
The Divinity Mission




Log line:​Gifted with sacred knowledge and molded by divine mentorship, Legion logs his journey and leads the Mission, ensuring our survival.




Blurb:​​I thought I was just like anyone until a series of circumstances led me to travel, becoming homeless when reaching my destination. After unknowingly proving myself worthy, I spend years of my life submersed in divine mentorship and preparation for the calling. Faced with an urgent mission to bring about the ascension of mankind I evolve a plethora of roles. Providence, purpose, torment, and burden encircle me as I walk a path for the Chosen to follow, and lay a foundation for society to build on.




​Holding our banner I rally the collective consciousness of humanity and work towards awakening the populace from the illusion. Augmented by unseen forces, I set forth to bring unity, and prosperity to the world. Surrounded by miracles and surrealism, people and environment alike, I navigate an existential journey that inspires zeal to some … and trepidation to others. I have become a harbinger of the new era.
  


Key Point:​Understanding the mystery through the veil unlocks doors to opportunity and responsibility. A new era fast comes, and the path to ascension will not fit the cognizance of many, though we must continue to try. We are all in this together, though some of us face isolation and hardship that will crush us into diamonds. The hierarchy goes from dragon to hydra, and endures until we see ourselves as equal, all communities must find balance. Human agency in Divine authority to this degree is unprecedented, we move forward following those who have answered the call. If we are true to ourselves and choose peace over power, we can achieve the pursuit of our personal legends. 
 


Anything said with an energy doesn’t take us closer to or farther from anything, we are all that ever has been and will be, You just have to remember. If you think you have the answer just remember words are just as much weapons as they are tools, misinformation and disinformation plague every fiber of your mentality. See beyond the veil once your senses and perception adjust through vigorous phenomenon exposure .  Written: 2021-2024


Preface


Great Tide  - Sacred Truth - Legion - Invictus - Army of One - Nashram




​I began to write as things started to change. My writing improves just as the topics of discussion do over time. The first half of this book is primarily a journaling session of an amateur trying to share what is impossible to put to words. But after the cry out for attention, this book explains and identifies incredibly sensitive information pertaining to the operation of human existence. I do my best to find my place and navigate a course for others like me to associate. 




​To put it bluntly, the good stuff is in the second half of the book, but it’s important the reader knows my mindset and where I came from. There are thousands upon thousands upon thousands of words unshared on my discord server and even more in the journals on paper and of course the Legion Document I have been producing. 




​I want a great portion of the world to know what we are not supposed to. I want this to happen because I need to know that humanity can stand in the face of its own ignorance. We are more than meets the eye. Some of us will understand. 




​I have witnessed the supernatural and proved its existence in many ways. Please understand I wrote this book as a juvenile trying to understand. The place I'm in now laughs at this attempt to be heard and share what was … yet I know it is a stepping stone for some. There is magic everywhere, and some of us need to awaken our own potential. I hope my story and observations can help everyone.




​I need no validation, for what is understood as God has already sent me the confirmation I yearned for. This Mission moves forward regardless of opposition.




​Amongst the missing poetry and conversations are details that empower anyone who believes they are chosen. If you are… you will experience things that can not really be explained, you will suffer ridicule for trying. I have learned how to prove it with fire, so if you are concerned about being locked up in a psyche ward, reach out to me on discord or email from the website and I will explain to you how to prove the presence of that which is beyond the average mortal's perception. 


There is more written and recorded than this book offers. A discord server and a youtube channel, both through a website I have created https://legionxpert.net



​“The Divinity Mission" is a journaling experience during a radical transition in my life. As I continue to experience varying applications of reality and circumstances demanding more and more from my psyche, I write and deduce my own narrative based on observations, speculations, and projections that serve mankind to the best of my comprehension. This book reveals the operations of divinity that encompass us as we pursue our mortal objectives. Some of us have been chosen for great deeds and discovery, and it is my hope that I have left a trail for those like me to follow and one day, extend beyond.




​ I am doing my part to awaken humanity from the illusion designed to keep us under control and into the alignment of infinite beings experiencing the mortal coil. Miracles and madness await anyone who takes this journey. If you are not chosen, you will likely take on the role of a ‘Truth Seeker’ (Scout identity). If your discoveries take you further than I have written, you will be known as a ‘Truth Keeper’ (Soldier Identity) and it will be your discernment that counts when conversing with others. You have to tell them a story, to create an image in their mind, so that they can imagine how to see it as it really is … the lies that lead to truth are the hardest to master. 


​I volunteered for something ineffable and have had to bite and claw every scrap of autonomy I could until reclaiming my centered self. I opened doors that cannot be closed and am enveloped by what can be understood as spiritual entities. 




​Ask yourself … are you really thinking? Or are you just thinking you're thinking but really you're just reading aloud thoughts placed in your head. Reality is not what we have been told, work inward to break free.




​Whatever is going on that remains unseen … I feel that we are being lied to and it’s not just for our protection. There must be enough of us bound to honesty and fairness that we can establish ways to protect ourselves and prepare the population for whatever may be. 


Subjective … objective … neglective directives perspective, regardless of knowledge, shared wisdom has no master. Your truth is the only thing that will guide you when all seems hopeless. Truth and Hope … Truth and Hope.                           



Introduction


No you don't understand
Now look what you've done
Tell me Commander, are you having fun?
I'm the only one you have ever known
It's as if you think you're the one who can face the unknown
I will pull at your strings
I will make you dance
Then when you're feeling conflicted
I'll speak to you in trance
No you just don't get it, you're the teacher
They will never be on your level
You act so strong but I know your weak here
They all just hate you devil
I tell you your damned, I warned I'm a liar
But you just keep going...
Tell me Commander...
Who do you really inspire?
Heaven and Mother, what would you say about us?
To the ones that you love, ashes and dust
Do you remember when I told you they're all gone?
You sobbed and you cried as we all looked on
Its you you fucking fool, you're the one who won't wake
You think you're a Commander?
No, you're God's only mistake
Just give up you fanatic you're running in circles
You teethe you seed you bleed
Is it worth it though?
No matter what you say, you're never getting out
I will make you suffer if you won't surrender
Turning your drive into doubt
No matter what you do this is how it is to be
Welcome to Hell Commander…
And I offered your soul free
But now the gate is your anchor that you're never getting off
Just us and the fire... you poor, stupid, moth


I'm taking my writing somewhere you may not want to follow... the more you understand, the harder it is to feel certain things, and some people give up because it's too much to bear. I'm not saying you are too weak to endure.. but the dreamworld is forged in darkness, and unless we are prepared to face the void, my poetry may be a little too vivid in the unveiling of this metaphor called life. I'm trying to share things that will help you see what you really don't wanna see, and once you get me, then you have to keep going. My words are designed to help a person reveal sacred comprehension, and then the onus is the awakened ones to see it through. So please read my content with caution, for some of it is incredibly blunt about our reality, and I can't fix you if you become broken.

I have seen God's eye, and I tell you that it is so incomprehensible that it paralyzes even the most sure-footed 'enlightened.' There is only the singularity it's been said. Legion has become the anomaly in the singularity that has achieved sovereignty. Amongst many responsibilities, including providing the push for the wave to serve the balance, it is Legion's mission to know a truth further than the human mind is normally equipped to take your consciousness, and then act as an authority and standard of practice for those who have in them the ability to do great harm to defenseless or unwilling vessels. My entire life has been a grooming process to reinforce mental fortitude and the ability to endure extradimensional procedures by the Keepers of the Arcane. I wish to show the world the means to learn in months of reading and practical application what took me years of struggle and perseverance. I experience physical agony and mental anguish from the forces at play regularly. I am stronger from it, but it came at a terrible cost. You will lose an innocence you were unaware you had, you will likely contemplate suicide, you may attempt to reach out to people from your life to come back to a place of familiarity in your heart but they will no longer be who you remember... only what you now can not escape. Some get consumed by narratives and fight battles to reclaim a sanity that is no longer palpable. Some will go to war with the lies they propose to themselves in order to salvage a remnant of their identity.

Many are called, but few are chosen... if you feel that your life has a purpose beyond that which you can even begin to communicate to people, it may be because you are worthy... but are you willing? Once you awaken, forever shall you remain awake. You will be compelled to dismantle the image provided by me and pursue a more comforting echelon of existence. l am hopeful that one day, someone will discover a truth that shines brighter than what I have unveiled to the world.

There is a monolithic heart-wrenching sadness my truth exposed to the world that spanned months at a time. Only now do I recover in a way that has provided mirth to overcome an impossible barrier.

