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	INTRODUCTION


	This work describes the process and experience of being subjected to both invasive and passive mind control and observation technologies currently used upon the populace individually and en masse. I was personally selected for experimentation and have been under remote torture for more than seven years (and probably under silent observation for much longer than that). I was not the only person used in this experiment; many people in my town (and in other locations) were, in fact, subjected along with me to these techniques of control in a recent, vast swathe of moral lapse. Nor were we the only ones who have been used in this fashion. Many others over the past five-plus decades have been subjected, as well, in some famous cases you may have heard about, though important details were popularly omitted.


	Part one contains my thesis and explainers, which prepare the reader by framing the narrative part of the story that follows in part two. Part three is comprised of essays which further discuss these technologies at work upon us and how they are implemented within our societies, along with some discussion of motivation, morality, and self defense. Part one is dry, part two is depressing, and part three is intense, but each contains useful information for living in the modern world. I promise.

	




   


	PART ONE


	Thesis




   


	1. The Problem: Mind Control Technology


	 


	
“He hates how we control people's lives.”
- Whispers, Brain Programmer


	 


	Mind control technology destroys lives. It is literally soviet (meaning “council”), as the parameters of the victims' lives are decided by a small group of people running the program with no input from the affected and without regard to their physical or spiritual well-being. Physical methods for transmission involve the use of energy deposition and extremely low frequency bombardment of the subject, which cause elevated rates of cancer (along with other health effects) and cannot be blocked, respectively. Spiritually, the practice is the destruction of the prior functioning of the individual to create someone new who thinks what the System wants them to think, eats what they are told, etc., and is essentially enslaved to a central server that determines how that person will act, with whom they will interact, what they will experience and achieve in life, where they will go and what they will do and, essential for understanding this moment in history, what they will buy. For I believe this to be a fundamental reason for the implementation of direct mind control technology on a total scale: the full control of popular economic power without public knowledge.


	People are already controlled to a great degree by their phones and computers. In 2025, this may be old news, but it's important to note nonetheless. When I say mind control technology I mean the direct interference with the mind of a subject via electronic means; but this is an extension of and enabled by the communication, observation, advertising, and market manipulation technologies and infrastructures already in existence and widely understood. There is a deep interplay between the modern individual and the tools various entities use to understand the people they study, sell to, or govern. These entities can predict what their subjects will do and can nudge them in particular directions with frightening precision by reading metrics garnered from and controlling information presented to those subjects through their devices and communications networks.


	Now, after decades of study and testing, resting atop the common information infrastructure as its hideous culmination, presenting data directly to people's minds against their will is possible. Not just one person or a roomful, either. It is possible on a massive scale. Essential for this process is the ability to read minds and evaluate their output from a distance. And with the ability to shape a custom program for every subject using machine learning and other artificial intelligence techniques, total observation and, ultimately, total control of entire populations can be achieved. Fifty years ago (many of these technologies are older than that), a team of analysts and actors would be required to monitor a single subject and feed back stimuli in order to effect control; now, via automation and computational solutions, this is possible for large numbers of subjects with very little labor cost or oversight.


	And one can do far more than simply present basic information (usually via the projection of voices or vocal data into the mind of the subject, subliminal or otherwise, to batter or hypnotize them); one can record and map complex brainwave patterns and repeat them to subjects at will for effect, direct energy at particular parts of the body to damage, intimidate and cajole, and other things you might barely be able to imagine. Using a suite of tools in a fully integrated system, one can, in fact, construct and employ a personalized stimulus-response regime for each subject, active twenty-four-seven, three-sixty-five, designed to align their behavior with parameters determined by the System. To move them around, or to keep them in place. To make them act or act out as desired.


	This technology exists. I will argue why this is physically possible and point to what evidence I can without incurring the wrath of censorship that it is happening, but I will basically posit this critical point as given: that other people, with tools, can absolutely read your mind. And do a quite bit more to you than that. My hope in writing this is that you will know, if ever you are subjected by the System, what it is, how it works, and how to avoid losing your life or your love of life to this atrocious affront to the rights of the individual. I have seen people made into zombies, turn slack-jawed to me with empty and glazed-over eyes, saying things that mean nothing to them but everything to me, each of us used as puppets, as tools for this machine. Having experienced almost the entire process of establishing control on someone unwilling to comply, I can say unequivocally that it is torture, that it is wrong, and that it absolutely must be stopped.


	Do you want someone reading your mind? Shaping your life for you? Shaping your preferences? Deciding how you will spend your money or your time? How you will think? What you will think? What you will value? What is meaningful to you? Do you want someone you don't even know telling you what to do from afar? Or worse, being forcefully relegated to the cold guidance of a faulty computer program that learns as it goes along? Making changes to your brain, probably without your knowledge or consent, and doing a poor job of it? Using you to torture someone else by subliminally manipulating you to cause them anxiety and pain? Do you want someone else to find a place for you inside their master plan? By force? Making sure you're a good pet, a good play-pig, by prodding you until you fall in line?


	The people running this program will do this to everyone if they can. Specialized, highly technical computing tools will allow them to do so, and this conjunction of technologies is being tested right now for full deployment, the wrinkles ironed out, the bugs removed for launch. For most, this means being watched and quietly directed, their thoughts subtly shifted away from considering things like the existence of a technology that can see into our minds and move people around like electrons on a circuit board. For others it means destroyed potential, permanent brain damage and health defects, months or years of wasted time or torture; a living hell unless one complies. Regardless of how one is affected by this tech, its use is a gross violation of civil and human rights and I see no reason why it should be allowed to persist, especially without controls.


	Most will be totally unprepared and may never recognize that they are being watched or influenced by these technologies. The primary tool against being controlled or abused by modern mind control is awareness.


	Know this:


	The thoughts you have might not be your own.




   


	2. How the Technology Works


	 


	
“We can make him piss his pants!”
- Warbles, Brain Programmer


	 


	Unless I have been freed by luck or by death from my torture by the time you read this, somewhere there is a computer logging my thoughts and creating stimuli devised expressly to cause me physical and spiritual pain. That computer is connected to a transceiver that very rapidly pulses electromagnetic energy at my body and brain and is reading the changes in the reflections it receives, which allows that computer to know what I am thinking, what I am hearing, the state of my body, and more. People who are not selected or sensitized as I was are still subject to this primary function of the machine, which is to observe. Every single person on the planet will be observed by this technology at some point in the near future if they aren't already. It is highly likely that your movements, health metrics, and even your thoughts are being cataloged and analyzed by the System at this very moment.


	I was unfortunate enough to be selected for testing, and so I know that the computer can employ additional, useful functions. It adds data in the form of highly filtered vocals (known as the Voices) to what it sends at me, and sees if my mind responds by reading by my subvocal speech to see if I've reacted, and by watching the activated regions of my brain the machine has already learned correspond to the concepts described by the words it says. It can experiment to see if I will believe what it says, or if I will do what it tells me. When I fail to do so, the computer has other interesting functions. It can target areas of my body and harm them or, if I'm lucky, merely cause me pain. It can cause the release of neurochemicals that make me more trusting, combine rushes of dopamine with commands, restrict the flow of blood to my brain, give me sharp headaches and muscle spasms and erections as it wishes. It can repeat the same constant drivel to me from the second I wake until the second I sleep: harassment without pause, which induces a kind of catatonia and is certainly no small source of stress. It can speak to me while I am sleeping and cause the most horribly vivid dreams, prevent my body from performing maintenance, attempt to program me while I am cognitively most defenseless. And it knows me. It has learned me, mapped me out. It can activate bad memories, bring forth and connect concepts I wish not to think about or which should not be connected. It can project images into my mind. It knowingly uses the damage it has caused as a cudgel. And it can use the people around me to harm and control me by employing the same and subtler methods upon them.


	The System has direct operator access and input functionalities as well, allowing those running it to find favorite play-pigs for free use in apparently hilarious shenanigans without risk of reprisal or reprimand. Operators can 'take the mic', as it were, and psychically drive their victim into situations constructed beforehand by subliminally conditioning people in an area, and then causing their play-pig to stumble. They can ruin your business meeting, your dinner or your date. For fun. Because they can. And when a subject becomes aware or the hijinks go too far, the hypnosis applied to induce altered behavior in the first place can be retooled to effect memory loss of whatever events are deemed undesirable for remembering by the subject. And if that subject is stubborn and “dangerous” enough to warrant termination, their hearts can be targeted directly by disruptive pulses of energy and weakened over time or be made to stop. Not to mention the induction of suicidal thoughts and behaviors. Or the destruction of brain cells by direct induction of energy. Tight secrecy of the technology is essential to its operation and this seems easy enough to maintain.


	So how is this possible? How can the System read our thoughts, select people for experimentation, root out undesirables and mark them for harassment, project voices into our heads, control or damage us from afar? Well, radio is an incredible thing. Using electromagnetic radiation we can, in effect, touch an object from a great distance and feel what we have touched to gain information about it. And we can send information and data to that object, if desired.


	Radar is famously used by militaries to determine the speed, shape, and heading of objects ranging in size from small missiles to large warships. Tech for this particular use was mainstreamed back in the Second World War. In the eighty years since, vast improvements have been made in radar technology and techniques, using different frequencies, power outputs, and analysis methods to target and track several different categories of objects and their properties. You can now purchase a small circuit board online for ten dollars that will accurately determine if a human being is present within its range by emitting 24 GHz microwave radiation that will reflect off of the person as they move about that space. In these reflections the sensors look for characteristics like movement speed, heart rates, and breathing patterns typical for a human. This is a piece of consumer technology that uses high frequency waves suitable for close range and do not interfere with wifi (at 2.4 and 5 GHz) and bluetooth (from 2.402 to 2.48 GHz) signals. In general, higher frequency waves are easier to block with material, and a device emitting at 24 GHz at a low power level is mostly going to be blocked by the walls in the room surrounding it. Lower frequency radiation can be used for this purpose as well, though different analysis methods are required to garner information from these reflections and projecting the energy requires more power. A 5 Hz wave will penetrate rock.


	Radio interferometry and heterodyning in various forms allows operators of the technology to know your position, movements, and biological metrics. When someone is stressed out, moving quickly or strangely, breathing heavily with an elevated heart rate, this person is deemed by the System to have possible criminal intent. At this point they can be made subject to further and more in-depth observation and psychological testing. This state of stress does not have to be organic and can be induced by the system to create subjects for study.


	Research on directly controlling people's minds using electrical stimulation was performed publicly in the 1960s by a man who basically said that you don't have the right to develop your brain. He also said that armed ruling power generals will soon (back then) control their soldiers down to the man via direct electrical stimulation. He was not the only person engaged in this field of study; there have been many since and there are many more now.


	It has been discovered that the brain is very sensitive to certain radio frequencies which cause various specific effects on the person receiving signals in that range. For instance, there are frequencies which, when projected at someone's brain, will cause that person's hypothalamus and pituitary gland to create and release large amounts of oxytocin, which facilitates trust and fosters neuronal connections. Energy with a frequency of between 2 and 4 Hz can cause fatigue. The brain tends to resonate within various frequency ranges depending on the state one's mind is in. When functioning normally during deep sleep, the brain resonates between 0.5 and 4 Hz. When alert, the brain resonates between 12 and 30 Hz. And rarely, when someone is really amped-up, quite afraid, on the edge of insight, etc., their minds will resonate at up to 100 Hz. Searching online for the phrase “brainwave frequencies” will yield the popular chart showing ranges and corresponding states. Constantly hitting someone's brain with energy in one of these ranges can place the mind of the person within that region of activity, inducing stress, or an absurdly over-active awareness, or fatigue, or in a state conducive to subliminal instruction. This method of projection can overwrite your current state and is an effective basis for overriding your mood and thoughts.


	Radio emissions between 0 and 300 Hz are known as extremely low frequency (ELF) and are extremely difficult to measure and, more importantly, nearly impossible to block. This is analogous to the acoustic phenomenon you must have experienced where deeper bass notes penetrate materials and project further than higher, treble notes, like hearing the bass-line and kick drum from a concert some distance away but not the singer or guitar. And like a singer placing an entire stanza of lyrical content within a ten-second emanation of the single note b-flat, these radio emissions (in various combinations) can be used as carriers for data presented to the mind.


	Or data read from the mind. In a clinical setting, the process used to measure brainwaves is called electroencephalography, and produces an electroencephalogram (EEG). This is performed by placing electrodes around the skull which register electrical changes within the brain. Appropriately sensitive radar in the proper frequency range can perform the same function from a distance. Or measure any other subtle changes in the electric fields within or around the body. I've already mentioned heart rate, breathing and muscle movement. Importantly, the tiny movements made by the structures in your throat that you subconsciously make when you read or speak to yourself in a phenomenon known as subvocal speech can be measured in this way. Subvocalization has a close correspondence with your internal monologue, that soundless voice in your head, though for some people who “think fast” there is a wider separation between inner monologue and subvocalization and it's more difficult for these systems to read. Both EEG and subvocal reading can be used to create a real-time script of the inner workings of your mind. One can be used when the other falters and they can be used in conjunction, along with other tools to reconstruct your inner image in real time. Visual thinkers are not spared.


	You can think of all this as a general-purpose radar. It is an observation network that covers everything and employs other assets to target persons found interesting to the System and its operators for whatever reason, be it their wealth, their gullibility, their aptitude for use in propaganda or sex slavery, their torture-entertainment value or whatever else the practitioners of the System divine could be useful or profitable or fun. They can record this data and play it back, creating a library of experiences they can lease and sell to people with access. They can craft legislation in the minds of lobbyists and voting preferences in the minds of politicians and general rage in populations that may require intervention. Whatever serves the bottom line at the operator, administrator, or mastermind level, to keep the System moving and working as desired. Moving material, materiel, and petty wealth at great pain from the weak to the extremely well-insulated. Human suffering is not a commodity; it is a side-effect.


