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Planet-sized EMVs in the Corona of the Sun




Equational Zero


Can a thing be so astute, merely uttering it settles the matter?


Placing cross-hairs on a target perfectly enough


The shot is unnecessary?


Indeed, virtue set with clarity is just that...


And Equational Zero IS the last departure point.


It is how far we can go as we are as inevitability.


© June 2002 James C. Horak





Chapter 1 – Siege in the Davis Mountains


This is a true story. Told in parts where breaks in its continuum demand the digression just to appreciate its complexity. For the way of truth is seldom textured to fit chronology, especially where dark truths are revealed. I envisioned a longer work but the urgency I came to feel in finishing and a greater proclivity towards compactness that allowed my shortening of the text, permitted me a satisfaction of completeness with it as is. Before you finish I hope you may understand. I do take license: not completing every sentence, unconventional use of punctuation, coining a word or two, and syntax that might seem a bit strange. Please forgive all this to look deeper and I believe you'll find some purpose. This work assumes some demand on the reader but then a little research may be all that is required from time to time. Grant but possibility and, whether you accept my personal story or not, the purpose of this work has its own credibility.



Evelin and Rick


I can probably guess when Evelyn and Rick began to “take up” with each other, that particular long week-end I spent in Canton, set up at the flea market. When my bout with fire ants left me bed ridden a few days and her lack of concern over my badly swollen leg and foot was markedly apparent. My phone calls home that Sunday night went unanswered, even into the lateness of night. Not long after we separated when I learned both had joined a cult “church” and that its minister bore a sinister significance to my past.



Rhonda's Phone Call


I was about to rest that night. The cool air from my window and the day's activity had brought me a tiredness I thought earned. The ringing of the phone at the late hour surprised me and I was cautious with my greeting.


Hello. The voice back asked, “I'm Rhonda, hope you remember me”. “Yes”, I answered, “you set up at Will Rogers not long ago. How are you?” “I'm fine. How is Evelyn?” The question seem to ring with issue. I obliged, “we've broken up”. Feeling she already was aware of this, I pursued with, “is something wrong, Rhonda?” “Yes, may I ask you something personal?” she replied.


I was not surprised by the otherwise disconcerting questions asked that night nor the harm Evelyn had practiced on her. Evidently Evelyn had picked up candling for reasons not mentioned in her cleaning ears pitch. My suspicions about that were answered by a cook for a local drug gang that described how ephedrine mixed with lithium could work the same way as suggestion in putting victims under pre-hypnotic trance. Suspecting such an attempt had been used on me, when Evelyn had candled my ears, Rhonda told me about what had happened between her wealthy fiancé (whom she had arranged for Evelyn to treat) and herself. Shortly after returning to her home with beer and wine for the three to enjoy, the fiancé flatly stated their relationship was over. Rhonda gave me that telltale description of how Evelyn had prepared the man for candling by using a lotion to massage the neck beneath the ears. As the cook had described, the concoction of ephedrine with lithium could achieve purpose simply by rubbing on the skin.


I don't remember if my one visit to this “Lightworkers church” was due to invitation or my insistence. There had been one of the group's picnics I had attended (but where the minister was not present). Noticeable at both were the scarcity of men and that many of the women were public school teachers from a neighboring town. My presence seemed little appreciated. My attendance at church came a long time later after Evelyn and I took a trip to the Navajo reservation out of Farmington with donated items from the church for needy Indians. Perhaps that satisfied my suspicions of the church for a while but that soon changed.



A Salem Witch Gets Involved


Evelyn's actions seemed those of someone not operating under their own steam. Though we did have markedly different moral standards... she once remarked “you and your morality” as if it was a bad thing, I never saw her committing crimes, especially for someone else. That is until a woman from the church phoned me to request an “important” meeting “about Evelyn”. Meeting her at a local restaurant she revealed plenty about the new Evelyn. At the same time she requested a loan needed to pay her rent. She would leave her gold wedding rings as security on the loan. I consented, more out of concern for the woman which whom I had shared 11 years than for curiosity.