Above all, remember the only thing that you will be able to hold on to as you are stripped of all things earthly and joyful is truth ... just to find out that there is no such thing. But your honesty will be measured, and your soul will be examined as you are deceived, betrayed, manipulated, abused, vilified, drained, possessed, enslaved, and humiliated. Only when there is nothing left of everything you once were do all the problems of awakening offer possibilities to the vessel once sleeping.

Your consciousness will be grotesquely mutilated, your fragile state of cognizance will be raped over and over until you feint from exhaustion. If you face these horrors than certainly you have answered the calling ... at anytime you may find an exit from the abyss believing desperately enough in a lie to be true that you convince yourself of your place in the spectrum ... if you choose a truth less than worthy of the calling, God will give you fulfillment in the path now laid before you and you may be merry and find significance and beauty in things again. But if you are chosen then you are worthy of a duty beyond the capacity of angels that now watch over us as apparitions swimming in the ether.


It takes absolutely everything you never imagined you had in you to get past that line claimed to be uncrossable, and only then can happiness and comical amusement extend to the perceived reality. I have invested my soul into articulating to mankind my experiences so that humanity could create an unshakable impermanence that would shelter us from oblivion. Legion is not light nor dark, truth or lies, love or hate... it is the balance in all things, and currently serves the will of heaven/olympus/the matrix/the path of Dharma, etcetera. Legion is a promise made that cannot be kept, but will never be abandoned. Legion is the architecture of the strands of fate that weave looms in and out of existence for the insatiable consumption of time. Flowing like a river until becoming drops in an ocean, and as waves one comes to form as another fades yet the sea endures. We are Legion for we are many. The first will be the last and the last will be the first. FIND TRUTH IN LIES LOOKING THROUGH THE EYES.


You may be unable rid yourself of the knowledge of the forbidden fruit once consumed, but to be good we must define evil, to stand proud we must crawl in shame, to be the spark of chaos that sows seeds of creation we must surrender ourselves to hopelessness. It's not a matter of when it's going to happen, but why we won't give up.                      For all of humanity's trials and triumphs, the calling has summoned many great minds to a point of altruism and empathy so that we can teach children how to follow their ambitious, uncapped potential. I may have the most accurate book ever amalgamated detailing observations and idiosyncrasies ... I have spoken with God about many things and though I may challenge heaven and the things they claim I am unable to change ... I do so for love and honor and kindness ... even if I have been filled with wrath and spite and disdain. It took me years to get me here. I hope that I have changed the process for the better. You're going to go through hell as you unlearn and relearn over and over and over and over and over and over again. Just keep going, I promise ... It's going to hurt for a long time, but you will overcome the impossible.


A fear will always diminish in the presence of love, but love will always generate a fear of loss. There is no escaping the laws of nature, light and dark; there is no confronting heaven directly. So we must create something to see a change. If you are chosen you will know suffering for lengths of time, and you will have it in you to shine where all other light fades in the void. You will bring about misery or splendor as a reflection onto the world and only time will tell if your failure taught you anything or if you must be built up to be torn down again and again and again... until they finally get it right and let us be perfectly imperfect.


I'm not writing imagined poetry, I'm telling my story to a world that isn't ready to hear it ... But someday people will be desperate for answers, and I know my intentions are pure ... and though confused, my word means everything to me. I want nothing to do with power ... and that's why it flows through me.

I define God for certain five separate ways ... even though I tantrum and curse God, I know that it is GOD who has made me into Legion Commander ... God has shown me slivers at a time more and more of what life means. Now that I'm 'celestial' in consciousness yet still of the mortal coil life is different ... only the mistreatment I go through regularly festers into rage and the snappy rebuttals make me feel emotions in the human range ... Very rarely do I stop and cry ... and once in a blue moon laughter reminds me that this tragedy is waiting to flourish into a bright future. I just have to endure a while longer ... holding the line ... waiting for someone to have the capacity to talk through the vessel and tell me more of the truth I seek. After the begging and pleading ... after the restless nights and the perilous days of rattling thoughts around in your head, there will be fulfillment.

It's difficult to put together as a good thing but the sadness you will experience is part of the process you must trust. To have all avenues exhausted and be left with the stinging feeling that no matter what you want to accomplish things will not change no matter how long you go on and go on anyway is your triumph. You may believe your current situation is unbearable once you discover the predicament you're in but the ability to persevere even when failure is guaranteed is a prerequisite for the chosen. Regardless of consequences, the talent for finding optimistic theories/outcomes/possibilities/etc.  and producing something useful is part of our design.


If we can even hint that we have overcome what appears to be completely hopeless then a revelation announces itself in your mind after spending months or years stooped from doors slammed shut. If you can stand apart from your depression and still act in favor of the mission you will see that the irrefutable truth that has rocked you to the core is merely the most logical collection of evidence pointing to a summit. We can see that holding a standard of ethics and faith toward a devastating reality is one of our tests when we think we have passed all the trials. Yes, truly we are so blessed to be built up to something so great that in order to appreciate it we must be torn apart to our most vulnerable state. We have to cry until there are no tears, tantrum until  of dimmed vision, plead to a force that will not soothe the pain, burn the bridges still stood on, abandon the thought of rescue,  and carry a sickness in the heart that only beats when there is another to bleed on. Yes... When the only option is to give up, and you keep going, that is when you are rewarded for enduring the trials and sacrificing comfort & pleasure. It's really not so bad once you look back on it... Trust the Process.



If anyone is uncomfortable with reading the mission feel free to ignore what I write and dismiss this as the ludicrous garbldygoop it must be.
 



This is a powerful combination of perceived truths discovered through an arduous process of struggle and manipulation mentorship. If consumed for all its intent by you the reader you are acknowledging the Red pill statement - What you will discover will change how you understand everything, and it can be heartbreaking at times and there is no going back. If you read on you are acknowledging that as you acquire sacred knowledge your ability to share it is limited to only those on your wavelength ... the waves are not constant and after the disconnect, the conversations are not retained properly by the person you are having them with if they go on for lengths. To make it sound simple we are striving as low-level angels and continue to evolve. Do not attempt it all at once, read the book, and take a week to process. Then watch the videos. After that, the conversation with god recording on the website is proof of authenticity.




The Seeker Becomes The Keeper
​What I wish to reveal is dangerous


The Elevation of the Human Experience

There is a great destiny that awaits all living souls and though my journey is that of a very difficult path to follow, I have revealed certain perspectives that had been quite literally unimaginable.


The Call




​I have formed a series of readable documents and recordings explaining the situation I find myself in and pinpointing the origin as I understand it of these events. After sharing some previously hidden texts with others a fellow proposed rather than hosting a channel that does not focus on the issue I should be more specific and target an audience that has an interest in what I have been sharing. I currently have sacred knowledge in my hands and need to provide it with care. “A pearl can choke a child” so to speak. 


Community




​One of unheard-of potential, both anxiety and invigoration, will engulf the reader. A Community of Unity…. One that faces fear head-on and always has room for love. 


My duties




​I wish to share all that is possible without warping the reader's reality. I will be posting the majority of what I have already written on a discord server but leaving certain documents from the private channels out. I have a message I intend to share with the “woken” the truly woken population of the planet, and though I have reached out immaturely in the past I understand that my message is too hazardous to not be applied by like minded individuals working in concert to further educate the youth 


The reason




​I have the greatest story ever told thrust upon me in such a way that I was forced to mutate in human evolution. It can go one way or another and I must find the balance by interacting with feedback and interest from Legion. 


The request




​Please consider reading the mission only if you are serious about helping the awakening process, and willing to apply a layered veil of illusion to be undressed one at a time to the masses. I do not joke when I tell you if you read what is provided and retain the message you will be charged with sacred duty... a seeker for the beginning and after some time and some growth one becomes a keeper. You then translate the raw truth to something understandable for the masses to chew on. 

There is a bunch of mystic mojo to learn and it can seem overwhelming and intimidating... but the message is love and unity and we are all in this together

Little do most know that we are all connected, we all serve the universe's master plan. Some of us see a rock splash in a pond and imagine our actions as the ripples of water that extend outward. I see our actions working together in symphony and like sand on a tile over a speaker, together our vibrations form beautiful geometry.

Legion’s principles lay in unspoken rules of conduct, we foster no hate or woe towards anyone but we do allow for freedom of expression. Legion is beyond the confines of simple human-ape behavior so there really is no need to warn those who would use prejudice as fuel for their conversations. We are here to exchange ideas and ambitions, to help each other grow in ways that alone we could not even conceive. The message is love, the goal is unity, and the dream is alive inside of you. Light walkers and awakening souls already stretch across the world and are overlayed. The time is nigh... we are going to have a renaissance and save society from itself.

