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This is more of a “typical abductee 

document” than my previous 

documents… kind of. 

 

 

JOURNAL ENTRY (8 DECEMBER, 2002) 

Modifications to the journal entry are italicized. 

I was volunteering at the zoo. Person-A drove me out to a backup property where 

they were keeping some antelope. They had a house by a river. I think Person-B was 

also there. In a previous dream (that I don't remember now, but I remembered when 

I was dreaming) I stayed there for a week watching the place. 

It was raining hard and there were storm clouds outside. I looked out the window 

and saw something strange... it looked like a large building amidst the cloud. Person-

A and Person-B saw it too. (The scene kind of reminded me of Close Encounters of 

the 3d kind - with clouds all around the space ship) 

I ran outside and started waving towards the UFO. It landed near me, coming so 

close it almost hit me. A door (like you'd find on a flying skyscraper made of glass) 

was in front of me. I opened it and entered. 

I walked into something that reminded me of a diner. (It was actually the kitchenette 

of the UFO.) I waited in line and talked to someone that came to great me. They said 

they had been looking for me and were glad to find me. (They were human looking, 

but I kept trying to see through any illusion. I couldn't. I would later remember that 

they were black-and-white lemur-evolved.) They also mentioned that they had sent 
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a diversionary ship to keep the RAF busy (actually, the off-planet Homo Sapiens) 

while they came down. 

While waiting in line I noticed that stars were flying past the window and we must be 

in space. (No stars were flying past.) 

Someone came up to me and said they'd have to do a mind blank so I wouldn't 

remember any of this. I said OK. I was thinking about having them look at the 

damaged area on my retina that I've always had, but which seems to be annoying me 

over the last few weeks. 

Interestingly, I didn't see any aliens on the ship. 

Also interesting: I was very eager to take a ride on the UFO. Most people wouldn't be 

so eager. 

 

Some interesting observations ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ άŘǊŜŀƳέΥ 

¶ The lemur-evolved woman was more afraid of me than I was of her. 

 

¶ I showed this text to a number of people, whom I had previously shown some 

UFO photographs I had taken. None of them put 2 +2 together and asked if 

L ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ άŀōŘǳŎǘŜŘέ ŀƴȅ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƛƳŜǎΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ L ƘŀŘ. 

 

 

A deeply random thought 

 
“History is written by the victors.” 
 
Not quite… ƛǘΩǎ ŀƭǎƻ ǿǊƛǘǘŜƴ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƘƻ ƳŀƴŀƎŜ ǘƻ survive through at 
least part of the conflict, such as The Diary of Anne Frank. 
(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Anne_Frank) 
 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Anne_Frank


July 18, 2011 

4 | P a g e  
 

 

 

 

THE NIGHT BEFORE DAY #1 OF THE HOSPITAL (LATE JULY 2009) 

NO BRAIN, THE DRIVE DOWN THE HILL, AND WONDERLAND 

A combination of swine flu, kill bots, venom bots, and some other factors really 

damages one’s brain. 

I awoke after sunset, feeling like I was in a dream. 

Earlier in the day, I was told that a UFO would pick me up that night. All I had to do 

was drive down my hill and crash my car into a tree. I later discovered that the plan 

was to get me into a non-lethal accident so that someone would drive me to the 

hospital, where I would receive medical care. 

Having enough sense NOT to get in a car accident, I drove to the base of the hill, park 

on the side of the road, and began walking to the nearest open field where a UFO 

could use a claw to (extradimensionally) pick me up. 

On the way there, someone telepathically suggested that I pull off my pants and walk 

in the middle of the road in order to look crazy (or drunk). I had so little brain left 

that this sounded like a good idea, and I complied. While wandering 

insanely/drunkenly down the middle of the road, a car drove past me and didn’t 

stop. 

Without being rescued, I reached an open field. I stood there, waiting to get picked 

up. 

(I think) that while I was waiting, my baryons were rotated, pushing me half-way into 

a close layer that I call “wonderland”. Colours are slightly different – more purple and 
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more grey. It’s difficult to breathe due to low oxygen. Insect noises are louder, and 

different insects are audible. 

I was no longer sure if I was dead or alive. 

 

“YOU’RE DEAD, MIKE. YOU’RE DEAD.” 

After waiting a few minutes in the empty field, I heard a telepathic voice: “You’re 

dead, Mike. You’re dead.” 

By that point, my mind had gone from a dream-like daze into one where I actually 

believed I could be dead. I didn’t know where I was. I looked around for my body but 

didn’t see one. I vaguely doubted my own death. 

In front of me, a dotted black line began to appear in the darkness of a wonderland 

night... or at least I think it began to appear. 

Someone said, “That’s the black line of death. Turn around and walk away from it.” 

Though I didn’t know it at the time, I would later learn that the dotted line was a 

ramp gateway materializing in front of me. If the gateway fully materialized, which it 

hadn’t, and I walked up it, I would have entered someone’s ship... No one knew if it 

was a crewed by friendlies or enemies. 

I walked away from the line, and a few minutes later the black-line of death 

appeared in front of my path. 

Once again, a “voice” said, “Go back. Do not walk on the black line of death.” 

Not wishing to die, while thinking that I could very well be dead, I veered away from 

the line and walked into the middle of a paddock. I had no idea where I was. It was 

nearly pitch black. 

Around this time, a voice said that “shade adders” were around. They existed in a 

reality between my own and the land of death. If I stepped on them, they would bite 

me and kill me instantly. 
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I imagined I could barely see them in the wonderland night. I’m not certain if they 

were visible. 

While wandering aimlessly for the next thirty minutes, I was occasionally informed 

when “shade adders” were nearby so I could avoid them. At some point I was told 

they were following me, ensuring that I couldn’t turn around and walk back into the 

world of the living. 

I could see the lights of a few UFOs flying overhead, searching for me. The ships were 

unable to materialize, and their pilots couldn’t find me because my “energy” was so 

low. 

 

 

NEVER PLAY AN ARTHROPOD-INVENTED REAL-LIFE ADVENTURE 

GAME WHILE BRAIN DEAD 

“You are in the Elysium fields. You can walk straight ahead to a road, turn left on the 

road, and make it to Paradise, where you can return back to reality. Or, you can cross 

between the second and third wires of the barbed-wire fence to your right, and into 

Hades, where you can then cross the river Styx and return back to life.” 

Huh? 

I walked to the right, carefully counted to the proper gap between wires, and slid 

between them, puncturing my hands and back on the barbs. 

“Now that you are in Hades, all statements are negated. No “nots” is now a “not”, 

one “not” is a “not not”, and “not not” is “no nots”.” 

“To cross the river Styx, you should not not find Chiron near those bushes.” 

My brain found the double-negative adventure-game puzzle to be extremely taxing. 
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I walked to the bushes but couldn’t find Chiron, or a boat. The river Styx was just a 

dry creek bed. 

It dawned on me that there should be water in the “river”, but that thought lasted 

around eight seconds, and I decided to wander up the dry creek bed for Chiron. 

“In front of you is a stick that you can not not push branches away with. To see the 

stick, open your third eye horizontally wide, and vertically narrow.” 

How do I do that? 

“Just think it to yourself.” 

I did so, and in front of me, I could see a dim blue-purple light over a stick. I picked up 

the adventure-game object. 

“You can not not use the stick to push aside the branches. You are only allowed to 

use any tool two times before you need to find a different tool.” 

I spent several hours wandering around trying to play the adventure game. The hints 

became easier and more numerous, but my brain failed so much that I couldn’t 

remember the telepathic sentence spoken only ten seconds before. 

After I wandered up and down the “river” Styx a few times, I asked about the lack of 

water. 

“Oh. *There’s no water? We can’t really tell.] You need to climb up the hill to open up 

the dam and let the river’s water flow, or you need to cast a magic spell to summon 

the water.” 

My brain began to think... Can I have see some documentation about how to play 

this game? 

“Uh, no. [We’re making it up as we go along, to try and get you back to civilization 

without getting in trouble with the Homo Sapiens empire.]” 

Eventually, I decided to stop playing the game and forge my own path. 
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At the top of the hill, I saw a house, shed, and farming machinery. I now thought I 

was 20-70 years in the future and that everyone had died in a nuclear war. It only 

took a few days of my time to make it out of Hades though. 

I stumbled up the hill. My foot had been sprained (actually broken) a few days 

before, but I didn’t feel the injury. Up top, I discovered a post-apocalyptic 

demountable walk-in chiller, entered, found a bottle of water, and drank thirstily. 

My neighbour walked out of his house and saw me come out of his chiller, without 

pants or shoes (which I had traded in for extra hint points).  

“Mike? What are you doing?” 

He looked awfully good for twenty to seventy years later. 

Huh? 

“Are you all right?” 

Huh? 

“Get in my ute. I’ll take you home.” 

 

 

PLAYING ADMINISTRATOR 

Ten minutes later I was sitting on the steps of my house. My neighbour had returned 

home. 

In my mind, I was still playing an adventure game. 

“We can’t pick you up. The rules won’t allow it?” said Clarke (a person formerly 

known as a “grey”). 

Can I change the rules? 
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No answer. 

I wish to change access privileges to “administrator”. 

“You have been changed to an administrator.” 

Change the rule that prevents me from being picked up by a UFO so that I can be 

picked up now. 

“You can now be picked up,” said an administrator. 

“I can’t pick you up,” said Clarke. “I’m not allowed to get close enough to the 

ground.” 

Change the rule that prevents Clarke from getting close to the ground. 

“I still can’t pick you up.” 

An administrator said, “Your rule changes have been overridden.” 

Make a rule to promote me to a second-level administrator. 

“A tenth-level administrator? Sure.” 

As a tenth-level administrator, I have higher administrator rights, and override the 

previous overriding of my rules. 

“We have just changed ourselves to eleventh-level administrators and overridden 

your changes.” 

I continued to try and verbally outmanoeuvre the other administrators of the “game” 

by inventing more complex and obscure rules. I quickly proved incapable, especially 

when someone used five “nots” in a row and rules expanded from five to thirty-word 

sentences. 

Clarke joined in, but he couldn’t make headway either. 

After half an hour of this, I gave up, deciding that I must be in real life, and went to 

bed. I shivered with cold (or infection) for a few minutes before I fell asleep. 



July 18, 2011 

10 | P a g e  
 

 

 

OOPS 

I would later learn that I had caused a bit of an “incident” that night while trying to 

get “abducted” as ships of the Homo Sapiens empire(?) prevented anyone from 

picking me up. People began to wonder why the empire (or someone else) was so 

intent on preventing contactees from leaving. 

 

 

 

 

A deeply random thought 

 
Coati-evolved humor: How do you get a cougar to wink? Glue its eye shut. 
  

 

 

Ihah D!¢¢!/!Ω{ tw9[LMINARY INVASION OF THE ORION SPUR 

(WRITTEN 17/5/2010) 

The Homo Gattaca Empire’s military sent approximately 200,000 hominid troops and 

civilians to as a preliminary invasion force for the Orion Spur. The civilians were: 

some settlers, families of the previous 50,000 preliminary invasion force, simian-

evolved pilots and crew of the (potentially) co-owned fleet, and sex slaves. 
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THE PLAN 

The trip took 2 - 3 months of travel time. It was planned based on military 

intelligence collected from the Orion Spur 5 - 8 months previously. 

The military expected to do the following: 

1. Land on the 10 allied planets of the space-faring Homo Sapiens empire. 

 

2. Failing that, they might try and land on planets occupied by allied space-

faring races in the Orion Spur: Alotians-lite, Nor-lite (Thylacoleo-evolved 

primates), Greys, or Simians. 

 

About 50 planets in the 40,000(?) Orion Spur stars could be friendly landing 

sites. Approximately 500 planets in the Orion Spur have Earth technology or 

above... kind of. 

  

3. Set up “crowd control” (aka: spy bots, telepathy bots, and kill bots) to 

tighten their grip on the 10 “allied” Homo Sapiens planets... and potentially 

set up “crown control” for their allied space-faring races. 

 

4. Further augment their “crowd control” over Earth, as well as the nine other 

slave Homo Sapiens planets. 

 

5. Attack the space stations and underground bases of the “reptiloids” and 

“animal people” on Earth and nearby planets (and asteroids). 

 

The term “animal people” condescendingly refers to people with fur. 

“Reptiloids” condescendingly refers to people descended from goannas, 

crocodiles, frilled-necked lizards, dinosaurs, etc. 

 

6. Have settlers (and military) spread out over “primitive” planets with low-

tech reptiloids and animal people. “Primitives” are people who have limited 

tool-use and basic housing. The settlers would begin “crowd control” and 

pogroms to kill off the intelligent/agitator individuals. 
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A randomly deep thought 

 

¶ When I was a child, moral decisions were “black and white”. 
 

¶ As a pre-teen I perceived decisions in grey-scale. 
 

¶ As a teen, everything was grey. 
 

¶ By my late teens, all moral decisions became brightly colored. 
 

¶ I now see decisions as all colors at once, with relationships between 
the colors. 

  

 

 

THE COLLAPSE OF THE ECONOMY OF THE OFF-PLANET HOMO 

SAPIENS 

Starting August 2009 (approximately), the off-planet Homo Sapiens began to increase 

their own “crowd control” efforts over Earth and other slave planets.  These attacks 

were mainly in the form of kill-bot assaults on “contactees” and invisible bases 

In response to these measures, the galactic powers: 

1. Brought more military into the region. 

 

2. Destroyed the extradimensional defence satellites that the off-planet Homo 

Sapiens had placed around Earth (and one other Homo Sapiens slave 

planet). 
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3. Destroyed much of the “crowd control” infrastructure of the off-planet 

Homo Sapiens. 

 

4. As a warning, the sun was “blacked out” for the main planet of the Homo 

Sapiens empire for a few days. A large “balloon” is opened between the star 

and the planet causing a total eclipse over the entire planet. 

 

5. Destroyed many “Ladas”, low-cost UFOs that the off-planet Homo Sapiens 

used to travel between the stars. The allegedly-civilian spacecraft were also 

used for kill-bot deliveries. 

 

6. Harassed off-planet Homo Sapiens living on Earth (and other slave planets). 

 

7. Prevented resources from being moved from the enslaved planets of Homo 

Sapiens mini-Empire to the 10 empire planets. 

 

8. Tried to convince the Homo Sapiens opposition party that they should not 

enslave planets. 

 

9. Meanwhile, the “Al Ari”, a slave-freeing organization, enhanced their 

operations to free “animal people” slaves from the Homo Sapiens empire. 

 

 

Consequently: 

1. The Homo Sapiens empire’s economy began to collapse. 

 

2. The opposition took control using their private militia. 

 

3. The old government used their militia to dethrone the opposition. 

 

4. Half (approximately) of the Homo Sapiens subservient farming planets 

separated politically from the main Homo Sapiens empire planet. 
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5. The Homo Sapiens empire’s economy mostly collapsed. 

 

 

 

A randomly deep thought 

 
He who controls the planetary defenses controls the planet... or at least 
ǇǊŜǾŜƴǘǎ άŜƴŜƳȅέ ǎƘƛǇǎ ŦǊƻƳ ƭŀƴŘƛƴƎ, and/or taking off. 
  

 

 

WHAT 50,000 AJ’S (ARMY JERKS) FROM THE HOMO GATTACA 

EMPIRE CAN DO 

All but one of the Homo Sapiens planets are rural, farm-based with 1950’s farming 

machinery and “animal person” slave labour. Several of them recently separated 

politically from the main empire planet. 

The main Homo Sapiens empire planet has two continents, one that is mostly desert 

but with large cities. The other continent is rural. 

The military of the Homo Gattaca empire (theoretically “allied” with the Homo 

Sapiens empire): 

1. Sent a exploratory force of 50,000 military to the allied Homo Sapiens 

empire. 

 

2. Landed on the rural continent and set up base, including additional “crowd 

control” to be used on their Homo Sapiens “allies”. 
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3. In an attempt to thwart an Al Ari rescue of several hundred slaves from a 

warehouse in a Homo Sapiens city on the main planet, some Homo Gattaca 

soldiers (or perhaps otherwise aligned) launched a nuke from a spacecraft, 

turning the warehouse into a crater, and killing thousands of Homo Sapiens 

living nearby. 

 

4. Handed out 1 kiloton (approximately) efficient nukes to Homo Sapiens 

supporters. Many of these eventually found their way to farmers who were 

encouraged to use them to attack Al Ari ships that landed to rescue slaves. 

Many of the slaves eventually broken into the farmers’ strong-boxes and 

acquired their own nukes. 

 

5. Many of the Homo Gattaca soldiers wanted to move away from their Empire 

to escape its oppressive regime. That desire, a high death-toll on their side, 

and internal vendettas, lead to some of remaining Homo Gattaca soldiers 

“aligning” themselves more with the Homo Sapiens rulers. 

 

 

A randomly deep thought 

 
ά¸h¦ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ǘŀƪŜ ŎƻƴǎǘǊǳŎǘƛǾŜ ŎǊƛǘƛŎƛǎƳ ǿŜƭƭΦέ 
 
If this statement aggravates you, then you must be a Homo Sapiens. 
  

 

 

PROBLEMS WHEN THE FLEET OF 200,000 ARRIVE 
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1. Military patrols (from throughout the galaxy) made it difficult for the Homo 

Sapiens and Homo Gattaca to land on any of their allied planets. 

 

2. Political negotiations and the aggression of 50,000 Homo Gattaca soldiers 

caused some potential allies to decide not to support the Homo Gattaca 

invasion. 

 

3. The Homo Gattaca empire employs 10:1 revenge attacks when their soldiers 

are killed. 1000 Homo Gattaca soldiers killed requires a revenge attack 

killing 10,000 civilians (or soldiers). This rule leads to the limited nuking of 

several settlements and cities, causing previous allies of Homo Gattaca to 

rethink their alliance. 

 

4. The simian civilian pilots and flight crew don’t wish their financial 

investments in some of the transport ships to be blown up. They also value 

their lives. 

 

5. Military supplies hidden on the desert planet of Raaka by the Homo Sapiens 

are discovered. The Homo Sapiens and Homo Gattaca militaries are 

prevented from accessing these supplies... for the most part. 

 

6. The engines of many of the Homo Gattaca ships don’t work efficiently in this 

part of the galaxy. 

 

7. Because of the galactic militaries, and a weak resistance movement in the 

Homo sapiens Empire, Homo Gattaca ships find it dangerous to land on the 

planets of the Homo Sapiens Empire. 

 

8. Homo Gattaca ships aren’t allowed to land on food-supplying planets. 

 

9. Consequently, Homo Gattaca “settlers” land on planets of “primitives”. They 

use implant detectors to easily locate “prey”, who happen to be the most-

intelligent of the “primitives” that have been implanted by guardian races. 
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The people are shot and sold as “monkey meat” to the hungry military. 

More people are infuriated by this cannibalism of intelligent races. 

 

10. The Homo Gattaca military controls the farming continent on the main 

planet of the Homo Sapiens empire. Food is rationed, and the populated 

continent on the other side of the planet begins to go hungry. Food cannot 

easily be brought in from other planets due to the war. Nor can the farming 

planets of the Homo Sapiens empire easily get fuel for their farming 

machinery. 

 

 

 

 

 

A randomly deep thought 

 
The military-terrorist spectrum: 
 

Purely military 
 

1. Attack purely military targets, such as gun placements away from 
civilians. 
 

2. Attack military targets, even if they’re near civilians and will result in 
civilian casualties. 
 

3. Attack military personnel when they’re off duty, perhaps out at a pub. 
Civilian casualties are inevitable. 
 

4. Attack the civilians (family, friends, contractors) associated with 
military targets. 
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5. Threaten to attack civilians if the military doesn’t back down. Of 
course, threats are followed through. 
 

6. Attack civilians so they ask their government to withdraw military 
support. 
 

7. Attack civilians with no objective in mind. 
 

8. Attack civilians for the purpose of a doomsday scenario where a social 
chain reaction causes even more civilians die. 
 

Purely terrorist 
 
 

Add easily-available golf-ball-sized nukes to the recipe. 
 

 

 

 

 

DAY #1 OF THE HOSPITAL (LATE JULY 2009) 

THE WAITING ROOM 

I woke soon after sunrise. 

My right foot wouldn’t bear weight. It was swollen (from a break), black-and-blue 

(from internal bleeding), with infected blisters (from the barefoot wanderings the 

night before). I couldn’t walk. I crawled to the door. 

My neighbour, who had driven me home the night before, arrived before I reached 

the door. I’m not sure if I crawled out of bed when I heard him drive up, or if he 

arrived after I crawled to the door. He saw my condition and rushed to fetch the local 

doctor, who lived a few houses away. (Rural living has its advantages.) 
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Both returned, along with some other concerned neighbours. They helped be out of 

the house and into a car, where I was driven to Darwin Hospital. 

I recall filling in some basic emergency-room paperwork. I was asked to sign some 

sort of waver, but I couldn’t understand even a single sentence of legalese; so I didn’t 

sign. 

After I sat in a hair to wait, Clarke (or perhaps someone else) telepathically warned: 

“They are looking for you.” 

“Keep your shields up.” (I had no idea what my shields were, so I tried to think about 

blocking my brain.) 

“Don’t do that. You’ll hurt yourself,” was Clarke’s response to my attempt. 

I felt a short chill, and shivered slightly. 

“They just scanned you.” 

Some time passed. 

“They’re scanning you again.” 

Again, I shivered. 

More time passed. 

To occupy my brain, I looked around at the other waiting people, wondering if their 

injury was more severe than mine... if they’d get called first... and how long I’d have 

to wait. There wasn’t much else to do in a waiting room. I certainly wasn’t going to 

tell my neighbour about the previous nights’ alien-originated adventure game. 

