knew when I was ten. He had made a special
trip to my house when the police were called in reference to me,
just as he had been called by someone in the station again that day
when I stopped by just to ask questions about myself. I had been
trying that day to find out anything I could on myself, and my
family, to find some answers somehow. I knew that something was
buried and someone wanted me to know but I didn’t know what or why
and why now? Or at least why make a move now? Anything that had
been done to me in the past to me at that point not connecting or
recalling it all didn’t seem relevant enough for someone to want to
come after me again and drug me. It was up to me now to connect it
all together.

I had first asked if there were any
complaints ever filed on me or about me. I was told no, which right
there that didn’t make any sense. There to my knowledge had been at
least three to four phone calls made by me or on my behalf in my
life in that town. Yet they had nothing I thought of the girl who
reported my sister for drugging me at least or possibly by my
mother for accusing the teacher of molesting me. Also I got scared
one night, that is when my sister called and when Terry showed up
and badgered me to see what I might know and then my sister cut in
and stopped it and he lashed out at her and made her cry. And then
the man who used to stand in his doorway naked when I rode by on my
bike and knocked on his window for me to come in when I was a
child? My mother called the police about this man but then wouldn’t
let me talk to them.

The police officer, I think the one who was
her lover, who came was hooked up and came through me anyway in my
bedroom from the kitchen to tell me he heard and that was enough
for him at that time apparently so that he didn’t have to come in
to see me. I got sick from this officer coming through me.

And what about the screaming woman in the
night across the street from my house running through the woods?
Someone must have heard her. All I could hear was a woman running
and screaming desperately through the woods for help as her last
scream was cut short. But I couldn’t tell if it was reality because
I could feel the shortness of breath go through my head. I was not
allowed to call the police at that time though. My mother refused
and had called my father instead. Someone had come into me and they
said that they did this for me and that they wanted me to know how
easy it was to kill, even me.

After killing her they must have dragged her
body off and then told me that no one would ever find her. All I
could hear was her begging for help as she ran and my heart was
pounding as I could feel it in my throat before I couldn’t move to
get my mother. And then I heard nothing. It was though they had
turned off and I couldn’t read anything else from it. It w as that
simple with these people. My father came but not the police. He
told me from the kitchen as well when I was in my bedroom clinging
to the wall of his disapproval of dealing with this matter in the
normal nature and that the cops should not be bothered for this. I
was to feel rest assured that he checked the woods and that they
were safe now.

My mother felt funny to call the police about
it anyway. My father thanked her for that and it seemed they shared
one more relative moment from the past that night, one more or one
last time. I did not know. But they made a connection and it was
supposed to be symbolic. I did not understand but just rested my
chin on the wood of the window and looked out into the night
feeling alone waiting to maybe hear one more sound or hope of a
woman laughing and that it was all a joke. I felt for that person
screaming once more but remembered what my father had said and at
the congruent of my mother. I just stared and tried to calm down
before going to sleep again. I was fourteen.

A few years later when my mother had
remarried, my mother’s husband said that he had been to the police
station a few times complaining about the fact that I may talk
about some of the things that my mother had done to me and that he
was worried for her protection.

Her husband lied about these things that she
had done as her ex-lovers had done with her for so many years as a
young woman protecting her. But it’s funny, I never could actually
remember anything in detail that she had done, not at that point
because I never thought about it. I constantly had my hand so full
with new events happening all the time.

I had wondered if these two lovers knew one
another, the past and the present. They must have met somehow. That
must have been why Terry yelled at me when I went to the station to
never say anything about my mother. I was speechless and then I
said, “I am sorry that you feel that way,” as he came through me
with a fierce look. I could tell he didn’t really know what was
going on or what gone on and I couldn’t mention this to him that I
had reported all of this to the police, that was all where I had
mentioned it to. I could feel one of her old ex-lovers in there as
he held me as I would try to break through to tell Terry as he
tried to be true to his coworker not knowing any of this.

I had to wonder the wonders of oral sex as
they were and the magic and mysteriousness of the wet and tender
touch as my mother seemed to have down so well. Her husband was
desperate to save her and keep her holy looking, even all that she
had done. I don’t know how he did that with the whole town already
knowing about it but people move on and a lot of them had moved out
and on to other places. Her husband was not going to let me ruin
their lives with anything that I may remember and talk about. He
was very close to the police through his son so this marriage was
perfect for my mother. She would still be connected somehow and
have some kind of protection as long as she played it well. And she
still had my father’s side because she was protecting my sister.
And my mother had been running around telling everyone that I was
not my father’s daughter. The only one who knew the truth that I
was, was her and her lovers, whom she had been saying one was my
father to be able to keep seeing him and others, using me in the
bottom of those cellar stairs, pretending I was visiting my real
father, while she played in the bedroom upstairs. She even went as
so far as to tell my real father about the blood test proving that
I was not his daughter, even though this test never existed. My
father too wearied and drained from it all never fought the thought
of it. The whole thing was too unimaginable to face for him.

It was hard to make sense of reality at that
point, to find a normal pattern that I could follow. I knew that
you were supposed to call the police if anything happened. I wanted
to distance myself from my father at that moment when I went over
to visit him that last time. I wanted to find something good in him
for a moment and sometimes I was just plain terrified of him. I
wanted to think of someone, something else that I could rely on
that might be there waiting far, far away.

Dexter decided to follow me when I left that
apartment that Terry came to. Dexter was camped out as well nearby
to where I was camping. He had made his usual pattern when I would
run and hide from him. It had seemed like such a relief to not be
at that apartment any more that I was at before I decided to run
from him again. Things at that apartment just continued to grow
worse. My mother had been signaling to my neighbors to watch me
when she would come over to pick me up to go grocery shopping and I
could never figure out why she would be dealing with such bad
people. I could only afford to live in poor neighborhoods where
there were poverty, drugs, and gangs.

I had no idea that my family had the same
ways as the neighbors that I had lived with. It was a crime thing.
You had to leave the signal whether or not you wanted to be watched
and she was now leaving them a signal to watch me. I cut myself off
from her quickly but then that wouldn’t last long.

I had started crouching in the corner of the
rooms there before I left when I would hear my brother outside then
knowing where I was now from someone. He would be in the streets at
night creepily calling and whispering to me, “Marie…Marie…where are
you? Come out, come out!” Knowing where I was but giving me the
opportunity to come out on my own free will. I would always feel
someone trying to come in at these times. I would try to keep
Austin as quiet as possible. My brother would walk up and down the
streets and come after me after my father died. And as he would
eventually do when I was camping so that someone could say that
they found me and so then the attempts on my life could continue. I
would never answer and only hide and as soon as they would scan for
me and feel me they knew that they found me, and then creepily
again, they would go. I would always sit there and hold my breath
because then I knew that the worst was going to happen. I just
didn’t know when. You never did. And then the torture would begin
again, if you made it through, you were lucky, maybe they didn’t
mean to kill you then.

My aunt, my mother’s sister, I know must have
given out the apartment address to him, this is the only one that I
gave a little of the street address to, except for Terry of course
coming by. I don’t think my brother dealt with Dexter. Of course,
Dexter seemed to know everybody. This aunt had been put into a
mental hospital for talking too much, which my mother said that she
deserved always talking out of line, so by now she really had no
sense of making her own judgments. She was really easy to use. It
took my mother a few years to break her in before this aunt was
considered trust worthy by my mother.

I wondered if my brother would tell his
ex-wife, that worried me too. She had taken me to her father
against my wishes hooked up and had him threaten me to keep his
daughter out of it as to what he was about to do to me. And then
proceeded to make a deal with Terry to help him because he was
being told that I heard too much. I was only twenty-one at that
time. I could not move or do a thing because they were holding me
so tight. I could not even remember the conversation
afterwards.

Oh, I am so sorry, Tim! I wish I knew to tell
you then or even knew you enough consciously to tell you all the
dangers that you were around while helping me. I did not know how
you were watching me, mot consciously anyway up until your plane
went down and I did not feel you. Then things were coming in and
out of me until someone came back in again. I never knew anyone in
our family that could do things that her father did like she spoke
of. She told me of all of the murders that her father had
committed. She also told me that they use the police now for their
protection.

Someone ended up going after my landlord of
the apartment that I was at for her son having huge hematoma-like
bruises on his body, an illness associated with being drained from
the hooked up stuff. Dexter’s hooked up girlfriend spending the
nights at her house to supposedly keep an eye on me, the one who I
had unsuccessfully tried to get convicted for beating me up because
somehow the subpoena for court disappeared from my door and whom I
had a permanent restraining order on, finally had an effect on the
landlord’s child.

Dexter had made a deal with this landlord to
let them into her house and my apartment in exchange for a
government grant which he would work out for her.

But Dexter made it hard dealing with the
judge not to file a full permanent restraining order against his
girlfriend and he would just say to her to stay away from me and I
would stay away from her, her feeling room to roam at this. His
girlfriend ended up staying next door to me for Dexter who was
across the street and that was how he was getting in. She even
would try and break my door down when Dexter would successfully
drug me to steal Austin. But I could never drag myself to the door
or phone to report her at that time. As it was I called two years
later after remembering her being in the hospital after I had
Austin but I was told that it was too late to do anything about it
at that time. I was asked, “Why didn’t I call earlier?” by the
police. Of course I couldn’t answer that but then I said that she
had just been here not too long and he just stated as I knew he
would, as I could hear Dexter cutting into the phone now, that I
would have to call at that time of the event. I knew from my
previous conversations with the police that it would get me nowhere
and I knew that they had gotten Dexter and her into the hospital to
begin with starting with the first officer that came into me and
they would just end up saying that I was crazy anyway seeing as
they tried to force a shrink on me as I told them of all the bad
officers that I knew dealing with my family.

The judge began accusing me of not being
pregnant when I went to court to file the restraining order. I
could hear him conferring with someone hooked up and wondered how
everyone could be so crooked and wondered how I could be so woken
up of all of this after a routine surgery in 1991, which is where I
got the initial permanent brain injury from a supposed mishap that
couldn’t be avoided. I couldn’t figure out at the time where the
judge was getting negative feelings about me and I didn’t want to
get too upset seeing as I was constantly almost miscarrying because
I had suffered muscle damage in my abdomen from being thrown down
the stairs and the beating cracking my skull which did not help in
my first month of pregnancy with also already having a brain
injury. That is why I tried to get a permanent restraining order
against Dexter’s girlfriend. I knew is she was mad now that I was
pregnant that it was not going to get any easier.

I did not even know that Dexter was seeing
her at the time. He said that she was just a crazy person obsessed
with following him. I’m assuming that he told her that I was an
assignment to be able to get away like that. He may even have, I
feel now, set me up with her to beat me up so that I would
miscarry.

The banana bruised looking forehead on the
landlord’s four-year old’s head was devastating. Someone had come
in at one point and pointed it out to me. The landlord, to Dexter’s
advice, tried to rebel against me, thinking that I had something to
do with it and made that phone call against her reporting her for
it. Knowing that Dexter put her up to these feelings I just ignored
it.

Austin and I would choke on the strong
chemicals of drugs in that apartment as they would burn them. I
would try to stuff the holes in the walls (that the landlord left
me not to fix at her orders) to try and keep everything out. They
were so hooked up as well. I would try and even cover the shower
drain as not to feel them coming in so badly. I wasn’t about to
talk about the hooked up stuff anymore in fear of losing my child
myself already being made fun of because of it.

Dexter eventually had someone break in right
before I left after drugging me and having me crawl on the floor
and not being able to do anything for Austin or myself to say the
place was a mess. He had done the same thing to his ex-wife telling
me about it. He had drugged her one day and placed a gun in her
hand saying that she tried to shoot him. He let her lay on the
floor in her own filth when she had to go to the bathroom and then
called the police on her after she had to release. He stated to the
police when they arrived and saw her poor condition that he had
better put her in a state mental hospital, one that he didn’t have
to pay for of course. I just moved to a different state
instead.

Dexter had come in so many times to burn me
making me take my clothes off one piece at a time saying that he
would stop hurting me if I listened and then at the end when I
would have nothing on and not able to breathe he would make me wait
fifteen minutes before he would leave making me take deep breaths
in now. Then he would leave and come back and do that again about
three times a week. I started having seizures and that’s when my
brain started to go again and my stomach was so sick I could not
get up for days. It is a miracle that my brain healed somewhat
after having Austin and everything that I was put through then.

There is something that forms in a woman’s
body when she is pregnant that seems to help cure some of the
damaged brain nerves. I think between being pregnant and Tim coming
to my rescue that is what saved my brain a little. But to only
suffer this kind of abuse and suffering to bring me back down all
over again, it is sad.

Dexter was not going to have this and Tim was
going to face the possible loss of life as his fate for helping me.
Dexter was right, he is very powerful and does know a lot of people
if he needs to as he said to me once. That’s when Tim got me out of
that apartment and he decided that camping would be a good
idea.

Dexter was so mad to find out that I slipped
out of the apartment without him knowing ahead of time that he
followed me down the highway towards the campground that Tim had
picked out for me. He was coming in through my car screaming and
yelling at me. But there was no legality, the abuse just continued,
just in different ways and they were much more careful now when
they did it not to get caught by Tim.

Most of the cars that were parked in my
driveway at the apartment before I left had been out of state
license plates so I had to assume that it was one of my mother’s
lovers that was getting Dexter in. It is not that easy to get in
towards me usually.

There is a lot of legality involved with
crime and with Tim around and they appeared to be trying to cover
their tracks at that time.

But I wasn’t quite sure how involved my
mother’s lovers were with Dexter up until now.

My mind had been being broken all the time.
Food would be drugged or my clothes lit up constantly. I was no
having dangers driving my car with anyone that they could get to
either play chicken with me in traffic or by taking over the car
and speeding the car to almost 100 miles an hour almost hitting
people or having my car go out of control then at the last second
someone would come in through me and jerk on the brakes. They would
set up these same schemes when I would have to drive around cliffs
going from one campsite to another being drugged. I wasn’t always
good at re-washing my dishes when I would return to my campsite as
a security measure seeing as though I had just done it not too long
ago. The dishes would always be laced with some kind of controlled
substance.

Someone would always be there supposedly
keeping me from going off the cliff yet I could feel their strategy
of wobbling the car from side to side as we went around the bends.
They would start whispering in my ear softly as I would hold on
saying, “It is alright, you can do it because there is no one
around.” And I wouldn’t know how to keep them out and you could
easily go off the edge without hurting anyone else at these points
by being thrown off by all of this as they would threaten to push
me over the edge. They would say this to me as they would release
me for a second at the last minute. I started to lose it again and
wondered how much anyone was really there for me. But someone would
always come in and say, “I am here. I am within you.”

“Okay” I would say, “I didn’t know.”

I couldn’t understand it or even comprehend
it in the least. I learned that I guess I wasn’t much to everyone
in their eyes and I WAS dispensable to everyone just as I was told
by my aunt from the mental hospital and I had this repeated to me
in the dangerous cut-in phone conversation about Tim that reviewed
my life in fifteen minutes. That same conversation cut in by an
older woman that told me that Tim was going to have trouble with
his plane and that I was the only one who could save him, and it
hurt when she cut in too. How was I involved with such an important
person is all that I could think at the time? I had been brain
damaged again during that routine surgery when yet another attempt
on my life was taken again and I would have a hard time
remembering. I had to think back then. And at times even to how on
earth and why would I be the one to save and/or help this person?
And how on earth could I even get in touch with him to tell him of
these things? I thought of this as I was drugged and passed out
after never remembering any of it, for a while.

The phone conversation almost sounded
prerecorded of some sort, like a horoscope sounding announcement
being told to you about someone famous. That was the only thing
that she personally came in and told me though as I could feel her
coming through the phone at me. There was someone else that was on
the line doing the rest of the talking. Yet she spoke back to me as
if it was live. If it was supposed to be prerecorded as it sounded
at the beginning why was I getting answers back from her when I
asked her questions? She told me that I could change fate. The rest
of the phone conversation included a lot of scandalous garbage and
threatening remarks from a man. And he talked of how I would want
to be a princess and how he liked that and that he could find one
and would I like that? A princess whom I wanted to be and how they
could find one to kill. It all would mean nothing to me down the
road as I would pass out on it all, all just waiting on a phone
call to be answered by a friend.