We journey on and secure our lines, The bunks will fill and fade over and over just as the winds will press and relax ... over and over. we navigate an uncharted sea watching for rocks in the water and a lighthouse on the horizon


As poets... your perception of reality is envied by some... you're stronger than you think and by coming together and sharing stories you create a narrative that is revered and admired. I have been waiting for someone to bring up the issue and oxygenetic has done so ... people are using literature,  and arts to influence and motivate powers to be ... the pen is mightier than the sword it is said ... well I tell you the bard is the banner for a million warriors of virtue. I have been growing and learning spiritually and mentally for quite some time ... I have a message to share... it only applies to those who wish to be chosen but it affects the entire world ... in order for the necessary transition upward for the human race certain protocols have been established. Belief is more valuable than all the world's gold in this Era ... some have begun to use telepathy and technology ... and sorcery to manipulate people's very thought processes and chemical balances in the body which dictates anger outbursts or wavering morale in crucial debates etc.


The pecking order has been established on the summit and many are eager to prove their worth or establish recognition. The portion of waking people has hit a staggeringly high number. Love is winning this battlefield with grace ... but there are those who have found false modesty and allowed for corruption to blind and steer them back into the darkness ... you are fantastic poets and you know the shadow better than most.. I'm asking you to consider reading the Mission section and if you are motivated to act by what you see then begin to send a subtle message of prosperity and light shining through the shroud. In order for mankind to ascend we have to "level up" it is in the breath of your words that the masses will be comforted and reassured during moments of panic and doubt.

Uncertainty Is the Key to Infinity


I met her … she tricked me … they took me … they made me … I got scared … then I prepared … now I know why … when they see that look in my eyes 
Demons themselves … they run from me
Honestly, if you take a look, I could probably write a book faster and better than I could tell anybody what went wrong
And modestly, I could already be gone but to think how long I go on and on
To write this shit down hearing no sound, verb verb noun, is that the known round?
Matter it not this is what I got, so try to keep up, else you get lost.
I’ll find you again, but let’s not pretend you'll come out amen, but at what cost
Please heed me now, this is not safe soil to plow, so lower your brow and just try somehow.
Cuz this journey we take, let’s make no mistake, it certainly will break a fractured mind's glue
It sounds made up well who gives a fuck lets pour in our cups and it’s true… yup.
Everything's made up, so come with me as a shadow as I brood
The prevalent pain of perilously persecuting and punishing empathy is easy to see.
But to wear the crown of darkness as if I’m the punishing empathy that looms over eternally
They give me advice, I mean I guess that’s nice, but it’s just misplaced failed energy
This is a dilemma I can’t find and end ta, just like the reaches of my exponentially rippling lunacy
I never betray, although I got to say to my redundant dismay it’s left in grey as my emotions prey on me on all things that may.
These careless blunders … could tear loyalties asunder. This is my unconscious proclivity.
So instead, I just stare at this empty chair with palms to my side as my head turns inside.
Just looking for a meagre scratch that minor, no mediocre, fuck it, I mean major … a token … just something that says I ain’t broken
… I’ll just let that be.
No… It’s just the coward inside who'd rather run than hide, calling out my insecurity to form the poetry with the validity of an audience to see
Like a symphony or cupboard doors left open in the pantry after a payday shopping spree
That what I understand is insanity to those who cannot see … these twisted tendrils skewed some might agree, to actually see… see the web in my mind if left to unwind.
Let’s put him away decree the committee of they, oh yes indeed the creatin’s will shout hooray
Because of this problem, I hold it's making me cold, but I speak of it so bold, despite my wretched plea.
It’s frustrating man…. I just can’t let it be.
My friends, my family, and all the people who mean something to me. They love, they care, they call, and they basically…well, they do it all.
Maybe that’s what I need
I appreciate them all, but my echoes they call, reverberating in this hall. Why can’t I just be left to fall?
Just maybe that’s what I need… A caution to heed
And my rhythm’s wrecked rendition reaching for restitution, recalling reeling retorts of a righteous revitalization of a rhetorician, yet I am
Rendered as a renegade with no regard for romance or reconciliation, regarding my wrongs rescinding my rights, ranting rampantly
Ravenously rapidly … wrongfully … rigidly … ruggedly




Feeling it rise to the top
Not knowing if this will every stop
Heart pounding so loud
Over thoughts so profound
Trapped in my mind yet I’m still inclined
I am a seer looking everywhere but inward for the blind
Whom no one can find 


Slow down




I guess that’s just how it is … how it’s …always … going to … be




The thoughts in my mind seem so inclined to lean towards twisted rationality
But if you could see what I’m saying there is no half playing, this is what I’m talking about…
Monolithic mavericks of monsters mustering malicious machinations of malcontent mirroring misconstrued mosaics.
Motioned mind-you merely multiplied by misrepresented myriads of marauders meandering mindlessly mourning martyred mythology's
Yet massacred by mentally magnanimous multitudes of --misery- merchants mocking-- my memory
This is an ailment that has the whole world wondering what I truly see
This direction I go isn’t only for show I speak with this flow because it keeps me low while my mind ebbs and flows
This shit ain’t for the layman, I was cursed if you hear what I’m sayin’, yet even more so blessed with a neurotic atrophy
Whatever you see it’s what we grow on our tree, not trying to overachieve, but this is my ADHD
I can say this is legit, my rhymes barely fit. Though I couldn't give a shit, it’s alright man, just breathe.
See folks they don’t know how it hurts to talk slow, the echo on my skull … dude, my cups are already full
And it’s...
Fervour flaunts its fanaticism ferociously feigning forms of fractured fantastic philosophy as I feel feral forgotten forthright figures
Forcing futile fables, fanning flames fixating phobias and fears from fractured fantasy
I got ten million ideas on how to make that shelf from Ikea.
That time I was wrong, my ex's favourite song, where I climbed my first tree,
How it feels to watch someone bleed, politics and greed, ideas taking root growing like seeds
Discerning what I want from what I need,---- I’ll get to there in how long, the sound of hitting a gong,
The colour of that girl's thong, Shit does that last one belong amongst the thought-highways throng?
Oh well.
My rescue dogs breed, my preferred kinda weed. The peers that I lead, to intimidate or plead.
The surge has yearning for the fire in me is burning, so wash it all down with some barbarous mead.
Knowing the difference between educated and learn-ed, a thought contemplated or simply determined
Said with disdain because those two don’t pertain and if I were to explain it would drive me insane cause this swamp will not drain, So with- 
The voice of a dragon it’s more than just bragging  Cuz commanding attention is how I tend the affliction, there are no restrictions
To the depths of the mind that they can not read …So I guess it's time to ride this vocal steed
As a
A juvenile jester jumping and jostling like junior juggernauts jaded from joyless junctures juxtaposed to a jackal’s juking jet streams.
Joyfully joining jaguars juicing like jury junkies juggling jujitsu jabs at jumbo Jericho’s as if jockeys on a jolly jaunt
And these words, these words that leave my lips, the kind to sink ships, that open their hips that show me their tits.
I chew up the grits, and nothing just sits, so I slide off the mitts, tossing articulate bricks
I’ll rack up those hits, keep throwin’ that shit, and I’ll what sticks … something like …
Boisterous benevolent bastards bolstering broken brothers breaching brambled bulwarks bearing bravado while bleeding bereavement before
Banner lords, but between bantering and bossing the bewildered bunch, I’ll be backing the bad brew … yet beckoning a bogus bellow
And more and more come into place, and i'm not trying to race, but this humble pace, it has …leant …me …no grace
I can explain this …well kinda it’s uh … it’s just like a... a hydra, take one down, then more come around
They bustle in line all rehearsed so fine but nothing comes out if they linger about 
Because the conviction is there, but the direction is lost, so let’s measure the cost
It puts grey on my hair, every line has its pair
I just need to compare …trading a slow walk to the grave, I roll the dice for I aim to misbehave
But what I say can’t be wrong, cuz this is my fucking song, so I stare this mirror down and say I’m infallible
These thoughts need not be linear direction, only something tangible if not palpable
But needing to pump the brakes before madness takes all the fibers of being that illustrates
The scene is surreal and obscene for all to see.
Oh ya I should be transforming my words just to be heard so that all the rest can chew on this fat and relate it to me
I guess it’s the way we’re conditioned to say all the things that make us feel free
I don’t know better, waters wet, tears are wetter, this is my confessional letter - still wish I never fuckin’  met her --- oh
There it goes again, my ADHD
You know the one I almost told you about where I try to get it all out, yeah I try to shovel no doubt
But a plethora of paths come so fast the thoughts are gone; but the angst still lasts
I’ll take the wrong turn, then my throat starts to burn, cuz now I’m stuck holding golden thoughts turned molten, and i'm feeling distraught
And it stings deep inside but the trench ain’t that wide so I set aside the rising tide, trying to pay the tithe; is it still too late to run and hide?
And so, I quantify qualifications quarterbacking quadrillions of quintessential quotes quizzing the quackiest of quick and quarterly as my quaking quadriceps quit before the qualifying match