“Don’t look at anyone. They’ll scan them.” 

Huh? 

“See that person who you just looked at. They just scanned him.” 
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“Put your shields up again. They’re about to scan you.” 

I shivered briefly again. 

 

 

NO CAST, NO ANTIBIOTICS, MENTAL TEST 

Within an hour, a doctor called me in. He did some routine checks, looking at my 

eyes, feet, etc. Nothing unexpected. I thought he’d send me on to the plasterers for a 

cast on my foot... which was either badly sprained or broken. 

I pointed to my barbed-wire impaled hands, scrapes on my arms, and infected 

blisters on my feet: “I need some antibiotics,” I said. 

“Not now. Antibiotics are dangerous in your current state of health.” 

Huh? 

Disregarding the antibiotics, the doctor asked, “What year is it?” 

2009. 

“What month?” 

July. 

“What day” 

I don’t know. 

What about my cast? And I need antibiotics. 

“Can you count backwards from 97 by 7’s.” 

97. 90. 82. 75. 68. I couldn’t pass the counting test. 
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“That’s good enough. I’m going to send you for a CAT scan.” 

Having entered the hospital for a broken (or sprained foot) and antibiotics, I received 

a CAT scan, and returned to my curtained alcove. 

 

 

WAVY SUIT 

It was around 7:00 as far as I could tell; no sun reached the baby-blue-painted 

hospital ward. My brain was numb; I could hardly think. 

I was given a tasteless sandwich, allowed to lie back, and the alcove curtains were 

closed for my privacy. 

I closed my eyes for a few minutes, opened them, and noticed a pitch-black 

“shadow” standing just left of me. I didn’t dare move, so I only observed the 

“shadow” out of the corner of my left eye. 

The “shadow” that stood by my hospital bed looked like the black silhouette of a 

four-foot tall person. The edges of the shadow where wavy and rippling. 

I still didn’t move. 

With thumb and index finger positioned to pick up a small object, like an insect, the 

shadow extended its arm towards me. 

It (most likely a she) slid her fingers a few centimetres into my abdomen, and pulled 

something out. I didn’t feel anything. 

I closed my eyes and (I think) fell asleep. 

 

A week later, while at Darwin’s mental institution, I was visited in the middle of the 

night by someone else in a wavy-suit. 
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POTENTIAL CONFLICT IMAGINED 

When I next awoke I had a sense of déjà vu, or, a feeling that I had dreamt (or lived) 

the next fifteen minutes of my life before. 

I was still in my curtained alcove. My brain was dysfunctional. 

I “knew” that UFOs were hovering above the hospital. 

I “knew” that two rival sides, a rivalry I had learned of a few days previously, had 

people invisibly positioning themselves around the hospital. I couldn’t see them, but I 

“knew” they were wandering around, eyeing each other off, weapons ready. 

From my déjà vu, I “knew” that open conflict was moments away. I expected greys, 

and their rival race, to suddenly appear and begin shooting. 

“If people start appearing, roll out of your bed and onto the ground. You’re less-likely 

to be accidently hit (and killed) by our weapons’ beams that way.” 

I waited, tension high. 

“Can you sneak out of your alcove, and out the door to your right?” 

I considered the idea, but didn’t want to behave any more crazy than I already had. 

“Don’t sneak out the doors. You may start a war.”... or was it? “If a war erupts, you’ll 

need to rush out the hallway to your right.” I’m not sure which telepathic message I 

“heard”. 

I waited a few more minutes, expecting people to appear at any moment. 

I fell asleep... Since then, I have learned that falling asleep is an excellent way of 

resolving problems with “aliens”. 
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4000 LEVELS OF HELL 

I woke sometime later, and quickly entered into a bizarre telepathic conversation 

that caused me to coin the phrase “religious wacko”. Up until this point, my 

telepathic conversations had obviously been with people (from other planets). They 

were good-natured, a bit odd, and never accusational. 

While I don’t remember the details of the “4000 levels of hell” conversation, here’s 

the gist: 

I was having a telepathic conversation with a different “alien”, one who had earlier 

commented on the poor nutrition of my hospital sandwich. I don’t recall the topic; it 

may have been about what was happening in the hospital, or my health, or 

something else. 

Religious voice: “You are evil, you are sentenced to the second level of hell where 

liars(?) go.” 

We kept on talking telepathically about more interesting subjects than hell. 

Religious voice: “For consorting with the devil *the “alien” I was talking to+, you are 

now sentenced to the seventh level of hell, where you will be buried up to your head. 

You [the alien] are sentenced to the twelfth level of hell.” 

Huh? 

For some reason, the two of us got into a mud-slinging match... or rather, the 

religious voice read into our conversation, finding fault with everything we said. 

Within ten minutes of further conversation, the religious voice promoted me to the 

second level of heaven, while my alien friend was down to the fifteenth level of hell. 

My “alien” friend tried to get me to shut up at that point so I wouldn’t get into any 

more trouble... but I couldn’t resist the conversation. 
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Ten minutes of conversation later, we had both been gradually downgraded to the 

4000th level of hell for some unremembered and unspeakable sins. 

4000 levels of hell, the previous night’s adventure-game in Hades (NOT hell), and my 

deteriorating brain, led me to worry about my own sanity. For the previous two 

weeks, I had pleasant and rational telepathic conversations with people (from other 

planets). All of the sudden, fundamentalist Christian religions (with 4000 levels of 

hell?) were brought into the fray... which was odd, because I never really believed in 

heaven or hell. 

The fundamentalist-Christian voice wouldn’t return until the middle of the next day. 

 

 

A deeply random thought 

 
Do you really want to play the harp for a billion years? Vote REINCARNATION. 
 

 

 

 

NEAR COMA 

Soon after being committed to 4000 levels of hell by a fundamentalist-Christian 

telepath, I was wheeled off the RAPU unit, where I spent the night. 

I was nearly in a coma by that point. 

To keep my mind active and prevent me from falling in a coma, I was jokingly put 

through “grey training” by a telepathic companion. 



July 18, 2011 

25 | P a g e  
 

I won’t repeat the transcript of that night... but all the mental and physical exercises 

were humorously insulting to “greys”. Some of the tasks involved lifting up my arm to 

push the “blorple” (blue + purple) “button”, a blorple-coloured decolourization that 

moved around my field of view. 

I don’t know how much I slept that night, but the hours passed quickly, and my brain 

didn’t go into a coma. 

 

 

A deeply random thought 

 
Anyone who is known (by friends) to be a computer expert is used to getting 
phone calls from friends saying: “My computer is broken, can you stop by and 
ŦƛȄ ƛǘΚέ 
 
I once had a satellite phone call from Antarctica, from the architect who 
designed my house. He had taken hundreds of ǇƘƻǘƻǎ ƻŦ aŀǿǎƻƴΩǎ Iǳǘ, and 
then accidentally deleted them, and then accidently emptied the Windows 
recycle bin. His ship wasn’t due to return to Australia for months, so I had to 
remotely help him un-lose his photos. 
 
That phone call was topped by a recent telepathic conversation with someone 
ƛƴ ŀƴ ƛƴǾƛǎƛōƭŜ ǳƴŘŜǊƎǊƻǳƴŘ ŎƛǘȅΥ άWe have a virus/Trojan on our Windows 
computer [obtained in the black-market trade of Earth technology]. Can you 
help me find and remove it?έ Unlike the voice-only Antarctica call, I received 
occasional visuals. 
 

 

 

HOME VISIT (1997?) 

I awoke in my Seattle bedroom in the middle of the night. 
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In front of me stood a “grey”. 

Startled (kind of), I leapt out of bed, ran past the “grey”, and bolted down the 

hallway leading from my bedroom. 

I ran into a large, walking, 70’s shag-carpet that gently caught me. 

I don’t remember any more. 

 

 

TRACKING DOWN MY FIRST UFO (MID-JULY 2009) 

Waking up from a nap, I heard a subsonic hum, almost below my threshold of 

hearing. For most people, the frequency would be too low to be perceived... or their 

refrigerator (and other house noises) would mask the sound. 

Rotating my head back and forth, I tracked the hum outside of my house, where it 

became quieter. I suspect that all the steel framing, walls, and roofing in my house 

somehow amplified the sound. 

Even though the hum was quieter outside, I followed the sound’s direction down into 

a valley behind my house. Near the floor of the valley, the sound came from all 

around. 

I didn’t see anything. 

I looked up and noticed a cloud directly overhead... 

... which was unusual since it was the only cloud in the sky. 

... and it was also unusual since it was a 100 meter long cloud, 10 meters wide, (tail-

shaped) and only a few hundred meters above the ground. The “tail’s” direction was 

obviously determined by the dry-season’s strong breeze. 



July 18, 2011 

27 | P a g e  
 

... which meant that whatever created the cloud was on the windward side of the 

cloud. 

I studied the cloud for a minute. 

The hum moved to the east. 

I stubbornly followed the hum half way up a hill, where it once again came from all 

around me. 

Once again I looked up. 

A new cloud had formed above me. 

Oddly, this cloud had straight edges, like a cloud-drawn outline of a cube. 

When the cloud noticed that I noticed this, it bolted southward... or at least small 

rotoscoped cloud-lets dotted their way southwards. The hum vanished. 

I trudged up the hill, following the short cloud trail south. 

The trail disappeared after 100 meters, half way to my house. I had lost. L 

Giving up, I returned home, climbed up on my deck, and looked over the vista to the 

south. Around a kilometre away, I saw a small cloud, but I was unsure if it was the 

fleeing cloud. 

I decided to return back to the valley to see if the cloud had returned. 

After walking fifty meters from my house, I turned around and saw a blorple-

coloured diamond-shaped vapour only a few meters above my house’s steel roof. 

(No, I didn’t take any photos until months later, after UFO pilots gave me permission 

to take photos of their ships.) 

The blorple mist hovered over my steel roof for half a minute, and then evaporated 

as it flew over me. A trail of dried autumn-like leaves fell in its wake. 



July 18, 2011 

28 | P a g e  
 

Following the falling-leaf trail, I tracked the UFO’s path a few hundred meters to the 

west. I lost track of the UFO when it ran out of leaves. 

No one will admit to piloting the UFO. Apparently, it got “stuck” on my oddly-shaped 

steel roof (and electrically well-grounded house). Luckily for the pilot and me, the 

UFO didn’t crash into my house. 

 

CALTECH (1987-1991) 

When at Caltech in Pasadena, California, my roommate and I would perk up our ears 

at night when we heard subsonic hums; no one else heard them. We assumed the 

sounds were generated from large trucks. 

Looking back, the subsonic hums may not have been produced by trucks... The UFOs 

hovering over my house near Darwin, Australia, produced similar-sounding hums. 

 

 

 

A randomly deep thought 

 
Years ago, I wrote: 
 
I am locked in a small room with 3-year old children. There are no doors or 
windows. The walls are painted pink. I know there must be something beyond 
the walls, but I can’t find a way out. 
  
When I first began talking to people (from other planets) they couldn’t 
understand why I was so ignorant. Simply put, the only color I had ever seen 
was pink, and my inability to imagine green and blue baffled and saddened 
them. 
 
Since then, I have added to my aphorism: 
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For their own sadistic pleasure, my cousins have kept me locked in their 
basement since before I can remember. I have known no other world but the 
pink prison they keep me in. 
  

 

 

 

FREE MEDICAL AND DENTAL (1998?) 

I woke up in my bed. 

Several people dressed in doctor’s gowns were leaning over me. I wasn’t afraid, so I 

let myself fell back asleep. 

For a few weeks prior to the experience, my left nipple was inflamed. A week after 

this dream, I noticed that my left nipple no longer hurt, and was slightly depressed, 

as though some flesh had been surgically removed. 

 

 

 

JOURNAL ENTRY (23/9/2000) 

I had a dream where Someone was telling me that I had some arterial blockage in 

one of my ventricles, but that it was old damage. It seemed like the lower left side. 
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A deeply random thought 

 
Never give magic markers to children evolved from St. Andrews Cross Spiders; 
they graffiti ά·Ωǎέ on all the walls and windows. {ƻƳŜ ƎŜƴŜǎ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ ǊŜƳƻǾŜŘΦ 
 
 

 
http://www.spiderzrule.com/Argiope_keyserlingi_RF0461.jpg 

 

 

 

 

FIVE NIGHTS BEFORE DAY #1 OF THE HOSPITAL (MID-JULY 2009) 

DANCING 

It was a night… but not dark and stormy. 

“You are in danger,” announced Clarke. 

http://www.spiderzrule.com/Argiope_keyserlingi_RF0461.jpg
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“Some people are planning to take you by force.” 

“They are going to teleport you, if possible.” 

I didn’t like the sound of this. 

I had previously spent several days in telepathic conversation with Clarke, who 

named himself after Arthur C. Clarke. I spent one night watching “2001: A Space 

Odyssey” and telepathically discussing the movie with him. I suggested that someone 

place a monolith in front of the White House for fun. I also pointed out how atrocious 

the interior decoration of the post-jump-gate apartment was. During the 

conversation, he mentioned that he had seen the movie when it opened, alongside 

some US military brass; they didn’t “get it”. 

“What I need to you do is step to the left.” 

“Now step forward.” 

“Step right”. 

“Step left.” 

Why am I doing this? 

“If you keep moving, they’ll find it difficult to get a lock on you, and won’t be able to 

teleport you.” 

“Step back.” 

“Step right.” 

Are you following a pattern? 

“No, I’m just using the random-number generator in my brain.” 

“Step left.” 

“Step left.” 
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“If you start feeling light-headed and weird, tell me. They may have a lock on you, 

and may be teleporting you. I’ll try to interfere in that case.” 

“And two steps backwards.” 

This went on for some time. 

“Time to move to another room. Can you walk quickly to your west bedroom wing?” 

Yes. I hurried there. 

Once inside, Clarke began with, “Step forward”. 

“Left.” 

“Right.” 

“Diagonal.” 

How do you know where I am? 

“I can track you on my display. You show up as a small dot.” I imagined a glimpse of 

Clarke’s display. 

“Forward.” 

“Step right.” 

The dance went on for an hour. 

“I think they have given up teleporting you.” 

“You can rest now.” 

“Be careful. They can come through your fly screen. It’s more difficult for them to 

pass through walls.” 

“Sit against your bathroom wall and rest. The wall should provide you some 

protection.” 
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After fifteen minutes of rest and chat, Clarke said, “I think they’re gone. Head back to 

your bedroom [west wing] and you can go to sleep after awhile.” 

 

 

SOMEONE ON MY STEPS 

I walked to the other side of my house, where my bedroom was located. 

When I got there, Clarke warned, “They may be here [landed in encounter suits].” 

I froze and listened. 

After a few minutes, I heard my deck’s floorboards shift as if someone were walking 

on it. 

I could imagine a grey-clad (in a grey encounter suit) person slinking like Gollum 

(from the Lord of the Rings), up my steps and towards my room. 

I didn’t move. 

The sounds ceased. 

“They’re gone,” said Clarke. 

I looked outside. 

Wait a minute, I don’t want to get caught in the middle of anything. I don’t want to 

take sides. 

“They’re dangerous,” warned Clarke. (Or something to that effect.) 

I walked into my kitchen, grabbed a piece of printer paper, and wrote, “Do you want 

ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪΚέ in large letters. I placed the sign on my deck, at the top of my steps, and 

weighed it down with glass filled with water. 
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Clarke must of thought I was crazy. 

 

 

A randomly deep thought 

 
First contact, lesson #116: Blue ballpoint-pen writing is NOT visible to people in 
encounter suits. “They” could read my mind though, and they appreciated the 
offer to talk. 
 

 

 

BLORPLE LIGHTS ON MY DRIVEWAY 

“Your house is too confining. Can you walk somewhere else that is open?” 

I can dance on my driveway. 

“Do that. Walk quickly down the pathway to your driveway.” 

My driveway parking area is quite large so that if/when I have parties there is enough 

parking space. 

“They’re here.” 

“Be careful, they’re stronger than you think.” 

Once on my driveway I began to “dance”, moving left, forward, back, right, etc. 

“If they grab you, don’t fight. We’ll try to get you back.” 

“And whatever you do, DON’T attack them. If you attack them, they may attack 

back.” 
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At that moment, I either remembered a dream from a few years previously, or I had 

premonitional déjà vu, perhaps from someone playing with the timeline. 

My dream repeated minutes later, but not exactly as I remembered. 

On my driveway, I saw a blorple-colored spot of light half a meter in diameter. The 

center of the spotlight was dark, creating a light ring. I could see no source for the 

light. 

The light sped along the ground in front of me and then disappeared. 

Clarke, I remember this from a dream. I don’t think Clarke noticed the comment. 

“They’re behind you.” 

I walked forward, turned around, but didn’t see anything. 

To prevent “them” from grabbing me, I walked to a different location on the 

driveway and turned around. 

The light (perhaps one of two) sped right past me. 

Curious, and stupid, and not knowing if the light was caused by an invisible object or 

person, I reached out and tried to grab (or touch) whatever was creating the light. 

My hand swiped though the air, touching nothing. 

 

A deeply random thought 

 
First contact, lesson #117: [ƛǎǘŜƴ ǘƻ /ƭŀǊƪŜ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǎŀȅǎΣ άDo NOT attack 
themΦέ 
  
Fist contact, lesson #118: Do NOT try to grab invisible blorple lights. They might 
shoot you. 
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I’m not really sure if I was shot, but I was later told that I might have been. 

 

 

A randomly deep thought 

 
[The above is] Not quite correct, we have more accurate records. Your brain 
was fairly sozzled at the time. 
 

 

 

 

!/¢L±!¢LbD 9!w¢IΩ{ tLANETARY DEFENSES (WRITTEN 

23/5/2010) 

Over the last year, the following planetary defenses have been activated: 

 

POLICIES 

¶ Proper security codes are required for Earth access. 

 

¶ Low-tech friendly space-planes that are easily spotted and destroyed by 

enemy space-planes will be diverted away from the solar system. 

 

¶ Partial flight-ban for hominids. 

 

¶ Tourist activities are no longer permitted. 
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EARTH’S INTELLIGENCE AND COMMUNICATIONS INFRASTRUCTURE 

¶ New telepathy software has been uploaded into Earth’s telepathy-net 

infrastructure. 

 

¶ Communications satellites and the internet and have been hacked and can 

be controlled if necessary. 

 

¶ Approximately 40,000 off-planet hominids living on Earth are now being 

monitored. 

 

¶ Due to resource constraints, ǘƘŜ ŜŦŦƻǊǘ ǘƻ ŜǾƻƭǾŜ ŀ άǇƛƴƪ ŦǳƴƪŀŘƻƻέ 

(described in Terry Gilliam’s “Time Bandits” as a 300-foot tall tree with pink 

flowers that smells awful) has been put on hold. 

 

 

DEFENSES 

¶ 9ŀǊǘƘ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ƳƻǾŜŘ άƻǳǘέ ƻŦ ƛǘǎ ƴƻǊƳŀƭ Ǉƻǎƛǘƛƻƴ ƛƴ ŜȄǘǊŀŘƛƳŜƴǎƛƻƴŀƭ 

space. Some of the ramifications are: 

 

o Earth is difficult to find since it is no longer at the same 

extradimensional coordinates that it was. 

 

o Many low-ǘŜŎƘ ǎǇŀŎŜŎǊŀŦǘ ŦƛƴŘ ƛǘ ŘƛŦŦƛŎǳƭǘ ǘƻ άǊŜŀŎƘέ ŜŀǊǘƘΩǎ 

location in extradimensional space. 

  

o Many spacecraft engines and power-sources no longer function 

efficiently at Earth’s new location. 
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o Unintended side effect: Physics constants are slightly different; 

digital watches may not work as well. 

 

o Unintended side effect: Some stars may be more/less visible. 

 

 

¶ ά/ƛǊŎǳƭŀǊ ǎƘŀŘŜǎέ ŀǳǘƻƳŀǘƛŎŀƭƭȅ ƻǇŜƴ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ƛncoming, unregistered 

spacecraft, preventing them from seeing or detecting the Earth from a 

distance. 

 

¶ Earth’s layer-scramblers are activated. 

 

¶ Defensive weapons have been installed in invisible cities, space stations, 

and sites throughout the solar system. 

 

¶ De-hyrdogenization and de-heliumization devices are ready in the event of 

a nuclear attack. 

  

¶ {ƻƳŜ ƻŦ 9ŀǊǘƘΩǎ IƻƳƻ {ŀǇƛŜƴǎ ǇƻƭƛǘƛŎƛŀƴǎ ŀǊŜ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘƛƻƴ. 

 

¶ Viruses are now monitored, with the expectation of having to release 

weaker vaccination-ǾƛǊǳǎŜǎ ǘƻ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘ 9ŀǊǘƘΩǎ IƻƳƻ {ŀǇƛŜƴǎ ǇƻǇǳƭŀǘƛƻƴ 

from weaponized viral attacks. Weaponized viruses may not act like normal 

viruses; they could result in an unexpected increase in brain hemorrhages, 

organ deterioration, etcetera. 

 

 

 

A randomly deep thought 

 
If a group of Homo Sapiens are arbitrarily divided into two groups, and half 
named as “Group A”, the other being “Group B”, Group A will eventually enter 
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into conflict with Group B. 
 
Not all races have this problem. 

 
 

 

 

 

 

άAWARENESS DREAMέ OF CHINESE-LIKE-HOMINIDS FESTIVAL 

(5/2010) 

This is an example of an awareness dream, where I am seeing through someone 

ŜƭǎŜΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ όŀƴŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ influencing their decisions). 