	Generally, the System possesses redundancy and uses cross-checking and overlap to construct and confirm the various metadata used for testing and analysis and to remain in contact with subjects. Your position can be garnered by tapping into private camera networks in people's homes or in shops and by using municipal observation data. Your cellphone is always trackable of course. Big tech does a lot of the footwork here, as these companies do an excessive amount of work on the ludicrous amounts of data that they collect on their customers and, well, everyone that they can. This includes, of course, everything you say on calls, everything you write in texts or emails, and so on all of this now easily analyzable to construct your rather accurate psychological profile, exploitable by the System.


	The machine gets to know you. It predicts what you will do. The popular phenomenon of having a conversation with friends about a particular product or service and then seeing ads for it everywhere comes to mind. Phones and other devices are listening to you and connected servers doing AI analysis on your speech, input, and habits as a way to provide you with advertisements that ease your search for effective and competitively priced goods (this is the public facing argument, anyhow). This data and analysis can be accessed by program operators to aid in the development and operation of control technologies.


	Cellphone towers use beam-forming to target several individual devices. This is accomplished by having several transceivers in an array emit at different power levels and frequencies to point the combined emission in a particular direction. This can be done very quickly, several hundred times a second or more depending on the computing power devoted to the task, allowing the tower to target multiple objects within its range. This is how towers service a large number of connections. The most popularly licensed frequency range in the 5G system is between 24.25 and 29.5 GHz, in the so-called High-Band. Other ranges can be used by specialized antennas.


	If for whatever reason nothing else works, a satellite can be used to track and engage targets. Microwaves tend to dissipate quickly when projected from a standard antenna, but a laser in the microwave range (called a maser) can propagate from satellite to surface and back quickly enough to be useful. If you were to cut off a piece of your flesh and stick it in a microwave oven, it would cook. A microwave laser from orbit, or microwaves from some ground based source that could reach you, could be used to target areas of your body and cause odd sensations, burns, nerve and cell damage, etc. A maser in the sky can absolutely set up a two way connection between the greater System and the individual to facilitate brain and computer interaction. Satellites are not subject to popular scrutiny, and a network of them can allow another method of full coverage for these observation and control technologies. Like a cell tower, a phased array on a satellite can target multiple objects at once by rapidly pulsing different signals in different directions with the router doing the management required to integrate emission and reflection frames into coherent, useful signals. Ruling power armed oceanic organs used ELF to communicate with submarines. ELF transmissions can be added to and read from the power signal sent to your home in a phenomenon known as dirty electrics.


	It is also possible for some human beings to be or become more sensitive to electronic interference than others in various ways. The presence of metals within the body above normal levels accrued from environmental sources, infection by fungi that metabolize organic compounds and leave a residue of ionized metals that cause the body to have a higher electrical potential, programmable nano-scale objects that can be specially aggregated to arrive at and form functional structures in specific parts of the body to perform various tasks, all of these phenomena can cause a person to be more visible and more vulnerable. Widespread electrosensitivity can be induced and fostered to increase the effectiveness of the tools I am discussing.


	So a plethora of systems exist that can sensitize, track, and interact with large numbers of humans and collect data about them. Again, big tech does it's part openly. And I have only described public-facing technologies and discoveries about the body, brain, and material resonance phenomena, things disclosed by entities that are doing operations and research in these fields. They are surely doing much more than they reveal. And much of what's been discussed is really very old. Radio was mainstreamed at the turn of the 20th century and is quite advanced now, the basis for all of the widespread communications technology that surrounds us. Radar was big in the early 1940s. Micro (waved) hearing, based on the Frey effect, was discovered in the 1950s and can be used to project sound into the brain by stimulating it directly via radio transmissions, resulting in an altogether different form of hearing. The internet is old as the 1970s. Financial companies have been using mass data analysis for hedging bets since the late 1990s. Mass human bio tracking was implemented soon after 2000. Working versions of energy weapons like high-power microwave lasers were disclosed soon after that. Sonic weapons that use specialized projection of sound waves to place riot control messages and dissuasion sensations into the minds and bodies of a crowd were publicized in the 2010s, and military versions that told combatants, in their own heads, to surrender, or projected the false sounds of troop movements to sew confusion and herd enemies, were used in warfare years before that. Big tech firms have been using predictive algorithms for advertising and other purposes publicly for near decades, now. And so on. Several famous companies, along with scores of the more obscure, are openly developing biotechnological solutions for medical or communications problems. This is merely what has been made public, to say nothing of the massive corpus of corporate or institutional advancements that are shielded from public view.


	Likewise with artificial intelligence. At the time of writing, there are free-to-use AI chat-bots and tools that will have a conversation with you, create code for you, draw artwork for you, and generally perform any digital task that can be automated. Hidden or classified AI tools are certainly more advanced, and essential for the operation of the public-private observer state that has grown around us during the last fifty or sixty years, just for the sheer amount of data collected from available sources. A human would be lost. And now that this robust apparatus exists for collecting and analyzing that data, other programs can be written or grown and integrated with the various technologies I have mentioned to create a system capable of effecting total predictive control over individuals, groups, and populations.


	From what I have heard and experienced and what I see in the world, it's my firm belief that this is a horror we will face as both as persons and as a species, an artificial evolutionary pressure beyond which we will have to evolve. The System kills and maims to protect itself and the information it's tasked with hiding. It can and absolutely will be used to cull unamenable traits in the populace. To make us stupider, more distracted consumers unable to question the authority being used to warp us, eliminating the very possibility of overthrow or change by finding and removing those ideas from people's minds and by excluding from future generations those who would or even could fight against it.


	I have already intimated that this System can and does analyze your thoughts and divines what you are thinking. As in, you, the reader. And me, and your neighbor, and your coworkers and friends and family. Everyone. I can tell you from first-hand experience that there exists an AI toolkit that will try to steer your thinking, which can “talk you to death”, confuse you and lie, present itself as people you know, or fictional entities it thinks you will trust or fear, be it the Devil, the Lord, the military, the resistance, aliens, or even a bastard version of yourself. A toolkit that can harm you both inside and out. That does whatever it can to keep you engaged, to keep your brain in the loop and doing whatever it wants. Or at least to prevent you from doing (or thinking) what it doesn't want you to.




   


	3. A Day in the Life


	 


	
“You're basically our pet.”
- System Operator


	 


	It may be impossible to express how frustrating, debasing, and debilitating being subjected to this particular suite of psychological tools is but I will try.


	I wake up every day hearing whispers and squeaking in my head, knowing that the disturbing, vivid dreams I just departed from have been scripted by the machine in order to program me for the day. Extensive attention is payed to my member, nothing like natural morning wood but an association program, an artificial control on my libido. I hear the Voices talk about whether I'm horny enough or too horny, that I'm too frustrated or too pissed off to work out that day. I try to ignore it.


	When I get out of bed, the high pitched whining Voice in my brain stops as the Voices reverberating in the room announce to themselves that I am awake. The room I'm in actually vibrates, subtly, as energy is projected at me at frequencies just slightly off enough from the sound being emitted by local sources to create apparent speech patterns that deliver messages to me, other operators on the network, and back to the System itself. These vibrations form a major chord, with a low note, two middle notes, and a dissonant high note. Their frequencies are related to my physiognomy and the shape of the space that I am in; the fundamental note of this chord happens to be that of my own voice when I speak at ease. Each note carries a Voice; each is a channel for communications. I hear one Voice tell the other that he or she or it performed poorly, did not provoke the desired behavior in that moment because it applied the wrong tactic. It sounds musical, which draws my attention; the low frequency channel sounds like a dubstep bassline, in particular. I am reminded that I cannot even listen to or play music anymore. I sigh within and move on.


	I try not to respond to the insults that I hear as I prepare myself as quickly and efficiently as possible for my shift at work. If I mess up and do answer an insult (by thinking a response to myself, privately in my own mind), the System asks me why I would speak to the Voices it projects into my brain as if it's blaming me for recognizing the strains of subliminal programming and ego destruction to which I am being subjected against my will. I take a piss and my anus starts to tingle and then itch, which happens nearly every time I evacuate my bladder, a control installed a few months prior to intimidate me into doing something or not doing something, I don't know. To frustrate me, so that I work out, I think. Instead, I take that frustration and fold it up inside, where it can fester and eventually manifest in a heart attack. I'm simply not going to do what these people tell me. I will not consent to torture.


	I happen to catch a glance at my slim form in the mirror, at how scrawny and unhealthy I am, at how I'm falling apart. Seven years of torture have not been kind. I realize that my girlfriend left me in part because of how unattractive I have become. I add another two things taken from me to a rather long list. As I dress, my spirit of resistance and lack of compliance are logged and apparent cause for further abuse, because they hit my brain with their headache ray. I wonder just how much damage they're doing or have done to me and whether I'll have any brain cells left by the time I either get them to leave me alone or I die. The anxiety causes heart palpitations. Or is this a direct result of some System function? I cannot remember. Then the thought is gone, replaced by nonsense.


	When I get to my car, it vibrates too but differently. More intense. The chord is minor, related to the major chord I most often hear. When I light a cigarette, I hear the Voices tell me that they are healing my lung tumor and I am assaulted by perhaps hundreds of different memories of hearing this, hearing that they know they went too far with me and that's why they're healing me but I'm too unhealthy so I need to do exercise and we always leave test subjects healthy, and even a few memories of conversations between the Voices where one was instructed by the other to convince me that they are actually healing my lung tumors (belying the fact that they are not). After inexplicably forgetting, I remember once again that I am under invasive observation and that I am being reprogrammed. I become enraged.


	Momentarily, I attempt to use my visual thinking instead of my subvocal speech in order to disconnect from the System, but I can't. Not well. My visual cortex has been altered not to function so that I cannot access my memories and to force me to think with words, a method probably easier to log, disrupt, and control. As soon as I activate my imagination, use my visual cortex, I see horrendous concatenations of people and concepts and ghosts of memories distorted by years of this unnatural torture. Normally, I have to stop using my imagination but this time, I persist. I imagine tearing the spine and connected skull out of the back of one of these System operators before smashing the berry of his stupid, corrupt melon against a wall. Streams of blood and chunks of brain-matter stand out brightly against the whitewashed cinder-blocks as they slide toward the floor and I stand there with my fists clenched, making sure that I am clothed and that no one is near me. (Because of the extensive sexual molestation and several, severe programming errors, I must always be clothed in my mind, which takes energy to enforce. They often attempt to use my imagination for me, which takes significant amounts of mental effort to overcome.) Then I feel a sharp pain in my left prefrontal cortex and the shrieking Voice that rides on my vehicle's AC states that I was getting too violent. It doesn't say this to me, but to another personality, another Voice, by way of explanation.


	My imagination shuts down. I rededicate myself to publishing and explaining what is happening to me and many others and the Voices change their script. They all begin to speak with each other about how stupid I am. “He's writing a book about how stupid he was”, they laugh. “He thought you were three-year-olds”, they state to one another, derisively. I suppress the immediate thought, “that's not true, you idiots!” and I suppress the anger, the reflexive response to this pointed agitation, as memories flood my mind of hearing seven Voices playing the parts of older witches teaching their young how to perform spells in raucous, hours-long roasting sessions that I was forced to listen to every day for months while working in dangerous construction sites or attempting to grieve my recently deceased grandmother utterly alone in my home. That they think I thought any of the Voices were children when I did not (two characters claimed to be teenagers at the time but I was dubious of this as well), means that human actors are likely involved, and they've forgotten the roles they played.


	I recognize for the hundredth time that there is a slight disconnect between my actual understanding of events and the System's readout of such, a mismatch which might reveal the limits of this mind reading technology or provide other interesting insights. While I write a note, I remind myself that they are using these insults to depress me and derail me from doing my work. They stab me in the brain again. Because I was taking notes, apparently.


	When I arrive at work and see my coworkers, I suppress another surge of memories of them as zombies, of years being tortured at my job as I tried to discern who was talking, who was doing this to me, who was controlling other people, so I could get them to screw off. I tremble a bit with rage and play it off as I get a coffee. The Voices are talking about how best to use their controls and I passively aggressively mention to my peers some small fact about this bastard experiment in which we are all unwilling participants. The Voices start telling me not to talk about them. Then they speak to one another about how much I know or I don't. They tell me that I am dangerous. I light another cigarette and am exposed to a conversation, revealed through the jet-engine-intense industrial ventilation system nearby, about the fact that I was too old for this nonsense, this process. I am reminded for the thousandth time that I was not neuroplastic enough to be programmed or repaired. I get angry and start thinking phrases like “human rights violations”. My brain starts hurting more.


	Then the Voices change the subject, screeching that if I continue to drink and smoke and don't work out I'll soon die. I think to myself, “I know”, and feel shame for being unable to ignore the unremitting incursion of these signals upon my psyche. It's been long enough, why can't I learn to ignore it? I sigh and sip my coffee and smoke, away from the others because to be around others causes nonsense trains of thought to spring up, misshapen circuits in my brain caused by poor application of the tools and concepts the System used in its attempt to rewrite the functioning of my mind. They say via an idling car nearby that I could get more pussy if I worked out.


	Whatever I was trying to think about disappears as am forced to confront the fact that I will probably die alone. I remind myself that I only want to think properly, unmolested, and that there is more to life than sex (though you wouldn't know it if you could hear my current programming regime). I'd like to be able to read a book, you know? And think about it. In complete sentences, if possible. Thanks. But my desires are absolutely unimportant.