But why did this friend not care when I tried
to tell him of this phone conversation? And why were his phone
conversations with me always cut in on very dangerously after that
when we would talk? Why did he never do anything about it? I could
hear songs as I sang with them on this phone conversation that were
never recorded before to hear played three years later exactly
sounding as they did that day. Was all this because they couldn’t
wait until I fell? Was that how much work they had to go through to
get to me?














































































































































Part 9-Remembering Tim

After being in a coma there were times that I
would crawl on the floor like a baby and would have a hard time
moving my limbs to take care of Austin. Tim would always come in
and help me, never doubting that I could care for my baby. He spent
his most precious of moments of Austin’s with him and I watching
him for, watching me read to him, keeping him safe. He was the one
who suggested that I read to Austin when he was a baby and I did.
Dexter would follow us so much and I wouldn’t be able to go out
safely so that is about all Austin and I would do all day and
Austin loved it. He started demanding me to read eleven or twelve
books a day as a baby.

Things were so different now with Tim not
around. Austin definitely wasn’t as safe and I didn’t know if he
knew this where ever he was and how bad I needed him. I thought for
a moment maybe he never knew. I certainly couldn’t tell him, I
always never had any way.

I wanted to go to his funeral so bad, to run
to him, his grave, hold his stone, kiss him, let him know that I
was there. I had all I could not to.

I kept telling myself that his family would
understand if I showed up, I convinced myself. I could actually
feel that it was alright. I could actually feel his family coming
in to let me know that it was. I would watch on TV trying to read
into his family’s expressions and actions to get a glimpse or feel
of hope from one of them. But in actuality I knew that there was no
place for me there. But I instead just kept watching the boats come
down the river for miles for days as they passed for him and kept
waiting for him to come saying, “Do you see this? This is for you?
Where are you now?” And I could actually feel him come in and
answer to me. I thought heaven is strong. “You have to come out?”
But he wouldn’t answer again. I could not organize in my mind that
if he were dead that meant that he can’t come in anymore. But I was
still talking to him.

Those were the best times for me then when
Tim was around, listening to my music. Going back to that night, I
just went back and listened to my music after they cut in and Tim
checked in one more time to reassure me telling me that he was
leaving and on his way in thinking that I needed him right away. I
was listening to my nightly radio show on love relations as my son
slept. That was the best time to myself then. Tim would come in, me
not always actually being able to read who it was at times. But I
knew it was a friend, the familiar friend that came in all the
time. You don’t actually know who it is unless they come out and
really talk to you quite a few times, then you know. Make
themselves known I should say, the way he did that day before his
plane went down. So I knew now that it had to be him.

Anyway, we would make fun of some of the
things that the show would say about love knowing how my love life
relationships always went. And I would say, “Well, at least it
gives me something to listen to.” The songs that she would play and
the way she would talk about love was so funny and foreign to me
who never gave in on anything or ever worked at any relationship. I
would make fun of it to him and as we laughed he would say that he
was glad that I was happy for a short while and at least enjoying
myself after seeing me at the hands of Dexter.

He always checked in on me and made sure that
I was alright and that I had gotten to the store and bought the
right foods because Dexter would always come in and throw me off.
He always made sure that Austin had nice clean clothes and plenty
of toys. He would find a way to make sure that these things got to
me and of course there was always a price to pay for this.

But he never knew once he left of the
horrible burning in my body that I was suffering from the hands of
possibly the ones who were supposed to be helping me too. As I was
being worked on I was never able to tell him. I guess that’s why he
came in that day when I was out grocery shopping and spoke outright
to me before he flew in. He wanted to actually come by and see me,
maybe just drive by but actually really connect hard. He was
worried and had been and really wanted to make a move but others
had different plans for him and I. But I would end up following the
voices to another town, another state after this and see where they
led me.

I lost all air and all sense of consciousness
when Tim finally left my body and his friends who would bring him
in to me. Someone sounding like him said bye to me for the last
time crying as he left me. He said that it was not safe for me
anymore for him to come in. I knew the voice but I wasn’t sure. I
ended up crying anyhow that I couldn’t get on without him and that
I needed to be there for him and he said that I had helped him a
lot through this whole thing before he left for the last time. I
could barely say bye before I could even make out who it was. And
the others came lurking around soon enough once again only caring
about themselves and hurting me. No one assumed that they might be
a part of all of this and that they were constantly checking to see
that no one was inside of me anymore.

That’s when someone got the idea to choose a
famous singer to watch me. At least that was what I was supposed to
believe. It was hard for me to believe anything about anybody after
what I had just been through and whoever it was seemed to
understand that. He was very soft spoken too as Tim. He seemed to
have a knack for this stuff and the job. He was the one who came
out to meet me after the crash when I was eating at a fast food
place soon after Tim’s plane went down. He watched me from a
distance and came into me to talk to me. I couldn’t figure out why
everyone was not recognizing him and mobbing him in there. I knew
who he was right away. But I did hear him say on TV one day no one
notices him without him being on stage with his makeup.

I guess that they figured that he would be
perfect for me seeing as I was accustomed to Tim’s famous
reputation, and never quite knowing the encounters that you can run
into with this in these jobs, that I would be professional and
quiet about this.

At times I began to grow so lonely that I
kept asking where Tony was, my singer. I thought that I would
invite him in, in to my tent with me, for a while, to spend some
time. Eventually I began to run my hands over my beautiful body and
invite him in to me. He said no, though. “Not this time, but maybe
someday.” I didn’t quite know what that meant but I knew that it
wasn’t a refusal.

I seemed to make him happy after that. He
would come in cheerful when he had to check in on me, always
smiling and a little giggly. We got to the point that when I would
listen to his music he would come in with me and try and write new
ones. I loved that. Dexter was always trying to cut in at the same
time too so it was always very hard to get a real good reading on
me but we made due.

Over that summer Tony and I were spending a
lot of time together and he was getting a lot of song writing done.
I hadn’t kept up on much of his songs or had been listening to them
but I was learning them all over again. We both experienced a
strange encounter that summer as well. I am still not sure who came
in and destroyed or hurt this person so badly. But there was this
person who was apparently sneaking up on me while I was eating.

I was sitting down at our picnic table after
Austin and I both made a fire of stick and tree parts and I
barbecued some chicken and baked potatoes next to the fire. We were
enjoying our food tremendously at the time. I could hear crackling
of the branches in the woods. And then I heard a howl or a scream
coming from a wounded person running. It was so fast. I looked and
all I could see was an invisible formation of a man now screaming
and running through the woods as I heard a snap of a branch and
then it disappeared. I felt safe as I felt someone come in to get
rid of him and was in amazement for a minute and then I just took a
deep breath and continued with my meal. I was used to this kind of
encounter, no one invisible though. I was still in shock after
everything that had just gone on with Tim so nothing completely
surprised me at that time. My singer, Tony, was so close then too.
He was staying in the same state as me so it was easy for him to
get to me at any time if in emergency where Dexter could not stop
him from coming in then, so I wasn’t worried.

I would go to the bathroom and take showers
at Tony’s request and feel him coming in as I danced to him with my
breasts in the mirror asking him if he wanted to see more. He
always said that he did. I would play around with my bathing suit
bottom and dance and pull it down a little for him to see if he
liked it. He said, “Yes.” We were acting just like children at that
time having fun with no inhibitions at all and completely enjoying
ourselves never saying anything about tomorrow. And I needed that
more than ever. Austin danced around and sang in the shower when he
would be around. Austin was always singing at that time. The FBI
and the police use people, anyone who I will believe, but if they
were using Tony I couldn’t have been happier then.

Things seemed to be getting hot and heavy
between us fast and he was now trying to think how he could get
into my tent with me for real. We tried different sexual moves that
he was teaching me working on myself at his instruction telling me
what to do and where to go and which position to be in to get the
best feel for me. He soon felt that it was time for him to come in.
He had me lay down one night after Austin was put into bed on the
other closed half of the tent and instructed me to begin to
stimulate myself completely at his instruction. He told me
everything to do and I could feel his complete guidance as he
aroused me. He felt so good to be there with me imagining that he
was almost on top of me. Then I felt it and then it happened. I was
completely aroused and he was right there now outside of the tent,
me waiting for him, him now entering and asking me not to be afraid
and to reach out and grab his hand. But just then Dexter came in
from somewhere and all you could see is him shining a laser beam of
light on my hand and said that if Tony came any closer to me that
he would cut my hand in half. Tony of course abruptly asked him to
please give him a chance to get out and he made his way out of the
tent. I had no idea how Tony got in there in the first place. I had
a lock on the tent.

But Dexter had been planting transmitters
around my campsite so I knew how he had been getting in. That was
the last time that I was to be that close to him for a long
time.

He was the one who eventually asked me to go
to his state so that he could still be with his kids and watch me
too. There was somewhere that I could feel slightly that it seemed
to make sense to me or for an instant I knew that this was the
right move. There was mention of his wife of course at that time.
He loved me and that was all that I had to know. I had to
understand obviously this was a complicated situation. But I was
doing the right thing somehow. He said that his wife and him had an
understanding. When he did really finally fall in love with me when
I moved near him he didn’t want to get me involved with anything
that had to do with her, something about he was going to try and
leave her. I don’t know, I was confused.

The only time I really thought about him was
when he came in though, I started having more problems with my
memory again for some reason. It seemed I still couldn’t think any
other time still on my own unless someone came in, but I knew that
he really loved me. I really started to become attached to his
music buying his tapes because I was told to get to know him as
much as I could. I knew this was because they were going to try and
make a rescue attempt again.

I never thought though that it was going to
be his wife who would stand in the way of such a very dangerous
situation. But once again I knew what Dexter was capable of doing
and he had torn apart any loved ones from me that I had with his
power and wit.

My reception when I arrived in Tony’s
hometown was anything but warm. I wasn’t even helped with my bags.
I thought for a celeb Tony certainly didn’t do much to get anything
ready for me. They were supposed to help me because I was disabled
but they left me there until the very last customer was gone.
Austin and I were tired from travelling for four days on a train
and being followed of course. One old lady had a heart attack on
the train for trying to help Austin and I. I was told I had to put
my hand up on the heater where the stuff would bounce off of us and
not go to Austin. I was told I had to or it would hurt Austin. The
man was white with some black hair on his face and read as a
professional in our field. I had been through so much and I knew
how the CIA worked and Tim so far, so I let this man take control
and protect us and I believed in him for the duration of the
trip.

While staying in Tony’s town, someone would
always come in and destroy Tony’s tapes on me or I would see them
twist themselves up through my hands and watch the tape player
being twisted and bent under my fingers through some kind of force
coming through me somehow from somewhere. I wrote and told him of
this and I knew this meant that we couldn’t stay in touch the way
that we were and how sad I was because everyone involved would be
happy of this.

They even had a blond fan of Tony’s chasing
me around stating that she was so jealous of me just because I was
being checked in on by him at times. I don’t’ know how fans were
finding out because I didn’t tell them. They had this one girl come
by every day crying looking for him and hoping that she got a
glimpse of him.

At times Dexter had said that Tony’s wife was
giving him permission to electrocute me in a medical manner or even
giving him permission to drug me. She seemed to be giving him the
strength and power to be able to reflect his wishes and fulfillment
of hurting others.

I was told by Dexter that I would be hurt so
bad that I would be like a woman who was left blind by her driver
who then befriended her and then he would fall in love with her to
take care of her because of his guilt in what he did to her. I knew
that he was talking about Tony now. I was not allowed to have love
and happiness, that was out of the question.

They had told his wife where I was and she
came around herself to search for me. She would never let me look
at her long. She would go through me and blank my sight out and
then leave so I couldn’t make out her face well. That night I would
be electrocuted with batteries from my flashlight as I would shake
while holding it after I would ask for Tony.

I would lay there thinking I was talking to
the singer holding onto a flashlight as Dexter and his friends
would instigate a fake conversation with us. I would start shaking
and gagging on my tongue from being electrocuted while holding on.
This type of mental conditioning as they called it would happen
once or twice a month along with regular druggings in my foods,
which I couldn’t fight at this point. Which it all would leave me
perilous and weak and having to be routinely managed by them. But I
didn’t blame Tony, they would do the same thing to me, turning my
words around.

Even after the second chance of trying to get
to Tony someone would still come in and hurt me. My first attempt
to get to Tony on my own was in August. It was my first concert of
his that I went to. Of course I didn’t get the chance to get close
enough to him again because Dexter and the detective that was
following me came in and assigned our seats with his wife’s
permission so that I wouldn’t be close to him. Then when I was
walking around trying to get close to him right before I got to him
they took him and tried to kill him by zapping the hell out of him.
I could see him bending over in pain throughout the concert. Tony
fought them as much as he could keeping them away from me but he
did grow tired and needed help. He cried once again at the thought
of not being able to get me.

When I saw him in real life I couldn’t
believe it. I finally saw this man now not even realizing the
reality that I was almost with him for real. He was even cuter in
real life and showing off all of his beautiful tanned toned body
and shaking it around for everyone to see. And it was me that he
was shaking it around for too. He kept coming by and looking at me
and telling other guys to leave me alone and then singing the love
songs to me from afar. I could not have asked for more. But then
when I was walking around trying to get close to him right before I
got to him they took me.

Tony told me that he had problems with
dangerous people because of his talent, which I believe, and that
he had felt that someone was after him. I tried to read into his
problem when I was there and he was holding onto me and I felt that
I could help. I knew his wife definitely was a problem, feeling her
inside of me, to him with all of this but I did not want to get
involved in that one. I felt that he could handle that.

Knowing of their insincerity, I got so angry
when I felt investigators coming in through Tony trying to get
information about Tim and I.

I could feel it as they accomplished the
corrupt information throughout Tony’s arena. I had felt so
protective of Tim. I was like a dog to his master and the thought
of having him die in my arms was all I could take. I was growling
by now glaring and mean and was not going to let anyone hurt any
idea of him. I didn’t care how much it hurt me.

But somehow this little sense of sensitivity
from a little girl came through me at that moment when I saw Tony’s
eyes and face as he tried to reach me and look into mine to tell me
that he could read what I was feeling and at that point I felt okay
for a moment. I for a moment got angry again when I saw one of the
lighting men make a sense of a feeling of a connection with Tim as
though he were there and making fun of his disaster, as I was used
to. And we all saw together at that moment the heist of the pretend
investigation of this disaster through me which was now known to be
all a total lie. So Tony moved on upstage to ask me to assist in
helping him instead. He started by in front of everyone asking me
if I wanted him and that this was for real, letting me know he was
in the CIA and that what ever we had to do would be okay.

There were no rules to this and I had to
agree. I guess at the same time he was trying to find out who was
inside of me. And this was it. Him and I were in love and going to
be an assignment together. But I had to show my strength in helping
him so that at that second he could get to me. So I said that I
would agree in front of a million people.

He let me call the bad guys in and they came.
They were all over him because I could see their body shapes move
to him. Which doesn’t explain what happened to Tony earlier because
it sounded like the detective that I had spoken to before who was
with Dexter who came in when Tony was frying earlier on stage. He
asked me if I wanted to help stop it. He asked very slowly too.
That was not unusual for Dexter, a staging. Because whenever he
used someone in something that he didn’t want them to get too close
to he would outright hurt them through me so that this person would
never trust me again. And his wife is the one who brought Dexter in
there.

It was all smart. I’ve seen it a hundred
times since I dated Dexter. Anyhow, there were three or four of
them on Tony at the end of the concert when I finally met him close
up. And he said, “Yeah, I won’t move,” to the investigators. Tony
had me call the bad guys on me and now I couldn’t move. He freaked
as they pulled me and tried to go through me badly. The air blew
through me and my hair flew. He said that he refused to just stand
there and watch me get the shit kicked out of me. They were inside
of me now. My eyes lit up intently as the CIA tried to burn the bad
stuff out of me and someone screamed at the sight of this. Finally
Tony was told to walk off of the stage but no one told him what was
about to happen.

He had no idea that him and I had been set up
to take all of this from the beginning. He had no idea that they
were setting me up to actually take on all of these guys in my body
by myself home with me. He was told that I was in trouble and now
they were on me. He moved fast and went to run but was told that I
was being directed out the back to get rid of them. He screamed out
loud to find Dexter as he ran towards me through the back halls in
fright of what was going to happen. Meanwhile someone was directing
me out the back doors into the corridor being careful not to touch
me. I panicked and looked for a safe place to go and get rid of
them. I searched cabinets, drawers, and sinks in the kitchen in my
mind as a security guard laughed and made fun of me. He started
darting at me as though he were going to tackle me and then Tony
came in and threw him as the dishes and cabinets flew as the man
answered, “Okay, okay, I will stay away from her.”