I was walking down a street in a small village of one-story concrete houses next to a 

river. The people looked Chinese, but were taller than me (because I wasn’t 

Hominid). I walked up a street, and turned left to where a small market was being 

held. 

… I had crossed the border into what I thought was “North Korea”. 

I realized that I didn’t want to be there, but by this time, I had already passed some 

customs gate. I was walking down a hallway that would lead me to a place (not really 

“North Korea”) where I knew I wouldn’t be able to return from. How could I get out? 

I turned back though a neighboring hallway but couldn’t find an exit out of the “no 

return” place where I already was. 

… I was looking out an open window. 

250 meters below me was an idealized hamlet, some bonsai-sized farms, and a small 

orchard. The entire area, around a kilometer wide by 500 meters deep, was shaded 



July 18, 2011 

40 | P a g e  
 

by an enormous awning attached to the building where I stood. The idealized, 

shaded hamlet was a symbolic entry into the world which I was about to enter. 

… In a modern building ,I stood on a moving footpath that took me down a few 

floors. 

When I got to the ground floor, I walked outside onto a large beach. There were no 

doors between the inside and outside; there may have been one-way turnstiles. 

Hundreds of Chinese-looking people walked before and behind me. 

To the right was blue sea water. To the left was a small fence and dune grasses. 

In front of me stood a temporary long house. The sound of wood chopping emanated 

from within the long house. Five circular, angled chutes off one side of the building 

occasionally disgorged wood chips. 

To the left of the building was a “witch” dressed head-to-toe in rags. Her skin wasn’t 

visible, and her form was obscured by muslin-like garments. 

She had a stack of two-meter-long “logs”, about 30 centimetres in diameter... except 

they weren’t logs; they were the grey-white bark of aspen-like trees, with the wood 

hollowed out. 

The “witch” was tying five “logs” of increasing length together into a giant pan flute. 

She pretended to play them, and I heard a chord of music played from somewhere. 

Once tied, the giant pan-flute was laid in a pile of other giant pan-flutes. 

Chinese-looking people walked past. 

I followed some of the Chinese-looking people, walking to the left of the “witch”. I 

nonchalantly picked up a single log-bark and dragged it with me; the “witch” didn’t 

notice. 

After I had carried it around thirty meters, I tried to blow across the top of the log-

bark to make the tune I heard the “witch” create. That didn’t work. 
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The log-bark had holes throughout, formed where too much bark was cut away, or 

where branches had met the tree wood. I tried blowing into one of these. I couldn’t 

produce any sound. 

I then realized that I had pilfered the log, so I carried it back to the “witch”. 

All I could see under the muslin was her green iguana/dragon-like nose. She opened 

her mouth and stuck out/down her tongue in disapproval. I noticed that her tongue’s 

median was angled vertically up, and was a light green... I never thought that skin 

pigment would translate into tongue pigment. 

I woke up. 

I may go into more detail about the ceremony later. 

 

 

A deeply random thought 

 
Captain Stormfield's Visit to Heaven, by Mark Twain 
 
(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Captain_Stormfield's_Visit_to_Heaven, 
http://www.gutenberg.org/dirs/etext97/cptsf10h.htm) 
 

 

 

 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Captain_Stormfield's_Visit_to_Heaven
http://www.gutenberg.org/dirs/etext97/cptsf10h.htm
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DAY #2 OF THE HOSPITAL (LATE JULY 2009) 

WRONG “REALITY” 

I awoke, knowing that I was at a hospital in Darwin… although I might have also been 

in a hospital in Darwin River, 40 years later. 

I borrowed a phone and called my neighbor so she could pick me up from the RAPU 

unit. It took me several tries to properly dial the phone. After fifteen minutes, I 

eventually got through and she said she’d pick me up. 

“Don’t stay in bed. You don’t want to look ill.” 

I got out of bed, and put my clothes on, discarding the prison-like uniform of the 

hospital smock. 

In the center of the RAPU room was a partially-enclosed room where the staff 

worked on computers. It was built on a raised platform, about 20 centimeters off 

ground level. 

“Stand outside the doorway to the staff area. Look like you’re waiting for someone,” 

suggested someone, who I thought was a “Grey”. 

I did. 

“Feel the air. It’s stuffy here. You are in the wrong “reality”. If you walk over there 

you’ll get better air.” 

I walked a few meters away to “over there” and the airflow improved. 

After a few minutes, the air stilled and became stuffy again. 

“You are in the wrong reality again. Time to move. Try standing in the staff work-

area.” 

I moved inside the staff work-area and found it easier to breathe. 
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The stuffiness returned a few minutes later,. 

“Your reality has changed again. Move half way down the staff area to return to your 

reality.” 

Again, after moving the air cleared up. 

At the time, I had no idea what “reality” meant, and why it was difficult to breathe. I 

have since experienced this stuffiness when an extradimensional UFO is invisibly 

occupying the same three-dimensional space as me, but is offset extradimensionally. 

Airflow is impeded by the extradimensional hull and walls of the UFO. Moving “out” 

of the area restores airflow… not to mention the oxygen’s baryons rotating so they’re 

easier to breathe. 

 

 

JUMPING TIMELINES 

The telepathic prompting got even weirder. 

I heard and felt the ground shift slightly. The plywood boards that made up the 

elevated floor of the staff work-area “popped”. 

“Hear that. You have just been shifted to a new timeline.” 

In my state of mind, that statement almost made sense. 

“You’re now in the wrong timeline though. Your neighbor won’t pick you up in this 

timeline.” 

That didn’t sound good. I would be stuck at the hospital without my neighbor. 

“In about twelve seconds, the timeline will change again. Take a step to the left when 

you hear it.” 

On cue, the floor popped; the world moved slightly. 
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I stepped to the left. 

“Too late. You missed the proper timeline by 0.4 seconds.” 

I don’t want to be stuck here. 

“Don’t worry, another timeline will be along in 64 seconds. Step to forward then… 

wait… wait… now!” 

Step forward. 

“No good. You’re too early.” 

This repeated for half an hour until I finally managed to step into the proper timeline. 

I have no idea what this episode meant. 

 

 

LEFT VERSUS RIGHT-SIDED UNIVERSE 

The theme of the telepathic prompting shifted. 

“You are now in the correct timeline.” 

“Do you know if you are in a left-handed or right-handed universe?” 

I don’t know. 

“See that door. Watch for your neighbor to walk through it.” 

I noticed one of the exit doors for the RAPU room. (I hadn’t noticed the exit doors 

before this.) 

“If you are in a right-handed universe, then your neighbor will enter through that 

door. If you are in a left-handed universe, then she will enter from the door behind 

you, and touch on the back of your right shoulder.” 
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That sentence was a bit too much to comprehend, so I just watched the door I was 

told to watch. 

“The timelines have shifted again. Turn around, walk forward a bit, and watch the 

other door.” 

I did. 

“If you are in a left-handed universe, your neighbor will enter from the door you’re 

looking at. You’ll know you’re in a right-handed universe if your neighbor enters from 

behind, and touches you on your left shoulder.” 

This repeated a few times until my neighbor arrived. I believe that she entered 

through the door I was looking at, and that I ended up  in a left-handed universe… 

with left-handed physics. 

I would later find out that many planets in solar systems are “rotated”. Upon flying 

into a solar system, most of the solar-system’s planets are invisible. They only 

become visible when your UFO is “rotated” to the same angle as the planet. 

However, if your UFO is “rotated” to 0 degrees, then you can also see and land at 

planets rotated oppositely, at 180 degrees. 

If you land on planet rotated 180 degrees off, then everything is backwards. All the 

writing is backwards. The laws of physics are backwards. And… you need to eat 

different foods, especially different sugars. 

 

 

 

A randomly deep thought 

 
This document is a vaccination meme. You ŘƻƴΩǘ have to believe it, just 
understand that it might be true. 
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HEART ATTACK? 

I had had very little to eat or drink over the last 36 hours, maybe 48. 

After my neighbor arrived, she decided to spend fifteen minutes chatting with one of 

the staff… whom she had never met before. 

During that time, I started to get heart palpitations. 

I knew I had system infections (which tests would to later show – a value of 247+ 

where the normal range was 3-5), and half-knew I was dehydrated. 

I might be having a heart attack, I said. 

“Sit down and we’ll do an EKG,” said a concerned nurse. 

By the time the wires were taped onto me, the palpitations stopped. Nothing 

showed up. 

I felt quite stupid/ashamed to raise an alarm. 

My neighbor and I left the RAPU ward, walked out into the hall, and… 

The heart palpitations started up again, MUCH stronger. 

Again, I think I’m having a heart attack. 

At this point, my parents (inconveniently) called from Los Angeles; they had booked 

an emergency flight out to visit me. 

Someone wheeled in a hospital stretcher. I laid down on it. They wheeled me into the 

emergency room. 

And then things got even weirder… 
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“That man over there. We don’t trust him,” a telepathic voice said. 

“Move a bit to distract them. We’re going to try and get someone from OUR side into 

the room.” 

Two days before, running around half naked didn’t sound like a bad idea. Why not 

cause a distraction? I slid down the inclined hospital stretcher and delayed things a 

minute. 

Different people arrived in the room. 

“Some people on OUR side have arrived. You’ll be okay.” 

Someone pointed an X-ray machine at my chest. 

“Keep your eyes closed. We’re going to push you to a different reality.”, or was it 

“timeline”, or was it “version of reality”? 

I opened my eyes a few minutes later and the room color looked different. Different 

people seemed to be in the room. 

And I then I closed my eyes and had a very interesting telepathic conversation… 

A few notes: 

¶ I saw the chest X-ray a few days later, though still mentally impaired. I 

noticed a small metal object near my heart. It most likely was a clasp from 

my smock, not an “alien”-implanted remote-controlled defibrillator. 

 

Apparently, “alien”-implanted defibrillators can come with mini-neutron 

bombs that kill the heart. The people (from other planets) were concerned 

about this also. 

 

When I had an MRI a few weeks later, the magnetic field of the MRI tugged 

at something near my heart. 
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Weeks later, I was telepathically informed that the defibrillator had been 

removed. 

 

¶ At the time, I had no idea what “OUR side” meant. I can now: Imagine two 

opposing high-tech sides, each with telepathy bots, both trying to 

control/influence the medical staff with those bots. 

 

 

 

 

A randomly deep thought 

 
Stick-insect evolved children are very easy to babysit; being shy and attracted 
to clusters of vertical objects, they conveniently hide behind the furniture. 
 

 

 

NEVER DISCUSS PHILOSOPHY WITH AN “ALIEN” WHILE RELIGIOUS 

WACKOS ARE TELEPATHICALLY EAVESDROPPING 

After closing my eyes, I slid into a semi-conscious state. 

I began a philosophical telepathic discussion with another “alien”. 

I won’t go into detail about the conversation. I am inevitably mixing multiple 

philosophical conversations I had over the upcoming days. 

The conversation it started out with me stating that I don’t wish to be here… I wish to 

get off the planet. 
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“There is only Earth,” interrupted a telepathic religious wacko. 

No there isn’t. There are other planets, and stars with planets around them. 

“No there isn’t. There is only Earth. Nothing beyond Earth is real.” Or was it, 

“Everything beyond Earth and the sun is a painting on the celestial heavens”? 

Not true. We have landed men on the moon and sent probes to other planets. 

Planets definitely exist. 

The “alien” listened, amused. 

“Nothing exists outside the solar system.” 

It must. I know I’ve met aliens. 

The religious wacko’s tact changed: “Even if there were aliens, they aren’t allowed 

here.” 

That doesn’t make sense. 

“They can’t land. The only way they can be on Earth is if they transform into 

Humans.” 

… which made absolutely no sense to me at the time. It now makes perfect sense. 

According to the Hominids in control of Earth, Earth was to exclusively Hominids, 

“whites-only”. Non-Hominid “aliens” would never be allowed to land. The Homo 

Sapiens living on Earth were to be kept ignorant. 

“You will never get off Earth. And… if any aliens arrive from another planet, they will 

have to look like Humans.” 

That makes no sense. 

I don’t want to be here. I want to live someplace with more than just Humans. I want 

to get off the planet. 

The “alien” interrupted, “We can create a world for you to live in.” 
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“We can put you in a coma and you can live in the dream world for the rest of your 

life,” continued the alien. 

At the time, this made no sense either. “Coma” was correct, followed by an 

awareness dream that would turn permanent after my body was euthanized a few 

weeks later, and my awareness was permanently attached to someone off-planet. 

No, I don’t wish to be in a coma. 

I blanked out. 

Select (and misunderstood) portions of this and other philosophical conversations 

have been used by religious wackos to telepathically call me satanic, evil, etc. 

 

 

 

WHAT YEAR IS IT? 

“Wake up, Mike,” said a nurse. She was pushing her fingers down on my sternum to 

forcefully wake me. 

I opened my eyes. I was in another room. I don’t know how much time had passed. 

“What year is it?” 

Um… 2008? No, 2009. 

“Can you tell me what month it is?” 

Someone telepathically suggested that I pretend I have the swine flu… which 

sounded like a reasonable idea, because by now, I suspected that my brain damage 

was from the swine flu. 

It’s May. (Wrong!) 
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“What day in May?” 

I don’t know. The 15th. 

A telepathic voice suggested, “Cough on them”. 

Why not? I felt flu-ish. I coughed. 

“Have you travelled anywhere lately?” 

Yes, Mexico. 

I blanked out. 

 

 

 

 

A deeply random thought 

 
bƻ ƻƴŜ ŜǾŜǊ ŀŘƳƛǘǎ ǘƻ ōŜƛƴƎ ŀƴ άŜƭder-ŜƭŘŜǊέ ǊŀŎŜ. The might admit to being an 
“elder” race. Most prefer calling “eld…” races, or even “e…” races. 
 

 

 

 

HULU MEDICINE 

I instantly awoke on a hospital stretcher. 
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In my right arm was a catheter for an IV. Nothing was attached. Despite the protests 

of the staff, I ripped out the catheter. 

Don’t give me any of your Hulu (pronounced “Hoo-loo”) medicine!, I stated 

emphatically. I had no idea what I was saying. 

I held out my left arm and pointed it at one of the staff; I’m not sure why. If I had an 

extradimensional strap-on weapon attached to my harm, the staff member would 

NOT be happy. (I had no knowledge about such weapons at the time.) 

“Just relax. We’re going to take you in there.” 

No, I don’t want to go in there, I declared. I didn’t know why, except that I was afraid 

someone would kill me if my hospital stretcher was wheeled into the neighboring 

“pink” room. 

My experience with being “showered” at CalTech (the university I attended) paid off. 

If a group of people is about to carry you off (into an awaiting cold showers), the only 

way to survive is to grab onto something heavy (or fixed to the ground) and don’t let 

go. I did so. 

The staff couldn’t move the hospital stretcher. 

Some security guards appeared. 

“He’s being a problem.” 

Can we go anywhere else but there? 

“Certainly. If you don’t like that we’ll take you to a different room for the night.” 

I was wheeled to a mostly-empty ward, where I was assigned a bed. 

My neighbor got me a tasty sandwich from a take-away restaurant below. I ate it. 

She went home. 

I stayed in the hospital for another night. 
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MORE BLORPLE BUTTONS 

The night was spent pressing more “blorple” buttons to keep me out of a coma. 

Instead of mocking “greys”, this test had snide comments about the Hulu and Hulu 

medicine. 

I noticed that scratches on my arm were raised and purple… I don’t know the signs of 

septicemia, but I don’t think “purple” is a good color. 

 

 

A randomly deep thought 

 
LŦ ȅƻǳ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘƻƻŘ ƳƻǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ IǳƭǳΣ ȅƻǳΩŘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ŀƴ ŀǿŦǳƭ ƭƻǘ ƳƻǊŜ 
about the Earth. 
 
By the way, the new Dr. Who series got it wrong. They’re not cat-evolved; the 
visual misidentification is understandable. 
(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/New_Earth) 
 

 

 

 

 

 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/New_Earth
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DAY #3 OF THE HOSPITAL (LATE JULY 2009) 

WAITING TO GET OUT 

I awoke in the morning, determined not to have a heart attack, and very determined 

NOT to stay in the hospital another night. My broken foot was STILL not plastered. I 

HADN’T yet received any antibiotics. 

I called my neighbor to pick me up… again. I think she has the route to the hospital 

memorized. J 

A member of the staff led me to an enclosed courtyard, where I waited for my 

neighbor. He offered to get me a bite to eat. I gave him some money and requested 

an orange juice. 

Returning fifteen minutes later with some change, I was handed the juice bottle. I 

didn’t recognize the coin, thinking it was from another country (on another planet, or 

from an alternate reality). I didn’t recognize the juice label, although I could read it. It 

was the best orange juice I ever drank. I wondered why I had never tasted such 

sugars before. 

A jet flew overhead. I didn’t recognize it as a Boeing or Airbus jet. 

The color of the sky, sun, and walls seemed to change slightly every few minutes. 

That was the first say that I saw “violet”. Previously, I had only seen “purple” at the 

end of the rainbow, a combination of red and blue. 

My neighbor arrived. I had survived my first trip to the hospital. 
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AT HOME 

That night, my broken foot not plastered, I got around the house on a swivel chair. 

I thought I was going to die. I tried writing a will (being of UN-sound mind and UN-

sound body); I couldn’t remember what year it was. 

 

A deeply random thought 

 
In Larry Niven’s Ringworld series, a sea on the Ringworld includes flat 
reproductions of Earth, the Kzin home-world, and a few other planets. The 
worlds are “test planets” to predict how the different races will interact. 
  
Is Earth a test planet to see how different Hominid races will interact? 
 
(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ringworld) 
 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ringworld
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HOMINID (AND FRIENDS) INVASION (WRITTEN 29/5/2010) 

 

Map not drawn to scale. 

 

Population of the Milky Way: 
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70t very-high-tech 

700t Earth-tech and above 

4000t - 7000t hunter-gatherers and above 

 

 

 

A randomly deep thought 

 
A human is someone who realizes that they are behaving like a chimpanzee, 
and decides to NOT act like a chimpanzee, were important. (Replace 
“chimpanzee” with any ancestral animal species.) 
 
A sub-human is someone who ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ behaving like a 100-
IQ chimpanzee. 
 

 

 

 

 

THREE NIGHTS BEFORE DAY #1 OF THE HOSPITAL (MID-JULY 2009) 

“THEY’RE BACK” 

On yet another dark, and not-the-least stormy night: 

“They’re back,” said Clarke telepathically. 
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“Walk to your living wing and start dancing again.” 

Once there... 

“Step left.” 

“And two steps back.” 

Etcetera. 

 

 

“TELEPORTATION” 

“This isn’t working,” Clarke said after half an hour of evasive dancing. 

“I will try to teleport you.” 

“Just stand there while I get a lock on you.” 

“Stand absolutely still.” 

Easier said than done. From the comments, “greys” found it easier to stand still than 

Homo Sapiens. 

My body began to feel weird. The sound of the room changed slightly. I could almost 

hear the internal buzz of a UFO. 

“Try not to move.” 

I tried. 

“You’re moving too much. Just stand still for 30 seconds.” 

Despite trying to stand still, I found myself swaying a bit. 

“You’re running low on oxygen.” 
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I noticed the air getting a bit stuffy. 

“Move your thumb to get more air.” (“Stick out your tongue” would have been more 

appropriate, but “greys” don’t have tongues.) 

I moved my thumb. It didn’t seem to help with the stuffiness. 

“Wait, you’re not fitting. Let me push you.” 

I felt someone (invisible) gently push me from behind. 

“Can you slowly move your arms down by your side.” 

No, I’m holding a jacket. 

“Try squeezing your arms together tighter.” 

I did. 

“Your oxygen is getting low. Stick out your thumb again *to tear a small hole in the 

baryon bubble+”. 

The air was still old, despite the fact that I could feel a breeze blowing against me. 

Clarke noticed: “You can feel the breeze, but it isn’t providing you much oxygen.” 

“I don’t have much air left for you.” 

I waited to be teleported. 

“If you don’t get you teleported soon YOU ARE GOING TO DIE.” 

“You don’t fit. Drop your jacket. It’s the jacket or your life.” 

I DROPPED my jacket, and put my hands by my side. 

Clarke pushed me from behind. 

“There. I’ll try teleporting you again.” 
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The volume of the buzz increased. 

“Just stand still.” 

I’m feeling nauseas. 

Blank. 

 

 

“HE’S NOT DEAD. I THOUGHT WE KILLED HIM.” 

“He’s not dead. I thought we killed him,” said someone else in telepathic voice. 

I found myself lying on my living-room floor. I think I was on my side. 

Clarke spoke, “Mike, I can’t teleport you here. There’s too much metal.” 

“You have to go outside onto some flat ground. I’ll teleport you from there.” 

“Hurry. I can’t stop the teleportation process now. You don’t have much oxygen left.” 

“If you run out of oxygen, YOU ARE GOING TO DIE.” 

I hurried outside and to my parking-lot area. 

“Wait there, and I’ll continue the teleportation.” 

I waited. 

“I have used up all the oxygen on my ship, by the way.” 

Not good. 

“I can’t teleport you here. There are too many stones by the surface.” 

“Can you climb up on a tree to get away from the stones?” 
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I wandered off into the bush, and climbed up a steeply angled tree until I was a 

meter off the ground. 

“YOU HAVE 20 SECONDS LEFT TO LIVE,” warned Clarke. 

“Are you ready?” 

Yes. 

I waited to be teleported. 

“I managed to get more oxygen.” 

I waited. 