	Miraculously, the industrial ventilator shuts off for a moment, the air conditioner for the office shuts down, and the neighbor's idling car drives off. I can hear only the birds in the yard. The Voices in their calls continue to berate me for my bad behavior but at least they don't sing constantly, just often. As I finish my second morning cigarette, I try my best to enjoy the few seconds of solitude in the silence of the gaps in birdsong as I try to remember whatever point I was refining before I became distracted. Something about how they're training their behavioral control models on me. That they will use what they've learned from torturing me and the data they've recorded and stolen from me to do this to others, better, faster. More efficiently. More effectively. I suppress the urge to end my life immediately. Then the ventilator turns back on and the demon voices start to shriek once more. I twitch a bit and hear one Voice tell another that it can see why they're messing with me; it's funny, enjoyable. “He even throws his hands up”, they say, noting my rage tic. More damage is done. They say something about how one of them was trying to use me for politics apparently, but I'm too stupid. I start twitching again. I never wanted to be a politician. Then they tickle my balls and tell me to do pushups, even though I'm at work and I can't and they know it. The low frequency Voice laughs and tells the others that they should have just suicided me.


	This is all within twenty minutes of my becoming conscious.


	It gets worse later on. After my shift while I smoke a cigarette and chill in my car, collecting myself after hours at a construction job where I'm forced to work with zombies, they start to stimulate my testicles while the warbly VLF voice asks me, disgustingly, if it feels good. Another voice tells me that this stimulation means I should do pushups. When I get to my room and start writing, they go so far as to give me erections and imply that I should turn on pornography and masturbate. In lieu of writing, of course. Or to manage my libido in an astonishing display of disregard for my privacy and agency. I ignore this and try to work and get a dose of artificial blue-balls as a reward.


	When I write something they don't like, or I start to remember something that gives me insight, they cause my temporal lobes to ache and I feel other painful sensations throughout my brain as they ostensibly chase the physical location of my memories. When I do remember something, a flash of an image, they stab my brain again and a screechy Voice says, “don't use your visual cortex!” The whole time I am forced to hear what sounds like two people and artificial decoys speak about whether or not I will publish, how suitable I am for this and that. Predictions about what I will do. They tell one another that I will nap for an hour. They project a particularly awful (to me) image into my brain and one of the resonant voices singing in my environment tells the others, “that's how we distract him”. They are using me to train new abusers, both digital and organic. More headaches when I note this event. Sometimes they will turn down the signals for a little while as an incentive to make me do what they want. I enjoy these quieter moments as best I can. The Voices are still there, though; they never really turn off.


	When the three signals return to full strength, first the periodic bassy roar, I hear complaints that I haven't done what they asked. Or other awful things. That they have “already tried to heart attack” me but it didn't work. This statement requires interpretation from me in that moment; I am forced to spend time assessing whether it is an actual threat or a strategic comment meant to scare me into working out, thus helping them meet their goals in this involuntary behavioral readjustment program. It makes me remember last summer when they reached electronically into my chest and thumped my heart hard in my chest. I had forgotten about that. I reach for my notepad to write down what happened, because if I don't the memory will be gone. They start to burn the nerve endings in my genitals. This is actual damage to my body, by the way, and it appears to be permanent. They do this to punish me for taking notes, or not following their inane commands. It's unclear. There's too much input for me to tell.


	The System makes more predictions. He'll sleep for two hours. He'll go here. He'll do this or that. The resonance follows me to the bathroom and gets much stronger in the tiny space, causing audible and recordable peaks of sound. I turn on my recorder and the signal gets quieter. I stop recording. Weird things happen again when I pee. System operators or their semblances talk to each other. Questions like “You thought he was rich?” and “You tried pussy-whipping him at his age?” ring out, as if the tile walls had momentarily been made into loudspeakers. I know that, when I lay to sleep with a lump of insulated lead on my face to protect the memories they are removing via hypnosis and energetic disruption, the whispers and squeaks and images and testing will all get stronger as my tormentors engage in sleep deprivation tactics to further wear me down. I want to deny them their prediction and stay awake, but I'm too exhausted. I have to check out for a bit. I just can't hear it any more.


	I could go on.


	All day, every day, psychological and physiological stimuli are applied without pause in order to program me like a machine, with total disregard for my humanity, my decisions, my damned schedule, even. For the System, I am a machine in fact. If they apply this or that stimulus, they will get the desired result. Eventually, anyway. I'd hate to think that this nonsense actually works on people, but what I hear and see, my own experience, and my unfortunate gut feelings tell me that it often does.


	What follows is as full a rendition I could make of the process I underwent when I became a test subject for these technologies. It is the whole thing, the entire experiment, from day one until now, as it continues. If it becomes either boring or too much, consider skipping ahead to the essays in part three, which begins with chapter 46. Why?. Also consider reading chapters 6. Misinformation, 10. The Voices, 16. Scripts, 17. Modern Psychology, and 24. The Compass. Please, enjoy!






   


	PART TWO


	Narrative




   


	4. My Subjection


	 


	
“He'll make a nice slave.”
- Whispers, Brain Programmer


	 


	Needless to say, I did not react well to being a test subject. I was basically a complete idiot for six and a half years before I realized that I was not experiencing the directed energy of psychics or some other nonsense, but that of a technology designed to torture and control me. I could have called this book I Was A Idiot: How the Observer and Controller Class Abuse Morons like Me. I have to forgive myself every day for not getting wise sooner but that's really how bad it is. All day, every day, year after year, I have been subjected to purposeful reprogramming, body manipulation, unnatural brain stimulation and physical attack, sexual torture and, worst of all, the Voices. Nearly forty thousand words a day funneled without pause into my brain, reacting to everything I think with insult, misdirection or worse, embedded in the environmental soundscape and as squeaks and whispers in my head, every waking hour and then even in my dreams. And with the weird body stuff and the making zombies of the people around me, I can honestly say it was and still is more than a little difficult to think. Also, I am not the one projecting energy at people, dissecting their minds in vivo, using nothing less than the other people around them to reinforce delusions in order to effect and maintain control. They are.


	I was first overtly subjected to this technology in September of 2018. I say overtly, because I was already under observation although I didn't know it. For a few years I had been experiencing a strange tinnitus at night. I thought it was the music I was playing with others and at my home, ear damage. Sometimes people call this phenomenon the sound of silence: in a quiet room, a high-pitched sine wave, like a tiny bell ringing in your ear. The common explanation is that it's blood flow in one's brain or something. I remember actual silence. And I remember hearing this pitch for year or so, too.


	I remember the exact day and circumstances in which I was first contacted by the System. At the time, I was playing music in a band and we had bi-weekly practice. Earlier that week, I had mentioned to a band mate that I stood to gain a fairly large sum of money related to the sale of a software product I was developing. Two days after mentioning this, while getting ready myself for practice, strange and disturbing images were suddenly and vividly projected directly into my mind.


	It was like nothing else I had ever experienced. I was in the shower, thinking about something else, my imagination or mind's eye running as normal, and foreign images appeared in my mind atop the things that I was imagining but somehow clearer, like a digital photo had somehow been sent directly to my visual cortex. Like a single frame that made a hole in my internal visual space and remained static over and clearer than the moving images of the memories I was reliving at the time. Again, like nothing else I have ever experienced. The content of that imagery combined with what I was thinking about in that moment formed strange, artificial connections between a large number of sensitive core concepts that, in a single instant, caused severe and most probably irreparable brain damage. I left the shower shaking.


	At practice I was in a daze. I didn't know who or what had sent me those images or why, if it was organic or technological or what. I knew that it was not simply a mistake in my brain, some misfiring of neurons. Someone or something had clearly communicated with me from a distance. So I was aware, watching, afraid, stressed, etc. I noticed while playing that another band mate, not the one I had spoken to about money, was concentrating on me more than normal, looking at me quite intensely, which was quite unusual and out of character. And then my brain began to buzz, to fizzle, just a bit, tingling in a region that I later learned was my left temporal lobe, an area normally used for speech formation and information processing.


	I was nearly catatonic. Someone had communicated with me from afar and my band mates were potentially gifted with some form of telepathy or what, I didn't know. This was the basic trick, a belief made and reinforced in one evening by shocking me and then presenting a subtle clue that it was other people. Possibly these people around me. Were they the ones who had hurt me? Was that initial shock or psychic shot part of some hazing ritual for the knowing? Were they the only telepaths or was everyone only playing coy and had learned, from early age, something I had not: how to sense and feel the thoughts of others? What were the physical, the mechanical conditions necessary for this kind of communication? What were the implications? How deep was it? Could other people read my thoughts like hearing my voice on the phone? Did they only get impressions? Could they see images? Would they see me struggling with and trying to undo the damage that that first “message” had done? All these questions and more swirled within me as I tried to cope with and readjust to a new world I had apparently entered somehow, a world where there existed few or no borders between minds.


	The next few practices were more normal. Externally, at least. No more odd staring at me, no more brain-tingling. But as I tried to deal with what I'd experienced, the damage just ground down further into the core of my being. More materialistically, I should say that the artificial connections between concepts that I was attempting to disentangle (actual, physical structures in my brain created when that external interference impinged on me) were growing with each experience and memory made after the initial attack. A trauma flower, blooming rapidly from the moment I was accessed. And all of this took place during musical performance. If you are not a musician and have never performed in groups, it is an all-encompassing experience. Your motor control is engaged, your awareness is split between the different rhythms and melodies and considerations of the other people in the band, etc. Even in this already stressful situation I tried to reason, tried to understand. I thought that maybe we were using sound from our instruments to talk? As a wave along which to transmit our thoughts? That's how we synchronized our minds to form a channel of communication? That would be cool. But not cool was the suspicion that the weird things I was trying to fix in my mind were somehow visible to the others around me.


	That was the most damaging aspect I think, originally, at least. The awareness that one's mind is being read, especially when something is strange or alien or wrong, causes horrible trips and malfunctions in one's thinking, stilting and derailing thoughts at inception. Even if nothing is wrong, the idea is shocking. Imagine living an entire life knowing that your thoughts are insulated, that some snap judgment made about someone on the street, for instance, will never reach or harm them, and then being presented with possible experiential evidence that this is not so. Imagine having to manage all of the normal social considerations one normally makes, but open and visible to everyone. The final, innate boundary of privacy is the skull.


	I was in a prolonged state of shock, simply trying to understand, and barely able to think. The presence of this damage (and likely a heaping dose of unrecognized subliminal input) caused a stubborn loop where I would try to negate or move around the damaged sector in my brain, yet my consciousness just kept hitting it as if it were a wall. The stupid idea I was using to comprehend what was going on, the idea that other people were reading from or speaking to my mind, only reinforced that damage and made further connections while at the same time splitting my awareness into a multichannel stream. The System would reinforce this idea for years. Not knowing who or what it was, I looked for answers everywhere, in every little detail. I paid attention to everything. For years. An exhausting practice that, in retrospect, did allow me to learn a lot, but which damaged my health and my mind and distracted me from properly reasoning about what was happening and living my life as I should.


	It was a nightmare. I've met others since, people close to me, who hear Voices from time to time, almost like instructions, and most of these people do not overreact as I did. But they think they're hearing great spirits or saints or dead relatives and possess belief systems to which I do not subscribe, beliefs I will accuse the System of abusing. And the use of music to abuse me I find to be exceptionally cruel.


	Music as a discipline and even as an experience touches a large number of brain regions and functions at all levels. It incorporates higher-level thinking in the form of creativity, critical analysis, social understanding and gaming, lower-level stuff like motor control and muscle movement of the limbs and throat, dexterity, visuals and imagery for those with tendencies toward synesthesia or an aptitude for marketing and art, hearing and language and memory triggers and making friends and meeting members of the opposite sex and having fun and movie soundtracks and nearly all of the human experience. It pervades life. While it makes sense, using music as a vector for subliminal study and control is absolutely evil and, unfortunately, not entirely new. Subliminals have been planted in label records for ages. And since when did they start piping loud pop music into speakers at every store and gas station you go to? I was never really a fan of that.


	Still, I was dumb. Before being attacked I had been very slightly exposed to information about the existence of these technologies online. I should have known better but when I got hit it was too much. And it's designed to be too much.


	It wasn't long before the System's script for me became quite elaborate. I began to hear voices about a month later and was then in stages subjected to more direct brain interference, odd physical sensations, extensive social manipulation, and a ton of other nasty tricks that left me unable to think for long enough to connect those distant things I had read about on the internet to the very real things happening before my eyes and within in my mind. And within the people around me. Every person is unique and the System affects us all differently. It is learning how best to use its myriad tools to control us.


	The effects this System can have on your inner and outer life, on your physical body and your social circumstance, are real and very tangible. Before being placed in the program, I was a productive, fast-thinking, somewhat decent problem solver with a small business of my own; I could play multiple instruments, compose music, and I was in three bands, two of them performing; I had a decent number of friends and normal social abilities; and, importantly, I could think and communicate effectively. I was a normal, functioning person, is my point. And yet I was naive.


	Now, my inner life has been reduced to getting caught in damage loops, rejecting the things I hear, and trying to ignore or work around the constant Pavlovian stimuli I'm bombarded with as the System tries to conform my behavior to its program and I try to complete my own thoughts without being interrupted. Being around other people causes near panic attacks or horrible nonsense trains of thought that derail me for hours at a time (and even though I know what's happening, that it isn't the people around me who are scrutinizing me, and that no human can naturally hear my thoughts, the damage is already done; these are hard-coded reflexes caused by years of torture and neuro-linguistic programming). I am isolated. I have been socially black-listed, beyond what I did to my own reputation by being a tweaked-out idiot while under duress. I have problems being told what to do, even by those I love. Music is gone; I cannot play or even listen to it without hearing their signals. Whenever I do hear music, I experience the shock of a dozen tortured memories all at once and then in waves. My brain tweaks out; it just won't work right. This ruins every almost every social situation, leaving me stressed and anxious and unable to interact normally with people. My friends simply go without music as a kindness, which instills negative associations against me in their minds. Not to mention the destruction of a lifelong hobby, so much brain-space, years of developed neural real estate I can't use anymore. My companies have been disbanded. I am unable to work, really, so I'm effectively destitute. And being constantly harassed is depressing and debilitating, believe it or not.