Now Tony came in from down the corridor and
told me where to go. I could hear him coming down the hall now in
his boots towards the corridor where I was still standing waiting
to be rescued. I almost passed out at the thought of it being him.
By now I was used to him doing things for me, but not so close to
him.

I kept thinking Oh God, how close he is. If
he can only keep coming towards me. But then the danger started in
again. He was told to stop. His wife was coming in telling me to
stay away from him. I did not know this whole thing was supposed to
be a message from her and she was believing in this whole Dexter
concoction and setting me up with this as vengeance from her for
what she had to feel.

I could not believe at a time like this how
she was acting. One wrong move could kill me, but maybe that was
her point that she was trying to leave with me telling others that
I had been following her with the hooked up stuff. I don’t even
know where she hangs out and I am sure I cannot afford to go there
anyway.

Tony came in and screamed at her to get out
of there. Then he told me when to let go and to slam the doors shut
to knock them out. And I did what I was told and I was so happy and
relieved to feel all of them get the life slammed out of me.

I then turned to see an unhappy mob of fans
now being directed my way by his wife that were now starting to
come toward me in a very angry way to attack me. Someone came in
and froze them and I ran out into the parking lot where Tony argued
with the police for not helping him and I at all.

They just gave me a snide look as I walked
across the parking lot where now a truck was racing towards me to
hit me. Tony had to jerk the truck and tell him and everyone else
to calm down and that it had been a crazy night he knew for
everyone.

One girl had said that I was lucky to be able
to go hear him. And the girl called out, “But him!” He had this
unbelievable gift of sight and sound which led him this crystal
clear vision of what he was trying to speak.

He had supposedly had problems of his own
that no one had helped him with, which led the band to have to pick
themselves up again in their music and to where they are now.

But there was one good thing in all of this.
I made and found an honest connection at his concert. I could feel
it. I know because honesty has been around me my whole life and I
can see it now. I had just been taken up by other things around me
against my wishes and my strengths as everyone felt that they had
to control me. I didn’t know who but I knew that I had made a
connection.

I cried and talked to myself when I got home
and into the bathtub that night. I had to have someone come in to
watch me so that I didn’t drown. I suffered a massive amount of
brain damage from the attack at his concert and had to be held
onto. And when able to think again I hoped that he was alright too.
I couldn’t wait to see him again someday and try and make that
rescue attempt again.

Tony started getting sicker and sicker. I
knew why. It was because he was taking so much of the stuff thrown
at him when he would come in to get it away from me. I thought it
was because he was worried about me who at this time now with all
the weight and water from the radiation, fresh and dwelling in my
body, was looking horrible and having seizures when they would come
in now. It seemed when I got sick he would sick. Maybe they were
going through his wife too much and she was bringing it home
getting so involved. I know that he didn’t have much time to always
come in and help me. She seemed to be all around my apartment
complex constantly now. I began to wonder how he met her. I know my
relationships were always set up and he did have similar problems
as me.

He did not meet her until his second come
back of his music on stage. She seemed to be materialistic and
heartless. I couldn’t understand Tony and why he wasn’t helping me
now.

I felt Tim come in and hug Austin and I last
night to let us know that he was there. I thought back, I had been
so happy and relieved when I saw Tony’s face and I was so surprised
to see his face right after Tim’s plane crash. He made the trip all
the way out to hook up to me right after to take over and see me
and keep me going.

It’s funny, I got so much written today
because I didn’t know what day it was. It’s funny how you can get
so much written when you don’t know what day it is.

I get scared when I feel seizures coming on.
I start gagging a little to try and fight it. But my brain is so
damaged by all of this, it is so hard.

I know the police from my town had been
helping this whole thing. They didn’t like that fact that I knew
what was going on in this little town and that the fact that they
were never able to do anything to me before I would tell must have
left them worried. Most of the ones that I knew had retired by now
but I’m sure this one, this particular one’s prominent name still
stood, the one that slept with my mother. The same with Dexter’s
boss, I’m assuming, saying now that I deserved what I was getting
for running off with Dexter’s child.

There had always seemed to be teachers that
were assigned to me in school to watch me, to make sure that I was
okay. As I got older I had to doubt whether or not it was in my
best interests. There had always seemed to be someone there
protecting my sanity even during conflicting meetings with adults.
I never said the wrong thing under someone’s direction during my
conversations and if you think of all the work that must have been
done on me to try and make me slip up, it must have been completely
frustrating to them.

Now they’re working on my son. His little
body grows weak. He doesn’t seem to have the same protection that
I’ve had growing up. With his father being a cop, I’m sure that’s
how they make the legality set in to get to him.

It is so hard to conceive that two men would
get me pregnant on purpose, one to even kill his own child. They
come in at times and tell me this is legal though. When is it legal
to electrocute someone so bad that they’re having seizures and
drooling on themselves in their own home without ever telling them
before in writing or anyone so that they can legally recourse. And
then on top of it telling others it is being done because it is
being thrown back because my young son and I do it to others.
That’s how they threaten me with my son if I complain about his
health or pain.
















































































































































































Part-10-They Left Me to My Neighbors

I got so tired from running I had to give in.
Dexter left me to my neighbors. Apparently there was no way to get
to me unless they moved me into neighborhood where they could watch
me, which is what they had done.

This is their story and how they want it.
Kind of like a fairy tale and I guess that is what I had asked for
all along, I don’t know. They watch me day and night. I can’t even
walk down the street and breathe alone without them. I am passed on
from one neighbor to another neighbor, sometimes even watched by
their children. It is easier for them to take Austin on, there
would be no struggle with the two of us and he is very helpful to
them because he is the one that gets next to me all of the time
first hand. I wonder if this is how they carry themselves into my
apartment. I don’t feel anyone to protect my son now?

Dexter won’t let me move anywhere else
because he feels that he needs to keep track of me somehow and that
this is the place to finish it all. And that their only option is
to once again distress me in some way. I hope not another face cut.
The last one was so unpleasant. I am lucky there are few scars. I
think at times they want me still sexually and that keeps me alive.
I let them come in sometimes to keep peace and show them that I am
not afraid of them at all and I will keep them happy. It seems to
amuse them.

I know I don’t belong here. They are smart
street wise and feel they know what comes next with me here and
they do not want it. All the good people have moved out by now and
they are slowly moving in on me to calculate what to do next by the
guidance of Dexter. They know if they don’t listen what will happen
to them and their nice so-called quiet neighborhood of business.
Business has been good for them here.

They have been promised no trouble with
whatever they are doing, just so long as they stay out of what is
being done to me. Some had a hard time doing this and they still
try and come in to help anyway.

My mother is still putting on a good show of
sending money and showing concern all awhile letting me know in and
at the end of her phone conversations and messages that she is in
and helping and waiting for the end when they drive me crazy or
kill me, whichever comes first. They weren’t successful in the
hospital, she tried to help but I, unfortunately for her, did come
out of it. I know now no one is here for me. I feel it, the
reality. I felt it this morning. Tim is not here. That was their
worst interference and worst enemy to them. He never let anyone go
too far with me. Why do the good ones always have to go?

I am going to tell you about my life now and
let you in on a few little secrets before they get so close that I
can’t think anymore.

I hurry and pick off the lent on Austin’s
hair before he runs into the bathroom to get dressed. I had no
clothes on so any contact that I had with him at that point was
okay so that I would not light him up and burn him in the apartment
with the hooked up stuff. I have been trying to keep the radiation
away from us that has been being carried in on our clothes so as
not to make more contact with what is on the carpet. It is hard to
get away from it because Dexter has us boxed in between two
apartments that has the stuff on them and they let whomever else in
on a regular basis to hurt us.

Dexter is threatening me now to turn in the
drug dealers in our complex so that he can get them against me. He
already had them come in the other night when I was trying to sleep
and they made me puke and when I opened the sink drain to let it go
down they would suck out of me any remainder of what was inside of
me out in a massive speed and force pushing all my water and any
content that I had in my body through my mouth down into the drain.
Someone kept trying to get in and all I could see was an orangish
box of some sort and I could feel someone trying to stop it but
they could not break in time. It was all finished. My body had been
depleted and now I needed help to physically come back, which takes
three or four days. My body was so drained that I had a heart
attack the next day from it all. I took some help from others to
restore me. I couldn’t eat or even cook for myself. Everything
seemed to break down to gas in my stomach at that time and it just
kept coming out of me. Dexter’s last words were he was told to
finish me off.

I had complained of my neighbors doing drugs
next to me because I can have seizures from it, so they were told
to come after me. Dexter would do this quite a lot with drug users,
convince them to do their drugs around me and then when I tell them
that I am going to turn them in when I cannot take the smells
anymore and I complain to them he gives them permission to
retaliate against me. That is one of their big set ups.

Dexter had been used quite a few times for
this similar activity because he was perfect. He was in narcotics
and had no soul for life. He would set them up, use me and then set
them on me after turning them in.

I think the neighbors are noticing now. I
take Austin and my coats off downstairs before we go in and put
them in a garbage bag because it keeps them cleaner not to come in
contact with us or the carpet on the way in or out. Otherwise I
would have to completely rinse the heavy coats out every day.

Austin was thrown yesterday after a meeting
with the apartment leasing office. The leasing agent let someone
come in me and they bounced off of me outside and threw Austin’s
head into the irongate entrance door. He had a large bruise near
his temple on his head and was sick for a few days. He has been
thrown off of his bike at least five times and they have cracked
his back and neck out by the jungle gym in the play area with the
stuff as I could hear Tony’s wife crying. Then someone came in to
heal him.

I pick the lent off of everything while I am
not clothed so that Dexter does not go through it and light it up
on me as he has before. For some reason the radiation stays in our
carpets. I think that this is because the neighbors are constantly
coming in through our apartment. Dexter is constantly looking for
someone to bring him in with the stuff into our complex so that he
can come in and hurt me. I try not to touch the carpet after
getting dressed in the morning before I leave and I stay away from
the walls and the doors when carrying any newly cleaned clothes,
always having garbage bags on the bottoms of my feet and naked so
they can’t burn me through the carpet on the floor.

Austin and I both have a black dot on our
body, something similar to a magic marker dot but you know it’s
not. It’s a dark round burnish looking hole I’ve never seen before.
I was told it is an exit made in our bodies. Apparently the
radiation needs a exit. First we don’t get to choose whether or not
to have this on us, then they place holes in our bodies to release
it to save their asses. Mine is on my left ankle. Austin’s is on
his left palm. I can’t lean on my elbows anymore. It is too painful
because the stuff has eaten my muscle cushion completely there.

When I am doing really bad, I hold my hand
out praying for someone to come in and put the pain through my hand
or whatever they are doing to me at that time for someone to bring
it through me and take it away. It could be a variety of people who
help or hurt. Dexter likes to attack my gallbladder and I have lost
all sense of consciousness for a few seconds until someone could
come in to pull them out again. That has probably been the worst.
That is very painful and leaves a very sore feeling in your rib
cage for a few days. That happens a lot. My gallbladder is a
defiant target because it is a sore spot in my body. It is enlarged
and sore from carrying Austin and having all the excess water and
weight from Dexter feeling or forcing himself on me with the hooked
up stuff, feeling that I had to be hooked up now and all the time,
his sickness. Apparently the CIA has to put extra water in you so
when the bad guys turn the stuff on you don’t die.

It is getting harder and harder to get
someone to come in now to help me out with all of this. My mother
had been looking bad herself, and her husband a little. Apparently
they were getting too heavily involved in all of this and it was
eating them up. Even her husband’s grandchildren were not looking
very well either. He had even gotten the children involved. I
wondered just exactly what my mother had been doing for him in
bed.

We’re being attacked at night a lot now by
Dexter and/or his corrupt friends or the neighbors that might be
walking by or are just in a bad mood at the time. I can’t stop them
at all. They scare Austin in his head and mind and try and take him
places that I don’t want him to go that I know are very scary for
him. I try and hold him and hug him as hard as I can to let the bad
come to me but it doesn’t always. I beg for anymore who can hear
who might be close enough to stop it, but they don’t always hear or
do not want to. They come into his dreams and control them as they
do mine at times. That can be scary and seem real and very hard for
someone to watch because you can’t have a restful sleep if someone
is actually in you all night long like that. It is very unhealthy
too. They find you from movement and noise so I try not to talk
when I am in there vulnerable from the electricity even though I
can still feel them on me. The garbage bags underneath my feet also
make it harder for them to find me.

Lately when I need help I have to make a
sound so someone can find me. I used to be told not to make a sound
at all so that I would not be found in bad situations and that the
stuff would go away but at times this is on the contrary.
Unfortunately, I do not always find out the right one to use and I
would cry because I would get hurt or wait for help and no one
would come. But it felt right what they were saying and it felt
like a friendly command at times.

Austin wakes up scared in the middle of the
night crying because he thinks that they are nightmares but I know
that they are not always nightmares but Dexter and his friends
coming through his head into his dreams. Austin kicks me at night
and the stuff flows through his feet and burns me. I have to keep
shoving his feet on his side of the mattress. I have healed too
much now since the last beatings and asphyxiations and it only
leads me to have more heart attacks from the shock of my body
having to feel this. Dexter on occasion has let the stuff move to
my stomach to burn there. But the pain is so unbearable there that
someone moves it to my back and I have to crawl out of the bed to
get up and I shake walking to make it to the bathroom where I can
maybe find relief of pain in the bath.

I have to make a sound to lose them though
before I get into the bath or I will have a heart attack from the
electricity that can be made in the water from having the hooked up
stuff inside of my body. I have felt this for sure a number of
times. I too in there have to make a sound to lose them for sure
and then place the garbage bags under the door to keep them out.
The stuff draws to sound.

If I feel them still there as I try to go
into the bathroom to get into the tub I have to come back out and
close the door again, make a sound to lose whoever is on me as I
feel them being released into the air and then I return back into
the bathroom where I once again resume my format by closing the
door and putting the baggies underneath the door to then take a
bath thereafter.

Apparently the electricity or any other live
writing in the walls will bring them in at a much easier rate of
speed and uncomfortableness. I have coughed or sneezed in the tub
before on accident and I sometimes am lucky to only suffer a stiff
pain in my left side from the water. And when I get out I am left
vulnerable to the cabinets that need to be opened to get my lotions
out to put on me afterwards.

The mattress is twin and made of air, of
course no cloth allowed, which is covered with a plastic lining to
keep any rubber or soft vinyl from the mattress exposed drawing in
the radiation to us and causing malfunctions or our organs and/or
attacks.

Austin is getting bigger and noticing more of
the uncomfortable differences in our lives. How much longer will he
be able to take it or seeing me naked as his mother walking through
the apartment trying to keep the stuff off of me as I have to? I
try to think of nudist colonies and the naturalness of the whole
thing to help myself. I’m afraid at night because my breasts are so
large that I will bump him and I am only allowed to sleep on one
side. If I turn over and face the light Dexter will come in and
burn me. And if I sleep on Austin’s side of the mattress which is
closer to the outside door they come in and try to kill me. The
other choice when I have tried is to let them come through me so
that they will stay away from Austin which I have done but I don’t
know if this is better for Austin or not because he takes on almost
as much from whatever is running off of my body afterwards. I used
to watch that happen almost every night at the ex-cop friend of
Dexter’s complex that he managed that I lived at. I would tell him
and he would just ignore me, I am sure waiting for me to complain
of the ridiculous of it to say that I am insane. Then they would
come around and check us out when we would be out on the street and
say that we were okay, and that we weren’t getting too much of the
stuff so that they could continue with this kind of treatment upon
us.

Sometimes when I would scream and cry loud
enough someone would put it on the neighbor’s dog instead. I
decided long ago not to let my body take too much because Austin
seems to get it worse.

I can’t wear tampons in the apartment and I
have to be careful where I insert them because Dexter will light
the string of it up and that hurts so bad. I have to run out of the
apartment towards the garage bleeding looking for a tampon in the
garage to place it in me out there.

My legs have bright red spots on them where
the hairs grow in and the hair was in abundance everywhere on my
body because Dexter would give me pills to grow hair on my body and
put them in my foods.

The weight of my breasts were left limp with
soft fragile flesh hanging in no direction from the abuse on them,
and they get tired and painful from carrying the extra fluids that
is inserted in me from being hooked up all the time. The veins are
constantly bright blue and they stand out when I come in contact
with anything that opens up the radiation in me. Dexter had worked
on this area severely at the last apartment with the ex-cop manager
when I was not allowed to wear a bra at all. He worked on each area
that used to look so pretty separately. I had been planning on
going to a concert to see Tony at that time.