“No good. There are still too many rocks around. Do you have any place with lots of 

deep soil?” 

Yes, down by the lake. 

“Head down there.” 

In the dark, I jumped off the log... and onto the side of a rock. I sprained (or broke) 

my right ankle. 

“Hurry up.” 

“YOU HAVE 30 SECONDS LEFT TO LIVE.” 

My brain wasn’t working; By this point, I should have realized that I was “going to die 

in 20 seconds” of lack of oxygen about ten minutes ago. 

Despite the sprain, I briskly walked down to the lake’s spillway. 

Teleportation didn’t work there, “Still too many rocks. Is there anywhere else with 

more soil?” 

Yes. 
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I temporarily pilfered someone’s plastic-resin chair, and walked (starting to hobble) 

half a kilometre to a large dirt pile. 

I climbed on top the pile, and sat on the chair, exhausted. 

 

 

A deeply random thought 

 
First contact, lesson #121: Never-ever allow someone (aka: Clarke) to try 
άǘŜƭŜǇƻǊǘƛƴƎέ ȅƻǳ, especially when other people are blocking the 
“teleportation”. 
  
 

 

 

 

“YOU HAVE NO HEAD” 

I took off my right shoe and examined my foot by the light the nearby resort’s street 

lamp. My foot was swollen. Assuming that I was bleeding internally, I put pressure on 

my ankle so I wouldn’t lose too much blood internally. 

Clarke, or perhaps a different voice, said, “You don’t have enough energy. You are 

losing it through your foot. You need to get energy from somewhere.” 

I didn’t know where, but might as well try. I tried to imagine sucking energy from the 

ground. 

At that point, the voice led me down a path that showed I was an idiot. 

He (or she) got very angry at me... Basically, pissed off. 
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I would later learn this anger was caused by a combination of my stupidity, people 

(from other planets) thinking that I was in league with the off-planet Hominids, and 

other events taking place all around Australia that night. 

Still sitting on the resin chair, on top of a four meter-tall dirt pile, I put my shoe back 

on. 

I looked down at the ground and saw my sitting shadow. It was cast by the resort’s 

street lamps... I think. 

“You have no head,” rebuked the telepathic voice. 

My head’s shadow disappeared, though the shadow of my headless body remained. 

“Look at your precious house.” 

I looked to the horizon. I couldn’t see my house at night, but I could see the 

silhouette of the hill it was built on top. 

Above my house was a large top-like cone-UFO glowing orange, at least 50 meters in 

diameter. 

“We are going to destroy your house.” 

The UFO rose a bit, with a black column below it. An image appeared in my head: My 

house, completely steel, was being torn apart and pulled up, like a stream of iron 

filings attracted to a magnet. 

While I didn’t want my house to be destroyed, all I could think of was: COOL. 

Not many people think that their house being vengefully dismantled by a UFO is 

“cool”. 

The voice lost its derision, or was now spoken by someone else: “We are going to get 

you off the planet now.” 

“Can you contact someone and tell them you will be away?” 
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Yes. 

I pulled out my mobile phone and typed in a text message to my neighbour. I wrote 

that I would be gone for a week, and asking her to watch my bird. 

I didn’t know it at the time, but other people (from other planets) were trying to 

prevent me from sending the text message. They used technology to “befuddle” my 

mind. 

The act of thinking was as difficult as trudging through waist-high mud. 

I managed to get the message sent though... to my detriment, when my neighbours 

showed up the next morning thinking I was slightly crazy... and to my benefit, when 

people (from other planets) realized how stubborn I was. 

“Go back up your hill and see if your house is still there.” 

“And don’t forget the return the chair you borrowed.” 

I returned the chair and limped up the hill. 

My house was still there, but my brain wasn’t, so I didn’t particularly notice that my 

house was supposed to have not been there thirty minutes before. 

 

 

ARE YOU ALRIGHT? 

I hobbled up my stairs and followed my elevated walkway to my bedroom wing. 

Before opening the door to go in, someone telepathically said, “Turn around.” 

I did so. 

A very-bright 2-mm UV-light appeared in front of me, about 6’ up. It was so bright 

that I had retinal burn for a week. (UV lights are used by people in encounter suits to 
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see people in ordinary three-dimensional space. Being raised 6’ high meant the light 

was held by one of the saurians I had been telepathically chatting with for a few 

weeks.) 

“Look up.” 

I did so and saw a circular UFO, the same one that I photographed (with permission) 

a few months later. 

I smiled. 

This light was gone. 

I walked inside and fell asleep, still not off the planet. 

 

 

 

DAY #4, NOT AT THE HOSPITAL (LATE JULY 2009) 

Once home from the hospital, I slept well. 

My neighbour picked me up before lunch and took me to the Batchelor medical 

clinic, where the doctor gave me crutches and antibiotics. 

We then drove into Darwin to pick up my parents from the airport. Hearing that I was 

hospitalized, they had hurriedly purchased some plane tickets from the US to 

Australia. 

Throughout the day, my brain was working well, though I was very tired. 

Once back at my neighbour’s house, (I think) we ate dinner. I must have gone to 

sleep early. I don’t remember. 
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A deeply random thought 

 
! ǎƳŀƭƭ ǇŜǊŎŜƴǘŀƎŜ ƻŦ ƘƻƳƛƴƛŘǎ ǘŜƴŘ ǘƻ άƎƻ ǘŜǊǊƻǊƛǎǘέ ǿƘŜƴ they are losing. 
 
Multiply a small percentage by large nuclear explosions to produce 
devastation. 
 

 

 

 

DAY #5 OF THE HOSPITAL (LATE JULY 2009) 

MORE HADES, ELYSIUM FIELDS, PURGATORY, WEIRDNESS 

My parents, neighbour, and I returned to the Darwin Hospital so I could get my cast 

put on. (The rural doctor couldn’t didn’t have the facilities for casts.) 

Weirdness hit as soon as I entered Darwin, and strengthened while I sat in the 

hospital waiting room. 

I felt the full force of the “imperius curse”. 

My brain numbed. I couldn’t think logically/sequentially. I couldn’t think intuitively. I 

once-again thought I was dead... because I was told so. 
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The telepathic “spam” was a competing mix of aliens telling me one thing, and 

telepathic religious elite telling me I was in hell, or purgatory, or wherever... for the 

next 200 years. 

My brain was so far gone that whatever a voice suggested that I should do, I did... 

Harry Potter references entered the telepathic conversations, and I wandered 

aimlessly about looking for a “portkey” to take me off the planet. Sometimes the 

portkeys were day-glow blue. Other times they were identified by black linings. 

Etcetera. 

My parents had to chase after me and continually redirect me, kind of like the scene 

in “Sleeper” where Woody Allen wanders around aimlessly after being defrosted. 

(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Sleeper_(film) ) They became concerned about my 

mental well-being, of course. 

Hours of telepathic spam later... 

A hospital worker finally put a temporary plaster cast on. It reduced the movement in 

my ankle, but didn’t support and immobilize my foot well. 

 

 

A deeply random thought 

  
If telepathic voices suggest you get into a keypad-locked ward of the hospital 
while you’re brain-dead, just wait by the door. As soon as someone opens the 
door from the other side and walks though, sneak through the slowly-closing 
door. 
 

 

 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Sleeper_(film)
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INTERVIEWED BY POLICE OFFICER DRESSED AS A DOCTOR 

We were about to leave the hospital... when my parents, neighbour, and I were 

directed into a small meeting room with very comfortable chairs. 

In the room was a “doctor” that asked my parents questions. He may also have asked 

me some questions. I don’t remember what the conversation was about. 

I recognized the “doctor” as a police officer that was acquainted with a lawyer-friend 

of mine. I had briefly met him a year before, while lunching at a restaurant with my 

friend. The under-cover(?) police officer didn’t recognize me. 

When I looked at him, I saw black “clown” diamonds painted around his eyes. I’m not 

sure if they were really there, or they were telepathically “painted on”. 

Meanwhile, I heard telepathic voices of different “aliens”, advising me that he was a 

police officer, along with other information that still makes little sense to me a year 

later. 

By the time we left the room to finally returned home, I didn’t know where, when, or 

why I was. 

People with brain-damage should NOT be kept awake for the entire day. 

 

 

AWARENESS SPLIT BETWEEN TIMELINES? 

We didn’t drive home until dark. 

Sitting in the passenger seat, I couldn’t recognize any part of Darwin that we drove 

through. 

I felt like I existed in two realities at once... or perhaps my awareness was split 

between two timelines at once. 
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In one reality, I was in a Honda CRV, being driven through Darwin and towards home, 

an hour’s drive away. At the same time, my mind’s eye perceived another reality 

where it was 2080, and spacecraft were rendezvousing for some unremembered 

reason. 

On the Stuart Highway, half an hour outside of Darwin, I saw a series blorple flashes 

illuminate the sky a few kilometres ahead. A flash occurred every few minutes, 

always far in front of the car. No one in the car mentioned seeing them. A telepathic 

voice misleadingly commented, “We are re-creating your reality for you. Your world 

was destroyed while you were in hospital. Those flashes are new sections of the 

world being recreated.” 

At the same time, my mind thought I was returning home 70 years later. 

There was very little oxygen, about 5%. 

Darwin had gone from tropical savannah to a semi-arid desert with only scrub. 

The city and surrounding rural area were abandoned, except for a few die-hard 

people who occasionally needed oxygen canisters to supplement the oxygen-weak 

atmosphere. 

I didn’t know this at the time, but in the alternate timeline, the Earth had been hit by 

neutron bombs. Its atmosphere was hydrogenized, and the hydrogen combined with 

oxygen. The oxygen level in the atmosphere had plummeted from 20% to 5%. 

 

 

“TEAR OFF THAT CAST” 

Staying at my neighbour’s house for the night, my parents and neighbours ate 

dinner. I hobbled into a bedroom to sleep... for a few minutes. 

“Tear off that cast,” said a saurian woman. 
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My impression was that two saurian women wearing encounter suits were in the 

room, seeing how I was doing. 

“It isn’t doing you any good.” 

Having slept for awhile, my brain could judge whether telepathic 

commands/suggestions were worth listening to. The cast wasn’t tight enough to set 

my broken foot. It was pointless. 

I found some dull children’s scissors and cut off the light plaster cast. 

Just after I finished removing the cast, my parents entered, shocked that I had cut it 

off. 

If they didn’t think I was crazy from my morning’s “Sleeper” walk, they did now. 

The doctor, who lived nearby, arrived a few minutes later. 

Though he knew it wouldn’t do any good, he placed the bisected cast back on my 

foot and taped it together. Illogically, my parents felt happier about this solution. 

He also gave me a blue antipsychotic pill. Feeling that I had no choice but to accept 

the drug, I let it sublimate in my mouth. 

 

 

THE LAST TIME I SAW A BLACK SKY 

I awoke a few hours later and silently walked outside to look at the stars. 

That was the last time I saw a black sky. Since then, even moonless nights are a dark 

blue-jean colour to my eyes. 

Despite the moonless night, only a handful of stars were out. Normally, I’d see the 

Milky Way. 
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“We ran out of processing power rebuilding your world, and don’t have any left for 

the stars,” commented a telepathic voice. 

 

 

 

A randomly deep thought 

 
How intelligent (and space-faring) are whales? 
 

 

 

 

WHY THE EARTH IS VALUABLE (WRITTEN 3/6/10) 

The Earth is valuable to off-planet Hominids for the following reasons: 

¶ It has a large Homo Sapiens population in which high-tech Hominids can 

easily hide. The locals also act like “human shields” in the event of a war. 

 

¶ Because the Homo Sapiens on Earth believe that “they are alone in the 

universe”, they ŘƻƴΩǘ know about extradimensional ŀƴŘ άŎǊƻǿŘ-ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭέ 

technologies. Consequently, they are easily controlled by the invisible 

technologies. 

 

¶ The indigenous Homo Sapiens are technologically-advanced enough that 

they can manufacture products such as computers (before disclosure), and 

other products after disclosure. High-tech weapons manufacturing could be 

introduced in the event of a war between the Hominid Empire(s) and other 

galactic civilizations... after disclosure. 
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¶ The large Homo Sapiens population could be recruited for άŎŀƴƴƻƴ ŦƻŘŘŜǊέ 

in an imperial army. Obviously, empires are strongest when their military is 

all recruited from the same race. 

 

¶ The Earth comes with extensive built-in planetary defences. 

 

¶ If not used in war, the 9ŀǊǘƘΩǎ ǇƭŀƴŜǘŀǊȅ ŘŜŦŜƴŎŜǎ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ǊŜƳƻǾŜŘ and sold. 

 

¶ Having more than two continents, ǘƘŜ 9ŀǊǘƘΩǎ ŎǊǳǎǘ ƛǎ ǊŜǎƻǳǊŎŜ ǊƛŎƘ. 

 

¶ Being an ex-garden-planet, Earth has a tremendous biodiversity. Animal 

ancestors of many races can be found on Earth, enabling easy access to test 

subjects for the creation of biological and chemical weapons. 

 

¶ Earth is located near the centre of Orion spur, which is (to undiscerning 

eyes) primarily populated by easily-ŎƻƴǉǳŜǊŜŘ άǇǊƛƳƛǘƛǾŜέ ǇƭŀƴŜǘǎΦ (See 

“Avatar”. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Avatar_(2009_film) ) 

  

¶ Hominid populations in the north-west and north-east of the Milky Way, 

combined with control of the Orion Spur, would create an isosceles triangle, 

facilitating further expansion into the Milky Way. 

  

¶ Earth is one of few Hominid planets that might be a good centre for a pan-

galactic Hominid Empire. 

 

¶ Earth is exceptionally άthickέ extradimensionally. 

 

¶ Mars is valuable.  

 

 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Avatar_(2009_film)
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A randomly deep thought 

  
Never accidentally use Zebra-scented body wash (for Zebra-evolved people) 
ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ŎŀǊƴƛǾƻǊŜ. Your (carnivore) friends will make jokes like, “You 
smell tasty,” and then lick their lips. 
 

 

 

 

 

DAY #6 OF THE HOSPITAL INSANE ASYLUM (EARLY AUGUST 2009) 

“ACCIO PORTKEY” 

I awoke at my neighbour’s house, still not off the planet. 

While my parents were eating a late breakfast, the alien-originated telepathic voices 

started talking: 

 “There is a portkey stone around here,” said an alien voice. 

“To find it, say “Atshio portkey”.” 

(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/List_of_spells_in_Harry_Potter) 

I wasn’t crazy enough to speak the incantation aloud, so I telepathically thought, 

“Atshio portkey”. 

Unlike Harry Potter’s broom, the portkey didn’t magically fly into my outstretched 

hand. 

“Maybe you have to speak it.” 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/List_of_spells_in_Harry_Potter
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I walked about ten meters away, so my parents wouldn’t hear, and said, “Atshio 

portkey” very quietly. 

Nothing appeared. 

“No good. You may need to say it louder.” 

“Atshio portkey,” I said in a louder voice... perhaps loud enough for my parents to 

hear. 

“No, it isn’t working.” 

“You have to REALLY want the portkey to fly into your hand.” 

I concentrated... as hard as I could with a walnut-sized brain. “Atshio portkey.” 

My parents must have heard by then. 

“No, it’s not working.” 

“Just a minute.” 

I waited. 

“It won’t work because you’re saying it wrong.” 

“It’s “ATSIO portkey”.” 

That made perfect sense... not really. I recalled that the actors in Harry Potter said 

“Atshio”, but... Oh well. Six days previously, I had walked half-naked the death-adder 

infested Australian bush, at night, without shoes. 

“ATSIO portkey,” I said, strongly willing the portkey to appear. 

It worked in the movie... 

Nothing happened. 

My parents definitely heard. Oops. 
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HOW YOU KNOW YOU’RE CRAZY 

¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŎǊŀȊȅ ǿƘŜƴ: 

1. You are incanting magic spells (made up from the Harry Potter series) and 

speaking them aloud in front of your parents... who have flown all the way 

from the US because they have been told you are behaving oddly. 

  

2. You actually expect a portkey stone to come flying out of the Australian 

bush, in your general direction. 

 

3. You have a direct connection to J K RowlingΩǎ pronunciation lexicon, via 

aliens, who tell you that you’re pronouncing the word “accio” incorrectly. 

(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/J_K_Rowling) 

 

4. And the really crazy part... IF the spell had worked properly, I would have 

had a one-ton rock flying at 60 kmph in my general direction. 

 

 

If I were a sufficiently high-tech alien, “Accio portkey” might have worked. 

¶ Instead of extradimensional strap-on weapons, some people (from other 

planets) have extradimensional strap-ƻƴ άAccioέ ǘŜƭŜƪƛƴŜǎƛǎ ōǊŀŎŜƭŜǘǎ. 

 

¶ Having said that, Newtonian physics still applies. If I were to use my 

hypothetical telekinesis bracelets to pull a 1.0 ton stone towards me at 60 

kmph, weighing 75 kg myself... You do the math: The stone would hover 

towards me at approximately 4.19 kmph, and I would be hurled towards the 

stone at 55.81 kmph. (Yoda could never have used his telekinesis bracelets 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/J_K_Rowling
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to lift the X-wing fighter out of the Dagobah swamp either. 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Dagobah) 

 

¶ Some high-tech people have Tardis-like UFOs (without the time travel). 

Apparently, my “Tardis” was a 1 ton rock, which is slightly cheaper to paint 

and clean than a 50 year-old blue UK police-box. 

(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Tardis) 

 

¶ Most Tardis-ƭƛƪŜ ¦Chǎ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ look like anything, especially not like 

police boxes. ¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƛƴǾƛǎƛōƭŜ. Their owners merely have to think the right 

keywords (perhaps “Accio portkey”), and within minutes, they will be 

extradimensionally transferred into their UFOΩs mud-room. 

 

{ŀŘƭȅΣ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ƘƛƎƘ-tech alien. I had no telepathic bracelets. I had not Tardis. 

 

 

MORE TELEPATHIC SPAM 

After my parents finished breakfast, they drove me from my neighbour’s house to my 

house, half a kilometre away. 

My mother kept the car keys. 

While my parents cleaned up their temporary bedroom, I wandered around my 

house for awhile, relieved to be home, and happy that my nightmare was over. 

Within an hour, the telepathic spam started up in full force. 

All I wanted to do was get away. I wanted to jump in the car and take a ride to 

someplace distant. 

Why? I don’t know. 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Dagobah
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Tardis
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“Getting away” sounded like a compelling idea to me... and it worked... 

Remember, I didn’t have my car keys. 

“Mom,” I said, “Lets go for a ride. I want to get out of here.” 

“No, no. We just arrived. Stay here,” she said. 

“No, I want to take a ride.” 

“Nope. We aren’t going anywhere.” 

She had my car keys. I was a child begging for a ride. 

... but I had spare car keys! 

...which I got a hold of a few minutes later. I drove off without my parents. 

After twenty minutes drive, I found an empty field and sat down in its centre. 

The telepathic spam that plagued me at home was (for the most part) gone. 

I relaxed. 

Chloe, another “grey” I had been telepathically talking to, found me with her UFO, 

the blue circular one in the night-time photograph from my first document. I could 

barely see the transparent UFO as a deep red. (Some UFOs can extradimensionally 

displace themselves towards infrared instead of ultraviolet.) 

“I’ll try to pick you up.” 

I sat in the field, waiting, hoping. 

Minutes passed. 

“I can’t do it. Your soul is too heavy.” (I’m still not sure what “Your soul is too heavy” 

meant.) 

Her UFO went invisible. Chloe eventually left.  
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I sat and enjoyed the telepathic silence for awhile. 

Then I drove back home. 

 

 

A randomly deep thought 

 
At 100 insanity points, you are admitted to the Arkham institution for the 
insane. (http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Cthulhu_Mythos, 
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Arkham) 
  
At 0 insanity points, you let a 17-year-ƻƭŘ ǘŜŜƴŀƎŜǊ ŘŜŎƛŘŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƭƛŦŜΩǎ ŎŀǊŜŜǊ, 
have children at 25, retire at 59 ½ when your children leave home, move to 
Florida, and spend the rest of your life playing golf, smoking, and drinking 
yourself to death. 
 
All things in moderation; An insanity-point score of 30 – 70 is considered 
healthy. 
 

 

 

100 INSANITY POINTS 

I returned home to find a police car parked in my driveway. 

My parents had called the police to begin a search for me. 

In ten minutes, my bag was packed, and I was driven back to the hospital, but instead 

of the emergency waiting room, I was taken to an adjoining “mental institution”. 

I was involuntarily, voluntarily admitted. 

 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Cthulhu_Mythos
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Arkham
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A deeply random thought 

 
Does your sun look whiter or more yellow/orange than it used to? If so, your 
planet may have been “dunked” in an attack, or moved “out” as part of the 
planet’s defenses. 
 

 

 

 

THE INSANE ASYLUM (EARLY AUGUST 2009) 

TELEPATHIC CONVERSATIONS 

L ǿƻƴΩǘ ŘŜǘŀƛƭ Ƴȅ ǘǿƻ-week experience(s) at the mental institution. Bullet points are 

quicker: 

¶ When I first walked through the doors, I thought that the mental institution 

would be the ǿƻǊǎǘ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘΦ It was sad though. The 

staff put a lot of effort into helping the clients. Most of the clients were 

oblivious to their efforts. 

 

I returned a few months later with a care package, including chocolate-

covered coffee beans for the night shift. 

 

As friendly as the staff were, I never want to go back to the mental 

institution, though. 
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¶ The religious telepathic spam was horrendous. 

