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A "monarch" subject recovering from MC, stalking, and "street theatre"

I’m an aerospace engineer/scientist recently relocated to Mesa, AZ to work for a major defense contractor.  I believe that I’ve been subjected to Mind Control Harassment by a co-worker and his cronies.

My first or 2nd night it town, I met a "countertop installer from Oakahoma City, OK" at the cheap weekly hotel that I was staying at while I found an apartment.  This guy wanted to "keep in touch", and even followed me to the dept. store where I bought some things for my new apartment.  On the night of  my birthday, I went out with this "countertop installer"  I remember it raining, so I wore a flannel 

jacket and my raincoat.  We went in his white "work" cargo van- no windows.  I woke up the next morning on the floor of my apt. with a 1.5 inch cut in my forehead.   I went to work the next morning, and my coworker a ret. USAF Lt. Col. Was extremely interested in the injury to my forehead.  In his

questions about the cut, I suspect he was giving me  "trigger" phrases.

I honestly thought that I had hit my head on a black steel engine hoist in my storage unit at night (I believed this for several months).  When I learned of MC/MK months later, I began to retrace my memories.  I remember blood being on my flannel, blood being spattered on the back of my vinyl raincoat, and going out with a friend (who could only be the countertop installer) in the rain.  I found no blood in my apartment the morning of the injury, and head wounds tend to bleed PROFUSELY.  Later, I found no blood in my truck, in my apartment, in my storage unit, or on the engine hoist that I thought had "caused" my injury.  I remember this being the first of several "lost time" experiences.

This "countertop installer" would call my cell phone several times a day, and we frequently went out to dinner at a local restaurant where I would have one or two draft beers.  I then had an Interim Secret security clearance, so I thought I was being responsible by having a "non-drinking friend" be my designated driver.

Around Jan. 3, 2005, I and the "countertop guy" went to the Fiesta Bowl in ASU Sun Devil Stadium.  I bought a couple of draft beers at the football game, and I set these down while taking pictures of my alma mater, the Univ. of Utah football team.  I vaguely remember spilling a beer on an older lady’s blanket, stumbling, and being asked to talk to an Arizona DPS officer, who asked me to leave the game.  I complied, and my "friend" called my cell phone.  Eventually, he found me outside the stadium and presumably took me "home." Extensive memory loss surrounds this whole event.  It would have been very easy for someone to "spike" one of these draft beers with nearly anything, as I was watching the game intently.

At work, the "Col" was supposed to mentor me in learning my new job.  He often asked personal info about my past, and took extensive notes in a mini yellow legal pad.  I didn’t find this unusual at the time, but I do in retrospect.  I guess I felt "safe" in a locked, secured facility where most employees hold some level of security clearance.  I’m not sure that was a good assumption now.

I remember going to lunch with the "Col" several times, and he gave me breath "mints" several times in the workplace.  Now I remember these "mints" coming out of a different tin than those he consumed.  Eventually, I got more disoriented at work, having vocal outbursts.  I don’t remember much of this time frame around Feb. 4-14, 2005.  I awoke the morning of Mon. Feb. 14 with my apt. deadbolt unlocked, and my keys  in the ignition of my "Jeep" (which I don’t usually bother to lock).  I had no recollection of the entire weekend back to Friday afternoon at work, when I was in the "Col’s” office.  I remember being VERY disoriented and seeing a blue/green spiral hallucination in his office, and talking about very strange things on the afternoon of Fri. Feb. 11, 2005.

At work on Mon. Feb. 14, 2005, I got a call from my supervisor to "sign my timecard".  In my disoriented state, I thought I was being fired, and I really tried to turn my badge in to HR.  I felt that I was going to be arrested, and I loaded my books into my "Jeep" My supervisor is also the "Col’s" supervisor, and they both came to my cubicle to talk to me about several triggering things that I vaguely remember saying on Fri. Feb. 11.  After our supervisor left, the "Col" asked if I was thinking of running to SLC, UT, and threatened to call "the brethren up north".  He asked what I was doing, and commented that I "couldn’t do much."   I felt hopeless and trapped.  The "Col" had me check our schedule on my computer, and threatened that our govt. contract agency was visiting in two days (I saw this on the

computer, but pretended not to be able to notice).  The "Col" was looking at the scar on my forehead, and stated,  "It doesn’t work so well now!"  I assume he meant my brain and/or cognitive ability.

