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    To Somebody else 
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            The Japanese say we have three faces. The first face, we show to the world. The second face, we show to our close friends and our family. The third face, we show to nobody. It is the truest reflection of who we are.

      

    


Authors Note

First and foremost, I did not enjoy writing this. I would rather these words never have been written than to have been the one to experience them firsthand. I know that it starts off slowly, but after reading and re-reading I believe that the prologue is more of a survey to determine the reader’s level of open-mindedness, as this story requires not only a very open mind, but a respect and appreciation for that which is felt, and not seen. It also requires an empathy towards those of us who have been forced to accept a reality we’re not used to living in. I ask that you devote special attention to the prologue as the questions therein will lay the groundwork for the reader to venture into the rest of the story. J.H.

_____________________________________________________

As taken from a poem by Amy Carmichael

“He said 'I will forget the dying faces, the empty places. They shall be filled again. Oh, voices moaning deep within me cease.’ But vain the word, vain, vain. Not in forgetting lieth peace...”

____________

“Nobody’s there. It’s all in your mind, I promise.”

~ Collective society

____________

Everywhere around me, angry voices threatened me. They were so loud; louder than they’ve ever been, some almost indiscernible, but their tone was one I understood: business. I shook with fear, huddled against the corner in the stairwell as tears streamed down my face. My breathing came in ragged gasps, quicker and quicker as my heart pounded in my chest... _____________________________________________________
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PROLOGUE
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Take a look in the mirror. Tell me what you see. A person, right? A walking, talking, coherent individual, complete with flaws, positive traits, spiritual and physical blemishes, and a hint of the salt of the Earth.

Unless, you’ve visited Hell.

You’re probably envisioning a massive, fiery canyon, scorched black from millenniums of the hottest heat imaginable. The sound of violins screech their despairing cacophony whilst an imposing horned beast sits atop the canyon, a prominent spiked tail glistening with sweat, undulating behind it. Everywhere there are screams.

Torturing, endless wails, painfully extracted from the souls of all those who defied our Creator on high.

Is this the kind of endless labyrinth of a place that comes to mind when you envision the Underworld? If so, then stop, because that place doesn’t exist. At least, not for humans. Our Hell is right here, where what we see isn’t always what it appears to be. Where the line between what is fact and what is fiction was drawn with no hands.

Our Hell is in believing.

The human psyche is such a complex thing. It’s intricate in the way that it can be molded to fit any “shape” that one desires. It’s viable enough to be bent, broken and repaired, without any real damage. Think about it. Have you ever been in or known anyone with a military background? Ask them about their first six weeks after enlisting. Those six weeks were meant for one thing and one thing only: to systematically destroy the person within. They were meant to reprogram the organic circuitry that makes this person who he is, and in doing so, reconstruct that person into someone else. In no uncertain terms, those six weeks were meant to “system restore” that person, and in his place, create someone else.

Ask any veteran what he learned during those six weeks. I bet my bottom dollar he'll tell you he learned to kill.

He learned to value only one thing, and to hold that one thing in the highest regard. He learned to value the preservation of life.

We grow up playing with our toy soldiers, playing our video games, always becoming the hero on our infinite quests to save the same damsel in distress. We wish we were the chosen one, but we never think about what it might really be like to kill someone, until that part of our psyche is reprogrammed to think about it. Until we’re given a rifle, and placed in a situation where it’s us or them. Then, those six weeks of training become a part of us and in one eye blink, it all makes sense.

Careful what you wish for.

___________

What are you doing right now? Are you working? Cooking? Mowing the grass or watching television? Maybe you’re driving, or even across the world participating in whatever business or leisure venture this week decided. You are there and there is in you.

Your body is there, your physical form that occupies Earth; your limbs, your eyes, your heart. But where is your mind?

I learned how to escape this world long ago. And I’ll explain a little bit about my backstory as this continues.

But this isn’t about escaping this world. This is about encroachment, about willfully usurping the part of us that is supposed to be our sanctuary, our place.

Our place. The place we go when we close our eyes to sleep at night, where we pray, meditate, fantasize. Where sometimes we can’t escape, yet we can open the door anytime we want.

When I was a kid I had a fondness for video games. I must have lived a thousand lives through the characters in those games; felt their pain, their happiness, their love, their triumph. It was in those tales that I was able to escape, to cast off the burdens of ridicule I endured at school, and transport myself into a land where I was the hero, I was the important one, the one who mattered. But as I grew up, I learned that they were only that: video games. They weren’t real. They were the inner creations of people like myself, and these people had ventured into their own space and brought these stories and worlds to life inside their minds. Many people working together as a whole had each ventured into our space and envisioned, then created worlds and characters that fought battles, that lived lives, that died and were reborn.