 

¶ I have never-ever been afraid to go to sleep. I was terrified of sleeping at 

night in the insane asylum because the telepathic religious wackos would 

verbally walk me through 4000 levels of hell. The feeling at night (the 

cruciatus curse?) was 10 – 100 times as bad as spending a night in a 

windowless hospital ward with curtained alcoves. 

(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Crucio#Crucio_.28Cruciatus_Curse.29) 

 

¶ To make matters worse, I had quite a few philosophical discussions with 

people (from other planets), which were misunderstood and later 

misquoted by the religious-wacko voices. Simply put, telepathic 

conservative Christians think that saurians are demons, and anyone talking 

to saurians (or reptiloids) is in league with the devil. 

 

¶ The first night I arrived, a non-religious telepathic voice philosophically 

asked me, ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƭƛǾŜ ƛƴ ŀ ǿƻǊƭŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴƎŜƭǎ ŀƴŘ ŘŜƳƻƴǎΣ ƻǊ ƻƴŜ 

ǿƛǘƘ ŀƭƛŜƴǎΚέ I decided to live in a world with aliens. 

 

¶ One of the voices told me not to listen to the telepathic voices in my 

head... which is a bit of a brain teaser. Should I therefore NOT listen to the 

voice that was telling me not to listen to the voices? 

  

 

MEDICAL TREATMENT 

My medical treatment consisted of: 

¶ The staff provided some basic activities to try to keep their clients busy... 

and from smoking the entire day. I didn’t smoke, so I appreciated the 

diversion. 

 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Crucio#Crucio_.28Cruciatus_Curse.29
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¶ My antibiotics were clandestinely confiscated when I arrived. I was too 

“out of it” to realize that they were missing for a few days. I had only 

managed to take three pills out of a ten-pill prescription. 

 

¶ One member of the staff kept trying to push antipsychotic medication, 

while most others were happy that I refused medication. 

 

¶ I FINALLY got a (very good) permanent cast put on four days after being 

admitted. 

 

¶ A week-and-a-half after being admitted, I received an MRI to look for brain 

tumours. 

 

o No tumours were found. 

 

o MRIs are highly NOT recommended. 

 

o While the MRI was scanning my head, I felt a piece of metal near 

my heart being magnetically tugged at. This may have been an 

alien pacemaker. 

 

¶ Because no-one could determine why I had gone crazy, the doctors 

considered a Lumbar puncture. 

(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Lumbar_puncture) Not wishing to undergo 

invasive surgery, or stay in the hospital any longer, I declined. 

 

 

STRANGE EVENTS 

The strange events that happened at the mental institution were: 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Lumbar_puncture


July 18, 2011 

82 | P a g e  
 

¶ One afternoon, I was telepathically informed that a saurian triangle ship 

was going to land and pick me up. I was asked to wave some palm fronds so 

I could be identified. 

 

I actually saw a large, transparent, violet triangle-ship hovering above the 

parking lot. The saurians weren’t allowed to land and rescue me from Earth, 

however. One staff-member found me soon afterwards, and sadly 

presented me with a blue antipsychotic pill, which I involuntarily voluntarily 

let sublimate in my mouth. 

 

¶ I was visited (at least once) by someone in a wavy suit. The person in this 

wavy suit was 5’ 6” – 6’ tall. 

 

¶ At night, the air in the room would get “stuffy”, as is typical when an 

extradimensional UFO is occupying the same three-dimensional space as 

you. 

 

 

AM I INSANE? 

When I was telepathically chatting with saurians (and others) weeks before, I was 

98% certain that I was sane. 

After three days of hospitalizations and a few days in the nearby mental institution, I 

questioned my sanity. 

Two events convinced me that I was (at least partially) sane: 

¶ The Northern Territory News (http://www.ntnews.com.au) was provided to 

read. A few days after my institutionalization the NT News included a 

photograph of a puff of smoke, which looked like it was floating in the 

hospital’s suburb. I wondered if (and hoped that) the puff of smoke was UFO 

related. 

http://www.ntnews.com.au/
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¶ One alien woman telepathically told me about mythical “air traders” on 

another planet. 

 

A group of six traders lived in a gondola on top of (or underneath?) a 

helium balloon. They travelled high-up in a very dense atmosphere, over a 

low-gravity planet that was mostly rainforest and ocean. 

 

The land dwellers below caught large 1-meter-long geckos, cut off their 

fatty tails for meat, and freed the geckos so they could regrow their tails. 

Some of the older land-dwellers, past child-bearing age, would take to the 

air and trade, living permanently in the air at specific elevations so they 

wouldn’t have to spend weeks repressurizing and depressurizing (aka: “the 

bends”, http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Decompression_sickness). The traders 

floating at the very top trapped (or traded with) large floating balloon-

creatures to get the valuable helium, which was then traded downwards. It 

was high-up that the race saw their first UFOs. 

 

The ancient myth was written in a script based on macropod handprints. 

 

When I heard the myth, I knew my brain ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ inventing the voices; I 

ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŎǊŜŀǘƛǾŜ enough to invent such a story. 

 

 

A deeply random thought 

 
In a world where parents exist, invasion is part of the interview process, to test 
one’s military ability, determination, and cleverness. 
 
The pre-interview process includes an analysis of previous planetary 
management skills. People without prior successful management of a 
civilization need not apply. 
 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Decompression_sickness
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MODUS OPERANDI (WRITTEN 6/6/10) 

The invading Hominid empire(s) spreads its infection by: 

1. Locating valuable planets with sizable industrialized hominid populations, 

such as the Earth. 

 

2. If the planet is undisclosed, they secretly infiltrate the society and take it 

over with their high-ǘŜŎƘ άŎǊƻǿŘ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭέΦ 

 

3. If the planet is disclosed, they land as friendly hominids... and either 

negotiate positions of power, or clandestinely gain power. 

 

4. More and more off-planet hominids find their way onto the planet, often 

without the knowledge of the indigenous population. 

 

5. Nuclear weapons and planetary defences (ground-to-air and satellites) are 

smuggled onto the planet and (secretly) installed. Ground-to-air weaponry 

is often installed on top tall buildings, providing a better firing “field of 

view”, and using the occupants of the building below as “human shields”. 

 

6. From their new planetary base, the off-planet hominids begin invading 

(and/or attacking) other planets. 

  

7. Non-hominid races inevitably retaliate, blowing up the ground-to-air 

weaponry on top of the buildings, as well as any concentrations of off-planet 

hominids. 
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8. The off-planet hominids scatter cockroach-like into the local population, 

making it difficult for non-hominid races to find and hunt them down, and 

ensuring high indigenous civilian casualties. 

 

9. If the planet has NOT been disclosed to, the indigenous population wakes 

up one morning learning about an attack by reptiloids, “animal” people, 

“greys”, and/or arthropods. The off-ǇƭŀƴŜǘ ƘƻƳƛƴƛŘǎ ǘƘŜƴ άƭŀƴŘέ ŀƴŘ 

disclose that they have arrived to help their fellow hominids. Public 

support is ensured. 

 

10. If the planet has been disclosed to, then the indigenous population tends to 

support the off-planet hominids over the non-hominid attackers. 

 

11. The cities of non-hominid races that attack the hominids are severely 

nuked in retaliation. 

 

12. By the time the conflict is over, the hominid empire has gained another 

planet... or abandoned a counter-nuked wasteland. 

 

 

Some planets with non-ƘƻƳƛƴƛŘ άǇǊƛƳƛǘƛǾŜǎέ (hunter gatherers) have small 

settlements of friendly hominids: 

1. The empire hominids openly join the settlement. 

 

2. They (secretly) install ground-to-air defences and some defence satellites. 

 

3. They often άŎǊƻǿŘ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭέ ǘƘŜ ǎŜǘǘƭŜǊǎ. 

 

4. They often ƪƛƭƭ άǘǊƻǳōƭŜƳŀƪŜǊέ ǎŜǘǘƭŜǊǎ. 

 

5. They then άŎǊƻǿŘ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭέ ǘƘŜ ƴƻƴ-hominid άǇǊƛƳƛǘƛǾŜǎέΦ 
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6. Eventually genocide them. 

 

7. If any space-faring non-hominid races fight ǘƻ ŦǊŜŜ ǘƘŜ άǇǊƛƳƛǘƛǾŜǎέ, the 

cities of the attackers are severely nuked in retaliation. Terrorism is policy. 

 

8. And add yet another planet to the hominid empire(s). 

 

Planets of “primitives” without existing hominid settlements can be taken over with 

virtually the same recipe. 

 

 

A deeply random thought 

 
Pizza can be made with dozens of different toppings to choose from. 
 
Pizza is still pizza, though. 
 
After having eaten ONLY pizza my entire life, other foods are a welcome relief. 
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PROVING TO MYSELF TH!¢ L I!5bΩ¢ Dhb9 Lb{ANE (AUGUST 

2009) 

After three weeks of hospitalization and mental institutions, my brain healthier, I 

questioned my sanity. Had I ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ōŜŜƴ ǘŜƭŜǇŀǘƘƛŎŀƭƭȅ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ άŀƭƛŜƴǎέΚ Or was 

my brain malfunctioning and talking to itself? 

I temporarily assumed that my previous month’s experiences were the result of brain 

damage, and sought out new evidence that I had “jumped into the deep end” of 

disclosure. 

In the weeks following my escape/release from the mental institution, the 

observable facts were: 

¶ Telepathy – Telepathic spam was greatly reduced at home, compared to the 

hospital and mental institution. 

 

¶ Violet – I was seeing violet as a unique color. I knew I had never seen violet 

before. 

 

¶ Hearing UFOs – I frequently heard the low hum of UFOs. 

 

¶ Seeing triangular clouds – During the day, I would often look up and see 

triangular clouds. 

 

¶ Hearing loud white noise – When I would take walks (with crutches for my 

broken foot), I would hear loud white-noise in my right ear, and a negative 

sound-field (or nothing) in my left ear. If I turned around 180 degrees, the 

sound would be in my left ear. 

 

¶ Emergency beeps in my ear –While walking one day, I heard emergency 

beeps in my ear, kind of like a UK ambulance siren. 

 

¶ Small invisible triangular spy-bots – Inside, and outside, I would hear quiet 

computer-like fan noises, or buzzing, caused by small, triangular spy-bots. I 
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could “chase them around” and the noise source would move away from 

me. 

 

¶ UFO lights at night – I would occasionally sneak out at night and look up at 

the stars… and the lights attached to UFOs parked above. 

 

¶ Cloud shapes on moonlit nights – On a few occasions, UFO pilots used their 

ships’ engines to create cloud shapes that were 100% NOT natural. 

 

 

 

A deeply random thought 

 
When telepathic spam is at its worse, telepathy is like watching five television 
stations at once, all intermixed on one screen… while someone is flipping 
channels… with lots of religious commercials… and occasional shows from two 
years ago, or six months in the future. 
 

 

 

 

t!w9b¢{ ²hbΩ¢ [9!±9 (AUGUST-SEPTEMBER 2009) 

After my “Sleeper” day at the hospital, trying to cast “Accio portkey”, driving off with 

my car, and then being committed to a mental institution, L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ tell my parents, 

ά¢ƘŜ ŀƭƛŜƴǎ ƳŀŘŜ ƳŜ Řƻ ƛǘΦέ They would have stuck me right back in the insane 

asylum. 

As far as my parents knew, something happened to my brain and I went crazy. 
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They wouldn’t leave. 

“You don’t need to be here,” I said. “All I do is sleep *to recover from my brain 

damage+, and get driven to the supermarket once a week.” 

“You are bored here.” 

“The build-up is coming with 39c temperatures and you’ll do nothing all day but sit 

under a fan.” 

“You need to return home and do all the usual chores, like paying bills that would be 

piling up.” 

“You are making your relatives go out of their way to maintain your house and deal 

with your mail, while you just sit around here watching me sleep.” 

No matter how much I tried to rationalize with them, they wouldn’t leave. 

I eventually convinced them to purchase returning plane-tickets for late September, 

when they finally left. 

I was “abducted” just over a week after they left. 

 

 

 

A deeply random thought 

 
Red-ruffed lemur-evolved parents buy their children cotton candy on bath 
nights; the sugary strands stick to their children’s’ fur. “Take a bath or you’ll 
have ants all over you by morning” is NOT a threat. 
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PAN-GALACTIC POLITICS, AND WHERE HOMINIDS FIT IN (WRITTEN 

11/6/10) 

HOMINID CONTROL STACK 

 

¶ The Great Hominid Empire is controlled by high-tech Hominids on top, with 

the lowest-tech non-disclosed Hominids on bottom. 
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¶ Political control is from the top down, sometimes in the form of “crowd 

control”. 

 

¶ Hominids (such as Homo Sapiens) at the very bottom of the Empire have no 

ƛŘŜŀ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ŀƴ ŜƳǇƛǊŜ, or even that life exists on other planets. 

Earth is very easy to crowd control because (a) people on Earth don’t know 

that the technology can exist, (b) people on Earth don’t know that life exists 

off planet, and (c) people on Earth (in general) don’t “crowd control” other 

people. 

 

¶ Hominids higher up in the empire have better technology, and are 

employed to άŎǊƻǿŘ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭέ ƭƻǿŜǊ-tech Hominids. 

 

¶ Higher-tech hominids require increasingly-sophisticated methods to 

άŎǊƻǿŘ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭέ them. 

 

¶ The high-tech Hominids at the top of the stack are aware of the “crowd 

control” methods beneath them. They are incredibly paranoid of having 

someone άŎǊƻǿŘ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭέ ǘƘŜƳ ŦǊƻƳ ŀōƻǾŜ. If anyone were crowd-

controlling them from above, the high-tech Hominids would have to have 

crowd-control technology so sophisticated that they would never-ever 

detect or suspect it… and/or nearly the entire population would need to be 

controlled. 

 

¶ Since mono-meta-racial empires are the most cohesive, all empire layers 

should be mostly Hominid.  
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A deeply random thought 

 
Iƻǿ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴ ǘƻ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǘƻ ¦Chǎ, let alone their 
occupants? 
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WHO INFLUENCES THE GREAT HOMINID EMPIRE? 

 

¶ Hominid control stack – As described above. 

  

¶ Hominid-ŜƳǇƛǊŜΩǎ άōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ǇŀǊǘƴŜǊǎέ – These are other races (and 

nations) that the Hominid Empire has promised rewards, such as 

colonization planets. 
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In World War II, Italy would be considered a “business partner”. By the way, 

Germany eventually invaded Italy. 

 

¶ Hominid-empire supporters – These mostly non-hominid races (and 

nations) stand to gain from the Hominid Empire’s expansion. For example: 

They might purchase the lower-cost resources mined from planets occupied 

by the Hominid Empire. 

 

Importantly, they wish the Hominid Empire to succeed, but not so much 

that the Hominid Empire becomes more powerful/technological than them. 

 

¶ Hominid-empire enemies – These mostly non-hominid races (and nations) 

wish the Hominid Empire to fail. 

 

Importantly, they wish the Hominid Empire to lose and fall apart. For this to 

happen though, the Hominid Empire must believe that it is winning a tough 

battle, tough enough to commit a lot of resources and troops, while 

actually losing spectacularly. 

 

¶ Unknown high-tech nations – If they exist, these races (and nations) don’t 

care if the Hominid Empire wins or loses, so long as: If it wins, the Hominid 

Empire is greatly weakened, and if it loses, the Hominid Empire is greatly 

weakened… 

 

… and, they may find the effects of a massive pan-galactic war desirable. For 

example: If a weakened Nazi Germany were to gain control of Europe (while 

NOT invading the Soviet Union), Stalin’s Soviet Union could have swept 

west, taking over a weak German Empire that spanned Europe. 

 

The amount that the “unknown high-tech nations” influence the Hominid 

Empire and the war is unknown. 
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A randomly deep thought 

 
A race should NOT form a mega-Empire, start a multi-galactic invasion, and kill 
seven quintillion (or more) people. 
 
This really pisses off other races, many of whom have prepared viruses and 
malarias against said race ahead of time. 
 
Unfortunately, members of said race who are NOT in the empire will inevitably 
be unintentionally infected by the viruses and malarias. 
 

 

 

 

ά!.5¦/¢Lhbέ όh/¢h.9w 2009) 

“TELEPORTED” (THE HIGHLY NOT-RECOMMENDED WAY OF BEING 

ABDUCTED) 

Just over one week after my parents left, I put some flour, water, and yeast into my 

bread maker to mix into pizza dough. 

I had the impression that something would happen that night… 

“Walk out onto your deck,” requested a telepathic voice. 

I did so. 

“Stand still.” 

“Slowly turn around and face your balustrade.” 
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“Now, take a step forward.” 

I did so. 

“Take two more steps.” 

I was now standing just in front of my deck’s balustrade, overlooking the valley below 

my house. 

A triangle-ship was hovering a few hundred meters above in the dark, observing. It 

was somehow implied to me that the triangle ship was an Aurora spy-plane, but it 

may have been from off planet. I would later learn that if it was an Aurora, it was 

NOT flown by Americans, but by off-planet Hominids. 

I heard the gentle clink or two of water glasses inside the kitchen. 

I remained still and didn’t investigate. 

“Hold out your left hand,” said Chloe telepathically. 

I did so. 

“A bit lower.” 

I lowered my hand. 

“Open it up.” 

Thirty seconds later I felt someone lightly grasp my hand. 

I turned my head slowly to look, and saw semi-transparent grey fingers holding my 

hand. 

“Hold out your right hand.” 

I did so. 
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I knew, or was informed, that Chloe was standing to my left, invisible but for her 

hand. Someone was to my right, invisible. And someone tall stood behind me, also 

invisible. 

“Seven other people are also here to make sure you’re safe. Four are higher, and 

three are lower,” said another voice. I didn’t know what that meant at the time. 

“Stand there.” Chloe didn’t seem to hear the other telepathic voices. 

I stood still for minutes. 

“Stand as still as you can.” 

My bread-maker beeped, indicating that my pizza dough was mixed and raised. 

“Keep standing still.” 

I began to feel nauseous, and then light-headed. 

I’m going to faint, I said telepathically. 

I began to lean forward to grasp the balustrade for support. 

Blank. 

 

 

 

A deeply random thought 

 
This is the document I wish I had read BEFORE I went insane. 
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WAKING UP, BACK ON MY DECK 

I woke up, lying on my deck, looking up at my roof. 

It was telepathically quiet. 

I could see “blue tinglies” above; I would later learn that they are an indicator of a 

time-warping field. 

I felt like crap. 

After a few moments, I gradually sat up, then crawled over to the kitchen doorway, 

and sat down against the door. I heard Chloe’s telepathic voice say something, a bit 

confused. I didn’t hear from her again that night. 

I found it difficult to breathe, like my mouth was covered with a semi-permeable 

cling-wrap. 

I didn’t know what to do, so I opened my mouth wider to breathe. 

That helped slightly. 

It felt like something lightly stretched across my mouth. I cleared it out of my mouth 

with my hand. 

I could neither feel it with my hand, see it, nor taste it. 

My breathing improved as soon as I pulled in invisible cling-wrap away. 

A minute later, breathing once again became difficult. 

I cleared my mouth of the invisible cling-wrap again. 

I later learned that this was a baryonic bubble used to keep people (somewhat) safe 

during “teleportation”… the same “stuff” that Clarke used a month previously. 
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After sitting for twenty minutes, my strength and wherewithal returned enough that 

I staggered up, opened the kitchen door, and went in. 

The telepathic image of Gollum (from the Lord-of-the-Rings movies) flashed through 

my mind. Abigail, not a “grey”, would show me that image when she was around or 

involved. I believe she created the time-bending field. 

(http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Uj411At8VRI) 

 

http://www.moviemobsters.com/wp-content/uploads/2009/07/gollum.jpg 

 

My pizza dough smelled rank and was crusty; it had been sitting in the bread maker 

for a long time. 

I looked at the clock, subtracted twenty minutes, and noticed that one hour and 

thirty minutes had passed. 

It was telepathically quiet. 

Thirsty for juice, I downed at least a liter of fruit juice. 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Uj411At8VRI
http://www.moviemobsters.com/wp-content/uploads/2009/07/gollum.jpg
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It was still telepathically quiet. 

Too ill to be hungry, I put the crusty pizza dough in the freezer and went to sleep in 

my bed. 

 

 

 

A randomly deep thought 

 
Now that you know that Lord Voldemort exists, Lord Voldemort knows that 
you exist. (http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Lord_Voldemort) 
  

 

 

 

MY BUTT HURTS 

I awoke the next morning. 

My butt hurt, approximately where my tailbone was. 

One of the reasons why I DIDN’T get a Lumbar puncture 

(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Lumbar_puncture) at the hospital was because some 

of the “aliens” I was telepathically talking to at the insane asylum suggested they 

could perform one more safely, and with a quicker recovery time. 

My butt only hurt for a week, much less time than it would have taken for me to 

recover from Lumbar-puncture surgery in the Darwin hospital. And there wasn’t any 

scar… that I could feel. 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Lord_Voldemort
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Lumbar_puncture
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A few weeks later, I noticed that my entire tailbone seemed to have gone missing. 

Someone must have kept it as a keepsake. 

 

 

 

A deeply random thought 

 
If I ever get a UFO, I want it to be like Doctor Who’s Tardis. 
(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Tardis) 
 

¶ I want a cloister bell, whatever that is… or at least a disco ball in the 
centre of the UFO. (http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Cloister_bell#C) 
 

¶ I want a large lever-knob to close the door. 
  

¶ And I want a big red button labeled, “¢ŀƪŜ ƳŜ ŀƴȅǿƘŜǊŜ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘƛƴƎΧ 
but Earth, or any other Hominid planet… or Mokeyville” 
 

¶ Washing-machine dematerialization sounds are optional. 
   

