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            This book is about a schizophrenic man that wakes up every morning and has a new episode. Each episode is an actual visual, audible, and outer body experience that might seem rather extreme or obscure to some readers. Take a dive into the mind of a mentally ill man, possibly a mad man of some kind. Fasten your seat belts and let the ride begin.
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Episode 1- The Eclipse
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It began during the eclipse of August 21, 2017.

That morning, a voice in my head whispered, “Go to the sea.”

I didn’t question it. I grabbed my keys, jumped into my BMW, and drove west — toward Santa Monica. The sky was already dimming, and the radio crackled like it was breathing with me. The voice urged me faster: Don’t miss it. Hurry. I parked somewhere near the beach — I can’t remember the street, only the feeling that I was being pulled by something greater than gravity. I left the car in a paid lot and walked toward the ocean. That was the last time I ever saw my BMW.

The air was charged, alive. They say never stare at an eclipse — but I did. The moment the moon slid over the sun, the world went silent. A wave of energy rolled through me, lifting me from the inside out. I saw fishermen hauling in buckets overflowing with silver fish. The tide shimmered like metal.

Then something changed. I felt myself growing — taller, stronger, unstoppable. I started to run south along the waterline. Each step felt lighter, faster, unreal. The wind tore through me as if I were made of light. After twenty minutes, I stopped and asked two people where I was. “San Diego,” they said. I froze. San Diego? That couldn’t be. I’d run hundreds of miles. Panic rose like a second heartbeat. I turned and sprinted north, faster than before, the beach warping around me — until the familiar silhouette of the Santa Monica Pier reappeared through the fog.

Night had fallen. The air was heavy with salt and mist. My body felt human again — weak, trembling, exhausted. That’s when I saw the fire ahead, a dull orange glow deep in the fog. Figures moved around it. For a moment, I thought they were people — but as I got closer, I realized something was off. Their shapes bent strangely in the light, as if the air around them refused to settle.

They noticed me. One of them raised a hand and motioned me closer. Behind them, the “tent” shifted — metallic, humming, like a small ship hidden in the mist. My instincts screamed no. I turned and ran back toward the waves, lungs burning, eyes watering. I didn’t stop until the firelight disappeared behind me. Later, I searched the streets for my BMW, but it was gone — as if it had never existed. Only the ocean remained, black and endless under the fading eclipse. That night, I realized something: the eclipse wasn’t just an alignment of the sun and moon.

It was a doorway — and something had stepped through.
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Episode 2-Superhuman
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I woke up at 3:30 a.m. the morning after the eclipse.

Everything around me glowed. The walls, the floor, even the air. The sky outside was a deep electric blue, and the silence felt alive. I wasn’t tired — I felt powerful, almost superhuman.

The voice was back.

“Time to move on. Leave your past behind. Follow the voice inside.”

I didn’t hesitate. I picked up my phone and laptop — everything that tied me to my old life — and walked them outside. Then I dropped them into the trash. At the time, I owned a corporation. Hundreds of clients. A busy calendar, an endless string of meetings. All of it vanished with the sound of the dumpster lid closing. I took off my shoes and stood barefoot on the pavement. The ground was cool, almost humming with energy. I felt reborn. The voice whispered again: “Walk eight miles.”

So, I did.

The world shimmered. The flowers along the street glowed with impossible color; the air was crisp and pure. Every breath felt sacred. I walked through neighborhoods, across fields, through yards and broken fences. My feet began to bleed, but I didn’t care. The pain only proved that I was shedding my old skin, becoming someone new — or something new.

With each step, I forgot who I used to be.

By sunrise, I was miles from home. The pavement burned. The thorns and shards of glass cut deep, but I kept moving. People passed me — hundreds of them — staring but saying nothing. Their eyes looked hollow, mechanical. I wanted to ask for water, for help, but the words wouldn’t come. That’s when it hit me: maybe this was a test. Maybe God was stripping me bare, taking everything so that I could see the world for what it really was. Maybe my suffering was cleansing their souls as well as mine. But then the light changed. The air grew sharp, heavy. I felt eyes on me — not divine this time, but human. Cars slowed. Windows opened. Someone poured something on me from above — a stinging, chemical rain. A woman leaned out of her car and took a photo. The flash exploded in my eyes.

I snapped. I ran toward her, reached through the open window, and grabbed the phone from her hand. I just wanted them to stop watching. To stop recording me.

Ten minutes later, sirens.

Men in dark uniforms surrounded me. I fought them. I don’t remember how long. A jolt tore through my body — a taser — and I hit the pavement. My hands burned. My teeth rattled. When my eyes opened, I was in a black car — not a police car, something else. Longer, quieter. There was a table at the back, bright lights above me, metal instruments on a tray. The faces leaning over me didn’t look human.

The car started moving.

And I realized — whatever door the eclipse had opened, I was now on the other side of it.
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Episode 3-Grey Instruments 
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I remember the car — long, black, silent. It moved through city streets and turned down an alley I didn’t recognize. At the end stood a pair of steel gates that opened without a sound. We didn’t go through the front. We went through the back side entrance. Inside, fluorescent lights flickered. The air smelled like metal and bleach. The men — officers, or something like them — kept me strapped to a bed as they rolled me down a narrow corridor into a dark room glowing with pale light. Then came the others. They wore masks, or maybe their faces were masks. Their hands were covered in silver gloves, holding long, shining tools. They didn’t speak. They only worked. Cold metal pressed against my skin — into my nose, my ears, my eyes. I felt needles slide inside me, everywhere. Fluids taken, fluids given. I shook until my teeth hurt, but no sound came out.

Fear didn’t matter anymore. Whatever was happening was larger than me — like I’d crossed into a world where fear itself was part of the experiment.

They moved me to another room. Mirrors lined the walls. I could feel eyes behind them, watching, reading me. Not just my thoughts — something deeper. They were inside my emotions, rearranging them. Then came a third room — brighter, more biological, with rows of chairs and instruments I didn’t recognize. A round clock hung on the wall. It read 12:30 a.m. The officers entered again, laughing. “We got you now, motherfucker,” one said. “Right where we want you.”

The clock began to move backward. Not counterclockwise — backward, as if time itself was reversing under a magnetic pull. My stomach turned. The air pulled. The door burst open. Still shackled, I was pushed into a hallway filled with people — hundreds of them, chained and silent. The doors at the end opened, revealing buses lined up under flickering lights. These weren’t normal buses. Steel bars sealed the windows. I was thrown into the back, caged away from the others. No one spoke. The engines rumbled, and we began to move. I looked at the faces around me — pale, hollow, unreal. None of us belonged anywhere. A young man turned from the seat above me. He smiled with wide, glassy eyes.

“You’re going on the flight of your life,” he said, then giggled.

“Ha... ha... ha...” And then the lights went out.
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Episode 4-Seven Moons 
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The bus hummed beneath me, the vibration lulling me into a strange half-sleep. Somewhere between waking and dreaming, I felt the wheels lift from the ground. The sound changed — from asphalt to air. When I opened my eyes, the bus was flying through space. Stars shimmered outside the windows. Planets drifted past like lanterns on dark water. We soared past seven suns, then seven moons, each glowing with its own rhythm. The bus twisted and turned between worlds until gravity called us down again.
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