I consider myself very fortunate to have lived the life I lived as a child, that shouldered the pain and carried the burden of mental abuse I did through school. Because those years I used to look back on with loathing, they enabled me to valiantly fight the fight I’m fighting now. The fight that never ends. The war within myself, the questioning of what’s real and what’s an illusion.

I’m not a psychologist or a psychiatrist; hell, I never even made it to college. I’m a regular person like you. I’m alot of things. I’m a felon. I’m a drug addict. I’m an alcoholic. I’m a loser, in every sense of the word. I’m a father. I’m a whole lot of things, good and bad, all coalesced together to create the unique individual I am. So are you.

If you’re still reading though, I thank you. You're one of the few who thinks for themselves, who believes in something bigger than all of us. I’m talking about an unseen force, a spiritual guidance. An inner voice. We all have one. It tells us what’s right and wrong. It’s the captain of our integrity ship. The one calling the plays on the field. It can advise us but we decide whether or not to heed its advice. It’s more powerful and louder than any other voice you’ll ever hear, yet no one will hear it but you.

If there's one thing that I believe in it’s s a driving force in the universe, that the actions of one person can be felt at the farthest reaches of it, and that we are all bodies of this instrument, each one making up it’s own sound, it’s own voice that resonates throughout the entirety of the instrument. I also believe that even one person, no matter how small and insignificant, can create a sound so powerful that it resonates like a thunderclap within this entire instrument, that's powerful enough to impact the whole world.

I believe that the closest we'll ever get to the space we occupy as that instrument is in our minds. Our space. So back to the point. When you see a person who was diagnosed as clinically insane or schizophrenic, try and ask yourself this: who broke into their place and made them leave?

I hear someone knocking on the door to my place. They’re trying to get in. I’ve been fighting them but they’re trying valiantly to get in and I’ve about exhausted all of my energy. I see people who have allowed them to come in, and these people I see, they’re not the same as us. These people are what you and I know as schizophrenic, clinically insane, or mentally ill.

Inside our place there are weapons we can equip ourselves with, tools we can utilize to keep them at bay, and a comforting reminder that they can only enter Our space if we invite them in. However, once they’ve chosen Our space as their destination they'll never stop knocking. They’ve been knocking at my door for almost seven months. I feel like if I don’t invite them in soon they’ll break in somehow, unpack their bags, serve me an eviction notice, and unceremoniously toss my ass on out.

Locking the door to our consciousness is simple. Did you ever visit the dentist as a child? I’m sure we all did growing up. And I bet if you close your eyes you can hear the footsteps that imminently approach. It’s every child’s worst nightmare. If you’re anything like me you were able to survive that terrifying experience by going somewhere else in your mind.

What we did was lock the door to that particular room in our consciousness by going somewhere else, because as most humans do, we lock our doors when we make a departure. Only these doors house a gift more precious than anything on the face of this Earth. A gift that cannot be bought or sold. It can only be given away. It’s up to us to hold on to it. We have to secure each room when we leave.

If you’ve ever noticed the eyes of a military veteran when they talk about what they experienced, you’ll see everything that they’re explaining. My stepdad didn’t talk much about his days in the Navy, but on occasion he would relive some of the more pertinent moments, and when he did I always saw it in his eyes. They took on a different shape, and like windows, they would “open up” where I could look inside them and feel his fear. Genuine fear. I also had the privilege of meeting another man, [renting from him, actually] recently who delved lightly into his own experience in Desert Storm. His eyes bore the same shade of sadness that I can only imagine one would feel when faced with making the decision between dying and killing the person in front of you.

It makes me cringe just thinking about it.

My point is that our consciousness is an unexplained phenomena, very complex in it’s own right. It tells us when to stay, when to run, when to fight, when to love, when to show remorse or compassion. It alerts us to unforeseen danger. It’s responsible for all the joy, pain, sadness, hope, and pride that we feel. And to survive, these are all things that are needed.

______________

“That’s a nasty mother fucker right there.”

“He’s writing a damn book, ain’t he?”

“He don’t know what the hell he’s writing! He thinks he’s a damn music producer too!” Snickers.

I always said that if I could change one aspect of my life it’d be the day I became a convicted felon. And I say that for many reasons, one of which being this: America is a country founded on our freedoms and rights as a human being, and through the blood of our ancestors who fought and died to protect those rights. One of those rights is the right to own and operate a firearm.

Ever since the day I stood in that courtroom and accepted that plea, I’ve regretted it, because I didn’t quite realize then that legally owning a firearm for the protection of yourself and your family is a privilege, not a right. And contrary to what our forefathers would have us believe, we’re not legally entitled to that right, although we’re morally obligated to bear fucking arms and stand our ground should an enemy threaten our lives or put our families in danger. Call me old fashioned, but I was raised in the way that if you pointed a gun at someone, you fired the damn thing. No ifs, ands or buts. If you raised the business end of it, you made it talk!