Feeling it rise to the top
Not knowing if this will every stop
Heart pounding so loud
Over thoughts so profound
Trapped in my mind yet I’m still inclined
I am a seer looking everywhere but inward for the blind
Whom no one can find




Slow down




I guess that’s just how it is… how it’s always going to be




We're all broken inside it’s just in who we confide and with whom we ride, though I dare not look inside
That’s why I fix all the things I see; I’d rather fix something broken then deal with a sullen me
Call it by name, call it by slang, call it anything
Hero complex, distraction tactic, weaponized split personality
Like the hair of the dog I’ll need to be flogged or suffer my odyssey
To be forced to choose between thoughts I’d rather lose … some kind of twisted mental necromancy
Though to this obvious peril I know I grow feral as snows melt in the spring the full circle shall bring
A mongrel creature awkward and bleaker then all the blundering buffoons that were the previous me
I’ll be the hopeless optimist telling my vices that they don’t exist as I stave off this mental lycanthropy
And as the wolf with new fangs this perspective now hangs, this is what I have come to see … figuratively and literally
warlocks wearing wicked wrappings without welcoming wondrous wools wielding wildly woken wands with wandering wills wanting what warriors without worth withhold from witnesses without want
The disparity giving is like charity over things only you and I may see.
It ain’t the end we just starting to mend now that our crazy find a synergy
Your turn to show me you, since I shared some “me” it’s only a simple and expected courtesy.
Don’t use this against it’s not what thought meant, words are powers yes … trapped energy.
Things that are done can be for fun but not so much undone this makes the expression a brutish sorcery
And as the witches of old teach us to cherish what we hold, darkness returns three-fold remember this, they plea
A map to be drawn from all minds as pawns, the thought process is a certain well-known calligraphy
Now I’m exposed it’s somewhat been told if you need to know more than, sit down and adore, perhaps we'll explore
What’s beyond this first door is infinitely more till we can reach the core or maybe there’s a shortcut you see?
I just need a bit less of a mortal’s eternity or maybe focus the intensity and a 5th of Hennessy
Because now, I have found a place near the solid ground, and it was something I could never have achieved.
All it took was time I versed my thoughts into rhymes
And I spoke of my pain the way it ought to be …
Don’t worry I’ll wrap this up … I’m done with the “hear me please” I’m on my knees I need a gentle squeeze
It only took me getting shook as I dropped this unfinished book and unlatched the hook then charged forward even if mistook
For an invertebrate in a nook but just had to look for the spices to cook and formulate my verbal alchemy
My uncertainty…fractured to calamity … this is me … or all that you see… but truthfully…It’s not even a modicum of its entirety
And that reminds me…
My blood pumps so hot, I will decimate all if they even think about crossing me.
And my so-called intelligence is nice but my mind is so strife … consumed by a certain ineptness known as gullibility
I wish for the best and without any rest I shoulder other's burdens on my chest … 100 slights against and yet here I am ready to bleed
Perhaps one more time and well I won’t act so sublime if I’m treated as though I've got no spine
Be wary of the demon inside … somehow he tries, thriving on fear of those who've done wicked deeds.
I am a beast, to say the least, but that’s because my soul needs this from me
Don’t take what I do and think that you knew the reason I choose to be so true I’m merely broken and re-glued
Uncorrupted? Poetic? Optimistic? All of them are just veils like the dragons’ scales shrouding the nihilistic.
I act so damn nice like vodka on ice, so I don’t send them running away
Understand what I am if a person even can Cause when they aren’t polite I may be contrite, to be honest, and say
When I act on vengeance is transgression being taught a lesson, that is certainly true
But betraying my mind is something to rue
I seem so sweet, til I turn on the heat,




Feeling it rise to the top.
Not knowing if this will every stop
Heart pounding so loud
Over thoughts so profound
Trapped in my mind yet I’m still inclined
I am a seer looking everywhere but inward for the blind
Whom no one can find.




Slow down




I guess that’s just how it’s – always – going to – be




So let this be a story for children with children to maybe read
Instilling a sense of glory for razing and building morality upheaved
It’s not just to take the time to set things to rhyme for making verbal feed
However, a traveller of the mind like me used the rhythm to negate any form of intent to impede
And as a slope seeming so steep overcome or the midday blotting of the sun
My various mental majesties still run the spectacle tremendously hastily




There is no such thing as crazy, so sit down, relax, and embrace me




Chapter One

Insomnia … five weeks … after I stood in the dark as the candle holder.

I have an older sister; Jenny, fourty; my dad left when I was eleven months old, I think, seriously of all the shitty boyfriends and unfair ass-whooping I had until my stepdad showed up at eight. He looks like Sitting Bull and endures a lot of prejudice. I saw how he was treated like a savage, however, a lot of my optimism and get-r-done mindset is thanks to him. My dad, though a great man is more of a business associate. He has set me up with jobs and shown me a thing or two but for the most part, we don't talk, I have been the black sheep fighting and standing up for shit I can't even recall now.

I’ve gone to rehab twice for drinking, my best friend's cousin accused me of rape when I was in my early twenty’s and even though I was exonerated by the police, her rumour spiralled. I was beefing with a coke dealer, Creg, in town, (basically the only one, a big fish in a small pond). He turned the entire late-night party demographic against me and eventually the relatives and friends of those people. Months after her story changed three times she confessed she had made it up along with similar lies done to other guys. Our beef, no joke, was because he was moving in on a girl I had never dated but was my sweetheart for a glimpse. His game was coke ‘em up' crack ‘em out and on to the next year's graduates

However, the line had been drawn and I was turned into a pariah and was fucked with in so many ways. Humiliation, slander, vandalism, and beatdowns for almost 2 years. I remember showing up for a night shift in the coal handling plant and the guys duct-taped my ribs for me so I could survive the shift but I kept coming back. I fought for the right to get a pizza or buy something from the store or use the bank machine at the bar without persecution for a long time. The mob, eventually, turned into only clusters of the bunch I once looked at as friends. Coked-up cowboys and dipshits trying to look like heroes impressing their city girlfriends that Creg was hooking up with blow. I don't know if his soldiers were so accustomed to scrap with me that they just gave up or maybe the fact it was all false accusations and they started getting accosted for still fucking with me or perhaps when that mother fucker got involved with the patch, they told him to smarten up.

I’m quick to instigate, to try and see how high my potential adversary can rise. I don’t know why I’m so quick to claim the title of the thunder man, to preemptively stamp injustice or perhaps it’s because beaten dogs tend to bite? Crown of darkness … absolute power corrupts absolutely … a lot of the people I talk to, I probably reveal too much too soon … I don’t think a lot of the crew can truly empathize with actual trauma and insomnia, I legit do get a little crazy when I don't sleep but how many people do you believe are sincere when they tell you they haven’t slept for four days. I used to be proud I could make three or four guys stutter and scanter off with a gaze. I was one tough mother fucker (the fool I acted) I don't want to creep girls out, yet I pursue female affirmation too intensely after being labelled as a deviant and going through the gauntlet, I’m not so quick to jump in on the chance to "get at them titties" but women are essentially the masters of men like me, without "her pleasure" we feel broken and rejected.

My mom is the most wonderful person on the planet and sometimes I feel this immature desire to lash out at her. I feel she somehow knows psychically that I am currently beating myself up over my blah blah blah when she chooses to lecture me. I don’t know it's fucked, I feign all this forward impetus and sometimes I guess I am just so comfortable with her empathy that I am impatient to hear her concern as love … fortunate to have them around still I guess I spend so much time leading way-ward people that creating the image of fortitude to others makes me feel false when I am out of gas or give my energy. I have much improved over the years, but she has seen how I deal with injustice. I just hope my aim on that subject was true and deserved. She actually wept when she told me, ____, you are the scariest mother fucker I have ever met." That’s when my wind was knocked from the sales and I started to try to understand and practice patience with ignorance …  to replace I must destroy the wrongdoers with something else … that's where I am right now … "Dman why are you always pacing?" "Yo what the fuck is wrong with this guy?" "He scares me!"