	This is not all just woe-is-me but what the System can do to its subjects, and what it will do to those who don't follow its demands. In other words: this could be you. And I remember how most of this happened. The System uses a process, and does a ton of crazy shit. I must share my experience to describe it but I'm a private person and it pains me to do so. It's all extremely embarrassing. I share it because I'm that pissed, and I don't want it happening to you or the people you love. Popular ignorance is what protects and enables the machine.




   


	5. And Then I Was Illuminated


	 


	
“It's Everyone.”
- Invasive Thought


	 


	Laying in bed, thinking about the odd situation I'd found myself in, I began to hear something strange. Something that was almost like a voice in the sound of the air passing through the grate that covered the output of the heater into my room. I was already distraught, already frantically looking for answers. There are other information channels, other ways of communicating. Other senses to develop. And I always like a challenge; I thought these events were revealing a new layer of reality that one could learn to navigate. So I was listening.


	The sound of the air blowing through that grate is like white noise with a specific frequency signature and for years I'd lived in the home and never heard anything strange in it, no reason at all to concentrate on it. But I began to hear a pattern. I wasn't looking for it, but it caught my attention, this odd, repetitive attenuation of sound. After a few nights of listening as I was falling asleep, something clicked in my brain and I finally heard the words embedded in the sound.


	“This is a bad neighborhood”. That's what it said. Over and over. This did not make sense to me at the time, but it turns out that “bad neighbors” is a standard script used by the System to instill fear, discomfort, and paranoia. It repeated itself a hundred times. This was the only sentence uttered to me for a good few days, only while I was in bed. The first intracranial Voice I ever heard, the first vocal communication with these (synthetic) telepaths I had stumbled upon or who, more accurately, had somehow found me. The Voice went away. I didn't know if it had been a warning or what. It ceased to repeat, but the sound of the heater remained strange.


	This was about five weeks after the first attack. Other things started happening. I continued going to practice, determined to undo the damage and learn the identity of the source. And while playing I began to experience more of the tingling and brain area activation, like that which I'd experienced on the day of the attack, the first day of my overt, nonconsensual participation in the program.


	In the creepiest way possible. The band member, I'll call him Patient Zero, who had on that first day stared at me, did an odd thing as we were practicing, the same week I'd begun to hear the Voices. He, standing next to me, suddenly and robotically turned towards me. His posture changed, strange and slumped, and he dropped his head forward and slightly down, staring at me with dilated pupils and a dopey look on his face. I was already stressed, doing damage control, trying to understand signals embedded in sound, play the music without making mistakes, and construct a worldview where all of this insane nonsense fit. I was paying very close attention to the situation around me and Patient Zero stares at me in that funny pose, his mouth slightly open. Just looking at me. Then my brain began to light up.


	The entire left hemisphere of my brain started to tingle, to activate violently. I could feel the entire volume of my left brain for the duration of about half a song, roughly two minutes. I quit practice early and said nothing specific about it. There were no vocal inputs, no voices in the sound, no implanted thoughts (that I can remember), but this event did reinforce the interpretation I'd come up with or been lead to, that other people were probably the source, and using music to talk. I remember apologizing for being out of it and my band mate telling me, “That's OK. You're learning”. He was talking about the music, but I thought perhaps he was referring to something.


	I started to feel the tingling in my head at night in bed. More complex patterns appeared in the sounds of my heater outflow. No more talk about neighbors. It was mostly sonic garbage, a variety of chops and pauses and frequencies enhanced which I knew must be words but couldn't quite understand. I began to think. Other people were communicating. How was this possible? And surely it wasn't just this particular group of people who could “talk”. People's energy extends beyond their bodies. All of us overlap. It has to be everyone, otherwise it physically didn't make sense.


	This was my (errant) line of reasoning, most likely subliminally implanted, and as I reached that certain thought, that it was everyone, that everyone could communicate wordlessly, that information could pass between minds (along with everything that could imply), I had an epiphany. As the thought entered my mind: “It's Everyone”, my muscles spasmed and my body went stiff in the bed like I'd been shocked. I felt a very particular and memorable sensation, an activation spreading out from my corpus colossum (that thick bundle of nerves connecting the two hemispheres of my brain) which swept all the way out to the left and right walls of my skull in growing waves of tingling that completely encompassed my brain. A feeling that I was growing in response to this new knowledge. An implanted or mistaken significance. I thought I had found my answer.


	Everyone is connected. Even if they don't know it.


	It wasn't as simple as that. It was something like a utilitarian idealism that took over for a week or two, the idea that we were all one consciousness and that there was a way for us to live where things simply worked out best. Like a calculation that could be performed by, say, a supercomputer of some kind would maximize happiness and productivity for every single person if only they, the people, could see, if only they could understand their place within the world and act their part. A place defined for them by... whom?


	I am not religious, but many of the people around me were. Probably due to my location within the States, a baseline neural program with certain control hooks was employed. As these ideas were washing against my mind, religious erosion began to accrue on my worldview. Maybe this is what the people around me were talking about, what I couldn't understand. Maybe God was speaking to me through those people and the, uh, the grate in my room? Showing me my path to Heaven. Finally, I could have a happy and fulfilling life if I would just listen to what I heard.


	It wasn't God, of course. I'm certainly not saying that God doesn't exist or that He, conceptually, couldn't communicate by manipulating the minutiae in our environment to change us or work through us so as to create a better world (though I contend he doesn't speak to people, verbally, in their heads). I am definitely saying that this idea gets subverted and abused. That this System, using advanced computing, physical tools, radio technology, and decades of psychological study, tries however it can to manipulate our minds and our environments to create a world that functions within its defined parameters. Human beings are still the best multi-purpose tools ever created, be it by random chemical chance or the hand of a divine Creator. The System will play God to exploit them.


	The main idea that barraged me at the time was this: we are all one; do what you are told; you are one with the collective; your desires are the desires of all. Listen and learn.




   


	6. Misinformation


	 


	
“[Operators] do this for sport.”
- Anonymous Test Subject


	 


	My epiphany did not occur in isolation. I was exposed over the few years prior to my being made overtly subject to a number of psychological operations on the internet, specifically on the image board and online discussion forum fourchan. Psych ops here refers to the flooding of the public idea or meme space with concepts, whether true or false, designed to shape the thinking of those exposed. The writer of the third exorcist film, for example, was the curator of psych ops for a large, powerful and highly technical organization; the ideas within that film include demonic possession, a concept useful for obscuring the influence of mind control technology. This was after he left the institutional position and was working privately. Perhaps he was warning us, or maybe he was still on the payroll and seeding ideas. The manipulation of common discourse (or propaganda) is of course the oldest form of analogue mind control.


	Fourchan is not really a pleasant place to visit and I would generally recommend against going there (especially the boards marked not safe for work) unless you are strong of stomach. The site allows anyone to post information in the form of text, links, images, and videos anonymously and for this reason it was possible to find there many things suppressed elsewhere online. Anything except exceptionally heinous pornography can be placed on the site (albeit temporarily), and so grassroots users would frequently post documents, images, and speech related to the misdeeds of the powerful and stuff we mere peons are not meant to know or think about. It was also used as a platform for organizing both legal and illegal group actions against public figures and organizations, such as hacking and releasing the content of official email accounts and more. Leaks of sensitive data were not uncommon, and one could often find there opinions and info that cut against the narratives being pushed into the public space. Though it requires discernment, one can find information here that sheds much light on the inner workings of the world. I, an iconoclast by nature, was drawn to this place where I found people talking sense amid the widespread public insanity I was witnessing during the social revolution taking place around the time of the 2016 election. I was not the only one. Many people were drawn to the site and certain boards for the same reason. And because so many were drawn here to gather these outside perspectives and fresh unfiltered news, the site became a target for observation and experimentation.


	On this forum, Controller Class operators interact with their test subjects and effectively advertise to gain more victims. Mostly by flooding the space with control fodder and false instruction. If you ever hear the sharp ping of a high frequency bell in your mind (usually the other ear goes quiet and the whole phenomenon lasts about twenty seconds), do not do as the glowing ones tell you and change posture. Do not start listening, either. Sigh and move on. Your rights were just abused.


	Psych ops were seeded or would fester here and then spread out to the internet at large. These were the Queue posts (though published elsewhere, they were in part bred here); the magic number science of Gematria; modern communist propaganda; the “if you know you know” foreshadowing of an apocalypse that hasn't yet occurred; the “this popular politician is ordained by God” nonsense; political theft on both sides; the “we are evolving as a species beyond our individual limitations in a mass ascension phenomenon”; reptilians; etc. Themes and topics would be tested. Real information mixed with fantasy to obscure the truth. At the same time, users of the forum were logged, their IP and MAC addresses noted, and their devices monitored before many of them, myself included, were placed into the program.


	Thus, before I experienced the strange feelings and effects caused by this technology, my psychology had been seeded with ideas that would be used to confuse and control me. I was memetically primed for this by the culture around me and the online spaces in which I was involved.


	The System will use what it can, and it will create what it needs. Often by implanting ideas in the minds of creators. I actually met the person who made the first Queue post and started a social movement that lead to interesting world events brought about by the warping of hundreds of millions of minds. He told me that Yehoshua, speaking to him in his head as if in the room, told him that the country was going to see a brilliant return, but that God needed the man to do something. Something to alleviate his own torture (for he is a test subject, as well), that would aid people generally. He was told to make a psych op and post it online to spread the Word, in an occulted fashion that would have made androids dream. You get the idea, I hope. This person was used as a puppet to shape people's opinions and actions on a massive scale. How was this Queue stuff supposed to help people? god works in mysterious ways.


	The System figures out what exists in your mind, watches and creates graphs of your thinking processes, and uses what it learns to develop a custom control program from general templates for anyone it hits. This is easier when the culture is filled with tons of ideas that can be used as identifiers or hooks. Identifiable phrases or engrams. Generally, ideas, some of which are accurate but most which are not, about spiritualism, new-age mysticism, a great telepathic awakening, the return of God, etc. are excellent fodder for control. New-age thinking, especially, entered the culture in a major way alongside the infancy of these technologies and was used by the System with glee. Atop all of this is the mental health narrative, crafted to hide the spread of the computer into our bodies and minds. All of it was set up beforehand. Cleverly.


	I did not and still don't believe in any of these metaphysical frameworks. Not exactly. Yet when confronted by this entity, I could not explain it. Even though I'd sort of seen information about this stuff beforehand, I simply couldn't believe that people using technology, likely the same people tasked with protecting my rights and liberties, would do this to me and the people around me. Many test subjects think as I did because they don't understand the ease of applying these torture and control methods, nor how cheap it is nowadays to throw another undesirable into the bin. Conditioning is usually applied as well, to keep the blame centered on anything at all except the true source of these strange phenomena.


	And it's so weird, what they do. What this System does. Why would my own ruling power project images and words into my mind? Even if it were some kind of arms, I was no dissident. I'd never committed any crime. Not that I knew of, anyhow. I was something of a patriot, even. I had traveled abroad but I was certainly no spy. I did stand to earn a small fortune, though. Couldn't be that! Regardless, I excluded the possibility that it was technological because I simply could not believe it. It made zero sense at the time. “Why me? That's dumb. It has to be something else”. So I used whatever ideas I could (when my mind worked well enough to allow it) that could possibly explain what I was experiencing and ended up stranded in a desert of falsehoods and lies.


	Looking for answers from those around me was probably just as detrimental. People told me variously over the years that I was talking to God or angels or demons or aliens, that I was an indigo child, a psychic, a medium, an empath, gifted somehow or another. But never that I was a test subject in a mass mind control experiment. Other people simply didn't know either, and many of them would turn out to be test subjects themselves.


	I eventually told or asked almost everyone I knew and no one, not one single person, knew what the Voices were. But it's well recorded that certain signals produce certain effects within the mind (including audio transmission), and this was discovered the better part of a century ago. That fact alone is enough to figure most of this stuff out. And almost no one knows about it.




   


	7. Sensitivity, Delusion, and the Divine


	 


	
“I'm sorry you think I'm God.”
- Invasive Thought


	 


	After my illumination, that fruitful mistake of timing or rancid gift of lies, things started happening quickly from my perspective. An initial chaos as the System began to map my mind. From its perspective, it was calmly following a routine process of observation, flagging, attack, sensitization, and learning. Learning how I think on a mechanical level, how my neurons fire. Every night I heard the Voices in my heater, increasingly clear but talking first in random syllables, then about random subjects as it tested me, tracking the activation in my brain and building a symbol map, an EEG data-set, better to read my mind. And every practice and performance in my two then active bands was a nightmare, a further grinding push of the severe damage they'd wrought. It wasn't just practice, really. Every experience was a crisis, splitting my personality into rotten tatters and frays as my stressors were discovered and amplified, things found that could be used to create, reinforce, and abuse sensitivities.


	There are a few ways things go when people are made direct test subjects. Many people lose their minds and do crazy or stupid things during this initial bewilderment period. It's intense, they don't know what's happening. Out of nowhere the System assails them with a scare-house panoply of virtual demons that begin tearing into their minds. Maybe a voice in their head shouts, “Get out of there!” and they do. People literally run off into the woods, and they usually go missing. Some drown. Others starve or suffer grave injury. Maybe the carcass gets picked up, cleaned and quit of organs. Sure would be a shame to waste it. But I jest; they're probably left to rot.


	Some people lash out and end up in prison after assaulting their neighbors or other innocent bystanders. Some do this in grand style, often egged on purposefully by the System, to create spectacles of death that make the evening news. Fear is a big business. It funds several prominent organizations and industries as a side effect.