 

 

 

AFTERWARDS 

I later learned that I couldn’t be taken off planet because any attempt to do so would 

have resulted in the destruction of the ship where the surgery happened, and the 

deaths of everyone inside. 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Tardis
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Cloister_bell#C
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I have yet to receive a complimentary DVD of my abduction from whoever was flying 

the triangle ship. 

 

 

A randomly deep thought 

 
How many people have Facebook pages (www.facebook.com) with friends from 
their adult life, but no friends from their high school and/or university? 
 
Real friends from high school and university also have lots of real friends, who 
have lots of other real friends. 
 

 

 

 

MORE PAN-GALACTIC NEWS (WRITTEN 11/6/10) 

Some more news: 

¶ 30b – 40b (nearly all non-Hominids) are dead in the Orion Spur. 

 

¶ 250b – 350b are dead in the Milky Way. 

 

¶ 300t – 450t are dead in the worst war-ravaged galaxies in the local cluster. 

 

¶ 7000t are dead in the local cluster... which might actually have 48 galaxies. 

 

¶ The main planet of the local Homo Sapiens Empire had 30m ς 60m people 

die from a nuclear exchange. 

 

http://www.facebook.com/
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¶ The ƭƻŎŀƭ IƻƳƻ {ŀǇƛŜƴǎ 9ƳǇƛǊŜ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ άŘŜ-ŎƛǾƛƭƛȊŜŘέ, much like post-war 

Europe. 

 

¶ The Homo Gattaca Empire is not far behind. 

 

¶ Squadrons of Hominid space-plane “fighters” routinely nuke every major 

city on target planets. 

 

¶ Half-kilometre-plus spherical ships are part of a preliminary invasion force 

from a Hominid empire “down below”. 

  

¶ Dozens of planets have been άŘǳƴƪŜŘέ in the Milky Way by these ships. 

 

¶ In other galaxies, high-tech Hominids have pushed planets in the way of 

inhabited planets. Planets owned and occupied by the elder races are often 

targeted. 

 

¶ Many friendly Hominid planets (such as Earth) are being protected from 

the Great Hominid Empire, like “nature reserves” protecting endangered 

species. 

 

 

 

 

A deeply random thought 

 
Pika-evolved fashion tip #85 – Never run your buttons down the center of your 
shirt/blouse. Place them on the right side, a bit further back than mid-way. Place 
identical but functionless buttons on the left side. 
 
Pika-evolved people are fashion experts because they mostly look and smell the 
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same to one another. Fashion lets them easily identify each other… and confuse 
one another when they swap wardrobes. 
  

 

 

 

 

PISSED-OFF TRIANGLE UFO (OCTOBER 2009 ς PRESENT) 

After my parents left, I resumed taking walks at night, gazing at the stars and the 

lights from parked UFOs. 

One night, I noticed a materialized triangle ship half a kilometre up. A ship-sized 

triangle-shaped beam of white lite emanated from the top of the ship and pointed 

diagonally into the sky. 

The pilots didn’t wish me to take any photos of their display, so I didn’t pull out my 

camera. 

After sleeping a few hours, I looked for the triangle ship again; this time, the light 

was more oblique, travelling at least twenty kilometres. 

The pilots were aiming their light at a satellite installed by off-planet Hominids. 

Over the new few months, spy and weapons satellites positioned by off-planet 

Hominids were destroyed. Such satellites prevent disclosure because they are used 

to spy on disclosure efforts, shoot down spaceplanes, destroy city blocks, and 

assassinate people. 
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A randomly deep thought 

 
The individual defeats the dictator. 
 

 

 

 

59{9b{L¢L½LbD 9!w¢IΩS PHOBIC METAORGANISM (OCTOBER 2009 

ς PRESENT) 

If someone is phobic about bees, they may first be handed the tiny leg of a dead 

bee. After they don’t break into a sweat from holding a 2mm leg, they are handed 

the abdomen of a dead bee. Then the entire body of a dead bee. Then a live bee 

without a stinger. Then one with a stinger. 

Sometimes, it is better to untie a Gordian Knot slowly, rather than cutting it. 

 

 

 

A randomly deep thought 

 
¦Ch ŎǊŀǎƘŜǎ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŀŎŎƛŘŜƴǘŀƭΦ Sometimes UFOs are shot down by 
enemies. Sometimes the enemies expect the UFO to disappear into 
extradimensional space (as they expected to happen at Roswell). Other times, 
they expect the UFO to be found. 
 
If someone is phobic about bees… (see above) 
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DESENSITIZATION ς VISIBLE UFOS (OCTOBER 2009 ς PRESENT) 

Earth’s metaorganism is being desensitized to seeing UFOs using: 

¶ Cloud monsters. 

 
A “kite” cloud created by a bored UFO pilot. 

  

 

¶ Jet-airplane-like UFOs clearly visible during the day. 
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¶ UFO sightings. (http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=xuanP2P41_I) 

  

¶ An organization could intentionally άcǊŀǎƘέ a UFO, delivering it to one or 

more major countries. 

 

 

A deeply random thought 

 
“Liberals”, in general, ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ Řƻ so long as the 
other people AREN’T significantly harming others, and/or harming themselves. 
 
Liberals don’t like telling people what to do because ǘƘŜȅ 5hbΩ¢ ƭƛƪŜ ōŜƛƴƎ ǘƻƭŘ 
what to do by other people. 
  
The most intelligent people (IQ 140+) generally ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƘŀǘ 
to do because most advice they receive from other people (IQ < 140) is crap, 
and they know it. 
 
90% of all advice is crap. 
90% of all advice about advice is crap. 
90% of all crappy advice about crap is advice. 
 

 

 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=xuanP2P41_I
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DESENSITIZATION ς INFORMATION DISCLOSURE (OCTOBER 2009 ς 

PRESENT) 

ABDUCTEE BOOKS 

wŜƭŀǘƛǾŜƭȅ ŦŜǿ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŀōŘǳŎǘŜŘ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǘŜ мфулΩǎ. 

Many abductees are traumatized by their abduction experience. 

(http://www.amazon.com/Beyond-My-Wildest-Dreams-

Abductee/dp/1879181258/ref=sr_1_1?ie=UTF8&s=books&qid=1264289237&sr=8-1) 

Those people not traumatized are often rescued from the planet before they can 

write a book. 

Therefore, few non-traumatized abductees write books, let alone coherent books. 

Books take 18-24 months to write and publish, and only sell tens-of-thousands of 

copies. 

Consequently, ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƛƴΩǘ Ƴŀƴȅ ōƻƻƪǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘŜƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƴƻƴ-traumatized-side of 

abduction... and even fewer people read them. (The last successful abductee book 

was Whitley Strieber’s Communion, 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Communion_(book)). 

 

 

MY ABDUCTEE BOOK – WHICH IS NOT A BOOK,  AND WHEREIN I 

COULDN’T MANAGE TO GET ABDUCTED 

Welcome to the internet, and .pdf publishing, where anyone can quickly download 

“books” for free and then virally distribute them to friends. 

http://www.amazon.com/Beyond-My-Wildest-Dreams-Abductee/dp/1879181258/ref=sr_1_1?ie=UTF8&s=books&qid=1264289237&sr=8-1
http://www.amazon.com/Beyond-My-Wildest-Dreams-Abductee/dp/1879181258/ref=sr_1_1?ie=UTF8&s=books&qid=1264289237&sr=8-1
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Communion_(book)
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I began this series of documents in November 2009, as a letter targeted at 10 ς100 

politicians. I E-mailed the politicians... but ŘƛŘƴΩǘ receive much of a response. 

This was expected: No politician can admit (via a documented reply E-mail) to 

reading such bizarre ideas as the existence of extraterrestrial life without ridicule. 

Neither can politicians admit to hearing voices from cranially embedded cell-phones 

(aka: telepathy), let alone talking to “aliens”. 

Noticeably, the amount of telepathy/kill/venom-bot harassment I received 

suddenly increased after E-mailing the politicians. 

Having not received any responses, I began writing a more detailed document in 

January, http://www.disclosuree.com/AfricaEarth.pdf, intended for 1000 – 10,000 

readers. I E-mailed the document to politicians and posted on forums. 

A month later, I E-mailed several UFO photos to the local TV news station. The TV 

weather report displays ǇŜƻǇƭŜΩǎ ǿŜŀǘƘŜǊ ǇƘƻǘƻƎǊŀǇƘǎ (nice sunsets, clouds, etc.) 

behind the temperature and rain forecast. I labelled the photos “Weather balloons” 

(after the US military’s cover-up of Roswell) and “weather effects”, and included a 

link to my documents. A reporter got the irony and responded with a cryptic 

message; they must have forwarded the viral document to their journalist friends. 

(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Roswell_UFO_Incident) 

Not coincidentally, kill/venom-bot activity increased suddenly. Obviously, the 

ƳŜǘŀƻǊƎŀƴƛǎƳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƭŜŀǊƴƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ άǿŜŀǘƘŜǊ ōŀƭƭƻƻƴǎέ. 

Since then, I have updated the document as advised, and performed occasional E-

mailings and postings on forums. 

 

 

ACTION ITEMS 

http://www.disclosuree.com/AfricaEarth.pdf
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Roswell_UFO_Incident
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Please forward this document to any friends, enemies, UFO people, politicians, 

science fiction writers, etc. that you think would be interested. Science fiction 

writers, feel free to use the ideas from these “copy-left” documents. 

To avoid “UFO embarrassment”, you could title the E-mail, “The biggest brain f*** 

ever ς UFOs and aliens”, or “A pissed-off [happily-abducted] geek with a 

typewriter”. J 

 

 

 

A randomly deep thought 

 
¢ƘŜ /ŀǳŎƘȅΩǎ ƛƴǘŜƎǊŀƭ theorem –A closed loop integral around a singularity is a 

multiple of 2pi. (http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Cauchy's_integral_theorem) 
 
In other words, if you fly a loop around a black hole, you end up somewhere 
else. 
  
There are no black holes (or pure singularities), but there are really-really big 
planets, called stars. 
 

 

 

 

DESENSITIZATION ς CONTACTEES (OCTOBER 2009 ς PRESENT) 

The people (from other planets) working on disclosure are ǎŜŜƪƛƴƎ άŎƻƴǘŀŎǘŜŜǎέ ŦƻǊ 

various tasks, such as being beta-testers for technologies new to Earth. 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Cauchy's_integral_theorem
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They are looking for intelligent risk-takers, preferably unemployed; Being a 

“contactee” is taxing due to physical and mental stresses. 

If ǘƘŜ άŀƭƛŜƴέ ŘƛǎŎƭƻǎure team is interested in your help, they will contact you 

telepathically soon after jamming a free cell-phone into your head. DƻƴΩǘ 9-mail me 

about this. BŜǿŀǊŜ ƻŦ άŦŀƪŜǎέΣ particularly marketing angels. 

Even if you ŀǊŜƴΩǘ telepathically contacted, please forward these documents to any 

friends that might be good contactees, or who might enjoy the read. 

 

 

 

A deeply randomly thought 

 
You never know… 
 
99% of all visitors reach Australia via airplane on flights so long the travelers are 
guaranteed to fall asleep. 
 
What if the Qantas airplanes were really UFOs, and while all the passengers 
were asleep (after eating their ice cream), the airplane-UFO hyperspaced its way 
to another planet, with nothing but crystal-blue oceans and the continent of 
Australia. 
 

 

 

 

DESENSITIZATION ς BETA-TESTING TECHNOLOGIES (OCTOBER 

2009 ς PRESENT) 
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A portion of the “alien” disclosure team has been beta-testing technologies new to 

earth... on contactees. J (http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Beta_testing#Beta_testing) 

For example: 

¶ Beta-testers have helped designers make telepathy implants friendlier for 

Earth-based homo sapiens. 

 

¶ Various augmentations, such as improved colour vision and enhanced 

olfactory senses. (PS ς 5ƻƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŜƴƘŀƴŎŜŘ ƻƭŦŀŎǘƻǊȅ ǎŜƴǎŜǎ.) 

 

¶ See Homo Sapiens Alienii. The Smilodon-evolved races are particularly 

aggressive marketers; contactees living in California are automatically signed 

up to either the Smilodon or woolly-mammoth plans... and no-one ever 

wants to be a woolly mammoth. 

 

¶ Other products, such as Viagra-saur™ (for men and women), etc. are being 

beta-tested. 

 

 

 

A randomly deep thought 

 
Arthropod children achieve a 360-degree IMAX effect by squashing their 
faceted eyes against a small TV screen. Unfortunately, this leads to “flat-eye”. 
(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Imax)  
 

 

 

 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Beta_testing#Beta_testing
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Imax
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DESENSITIZATION ς GETTING PEOPLE OFF THE PLANET (OCTOBER 

2009 ς PRESENT) 

IŜǊŜΩǎ ǿƘȅ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ όŀƴŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŎŀƴΩǘύ be taken off the planet: 

The blocking technology preventing me from getting off the planet in August 

through October ǿŀǎ ƘƛƎƘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŜ άƻŦŦƛŎƛŀƭέ ǘŜŎƘƴƻƭƻƎȅ-level permitted for this 

zone of the galaxy. 

... which meant that something strange was happening, and that some very high-

tech organizations didnΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ IƻƳƻ {ŀǇƛŜƴǎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƻŦf the planet... unless they 

were part of the Great Hominid Empire’s staff. 

The “alien” disclosure team is confident that other contactees and I can be taken off 

planet with the best abduction technologies available to them. 

However, since the pan-galactic war is intertwined with 9ŀǊǘƘΩǎ disclosure, a 

strategic decision was made to try rescuing contactees with low-tech techniques 

and gradually ramp up to high-tech methods. 

That way, any war enemies (who were also potentially preventing contactees from 

getting off planet) ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭŜŀǊƴ Ƙƻǿ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ άŀōŘǳŎǘƛƻƴέ ǘŜŎƘƴƻƭƻƎȅ ǿŀǎ. 

Since abduction technology is related to war-effort technology, it is better that the 

Great Hominid Empire (and friends) not learn how good our best war/abduction 

technology is. 

The gradual ramp-up also helps the disclosure team identify who is trying to 

prevent disclosure. 

Some contactees were successfully flown off planet a few months ago. After several 

died in the process of evacuation, the sub-project was temporarily suspended. Part 

of the problem was that implanted listening, tracking, and explosive/venom devices 

either prevented the contactees from being secretly rescued, enabled them to be 

quickly tracked down once off planet, or killed them soon after entering the 

spaceplane. 
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For various reasons, I couldn’t participate in this program. 

 

 

 

A deeply random thought 

 
Where would you live if you were an off-planet Hominid? 
  
You’d find work in Washington DC and/or the high-tech military-industrial 
complexes. 
 
You’d have a weekender in Montana (and nearby states). 
 
If you had zero insanity points, Florida would be an attractive place to retire. 
 

 

 

 

 

DESENSITIZATION ς AWARENESSES (OCTOBER 2009 ς PRESENT) 

“Furries”, “otherkin”, and people claiming to have past/concurrent lives have been 

ridiculed by the metaorganism. 

Non-hominid (and hominid) awarenesses, from people whose bodies have died, are 

being introduced and merged with contactees on Earth. 

The effort is particularly poǇǳƭŀǊ ǿƛǘƘ άŦǳǊǊƛŜǎέ. 

(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Furries) 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Furries
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A randomly deep thought 

 
{ŜŜƪƛƴƎ ǾƻƭǳƴǘŜŜǊǎ ǘƻ ŀŎŎŜǇǘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΩǎ ŀǿŀǊŜƴŜǎǎŜǎ. Poor $$$. Lousy hours. 
Good way to make friends. 
 

 

 

 

LEVELS OF INVISIBILITY OF RACES AND NATIONS 

High-technology races/nations attempt to stay hidden so that they’re not attacked 

by lower-technology races/nations who wish (a) to be “king of the mountain”, and/or 

(b) acquire new technology manufacturing abilities before their race is “ready”. 

 

Some methods that a race/nation can use to remain invisible are: 

0 The race lives on a completely-visible planet. 
 

1 The race’s planet, and perhaps their star, are extradimensionally offset 
so low-tech spaceplanes can’t find them. 
 

0a, 1a Planets are hidden by circular shades that obscure the planet from 
unauthorized spaceplanes. 
 

2 The race’s planet is ŜȄǘǊŀŘƛƳŜƴǎƛƻƴŀƭƭȅ άǊƻǘŀǘŜŘέ so that is visible to only 
mid-tech spaceplanes. 
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4 The race inhabits very deep or tricky-to-get-to layers on exceptionally 

thick planets. 
 

5 ? 
(or 

more) 

The race lives in floating cylinder space-cities that can be hidden. The 
cities are designed so that they safely “dissemble” into automatically-
hiding sections when they are attacked. 
 

5 ? 
(or 

more) 

The race might live permanently on TARDIS-like UFOs. 
(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Tardis) 
 

6 ? 
(or 

more) 

The race’s planets are mobile, with invisibility fields that make the 
planet difficult to see. 
 

6 ? 
(or 

more) 

The race occupies mobile and hidden solar systems. 
 

8 ? 
(or 

more) 

The race occupies mobile and hidden mini-galaxies. 
 

10 ? 
(or 

more) 

The race has its own custom άǎǇŀŎŜέ ǿƛǘƘ ŎǳǎǘƻƳƛȊŜŘ άǇƘȅǎƛŎǎέ. 
 

 

 

 

A randomly deep thought 

 
Your attached and floating souls can have listening devices attached, as well as 
be infected with parasites. Some of the parasites are semi-intelligent, and able 
to act as biological implants, communicators, and control “devices”. 
(http://sttng.epguides.info/?ID=332) 
 

 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Tardis
http://sttng.epguides.info/?ID=332


July 18, 2011 

117 | P a g e  
 

 

 

DESENSITIZATION ς GETTING NON-HOMINIDS ON THE PLANET 

(OCTOBER 2009 ς PRESENT) 

The converse of getting contactees off planet, is landing non-hominid people on 

planet. 

Bearing in mind that the enemy is always watching and to understand technology 

that is potentially war related, only low-tech methods were attempted. Physically 

landing a spaceplane, the lowest tech, was too dangerous since they are easily blown 

up. 

Encounter suits, the next technology-level up, were tried. 

Again, the goals of the project were to (a) see how the metaorganism would react, 

(b) determine what technology level was necessary to land, and (c) determine what 

organizations wished to prevent landing by non-hominids. 

If landing was successful, one of the plans was to ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ƭŀƴŘ άŀƭƛŜƴǎέ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƭȅ ƛƴǘƻ 

ǇƻƭƛǘƛŎƛŀƴǎΩ ƘƻǳǎŜǎ, or in the homes of contactees and have the contactees drive the 

άŀƭƛŜƴǎέ ǘƻ ǘhe politicians. Contactees’ houses are better because they are more 

trustworthy, and they often live in rural areas. (PS ς Never let horse-evolved people 

drive your car. Thylacine-evolved people complain about motion sickness. And just 

about everyone complains about the lack of tail holes and cup holders.) 

I participated in this program. 

The program has been temporarily halted. 

I will discuss more about this later. 
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A randomly deep thought 

 
Who stood to benefit from John F Kennedy’s assassination? 
 
Who ǎǘƻƻŘ ǘƻ ōŜƴŜŦƛǘ ŦǊƻƳ wƻƴŀƭ wŜƎŀƴΩǎ ŀǎǎŀǎǎƛƴŀǘƛƻƴΚ 
 

 

 

 

DESENSITIZATION ς FINDING OFF-PLANET HOMINIDS (OCTOBER 

2009 ς PRESENT) 

The Great Hominid Empire has been preventing disclosure, while hypocritically 

travelling to and from Earth using their own spaceplanes. Their efforts include 

directing spy/kill/venom-bot attacks against contactees, preventing non-hominid 

landings, contactee rescues, and controlling spy and weapons satellites. 

As both part of disclosure and the pan-galactic war effort, off-planet Hominids on 

Earth are being identified and monitored. Dangerous ones, those who control 

weapons (satellites, nuclear bombs, and guns) and spy/kill/venom-bots are 

particularly worrisome. 

Their spaceplanes have also been monitored, and, for the most part, disabled. 

Importantly, MOST off-planet hominids on Earth are NOT working for the Great 

Hominid Empire. If you discover any, DO NOT become a vigilante. 
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A randomly deep thought 

 
The low-tech mongoose-people’s planet has 60m-diameter mining sinkholes 
left by illegal high-tech mining. 
 
If you are one of the illegal miners, never stand on the edge of one of your 
mining sinkholes to relieve yourself; you might just get pushed from behind by 
a pissed-off low-tech mongoose. 
  

 

 

 

 

DESENSITIZATION ς THE WAR (OCTOBER 2009 ς PRESENT) 

Oh yeah, did I mention the war? 

The inability to disclose to the Earth is ǘƛŜŘ ƛƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ DǊŜŀǘ IƻƳƛƴƛŘ 9ƳǇƛǊŜΩǎ 

invasion and desire to impede disclosure. 

Disclosure on non-hominid planets has also proven difficult (to impossible) in the 

last 50 years. These difficulties might be linked to a “pre-war”. 
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A deeply random thought 

 
Imagine a shallow stream with exposed stepping-stones peppered around. 
 
As any hiker knows, the best way to cross the stream (without getting your 
shoes soaked) is to step from rock to rock. 
 
If you are too slow and cautious, you first test the rock to make sure it’s stable, 
and then step on the rock with both feet. If the rock isn’t large enough, one foot 
will inevitably slip off the rock. Or, you may lose your momentum and be unable 
to reach the next stepping stone. 
 