I was told that I should try and reconnect
with him again. Dexter was afraid that he would be attracted to me
again. He kept pretending that Tony’s wife was coming in to
threaten me to stay away from him also.

Dexter even had that blond fan that was
following me chase me around in a 1960’s convertible that she had
said that Tony had bought for her when I was riding on the bus one
day. She sideswiped the bus driver and drove into the wrong lane
just to throw the stuff at me when I said that I loved him through
the window to her. The woman threw the stuff at me so bad the right
side of my face was temporarily paralyzed.

Dexter also one time yanked my muscle in my
left leg with someone when I had it lying on a bus seat one day. He
came in through a friend who was riding it hooked up to bother me.
The leg muscle still hangs. I didn’t even hardly feel it as they
snapped it out on me. I could hear it and see the guy’s faces as he
made his lips as he pulled with Dexter coming in through him. I
guess that they both felt that I deserved this. It’s funny because
I don’t know most of the time what he is telling these people in
order to make them feel this way to do these things. I don’t know
if these people that he uses do drugs or not because I can’t see
how they could even sleep at night after helping someone do things
like this.

Dexter has been taking his hostility out on
Austin since he was two when he refused to go to him when he tried
to take him from me. He came down from above shaking him back and
forth and I was held by another who I could see and definitely feel
somewhat. I’m sure Austin could see Dexter but all I could see was
Austin’s body being shaken back and forth as I could see a form of
his body and finger impressions from Dexter’s fingers being pushed
down on the arms of his clothing and hearing him yelling at him
that this was Daddy. I guess that he thought that Austin would make
a fuss and want to go to him. Then someone came jumping in through
the roof and knocked Dexter out of the apartment. Tim left me a
message that all Austin would see and remember at that point, as I
could get a little glimpse of it and hear it, were beautiful
butterflies in the air and the sounds of birds as I could see my
baby looking all around and smiling now. I couldn’t imagine what he
would remember seeing as an older child in his mind of what kind of
image that was left for him not for this. Was his father
see-through or what?

Dexter had wanted to clear Austin’s brain of
me and I was scared what kind of punishment Austin would get when
he wouldn’t be able to get him to forget enough of me if he ever
got him. Dexter would come into his room from the apartment above
ours when Austin was napping and come in to talk to him and try to
get him attached to him that way. I was always so out of it by the
time I would find out they would just knock me out anyway. He was
furious that it didn’t work though and all of his friends were now
down on me.

But Austin would just be subject to more of a
life that no small child should ever have to bear or see at that
young age of our mystified knowledge of criminal science as we know
it. When he was just two and my family had found us and gave Dexter
the permission to come in and then put the word in to the mafia
where we were, they would come in at night as ghosts and stand over
Austin’s head and bang and yell in his ears until I could reach
him. I could never leave him alone. I always had to sleep with him.
One morning I got up later than him and he walked out into the
kitchen first and I could hear him scream as his little body was
thrown and then dragged across the kitchen. Then he screamed one
day also because he had to watch salt and pepper shakers moving
back and forth through mid air. Someone came into me the other day
and said, ”You’re throwing the stuff.”

And I said, “All you have to do is stay out
of my body and my son’s body and our apartment and you don’t have
to worry about the stuff coming back out of us.”

That next month after that attempt all Dexter
did was follow me and chase me with lawyers after calling in and
saying that I was a bad mother. He tried to get this down on paper
by anyone who would write it and then he tried to get me into court
with illegal papers stating he was the father of my son and that he
wanted him. I knew they were illegal papers because he refused to
sign the birth certificate and ran from the state appointed child
support. So I knew that the cops drew up papers for him and got a
judge for him and that the only issue would be for me to say that
he was the father and for them to say that I was a bad mother and
for me to hand my child over. Tim kept me from ever getting those
papers though.

Apparently after trying to kill me in the
hospital Dexter was not allowed near me per Tim’s orders even
though Tim did not have it in writing Dexter knew and that was
enough. So Dexter had to have a lawyer deliver the papers and Tim
always knew when he was coming and would have me race out and
around the apartment and hide from him. The lawyer was always
hooked up so Tim always knew where he was and he would either cut
in and confuse him by having him walk the wrong way or if he was
right upon me have me stand behind a bush. Dexter tried for a
couple of weeks and then ran out of money to pay the lawyer to come
out anymore, which made him even more mad.

Austin and I were walking around in the same
apartment complex later that month when a delivery truck drove by.
I turned my head to see the truck being lifted up mostly from the
front end about three feet and then pulled to land on the side of
the road that he was supposed to be on with a very loud bang and
away from Austin and me. Austin would have been hit for sure and
probably me too. Tim or whomever he had watching me at the time
saved both our lives. The driver looked slightly startled but
seemed to understand what retaliation he had just gotten. And Tim
said, “You’re lucky I didn’t throw the whole truck.” I was a little
distressed but so relieved that he was there. It was intense. It
could have been Dexter or the mafia who set him up to do it.

I tried to tell the office where we were
living what was going on but they have been a part of it for so
long. Dexter has abused so much of the help trying to rustle their
brows to attack me as much as possible. It usually works. Some just
leave hurt and others get more determined to get involved. These
are usually the ones who know how to handle being hooked up for a
long period of time. We’re not allowed to live anywhere that has
not been pre-approved by Dexter anyway.

I wanted to accept blame for whatever it was
that they wanted me to take from them, being in so much pain and
wanting it to stop, but I never knew what it was. My brother would
tell me after my father died, as I lay there weary from all of the
medications I was on, to go to church to find it, that was where I
should be. I thought maybe if I could make it stop that I could
figure out what they wanted from me.

I am making it hard for my family to track me
though. This makes it harder on me but much easier for the CIA to
get in to help me and hopefully eventually rescue me. My last ebill
will be done today which is a very sufficient way to track me and
to verify my whereabouts for my family. And that is one thing that
Dexter can use to take care of me medically through my family.

Dexter and his friends follow me up and down
the street trying to force me into being scared and they try to
push me into feeling as though I am walking in a strange manner or
making a strange face so they have to stop me. But they haven’t
stopped me. They just swish and swerve and drive around me for some
reason. Someone must be telling them to stay away. I thought that I
could feel something inside of me coming out to the surface of the
air when they do this. I don’t know, maybe that is protocol for
them to stay away and that it what pisses them off so badly. They
know that they are not supposed to go near if told because it
probably means that someone is watching this person and they
probably will get caught if they do and that probably pisses them
off. They don’t like anymore interfering with whatever they are
trying to do for sure, no matter what it is.

I am still waiting on reply from a home
school program with the public school system in our area for Austin
but I am sure they will ban us. They don’t usually want to deal
with this situation that I am stuck in unless they have agreed to
get involved and help Dexter out with it. Sometimes he just plain
outright lies and says that he is on an assignment and protecting
us. Then down the road he claims that things get rocky with this
assignment with us and that he has to turn on us.

Austin started looking so sick and was
getting beaten up so bad at school I had to take him out because of
this whole thing. His teacher kept bringing someone in with him
every day when I would drop him off and I had no idea what person
or what vandals were being let through him.

Today I checked my email messages from my
cell phone and found a months worth of messages sent back to me
that I never sent from my cell phone web line which you can use
online. They were sent all going to the same address except one
letter different on the end of each one. I thought someone has a
lot of email addresses whoever it was. I wonder who they supposedly
had me checking in with. No message, just a line drop, about twenty
of them. I did not know the address of course and figured that was
how Dexter was keeping in touch with someone for me assuming that
they were all going out. I’m sure that he just found that they are
not going out because it has been a month today since any of them
have been received.

They only have one month to be out of touch
with someone for me. That must be why one of his friends came by
himself, personally. He came by today and drove directly up to me
and tried to make contact. I ignored him. It did burn bad after he
left though. I would love to find out who it is that Dexter is
checking in with through my email and saying it is me, but I am
sure it is no one that I want to know or deal with.

I had been having trouble getting into my
phone messages online so it all made sense to me now. I could not
figure it out. At home it would take forever to get into my account
online so I would always give up. And then to top it all off my
internet connections to send and receive messages on my phone was
cut off somehow and in need of technical assistance on a phone from
a pay phone from me. I couldn’t have a phone in my apartment
because the wiring would kill us.

We had the phone on for one day in the
apartment and I almost screamed out loud until it was turned off,
you could feel it so bad.

But I never felt right anyway about using an
indoor inline phone. I could always hear it clicking and some kind
of fax sounds on my line when I would go to use it. And I had no
idea of what tracing was and no one was about to tell me. I asked
the police one time because when I called them I heard it again in
their background and they would not answer me. Someone came in
hooked up a couple of days after I had thought to try and get my
cell phone reconnected again to receive email messages and told me
not to. I always knew the signal, that there was a reason, and then
it would be quiet for a while because of listening to this, until
they found something else to use to track me.

Someone was trying to protect me somehow. It
didn’t seem like enough though. It was not all the time, and
certainly not enough for me to feel safe. I did not want to
complain because I knew the things being done for me by this person
were big ones, but the pain and fright was still there of not
knowing when the next plan or strike was about to happen upon us.
But I know someone definitely is on.

I am definitely not returning the phone calls
from a man that seems mysterious to me. The gagging from Dexter has
stopped suddenly within the last day and a half since I have cut
out returning my phone calls. They’re obviously using someone that
I am unaware of.

My best moments now are waking up in the
morning with a crisp dry bra to put on which I don’t have to
hand-wash the radiation out from the day before. The two that I
have consist of hand sewn fronts because I had to take the metal
hooks off not to be electrocuted and one has blue dye from my jeans
on the outside of it because I can only handle one small load of
hand wash in the morning due to Dexter coming in and interfering in
any way possible. I can’t do my laundry in any laundry room because
the hooked up people follow me to the laundromat to make sure my
clothes get lit up if I go there.

The bras are usually very stretched out from
ringing the two of them out every day and they wear out very easily
since they are all cotton and hidden elastic of course, the rubber
exposed would kill me. Dexter does not allow me to wear strong
support bras and because of him underwires right now would kill me
of course. This goes along with all my clothes. I can only wear
elastic waist, no button or zippers or rubber or wood of any kind
on my clothing because it will kill me, or he will kill me of some
of the substances, I’m not sure which. He and his friends would
threaten to kill me through it. I’m told it draws the radiation to
me too much. I am not allowed to wear anything in my hair, either.
When I have gotten really hot I have tried to use a piece of a
garbage bag to tie my hair up temporarily to keep it up and away
from my face. This has hurt too at times.

It is a relief when I don’t have to wear my
bras wet because of last minute necessary rinsings. I get a
headache and all dizzy when I have to wait for them to dry outside
on me for the day where we spend all of our time. In the summer
they dry fast on my body but in the winter I feel very
uncomfortable with this. I have wet my entire outfit before, even
in the winter, when Dexter has gotten me in the morning.
Unfortunately, this goes the same for the next day so I need to
have an extra pair of clothes in case this happens. If not I feel
pins and needles go through my skin all day long and Austin is
completely miserable from the day before’s radiation still in
there.

I can’t hang things wet near us in the
apartment or our bodies would get even more swollen as the
radiation fills around our heart and lungs even more, so I have to
rinse them out or wash them that morning and give them the day to
dry away from us when we’re not home.

I was in so much pain because of my
gallbladder when I had been trying to work out and get the water
weight off only to have heart attacks on the workout machine. It
was too hard for me to get off of the stuff by myself. The concert
was getting closer and I really was not about to make a fool of
myself looking this way. I would watch Tony’s band and see reviews
of him on TV. I started to really look forward to seeing the band.
It started to become one of my happiest moments when I would wake
up in the morning. But in the end I wouldn’t be allowed to make an
attempt to go to this one. I was told that I would be killed if I
went and I was not strong enough to fight.

Dexter started to threaten to burn the
insides of my abdomen. He claimed that he didn’t want me to have
any more children. He had been holding onto me since my son was
born which was eight years ago and I was already in my early
forties so the possibility of me getting away in time to have
another baby was slim. Nevertheless he started burning there
anyway. I was told that he was told by my family to do this, don’t
know who. I guess it depends who on what day and how they feel
about the whole thing as to what will be done and who will give the
order.

I have been hand washing Austin and my needed
outfits for the day the last two days so that I will have energy to
finish this book. The rubber and screws on the mini hand washer
that I have throw me for a loop, bad. I can’t leave any metal
hanging around in the apartment or cloth obviously as I have
mentioned, or rubber, soft plastics, any paper of any kind, no
canned goods of course, course woods, only plastic materials, or we
will die in there. And if I wear glassed to drive someone has to
watch me the whole way because of the metal and the glass
reflecting the radiation in me.

Dexter was chasing me through Austin this
morning. I kept trying to get away from it by shutting each door
behind me as I would enter a different room but Austin would follow
close behind saying that he was scared and end up bringing Dexter
in with him as he would reopen the doors. I try not to get really
mad at Austin as I try and think and sometimes say, “Why do you
have to open the doors?” And then I try and make noises and move
quickly with garbage bags under my feet and naked. And I go to
another area of the apartment and close the door to finish to get
ready before I exit the apartment to the garage where it is a
little harder for him to get to us, even though he has people
hooked up out there that he comes through as well.

It seems easier for him somehow to come into
the garage lately though. That is why I am not returning my phone
calls and being very careful about who I contact via email incase
of whom they are using to track me. My phone number is private and
the billing address is only to a PO Box but Dexter knows my address
obviously and is out here for my family’s assistance if needed. But
I do my best to keep myself hidden.

If I start looking too sick and have too many
bruises and I am too disoriented to answer for myself they get
scared and hurry someone along to clear the bruises up in a day. I
think it is because they say at times that they are taking care of
me. People won’t believe that I want to be hooked up, as they say,
if I looked as though I am being tortured too much.

I am getting my paper mail regularly right
now even though the office where I am living still goes through it.
It had seemed as though they were holding my mail yesterday. The
office held a package and would not let me look to see where my
package was in the pile of the others there on the floor for two
days until the postman had no choice but to retrieve it for me and
deliver it to my door because I called his manager.

It is a federal offense to go through mail
but Dexter doesn’t care. I guess seeing as the federal government
helps them from time to time anyway with their assignments,
everything looked on the up and up. Everyone had to be protected
and everyone has to have a piece. That’s the way it is.

The Feds usually didn’t do anything to
intervene when I was being tortured and would call and complain
about it. They just felt that it wasn’t their jurisdiction and
stayed out of it completely. That’s how I learned why the FBI could
not meet with me in person. But there had to be a bigger picture
that Dexter had going to set me up with all of this and to be able
to get me away from Tim, and Tony now somehow.

I know the office wants me to report the drug
addicts so Dexter can end up pretending that they are going to go
after them and instead go after me or for a reason to get him to
enter the area.

I’m told that some people are asked to do
illegal things in front of me so that I will call in on them just
to get them over to me. But I can always feel Dexter coming in
through the people and I know to stay away. That makes him madder
and the need to try harder to get to me.

The state had bought our complex, which would
not be unusual if I were there, and made a deal with someone so
that they could come in and do what they want to me.

They hired a manager who would agree to let
someone into my apartment. The office with this woman manager and
the state made an agreement as well to let them do whatever they
wanted to do with me as long as they stayed away from the other
tenants that lived there and whatever they were doing. Someone had
to make a deal with the people in there who are obviously always
hooked up and can hear and see what is going on with me all of the
time to stay out of it no matter what as well. They in turn use
some of these people that want to get involved at times. They have
even had people move in here to help out.

I also had a man come around the side of my
garage when Dexter had made me forget my face wash in there for
about thirty minutes and when I came back out to go to get it I saw
this man walking briskly from my garage. I was told that he put
something in my face wash but I didn’t want to believe it so I used
it anyway. My first layer of skin was burned off and the chemicals
that they wanted released into my system flowed through me and
stayed there for days. My mother said she helped. So I don’t know,
maybe the permission to do all of this is passed on through her as
well.

Once dressed, we can’t walk around with cloth
in our hands in the apartment unless it is on us or we are in the
bathroom where there is no carpet. We would need to put it in a
plastic bag to take outside or once again we will contact the
radiation from the carpet.