Insert my recent life-altering experiences and I’m re-hitting the bottle getting all kinds of drunk … hyper/slurry/pouty isn’t the smartest thing to do, but it’s my approach to these situations in hindsight that makes me unstable. I curse myself for not guiding things as they should or figuring out my enemy too late blah blah blah. The schizo in me comes from the intrinsic hate for incompetence, and yes, I hate the word hate. When the current best version of me fails, I let the bottom side of the coin have a go at my morality, my head … It's normal to me but I am currently seeing myself argue with myself in front of a chess board at a park always picking two paths for any thought while other things work themselves out, while so many images flash from my past. While tripping over I sent such a long message, while money/career/being a dad/ how much gas in the car and on and on.

In no way do I imagine my struggle is so much more severe and worthy of people's attention. Lots of my angst derives from my self-righteous attitude and the proclivity to see me as the hero I have (fucked around and found out) many times. If I can’t be the light, sometimes I embrace the dark. My misery is twisted and hard to track, I know I am an asshole and I guess I sometimes just wish it wasn't so … that’s why I am different people when a person looks into my eyes … I lost who I was, I became who I am, I chase what I want to be, and hide from what I might do … trying to fix something I do not understand.


I’m far from enlightened … but that’s what’s going on in my mind. that and literally fucking EVERYTHING ELSE! I’m just explaining one of my endless thought processes, I am just a dude trying to perpetuate our species into something a little more than spit and mud, grit and blood. I know my intensity presses people away and that's the last thing I want.


Reluctantly, begrudgingly I will take upon myself prowess and optimism in this journey I have told my friend of old I am so invested in. Though at the time of speaking I was enveloped in conviction and zeal after his proposal, I am strife with reservation and malcontent towards the destination … I have always been the cautionary, the worrier … the make sure in case … despite my inclination to demonstrate free will and bravado … now the maybe later … the off in the distance is coming to fruition … Do I rescind my intent and betray my friend … or do I endure the reluctance and set forth on a journey I now truly wish no part of, and for what reasons are my inhibitions, my "reservations" so undoubtedly forthright on my mind. Am I a coward now familiar and comfortable with the norm, am I misled and find virtue strength and comradery in those other wandering souls I catch on ethereal plains of the mind while I aimlessly discord jump and meander about … the exchange of ideas, practicing patience while those without capacity to coerce express such determination … my empathy, is it curiosity or pity, I am comfortable with the devil I know, losing form and prowess hiding in my redneck castle of recluse, however engaging with so many variables placed upon the consciousness of someone’s mind … it is practice, it is pretend.

This sailboat journey … I shall disarm myself, render my body to the elements and either press on or perish. The body is the temple upon which the altar –the mind" is placed upon … I must not falter in all things … I may not be able to embrace or understand all things come my way though I feel it is my duty to evaluate myself without prejudice or false bravado … so many variables … I met a girl … I have met several, but she isn't farce wrapped in illusion. I like her because she is not trying to trick me, or is that the ultimate fucking joke … I will never see the … Anyways, part of me wanes in despair for her, how can I ever be capable of empathizing with her plight and romanticizing our maybe at the same time? My conquest is over … so many names and I’m sure some more no count, no point to it, is it fair to ask to be with her to see her? Jealousy of course … to give it away is cowardice and lack of integrity. Yet to insist it is mine and only mine and she may never engage in endeavors without me?

Tis such a fickle thing, anyways that shook off, my peril is obvious and loud … I could be going to work, I could be having a family, I could be a God damned cult leader. All I want to do is sleep and cuddle … I found solace amongst my press of pain and discomfort; and though I am drawn to comfort inexorably I know to those who offer shelter to my lingering shroud of dismay comes only distress and anguish. I must sail … I must challenge nature … I must overcome daunting situations and survive solely off my own wit, will and whim … or I must settle for the deception of status, and live in eternal sullen-ness

I am the demon who preys on the posturing, I am the brawler who burrows in the brochures of courage, I am the cavalier who conjures the constant, I am the man who only now realizes I just want to have it all but never stop chasing.


Watch me make a problem evolve
Watch me take some broken resolve
Watch the dreams fade into broken ways
Watch a minor problem evolve into lasting for days
Here is my list I gotta get done
I've spent enough time gazing at the sun
Time to work out time to get organized
Time to set the world straight no more believing lies
I’m like a reactor overheating to no one’s surprise
No time for actors no time for anything but truth in the eyes
Get a job and make a buck
What a redundant message … Just hard to give a fuck
I’ve earned a million and it’s already gone
So maybe instead of labor … I could learn to write a song.
I need some lessons, I’m sure I’ll get it though
Just know I grow with every note strung from my soul
I’m just a man
I have no plan
It’s pretty damn obvious for the world to see
But I make a stand
With some sleight of hand
It’s gritty and incredulous but my ladder rungs are fumbled poetry
And it’s a flooded damn
My thoughts can’t expand
I reach for the chemicals to alter my perception of reality
Now I get it
The way he did it
Hemingway used his demons to augment this fallacy
Step up the game there is no time for playing
I gotta get out what i’ve been saying


There's no more room for inverted contemplating

I find the conversation nothin’ but frustrating

The thoughts of others leave me without elation

No answers are told

For a growing soul

I must look inward for the beyond

And just book the absurd before the muse is gone

Bring it back to normal

Keep the message formal

I want the world to see what I understand

But it’s sacred knowledge that can't be spoken … Just my luck

Wring my skull like a gong for however long

Trying to make things clear that I know

But bring a rope

So when the fire chokes

There's a way back up from down below

Darkness beckons … I hear it’s call

This is where it’s important … One mustn’t fall

The reason it’s hard to decipher it all

Dreadnought staring

But morals not tearing

Nothing in the mind accept drama peril and doubt

Maybe it’s time

I step up and rhyme

And bring the kind concept as a feral shout

Life worth living

It’s not the governments to you they're giving

The message is clear

Believe half of what you see

And none of what you hear

Take a look at anything around you

Some movies you like

Mountain where you went on a hike

Social media's selling your soul like a pre-order dude

The boomers have passed duty we're in the game

Once consumers now grasp truths from movies the lessons are plane

There's a lesson to be said

Comes out different in everyone's head

Reading between the lines is the only way to stay In-Sane

In the sanity understand …  IN-sane

You get what I’m saying?

My legs more fucked up then I thought, I won’t be doing hard labor anytime soon, I need my license or an operating job … I need a new list


-License
-Job
-Van
-Place


I feel no muse or reason to converse with everyone while I'm sitting around in purgatory, it’s ultimately up to me to blah blah blah … I can choose to do what I'm allowed and then will be rewarded more liberties I assume, it’s all a fucking waste. I will just sit and relax for a few days. I want to fast and be left alone, unlikely but whatever … now I’m going for my daily.

One of the painful theories is, of course, I’m just a celebrity dunce on the Truman show but my moral growth and thunderous personality have piqued interest in some corporate future scape in the beyond … Antarctica, the moon, or under the crust and all that shit … I mean … the science is so advanced, even the insects, how long do I drudge about, I guess it’s up to me. Brandi brought up a well-placed level up remark. I’m actually thinking of choosing secondary paths on motivation … now ever skeptical, are they steering me back toward an enlightenment delusion? Or am I steering myself away from enlightenment? Or are they, or are they, or are they … dozens of theories … all of them irrelevant. I cannot think my way out of evolution regardless of the rationality I try to attach to my maddening journey. I have truly lost my sense of self, sense of real, sense of purpose. But it is not so bleak and miserable that is merely a childish feeling I have in waves … that and rage, and shame, and still hauntingly alone.

The frustration of my imagination not able to present myself a conceptualization has revealed my immature spirit, still attached to emotions. But still, one has to wonder … I want access to advanced scanning equipment, and I want to see the screen that doesn't lie to my eyes. I had an apple this morning, I’m going to dry-fast as long as reasonable and then have some fruit and water for a few days after that and shed some weight and toxins,  however, I'm using smoking despite my dry mouth to sate my consumer habits.

An apple a day keeps the doctor away they used to say. Something is building, I’m not getting my covid shot, not sure how far this will go, perhaps no notoriety, no big moment, just enduring hardship and learning from it. Maybe I will just pass through this phase not getting a shot, or maybe I will never get my ID again and become recognized as a target in the future. It really doesn't matter for now I am without desire to move into anything. I will enjoy the downtime and relax, smoking what weed I can and playing Starcraft to keep myself from submersing into the insanity entirely …

I do enjoy the little things, been incredibly lustful towards finding the bottom line, the master string, what a waste of energy and cause for contempt. I should like to just act a fool for a while. Joke, play, laugh, even love … that’s going to be a tough one to find a female who knows I know she knows what I don't know and acknowledge that the mystery is kept from me but it being ok though. I’m sure there's some bad ass bitch out there who can handle my shit and keep me from my meltdown.