A Deepening Perplexity


Somehow a wealthy young lady had been brought into the church. She and her husband had separated and she had come to Fort Worth with expensive horses. Evelyn had become a close friend and confidant and when the woman was at her weakest suggested raiding the bank account her estranged had opened for her. Both traveled to Ohio to do this and returning, the lady was induced to give it all to the church. After a short while, lamenting, she called the man apologizing profusely. He quickly forgave her while begging her to return. Evidently taken with his kindness and understanding she did so. But not after divulging the whole sorry mess to a self-professed Salem witch.



Then There was This


During this time Congressman and Speaker of the House, Jim Wright, was being viciously maligned in media for his guilt by association with Mallock, a wealthy developer. Though nothing would stick to bring any indictment or prove the slightest misconduct, House Speaker Wright steps down leaving a very convenient power vacuum exploitable by the White House. It is my contention, though unproved, that Congressman Wright's gay son, a member of Evelyn's church was compromised and that led to Wright's decision.



The White Brotherhood


It is an astonishing experience to find so many of the derelict of studies you have made of the occult come to manifest in one's own life when they have such disdain as have I for them. So it was when Evelyn questioned me about taking a vow to the White Brotherhood. But then I met the minister, one Pat Ramondo, the very nurse that had given me that pill cup of clear liquid so many years past at the VA hospital in Ann Harbor! I tried hard not to show being taken aback. She, however, seemed most removed. Following her out onto the church porch when she took a most atypical smoke break (between sermons) I expected some coming to terms with this from her. No, I was to get nothing but a subtle smile as she looked off at the floating smoke. I would get nothing in the way of disclosure from this witch, just the air of someone intent on intruding into your life with no clue as to why.



The Players Connect


It was quite another story the way I met Ed ........... he was the husband of Evelyn's closest church friend. Like about Evelyn I was to find he was capable of anything in the pursuit of big money. Even had the only whore house in Fort Worth that could advertise in the newspaper. ANY GENTLEMAN'S FANCIES AND FANTASIES MET. Evidently with pull, I was to learn his activities ranged from smuggling, fixing gentleman's problems with inconvenient women, arranging covert activities as a go-between and cons. If he wasn't protected he'd have been killed ten times over. At an arranged dinner with him and his wife, we met the son of Bundt, the head of the Bundt Corporation created out of SS money in Argentina and that had pioneered RCID (radio control implant device), for creating mind controlled killers. A sane person would not have estranged the young man by trying to compel him to help frame his wife in a lewd sexual affair only to have the matter backfire. Maybe living now in a modest frame home might teach him better but I doubt it.


Ann had been this woman's paralegal in her suit for divorce against Ed. In the course of several seemingly synchronistic occurrences Ann and I were thrown together. When I wasn't searching for the truth with Ann, I was doing the same with Rhonda. Ann could place David Williams, Kenneth Copeland, Ed ........ together having meetings. Also the disappearance of an house cleaner working for Ed ......... that had been removed from the employ of Rhonda's former fiancé when their affair had been proven inconvenient. The danger to Ann became apparent when an attempt to poison her, averted by me, was made.


The one time Ed and I spoke his having been in Michigan during my time there, possibly MSU or U of M was not mentioned while he questioned where I had attended. Supposedly his antagonism with Pat Ramondo was over her “turning” his wife from his control to hers yet Ann revealed they were connected in numerous business dealings both before and after the divorce. We were indeed coming to closer connections that came from only the most insidious of tie-ins with Kenneth Copeland.



“God Spoke to Me” Kenneth Copeland


Mena, Arkansas became an inconvenient repository for all the heroin brought from the Golden Triangle to the US once the Clintons entered the White House. The new choice was even more morally repugnant than the one arranged between a governor and a former director of the CIA and even had a road blatantly named Golden Triangle pointing towards it. Of course the heroin came by Chinook helicopter flown from the woods back of Bell Helicopter three times a week out to the Copeland “estate”. An estate on a former Army Air Corps base, acquired through murder and deception. The murder of the son of Bill Johnson whose father had met with a rather bizarre accident while competing with Copeland for a lease on the place. The boy had begun to investigate how his father could have lost his memory of the incident, one that had been so vital to Copeland getting it.

OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/Images/2_1.jpg