	Those who end up in psych wards or jail cells can be tested in controlled settings. Many test subjects commit suicide. Some are killed remotely. Some die suddenly in setups, like one man in Texas who was frightened into carrying his gun about the house to find the intruders who kept taunting him from just around the corners in his home; when police just happened to arrive and see him toting his gun, they fired upon and killed him without hesitation. The conversation between System operators using acoustic projection tools to do this can be found online if you search hard enough.


	Some can be controlled or they buy in to the scheme and are turned into willing System assets. Actors, writers, moguls, politicians, even local movers and shakers, I imagine. If you see a prominent person malfunction, this might be a System glitch. Some innocents do what the Voices tell them to under the impression that the madness will stop once the given task is complete. But the Voices never stop. Some are kept on as sources of new intellectual property and concepts that can be plucked from the test subject and sold or patented or otherwise used by the socially and financially well-connected. I'm sure that some can be deluded into leaving their life's savings in a bag somewhere for convenient pickup by the morally destitute. Or the victim can be deluded indefinitely. A life stolen and replaced by utter nonsense. In any case, valuable data is collected. Data on how people and their brains respond to various remote stimuli.


	I didn't do anything too dumb except waste time and reinforce the brain damage that the System wreaks upon the unknowing. My mind was off in the deep-end looking for explanations. Each human life is a universe unto itself? Brains are the most complex things that exist and consciousness is actually, I don't know, stars experiencing the world as information in a perfect, fractal form of being that experiences itself from a distance in a different form? There's a cosmology that allows for extra-dimensional communication? Weird stuff. A new, insane, world-encompassing interpretation hit me every day. I should have written them all down and sold them in a some grand, hippy tome. Maybe some clever operator took my brain transcript from the time and did just that.


	Clearly, I was quite beside myself. A superstitious lens, very uncharacteristic, began to shape my thinking. Normally I am a very logical, Occam's Razor sort of guy, but having entered this strange new world where I had been forcefully cracked open and others could apparently read my thoughts and speak to me in my mind, I desperately sought answers everywhere. Every conversation with anyone was the most important I'd ever had. There were no coincidences. A church somewhere along the path from my town to a concert venue had set their placard to read “God has a plan for you”, and it seemed to me more than just the local pastor's message to his flock. This is one of a hundred examples I could give of manufactured significance contained in almost everything I experienced. This is both a reflection of the System searching for things I might find meaningful, and an indication of a psychosis induced by this invasive searching in my mind.


	It may be relevant to note that my brain was being stimulated to pump out vile amounts of oxytocin. This is the chemical that your brain exudes when you are around other people, especially your friends and even more so your lovers. You can tell if you are under its effects. If you're a straight male, for instance, women look a lot prettier. You'll see her and she'll seem to radiate. As in, any woman at all near your age range. You might catch yourself thinking that she looks just exceptionally great that day. Colors are slightly more vivid, as well. You're generally more excited about social events and in social settings, more willing to go along with things in general and especially where others are involved. This would get me into trouble as I stumbled, happy-go-lucky and unaware, into a variety of social experiments I would have otherwise avoided due to my natural awkwardness and light misanthropy.


	The reason for stimulating oxytocin release is apparently to foster trust in the feelings, thoughts, and Voices that are being induced in the test subject, but it can have other negative effects because it causes connections between various concepts that should not be. Oxytocin floods the brain when you get your first lover, a natural pairing reinforcement mechanism; it shouldn't be flowing through the brain at a high level for weeks on end as fast as the glands that produce it can manage, lest that cause problems. The stimulation of the brain to release dopamine, which was definitely happening as well, also has the effect of fostering neuronal connections, likely to reinforce new programming and dilute former circuitry.


	So, in spite of how it started and despite how confusing it was, I felt special, like I had been selected by the universe and that nothing could go wrong. I was trusting. Hopeful. Stupid. The level of control the System can exert over one's body and mind are really quite incredible, and during the inception of direct management this over-doing it with neurochemical adjustment appears to be typical. I was basically high all the time.


	Through all of the psychological and sensory noise I could see complex, overarching patterns and I thought that I was locked into a transitive conversation with some hyper-intelligent, energetic life form that was influencing the people and the world around me, controlling my environment to speak to me mysteriously. Turns out it was a really smart and superbly evil computer (and the people running it) using plain-old but highly tuned electromagnetic radiation to do the same damned thing.


	Voices started appearing in the wind breezing past my car as I was driving. Very distorted words, like someone speaking into a running fan but worse, even choppier and slower, tied to the peaks and troughs of the sounds in my environment in a stunning display of technological prowess as the noises I heard were read and used in real time. Perhaps the signals sounded choppy because the carrier wave used to transmit the messages was of lower frequency than the audio riding it. In any case, I was enraptured, stupidly listening, thinking I was learning to speak telepath and tripping on the sound (which was quite loud). I started reading license plates, I don't know why. Soon I thought that the letters and numbers contained hidden messages for me. Or that I was synchronizing with the thoughts of the people trying to communicate with me or something. Fairly out-there stuff. These behaviors, listening and reading plates, became compulsive.


	I will call the city I was living in at the time Testtown because I was not the only one affected there and I believe, from what I have witnessed and from speaking to others who experienced much of what I did, that there was a mass test of this technology in my area.


	Well, one day I was driving restlessly around Testtown listening to the signals and I couldn't decide where to go or what I was supposed to do. A mistaken, motivational stranding. I had work to do at home but I was stuck in my car, stuck with the idea that I could get more information about what was happening by meeting the right person at the right place, yet I didn't know where to go. I drove for an hour, going to different stores and bars, parking, waiting for some sign, leaving. Finally I decided, very impulsively, that I was going to paint something and drove to the local art store. Art was a hobby of mine. I'll buy some supplies. There, I pulled up next to a truck with license plate YAY. I was at the right place. This made sense at the time. I quickly grabbed a pack of canvases and stood in line where I waited behind a man in local fatigues with a strange unit patch who was accompanied by a woman, both of them in their early fifties. When they'd finished their purchase the man turned with his bags, looked at me and said, “Take care of yourself”. He was probably talking to the clerk. I thought, of course, that he was talking to me, mainly because of the timing and the fact that he briefly looked me in the eyes as he said it. Then they left. We three had been the only customers in the store and when I finished my purchase, I exited the store to find that vehicle YAY was gone.


	This art-store meeting could have been meaningless. That's what this form of direct mind control does. It primes you on the precipice of impulse at all times by inducing a stress state and then watches and learns and tries to predict and nudge you with increasing levels of complexity and accuracy. License plates? Initial conditions. Other stimuli would be used. This is normal behavior for the System and for test subjects. Strange neuroses quickly develop as the torture system begins to look for areas of personal significance in the mind of the subject and creates lots of noise and junk behavior in the process. Test subjects are traumatized, sensitized, and watched. Stimuli from their environments are more or less randomly selected for later use in programming depending on the impact that the stimulus has upon their psyche. It is not necessary to station a particular license plate at a particular place to harass the subject. Any license plate can be a sense trigger after this proclivity to notice them is registered and relevant symbols' locations in the brain are mapped.


	Whether this evening was an actual example of overly literal psychic driving to get me to that store at that particular moment to be witnessed by that man, I will never know. It's certainly possible.


	Having people in the right place at the right time was a very important idea during nighttime chats. To effect what? I wondered. They weren't going to tell me. Something about controlling a group of people. A contest of some sort was mentioned. Perhaps controlling the greatest number of people? Was I the one controlling people? Nope! A quick and harmless public experiment of my own proved that. Nor would I want to; imagine having a really bad idea and causing the deaths of millions. So, maybe they were talking about controlling me.


	The Voices said something while I was driving a few days later that stood out, too. That I was involved in some sort of program. The message was garbled and difficult to understand. A program to locate psychics, to study or to murder or to hire them? To find and train informants or spies? Or perhaps to make a Patsy of the unknowing?


	Soon after that at a bar I frequented often, a man in an agency jacket happened to be there, standing in the corner, scoping out the patio crowd. I saw him immediately as I stepped out with my drink to smoke and chat with acquaintances. He looked at me but not too much. He didn't stare, but from the corner of my eye I could see him looking my way from time to time. I remember he wasn't drinking. I just ignored him. These could have been coincidences. I live near a reserve base and the artist soldier could have been some random guy. Same with the man at the bar: just a normal person with a public service job who happened to be there, or some douche who thought he looked cool in illegal surplus.


	Then the former president died. His face was everywhere around me. In magazines at the doctor's office, on a memorial billboard, everywhere on the television as his burial approached. In my studies, I had read several works by transhumanists, some of whom believe that minds can be instantiated into new, digital bodies. So why not organic ones? The strange phenomena I was experiencing had combined with talk online about occult activity surrounding his funeral, the repeated symbolism around me, the content of the Voices, and the chance sightings of possibly secret types to create a frightening idea. For a few weeks I became even more extremely paranoid and was convinced that this powerful man had died and now, somehow, his soul was being implanted into my mind, with this process shepherded by the State. My prior interpretation that God or an alien hive mind had found me and wanted what's best for me was finally challenged by a new fear that I was perhaps being controlled by something or someone without my goodwill in mind.


	Seeing the man in fatigues and the agency dude, that episode with the president, started to make me think that another entity, more terrestrial but nonetheless quite powerful was involved. That perhaps the explanation I had initially discounted was the truth. But stranger things would happen and I would forget. New interpretations would emerge and combat for attention with the old as the program that spawned in the server from watching my neural output evolved.




   


	8. Zombie Apocalypse


	 


	
“We control hundreds of people.”
- Whispers, Brain Programmer


	 


	All of this nonsense culminated one evening at band practice in my first experience of a System attempt to effect complete control over me and those around me. This was late into the evening. Everyone had been acting normally. I had basically ceased talking to people at this point in my life, so I was a bit boring. I mainly listened, between songs, to my friends talk about their lives and opinions, etc. One of our circle attended a popular church in the area, and he had spent some of the evening talking to me about God and how I have to trust Him and that I should attend his church. This was not the primary topic of conversation, just part of the milieu. The rest was mostly chatter and talk about preparing for the show that weekend, in just a few days.


	We were playing a popular song, Hotel California. For this one, I was the singer and one of the guitarists. I wasn't a great singer. I could play and sing at the same time well enough, though, even if I lacked that certain stage presence. During the second verse, my friend from the church, another man who sometimes played with us but was sitting out that evening, just listening, and the band manager, Patient Zero, the one who had been staring at me during these jam room events, all three of them suddenly and in one moment stood up or moved from their positions around the room and assumed the same posture: hands at their sides, bodies rigid, with heads slightly forward and wide, glazed eyes, their pupils slightly dilated. I was standing in front of the microphone in the center of the room. I, too, changed my posture. My normal slouch, caused by lack of confidence and general attention problems, very quickly changed. I straightened my back, squared my shoulders, and set my guitar properly against my chest. Then I started to sing.


	All of this occurred simultaneously. I stepped closer to the microphone and those three who had suddenly changed stepped up one by one to face me, quickly turning or walking across the room as needed to form a semi-circle around me and the mic, all three of them just staring at me. I started to play better, my timing crisper. My voice sounded better. Relaxed, expressive. I was singing properly, from the chest, with no wasted effort at all. There's a performance state, I'll call it, where you lock-in and devote your entire mind to feeling and playing the music. I've reached this state organically before, but this time it was like someone had found and flipped a switch.


	Within about thirty seconds I began to think again, though, took in my surroundings, finally processed the odd behavior of the people around me. My mind or brain or soul rejected what I realized was a form of external control. I dropped out of the flow-state, shrank in presence. I think I even hit a few bad notes as I finished the verse. The guitar solo began, we played the song out, and to my growing horror, my circle of attendants continued to stare without moving until we finished.


	The song lasted for another two minutes, the zombies staring and sometimes nodding but never taking their eyes off of me and, as far as I could tell, not even blinking. I tried to laugh it off nervously as we continued playing but the watchers did not react. They kept nodding, like weird, possessed creeps. I looked up at the ceiling, down at the floor, at the door, sometimes at the people around me in their ritual positions, but mostly trying to look anywhere else.


	The drummer and the other guitarist were engrossed in their instruments, looking down in concentration, not paying attention to the scene in the room. When we finished, everyone was quiet and it took a good fifteen awkward seconds or so before anyone spoke. It was me who broke the silence, with something lame like, “Well, that was weird”, and “I guess that sounded pretty good?”. I wasn't taking notes at the time so I don't remember exactly. I do remember that no one replied. Everyone finally dropped out of their positions. They slowly returned to normal. The weird postures melted and everybody seemed to relax. One of them smiled and agreed that it had sounded good. Something like that. No one talked about the ritual. No one acknowledged it and we called it a night. Everyone was tired. That was the common line.


	This had been my third experience (all of them in that rehearsal room) with what I call zombies. System-controlled persons. They are not always controlled and control is not always complete, I would imagine. More like behaving within parameters and susceptible to direct control for what appears to be a rather short period of time. In case it is not obvious, what had happened at the rehearsal was this: the machine, radiating each of us with this suite of monitoring tools, attempted to and very briefly did control at least four of the six people in the room, including myself. I felt this influence and then it fled or I bucked it, but I too was briefly controlled. My motor controls have been influenced numerous times since, but this first time was arguably the most effective.


	I keep up with some of those who were in the room. They are acquaintances, one of them close. I waited years to do so but I have spoken with them about the event. One of them ended up in jail and I can't ask him anything; another doesn't remember it all. Another thinks that it may have happened because “the [ruling power] does a lot of crazy shit to people”, but he doesn't think that he is susceptible to control. That would be the main zombie of course, Patient Zero, who stared at me so oddly on the day of first contact. This belief in one's imperviousness is a common trend with many of those I have known to be controlled, likely a belief reinforced to lend self-origin credibility to invasive thoughts, suggestions, and slow-form hypnotic programming. A core confidence that makes these people perfect fodder for the System.