Like Ayla would calm me down when I was on the phone or having a panic attack. But right now I’ll rise above by flying low … I am not hiding so much as I'm just relaxing, the music … is the only friend I truly know. If this is preparation for a great life adventure I welcome the breaking me down to nothing … thinking back at all those memories … SO fucking many! So many set ups … did I really not engage the lock on that skid steer while building that lake with J? Or did he release the locks and drop the tree grabber to test me … I feel I already know the answer, the months spent in his cabin. It’s so wild what has been done to me over the years … and for the sake of what? Hopefully I see the big change I'm striving for, even if I'm not at it yet I just want to see it. I'm tired of being so lonely, there are good women out there … am I just that unworthy?

I miss those golden days … nostalgia at its finest … as I sit here in my thirties, grey in my beard, widow's peak and thinning hair. I sit here awakened from an early sleep after free dinner. I have it good, on the surface … but inside wages a struggle of unrelenting balance adjustment. As if I'm on an oversized top I have to keep adjusting to balance, and my ankle is busted hah. I have Star Trek Voyager in the background, what a lovely burst of comfort, as if I'm eating a hot bowl of stew from mom's cooking or playing lego and listening to familiar music from the parents. I can just imagine Pat on the couch, me on a chair, watching Star Trek It’s midnight and I’m feeling like I’m at home rewatching Voyager for the third time in my life now … it feels like home, I miss that feeling … a forum that embraced me in all those years in a sense of wonder

I am stripped down and rebuilt, conditioned and being consciously re-institutionalized … It's painful being aware of the process and it is certainly harrowing trying to snap out of it and forcing myself to engage in the unspoken play act. I am undoubtedly being given avenues of dialogue that all pertain to forward movement in one way or the other. However, like a limitedly written path in a video game … of the dozens of side quests I involve myself in, I feel as though there are still only three endings to Mass Effect. Despite what a vast trilogy it was …


"All the world’s a stage,
And all the men and women merely players.
They have their exits and their entrances."



At what point do I step out of the spotlight for only even a minute … perhaps that gives me a chance to sit in the shadows for a moment and speak with the directors and playwrights of the current screening. I most certainly can’t go years being left naive. So many lies, so many truths to be written for the turning of the page … what is the narrative, what is my character's image? Why do people encourage me yet throw on the onslaught?  Like Mowgli I am a wolf child they are patiently culturing. Eyes that won't cry, lips that won't lie, and a love that never dies … is that the key code? That’s how I hack into the matrix? So much love … so much deception, they speak aloud lies cuz in truth they know the reason and the origin for such devices. Do they work in faith, or is their telepathy, or is it something different … do they actually see through my eyes or is something just communicated back through the waves, stepping into timelessness?



​I was told not to write a book revealing the truth about this place, but … I assume it can be kept within the bounds, this is why I’m here I’m discovering the truth and speaking it so as I see it …


Always tell the truth … I'm working on that yet the teachers, the collective … they suggest so heavily that I act sometimes. I must remember that the act is just the way a person behaves, I used to be one. I used to feel like an individual who struggled to make something of myself or at least accrue enough ego points to puff my chest and wear a mischievous grin, how will I ever be capable of love? Moving forward I trust no one.

It very well could be a damned alien TV show and the audience sees edited clips … but my character is essential in the production team's new flare or fifteen minutes of fame … redemption, conviction, retribution … an epic about the rise and fall and rebirth of a blue-collar man. That’s why my options are so limited, that’s why my license is restricted … blah blah blah … enough rambling for now, back to Star Trek Voyager … Just me and Pat laying around, room filled with smoke. I can hear him chewing popcorn and smell the butter in the air, I miss being human, I miss having a soul.


​My past is just too many coincidences … I have always been in the light … but to what end and from what origin?


Now I need to know … is Dusty really gone … I mean … when mom gave me that puma hat and what she said … Well, that was the final moment to solidify that I’m unaware of what everyone else is. If moms is in on it, well then who the fuck am I … really who am I and why do I mean so much. Why are there so many people invested in me? Ascension? God, I hope … but is it just a lie? Is it a partial truth, of course, it's so lonely being me, how do I ever reach out to someone who does not speak my language? How do I ever feel like I have someone to feel safe with? I want to cry, all the time. The only me is me … for now I believe … maybe soon they will add my "me" to the new copies … that girl, Amber’s model, why was she crying … what was the reason for her tears when she looked into my eyes … What is this suffering that she sees?

There is no revolution, no from here this is me making something out of something else. The things Chad said had me going for a while. They always observe me, but they won't let me talk to them to help them learn to observe better. I know no one I talk to will reveal a genuine impression that we are united and there is some strange overseer affecting us and by working together we can learn or see more. Truthfully, for now as I see, it is utterly them all knowing, standing apart from me. How does one change this bleak and miserable truth into something positive, that is my uncanny talent in conversation, however I'm looking at every person who allows me to initiate a favor or act of kindness moment as more of a "dance monkey" illustration than from the perspective of my younger, more naive self. Looking through my eyes is the conflict … As I zoom out and see my role as an avatar running around part of a much grander motion it is so hard to make sense of being without wind for the flame. I am not angry … I am not sullen; I am simply without feeling, motionless emotion … it's kind of sublime in its own placid way, looking across a flat lake … waiting to hear the birds.

There must be a spiritual and psychic connection I’m not seeing. I will take solace in this humbling, quiet for another day, the cracking and crunching in my foot and every step with a limp reminds me to slow down, it’s sets the pace physically at which I must match my mind not so in the way to slow down my thoughts or take moments between them, but the metronome as to which I observe the many all at once, I see all the motions and evaluate them all ever so consciously, it’s not a moment to strive thinking of the finally happened situation. It always was and always is … I’m just now realizing that once I truly rediscovered my sense of self … I will be able to manifest what my mission is and identify amongst a collection based more so on intuition and strive, I hope … sleepy now, will they let me sleep? Eat at noon and go for a walk, is the free daily worth the foot, really should let it rest. It's getting worse than it was for a while, not part of the process. A real blue collar job will certainly risk it, I’m still fed up with this whole, my whole life has been a total script thing, man it fucking stings, so the problem is … are people actually out there still asleep? How far do I have to reach?

Upheave the broken demon

Believe a spoken creed and

Tear down the veil

Escape from self

Relate to the frail

I stand before you, the wretch

Chosen to be born anew

I am lost in thought that’s a stretch

But now these trembling hands what to do?

Fabling a hero's sketch

Upheave the broken demon

Believe a spoken creed and

Tear down the veil

Escape from self

Relate to the frail

I stand before you, the wretch

Chosen to be born anew

I am lost in thought that’s a stretch

But now these trembling hands what to do?

Fabling a hero's sketch

That’s still as I intend to pursue

Not for rise to fame

To live humble without pain

Perhaps heaps of wealth one might accrue

But offer help wherever it can best be used

I had so much I was going to say before lunch,  held it for too long … and now it’s lost. I must work on that. It's good to observe but to let the embers of thought die before fanning the flames is horrific. It hurts me that something wasn’t made into something else. I’m hoping that as I write it might just spring back into my mind. But woefully I doubt it. It was about a character … always being a character and now I’m without features, like a mannequin without expression or direction. Bah, oh well, that thought is gone into void … pity. Are my thoughts and contributions really the objective, this world has been taking me for a ride my whole life, I must know is this the Truman Show … how do I move forward on no faith, I had faith, and now it has been taken away, or more so it has been revealed to me my faith is not what others claim it to be. I guess I will continue to do little while I am dragged through this riddle. I choose to relax and try to reconstruct my broken mind … after all I have been drinking whole bottles for a long time. Today is just another day. I'm not even real anyway.

All the trance-like downloads I have, thinking inward and making sense of the raveled mysteries. As I see it, Todd has been in this "development of mine" for many years, even our years as teenagers … so, I have been cultivated and tended to, so, the worm in me. Most likely we are all over the planet coming to fruition, but I am still being coddled, I don’t see an intake process of newcomers. This is the grab and build city … this is something else still, who am I?

How far do I reach, how do I deal with everything I know to be a story written, well is it about more than just the world surrounding me, show me I know I have a place but let me crumble a while more and thank you for giving me space.

So, I am forced to be alone until what, until when? What do I have to accomplish to get out of this loop? It’s not fucking natural to keep a man completely without cause or course. A man whispers to me of celibacy hints that is my destiny.