We can’t ever walk out of the bathroom
holding onto anything cloth in our hands or we will get it from the
carpet. Every piece of clothing put on us inside has to be put on
in the bathroom without touching the door or the walls and has to
be put on at the same time. Once clothing has been put on and has
contracted a certain amount of the radiation from the carpet we
cannot put a completely new and cleaned off piece of clothing on
because it generates the radiation even more and lights up all the
other pieces of clothing that we wearing that haven’t been freshly
cleaned, and our clothes will be ruined for the day. We would have
to shower and put a completely new outfit on.

The key is to keep the amount of radiation
down in our bodies to survive. One day I had to send Austin to
school the wrong way because I didn’t have the time to change him
and they ended up throwing the stuff at me when I had to pick him
up from school that day because they were angry that they had to
have a large amount of this bouncing off of everyone that day,
assuming it was me doing it, even though I knew that they were
helping his father get in there. Because of the dangerous area that
we live in they already had that situation in their school and with
the adults being instructed the wrong way as to how to handle this,
which was by placing it back through the children and where it came
from, it would end up being a painful experience for the children.
I have seen them do this myself. It is done when it is felt too
much on oneself but they would not have to if they weren’t hooked
up to begin with. That is what helps generate the stuff. If the
adults were not hooked up to begin with the hooked up stuff would
just bounce off of them.

Unfortunately due to this manner of treatment
by the adults and the other older students a lot of the students at
some schools suffer pain and sometimes even some sort of brain
damage and physical damage such as muscle and/or tissue loss, which
is apparent to the eye.

I have to use paper towel inside our
apartment versus cloth to dry our hands with or to clean something
and then quickly put it into a plastic bag right away when
finished. Anything that is wet as I already mentioned will draw the
radiation in.

Everything is in plastic bags in here,
especially all cloth except the clean clothes that are almost dry
for the next day hanging in the closet. Dexter everyday tried to
light them up before we get dressed as I carry them to the bathroom
or as I leave the apartment he tries to come through the vent to
enter the bedroom if I have not covered it well. I have to wash the
dishes fast because I can’t leave the drain open for too long or it
hurts profusely and the pain attacks my heart.

When the plastic bags of the dirty clothes
get holes in them they are of no use to us unless I tape them. I
have to tape them to make sure that no radiation gets out or we
can’t sleep. I twist them and push on them to make sure that there
is air in them and none coming out to double check for wholes. To
wake up unexpectedly with our body completely functioning out of
control from the radiation is not an experience that you want to
deal with.

Everything of ours that can’t be washed every
day, such as coats and shoes, has to be dampened down before
wearing after coming in contact with the apartment.

That is the only way we look somewhat normal
functioning without any fidgeting or nervousness from the stuff and
the only way I can keep the swelling down in my face and body and
keep my mind functioning to a somewhat normal level to function all
day and take care of Austin.

I take a lot of vitamin pills and herbs to
clear myself all day long to be able to function from all of this
and to try and clear the radiation and bad toxins from it as much
as possible from my body. I fight for all of these things and
Dexter knows it. He tried to deter me from making it to the store
to get them when I need them and he slows the mail down with orders
for some of these things that I have placed by taking them so I
will pass out and give up.

Once in a while someone comes in to tell
Dexter to take it easy on me in case someone is watching or to keep
it down a little so no one hears him and what he is doing to
me.

He is always threatening to ruin my face.
When my skin starts to look too good he attacks the face muscles
and tries to damage them. If I lose too much weight he throws so
much radiation into my body that I end up retaining so much water
and I gain the weight again. When I had Austin I had about five
gallons of water run through my body ten hours before having him.
The nurses obviously felt that this was weird. Dexter tried to
blame it on me because they obviously knew what was in me. And he
said that I deal with bad people who deal with this stuff and that
is the reason why they should help him there at the hospital to
take my son from me. But it didn’t work and he is not good at not
getting his own way, to say the least.

Dexter had been getting caught up in drugs
lately and had been sleeping in. The whole thing with Dexter wasn’t
an act of sex with me but a game of mind manipulation and control
on me.

The bad ways of people always seemed to
follow me, jobs, apartments, landlords, every place that I worked
or lived seemed to have a connection and no one around me could
ever seem to see it, I guess because I was too pretty. My life
seemed too fine. Dexter had to do a lot of work on me because he
didn’t like me this way or this was not going to work out people
thinking of me this way. And they did, and it did.

My stomach started burning all the time. I
couldn’t figure out what was wrong with me. I would eat or not eat
and it was the same thing. I felt restless and irritable. Finally I
gained twenty pounds, and then thirty pounds, then fifty.

There is something about a large woman
complaining, people tend to think that they are crazy. They had
full control of me and since I didn’t look good because the stuff
does so much to your face, skin, and body no one sincere or real
wanted to get involved or fight anyone for me.

The only thing left for them to do a lot of
the time with me when I was not living in bad neighborhoods where
they could have these people watch me was to get me involved with
someone, someone they knew. I would fight enough to lose twenty
pounds a lot of the time and looked half decent. This is another
thing that they can do when my family legally has no way of getting
in touch or keeping track of me where my address can be verified,
like when I was camping, that was very hard on them. Being out in
the wilderness on my own was too perfect.

I have been waiting for those men to come
along because I know their pattern. It is never anybody that I want
to date or would date.

Anyone that would deal with them in this
manner I would not want to see anyway of course. When I first came
out to Tony’s state it was easy to hold the guys off that they
would try and make me have serious relationships with because I
looked good because the weight comes off easy when I am not around
a lot of electricity and it helps keep me looking pretty good, I
was camping then. In that case, they are not hard to please with
just smiling.

It was kind of easy keeping away from Dexter
in so many ways from camping without the electricity. That is until
they finally got into my locked tent and got into my clothes and
put radiation all over them. I was so warn out that I could not
fight them at that point. They had me coming and going and could
make me forget things so easily with the small amounts that they
would be able to get on me before completely getting into my things
altogether and lighting them up as well. Then they would pass by me
in the road or have someone walk up to me and come into me with the
hooked u stuff so that it would flow through my entire body so that
it would stay there. They can make me so disoriented by this that
they have complete control of me. I ended up one day leaving my
purse in the ranger’s office where she in turn let them go through
it and that’s how they got my keys to get into the tent to get the
worst of me. After this I couldn’t even make it to the hardware
store on my own to get a new lock I was so disoriented.

I needed one that was hard for Dexter to pick
and one that did not have numbers on it and one that would be hard
to come by because he could just get a master key to get in, or so
he told me. The numbers of the keys would be easy to read from me
because all he had to do is come through me and read it or make me
repeat it in my mind so that he could hear it.

From that point on I was their robot doing
exactly what they wanted.

They could see me dragging my body down the
road when I would try to go out and they had to figure they had me
at that point and now had to figure out where to put me with all
this radiation on me where they weren’t going to get blamed for it.
Each development or lodging they would tell things differently to
at different times. They would think that they had found someone to
watch me but when it would come out what they were really doing to
me the people helping them would back out. It always seemed to be
the drug users or the convicts awaiting sentencing hoping to get a
better and newer one that would stay and help.

It was always something different that they
were saying to people as to why I was hooked up. Sometimes it would
be that they were watching me and protecting me and that I was too
sick to function on my own because I was attacked and left too
fragile to take care of myself on my own. Other times when I would
come out of it too much and be functioning at too high of a normal
level before they could get to me again they would say that I was
in the mafia and that they had to hook me up to keep an eye on me.
But most of the time it was agreed that it was an all and all out
desperate attempt to stop me and quiet me in any way possible no
matter who or what anyone might think of it all.

I think that they actually give me away to
people. I know there had been a couple of pimps riding through here
where I am now from time to time that they had spoken to, which
Dexter was excited about. I could actually hear them checking me
out. I told them that I was not interest but they want to come in
at night and have sex with me anyway without my permission, I think
to sell it as a service to someone else, or maybe take such control
of me that they could make me go to them. This hooked up stuff is
very powerful stuff and you can even make someone yours in the most
horrible of ways if you want with this stuff.

Most of the women here where I live look
pretty beat-up like that. I am of the few loners that live here.
The guys that would try and help Dexter and his friends by coming
in and having sex with me would get angry when I would get too
exhausted to keep them happy anymore with just my smiles. I
remembered the cut in phone conversation how they said I would die
like a whore from exhaustion and prescription drugs that would be
given to me.

They would try to have me take on more than
one at a time and I couldn’t do it. They were always mentally
handicapped in some way. Dexter was too but now I am learning all
of that.

I am not going to pick up the phone now. They
have a man calling me four or five time a day to verify my
whereabouts. It is the same man that is trying to get me to go out
with him. That must be why they are gagging me a lot more now. All
they need is for someone to say they will watch me and check in on
me. Dexter has found someone else to help him.

Well, I will not answer my phone and for some
reason, this man who is trying to befriend me, when he says that he
is going to stop by he doesn’t. So it must have something to do
with the phone now. I know it seems small but it really must be
connected to everything. Maybe that is why I have been watched for
so long.

Their damn rules though, the CIA. Everything
that has happened since my son has been born has been predicted by
the bad men but my spy never got it. And it even seemed as though
all the disasters somehow led up to me. Yet every rule of theirs is
thoroughly gone over and through before they act upon anything.

Coincidentally every bombing, every fire,
every shooting, every death, I had something in common with them. I
either dated, worked, or lived there. I had strangers come around
and seek me out after all of the disasters just to see me and never
be seen again.

Dexter said that the CIA does everything. And
that one of my father figures was the CIA and that I was supposed
to feel badly about all the horrible mishaps that were going on and
that this was just justified vengeance for me as I was being told
now by Dexter cutting in after the mishaps.

Were they so angry when they would see me in
so much pain and calling out to them? My mind grew so bad that
Dexter wanted me to believe that all the vandalizing was for me. He
would come home afterwards and tell me that it was all done for me.
And with all the pain I was taking from him and I thought of all
the vengeance that had gone on that day or week or months after I
was tortured and sometimes even in a sick way I would feel some
sense of minor relief, fortunately it only lasted briefly
though.

No thought was ever too small now so I tried
not to think. There were a couple of good days there though.

Everyone knows of the spiritual power and how
much that it can do for you if you believe in it. It is very
powerful and strong and can heal you with such power as though you
feel you have been reborn again. I used to think that I had this
power and this is what kept me alive.

But I must have related to someone’s savior
and holiness, not seeing how now feeling so bad about myself and my
failure to save others, especially Tim, as to the one to make the
decisions of what should be done and when, as I had always wanted
to do. And then in the end when all the evil is gone, I would feel
vindicated.




























































































Part 11-Your Spirit

When you’re being tortured your spirit is
like never before so that you don’t even want to deal with the
frivolousness in life and you feel as though someone will always be
there for you. I learned the hard way that the times and waiting in
between being hurt would be difficult and I sometimes could not
understand why someone would not be there at times when I needed
them most. But every once in a while I would feel the faintness of
hope that would pick me up and pull me and I would know that there
would be one day ahead of that day.

I wanted so bad to rely on faith of my
country to make me free but it kept letting me down. There would be
nowhere to turn and then when I would have felt it was all over I
would feel a light slim glimpse of hope and glory go through me as
I was not sure if I was rising to heaven or being rescued by a
spirit. And this is what it always seemed to be, the second one.
Why did they always come around and rescue me when I had always
appeared to be giving up?

The spirits were very mad at Tim’s death or
disappearance as they had conveyed to me. They had felt that he was
a savior for trying to save my life and I think at times they felt
that he needed to be vindicated as well.

Someone sent me pictures in the sky once of
him made of some kind of airplane smoke and light beams along with
all their other Gods. I was told to look and turn around and I
danced with glee to feel him for one more time. All I saw at the
end of it was some kind of yellow type of rocket.

My physician’s elbows had aged dramatically
when I went to see her from the last time that I saw her, as mine
had blackened over and had been completely diminished as well
around the bone. I wondered of her involvement in this. I could
always tell who was involved because they would be getting hurt in
some way and usually showed some physical signs of damage while
being retaliated against. There seemed to be so many people at that
time though.

When I used to try and call the CIA my phone
would be cut off or cut into. I would be told supposedly by phone
information at times that there would be no such number to them. It
was hard for me to tell if I had actually ever connected with
anyone and Dexter would let me know when I mailed letters that they
were going to take them. People don’t ever want to believe that
someone like him can do wrong, at least to this extent so that was
the end of that one, so I knew the end was close for me.

I tried to buy a motor home when I first came
out to here where I am now, Tony’s town still, but my phone calls
kept being side swiped making it impossible to connect with any of
the sellers. I’m not wanted on my own and for a way to keep me far
enough from getting away. I was followed everywhere, possibly for
the President at that time from his protection still even
afterwards in the thereafter of his presidency. Eight long years I
suffered at his hands. I wondered how he felt about everything of
the somewhat conspiracy for his part of and inadvertently giving
Dexter permission to be hooked up and enter into Tim’s assignment
of watching me. Tim was so powerful and famous that it just may as
well have been because of him as to Tim’s crash. But I knew that
those who knew were afraid it might come out that Tim was always
hooked up to me. And that I remembered too much of that grim night
that had too much significance when his plane went down and of
their connection to it all.

I knew that Tim would never take a chance of
bringing the mafia or anyone in question into the plane with him
when he flew. Dexter and his friends were always scurrying and
panicking to keep me away from anyone well known that I might
connect with that would remember Tim and I being hooked up together
and what might have been told about him and our professional
relationship. But it was too late, there were already too many
people who knew, it was just a matter of bringing them all
together. When I was making a movie in New York we had some bad
interference and Tim had to come in and talk to the star, so I knew
that she knew. I offered to back out for the rest of the day on the
set not to cause any more problems for Tim. I guess that’s why he
loved me so much as a person. They wouldn’t ever let me be there
enough consciously to relate to Tim for longer than a few seconds
when he was brought into me though.

I am not sure who Dexter let in, but they
came in the night of Tim’s funeral mass and had laughed at the fact
that I was horrified because I had heard over the radio that the
President who supposedly loved him s o much was not even going to
go because he was too busy. I was horrified now being able to
remember what he had done through me and they were letting me go
enough then to let me think about it. I screamed out, “Bastard!!”
and started to cry thinking that he probably was part of this and
just as I was thinking this they came in and said, “He took part in
it.” I don’t know, probably just to make me even more upset. I
always seemed to get them going more when I would show how upset I
was. But it possibly was really so they wouldn’t find the stuff on
him and connect it all.

I tried to write the Justice Department in
Washington, D.C. about all the bad cops and who Dexter was dealing
with and what they were doing to me and had done to me in the past.
The only way that I could think of ensuring that it got there was
by certifying it but it took a month to fight for a return receipt.
I think all I got is a scribble on it from someone other than them
and I was never sure if they even got it. Even just getting the
address was a problem because the librarian would not help me and
kept trying to deter me to use the County’s Justice Department, in
a nice way though, so I knew he was told not to help me. They would
know where I was going and what my next move was because they had
me hooked up so well.

It was so hard for me to figure out anything
on my own because of my brain damage and from what they were doing
would constantly set in my head even more.

And it is very hard to have a conversation
with someone in person when they have you held onto so tight that
you can’t even think or breathe on your own. It was like that
everywhere with everything. If I were trying to get help or contact
someone who could help or when trying to buy a house to get away
from them before they ran me out of my money and good credit and
any remaining friends that I had, they would cut in and stop
it.

I certainly never got any relief from anyone
and/or a return letter or phone call from all of this. So I was to
assume once again my mail was not going out. I had to assume once
again that Dexter got involved. Possibly had someone sign that
returned receipt. Once again, who would believe this? Someone would
just cut in on me and say that anyone that I would try and deal
with would think that I was crazy and that I deserved what I was
getting and anyone who I told would think that I was crazy of all
this.

What I had to say was always too long to go
into over the phone for anyone. No one wanted to wait to hear the
whole thing. They would tell me to mail a letter or sometimes they
would just say that I was crazy. I would ask for special task force
people to go into it all with me but they would just make fun of me
and not forward me over to anyone who had heard of these things
that I knew of. When I phoned the FBI myself again one day I asked
to speak to a special agent that deals with the mafia and the
things that they do and even after telling the man of some of the
things the man said that he could not help me where I was living
and that I would have to move back (to where the problems began)
for him to help. I didn’t get into it a lot with him but I did
discuss the hooked up stuff and he said nothing. I told him that I
had mafia in my family. I thought that would be enough. And I asked
him if he would refer me to an agent out here where I was to help
me and he said no that I would have to call myself. He was the only
agent that I could get to by phone for some reason. I had always
been told that they were too busy.