People who cross at a walking-pace only ever place one foot on each stepping 
stone. 
 
If you run across, you can briefly put weight on tipsy stepping stones, leaping off 
before they pivot into the water. 
 
Really fast people can step on semi-submerged stones without water seeping 
into their shoes. 
 
The moral of the story: Do not spend all your time trying to prove the existence 
of UFOs (let alone their inhabitants) to skeptics. 
   

 

 

THE ANCIENT ART OF ENERGY ACQUISITION...  AND WAR 

(WRITTEN 21/6/10) 

Unlike small spaceplanes and domestic/commercial power supplies, many weapons 

of war require significant amounts of quickly-releasable energy. A stereotypical 

method of acquiring such energy sources is: 

1. Uranium, plutonium, and other fissile materials, can be purchased legally 

(which is tricky) or mined from planets invisibly (which is tricky). 
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2. Fissile materials are then used to produce efficient nukes, neutron bombs, 

and reality bombs. 

 

3. Efficient nukes are used to invade medium-value planets rich in natural 

resources... such as those with uranium, plutonium, and other fissile 

materials. 

 

4. Occupied medium-value planets are more-easily mined for fissile 

materials. Repeat, acquiring and producing more nuclear explosives. 

 

5. Killing off large populations of younger races (often on low and medium-

value planets) not only disrupts the galaxy’s economy, but forces the elder 

races to show themselves and their technology. 

 

6. Large quantities of fissile heavy metals can be ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ƭŀǊƎŜ άŎƻǊŜǎέ for 

military (and/or very large) spaceplanes. 

 

7. Spaceplanes with large cores have enough energy to άŘǳƴƪέ ǇƭŀƴŜǘǎ, 

effectively turning the planet’s sun reddish or bluish. A planet or moon that 

is dunked far enough is freed from the sun’s (or planet’s) gravitation pull. 

Dunking a planet or removing its moon severely damages the planet’s war 

economy. 

 

8. Large cores that are debris from large destroyed military spaceplanes can 

be hurled towards a planet, devastating a city and causing large 

earthquakes. 

 

9. An enlarged military with copious nuclear explosives can invade high-value 

planets (with a long-lasting molten cores)... which often means their cores 

are rich in fissile materials (and other heavy metals). 
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10. The fissile molten core of the planet can be used to power the planet, 

turning it into a large spaceship... a mobile/roving planet, with shields and 

weapons. 

 

11. The power-supply of mobile planets can be used to move planetoids into 

place, and launch attacks on other planets. Small planetoid (or large 

meteor) impacts can create massive earthquakes and tidal waves. Attacking 

planets with planetoids is like “curling”. 

(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Curling) 

 

12. Elder races hiding on planets quickly flee a surprise planetoid attack in 

their spaceplanes; they are then attacked by squadrons of fighters as they 

flee. This disrupts the war economies of elder races, and potentially 

genocides them. 

 

13. Since elder races often live on valuable planets, attacking elder races with 

small planetoid attacks leads to the acquisition of valuable planets. Large 

planetoid attacks render the planet unusable for millions of years. 

 

14. Once enough quickly-releasable energy resources are acquired, suns can be 

moved or destroyed, rending entire solar systems unusable. 

 

15. Capture enough suns, and an attacker has enough energy to capture a 

galactic core. 

 

16. Capture the galactic core to take over the galaxy... maybe, maybe not. 

 

 

 

 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Curling
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A deeply random thought 

 
If your sun turns blue, is stolen, or exploded, you can expect: 
 

¶ A few weeks of hurricane-force winds as the planet’s surface 
temperatures equalize. The winds eventually calm and air stagnates. 
 

¶ Shrubbery will die after around 10 days. 
 

¶ Grass-eating animals will begin to perish after 20 days. 
 

¶ aƻǎǘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ŦǊŜŜȊŜ ǘƻ ŘŜŀǘƘ for at least 100 days. 
 
 
Please, do NOT call the authorities if your sun goes out or is stolen. We monitor 
suns daily and will work to repair or reclaim your sun. In the event that your sun 
is destroyed, a replacement sun will be mailed to you in 6 ς 8 weeks; postage 
and handling not included. 
 

 

 

 

ANGBA (FEBRUARY 2010) 

LANDING 

“We’re going to attempt another landing tonight.” 

“Put your shoes on in case we melt the floor; you don’t want to lose the bottom of 

your feet.” 

“Remember your torch.” 
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I assembled my gear, exited my bedroom wing, and walked into my star-lit living 

wing, which also included my kitchen and dining areas. At the far end of the wing, the 

floor was elevated four meters above the ground... perfect for an encounter suit 

landing... except for the copious amounts of steel in my house. 

“Turn your torch on.” 

I pointed my LED torch at my feet and turned it on. 

“Walk forward slowly.” 

I took a few steps forward and stopped at the edge of my kitchen section, looking at 

my ironwood table at the far/elevated end of the living wing. 

“Just wait there.” 

Pause. 

“I’m dematerializing,” said Angba telepathically. 

I waited and watched. 

I telepathically “saw” a glimpse from within her encounter suit. I was a grey figure 

slightly visible against a grey background. 

“Don’t do that,” she said. “My suit doesn’t like it.” 

I blanked my mind. 

A few minutes later, a shadow gradually appeared at the far end of my table. All of 

the chairs had been cleared away from the table. 

“Step forward, holding the torch down. Don’t point it at me.” 

I slowly stepped forward. 

Angba was nervous; entering someone’s home with an encounter suit while they 

were awake was dangerous. 
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“Slowly walk up to the table so I can see you better.” 

Light pointing down, I approached the table, Angba on the opposite side. 

“Point the light up at yourself.” 

I rotated the light up, illuminating my body. 

“Good. I know where you are.” 

I re-pointed the light at my feet. 

“I am melting the floor here. I need to move.” 

“Can you slowly walk counter-clockwise around the table?” 

Angba’s semi-shadow faded as I walked around the table to where she had stood. 

Once on the other side, I looked across the table to where I had been. 

Her semi-shadow stood there. 

“I am wearing a silver suit.” 

“It’s actually quite roomy in here.” 

“I can pull my arm out of the suit’s arm.” 

Angba did so, and her shadow’s form changed. 

While she was demonstrating, Angba continued dematerialization. 

She put her arm back into her suit’s enclosed sleave. 

“It’ll take me twenty minutes to dematerialize.” 

I waited, watching. 
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A randomly deep thought 

 
Never watch Steven Spielberg’s mini-series, Taken, with (people formerly 
known as) “greys”. They will spend the first two hours pointing out historical 
inaccuracies, such as white light-bulbs (not yellowish-pink) in 1950’s houses, and 
that the series understates the number of murders that resulted from the 
crash. ( http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Taken_(TV_miniseries) ) 
 

 

 

TROUBLE 

After a few minutes, Angba leaned forward and put her hands on the table to hold 

her weight. 

“This isn’t working. I’m *my hands are+ melting the table.” 

Angba sidestepped to the right to reach a bit of unmelted floor and table. 

Several minutes later: “I’m tired. I can’t stand anymore.” 

“Dematerializing is very tiring.” 

“Do you have a metal chair I can sit on?” 

No. I have a step ladder. 

“That won’t work. I need a flat piece of steel for my back.” 

“Any other chairs?” 

I have a canvas chair. 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Taken_(TV_miniseries)
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There was a pause. 

“I think I can adjust my suit so she won’t fall through the chair.” 

“Position the chair to my left.” 

Angba’s shadow faded away. 

I slowly walked to where the chair had been stored, and carried it to a spot near a 

metal support beam. Angba could grab onto the dense steel if she needed. 

I oriented the chair towards the outside of the room, and stepped several paces 

away from the chair. 

Angba’s shadow reappeared in front of the chair. In the dark starlight, I couldn’t tell if 

she turned around. 

Her hands carefully touched the chair’s ironwood arms, and she sat down. 

Her butt slid through the fabric. 

“I need to adjust my suit so it won’t pass through the chair.” 

She stood up slightly, pulling the fabric with her as it stuck “inside” her shadow field. 

The canvas eventually lost its grip and fell down. 

Angba sat down again, this time without sliding through the canvas seat. 

Angba then gradually leaned back. 

Her back slid through the canvas back of the chair, swivelling the wood support 

columns slightly. 

“Your back went through the back of the chair,” I said. 

“That explains the proximity alert I just got.” 

Angba leaned forward and then back again. 
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Her back seemed more solid; the canvas was pushed by her back. 

And then it went through. 

The fabric faded to grey and then became transparent. 

“I’m going to try adjusting the back,” I said. 

I walked forward slowly and tried to push one of the ironwood support columns that 

the fabric was tensioned onto. 

By that point, the support column was grey and turning invisible. 

My hand went through the wood. 

“Don’t touch the wood,” said someone. 

In front of me, Angba sat, with her back juxtaposed through the chair-back’s fabric. 

She no longer looked like a shadow, but a silvery, semi-transparent form. 

“Mike, get out of there.” 

“You’re in danger. Hurry.” 

“We’ll help her,” said someone else. 

I received the impression that several people in suits stood on either side of the 

chair. 

 

 

AFTERWARDS 

I walked down my driveway as directed, around half a kilometre from the house. 

I stood there for half an hour, and was told I could return. 
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Angba wasn’t sitting in the chair anymore. 

I later learned that Angba had been shot by a bot while she sat and her suit disabled, 

causing an emergency “freezing” sequence to activate in her encounter suit. 

She was “thawed” in a spaceplane that was monitoring the landing, and then flown 

to a hospital... perhaps on Raaka. 

She died a month later, potentially assassinated. 

 

 

The landing project was halted. 

 

 

 

A randomly deep thought 

 
A neutron bomb the size of a golf-ball can detonate in the hall of a sitting 
parliament and kill everyone within weeks. Encourage members of parliament 
to call sickies (Australian for “sick days”) so that some parliamentarians will be 
healthy enough to pick up the pieces. 
 

 

 

CONTIGUOUS HYPER-DIMENSIONAL MATRICES (CHYMS) 

And now for some technical stuff that should interest physicists and 

mathematicians... and put everyone else to sleep. 
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OUR MATRIX MATH 

Algebra – X = ax + by + cz. (http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Algebra) 

 

Matrix – (http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Matrix_(mathematics) ) 

 

 

Vector – (http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Euclidean_vector) 

 

 

Matrix multiplication – X = ax + by + cz, Y = dx + et + fz, Z = gx + hy + iz. 

(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Matrix_multiplication) 

 

 

 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Algebra
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Matrix_(mathematics)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Euclidean_vector
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Matrix_multiplication
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A deeply random thought 

 
Eye-drop monster – An invisible medical-bot obsessed with applying eye-drops. 
 

 

 

 

CONTIGUOUS MATRICES 

Imagine a matrix as a contiguous two-dimensional height field (topography) instead 

of a two-dimensional array of numbers. (The blue lines are my best impression of a 

topography based on the numbers.) 

 

 

Imagine a vector as a contiguous one-dimensional height field (like a light wave) 

instead of numbers. 

 

 



July 18, 2011 

132 | P a g e  
 

Matrix multiplication is actually the convolution of the matrix height-field against 

the vector height-field. (http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Convolution)  

 

 

 

A deeply random thought 

 
5ƻƴΩǘ ŎƻƴǘŀƳƛƴŀǘŜ ȅƻǳǊ drinking water with coffee, either. 
 

 

 

ROTATING CONTIGUOUS MATRICES 

A matrix can be rotated by 90 degrees. 

 

 

What happens when a matrix is rotated by 45 degrees? (or any scalar/vector angle) 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Convolution


July 18, 2011 

133 | P a g e  
 

 

 

The calculation is easy to imagine if matrices and vectors are contiguous: 

 

 

The basic process is: 

1. For now, pad edges of the rotated ƳŀǘǊƛȄ ŀƴŘ ǾŜŎǘƻǊ ǿƛǘƘ άȊŜǊƻǎέ. 

 

Properly estimating the undefined “zeros” beyond the edges of the 

matrices/vectors is very-very difficult. 

 

2. Rotation can be numerically calculated using IIR filtering to supersample 

the matrix values, then rotate them, and return downsample the rotated 

values. (http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Iir_filter, 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Supersampling, 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Downsampling )  

 

Alternatively, Fourier transforms can be used to supersample and be 

rotated. Fourier transforms assume that the matrix values are modulo. 

(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Fourier_transform) 

 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Iir_filter
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Supersampling
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Downsampling
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Fourier_transform
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Or, contiguous values can be numerically rotated using wavelets to 

supersample. (http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Wavelet) 

 

Other methods exist, many not yet invented. 

(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Laplace_transform ) 

 

3. Convolve the rotated data, extending the matrices and vectors to include 

extra data predicted by “the zeros”. 

 

 

 

A randomly deep thought 

 
Some Nor, a visual cross between Lucius Malfoy and “the beast”, from the 80’s 
Beauty and the Beast, have άlight-warsέ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊΩǎ houses… ten 
gigawatts of lights pointed straight through your neighbor’s walls really annoys 
them. (http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Beauty_and_the_Beast_(TV_series)) 
  

 

 

 

COOL MATRIX VARIATIONS 

¶ Rotated matrices and be multiplied symbolically instead of numerically... 

but the math gets quite hairy. Standard rotation “functions” exist for 

rotations of elements of the symbolic matrices. 

 

¶ {ȅƳōƻƭƛŎ ǊŜǇǊŜǎŜƴǘŀǘƛƻƴǎ ƻŦ ŜǎǘƛƳŀǘŜŘ άȊŜǊƻǎέ beyond the edges of 

matrices and vectors exist. 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Wavelet
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Laplace_transform
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Beauty_and_the_Beast_(TV_series)
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¶ Methodology exists to determine if terms resulting from rotated matrix 

multiplication can deemed insignificant and dropped. 

 

¶ Methods exist to ŜǎǘƛƳŀǘŜ ǘƘŜ Ǌƻǘŀǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ άȊŜǊƻǎέ ǘŜǊƳǎκŦǳƴŎǘƛƻƴǎ. 

 

¶ Values in the matrix are not only scalar. They can be imaginary, and/or 

rotated vectors/matrices. (http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Quaternion) 

 

¶ The matrix values might be functions. 

 

¶ Values in the vector might be time-based, where the matrix values change 

over time, such as an animation of rippling water. (The “rippling water” 

matrix explains why “zeros” are difficult to estimate.) 

 

¶ More matrix/vector operations exist than just multiplication (convolution) 

and addition. 

 

 

 

A randomly deep thought 

 
If the US government were to have ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ άwƻǎǿŜƭƭ ŎǊŀǎƘέΣ ǿƻǳƭŘ the 
government make the same mistake it make 60 years ago and declare the UFO 
top secret? 
 
If live “aliens” were to land today, would the US government make them top 
ǎŜŎǊŜǘ ŀƴŘ άƘƻŀǊŘέ ǘƘŜƳ? Or would world leaders be magnanimously invited 
to meet the aliens (and/or the UFO)? 
 

 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Quaternion
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MAXWELL’S EQUATIONS 

aŀȄǿŜƭƭΩǎ Ŝǉǳŀǘƛƻƴǎ are used to unify electromagnetism. 

 

 

 

 

(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Maxwell%27s_equations) 

 

 

Some random thoughts: 

¶ aŀȄǿŜƭƭΩǎ Ŝǉǳŀǘƛƻƴǎ ŀǊŜ ƛƴŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜ; they actually have an infinite number 

of terms. 

 

¶ Electric and magnetic fields can be written as an imaginary number. Other 

electromagnetic fields, beyond just electric and magnetic, can be written as 

quaternions. (http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Quaternion ) 

  

¶ aŀȄǿŜƭƭΩǎ Ŝǉǳŀǘƛƻƴǎ Ŏŀƴ be written as a matrix. 

 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Maxwell%27s_equations
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Quaternion
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¶ The equations, once in a matrix, Ŏŀƴ ōŜ άǊƻǘŀǘŜŘέ to uncover new equations 

of physics... but you can’t rotate the equations until you can semi-accurately 

estimate “the zeros”. 

 

 

 

 

A randomly deep thought 

 
Happy ray – The weaker inverse of the cruciatus curse. This telepathic effect can 
make you feel that everything is “right with the world”, despite your impending 
unemployment, dog dying, and the chance that the moon will blow up 
momentarily. Unfortunately, “happy rays” can only be turned on for a few hours 
a day or they lose their efficacy. 
(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Crucio#Crucio_.28Cruciatus_Curse.29) 
  

 

 

 

BUILDING YOUR OWN UFO (PART 1) 

1. Experimentally determine more terms for Maxwell’s equations. 

 

2. wƻǘŀǘŜ ǘƘŜ ŜȄǘŜƴŘŜŘ aŀȄǿŜƭƭΩǎ Ŝǉǳŀǘƛƻƴǎ to expose new physics 

equations. 

 

3. Before doing this, ƛƴǾŜƴǘ ǎȅƳōƻƭƛŎ ƳŀǘƘŜƳŀǘƛŎǎ ŦƻǊ άŎƻƴǘƛƴǳƻǳǎ ƘȅǇŜǊ-

ŘƛƳŜƴǎƛƻƴŀƭ ƳŀǘǊƛŎŜǎέΦ 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Crucio#Crucio_.28Cruciatus_Curse.29
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4. Produce an electromagnetic field using a field generator. 

 

5. Physically rotate the field generator fast enough to emulate the rotated 

matrices... or do something clever with phased-array field generators... or 

perhaps begin rotation of single atoms and use them to “crystallize” even 

more atoms into the same rotation. 

 

6. Somehow tie CHyMs into spaceplane hull design. 

 

7. Figure out how to produce pure-enough metals to build the hulls. (Hint: 

Not all nuclei of the same isotope number are the same shape.) 

 

8. Figure out how to build said spaceplane hulls. (Hint: You’ll need 

extradimensional manufacturing robots.) 

 

 

 

 

A deeply random thought 

 
{ƻƳŜ ¦Chǎ ƘŀǾŜ άǎŎǊŜŜƴǎŀǾŜǊǎέ to maintain the life of their baryonic matter. 
When you walk away from them, they turn invisible, but become visible when 
you approach them. 
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META-ORGANISM CAPSULE 

THE ADVANCING METAORGANISM CAPSULE 

 

The Great Hominid Empire is actually part of a larger multiracial metaorganism... 

even though most of the hominids, who are xenophobic, in the empire don’t realize 

this. 



July 18, 2011 

141 | P a g e  
 

¢ƘŜ DǊŜŀǘ IƻƳƛƴƛŘ 9ƳǇƛǊŜ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ŀŘǾŀƴŎƛƴƎ άŦǊƻƴǘέ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǊƎŜǊ ƳǳƭǘƛǊŀŎƛŀƭ 

organism, as shown in green, “Unknown high-tech nations”, and lavender, “Hominid 

empire supporters”. (See below.) 

 

¢ƘŜ ƳŜǘŀƻǊƎŀƴƛǎƳ ŎŀǇǎǳƭŜ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ŀŘǾŀƴŎƛƴƎ άǳǇέ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘǎ ƻŦ ȅŜŀǊǎ. As it 

advances, it άōǳǊƴǎ ǳǇέ IƻƳƛƴƛŘǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊŜŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǇǎǳƭŜ. The 

enflamed/swarming Hominids weaken the non-Hominid indigenous population. The 

surviving, weakened, indigenous non-Hominid population, and any remaining 

(xenophobic) Hominids are later overtaken by non-hominids from the metaorganism 

capsule. 
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A deeply random thought 

 
People with an IQ of 100 realize that people with a 150 IQ are more intelligent 
that they are, but they underestimate the 150-Lv ǇŜǊǎƻƴΩǎ Lv ŀǘ мнл. They 
cannot imagine an IQ of 200. 
 
People with an IQ of 150 can, by induction based on their interactions with 100-
IQ people, imagine how much more intelligent someone with an IQ of 200 is. 
 
Many of the people (from other planets) that I have talked with have IQs in 
excess of 200. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

THE PROXY WAR 

The approaching metaorganism capsule is a proxy war, much like the Vietnamese 

war was a proxy war between the United States and China. 

More on this later. 

 

 

A randomly deep thought 

 
Steven Spielberg’s miniseries, Taken, features a computer-rendered 
5ǊŜŀŘƎƻƻƎƭŜϰ ƴŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘΦ 
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(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Taken_(TV_miniseries) ) 
 

 

 

 

 

HANNA HAMMA #1 (NOVEMBER 2009) 

ESCAPE 

I first telepathically talked to Hanna Hamma (number 1) in November 2009. She is 

thylacine evolved, a Zeen. The name “Hanna Hamma” means “Female *that is 

somewhat+ male”, an anonymous name. 

Hanna Hamma had been performing contract work for the Hominid Empire in the 

north-west corner of the Milky Way, near a 5-billion-large (approximately) space-

faring hominid population. 

Realizing (and/or predicting) that she was going to be hunted down by dogs for sport, 

Hanna Hamma abandoned her contracted project and fled to the safety of a local 

Zeen population in the Orion Spur. She managed to escape with some of her 

“projects”. 

 

 

 

A deeply random thought 

 
RoombaFO – Some UFOs are like Roombas, except larger. They don’t clean your 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Taken_(TV_miniseries)
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carpets, but they do automatically return to their “home base”. 
(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Roomba) 
 

 

 

 

SEX-SLAVE BREEDING AND TRAINING, EVOLVING, AND DE-

EVOLVING 

Hanna Hamma worked in a three story, non-descript building in the middle of a 

forest. The top-two floors were divided into small prison-like rooms, with solid oak 

doors. The walls were painted white. The rooms contained simple all-red furniture, 

if/until the room’s occupant destroyed the furniture... in which case the room had no 

furniture. 

