Name: John Foster

death-or-missing: yes

e-mail: johnfoster678@hotmail.com

listed: yes

information: yes

contact-group: yes

area-contact: yes

area-contact-0: Electronic / Psychotronics harassment

contact-address: johnfoster678@hotmail.com

location: Ontario, Canada

Hello,

I'm John and by theory, I had someone implant something into my lower molars when I was just a school aged child. I know this because I have people already looking after me in a secret fashion. This molar allows people to access and intrude upon my mental abilities, in which they have 99% complete control over my actions, speech, and behavior at times appropriate to them.

At six years old I met one of my many psychiatrists at Canada’s wonderland, an amusement park. He accidentally bumped me and I dropped my two scoop ice cream cone onto the ground in which I cried in which he intervened and got me another ice cream cone (only single scooped) that he made he was about to pay for in turn he just persuaded the clerk to give me another one. As soon as I got my ice cream cone I realized 4-5 people that was conversing with this man surrounded me. This man then suddenly stated a remark within his head to the people surrounding me. He said “ Everybody say something in your head directed at him” Everybody did. I went nuts and started screaming, “ How are you speaking without moving your lips,” also within my head.

Well let me just jump ahead, numerous mind control situations happened behind then and 18, but I have enough to write an entire novel, so I’ll jus skip ahead.

Anyways, when I was 17 I was charged with numerous offenses in which I did time for and in which I was let out early on very unusual circumstances. When my court date arrived, they were asking more time but let me off with probation due to a talented lawyer, but I was given strict conditions. One condition is that I must see a psychiatrist.

I was referred to a psychiatrist, who usually deals with children. I stopped seeing him because I thought I was not crazy and also he was giving me too many drugs that I liked which I hated the most. When I reported to my probation officer that I were not seeing him anymore, she request I do because it was part of my court orders. But, I did not see my first doctor; instead I was referred to a second doctor thru my probation officer. 

This doctors office was usually located in a cottage, some would confuse as a shed, which was situated behind a house, down by lake Ontario, with bushes and trees surrounding it. It was hard to find at first. Anyways, this second doctor was fun at first, funny and full of energy, but little did I know it was all a show. He would frequently be on the phone and handling some business, while I was seated on his couch.
He would always secretly hypnotize me and harass me while I was under a stupor, so that I would be totally be unaware of it, until that is, I REFLECTED on it. One such reflection was the time he said at our first meeting. 
“ I met you before today”
I said “really” surprised about it “when did we meet” “ When you were six at Canada’s wonderland”
“How would I be able to remember that, I was only six?”

I really didn't remember that incident at six until well after he mentioned it. 

After, I met him unusual things were occurring. I was persuaded by multiple people, authortive figures to sign:  RELEASE OF INFOMATION FORMS they made me signed filled out ones at first indicating the doctors needed to communicate.  Then all of a sudden I was approached and believed to have been hypnotized to sign blank RELEASE OF INFORMATION FORMS.  I signed 3 with my school (these are all empty ones by the way) 5 with my probation officer, and again 3 with my psychiatrist, and another 3-5 with my drug-counseling therapist. (I did not have addiction, jus to clarify things) These documents seemed to jus have vanished when I were searching for them, just to know what I’ve signed.

I later contacted the freedom of information act to retrieve these forms, but was not able to retrieve any. I 
filed an appeal, and then were I able to get three of them, the ones I have already signed. At this point I stopped seeing my psychiatrist before my court order expired, but no punitive actions were taken. 

Unusual things were happening in my life now, and the situations were becoming increasingly more and more unusual as time went by. So, I decided to see my psychiatrist for help. I called him, and the number went thru but it was not he on the phone and the gentleman at the other end stated he did not know of this Doctor. I went to my probation officer to retrieve his number since it was she that referred me to him. She denied she knew it (his number) until I mentioned she referred me to him, and then she willingly gave me it. I'd called him and again the same thing happened ... wrong number. So I went to his office, and knocked at his cottage door behind a house. No answer. I then went to the front door and knocked again, I got an answer and it was a gentleman that sounded like the person who answered the phone when I called to book an 
appointment. I also wanted to get the results of an EEG test that was done because I was suspected of having compulsive partial seizures. Anyways, he did not know of a (doctors name), and I asked.“ How don’t you know the guy that is renting out the cottage 5 feet from his backyard door? “ He replied, “ its not rented. “  At that point he was seemingly getting upset for no apparent reason, in which it made me very uncomfortable, in turned made me want to leave. I smelled something fishy, but I didn't know what and still don’t but I tried to find out.