“...and boy, does she talk business!”

Over the years as more effort was placed into reforming them, I started wishing more and more that I still had my God given privilege as an American to own one. Not because I think they’re cool or anything, but because when I became a dad——

“...it’s just my head is always crowded with thoughts of me and you when I was little and I wish we were that close like we used to be. I really do... and I’m getting older and I just want to tell you that I love you and you will forever be my best friend...”

🎵 “...‘H is for my little Hayes_Baby’.” 🎵

——I knew there would be one day when I’d be very thankful I did. And not just for her, but for my own protection. I'd have kept it in a locked safe, and I'd have known exactly where the key to the safe or the combination to the lock was. Because believe me, if it ever came time to take it out of that safe, I was definitely going to use it.

____________________________________________________
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Laying The Foundation

_____________________________________________________
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After reading and studying, gathering knowledge and intelligence over the last two days, it's apparent that I'm some sort of guinea pig.

My brother tells me not to talk about it, so I jokingly laugh it off in front of the few people I do talk to. But everything I read, every point nailed home was a direct reciprocation of the last eight months and the mental torture that has, and is continuing to be inflicted upon me.

Yesterday was another day free of observation. Today makes four days. However, there was a hurricane and the weather was nasty outside. If there are machines or radio frequencies, if what I read is true, then inclement weather would harm or interfere with those radio waves wouldn’t it?

Also what are the odds of someone, who could be in direct contact with whoever’s orchestrating this, moving into the RV beside me? Where my every word can be heard. Also this guy is extremely intelligent. I’ve talked with him a few times since we moved here. I like the guy. But since he first made his knowledge of radio components known to me, I’ve been wary. That was the first day or two my wife and I arrived here. I don’t know if he realized it at the time, when he was outlining his skills, that I was hanging on his every word with rapt attention, making connections. It’s all connected, that I’m certain of.

A quiet analysis.

About a year ago I think, as they were analyzing me, my attention was distracted through the open “study” they were conducting on my older brother. I believe now even he has been compromised. Too many times has he, directly or indirectly, spoken words or phrases to me that were outlined in the material I researched.

“The more you feed into it, the worse it gets," he said dismissively.

“Fuck that, I want to know who they are!” I argued.

“Look little brother, we’ll never know who they are, but they’re not physically harming us. Quit talking about it!”

Both of these statements were outlined in the material I researched. It covered various topics, and two of them piqued my interest: V2K and MK Ultra. But any time I try to talk about any of this to him, no matter the degree of factual basis, he’ll immediately shut me down.

“We don’t talk about it,” he’ll tell me, more often than not becoming combative. “I only say things that I want people to know.”

However, this was all happening to him last year and I'd tried to sympathize with him. I'd believed alot of what he said. I never shut him down or called him crazy. I’m weird like that. But those few months before I moved here, these “voices” were relentless. I installed cameras. I left audio recording, but I never could see anybody.

There was one night though, a couple of months after I realized I was under surveillance, that these “voices” really went to work on me. And I mean really, as in I was to the point of total mental meltdown. Well, maybe not total mental meltdown, but they had me in a corner so deep that I sat wide-eyed in a chair inside my camper facing my door with a knife in each hand. I could tell that my wife was starting to worry about me, but she never betrayed my confidence. In her eyes though, was concern. I knew she didn’t hear them. I just didn’t understand why.

“I’m about to just run up in that camper and get his ass.” A guy’s baritone voice.

“Fuck you!” I stood my ground.

“He thinks he’s a tough little mother fucker!” Another guy.

“It’s alright, we’re gonna show him just how fucking tough he is.” Another guy’s slow, southern drawl.

I believe I was completely prepared for what might have happened that night had they attempted to stand on their threats to kill me. I watched that door for hours before I went to bed. As I curled up next to my wife, the last thing I heard before sleep overtook me were voices talking to one another about calling the sheriff’s department.

I'd just fallen asleep it seemed when I woke up to a loud hammering on the door. “Sheriff’s department! Open up!”

I opened the door, confused and half asleep. It was my brother laughing.

Coincidence?

10/2/22

Here it is, another morning where they’re trying desperately to be heard, but unseen. They’re outside my window right now, as if I can’t hear the crunch of the driveway beneath their feet. A pretty average night. Now I hear the property owner out there with my brother, and surprise surprise, of all the billions of things in the world their topic of conversation could be, it all boils down to little old me.

They’ve become almost predictable in their harassment. They’re not always around, but I can discern that there are certain triggers which bring them out. If I’m watching porno or having sex with my wife, If I’m getting high.