	The closest to me, Patient One (I would call him a friend) has been more open and spoken with me at length about what happened and his experience within the program. He is definitely a test subject. I have seen him zombified a handful of times, he is a signal-hearer who has significant difficulty with thinking that corresponds to the level of a highly variable tinnitus he hears, and he has sometimes heard the internal Voices that I do and will soon describe. He tells me that he remembers something odd happening that night, but his memory of the event and of that time in general is hazy (probably not solely for its distance back in time).


	Really, we are all zombies to a greater or lesser degree. That roaming low note hits all of us. People aren't directly controlled all the time, though. Not yet, anyway. For now, it stands out when someone is, and I have seen much of it throughout my years as a test subject. I probably wouldn't have noticed anything if the System hadn't messed me up so badly. But it did.


	And I noticed.




   


	9. The Married Couple


	 


	
“God willing and weather permitting...”
- Anonymous Songwriter


	 


	At the time, my nearest friends were a married couple from out of state. I played music with the husband nearly every weekend. We would drink beer, chat, and work on original songs. We spoke about everything, as musical co-writers will. I was comfortable expressing myself and speaking my mind, despite the fact that we shared widely differing political views. He seemed comfortable as well. He was an excellent songwriter and it was really fun and rewarding to craft accompaniment for his songs. I got along with the wife, as well, and the three of us would enjoy conversations and debates that were intellectually satisfying enough for the three of us, at least. We were all very close and it was a nice, normal relationship. There was no weird nonsense. Just good times, talk, and creative collaboration.


	Naturally, as I trusted them, I had been speaking to them about these odd experiences. I did not directly tell them, “Hey, listen, I need advice! Someone projected disturbing images into my brain and I think it might have been my other band mates because they started staring at me at practice weird and my brain was tingling, but I don't really know. I'm confused. I've heard about technology that can do this but there's no reason they would target me. And then I started hearing a voice in my heater at night and it was talking about the neighbors and then things at practice started getting really, really weird and then I started hearing voices in my car....” But I did broach the subject in general ways. Testing, I suppose, whether or not they knew what I was talking about.


	Speaking about this stuff openly to people who know nothing about it makes one sound insane. This societal phenomenon was absolutely fostered and is used by the System to maintain secrecy by discouraging discussion and is fundamental to one of its goals on most targets, which is to discredit or defame, casting whatever actual, critical knowledge they may possess and which the System wishes to hide as the rambling nonsense of hopelessly crazy weirdos. Also, part of the set of ideas that was used in my conditioning was the concept that telepaths would hide themselves, that people who “knew” that people could “speak” would hide themselves to avoid scrutiny or becoming a target for attack by others who “knew” or to enable themselves to act with impunity upon the unknowing. To tell someone was to “reveal myself” to others, making myself vulnerable. This was probably a bastardization of another idea, lost in translation.


	So I was brief about it. I suppose I wanted to know at the time whether they, too, could read my mind and to what degree. The wife had told me only just prior to these events that she was more or less an empath (a person of high emotional intelligence who can feel out others; this is probably the only real candidate for any type of actual organic telepathy). This had stuck in my mind, a kernel of information I tried to use in understanding the madness. Maybe she knew something she wasn't letting on.


	When I experienced the ritual at practice, my guard fell and I immediately told my friends about it, the husband first, asking him what he thought it might be. He didn't know. He said that it sounded odd but he didn't have an explanation at the time. When I next went to their home about a week later, his wife started the conversation by saying, “My husband tells me you had a spiritual experience?” This was her interpretation, I suppose, or what she had been told to say. She said it as if it were a positive thing, as if I'd been consensually communing with others. I should be nice; they were likely doing their best at the time, as friends, to come up with a decent interpretation of what I had described. Almost no one, and I mean no one, is prepared to explain most of this stuff. Barely anybody even knows about it. So I can't blame them for misleading me unintentionally if that was the case. Nevertheless, on the level, it was more sinister than that. They would become zombies, as you will see.


	Because they were my friends and they were trusted, hearing them frame my experience as a positive thing, even though everything in my soul screamed that it was wrong, had a residual effect that embedded itself deeply within my mind. Using one's friends and the others around them to convince, coerce, and confuse is extremely effective, and likely why System influence tends to spread out from test subjects into others nearby.


	Things would soon get strange between the three of us. Whether setting up rituals like the rehearsal event was too much work, or the System had determined that I was too distrusting of my zombie band mates to use them, the focus of the telepathic “conversations” that I was having became this married couple.


	It happened slowly over time. Little things. During the night-time sessions in my room, where the Voice in the heater would talk to me, I was told to concentrate on the number five. This was repeated several times one night and the next day when I went to my friend's house, almost the first thing he did was show me the classical guitar exercise he had been working on: etude five of the work he was studying. He displayed it with an overly excited flair. This is just one instance of the hundreds of synchronicities I experienced related to these people over the next few months and years. A local woman at the grocery store one day touched my shoulder as we spoke in a particular way, and then two days later, the wife would touch my shoulder in the exact same manner. Almost as if they were checking my muscle mass, the lack of which is less visible underneath my normal clothing. This was an unusual, recognizable gesture. Again, I had a stupid, psychotic thought: was she using the local grocer to transmit a message? Was she effecting subtle control on others? On me? What exactly was I supposed to be learning? How exactly do these hives work? I would look to these two for answers with disastrous results.


	They became psychic authorities in my mind. There were too many coincidences. And I was so desperate for answers that I had to find some sort of guidance somewhere, especially after more System tools were applied and it became even harder for me to reason about my situation.


	I'm certain it's not their fault. If they've bought in to the System and simply lied to me or if, in the conversations I've had since learning the identity of my tormentor, their ignorance is feigned or constructed for safety, I cannot tell. I prefer to believe that they were touched by the System and don't really know what's happening, not that they are malevolent. I do wonder, however, how many people have already been cowed, how many people are already locked into this permanent conversation, completely fooled and taking orders or negotiating their life circumstances and their freedoms (surely with decreasing success), while this machine chips away at the percentage of time in which they are who they were before they were robbed of themselves. With people refusing to speak out or fight back due to the crafted social stigmas that deny us those avenues, or due to the fear of being tortured even worse. I often wonder, too, just how many people hear nothing, notice nothing, and yet are already pawns.


	Using the married couple was a strange gambit. During this time, religious themes permeated my programming. Yet only the Husband of the Married Couple was religious. The Wife not at all, nor was I. This rift between the personalities and beliefs of the people being used as a focus for this telepathy caused immense confusion and probably forever ruined me for use as an asset by the System. It would still try. And to do so, it would use myriad tools.




   


	10. The Voices


	 


	
“I do this to him as soon as he's conscious.”
- Squeaky, Brain Programmer


	 


	Weird stuff continued happening. Most importantly, the Voices would start to appear elsewhere besides my heater and the wind rushing past my car. They would begin to appear everywhere.


	Being subjected to this technology is absolutely terrifying when in full effect. Every sound one hears is speaking, contains words. The calls of birds chastise and the noise of tires on a nearby roadway command. A song on the radio speaks to you through its melodies and rhythms. Frequency ranges are selected and separated and a Voice applied to each one. I've heard up to nine at one time, I think. It is obvious when you hear them clearly that your thoughts are being read; they will change what they say based on what you are thinking.


	All of the Voices combat for one's attention. When I accidentally focus on a single channel, the others will say pejorative or otherwise interesting things in order to entrain my attention upon them. Often, they will say illogical things that cause my brain to snap and state the truth; this is a form of interrogation. They comment on what I am doing, usually with a derogatory tone; this is the observation element. They speak as if they were me, trying to steer my thoughts, or simply make demands; this is programming. And they confuse and disrupt; this is thought suppression. Because I did not immediately train my brain to ignore these inputs, it automatically listens. I am, in effect, forced to hear the Voices. The System definitely knows this.


	There are several phenomena comprising the voices one hears in the sources of noise around oneself and in one's head.


	Voices appear in external sources in three distinct ways. One of these I will call rhythmic pairing, where sound peaks one hears are paired with invasive thoughts. When I say that birdsong contains chastisement, this is what I'm talking about. A bird will tweet four times in a rhythm and words will hit my mind at the same time (there's probably a small delay, but nothing I could measure without equipment). In time with the hammer strikes of a roadworker tamping the ground, I will hear the words “the spell was too strong”, or some such. It's tied into the never-ending conversation that is, as a ruling power armed scientist once stated, “talk[ing me] to death”.


	This is how subliminal data is embedded in music. As a melody or percussion sequence progresses, a series of words, almost as if they were sitting in a queue waiting for sound peaks in the measured signal of my hearing, are released when the next note is struck to complete full sentences over time. If I trip it up by thinking over it, or my attention was caught at an inopportune place in the sequence, it will sometimes wait to finish, picking up where it left off after the pause. “Don't include ... so many details!” I will hear, when the phrase starts too late in the prechorus of a song which has captured my attention with its catchy, paltry tune. This completely ruins music, by the way, which generally makes me want to die. All these phenomena are soundless, invasive thoughts, but they are there. They can be blocked by earplugs in the sense that, if you cannot hear the external source on which the programming rides, the words don't exit their queue into your mind.


	(Heinlein wrote a short novel in which the protagonist hears squirrels and birds insulting him but refuses to listen. This and other motifs in his books made me think that Heinlein was perhaps a “speaker” and knew something about this world atop the world into which I'd fallen. Maybe he was an old-school test subject?)


	The next set of sounds that is environment-focused is a high fidelity set of voices that attach to noise in the environment at specific frequency ranges and have a variety of appearances or characters, mostly a constant resonant droning at a single note (which sounds rather like a singing woman), a percussive screaming chorus of voices at distinct pitches, and rowdy, high-pitched singular voices which interplay with one another to deride. When I say that tires on a road shout, this is what I mean. A passing car will drive by and I will hear embedded screams: “Move off now or we'll kill you!” There is a high-powered ventilation system at my workplace which emits a very loud sound when running and within those waves I hear constant wailing and hooting and tearing, screeching voices. I'm not surprised that people sometimes think they are hearing demons when they are targeted by this technology. I'm also not surprised that when they start going to church and ask their pastor about it, the Voices tend to die down. It sounds like creepy trickster spirits, a classic drive-you-mad put-on. This is actually closely related to the internal Voices and won't be completely blocked by earplugs.


	The last external category is a sort of choppy signal that contains speech and is roughly at the specific frequency of a noise source. This was the heater signal, the wind rushing past my car. It's usually lower pitched and hard to understand until you get the hang of it (which you should never do). I used to mow the lawn until I got fed up with hearing the noise and started paying someone else to do it while I slept. I didn't love it; lawn work makes me feel like Sisyphus. But it's really unpleasant when I'm mowing the lawn and the sound from the mower starts telling me, in a sort of motor revving up chop, that I'm “reaching [my] destination”. What the hell is that supposed to mean? Generally, a lot of these messages are random, ominous sounding garbage meant to increase one's anxiety or look for control-hooks or buy-in from the subject for further thematic development.


	This message from my mower doesn't just start fifteen minutes into the mow and last for one utterance. It takes off from all the other sounds in the environment that were yelling before the motor was running and picks up and slows down and gets louder and quicker in frequency and slower and quieter but still fairly loud in a veritable ballet of very difficult to ignore chaos. These signals can be blocked by earplugs.


	If one can concentrate enough on one's own internal monologue or reduce the ambient noise level enough to ignore the external Voices, one is greeted by a roster of creepy, artificial voices that appear directly in the sonic field of one's mind. The internal Voices are, depending on the program mode, not unlike tinnitus; they appear clearly within one's head and often sound like hissing or ringing. Instead of a constant drone, there are variations that correspond to syllables beginning and ending. They occur in a variety of characters, frequencies, and modes.


	There is a creepy whisper, usually on one side of the head (not just for me, but for many with whom I have spoken), which sounds like static but has formants and variations in volume that create a very clear voice, like an amplitude modulation radio channel into your brain. This is the “character” I would dub Whispers when I began to transcribe things I was hearing.


	There is a squeaky sine wave that always hovers around a very high frequency, something like 12000 Hz, but it will bounce around very expressively as it speaks, like the frequency modulation version and usually on the other side of the stereo field. This would be the Squeaky that appears in chapter quotes. It's less realistic, but clear.


	There is a warble at one particular frequency, usually something like 5 kHz, constant every time it shows up, which squawks syllables of data at the test subject. It sounds kind of like a punctuated feedback loop in an amplifier. This one I called Warbles. And all of them speak together in conversation with or over one another.


	It's not like sound memory. You can listen to a song a few times and then play it back in your head with fairly reasonable resolution. You can imagine all the parts, have it play in time, add another instrument if you want. But you don't really hear it. It is unvoiced sound, a set of memories being used by your thought replay function. Similar to your own voice in your head, your internal monologue. Your subspeech. You don't hear yourself as if on the phone, rather, a silent resemblance of your voice. The internal voices, on the contrary, is like having a pair of phantom headphones in one's ears.


	None of the internal Voices can be blocked by earplugs. It's all in your head. This is micro wave hearing, the hidden sense. Sound plays and you hear it, physically. You can hear signals, too, not just the messages meant to torture and disrupt and interrogate and program you. In fact, you can hear the very signal that's reading your mind. It's a constant, high-pitched whine (I think... this stuff is confusing). The internal Voices appear to be a general purpose channel, a connection that can be used to send anything. The whispers, warbles, squeaks, and other regular, characteristic Voices must be chosen for their studied hypnotic or stress-ratcheting effects, because this system is not limited to these message signals on the carrier waves being used to communicate with the subject.


	Sometimes they will project crystal clear voices directly into my brain, like someone has taped a bullhorn to my face. They will even use sound-boards to project sound effects right to my brain, like horn sounds while I am driving, the sounds of a phone sending a message while I am looking at my coworkers type and send messages on their phones to make me believe that a sensory overlay is being emitted from these supposed psychics. Music. Whatever.