I went home and locked myself in my apartment.  The "countertop guy" tried to call my cell phone 5 times, but I just let my voicemail get it.  I analyzed my sporadic memories, looking to make some sense of all this.  I knew I didn’t trust the "Col", and I began to suspect the "countertop guy".  The month before, a local bottled water company had "cold called" my apartment door, and very insistently sold me bottled "water" service (according to my receipts, on Jan. 10, 2005) I resist salesmen quite well, then they took several minutes to get me a "sample" of their water.  I still said I wasn’t interested, but one of the "salesmen" mentioned that he knew my "countertop friend".  I called my "countertop friend" on my cell phone, and then referred to the "salesman" by the name on his shirt, stating that he was okay.  I finally agreed to the water service.

I talked to my mother on the phone for over 1 hour on the night of Feb. 14, 2004, and she thought I seemed to be doing well, other than my concern over my unlocked apt. deadbolt, and the strange comments of the "Col."   I didn’t drink any water that night (only bottled Gatorade and beer from my

fridge), and patterns started to emerge.  I suspected the  "col", the "countertop guy", the water service, and my uncle (one of the "brethren up north").  It sounds paranoid, but I didn’t know or believe in mind control then.  I remembered the "countertop guy" trying very hard to keep me alone, isolated from other people.  Long-distance phone calls to my mother later confirmed this was indeed the case.

The next day, I emailed my suspicions to my supervisor and HR and took the day off.  I tried to get my water tested, but the police were no help.  I took the water samples in to the bottled water company, where the water was "dense", but the pH was in the normal range.  HR called my cell phone and

set an appointment to meet the next morning.  I also emailed all of my friends and family that I trusted, causing my sister to think I had "lost it."  That night of Tues. Feb. 15, 2005, I "dreamt" that all these fears were part of an "initiation" as part of my security clearance investigation.

On Wed. Feb. 16, I awoke very ill.  My cell phone records show a 3 minute incoming call at 08:56 A.M.  I was supposed to meet with HR at 09:00 at work, so I called to tell her I’d be late at 09:00 and 09:05.  At 09:41, I got a 5-min incoming call from the "Col" asking if I was okay.  I told him my heart was racing, and he "offered" to come pick me up.  I told him that I’d meet him outside when he asked my apartment number (he seemed to already know my address at this point).  At 10:01, my mom called and told me to "Get out of my apt. RIGHT NOW!" after hearing about the "Col’s" phone call.  I started walking down the sidewalk, and felt worse, so I called 911 as my mother had recommended.  I called my mom again at 10:11 and talked to her until the Fire/EMT’s arrived.  While I was on the gurney, the "Col" called asking, "J____, are you ready?   J____, are you ready?"  I asked "ready for what?" and hung up to talk to the EMT’s.  In a few minutes, the EMT’s told me that a co-worker was there asking about me, and I said that I preferred to go with them ONLY, not the "Col."

I was at the ER for several hours, where one EMT and several nurses kept repeating phrases that nearly "triggered" me (I’m assuming that the "Col" gave them a list when I was in the ambulance).   I talked to my mom several times at the ER, and told most of that morning’s occurences to her.  She later said that I seemed like a "different, weak person"  when I first talked to her at 10:01 that morning.  She and the doctors recommended that I "voluntarily" spend a couple of weeks at a Behavioral Health Hospital, so I signed the transfer papers.  That night, once I was inside, it became apparent that there was nothing "voluntary" about this inpatient facility.  I was in there for 4 days, and two nurses worked at triggering me HEAVILY.  I tried to stay in a group at all times after I realized what these 2 nurses were trying to do.

I took a short-term leave from work for 2 months, spending much time with my family back home.  I also researched Mind Control, Mormonism/Freemasonry, Illuminati, hypnosis, and recovery.  I’m doing much better now (although my psychiatrist doesn’t seem convinced).  I returned to work on Wed. April 20, and the "Col" was on vacation.   He returns tomorrow, Mon. April 25 (I’m a little anxious about this). The bible is now a very important part of my life, as I’ve seen the face of evil.

I think that another "handler" at work has tried several times a day to get into my life by "befriending" me.  Now I’m supposed to travel to an Air Force Base near Santa Barbara, CA for work (that also worries me).   I hope that an "accident" or "relapse" isn’t planned for me in the future. 

links: http://www.bariumblues.com/

http://www.greatdreams.com/mind_control.htm

http://www.cheniere.org  Tom Bearden’s Website