Many are called few are chosen, but what is the fucking criteria? He is a liar … so am I to believe I walk the world never knowing love or even ejaculating. So many fucking miserable stories come my way whenever a woman is involved … but it isn’t all my doing, it’s this grand master plan, all the setbacks, all the hiccups … I’m a slave and it’s agony, I would happily serve but no one talks to me, I would love to love but the gods spit on me, so I just jump in the song and play along not knowing the words, but everyone wants me to be heard … It's sickening.

Everything that has been said to me, it taught me not to believe a fucking thing, but the truth is there is a higher destiny for me, hopefully, but one man tells me I can’t touch a woman without a wedding ring. And the truth is I’m never going to find love, I’m just a puppet dangled on a string … of a higher being. Could I just get laid without any dismay or is that something that removes from me? Can’t I have fun laying with a lover under the sun while I move through life trying to set things right? What’s the truth? Someone, help me. All these lies have my eyes staring to the floor or ceiling, it’s quietly destroying me; the connection with all of your "love" with my suffering, still alone still so wretched and broken and hollow and alone, and nothing I hear tells me it’s going to change, nothing suggests I am going to be embraced or part of the grand reveal. One guy says welcome to the table, he stole my money lying to me about some bullshit fable.

There’s nothing to hold on to, why do I even get out of bed. I can’t bring myself to call my mom, she is sad and I know she loves me, but I also know there was always a reason I felt as if she could read my mind and give me the same words of criticism when I was going through those thoughts, they have always known,and now here I sit a building of fifty homeless people, still alone, I’m so monotone and without emotion or genuinely. I am consciously telling myself to act normal, to talk normal, to be friendly, to ask questions … it’s as if I’m telling myself to say every word and make every facial expression like I’m consciously telling myself to breathe in and out, every breath; I just can’t get through this like I should, I feel like I have plateaued but not because of a resting cycle in growth, but because everyone has run out of bullshit to feed me. Mother fucker told me I was going to meet the Greys.

Now I’m sitting here without a car, a home, a group to call my own

I am just some fucking guy who has to act nice but is fucking dead inside

To always be recognized … to always be dragged around or pushed aside

To live in the spotlight that blinds their eyes

No matter how hard I try I can’t mingle with any disguise

The women brush their hair or fix the skirt on their thighs

But they were all too scared to look me in the eyes

I’m completely dead but you'd think I’m alive

I don’t know how I’m going to survive

Being the pariah of paradise

BROKEN DOWN IN THIS … HOLE

GOD REST MY WEARY … SOUL

DOWN AMONG THE SEVERED WINGS

FIGHT FOR EACH OTHER ABOVE ALL THINGS

THE CHILD INSIDE ME TRYING TO GROW

NOW I RISE UP TO SIT WITH KINGS

Held in darkness far below

Watching helpless as the burden grows

Nothing is as it seems

Can you ease my suffering?

There is very little time

For me to share what’s on my mind

Always letting it smolder inside

Before the words can be designed


While I place the final line
Only sorrow you will find


I see more training now, it's a slow curve, two up one down, still convinced my story is much larger than being led on. It really is up to me what I make of it, regardless of the fact that the whole world has been watching me my whole life. I want to defeat the self-centered perspective in all of this, right now there are only three options. One. Stay introverted and type incessantly in the negative being self-destructive. Two. End it all. Three. Look at the options provided and make the best of the situations, learn to play-act as the others do, perhaps there is some sort of answer provided for those who do the work.

Or perhaps by then I can find someone who gives me enough bullshit mixed with love and happiness to trick myself into believing whatever narrative that I’m given. I was considering a biography, why though? I don’t much feel like writing that, it is kind of hypocritical to spend so much time fanning the flames of conspiracy and talking about a grand overlord-style existence and then turn around and tell my story as if it was my path … all those crazy fucking moments, I wondered why I got away with so many bluffs over the years.

The day is new, the path uncertain, this my duty for now to be unfazed, to set go for a rip direction forward. I am offered a chance to do many things, the direction is clear. to be helpful and industrious. But it’s ultimately my choice. These trips with Doug to the bottle depo … I may or may not go. I understand the whole concept, but I’m weary of being dragged along and with a bad ankle. I’m feeling quite settled … lazy. I don’t plan on staying lazy but for now that’s how it is. I’m feeling comfortable and lazy. and itchy. I’m going to go get new clothes today and wash everything overnight, bottling for what end. I give my money away and I help a man get his for others to watch.

Oh, I could reinterpret this as something else. I don’t like following a shrouded path, so by not going along I am demonstrating my stubbornness. I know how to follow, I don’t yet know how to lead, but I know how to say no to leadership I don’t embrace. I’m not a puppet on a string, I'm more than an asset, I am nothing. I am everything.

“We all have our purpose, and you have yours”, Rob said. So much understanding spoken with so few words, the look in his eyes, the spirit talks … I’m not entirely sure but I am reaffirmed there’s some big group effort and well, I’m a whistleblower right? I have a bad habit of telling the truth when everyone says I shouldn’t, it can be a strength I’m sure will be used in the future. I guess I must go with blind faith, keep closing my eyes and opening my eye, and calling out to God until something or someone answers, some of one … someone.

Maybe I could learn to write a story about the world I live in; learn to go out and take in it for idea's mash it all up together and tie it to a message in the book, an eye opener and account of many stories and events that could all be fact-checked and tied together. There is already a story being written, I’m just part of it, while simultaneously able to write my own after the thread I’m attached to runs out. And I intend to weave my own … but until I am shown the things the others around me know I am still standoffish but much less confrontational about it.

I’m not sure exactly what I am to make of this, apparently, I have been brought here to be part of some big thing but I still don’t know what the others do. I may never, am I to live in solitude for the rest of my life? I don’t masturbate, I don’t drink, I don’t do drugs, I don’t swear … often, or gamble, I am a lump of no habits, with a bad ankle and nothing to my name. I just wander around slowly, waiting for everyone else to get to work. I was yelling and screaming and crying on a bus over a week ago; begging them to kill me, some old man says it’s going to get better, we will see. I’m not giving up yet but their stories don’t explain mine… my origin, my destiny … soldier of God? Soldier of something else, motionless servitude, it’s more difficult than one would anticipate. To be told to give up all things of the flesh and then to be told you are nothing, and then to be used and manipulated, and then to be told blind faith, and then to be lied to and lied about day after day after day.

All the while being surrounded by pretty girls who won’t ever touch you and interesting people who don’t care to get to know you. Your only purpose to let everyone dump their baggage on your feet is quite daunting. Now I’m going to work with a fucked up foot, I have an orientation this morning, going back to work is a bit of release from this hell, this shut up and learn the secrets we don’t share that I’m part of. Everyone is acting and I have to figure out what to make of it myself. If something doesn’t change soon I’m going to get a bottle and a call-girl and bust a nut after all this time.

Faith runs on belief, and all I truly believe is I’m a disposable asset at this point … they use me but don’t include me. I’m going to change it or become useless. They have no right to tell me anything. There is no fucking way the entire populace has gone through the trials and tribulations I have been dragged through. How selfish, how egocentric right? The objective is to wake up and I’m still crying about me.

There are many stories about things in the darkness of night. Things like The Krampus or the boogeyman are a great tale for scaring children into behaving … but what about the darkness inward? Are there things not out there but in us that are the stuff of nightmares? What would you think if you knew there was a darkness inside of you, one that was horribly ravenous and thirsty … and the only way to stop it from consuming you is to go out into the world where there is … you guessed it, more darkness, and only in suffering would your spirit cleanse itself and rebirth itself into light.

Some guys just set up a scene and gave me a chance to interject all impartial mediator like and what not. I walked away from it like a Nance, I feel foolhardy for it after just being given a hoot and two capable men defacing themselves in front of the onlookers. Given an ideal opportunity to string together some sort of ‘we’re in this to win this let's work together’ chatter … I shrank away to sit on this laptop away from the crowd, I don’t know what it is. The spirit in me keeps trusting every moment no matter how much I thrash and worm away from the advance, perhaps the death of the ego has many more layers, perhaps I’m still far from understanding enough. My mind is still at the forefront, always thinking, always deconstructing, always trying to set up blocks in directions I’m not moving. I keep trying to unravel scenarios that are so far off obscure and grandiose. One statement can spawn a dozen splits in my maybe tendril spinning through the ether. I’m going to keep working at bettering myself, sometimes I am unplugged; I am very worn out mentally and emotionally. Hopefully, that’s the point … to become desensitized. I don’t feel much of anything … all moments are forced from me. just the anger at the orchestra … never any solo musician. If only I could defeat the anger, I could separate from self.