This man said that the FBI kept everything in
the computer but even this man and this agency was not interested
in anything that I had to say. I couldn’t believe it after telling
them all of that. That’s when Tim’s friends started their own
investigation for Tim and I.

By emails to get my information out seemed to
be out of the question because these very prestigious of offices
always wanted letters. Most places when I would just walk in would
let the police take over so I would end up telling the whole story
to them instead of who I went there to tell. I went to the governor
of a state where I was living before Tim’s plane went down and told
them that I had the mafia in my apartment and he just furthered me
on and did nothing about it and I could hear this man conferring
with someone. I was to believe that the police were taking over the
governor’s position while I was there or that this man was just
talking to the police hooked up. I didn’t even know what the
governor in that state looked like at that time, I was so out of it
all of the time it was as though I could barely lift my head up on
my own. If someone had taken care of this mafia thing than there is
a possibility Tim’s plane would not have gone down. It always got
quiet around these times though for a long while until they would
strike back at me again leaving me paralyzed and speechless for
months at a time for opening my mouth.

When I would try to explain to people,
especially the post office, that someone was stealing my mail it
was too hard to believe. Dexter would always be the one to
investigate what I was complaining about, so nothing would ever be
done about it. I would instead get made fun of by the postal
workers when I would pick up my mail.

I still have the copies of all the letters
sent to all the various government agencies asking them for help.
Some of them sound a little crazy but I was so desperate, that’s
when Austin was blue and I was near death. I would have seizure and
seizure and be near death so many times and just watch Austin shake
in bed as Dexter came in through us and poured the stuff on but
someone would pick me up just enough to go run around and complain
about everything making look as though a fool at those times being
less coherent then.

As we moved on and I got more severely into
this thing the more Dexter and his friends got into it hiring their
people where I would be a lot. The CIA has workers in almost all
capacities of the workforce as well so there was always at least
one there to intervene on certain circumstances, I just couldn’t
tell who they were supposed to be.

It got to the point where nothing surprised
me and nothing does now. Just the disasters that are brought into
me or for me to answer for that startles me for a second but I
don’t want to make anyone too happy by all of this.

The lunatics that help Dexter that they deal
with get so carried away. I even went so far as to write the
district attorney in that state that I am at now giving him my
impression of the use for personal gain that is being thrown upon
our immigrants leaving them vengeful where I always seemed to have
special connections before. I never heard from them. But once again
that is political and this obviously is my story.

I went to a foreign restaurant with Austin
once and someone even went through the waiter and drugged me,
imagine, that’s nice. I’m sure that Dexter and/or his little
helpers were the ones to do this and then they blame the waiters
and get them mad and after me. They seemed to do this a lot with
drug busts or people who were being hurt. They would do something
to someone and then say that it was me to get them going, or just
plain and simple, just go through me. And of course the ones being
hurt would believe it because their minds would be hurt and not
able to think straight from all of the abuse of being burned.

They even go through me and take my body and
talk through me and do weird things so when you’re hooked up it
makes people think that you are doing all of this on your own.

When I walked out of the restaurant drugged I
started to feel a cop in the street and tried not to panic. I was
terrified that he was going to arrest me for being on some kind of
drug and I was going to be thrown in a gang jail. I’ve seen on TV
how they are in the movies and all I could think is, Oh God! They
brought the bad stuff here, they’re not going to appreciate this.
But the foreign policeman just came back through me to say that he
wasn’t going to do anything to me and that he knows how they are in
my country and how abusive they are and that he felt bad for me and
if I ever wanted to go stay in his country that I could. Of course
I could feel Dexter coming in now all pissed off by this telling me
that I had better not ever think this.

Changing their voices too when they come in,
or at least the ones that watch me, they are good at that. Because
you never know who you are talking to for sure. They make me think
that I am talking with all these famous movie stars, which is okay
because if I have to have sex with someone I may as well be able to
imagine that it is someone good. With the infamous cut in phone
conversation with them and the psychic, they wanted me to end up at
a whore house with my beautiful face sliced with just at my last
breath able to reach my love to say goodbye to him when he arrived.
I hoped then that my love knew who he was and what these people
were doing to me so that he could get to me in time.

Must be common for the mafia for this to
happen with their women that they are trying to get rid of or shut
up. I’ve seen all of that in the movies too, even though in our
family the common thing is to put them in mental institutions.

They just tried to knock my phone connection
out. I had to move my son’s battery radio. That’s what they were
coming in through.

They were trying to go through my computer. I
am online too at the same time. They do this a lot when I am
working on things such as this. My light bulbs blast out in the
garage all over the place and the whole socket burns out when they
come through. I have to replace the socket that the light bulb gets
screwed into.

I was told later the waiter was killed for
drugging me and that’s when the man’s friends started to get
involved. I never had anything against drug dealers, I just never
dealt with them before. I’m so sure that Dexter and his friends did
it anyway to get them mad at me. Dexter had success at this once
before when he arrested some drug dealers and told them that I
turned them in. The drug dealers chased me around town and tried to
hurt me for a few months before I left town. I lived in poor
neighborhoods twice before Austin came with two best friends and
was treated like a queen, now all these people want to do is hurt
me. Anytime I would go near the border toward their country I would
feel sheer pain go through my body to stay away.

Austin is getting scared that Dexter and his
friends are going to go after him when he gets older. Dexter thinks
that this is funny.

When I went to file for child support from
Dexter the woman who was in charge came through me once she had the
results of the blood tests in hand and a signed document from me
stating Dexter was the father and said that now Dexter is on and in
charge. I knew that meant that the police were helping him somehow.
They never had any intention of having Dexter pay child support or
of even making him sign that he was the father, he never had
to.

They tried to grab the original birth
certificate out of my hand, the one that they already had a copy
of, and that’s when the guy that Dexter put in an apartment across
from me in my apartment came in to try and grab it. He was the same
man that they had visiting another woman who had a baby at the same
time rooming next to mine in the hospital. And the same man that
kept the hospital records from me when I went to get them from the
surgery in 1991.

I thought that they were going to fight me
for the birth certificate but I had Austin in my arms so I walked
out quickly. Don’t ask me why this social service’s person agreed
to help with this but apparently they do it all the time. Dexter
used one of these people to help him light Austin up before scaring
us to move back into this neighborhood where he could keep track of
us easier. And I had one when I was younger scare me to death about
talking about what my mother had been doing to me staring her face
into mine.
































Part 12-My Sister

I believe also this guy friend that was there
at my initial brain injury in 1991 was the same guy that was
signaling to my sister when she was running me around on drugs
after my father died. That was when she took me around to several
stores to try and document me crazy with Dexter and his friends,
and a shrink all lined up replacing the regular workers for that
day. She only would take me to certain places and departments and
then throw the stuff at me and start talking and pulling on me
about my four-month-old fetus that they took from me asking me if I
enjoyed it as she had asked me as well after surgery in 1991 as she
pulled on my abdomen with the hooked up stuff. And then she would
say, “Look at her” and that I was crazy. She would say that I was
still going through a lot though too and just stared at me crying
and moaning still holding my stomach in severe emotional pain after
what she had done.

They documented me this way. Then she claimed
when it was all done that she was being protected by them and
always would be and that there would always be someone there for
her. That’s when she replied her notion of intent of relief of
someone whom she knew now had betrayed her and how her house burned
down with her in it and that she was a no-good useless drug addict
anyway. I knew Sylvia was not a drug addict but she was the only
witness to the heroine drugging that my sister did to me and now
she was gone, like every other good witness to all of this.

My sister was always so homely feeling of
herself and insecure and constantly blamed me for it and my unusual
light coloring for my family. I was the only one who took after my
Norwegian grandfather of blonde hair and light eyes. Where everyone
else in my family had black hair and/or dark eyes, my sister hated
me for it. My mother was not allowed to say that my sister looked
like her side of the family. She had to say that she looked like my
father’s side. I was always told that I looked like my mother’s
side and when I would say that I looked like my father’s side
because of all my features and coloring my mother would cry for my
sister’s pain of this. I could not believe of the retaliation that
I had to suffer from my sister for this. I was never allowed to be
me and be free of what I looked like and who I was because of her
insecurities and her position in the family and that my mother
would take this so far. Because of this I would suffer great
tragedy and great loss to myself of myself.

She always had a really bad image of herself
all through high school and ever since I can remember. I feel bad
for her in a way but whatever I felt for her I got it back in a way
100 times worse than I could ever imagine. The way that she felt
about herself obviously took its toll on me. My mother would
complain when she would try and help her with her acne. The sores
were so large and infected it was hard not to notice them. My
sister would always be crying in the bathroom saying that my mother
made her feel so homely. I would come in to help. I would hold her
and hug her as she cried. I hadn’t had to yet feel this sort of
emotional pain from my mother yet for myself but I felt that if I
could help out I wanted to. I told her that she looked beautiful no
matter what and I would try and help put makeup on her. And then I
said that she looked just as beautiful as a movie star. And I told
my mother that she should not talk to her like that. She was not
allowed to wear a bathing suit to the beach without being properly
covered and prepared as a lady so that the men on the beach would
not look at her. But when it came time for me to ride in our town’s
parade of the most beautiful woman in town, she just made a reply
as to how on earth I got in it?

Dexter was always only to use his own
documentation for medical purposes on me so that no one would ever
know that it was my sister helping them so not to cause her any
embarrassment or legal ramifications from them. My family watched
closely to this once my father died.

They would always make threats to me to use
this information to put me away but would never follow through
because they could not actually seeing as though it was a set up
and I never really saw anyone in a doctor’s office for this to be
able to come in the light with it. They would try other things
first to get this to come about, short of killing me. And my mother
of course, the other accomplice of wrong doings since I was a baby
who I had felt taught my sister all that she knows out of
desperation of being so bad all alone, felt the need to cover for
her. Starting by taking her place by checking in on me for my
sister and stating that I was doing alright with the hooked up
stuff and not being abuse in any way through Dexter I have to
assume. Even when I would phone my mother in tears and tell her of
the torture she would then just say, “Have a nice day,” and hang up
the phone on me. I would later just get threatened that if Austin
is getting so hurt than social services can take him away and of
course I never wanted that not knowing what they would do to him,
or if anything were to happen to my mother I knew what would happen
to him, me not being there to try and protect him.

It seemed harder and harder for Dexter to get
a doctor to confer with what they had documented down on paper
about me. The only people he seemed to be able to use were
passersby in the street of my comings and goings who were willing
to get involved and that only left him and his friends with behind
the door torture and nothing on the table so to speak. All these
years had been a waste of time for them. They had killed, they had
tortured and they had mutilated but they still hadn’t gotten any
further than what they did all the way back when with my sister ten
years ago now. What were they to do now short of killing me? They
couldn’t make a move and put me in the mental hospital as they
wanted to because then my sister would have to come out and sign
and they knew that the CIA would go after her bad. The police
certainly couldn’t and didn’t want to do it on their own because of
the sexual assault case with them. A good judge might even reopen
the case in court on them. And the doctor involved with my story on
him could not do anything either except under the table with
them.

So they couldn’t divulge their means
obviously because it was all bogus and false information. And then
my family, which had a lot to be attacked about, would be attacked
in court severely. My brother was a drug addict, my sister did
drugs, and with everything that she did to me. My mother, who still
had the murderous feeling towards me as she did when I was a child,
when she would stop in and help make the medical decisions in my
life that would have taken it, was still being shocked and amazed
by my comeback in my life.

It is still illegal I believe to drug someone
and try to set them up to look crazy, no? I want to find the farms
so bad where they keep all the poor women when I get out of this to
help them, people who have been put in there against their will,
because they have definitely taken me.

I knew about that when I visited the social
services department about not getting child support. I just wanted
Dexter’s name on the birth certificate but that wasn’t going to
happen. I didn’t remember what had happened at the hospital yet
when I went into a coma after having Austin and I had felt that it
was better for Dexter’s name to be on the birth certificate for
Austin’s sake. They all had other ideas about this though. I don’t
know what a police pension is but they will kill for it. I didn’t
want to be the next woman to have my brains blown out and I felt a
desperate need to get word out about this.

People think that it is funny that I have the
gall to talk about what bad people do, but if you don’t, they’re
going to kill you anyway. My sister has passed concern on of what I
am writing about. She still deals with my sister-in-law so I know
that she protects her. I can hear my sister in the background
coming in all the way across the states just to check in on me, but
she has not been allowed lately, thank God. I may as well tell you
because I don’t know if I will see this day again.

But I won’t tell my mother what’s going on,
she’ll feel happy of the retaliation. Her only protection of what
she’s done for the family in the past is my sister. Or did she just
set me up to get off on her own sexual impulses to keep her lovers
happy? She had threatened me in the past when I ran home with my
brain injury that she was not about to lose her husband and that
she would do anything that she had to not to lose him. And that he
would not be able to bear what she actually has done in the past.
So she was apparently at that time telling me that she was going to
help with whomever with whatever was about to be done to me. Yet
she still was seeing her past lover. And it appeared that her
husband was being used too.

My father was severely jealous in his
relationship with my mother so he could never see anything in front
of him but her. I too in my family’s own way had been reprimanded
for my sexual misconduct during my marriage to Danny for having an
affair on him. The mafia came in and burned the outer lining of the
tissues of my vagina for a few seconds leaving their mark on me as
damaged and no good to anyone now as I could feel the heat coming
in and the CIA caught it. But it still left black marks down on my
tissues. They came in and left their message with me as usual and
said that this is what I get and that was enough for them. My
mother just got the mental institution thrown her way for her
misbehavior. But the uncle of the house that she spent the night
over and had told things to that she was not supposed to and
possibly slept with, ended up not so lucky, but dead. I could hear
her talking to someone when she came home from his place very early
that morning crying that she had said too much. She was heartbroken
about a fight with my father and had drank too much and apparently
told all. My uncle probably went through her with the stuff to get
information my father felt, possibly to try and save me I thought,
like he had tried before. I had always been his favorite niece.
Possibly the agency or person who was setting him up to do this
probably had to pass on the word about this and that’s how he got
killed, another suicide too, happens all the time. He was always
concerned about me, not that no one else was either though.

Everywhere I went at some point when I was
younger people would try to come in and read into me to see if they
could get to me or if someone was inside of me. My mother agreed to
try and kill herself and spent a night in the hospital before my
father left her to make the family feel safe that she would not be
able to talk against them. I didn’t know any of this before I
called the police on my father for making her take the sleeping
pills or I would not have done it. But now I had to live her fate
and mine.

Not to mention her accusing that teacher for
sexual misconduct when I was eight. Someone had to have known that
I was being tortured and why didn’t they help me?

Austin had never been so sick since Tim was
not around. His lips had even turned blue at some points and he had
permanent blue veins on the backs of his little legs and his left
nipple from them coming in through him to burn me and even him when
they couldn’t get to me. Now I had to get to someone else for
protection for him. Tim’s friends were guiding me but no one was
ever able to get close enough to me. Tim’s attempt unfortunately
had failed. I knew that he felt bad and was somewhere looking out
for me.

It’s funny now how I am here writing a book
about all of this and planning on having it on the big screen so
that everyone will know how wonderful he is or was and I am, and he
is not here. He fought so hard at times when I couldn’t speak for
myself. He gave me the power and wisdom and now maybe I could give
it back for him. My CIA fathers (I call them fathers because they
were really the closest thing that I had to a father) believed that
he did everything for me so I am doing this story for him.

It’s funny and warming, but I remember Tim on
a talk show with a very popular host that he was on one day. Of
course he was hooked up to me.

In the middle of the interview he stopped and
had such a hurt look on his face. The then President’s little dogs
seemed to be jumping for the President. I could tell that he had
been hurting and was being hurt now so I tried to take it. But with
every ounce of energy that I tried to pull on I could not get them
away from him. And as I tried to mumble a word to him he began to
cry on national television. He could not handle the fact of what
had happened to me while he was watching me never mind the fact
that I was now trying to crawl to help him.

The talk show host asked him if he needed to
stop for a second, and he said, “Yes.” That’s when I felt him come
in again and my brain was once again rattled being on its own, I
once again remembered him and who he was and got amazed by this all
over again, and embarrassed when I had remembered one of my lonely
nights trying to get him to come in to be with me. I cried of the
embarrassment and apologized for not being able to put two together
to figure out that he had been the one coming in and checking in on
me and of the inappropriate behavior. I would have a habit of
getting too close to my men. One of the guys with us knew it. I
didn’t want to ruin anything for him at that time with his wife so
I cried for him telling him that. And I told him and felt so bad
for ever having a thought of any kind of feeling toward him if I
had at that time and I apologized for being so late in being able
to tell him all of this. And he said, “No you’re not,” referring to
me as not being bad and that it’s never too late turning the
subject around. I was taken back.