I called numerous doctor association and other organizations searching for people to help. I called one 
organization that deals with dilemmas with doctors that patients are having. They happened to have all listed doctors licensed to work, but they were unable to find any record of that doctor. I went back to my probation officer and she didn't have a different number that she previously supplied me with, and I asked,
“ How do you not have his new number, “ she said “no” I then said sarcastically “ isn't he suppose to be a doctor who you refer people to out of this office. “

This doctor jus seemed to have vanished with no trace, my family doctor did even have record of him, even though they were suppose to have communicated with each other.


When I reached the age of 21, I started hearing voices on a frequent basis. Before, I was able to only hear the voices of people that were talking about me. These voices were recognizable, they sounded very familiar. They were my psychiatrist, a couple of acquaintances, and one of my high school best friends who all of sudden turned on me who I ditched six month prior to the consistent voices, who is also one of my worse enemies. 

After going thru a lifetime of getting in trouble with law, school, parents, and family, I've finally changed my ways, and about to enter university to pursue an undergraduate in commerce, with potential graduate school in law or psychology. But six months before my first year of university, this is when they entered my head. They would talk to me play games as to what they can get me to do thru their mind control, and as well speak for me. This will only happen at their will. They would even be able to see me dream, talk to me when I’m asleep, never giving me a good night sleep, as well as keep me sleeping when they want to.

Well, I'm at my first year of university I was so excited. Everything seemed normal at first, until gradually I became paranoid and psychotic. I wanted to hurt people because they were as I say, “ screwing with me, my head. “ I thought it was everyone, but I met friends at this university in which they were in my class in which we hung out with at breaks, so it couldn't be everyone. I would study well at first, but then all of a sudden my ability to think, and ability to work on research papers and essays were just horrible. I was faced with retarded ness, only at times when I was to do something, which actively involves critical thinking. They would block my thinking at times of testing, which only allowed an hour or so to complete. Within 3 
months of my first year, I dropped out because everyone was screwing with me as well as these voices were blocking my thinking. It was just too tough.  

I'm out of school, but everyone seems to know me and they seem to be screwing with my head, which is very tough mentally. I thought to myself every single person on earth or in this area couldn’t know me, its virtually impossible. So I came to the conclusion that only some people knew who I was and screwed with my head, but the amount of people that knew me was still vast, so if only 2 out of 5 people in a group screwed with me then I would think it is everybody. 

Later, I also discovered that these voices were also putting things in my head that made it look as though 
everybody knew me, they would also put things in my head which allowed other people to hear, because with the molar implant it projects vibrations into the air, which makes contact with sound waves, which in a new theory indicates is invisible and surrounding us, which then converts to noise that people can understand. Noises exactly the same as regular speech. I'm not sure about it but its something similar. 

Well, I'm just going to skip ahead to my proof.

I did not think it was possible at first, but it obviously was. I read in a popular mechanics that their existed these things called telephone molars, which allowed people to speak to you. These things are installed inside your molars, hence the name. So I thought it must be this new technology or something similar or something that derived from it.

I was going to get my wisdom tooth out, and I needed X-rays in order to do so. So I went to get X-rays done. I got my wisdom tooth out, and later did nothing until the day I decided to do something or I’m gonna live a hard life as a fake schizophrenic ... lol. So I called my dentists office to get my X-rays, they were reluctant to give it to me. They said they would call me back, and let me know the very next day. A week later I took initiative and went to my dentist in person to retrieve them. I did not think they were ready but when I approached them with my request, it was already sealed in an enveloped with my name but not address on them. As soon as I got the x-rays I quickly exited to confirm whether I’m crazy or whether I have an implant. I took the X-rays to the light and stared at them. I stared at the roots of my back molars. To my surprise but belief, I saw objects inside one of my molars. I thought it might be how it is suppose to be imaged. So I compared the molars on the left and right side, to my surprise but belief they were not identical. I saw the roots and gums clearly on one side. The other side had objects in it. One square object on the flat part of my teeth, which I still think is someone’s fingerprint smudge over the molar covering up the implant. Because right between the molars root I see something that is kind of metallic in nature inside. I stared at the images many times and compared the two sides looking at all possible angles to discover a flaw in my theory of implant. The only time in which I’m skeptical about whether an implant exists or not, is when I’m looking at the x-ray while mistakenily holding it upside down. In which the 
voices laugh.

Some of the voices do not screw with me, as much now because they thought their intrusion was a normal occurrence that resulted from LSD or ecstasy, until I retrieved my X-rays. Now they believe that I am a mind control victim, but still they do not want to exit my mind and go on with their own life. They state they will only be against mind control, when it happens to them. Going on with your own life and own business is as easy as one two three, but they choose not to whether it is for acceptance, hatred, ignorance, or knowledge. I don’t really know. All I know is that my life is being ruined, my life is leading a particular path, a bad one I might add, and that I had absolutely no choice whatsoever as to my own destiny. God's Will.  