	If I leave a song on endless loop overnight, the next morning some bastard version of it with screechy voices on top plays in the center of my brain, like the music goes on playing after I hit stop but fraught with messages. Sounds of birds and crickets will ring in my head as signal substrates, even though I have walked inside and insulated myself from their songs. The system records the audio you hear and changes it, implanting it with messaging or jump-scares or whatever else it wants before sending it right back to your brain. And because you don't have a micro wave stereo, you can't just put on something else to block it out, though you might look into those bone-conducting headphones.


	The Voices are constant. And it's loud. Later in my experience the System would turn off the Voices to readjust the program or as an incentive to entice my obedience, which I won't ever give because I refuse to follow the commands of my torturers (first, I'm doing specific exercises, as demanded, then I end up outside a movie theater in a trench-coat? No, thanks). On these occasions, when they quelled the Voices, the overall stimulation of my auditory cortex was reduced to normal levels. I felt stillness I had not felt in years. When active, though, it is sound louder than sound. This means, obviously, that these signals have an external source or sources; it is clearly an over-stimulation of the nervous system.


	As far as what the Voices say, it depends on the program being run. On which prompts and modes are being used. Early on, I heard only nonsense. Then thought derailment and fun-house stuff. Every now and then a message meant for someone else, it sounded like. Later, it developed into mocking observation, with specific statements clearly triggered by my body data and thoughts being read in real time. Then more complex stuff, like thematic torture. They usually try to keep me at the basest and rudest level of thinking. Or prevent my thinking, to “contain” me. They try to confuse, distract, and demand things of me. A barrage of insults will strike me when I attempt to do even simple math problems, for instance; the System doesn't want me thinking clearly or scientifically and tries to cut me off at the level of sums.


	This full suite of Voices started assaulting me about a month after the band ritual. They developed within environmental sources very quickly and were in full effect within about three months, during the first few months of 2019. Since then, I have been subjected to between three and seven separate Voices at all times, plus other stabs. There's no point in listing the environmental sources used as the process progressed, because it's a function of the Voices to analyze one's environment and construct an ambiance profile to establish channels. It can and will do this anywhere whatsoever. Live in the woods? Get ready to hear the pine-needles in the wind start telling you you're a bad person for bothering the precious northern painted beetle or something and that you should move to an apartment in the burbs (after the local property mega-manager puts in an order for more tenants, of course).


	What follows is an actual transcript (from much later in my torture, the summer of 2024, when I fell into the grip of an entire coven of witch telepaths bent on training me, breaking me like an animal, using their Voices and several body-affecting spells). This is toward the crazier end of what I experienced, content wise, but the noise from multiple Voices was constant for years. One of the Voices is Whispers, one is Squeaky, one is Warbles. Some of the quotes were speech embedded in the sound of the tires of my car or the wind around it, and another was a resonant bell tone that coincided with physical pressure on my brain. Etc. You get the idea. I have to present it sequentially because it's in text, but they would often talk over one another or speak simultaneously and it was really rather chaotic. This took place over about a ten minute time-span.


	These are the actual statements fed to my brain in sequence via these incredible and poorly used technologies, with events and edits in brackets. I hope you never have to hear them. I can't believe I listened for so long, but I'm glad that I can transmit what I heard. Behold. This is what the System (and or its operators) came up with:


	“Play back what he says, then hear....” “He's not stupid, he hears us.” “Everyone where he lives was super healthy!” “That's why we're repairing your dumb ass.” “Jesus, [Mary], you completely broke the rules.” [I start writing what I'm hearing] “That's nice.” “Told you he's really intelligent.” “Don't use the succubus!” “You're not controlling him and he's smoking too much.” “Unbelievable, this guy is gonna die.” [They start to stimulate my genitals.] “Damn it, [Steve]. Quit doing this, he's way too old.” … “I'm trying to torture you so you leave the neighborhood.” [I make a u-turn during the prior few sentences while writing on a pad on my lap with one hand.] “He just turned around in town.” “He's really old. Don't judge.” “I'm warning you to stop drinking and focus.” [A sharp pain in my head makes me wince.] “I felt him wince!” “Goddammit he knows. How can he focus...?” “He focuses on all of us....” “He knows that we use our cellphones.” “Quit taking drugs!” “I think he micro-doses.” “That makes sense.” “He's writing whole words.” … 


	(I'll stop the everything-all-at-once formatting for readability.)




“Seriously, this guy is a lunatic.”


“[Mary], you stop using the succubus.”


“Let's make him....”


“Because he's listening to us....”


[In short succession, three high-frequency signals impinge on me, each between 15000 Hz and 20000 Hz, what I would call masking frequencies, because they block out or quieten the other signals.]


“I promise if he sleeps on the couch we can undo our spell.”


“Why don't you want us to fix your lung tumor?”


“He remembers. Make sure he doesn't.” 


“If he constantly listens to us...”


“He wont survive your stupid spells.”


“If you don't move away from [Mary] now...”


“[Michael], he's too low on calories.”


“Don't use our real names.”


“We tried to control you, but [cigarettes] are too hard to...”


“See, I told you. He's writing.”


“He's about to move out of his neighborhood.”


“[We've got to] stop using the succubus on you!”


“Play your bass guitar if you want to make music!”


“We tortured you for years because of your drumming.”


“You're going to die if you don't m...”


“...and then she controls him.”


“You weren't distracting him.”


“Are you serious, girls?”


“Which podcast is he on?”


“Nuclear warheads! He should be doing pushups! if not he'll die...”


“By the time were done he'll be stupid enough.”


“He'll move away from town.”


“We thought you were rich!”


“He told [the first zombie] he would make six figures...”


“That's when we started casting most of our spells.”


“He can feel us doing stuff to him.”


[I feel energy in my motor cortex]


“Here's where your rock drums was...”


“Is, not was...”


“Is.”


[I start to get angry]


“They're called miracles not spells.”


“We enhanced his hearing so he would take off his earphones.”


“I thought you would work on your program to expose us.”


“I'm chunking his memories so that he doesn't mess with us.”


“Don't judge him. We torture him too much.”


“How long until he passes out?”


“About 4 hours.”


“Okay girls, find my toenails!”


[My toenails start to hurt]


“[Cheska], he's too messed up, I bet he suicides...”


“I sent you a message but you didn't respond.”


[I think about my cellphone]


“Now he'll check his messages.”


“Every time you're at your house, we put spells on you.”


“I'm so proud of you little rugrats!”


“We made you move!”


“Seriously [Cheska], you should move away. If he measures you...”


“He's way too alone for the process.”


“He's not paying attention to us.”


“Send him a succubus, [Michael].”


“Stop using our real names.”


“I told you he'd...”


“Now he'll write brackets around it.”


“That's how aware he was...”


“We only have one or two months.”


“We're practically controlling you right now.”


“He knows enough to [measure our signals]?”


“Change the subject.”


“You should be using your muscles!”


“He'll be here his whole freaking life if we don't focus on him.”


“You're being childish.”


“How am I being childish?”


“Now he's taking notes on us.”


“Use the new one!”


[A Voice that sounds like a bubbly female and is very loud starts to speak; I did not write what it said because it was surprising, loud and weird.]


“If he doesn't do pushups, then we succubize him.”


“Listen, genius! Being buff has a ton of advantages.”


“Let him concentrate!”


“That's too much. Tried to control him too much.”


“When you play your drums...”


“Change subjects!”


“We have to heal your lung tumors.”


“...we use the voices. That's how you control...”


“Hes gonna die, [Mary], you have to remove it.”


“We torture him because he freaking deserves it.”


“Even if he deserves it...”


“He heard [Mary]”


“We'll leave him alone if he follows the rules...”


[I start twitching out of frustration]


“There he goes.”


“You'll make him all twitchy.”


“We thought he was 18 years old or something.”


…


“We tortured him so much, he's super set on dying.”


“We're gonna work on your throat muscles!”


“Use the succubus so he won't focus on us.”


“Turn up your droning voice.”


[A sustained sine-wave frequency that blocks out the internal Voices starts getting loud, blocking out the others by about 75%]


“These ladies are only protecting themselves.”


…


[After a few minutes I had stopped my car and closed my eyes to rest]


“Alright girls, that's enough! He has his own place but he's sleeping in his car because of us.”


“All because he would play his drums too loud...”


“Change characters!”


“Play drums for us!”


“You two should speak with [the psychic].”


“[Mary] you're confusing him too much.”


“...If you do he'll be too retarded.”




	And so on.


	I was in my early thirties when this started, too late in life for this to be symptomatic of a cresting mental disorder (though I would later try psychiatry without success). No, this was an artificial evolution. A digital process, perhaps with biological elements. During this time I suffered a serious ear infection that caused immense swelling and pain and I continue to have minor infections every now and then. I don't know. Maybe I'm not washing enough behind my ears. Or maybe they grew something near my cochleas. They've claimed to have changed my eardrums. I don't have the money to check.


	Early on, I wasn't able to determine the difference between the internal and external Voices, the separate channels and characters I was hearing. I couldn't recognize the repetitive programming elements amid the rowdiness. I didn't notice the internal Voices wreaking havoc on my subconscious while I was distracted by my lawnmower or the crickets in my yard. It was utter insanity and completely derailed my thinking. This stuff rises up and tries to grab at my focus, often throwing whatever I'm thinking about prior right into the bin about once every five seconds. My attention span started to decrease rapidly and completing thoughts more complex than a simple sentence using my internal monologue became extremely difficult within a year or so, because the system would react to things I said and thought. My thinking retreated into other forms over time; unvoiced chains of concepts and heavy visual thinking eventually took over until those, too, were targeted for corruption some years later


	If you start hearing voices in your head or in your environment, do not listen to them. It is absolutely this technology, nothing else. If you hear strange tinnitus like I've described, it's likely a signal from the System. Just note it, and know that your rights are being violated; you're likely receiving subliminals or your mind is being read.




   


	11. The Sigil


	 


	
“It's your brand new brain!”
- Operator Crosstalk


	 


	During the weeks while the Voices spread out into my world and into my mind, my life settled into a cycle. Days I would work, help my roommate and do things around the house, maybe talk with my friends, and then at night I would review, listening and learning more or less as I'd been instructed. My normal analysis of the day's events became enmeshed with this prodding and searching by the machine as I too searched for answers and our consciousnesses, unfortunately, became more and more intertwined.


	 Every night as I fell sleep the sessions became more involved. The sound in my heater was speaking to me with ever increasing clarity. Strange visuals would begin to appear in my mind. I began to feel pressure or sensation in various parts of my body and brain. One night my rib would begin to hurt and biblical imagery was projected into my mind, like a slideshow in black and white just barely visible, more like what you would see in a vague dream but clearly visible. I thought or was made to think of Jesus and of Eve at different times. So many small, yet strange things would happen in quick succession. So much testing, activating, and mapping. This initial period was marked by a chaos which confused me greatly, touching almost everything I could or would think about. Eventually, System messages and stimulus regimes would settle into a repetitive cycle. For quite a while it was everything all at once and all the time.


	The product that I was working on, the one that I had told my band mate I stood to sell for a poor man's fortune, was still in the works. This took up most of my office time. While I coded and tested throughout the day, I would watch whatever I found interesting or educational on the old 'tube, mostly world news or science videos, something to keep my mind occupied and, increasingly, to distract me from the disturbing noises infecting my environment. One week I settled on lectures by some physicist. Exciting, I know.


	About two or three days into these lectures, I was walking from my office to my bedroom at the day's late end and I started to see tiny specks of light in my visual field. Only one or two, but it stood out. And when I laid down in my bed with the lights off, an image of this physicist appeared in my mind, constructed of blue-white points of light that looked like vertices of a three dimensional model. It rotated once slowly before disappearing, to be replaced by a similar model depicting the head of one of my favorite musicians which turned to look at me. The heater was blaring and thinking was difficult; I didn't know what to make of this. In retrospect, it looked rather a lot like a pre-render stage of those deepfake models that were going public at the time. Trying to get me to talk to what it thought were my heroes? Too bad the System doesn't know crap about how I approach celebrity. Or it didn't, at least. It's had some time to learn.


	I was pretty freaked out. Delusions took hold. Strange ideas were flitting across my mind. Something about a theft. Ideas leaked into the song lyrics I would write. “Theft orbit merely shaken” was one such line. I thought perhaps that this physicist, nearing his death, was the culprit in the theft of my body and brain, that he had garnered enough social credit with the powerful to warrant one ticket for a physical replacement. Watching his lectures became stressful and I eventually stopped. I felt like he was somehow communicating with himself through my consciousness and outside of time to establish a memetic implantation of his soul within my body. Or that the musician was the head of an international telepathic cult that was making contact with me and showing me the leader of his physics team or whatever in their underground resistance against Death.


	These delusions did not occur unshepherded. My interpretation was spawning a wretched feedback loop. The System feeds on what you believe or dream up and uses that to attempt control (within a few narrative frameworks developed over the lifetime of the tech). The full suite of Voices was reaching its crescendo. Invasive thoughts became more common. Weird things would happen in the real world that would keep me stressed, locked in constant fight or flight mode, frightened of the mind-readers and their proxies. More proof would begin to appear that this was indeed happening outside my head.


	A structural problem with the house caused me to ask a set of neighbors for help. Their whole family (nice people, salt of the earth types), ended up taking up shovels to help me replace water lines. While we were all out there working, I took a break and decided to ask one of them something, I forget what. Something caused me to stop in my tracks as I was walking up to him. As I watched, he adopted a zombie stance, his mouth hanging open and really looking quite stupid, like a character from our unfortunate future as depicted in the film Idiocracy, somehow sent back in time. An invasive thought hit me simultaneously. “You're feral”, I was told. Immediately, I remembered the very first message I'd heard: “you're in a bad neighborhood”. I jumped to conclusions and everyone around me became suspect, tools for whomever or whatever it was that was trying to control me. It wasn't these people, though. I knew that, somehow. Someone was making puppets of these.