He came in with a warm feeling towards me
letting me know he was alright and gave me that strong feeling of
his. And I let him know I was there for him too. It took him a few
minutes, then he slung his head and shoulders back and he said, “I
am now, meaning he had his full self back” trying to be strong for
me now. The host just smiled and said, “Oh good. I know that you
had to do something,” referring to the conferring with his men and
myself. “I just wanted to know if you were okay,” she
continued.

I like a child felt astonishment towards him
at that moment once again being able to connect with him in some
way knowing who he was at that point for only a few seconds when I
could hang on myself. He promised me that he would get in to me
somehow and break through and get to me. And he cursed Dexter once
he found out that he had been holding onto me inside of my body,
knowing the damage that does to someone.

That wasn’t the only time that I felt that
feeling of astonishment when he came in, there was that one more
time before he left for good.

I had called the FBI on several occasions and
told them Dexter and some others had tried to kill me. After those
phone calls I would be followed and be made fun of by men in
tailored suits coming through saying they believed me and then
started laughing, not cheap suite either, expensive ones. That’s
how you can tell the FBI and the police apart. And he came in, Tim,
so reassuring and kind and said, “Do you remember me?” so softly
not to hurt me in my state. He reminded me of how he used to come
in and check in on me often.

Someone had tried to knife me on
5th Avenue in the city. There was a man walking down the
road and he started knifing someone to be stopped by someone with
the hooked up stuff going through me now telling him to turn around
and go after me, that he was going after the wrong person. I was
being held by the knifer as he was now starting to approach me as I
started to scream and I could not move. Then someone very safe and
rest assured came in and pulled me from that person and told me to
go and that he would call the police. And he asked for my name and
address and whomever came in and gave it to him. The voice that
saved me sounded like Tim’s. This would have been the first time
that I ever heard from him except the one time before I came out to
the city to tell me he would watching me after the first episode
with my father. But I was not able to answer him on my own either
then. My words always seemed to be being pulled from me. He told
the guys watching me he wanted to help but I had somehow already
felt a sense of familiarness of him before and felt he should have
felt this too. They told him how special I was, which I agreed
with, and how special I was treated, which I didn’t agree with that
at all because I wasn’t, but I was hard to please which I agreed
with that. The CIA does not usually give out names and addresses
unless you are the one who is going to come on full time to that
person so I assumed it was them. You can be introduced, as I
remembered Tim, but they will not come on until the worst happens
and then they are allowed to know everything.

We had been introduced somewhat hooked up
earlier and he had checked in on me a couple of times but my file
was never officially opened up to him up until that time. I felt
bad for the person who was stabbed still walking down the road him
not realizing how hurt he was but now feeling something strange in
his back as he went to feel for it. I could see the blood pouring
out and yelled to him to go to the hospital and that he had been
stabbed. But I couldn’t stay, the guy was now coming after me still
looking around. But I felt grateful to get away. I went but I still
didn’t understand what had just happened and who or how had just
saved me. I didn’t want to believe that it was Tim and I wanted to
know who was bringing him in and how he got in there. I felt a
little indignant as to the whole thing and wanted more answers
before I would only be able to forget it all. No one ever told me
about all of this. So I had to assume him and I were set up
together.

Right before I left home for the last time my
grandmother and father had told me that his would be it for me and
the last time that they would see me and wanted to prepare me for
this, it was always left inside of me subconsciously though because
it was always told to me hooked up with the emotions and
impressions of it.

No one was going to just let me die. They
were going to try and make me look crazy first. I guess they didn’t
know that anyone was on and couldn’t figure out who was watching
me. But someone had to know.

Tim was able to slip into the hospital in
disguise but someone had to have told someone of his position, so
they must have known it was the CIA in there. And who the heck was
watching me now? Now Tim was gone! Dexter had scared any or all of
my friends off and my family was with him, so who? In their minds
it had to be someone corrupt or so they felt not having control and
the more they grew paranoid of getting caught the more they tried
to hurt me.

How many people would fly out to save your
life like Tim to blow his cover? Of course, it was an injustice to
begin with my going into labor too early. It seemed planned and had
started a week earlier when my doctor was planning on going away
and his office starting by throwing the stuff at me and trying to
scare me into having contractions early by telling me he would be
away so close to my due date knowing I would probably need a
c-section that was not set up yet. The receptionist had screamed
through me alerting me that the doctor would be out all of next
week, two weeks prior to my due date. So I was initially set up to
go home alone and think about all of this. On top of it my mother
had phoned me to tell me to have an AIDS test or she wouldn’t carry
the baby home putting more pressure on me waiting for the results
at a time like this, another thing to anticipate over for that
week. Plus I had called the doctor on-call shortly after that
stating that I had been feeling sick and having contractions. And
when I acted too jumpy to the nurse at the doctor’s office when I
went in to get the results for the AIDS test she gave me a crazy
lady look. I wonder what makes people help others do things like
this to people.

I could not hurt someone just because someone
asked me to or had said something bad about them. Of course, that
is how I was raised by my fathers.

No wonder I was with the CIA. They only take
the best and most honest of people. So alas, they all went along
with the plan. Then next was the baby shower at the last minute
with just a few relatives and a friend of my ex’s that hated me. My
sister came hooked up of course to let Dexter and his friends in
which I did not know, and so was everyone else. I was afraid to go
to begin with. My relatives were all crooked. I kept having
contractions that week that I was finally able to stop.

Dexter had made sure that he severed me from
everyone that I had been hanging out with so that I would get
lonely and desperate at this time and have to deal with my family.
My doctor was away now. It was hard to find a doctor, too. The
doctors would say to me when I went in that I don’t want to get
involved. I would say, “What? Don’t want to get involved in what?”
Not realizing that they were talking to Dexter through me and of
course never answer me back. They were talking to Dexter all along
as he was trying to get someone to help him steal Austin and
someone to assist him to possibly kill me by letting him into my
medical.

If it was just injustice of treatment I would
never been able to handle that especially during my pregnancy and
being injured from being beat up in my first month of my pregnancy.
All the odds were against me and no matter how hard I tried or how
much better I would get towards the end there was always someone
there to make sure that they brought me down physically. I would
lay down and meditate then with my five-month-old fetus, not much
older than the one that I lost, that was trying to force himself
out of me. They had made me miscarry another child when I was only
in my first trimester when I was in my twenties when I went back to
the man that I had an affair with when I finally got the gumption
up to do it too on my own to get away when I was married. I loved
this man so much and would have had his baby in a second. And I
know he would have come to me but alas they destroyed it. I had
been having serious headaches that week and I didn’t know why. I
was instructed to call the doctor and get pills for this. I took
them. One day I went into the bathroom and into the stall that I
was instructed to go into and felt a little something being pulled
out of me. I turned around to look into the toilet to see a mangled
looking pink fleshed bumpy ball sitting in the toilet. They made me
flush it and not think about it. I could hear someone talking to a
man that I was also dating at the time stating that it wasn’t his
as I once again had a habit of following my heart and paying the
price for it as they took me somewhere afterwards in my mind so
that I would not remember this conversation. Then later had this
man that I loved spoken to by my sister-in-law and I never saw him
again.

When Tim came in when I was pregnant with
Austin, I would be sitting there lying on the couch meditating
rubbing my stomach looking perfectly normal and relaxed just at
that moment when they would bring him in. He never knew what I was
going through when he left.

Because Dexter was feeling as though I was
just a body to carry until I delivered, I ended up having no
feeling of myself at all during the whole pregnancy as he sat
inside of me the whole time. I went to get blood stored and let the
doctor know what I was doing in case of an emergency when he came
back for a brief period. But he still never set a date at that
point before he went away for a c-section that he said that I was
probable to have. I had a condition that did not allow me to
deliver a normal size baby vaginally because my pelvic bones were
too small. And my doctor had said that if the baby got any bigger,
where I was in my last weeks and this obviously is when the baby
puts on most weight, this was going to happen, that I was going to
need a c-section. But he instead ended up going away for his
vacation as scheduled at that time leaving me in distress with only
on call doctors who had never seen me.

I somehow couldn’t fight anything. My sister
had been persistent at that time for me to hurry and go sign my
shower list at the baby store, more pressure. The store clerk
helping there felt horrible because I was in so much pain I could
barely walk. To make things worse, my cousin Tracy drove like a
race car driver to the shower where I was supposed to follow her
and laughed about it when we got there putting me in a slight stage
of labor. She acted as though she knew that she was trying to draw
me into a laborious state. I was still holding my stomach when I
got to my aunt’s house where the shower was from trying to keep up.
She looked as though she had a justified look on her face for
something I had done.

It was odd for her to act in this manner. I
never knew of her to be this way, also because she worked in a
hospital. And of all things to find that my family was still upset
over my father’s death and were throwing things my way was all that
I could handle that night.

Sure enough the contractions started again
before my doctor came back. I couldn’t feel them right away but I
have pictures of my face and how beat red I was. I guess to
everyone I just looked as though I were the zealous unhappy
overweight person that they wanted me to be who was holding onto
anything that I could in life. And after all sometimes some people
just get fat?

That was all that I needed starting with my
aunt and grandmother on my father’s side, the hooked up ammunition
began to fly towards me at the shower.

To my surprise my mother’s side even took
part beginning with my aunt who ran the shower. As soon as I got
there she sat me in the living room near the doorway and wanted me
to concentrate on some flowers or balloons that were or weren’t
outside the door for me. I couldn’t figure out which because it
just seemed as though she was trying to get me to the outside door
for some reason, desperately too. She asked my sister, “Is
everything out there okay? The balloons I mean, we have balloon
decorations outside.” I was being held a little at this point and
to make things worse someone came in at my apartment before I left
and would not let me wear my medical alert bracelet. “Go open the
door,” she said to my sister, “so we can check them.”

My sister said, “Okay,” and walked towards
the door. I started to get curious and then started to smile a
little. I knew what was going on, a surprise for me.

Then my aunt yelled quickly, “Not Maria,”
that was me. “No! Don’t let her go, on second thought, out there!”
Then she whispered to my sister, “Not now.” I started to feel sick.
I knew now that they were just trying to get me to go out there for
something other than decorations or a surprise for me and I could
hear my aunt saying now to just let someone come in. Of course, I
couldn’t see anyone but I could feel them come in with my sister as
she opened the door and then walked towards me.

I could feel someone or something cling to me
and couldn’t really think after that. With the radiation flow
coming in through the front door at the shower I only had a second
to look for someone for me to come in to help me but that second
was gone and that’s when everything took event, the horror of the
baby shower which would put me into early labor with my doctor away
and no c-section planned and vulnerable to attacks.

It got so bad towards the end of the shower I
was starting to feel the heavy contractions and my aunt took one
glare and pulled me over the edge and threw the stuff through me. I
knew now that I was in labor for sure. I tried to speak to her but
all I could do was stare and she had a satisfied look on her face
as she pulled me to full labor and said that she was doing it for
my cousin, and she was very angry by now. My sister, a little more
hesitant did her little thing pulling me towards her normal
nature.

Then led outside onto my last person another
aunt, she unfortunately participated as well. This aunt had married
and her husband had wanted to run in their state for politics as a
lot of people in my family now had urges and had won. He talked her
into helping him with me. My sister had held onto me so tight
dropping me and the gifts off at my apartment that I could not fuss
about all of this because she kept throwing a threatening pull-down
feeling on me. So I got very nervous and scared as she controlled
me with the stuff all the way up the stairs and she even tried to
make me carry the gifts. I laid down on my bed as I could feel a
gush of water surround me.

There had been some rumor years earlier that
I had this deathly crush on the Dalion Stallion I call him, which
we know he is not, and that I went and smashed in his door leaving
my roommate, Betty, who had slept with him in a devastated state.
Where this is where brings my cousin in, a supposedly very close
friend to Betty, which of course, this story was far from the
truth.

I never even knew this Dalion Stallion the
way it was being told. I never even knew where he lived and barely
spoke to him. This was the man who had made advances towards me to
others about me and to me himself.

When I started working at his restaurant he
came into me with the hooked up stuff. His restaurant that they
just opened that I was working at hadn’t been doing well. I had
heard the conversation between him and someone else that the family
had put everything that they had into this one restaurant and it
was supposed to be the big money maker and no one was coming in. He
was getting scared that they were going to go bankrupt. I could
hear him talking through me one day trying to make a deal with
someone who was following me saying that they needed help. They
were afraid of losing everything that they had. They never
anticipated it being this slow. This was supposed to be their
busiest restaurant. They had said to him, “Don’t worry we’ll help,
just take care of her,” meaning me. They had someone come by later
and try and go through me to see if I had heard this conversation
but I just shook it off.

Of course, as long as he helped someone screw
me over, that person said that they would help him get the place
going. And it did out of nowhere after two or three weeks it
started to get completely busy. The second time they came around
and checked in on me they found out that I knew. This could have
been another reason why I lost oxygen in 1991. Or possibly as
contrite due to a Senator for this daughter after a reunion that I
had gone to that previous year.






























































Part 13-The Senator’s Daughter

I knew before I picked up the phone for the
second time before talking to my best friend from high school that
it was not going to be a good conversation. I knew how unsafe and
dangerous it would be for me to go back home. This had been the
place of all my troubles and where everything had started. I
answered the phone just the same. Sure enough it was her. She
started begging and pleading to me by now to go back home to our
high school reunion. I could feel this horrible force coming
through the phone. All I could think was how selfish she was to get
me involved in all this trouble again but by the feel I knew that I
had to go. I knew I was in danger and didn’t want to go but whoever
she had on the line with her hurt so bad. They had someone watch me
all the way out where I was to follow me home just to make sure
that I went.

The Senator’s daughter, Julia, had lost to me
our senior year for everything running on beauty which was very
unusual in that town with this Senator and his wife running it. So
their family decided to retaliate against me, first starting with
her mother when I won best looking. She started by coming into
school to check me out and come into me hooked up to get my
attention toward her to let me know of her disapproval of me as she
was stating now talking out loud facing toward me. I had felt that
she may not be talking toward me but by now I felt that had been
slim the sense of intimidation now coming toward me from and adult
was starting to set in. The Senator’s wife concluded that she just
wanted to tell her daughter in front of me what she thought about
me and how she felt about Julia as she was now twirling her
daughter’s hair. I did not feel anything but I could hear her
daughter exclaiming to whether or not her mother was alright her
appearing to be in discomfort over something. I had to assume some
of the stuff went to her that she were trying to get my attention
with. I felt bad but moved on as I knew I should.

Next was the homecoming dance where another
classmate and I were nominated as a couple for our class so we both
went to the dance.

Danny went of course, too, which always made
matters worse. Julia, which was the oldest in the Senator’s family
came out of nowhere and tried to push me down by running her body
into me in front of everyone. Her mother had a meeting with all of
her younger sister’s friends which this was who I was running
against now and she had them all packed together for the night to
vote for her daughter. It was funny, just like a little campaign. I
obviously was not allowed there so I left. Later the same week of
the homecoming dance at school I walked out of the cafeteria by
myself and Julia’s two sisters and friends were there waiting for
me to try and start a conflict with me. Someone had cut in somehow
as they were trying to knock me down with the hooked up stuff and
told them to stop. Just then their Senator father cut in and had
said of his daughter and her friends that they were just kids.

The man who came in for me had said that so
was I and that was that. I wondered how this man got in office at
how everyone felt about him and his family. I had to wonder
sometimes if they made up a story about me and had complained about
me to protect his campaign and his family’s stature. Maybe that is
why I had been having so many problems too.

I almost got picked for prom queen too but
Danny threatened the singer who was picking the girls to stay away
from me. Danny was not in my class so that wouldn’t have worked out
anyway, I wasn’t eligible. The singer later made a comment that
Danny was dangerous. I had to agree.

The third time when I outvoted Julia was for
the Summer Festival. They always had the most beautiful girls in
town ride in the parade. They always had this contest with the
supposed most prestigious of people in town to be judges to see who
would be crowned at the end of the parade. Everyone in school
thought that I was the most beautiful in my class. Julia came
second on the list of girls and then came another popular
classmate, Diane. This raised some serious problems for the Senator
now. His daughter was supposed to always be the frontrunner and if
I were to win this would be a disgrace to them. The contest did let
a few girls from each school participate each year and always ride
in the parade. So for two years running I was always in both.