These things will bring them out in full effect and once they come out, it’s another episode of Josh T.V., where my every action is a running commentary; where my day to day affairs are always repeated from one criticizing voice to another.

“He’s doing...”

“He said...”

"He just don’t know what he’s gotten himself into...”

"You mean what you’ve put me in...”

“Nasty...”

“He just said...”

The dogs are barking. Usually I listen for where the barking moves to, because the dogs will always follow what they’re barking at. What’s strange though is that after the voices went quiet for those four days, the way they appeared again so sporadically.

___________

At my last address, within the span of a few months, my car was repossessed. With no transportation, my job went first. To survive, being miles from town and unable to find work, I was forced to pawn almost all of my possessions. Now my camper is barer than its ever been.

I was literally isolated from everyone but my wife. That’s when the voices went to work on me the hardest.

They chipped away at my self esteem one cruel insult after another. Made threat after threat, promise after promise. I would beg them to come out and say those things but they never did. They would answer me back when I talked to them, and the answers were always clear and relevant, as if I were truly speaking to someone.

But they always strayed back to two topics: my sex life and my drug use.

I lived at that address for the summer months and the voices commentated every single thing I did. If I made something to eat, they laughed and taunted me about how much I liked peanut butter. If I went to the bathroom, it was a knee slapper; the guy all too excited to tell the female that I was going to take a shit. If I stepped outside to put gas in my generator, it was always an angry “...that fucking generator. He’s putting more gas in that generator.”

Every single thing I did was spoken from the male voice to the female voice, who would usually follow up about how nasty I am or about how nasty my home is; anything she could to wear me down mentally. Not a single positive word was ever spoken. Everything was a slight, a taunt, or a hateful remark. Everything. This went on for three months. But I’ll never forget that baritone voice.

“That’s the nastiest mother fucker I’ve ever seen in my life right there!”

These two voices, although there were a few others, were the most prominent, and ugly. They were the two voices that seemed to always be there, the voices I have ingrained permanently in my mind, the ones I’ll always search for. They'd succeeded in isolating me from all friends and family. They'd stripped me of just about everything. For all I know they’re the ones who had my car repossessed.

They’ve decided to come back now that it’s quiet and 3:22 in the morning. They're having an interesting conversation about my sex life. The conversation is similar to all the others, only its in my brothers voice. I know if I walk outside I won’t find him, as such is my handicap. Damn glasses. It’s a subtle change. The voices are right at the edge of my hearing but they disappear when I turn off anything making white noise.

____________

My brother has been acting funny. It’s hard to believe anything he says anymore. He’s told lies after swearing on my daughter’s life. He’s told lies after putting them on our dead Father. We both have problems, but I can’t forgive that one just yet.

I hear him outside. It’s not that it really bothers me so much that he’s out there. At this point I don’t really trust anyone, even my brother. It’s the fact that I know he knows more than he’s telling me.

Yesterday, after he got off work, I walked outside to help him unload the trailer. He’d been doing tree work for a couple years off and on.

“What’s up, little brother? You alright?”

I struggled to lift a huge log off the top of the mulch and pushed it away from me over the rail. “They’re fucking with me bro,” I breathed as it hit the ground and rolled towards the burn pile.

“Who?” He asked, effortlessly throwing a log that was easily the same size.

“The voices.” I mumbled.

He shot me a sideways glance, and smirked. “Boy, they trained your ass well, didn’t they?!”

“What do you mean?!” I felt my face flushing. He tossed another smaller log overboard.

“Nobody’s there little bro! Quit feeding into that shit! It’s data collection, that’s all.” I didn’t say anything else, just helped him finish unloading.

He told me not long ago that he’d never talk bad about me to anyone when I’m not around. Well I’m inclined to believe him; he’s my older brother. Whoever’s behind this is probably simulating his voice. It would have been easy to capture audio of it last year when they were tormenting him, because he just loves to hear himself talk.

They must expect to see me becoming displaced, detached from reality and questioning my sanity, but they’ll starve first. The eyes don’t lie and there was one time today that I questioned. The nuances, the scratching of the back of the neck when answering a question, the deliberate lack of eye contact when answering that question. I watch the eyes. Those windows to within. Like I said, I like the guy.

There are definitely triggers that will bring them out. For me, I have discovered at least one. And no sooner than I do it, everything is put into motion. The dogs begin to bark, the car that was outside periodically cranking the engine last night is back out there tonight and all sorts of activity is coming from it. The voices are louder now and more persistent. And all of this from just one simple act. The test worked.

Get comfortable mother fuckers. You’re gonna be here a while.

10/4/22

"He’s tripping; he thinks they’re watching him.” His voice, riddled with laughter.

I finally put my camera back up. It’s not the best security measure in the world, but I’m glad I bought it. It’ll give me a little more peace of mind.
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