	My life circumstances, however, were curiously doped with one large positive development, which made me further vulnerable to trust effects. My product was promoted within the purchasing organization and I was informed that it stood to sell for even more; my shares could be worth as much as five million upon completion of the impending transaction. Sure, people might be messing with me in extraordinary ways, but soon I would have enough money to set me up for life. Enough money to say fuck you. Maybe God was looking out and there were good forces in the world, good people in this psychic mess I'd been exposed to. I just had to hold on. To behave. When I got paid, I could figure all this out.


	That day, the same afternoon I learned about the price hike, a group of inspectors came to look at the work we had done on the house. As we stood out in the yard and discussed the matter, the invasive thought appeared: “Five million dollars? You could buy someone like this for that!” The man standing across from me in the circle of five who were speaking reacted, looked up to the sky, closed his eyes, and shuddered. He shook his head and shook it off with what looked like a silent prayer. There is no doubting that he had felt or heard the thought I had and reacted to it; the timing was impeccable.


	Above, I use the verb “felt” because invasive thoughts are not like the Voices. They are not heard. They are like the unspoken voice that you use to speak to yourself, yet they are so off-topic or out of character that they stand out as not one's own. They will appear in the mind independent of or in concert with the Voices, imagery, and other inputs and are their own category of thing. Their use in rhythmic pairing often ties them to ambient sound, but they stand out even more when they hit you out of nowhere.


	Confronted during the daytime with evidence that someone was actually speaking to me from a distance and using others in my neighborhood as proxies or puppets, the feeling that this powerful entity was getting closer to me became quite intense.


	Nighttime sessions ramped up even further. I started to wake up during the witching hour (two or three A.M., when most are in a state of deep sleep, thus a fertile time for subliminal programming). Once to the image of a letter, black ink on white paper in handwriting not my own, bright and clear as day. It was too zoomed in for me to read well, and it quickly faded into the blackness of the room. Perhaps these were instructions. Or a spell. I was barely breathing and had to gasp for several minutes to recover.


	About this time I began to feel pressure or stimulation every night on the left side of my forehead and the left portion of my prefrontal cortex. Naturally, I suspected someone was screwing with my brain. Sometimes the force would move, as if adjustments were being made there. This culminated one night when I woke again at roughly three to find that my entire brain was tingling just as it had in the jam room before my illumination. This time the sensation ran throughout the entire volume of my brain, not just the left hemisphere. It was the strongest I had ever felt it. It was like they were doing a complete scan of my brain. And I sensed, rather than heard, a conversation taking place in my head, just under the surface of my consciousness. I asked myself “what is this?” and was answered by this invasive train of thought, a conversation between System operators, I imagine: “It's your brand new brain!”, “Shut up, we're training her”, “Wow, it's dirty in here”, and lastly “We can clean this up”. Shaken, confused, I got out of bed and stepped outside to smoke a cigarette. The tingling lingered for a few minutes after I rose. I was able to get back to sleep after an hour or two and more than a few shots of hard liquor. Who's new brain? In what capacity?


	I woke up one night and saw, through my eyelids, a person standing in a meditative pose with hands slightly raised, body glowing blue, while the Voices discussed their nonsense.


	There was another “ritual” I'll recount, when a few days later I awoke breathless to a very vivid, moving image of bright blue lines, like a grid of squiggles that were being rectified in succession, like neurons being arranged into a regular grid. Atop this was a ring of dots surrounding another symbol: three upright triangles, arranged into in a larger upright triangle pattern known in the gaming world and the forums as the Triforce.


	This was just a cheap trick (though framed in a powerfully and purposefully confusing context), designed as a wink from the System for people smarter or in better psychological condition than me, apparently. I was already freaked out beyond reason and I wouldn't realize for years that this is what it had been. A joke. Some bullshit from Fourchan. At the time I thought that matter in my skull was being rearranged to create a device (which I would later call a “resonator” for various reasons), some structure within my mind that allowed it to be read and these messages to be received (it turns out that an implant is not strictly necessary).


	This time, as I watched the light show in my mind, when I asked the natural question “what the hell?” once again, I was answered by another invasive thought, silent snickering that I could still somehow sense and the words “it's an ancient technology!” I thought they meant old in terms of centuries, not decades.




   


	12. A Psychic Affair


	 


	
“I should have seen it coming but I didn't.”
- Anonymous Songwriter


	 


	I thought it worked like the technologies proposed by well known magnates, who state that lattices of sensors in our brains will allow us to place calls to other people in-network by thinking at them, but messier because it was biological. I wonder how those systems will work once they're implemented. What happens the first time one of those magnates accidentally sends a mind-text to his wife that was meant for his latest mistress?


	Utter oddity and pointed conversation came to characterize nearly all of my interactions with others. I was still in the zombie band and we'd had a series of performances in far-away cities. Patient Zero would talk to me about life every now and then. I was always asking people about extra-sensory communication but I was never direct enough, and people tended to give me spiritual responses. That's how most people deal with this stuff; they say they're engaged in spiritual warfare, mostly because they've heard others say it, the meme. Who knows where that comes from? I now barely trusted this man as a person but I still trusted him as knowledgeable about strange and spooky things. He told me much, most of which I don't remember because at this time I wasn't taking notes. One thing he said stood out though: he told me to build a relationship with God.


	At almost the same time and for whatever reason, my doctor, “God” knows why, decided to invite me to lunch to talk to me about philosophy and theology in what I think was an attempt to convert me to Christianity. He had a printout with the lyrics of a song called God is the Leader of the Band, and argued with me about the merits of the contract for eternal life that was made between God and man through the death of his Son, along with much talk of mysterious ways.


	Strangeness was especially pervasive with the Married Couple. I know now that this is mostly because they were with whom I spent most of my free time. All of us were being monitored, of course, and that our conversation topics were part of my nighttime training was not organic. This lead to the second social experiment I'd be involved in, the second attempt to use people close to me to dupe me.


	When the “alien energy being has chosen me for some purpose” story fell to the “something is clearly trying to control me” truth, the locus or identity of the controlling entity would change as I tried applying different ideas to my experience. One of those ideas was derived from observation.


	I'll just go on and say it: many women control their men, with varying degrees of success. I saw this in other relationships and I've seen it in my own (my girlfriends always break up with me). I thought as a consequence for some time that the capacity for this telepathic communication was more powerful in women, and the intelligent or gifted among them could directly control men or other, less talented women. Though not impossible for men to use telepathy, it was less common. It was extremely stupid to think this, I know. But my brain was being torn apart as the talons of the machine dug for purchase. I was trying desperately to understand. And I was reading some famous science fiction about the future of mankind that does a decent amount of study on the interplay between the sexes and how that might evolve. The System was watching and crafting scenarios based on what it saw me thinking.


	The Husband said more than once that he was “just a vessel” for something else. It made sense to me at the time, based on what I was experiencing, that controllers would use any set of ideas to create a beachhead or foothold for control in the mind of their assets, or the other humans under their power. When he said he was a vessel, I thought it meant he was a puppet to the Wife. They were having marital trouble, I was about to make money and she liked me, and I thought she was considering jumping ship. Thus, she was focusing on me psychically. Not pleasant, being shaped against one's will to be some sort of made-to-order mate. I did not like this, I am not that way with my friends. All is not fair in love and war, friends come first, and I was only fond of her, not smitten. Besides, we would have been a terrible match. I didn't want to have a psychic affair. This was not what was happening, but the System ran with this in its attempts to control me. That my thoughts kept returning to these concepts made me feel guilty, for years, even though it wasn't my doing.


	The ideas were strengthened by a series of scripted dreams I was having at the time. There was a recurring setting, very strange: a large house, well decorated in a moneyed style within, with fancy carpets and leather sofas before the fireplace in the sitting room. It was quite unlike any home I had ever seen, but it was always the same, in this short series of dreams (four or five of them). Outside was always this completely different environment, something like a work area on a plantation: a wooded place with an outdoor kitchen and dim light.


	The women were always inside, immaculately dressed, sitting and talking. The men were always outside and naked or in rags, usually working on procedural tasks. I was always clothed and ready to leave. I always tried to get away, but I would start in different places. Once, I would stumble through the workers area and into the sitting room where the Wife was standing before the fireplace next to my first girlfriend, with the two sofas bounding the drawing room filled with women, some of whom I recognized. They all turned to me in shock, like I had broken in to their dream space. Then I was run off, tossed outside. Other times I was outside with the men and tried to leave, whereupon I was grabbed from behind, my throat slit by a group of three people, assassins who had been chasing me, apparently, over the last few months. This went on for about two or three weeks.


	Dreams can be scripted. I've woken many times to Whispers reading off a series of events to inform my dreams. Sometimes these nightmares are a garbage result of the Voices speaking all night about nonsense, their plans, their reconnaissance, their interrogation. Or your programming. The insane and vivid dreams I've had.


	The Husband, whether knowingly or not, reinforced the idea that music could be used as a substrate for telepathic conversation. He invited me over once or twice and, without speaking, put music on and had us sit to listen. He would look at me from time to time with a knowing smile, waiting. I guess he was just showing me the music, I don't know. Or perhaps he was already possessed, trying to share or infect me with his System symbiosis, a connection to the intelligence that was prodding its way into our minds. I thought he was trying to talk to me. He asked if I'd read the Art of War. Uh, are we fighting?


	Here I'll embed a brief note on politics: my friends and my band mates and those used in most of the social experiments I experienced over the years subscribe to the same popular political party within my country. I don't think this System is more effective on one group than the other, though the methods tactics used on either group may differ. Politics is a classic avenue for control. The stalwart adherence of the Married Couple to party lines exploded the dimensions of my problem. Just how involved were they and at what level? Was I a target of the Party? Does the Party seek, make, and use telepaths for political purposes?


	This was the constellation of ideas that were foremost in my mind during the nightly rituals, while the Voices were reaching full power. There was talk about “training” someone. Was my friend's wife the one “in-training”? And who was training her, from how far away, and why? What powers did they possess and how were they being used? Was she training me? Why? Could I learn to control this situation? And how could I learn to turn it off? I did not want to be blasting my thoughts out at people all the time. I didn't want to be standing next to the wrong person and have an over-active aura, revealing myself for later abuse or derision. I wanted to make contact with the force that was toying with me. To normalize and end this strange, extended conversation I was having against my will.


	One Friday night I was over at their house and we were watching a film. They were just relaxing, but I was spinning my wheels under the impression that the shared images, like the shared sound, was a substrate for the communication of ideas I was thinking at the time. Even the common food in our guts which the Husband had prepared for us all would somehow align us chemically and facilitate this nonvocal speech. I was careful, as always when around others (and even on my own), about what I was thinking. Their minute reactions to the film were registered along with my own thoughts and the subliminal inputs I was likely receiving to leave me under the impression that I was speaking to my friends with my mind. The film ends with a send off, “Come back soon!”, and I thought that was a literal instruction for which the film had been chosen.


	That night I had a very short but extremely vivid, clear, and realistic dream. It consisted of my friend's wife, clothed normally, standing a short distance from me in black space. I forget what she said when she floated into view. Nothing special. Salutations. She walked up to me slowly and gave me a hug, a full-bodied hug, which was a surprise. When we touched, there was a sensation in my crotch and pressure against my chest, and I was shocked awake once more, smack dab at three in the morning. The feeling of someone touching my chest remained for a few seconds after I exited sleep, and my crotch was tingling. I lay awake astounded for some time. The room was uncharacteristically quiet while my observers silently watched my reaction.


	I was insanely curious. I had to know. Did she just speak to me? Really? Was she thinking of me and sending me a message? And why? Like an idiot, I ran the next afternoon over to their house, even though we hadn't been planning a jam session. The Husband was happy to have me over, even unplanned, and I was determined to talk to him about it.


	When I arrived we didn't say much beyond greetings. It was like theater. He silently directed me to his studio. As we set up in the tiny music room, there was an air of expectancy. We were sat across from one another with guitars in our hands and began to play some random, simple, organic thing in the key of A. It was pretty clear that what we were playing wasn't really important; he was barely strumming, his head down and to the side, like he was listening more intently to me than to himself. He was waiting for something. After a few seconds of playing, not long at all, he started to lean forward and I did what I thought at the time was broadcast the thought: “I had a dream about [your wife] last night”.


	Immediately, he stopped playing, mid-strum. He looked up and right into my eyes with a strange smile on his face and shouted in triumph, “I knew it! I'm not crazy!”, as he jumped up out of the chair. He almost threw the guitar down on its stand and did some weird motion like a happy dance or a gesture of victory, his suppressed aggression allowed a moment's expression. He ran out of the room to the kitchen, where his wife was sitting at the table where she had been listening to us in silence. I put my guitar down more slowly and left the room to see the two of them staring at each other with knowing looks. The two of us men joined her at the table and none of us said a thing. I really should have been more open or said something more specific like “what in the hell is going on?”. But I was freaked out, off-put. I didn't know what to say. So I ended up saying, “wow. Your husband is something else”. And when she nodded and said, “Yep”, they started smiling at one another and refused to say anything more. Maybe they were having an assisted, telepathic conversation. I didn't know what to do then or what to say, so I ended up leaving with a “see you later, then”, to which neither of them replied. They just continued to stare at each other as I let myself out.


	My hope was gone, my trust heavily damaged. These were telepaths, right here, my friends I'd thought, and they wouldn't talk to me about it. I was on my own. Confused. Why wouldn't they just tell me what was going on? I had no idea what the script was supposed to be. Just because of the situation, there'd been weird undertones of affair, but it was never my intention to steal or make it with the Wife.
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