The first I had been nominated I had been
emotionally attacked by one of the judges who was hooked up asking
the questioning part of the contest. I got hurt so bad I just
backed out and decided to just answer quietly and subdued afraid to
win now and show my true self in any way. I never went back for the
questioning of the second contest or participated in the car ride
of the parade the second time.

Where I never participated in the second
contest this seemed to make the girls angrier I guess because it
could never be said that anyone won fairly at that point. That is
when Diane’s friend said that the contest had already been planned
and that I would have never been picked anyway because I was not
good enough and all the adults in my town felt this way. Diane’s
friend was prominent enough to get this information ahead of time
and first hand and I was not. And now she was being kind enough to
give it to me. I was also being questioned now with the hooked up
stuff through her to whether or not I dented up Diane’s car. That’s
when she found out I was pregnant. I just said that I had no idea
who did it. But now she was holding onto the thought that I was
pregnant and apparently what Diane would say and think. Then she
accused Julia of perhaps denting the car but someone came in and
hushed her quiet of that one and I remember her face becoming red
blushing from suggesting this one being conferred to now not to say
that her looking and feeling a little shocked by that person’s
comeback.

Sometimes I wonder if they helped Danny with
the bad abortion. This girl had read that I was pregnant and was
horrified but I could hear her saying that she wasn’t sure if she
should believe it or not. Diane had always wanted Danny. Prior to
the abortion when it was announced in class that I won best looking
another one of Diane’s friends nearby said out loud that Diane was
going to freak and then realized what she said in front of me and
others and said that at least it wasn’t the other one who won,
referring to Julia. I was now wondering whoever it was that was
hooking up these classmates were they the ones who got into the
abortion clinic with Danny as well?

There was one time when Danny tried to blame
me for his friends car going off the road when he had gotten me
drunk one night. He had blamed me for some upset to this when one
of his lovers came flying down the road passing by us at 100 miles
an hour on the wrong side of the street pisssed off at the fact
that we weren’t taking the usual turn after Danny and I had a date.
His friend driving had decided to take me home first because it was
late at night and Danny had too much too drink to drive me home in
his own car. Apparently he had plans with this other woman and he
saw that she was upset and called out to her as she flew by. I
didn’t see how she could hear him. I was in shock that he was
calling out to her in the first place but I decided I was drunk and
hearing things. She once again came flying down the road passing by
us fast again now coming from the opposite direction towards the
scene. I didn’t know how she found out.

And was this perhaps the reason three men
stood at the end of my operating table in street clothes in 1991
bringing me to my anoxic event, and then again when Dexter and his
friends and my family got in there to attack me after having
Austin?

When I came home for my class reunion one
year before my scheduled routine surgery to my original anoxic
event they all seemed to be so set up and waiting for me. Julia was
still bitter towards me and ready and waiting to fight hooked
up.

Diane came after me first with the hooked up
stuff in the bathroom glaring at me into my eyes as she passed it
along as it hurt so bad. Then she started exclaiming to me how
Danny got tired of waiting around for her and ended up marrying me.
I just said, “Oh. You could have had him.”

Jason and I were having a little squabble
over his so-called male watching routine that he were doing on some
of the girls which I wanted nothing to do with. I moved on by
myself by the doorway. I could then hear Diane scream in pain and
not able to move her getting hurt so bad from being hooked up for
assignment reasons. I couldn’t identify because at the time I had
no idea of the impact that any of that made on oneself. I had never
been close enough to it at that time. I still don’t fully
understand it myself now. I’ve never been able to get anyone to
explain it to me.

Just then Julia and her friends came on me. I
could hear Julia’s father coming through saying that he did not
want Julia involved. Diane’s friend now feeling a sense of
retaliation agreed as I could feel it coming slightly from her now
as she passed it on to Julia to take the pride of this one to be
done to me telling her, “You are with us now.” I could feel my body
being taken more now as I looked to the Senator’s daughter where it
was coming from now with pleading eyes to help me knowing what
these men that she were dealing with were capable of. She had a
thought and a tear in her eye for a second but then switched it
just as quickly to show me of her intent and how well she were to
follow through with it as she huddled now with all of her new
popular friends that she had so long awaited for acceptance
from.

I believe I got this from an earlier sign
when the information of my protection had already been passed on to
my mother by an encounter from one officer to a person whom I
thought was my friend at the time. I was told that no one wanted to
take my crap anymore I guess feeling a sense of special treatment
toward what I had been going through in my life to stay alive was
something to be envied over which I could not even remotely
understand or relate to wanting a normal life for so long. But this
encounter was a police officer who was able to cut in and get a
wave of the CIA and passed it on to this friend who then in turn
passed it on to my mother letting her know there were someone in
there in the way knowing all along what had been going on with
everyone which meant there was the possibility that I knew all
along. I knew I had it in then and I did not know what to do or
where to go or even how to handle it this kind of confrontation.
But the cat was out of bag so to speak now the hit so well hidden
on me and my life as a child was out there in full view to
acknowledge and for everyone to meet everyone, good on bad, and the
fight began on me and my life in the open with an open door for
opportunity at me without full protection for me and my men, my
friends.






















































































































































































Part 14-The Mafia Attack

I had felt subconsciously that a career in
the entertainment field was the only option in my life to bring
attention to me and keep me safe. And in part still of what my
pediatrician’s husband had said to me about saving my life that
way. I think the hardest thing with this was the last modeling
agent that I had dealt with that had sent me out for my own account
and the mafia came and struck me down to a small child on my way to
the job. The modeling agency was the first one that sought after me
and liked me without me even trying from the moment I sent my
picture in and then walked into the door.

Except for the fact that I let my hair grow a
little, she really liked me and my childlike spunk and she wasn’t
even hooked up. I could feel myself burning from them as I was
trying to act normal and fight them off and hoped that she didn’t
notice, and she didn’t notice. She even saw a career path for me
possibly even in movies and television after the modeling with her.
I was in shock and numb that someone could even talk to me that
long about all this stuff broadening my life. It felt so right. She
even gave me pay tags and the address to my first so sure modeling
account. Of course I never made it there. It was a guy at a
computer place that I was working at, an Italian, obviously one of
the ones that they were easy to get. The Italian guy offered me a
ride home and when I suggested to get off at the account address he
attacked me, but always in a way that you can’t do anything about
it, my head pushed towards the window. It leaves you incapacitated
and can even kill you.

I could then not see two plus two for a long
while afterwards, nothing making any sense of anything at all and
my rich boyfriend and I broke up so I ended up going home,
defeated, completely with no energy to reschedule my visit to this
modeling account. I finally gave up on New York for a while before
I would venture out again and become permanently brain damaged at
that time. They never quite killed me at this point when they would
hit. They would just leave me immobilized enough so that I could
routinely take care of myself and nothing else. When the bigger and
much more well known modeling agents that wanted me later contacted
me I was so confused and out of it after the initial attack to the
first brain injury I wasn’t as well aware when my phone calls would
be messed up for me, or someone would cut in and ruin my voice mail
so that I would only get half a message.

I was never really able to express what had
happened to me in New York. You can’t really talk about it or put
anything together because you blame yourself and you don’t
understand what has happened to you. It separates you from people
and leaves you silent. My father had always tried to tell me I was
crazy but my grandmother had already put in the order that she
didn’t want me out there in New York too long. And I was fighting
desperately to get back out there to finish the path that was meant
for me in my career life, which eventually I would be thrown out
there again anyway against my wishes and not ready by my father,
emotionally and financially not strong enough for it. And that is
when and where they had made their moves and that is where they
made the move that would ultimately give them the chance to
completely destroy my life for good.

It’s kind of a joke now with my permanent
blackened and muscless elbows to think that I ever could be a
model. And also with my puffy cheeks and dead eyelids with the over
flowing of water by about thirty pounds in my body which from time
to time would accumulate in a one- to three-week span. It always
depends on the results.

It scares me though so much I have a hard
time talking about it when I am cut off from help, usually at the
worst times, too. You think that everything is going wonderful and
you are safe and all of a sudden someone comes out of nowhere and
slams me with something or some situation that I have to wait for
someone to come in on and help me get out of. I had tried to learn
to numb myself from the pain so that it would not shock me when it
would hit. Someone actually has to plan it to really be able to
slam me bad and make sure that no help can get in long enough for
them to do a good job on me. But it has been done. A few people
would have to help and set up coinciding times to cut off your help
and it has to be set up carefully, and then they can leave you
there alone and vulnerable to attacks.

They come in and torture you when they get
you just as a beating on a man when you are trying to teach others
a lesson about something. But it doesn’t happen often. After I
somehow connected with some famous people, I know that sounds
funny, it seems harder for them to get in out here. That is why I
will never go back home. It is horrible. Maybe famous people have
been in my position because they are rich I was told or maybe they
feel they have to give something back. Some teachings of God tell
you, you have to give back before you can enter the eternal
kingdom.

I felt very close to Tim’s family even though
I didn’t know them.

Sometimes I could actually feel Tim flying
through the sky smiling and laughing down with me and saying, “Hi,”
and that he still was up there sharing that particular moment with
me. I really felt he was alive and sometimes now I feel him just
the same, that’s why at times it would be hard for me to really
believe that he is dead.

I would read things about him in the paper
after they said he passed and how he died and how the investigation
went and none of it made sense to me. I constantly had people
coming in hooked up trying to find out if I knew anything about it
but they didn’t want to hear what I had to say.

Obviously it wasn’t going the right way to me
of the people who were trying to find out about all of this. I knew
there were amazing things that could be done with this stuff but I
couldn’t imagine that far and to this capability. I didn’t even
feel scared, as I should that night, being alone, and just
there.

That’s why I felt something with him could
not have gone wrong or could not go completely drastic. And I never
had anyone tell me face to face of this. Someone was keeping me
calm all the time so I wouldn’t lose it.

Someone kept coming in to reassure me as
reports kept coming in to me of their inaccuracy of everything
being said. It was always done in a way that was somewhat
non-serious so I could never quite be sure about what was going on.
No one was too sure of what I had remembered.

I thought that I could feel him coming slowly
more into my body as it tried to repair itself from that night and
the few days that I seemed to be left alone and vulnerable for
attacks. And some government looking agent came poking around the
campsite next to me that same week and that was the last time I
felt Tim there and the man walked away. I heard later that he was
looking for a transmitter.

But I was getting all kinds of hints thrown
at me the next few days that offered me feelings of hope for the
best situation.

Things got real hard down the road but they
never were easy to begin with. I could hear someone talking and
saying that they had to get me out of there , out of that state.
And that is how I ended up here, in Tony’s town.

There was talk going around now that I was
having an affair with this singer, Tony. I loved him and he told me
that he loved me but it was hard to think of him as having an
affair with me. I could remember the softness of his kiss but that
was only once and not face to face. He was still married and that
seemed to have to keep him away as well. His wife was not accepting
us and he had been seeing other woman when they had been separated
prior and even at that time of when I met him, but she wasn’t going
to accept me, anyone but me. She must have known that he loved
me.

Things were very different with me now. I
weighed in at about 100 pounds more from the water in my body than
I was when I first saw Tony and when he fell in love with me. But
Tony had still stood by my side and loved me and gave me every
strength if not more to continue to fight to hold on until he could
get to me.

But I was afraid he couldn’t get to me and
was never going to be able to. And where was he now? I could see
him wearing out every time I saw him on TV and his wife was
constantly trying to reconcile. He did try and get to me one time
by letting me hear him tell someone that he had bought his own
house. I was thrilled to hear that and had thoughts of hope at that
time. But they use people, anyone who I will believe.

When Tony had been getting so thin worrying
about me though it seemed, everyone started to blame how he looked
on me. They had said that I was worrying him too much and I began
to try and make it appear that I was fine all the time then when he
came in as much as I could as I was tortured to do this. I really
needed him so much, so many times being in pain.

Oh where it Tim? I thought. There must be
someone watching me for him. Please come out someone if you can now
and help me. Stop all of this for me.

But I also remembered one thing that their
psychic had said and it was that everyone was going to make fun of
me until he came, I don’t know who though, and that he really was
going to come. Everything else has happened such as they had said.
I was told at the time that this was because someone had to see if
setting up some kind of rescue plan on me was going to be capable
and worth it.










































Part 15-Time To Let Go

I was told by the FBI that I had to go of
Tony now whether I wanted to or not and that the news of the
reality of the situation of me not wanting to let him go was going
around now.

I did not know what this meant but I could
feel what they were saying now. Just as they wanted me to hold on
when they had felt that they found someone that would stick with me
for a long time, now they didn’t want that for me anymore.

He said he loved me the way I was and somehow
again got rid of Dexter for a while and that’s once again when I
started getting better. I don’t know where he is now though. I
thought that I felt Tim come in at that time too because he used to
take care of me a lot when I was badly brain damaged and I was
again because of the men that I took for Tony.

I felt Tim come in and hug me and Austin last
night to let us know that he was there. I thought back, I had been
so happy and relieved when I saw Tony’s face and I was so surprised
to see his face right after Tim’s disaster to take over and see me
and keep me going. I didn’t know how much Tim meant to me until his
disaster.

Tim would be infuriated if he found out all
this was being done to me. They must have thought the drug would
take enough effect to make it all seem blurry and not real.

But little did they know that they would
eventually lead me to the one who is helping me write this book
against every wish and against every bone in my body.

When the singer left my body I screamed and I
cried like a baby when I went home. I knew that he had to finish
the rest of his tour, but that didn’t seem to be enough.




























































































Part 16-The Closing

I know I would not have been able to write
this book with all the cords and threads wrapped around my head. I
could never speak but I had a yearning to talk to express myself.
My sister once said to me that I reminded her of a fast car that
would drive along so fast that I would never know how to come back
again.

The water and the birds and ducks, too, I
remember. My father would say they will go down the drain and get
gobbled up if they went too close. We used to drive by that dam
every week on my way home from church. I used to see this great big
monument that reminded me of God. I wanted a monument just like
that for me. I wanted something that everyone would remember me
by.

I’m going to put on my favorite song now,
it’s a song about a princess who is dancing on her front lawn. She
can feel the grass just spraying out all around her as she dances
and everyone watches her. Oh, how my feet can fly.

I used to dream I could fly or I at least
wanted to fly so badly. I would except that I couldn’t. I kept
asking my mother of ways to help me fly. I would watch TV with the
actor picturing himself which on top of the high rocks, letting
himself go and being able to fly. Then he turned into an eagle and
eagle soured.

When Tim’s plane went down he lay his head in
my hands as I tried to keep him breathing. He asks me to help him
with his last breath but it pulled on me too much so he let go and
told me that it was okay and that he loved me, and it was alright.
Something like the Titanic, I too feel as though I will see
him and that it is meant for me.

I’ll write a note before I lay down and it
reads:

It was the long awaited night that I had
waited for, wanting to meet you, see you, hear and feel your laugh
and your warmth that you always gave me.

You loved me, through all your glories and
phases you were there. You were my knight in shining armor when you
left I didn’t know where you went.

We danced, we laughed, you gave up your life
for me never thinking about yourself first.

The day had come, I finally could almost feel
you, I did. Oh you are so much more than I ever would have
thought.

You shared some of your moments from your
day, it was me that you would stop and stare and wonder with each
at the end of each day or your day.

Some of your most open and most vulnerable
thoughts were spent with me and I still never knew who you
were.

Well, I’ll let you lay down and rest in peace
for the night until I think about you tomorrow.

I’ll close my eyes now.
















Monday

I woke up that night to a light knock on the
door. I peeked through the hole and saw nothing so I decided to
open the door. As I stepped out I felt my body being pulled out
from underneath me and could feel a cloth of some sort over my
head. At the same time I could hear Austin’s body being picked up
from the mattress.

Saturday

The week hadn’t been that long so I sat there
patiently waiting. I could hear loud claps as he walked down of the
stage towards me. He had one flower in his hand. I always wondered
how it would be to really touch him. He pressed his lips against
mine and put his arms around me and I completely let go as I could
feel the release of everyone coming out of me.

I started remembering the feeling, how bad I
wanted it, to be free. I started to smell the rose as I could still
hear the radio playing in the background. . . .

“There has been new evidence today of a
conspiracy of Timothy McGee’s plane crash.”






The End
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