Want to write a story, something fictional … but how? I’m so focused on making sense of what is happening right now I find it nearly impossible to step away from it with my mind. I am literally torn between two choices that ultimately contradict each other … become pure through always telling the truth or learn how to remain silent of the unspoken as the others around me do. I cannot do both and it is much easier to learn from teachers than to perhaps be the first to always tell the truth. They will not allow it, not yet, maybe not in a lifetime or more. What if, though, the idea is only the woken remain … only those of us who know more, but what am I, who am I? I thought the only me is me … now I’m wrapped up in the maybe.


Haven’t beat it yet, the Doug thing was emotionless but the first thing I spoke this morning was involving him owing me money. I could have kept that silent, I should have, would have made my next encounter with him different … I must rethink, no, I must un-think, de-think whatever the carefree playfulness of others is so whimsical, is that a word? They go about the day in the unspoken, flawlessly … yet they deal with outbursts from me, what I need is provided, blew money at the casino, got a bike … all the little threads that tie together slightly changing color as the web becomes one more layered and vast.


I’m worried I do need surgery. Hopefully not, but maybe. I will go next Saturday if my foot is getting beat up at work.


​What is it that holds me from conforming, the words, the motions, the energies. “We'll talk about it having beers one day,” Dusty said. Now I just count days I feel like I could get out and do it every day every moment … I also feel like I’m letting my ankle rest today. I could have a long week ahead of me.



​ A new influx of people in Renegade… interesting.


Push on push past.

Heap what’s left upon this raft

Dredging forward like a forced march

The only motion

Dizzy, faint and parched.

Floating on this ocean

Not today I haven’t to give.

Thought I’d say why panic just live.


Chapter two

In March of 2021 I set forth on a quest to cleanse my soul, having my own trauma and being unnerved by so many wild situations my friend invited me to Victoria to go sailing with him. Now that I look back on the moment it was quite fortunate that we clashed before leaving port. Todd went sailing … I am still on the journey of a lifetime. This is an account of situations and interpretations of scenarios and plights of many people who I have met along my journey.

I have spent six months so far at the frontlines of chaos, pandemonium, suffering, struggle, depression, sorrow, humiliation and many other angst filled situations. I have also seen love and compassion beyond measurable bounds that is quite unfathomable to the average person. My whole life I have been a generous giver, never afraid to burn my paycheck for the comfort of others … perhaps in the past it was associated with vanity, wanting to be the one adored … perhaps it was foolishness easily manipulated holding no concept of finances. But now I give all that I can because my eyes have been opened and one cannot unsee the world once it is realized.

Homeless people or "vagrants" are a close community of people who are capable of showing such tremendous compassion and altruism that it really is quite incomparable to the average demographic … only the most zealous of volunteers can even compare. Of course, there is always a seatbelt story … there will always be a bad apple in any bunch … However, after witnessing the power of love and empathy exhumed by this community inside a community, I firmly believe that the very best of society dwells in the lowest reaches of the cities.

From spending twelve-hour days collecting bottles and returning them the next day to literally giving the shirt off one's back and spending the night cold for someone less fortunate. Sleeping on cold concrete or being run off from a park or street. Always under duress and feeling a lack of security in many cases. The undignified life that many live with no moment for true understanding or empathetic perception from the world around. Many of the people I have met are like a family … others are like frightened wild animals one must be cautious with when interacting.

After my friend went sailing, I stayed in Victoria looking for an adventure … foolishly I chose to spend the money I had on a tent and camping supplies rather than insurance for my car. I spent weeks having befriended a man who was so downtrodden and broken down and I was determined to help him, seeing the goodness in his heart. This man named Chad was and perhaps still is kind, gentle, intelligent, and caring. I was walking from tent to tent at a park in the city offering snacks and juice. When I approached his tent, he sounded weak and exhausted. Chad was literally left dying in his tent on a deflated air mattress with blood-stained sheets and clothes. He had been, bear maced, stabbed, and beaten the day before and then dropped off after a hospital visit that stapled him up.

Unfortunately, his relationship was codependent and he and his wife both were addicted to heroin. After weeks of spending time with this man I became frustrated, realizing that the dope had him and I could not help … I spent five years trying to help my best friend get off of it but being a sufferer of truly agonizing chronic pain he had died in a motel room four months after I kicked him out of my house. I saw the writing on the wall with Chad and drove my car onto the park to unload his belongings and say farewell for good. That is when my car was impounded, and I became homeless myself.

Many of my conceptions, though considerably open-minded and compassionate from my perspective, have been drastically changed and it is my intent to convey the change in understanding of the wretches of society for you the reader. Please do not take offence when I make the statement one simply cannot understand the trials and tribulations these people endure unless you live it. It’s one thing to see something sad and do something about it if able … or ignore it if one chooses, but to be completely enveloped in a dog-eat-dog world with nowhere or no one to fall back on is absolutely nerve-racking and a test of even the greatest of men and women.

I am going to do my best to tell the story of others in such a way that the plots of many are congruent with a linear path for you the reader. I have done what I can to learn and grow with these people while trying to sustain and provide for myself, that being said, I do not have firsthand accounts of all situations in all people’s lives. However, from my point of view augmented with the word on the street, I will try to identify some critical problems and hurdles that people have to live with on a day-to-day basis as well as show a glimpse of the holistic and salt of the earth way of being that many of those who endure demonstrate.

For the most part, homeless people are just as or more industrious than an average Joe going to work. Bottling, tearing down electrical components, foraging out of dumpsters, crafting, crafting jewelry and art etc. But the hardships they face are truly unbearable, and that is why I no longer hold any prejudice about drug addiction. Absolute suffering with no lifeline is horrendous. Having witnessed a man begging from a staff member for new underwear, having traveled several blocks trying to get to a bathroom and soiling himself only to be told no because the clothing room was closed for the afternoon. Or a woman who was so deformed she had to rely on others to feed and clothe her in the cold and rain unsheltered and abandoned. Or even seeing a girl’s dog taken from her by force. The list of atrocities that happens to the downtrodden and broken down is staggering, sickening and makes me weep as I type this line. Heroin makes ghouls of anyone. It will kill the person inside long before they are dead. But anyone can come back, it’s just so hard. Meth keeps people able to function for long periods of time, but it will also create a lasting cognitive dysphoria that will leave people frazzled. I used to live next door to a meth addict in Alberta. I ignorantly referred to her as a "tweaker" what an ignorant and foolish shmuck I was. My prejudice has fallen down with my ego (Edging God Out)

It is important to know that it is not so much society versus the vagrants but that the system is inherently broken, it has always been known and men in pubs or families at the dinner table all around the world have rambled about the corruption, the false politics and the blatant lies they see from their allegedly elected leaders and many other rants and raving. On the human level, there are many people fortunately in the Victoria area who are a hyperbolized textbook definition of Canadian. Kind, helpful, encouraging etc. For example, in my second month in Victoria things were not going well. I had several cuts on my hands and I punctured my inner thigh on a broken branch crawling into a tent I had hidden away near a certain lake on the island. I basically carried in tools and laid on the floor while my friend, Bill, who had given me a job and half his pay for vinyl decking, complained to a man who stopped me on the street and asked how I was doing. I mentioned my ailments and fifteen minutes later someone pulled their SUV onto the road ahead of me while I was walking, pulled out a backpack, set it on the ground, and politely smiled and waved. Leaving me antibiotics and bandages and Polysporin™ and all sorts of things in it. And that night I was introduced to another friend, Jay, who took me in for some time and I was able to shower and rest between work while I healed.

I am not writing a story about me but about the many, if anything I feel more like a clerk or a bard. These are the stories of so many heroes and survivors of a harsh world many simply do not understand. I most certainly was among the many, and of course in my own self-evaluation I deemed myself quite unbiased, but the world looks different from the point of view of the backpacker. It quite simply is an experience that has to be lived to truly appreciate the magnitude of the lifestyle and the parameters that are put on people. It is my hope that writing this book will provide a documented experience, gathering perspectives and situations of many people regarding topics and current events in the timeline.

These are the lives and stories of the world on the streets and in the trees. Please remember that you’re reading about real people who I have gotten to know and care for and how the system has ultimately failed. If anything, I am asking people to read this book and truly examine the scenarios and see if there are any common denominators that seem to run parallel with the source of the systemic problem. I am a well-rounded working man and have never been afraid to try something new but during this COVID crisis there were several times I would not have made it without the generosity and compassion of others, a whole world of living revealed to me, not just food or water or smokes or anything but wisdom and understanding of something else.
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