Hanna Hamma’s labs, living quarters, and living quarters for her assistants were on 

the bottom floor. 

Hanna Hamma’s “projects” were kept in the rooms above. They were non-Hominid 

individuals, usually of sub-par intelligence. “Projects” that proved intelligent enough 

were often hired on as assistants. 

Contracted by one of the Hominid Empires, Hanna Hamma was supposed to train 

(and/or break) her non-Hominid “projects”, usually “animal people”, to be used as 

sex slaves. 

She was also supposed to de-evolve the “animal races” by breeding sub-par 

intelligence individuals (aka: “projects”) of the races with their near-animal-

intelligence ancestors. The resulting embryos were secretly implanted into the 

wombs of prominent and/or intelligent women of the race using fertilization bots; 

further genetic work ensured that DNA tests would roughly match the woman’s (and 

husband’s) DNA. 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Roomba
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The women would then give birth to “retarded” and/or four-legged children. Their 

time and money would be spent raising the defective children, instead of leading or 

advancing their nation’s culture and science. Furthermore, the woman’s birthing of 

one “retarded” child meant that she who bear one less intelligent child who could 

become a future leader/scientist/engineer of the nation. 

Thylacines are quite elusive. 

Hanna Hamma, unbeknownst to her Hominid bosses, genetically augmented the 

embryos’ intelligences, while keeping them four-legged so the Hominids monitoring 

the project would believe it was working, and continue to fund her project. She used 

the resources of The Great Hominid Empire to produce intelligent leaders, scientists, 

and engineers of the “animal races” instead of less-intelligent ones. The Hominid 

Empire wished to de-evolve the races, but instead evolved them. 

Any sex slaves trained in the facility were also intellectually augmented... and they 

were often trained in espionage and assassination. 

Hanna Hamma concluded that escape was warranted after the Hominid Empire 

discovered the subterfuge. 

 

 

 

A deeply random thought 

 
Tyr children, arboreal tyrannosaurs, pull off their head feathers to make their 
own pens. 
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WAR STATISTICS (WRITTEN 24/6/2010) 

¶ 19 quintillion people are dead in the local cluster, mostly non-Hominid. 

 

¶ Up to 1 quintillion people are dead in many galaxies in the local cluster. 

 

¶ The war has killed 1.7 trillion people in the Milky Way. 

 

 

 

A randomly deep thought 

 
tŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƛǘƘ άƎƭŀǎǎ ŜȅŜǎέ see an annoying World-of-Warcraft-style heads-up 
display. (http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Heads_up_display, 
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/World_of_warcraft) 
  

 

 

 

8 WEEKS BEFORE DAY #1 OF THE HOSPITAL (MAY 2009) 

HOW TO TELL IF YOU’VE BEEN ABDUCTED, THE AUSSIE WAY 

According to the internet, the usual signs of abduction are bruises, scratches, and 

triangular dot formations... as well as high hypnotherapist bills. 

None of these metrics worked for me. Because I volunteered at a zoo, performing 

physical work like captive animal/plant management, my limbs were regularly 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Heads_up_display
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/World_of_warcraft
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covered with scratches and bruises. I never had any triangular marks or 

hypnotherapists appear though. 

However... 

A mob of Northern Wallaroos (http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Wallaroo) lives around 

my house. They show up at least once a day for a drink and some “horse cubes” to 

snack on. They sometimes sleep under my house. 

The only times that the wallaroo regulars aren’t around are when dingos were on the 

prowl... 

... and for a couple days AFTER I was abducted. 

The hubbub of abduction would scare them off. 

Oh yes: A few days after being abducted, I would have an abduction dreamlet, 

and/or spontaneously remember part of the abduction. 

 

 

A randomly deep thought 

 
The dancing ants, a younger race of the elder-race featured in Babylon 5 as “the 
shadows”, have a form of square dancing where rhythms and instruments 
indicate what dance moves to make, instead of hearing the drone of “Turn your 
partner round and round…” (http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Shadow_(Babylon_5)) 
  

 

 

 

 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Wallaroo
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Shadow_(Babylon_5)
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REMEMBERING 

The abduction eight weeks before my hospital trip took me quite awhile to 

remember and reconstruct, probably because I was given large quantities of “forget 

me” drugs to obscure the incident. 

I first remembered the abduction in a dreamlet of being on a plane, as described 

below, and then mentally walking forwards and backwards in time from there, asking 

myself questions like, ά²Ƙŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ L ƘŀǾŜ ŘƻƴŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴΚ ²ƻǳƭŘ L ƘŀǾŜ 

ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ƭŜŦǘ ƻǊ ǊƛƎƘǘΚ ²ƻǳƭŘ L ƘŀǾŜ ǎǘƻƻŘ ǳǇ ǘƘŜƴΚ 9ǘŎΦέ 

Other techniques include asking myself questions like: άWhat surface texture was I 

standing on? What was the ceiling like? Was I holding anything? What did I eat? 

²ŜǊŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƴȅ ǎŜŀǘǎΚέ and ά.ŜŦƻǊŜ L ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎŜǊǾŜŘ roasted peanuts, 

ǿƘŀǘ ŘƛŘ L ŘƻΚέ 

 

 

A randomly deep thought 

 
Moth-evolved children have school plays where they play small, flying moths. 
Their mothers have to cut out and paint large cardboard wings which they strap 
onto their children’s backs… and then they video their children as the breeze 
pushing on their children’s cardboard wings topples their children to the ground. 
  

 

 

ARE YOU OKAY? 

I was sitting in a business-class airplane chair; I’ve had many 

dreamlets/rememberings of being in business-class airplane flights since arriving in 

Australia (via affordable steerage in Qantas flights). It took me quite awhile to realize 
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that Australia abduction UFOs are much-better fitted out that ye-olde sterile 

aluminium UFOs reported by US abductees. 

Someone approached; I later recalled that she was macropod-evolved. 

“Are you okay?” she asked telepathically. “You seem depressed.” 

My airplane chair was at the back of the airplane, in a small alcove all to itself... 

facing towards the plane’s median. I think the toilet was to my right. 

The airplane seats weren’t organized properly either: The airplane wasn’t rectilinear. 

It was mostly triangular, with the pointy end up front walled off. Seats pointed 

forward and/or inwards. 

 

 

 

A randomly deep thought 

 
One simian language has a ǿƻǊŘ ŦƻǊ άŎƘƛƭŘέ and a completely different word for 
άǎŎǊŜŀƳƛƴƎ ŎƘƛƭŘΦέ J 
 
άtƭŜŀǎŜ ƛƎƴƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǎŎǊŜŀƳƛƴƎ ŎƘƛƭŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŜƴǘŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳΦέ 
 

 

 

 

AWAKE 

A few days later, I remembered the following abduction segment with the help of a 

dreamlet: 
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I woke up in a bed. At first, I thought I was in my childhood home, and was for-some-

reason sleeping in my brother’s bedroom... except that the room was the wrong size, 

colour, shape, and the bed had hospital whites. 

Still thinking I was in my childhood home, I got out of bed, walked through a door, 

perhaps into a hallway, and then down some stairs. The stairs were actually a ramp. 

At the bottom of the ramp was a room. At one end was a receptionist’s counter with 

a receptionist standing behind, perhaps the same person that queried if I was okay. 

(The receptionist’s counter doubled as a wet bar.) 

A very-tall man in a blue (or blue-grey) uniform stood in front of the counter, looking 

directly at me. I didn’t notice his face. 

My attention was diverted to the woman behind the counter. 

When my eyes returned to the man, he had turned to look at someone else. I noticed 

his profile and commented, ά²Ƙȅ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŘƻƎΩǎ ƘŜŀŘΚέ Though he didn’t show 

it, I may have insulted him; I believe he was also macropod-evolved. 

Without obvious prompting, I turned to my left and exited the room into a short 

hallway, heading right. 

Someone stood in front of me. Beyond them was a narrow elevator door. 

Thinking I was in a dream, I crouched down and tried to change shape, something I 

can sometimes do in my dreams. This didn’t work. 

Other proofs I was in a dream? 

I can sometimes fly in my dreams. 

From my crouched position, in an attempt to fly I leapt up with full force. 

I hit the ceiling with my hands; this UFO had reduced gravity enabled, to make 

moving semi-conscious abductees easier, as well as giving the crew an advantage in 

the event that an abductee brawl. 
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After returning to my feet with no major injuries, I was led through the door. 

 

 

 

A deeply random thought 

 
ά¦ƴƛǾŜǊǎŀƭέ ǎȅƳōƻƭǎ ŦƻǊ ŀƭƛŜƴ ƳŜǘŀ-races. J 
 

 
 

 

 

 

THE WHITE ROOM (REMEMBERED THREE WEEKS BEFORE DAY #1 OF 

THE HOSPITAL) 

I didn’t remember this section of the abduction until three weeks before I visited the 

hospital. The dates are correlated. 

I was in a small, white-painted room, at the pointy end of a triangular UFO. 

Two people were in the room. 
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One was a 5’ 6” red-haired woman who I frequently saw in UFO dreams; she 

sometimes sat next to me in whatever spaceplane trip I was on. 

The other woman was tall, very tall. 

She was looking straight at me. 

She looked somewhat green-ish. 

A thought escaped her mind. 

I counter-thought, “You’re a saurian. J That doesn’t phase me.” 

She was relieved and then delighted that I didn’t mind she was a saurian... I knew this 

telepathically. 

In a Michael Jackson “Black or White” morphing effect, her face bubbled outwards 

into a Saurian face as the fields 

visually flattening her skull into a 

Hominid shape relaxed. 

(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Bla

ck_or_White) 

I could tell that the red-haired 

woman wasn’t very happy. 

Blank. 

 

I drew a quick sketch of her on 

my computer. Her facial-features 

aren’t proportioned correctly... 

and the art style I used makes 

her look like a Muppet. (http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Muppet) 

Her feathers have grown in since then, covering most of her face and back. 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Black_or_White
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Black_or_White
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Muppet
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A randomly deep thought 

 

 
 

ά¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ǊǳŘŜΗέ… Especially when they’re five feet tall and flying their 
spaceplanes in heavy traffic. 
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7 WEEKS BEFORE DAY #1 OF THE HOSPITAL (MAY 2009) 

In late evening, I felt a flu coming on. 

I awoke the next morning with a very strong flu. By noon I had a fever (and a dead 

battery for my digital thermometer) and a rapidly beating heart. The fever broke late 

in the day. 

I slept for a week, and didn’t fully recover from the flu for a month. 

I suspected I had the swine flu, but the nurse I called said I couldn’t be tested unless 

my fever was high enough... which it wouldn’t. 

She further added that the odds of my having the swine flu were very low. At the 

time, the Northern Territory of Australia had 64 confirmed cases... which meant the 

probability of me having the swine flu was around 1 in 500... assuming that only 1/4 

of the swine flu cases were detected. 

Having experienced venom-bots since then, I now wonder if I wasn’t infected with 

the swine flu (or another virus) as a result of my abduction experience. 

 

 

A randomly deep thought 

 
Tazzy cheese dip: 
 

¶ 1 to 3 tablespoons of freshly ground pepper evenly spread on a ceramic 
plate 
 

¶ Quality Tasmanian cheese 
 
Slice a 5mm-thick chunk of cheese, rub it in the ground pepper until enough 
pepper sticks, and eat. 
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SOUL AND AWARENESS KIDNAPPING 

WHY DON’T WESTERN CULTURES BELIEVE IN REINCARNATION? 

Why don’t western cultures believe in reincarnation? 

Despite the mass-media’s obliviousness, a 20% - 30% of westerners believe in 

reincarnation, including most Buddhists and some liberal Christians. 

(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Reincarnation) 

An economic explanation exists... 

Earth is a resource centre for the Great Hominid Empire, including our souls and 

awarenesses. 

When we die, a contracted non-Hominid race kidnaps our detached/floating soul(s) 

and awareness. Hominid morticians kidnap our bodies and hide them underground. 

 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Reincarnation
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Our floating soul(s) and awareness are flown to a nearby Hominid planet where 

they are merged/coalesced into the bodies, soul(s), and awareness of an adult. 

(The Hominids in the empire, being xenophobic, are not aware of the relationship 

with non-Hominids soul/awareness movers, but instead assume that soul-

transference from “primitive” hominid planets is a natural course of events.) 

Consequently: 

1. As adults, ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƻǳǊ ŘŜŀŘ ǊŜƭŀǘƛǾŜǎ merged in with us. 

 

2. So few westerners remember past lives (because they had none, or 

because of awareness imprisonment) that they are laughed at when they 

mention the lives, and quickly learn to shut up. Cultural momentum 

espouses heaven and hell, further quelling any thought of “reincarnation”. 

 

3. Because of soul/awareness kidnapping, 9ŀǊǘƘΩǎ ǇƻǇǳƭŀǘƛƻƴ cannot gain 

enough ancestral knƻǿƭŜŘƎŜ ǘƻ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜΩǊŜ ǎŜrfs on a slave planet, 

discouraging disclosure. 
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4. IƻƳƛƴƛŘǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 9ƳǇƛǊŜ Ǝŀƛƴ ŀ ƭƛŦŜǘƛƳŜΩǎ ƪƴƻǿƭŜŘƎŜ ŀƴŘ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜ ŦǊƻƳ 

Earth (and other “primitive” Hominid planets). Scientists and engineers are 

particularly valued. Mathematicians need not apply; they can be resurrected 

back on Earth. J 

 

When we die, we (our soul(s) and awareness) are often placed in a similar-looking 

body on a distant planet... to minimize the shock of waking up dead. 

Some people wake up to Earth-based product packaging, such as “Crest” toothpaste 

and “Kraft” peanut butter. Awakening into similar surroundings, it often takes weeks 

for an Earth-person’s shocked soul/awareness to realize they’re on a different planet, 

by which point they’re fully merged in with the soul/awareness of the off-planet 

Hominid and can no longer complain to management. 

 

 

AWARENESS IMPRISONMENT 

Conversely, ǎƻƳŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΩǎ ŀǿŀǊŜƴŜǎǎ ŀǊŜ ƛƳǇǊƛǎƻƴŜŘ ƻn Earth, and never allowed 

to leave. In such cases, their soul is stripped of memories by contacted non-

Hominids before being coalesced into the bodies of toddlers. 

Non-hominid awarenesses are often kidnapped and imprisoned into people on Earth. 

Once on Earth, they either can’t be found and/or rescued. 

This is a money-making endeavour for the metaorganism. 
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A deeply random thought 

 
¢ƘŜ ŎƻƴŎŜǇǘǳŀƭ άƭŜŀǇέ, more like a pole-vault: 
 

 
 

 

 

 

AWARENESS DREAMS OF EAST AURORA AND HOMES 

DREAMLANDS 

For years, I’ve had dreams of: 

¶ My childhood home in East Aurora 

¶ Areas in and around East Aurora (http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/East_Aurora) 

¶ CalTech, the university I attended. (http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Caltech) 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/East_Aurora
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Caltech
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¶ Microsoft’s campus 

(http://maps.google.com/maps?f=q&source=s_q&hl=en&geocode=&q=micr

osoft+campus&sll=37.0625,-

95.677068&sspn=34.259599,86.220703&ie=UTF8&hq=microsoft+campus&h

near=United+States&ll=47.639875,-

122.12633&spn=0.003376,0.010525&t=h&z=17&iwloc=A) 

¶ My house in Seattle 

¶ My house in Darwin 

 

I never analysed this, but whenever I had dreams of Caltech, Microsoft, and my non-

East-Aurora houses, the buildings were only approximately correct. 

Conversely, my childhood home in East Aurora and dreamland East Aurora were 

almost always identical to the real thing. 

Some interesting dreams of East Aurora I have had: 

¶ In the real East Aurora house, there is a closet adjacent to my old bedroom. 

In one of the dreamland houses, the closet contains a stairway up to an 

attic. 

 

¶ In one of my dreamland East Aurora houses, a long tunnel leads from the 

basement towards the middle school... not to mention seeing a 60 kg, 

carnivorous agile-wallaby in the dream basement, along with a 1.5 meter 

goanna. 

 

¶ I would have stress dreams about fires starting in dreamland East Aurora 

homes. One of the dreamland houses burnt down. 

 

¶ While in dorm-like bathrooms in one dreamland East Aurora Middle 

School, I had stress dreams about putting in oversized contact lenses... 

which seemed to fit my eyes nonetheless. The real East Aurora Middle 

school ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ have dorms. 

http://maps.google.com/maps?f=q&source=s_q&hl=en&geocode=&q=microsoft+campus&sll=37.0625,-95.677068&sspn=34.259599,86.220703&ie=UTF8&hq=microsoft+campus&hnear=United+States&ll=47.639875,-122.12633&spn=0.003376,0.010525&t=h&z=17&iwloc=A
http://maps.google.com/maps?f=q&source=s_q&hl=en&geocode=&q=microsoft+campus&sll=37.0625,-95.677068&sspn=34.259599,86.220703&ie=UTF8&hq=microsoft+campus&hnear=United+States&ll=47.639875,-122.12633&spn=0.003376,0.010525&t=h&z=17&iwloc=A
http://maps.google.com/maps?f=q&source=s_q&hl=en&geocode=&q=microsoft+campus&sll=37.0625,-95.677068&sspn=34.259599,86.220703&ie=UTF8&hq=microsoft+campus&hnear=United+States&ll=47.639875,-122.12633&spn=0.003376,0.010525&t=h&z=17&iwloc=A
http://maps.google.com/maps?f=q&source=s_q&hl=en&geocode=&q=microsoft+campus&sll=37.0625,-95.677068&sspn=34.259599,86.220703&ie=UTF8&hq=microsoft+campus&hnear=United+States&ll=47.639875,-122.12633&spn=0.003376,0.010525&t=h&z=17&iwloc=A
http://maps.google.com/maps?f=q&source=s_q&hl=en&geocode=&q=microsoft+campus&sll=37.0625,-95.677068&sspn=34.259599,86.220703&ie=UTF8&hq=microsoft+campus&hnear=United+States&ll=47.639875,-122.12633&spn=0.003376,0.010525&t=h&z=17&iwloc=A
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(http://maps.google.com/maps?f=q&source=s_q&hl=en&q=middle+school

&sll=42.768506,-

78.618786&sspn=0.001938,0.005262&ie=UTF8&t=h&radius=0.16&split=1&r

q=1&ev=zo&hq=middle+school&hnear=&ll=42.768506,-

78.618786&spn=0.001938,0.005262&z=18) 

  

¶ One dreamland East Aurora Middle School has only a facade for the east 

wing, enclosing an open-air zoo. 

 

¶ One dreamland version of East Aurora had a small city centre in East Main 

Street, with multi-storey department stores. The real East Aurora only has a 

few shops. 

 

I recently asked my parents if they had dreams about their East Aurora house (my 

childhood home): They mentioned finding hidden rooms and stairways also. 

 

 

A randomly deep thought 

  
A consortium of Red Squirrel and Hedgehog evolved people are now offering 
¦Y άIƻƳƻ {ŀǇƛŜƴǎ !ƭƛŜƴƛƛέ ǎǳōǎŎǊƛōŜǊǎ a default package similar to that offered 
by Smilodons to Californians. 
 
Unfortunately, it is a “combined” package, so participants may end up with red 
fur, pointy ears, and back full of quills. 
(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Red_squirrel, 
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Hedgehog) 
 

 

 

http://maps.google.com/maps?f=q&source=s_q&hl=en&q=middle+school&sll=42.768506,-78.618786&sspn=0.001938,0.005262&ie=UTF8&t=h&radius=0.16&split=1&rq=1&ev=zo&hq=middle+school&hnear=&ll=42.768506,-78.618786&spn=0.001938,0.005262&z=18
http://maps.google.com/maps?f=q&source=s_q&hl=en&q=middle+school&sll=42.768506,-78.618786&sspn=0.001938,0.005262&ie=UTF8&t=h&radius=0.16&split=1&rq=1&ev=zo&hq=middle+school&hnear=&ll=42.768506,-78.618786&spn=0.001938,0.005262&z=18
http://maps.google.com/maps?f=q&source=s_q&hl=en&q=middle+school&sll=42.768506,-78.618786&sspn=0.001938,0.005262&ie=UTF8&t=h&radius=0.16&split=1&rq=1&ev=zo&hq=middle+school&hnear=&ll=42.768506,-78.618786&spn=0.001938,0.005262&z=18
http://maps.google.com/maps?f=q&source=s_q&hl=en&q=middle+school&sll=42.768506,-78.618786&sspn=0.001938,0.005262&ie=UTF8&t=h&radius=0.16&split=1&rq=1&ev=zo&hq=middle+school&hnear=&ll=42.768506,-78.618786&spn=0.001938,0.005262&z=18
http://maps.google.com/maps?f=q&source=s_q&hl=en&q=middle+school&sll=42.768506,-78.618786&sspn=0.001938,0.005262&ie=UTF8&t=h&radius=0.16&split=1&rq=1&ev=zo&hq=middle+school&hnear=&ll=42.768506,-78.618786&spn=0.001938,0.005262&z=18
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Red_squirrel
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Hedgehog
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AWARENESS DREAMS OF EAST AURORA 

aŀƴȅ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ŘǊŜŀƳǎ ƻŦ 9ŀǎǘ !ǳǊƻǊŀ ŀǊŜ άŀǿŀǊŜƴŜǎǎ ŘǊŜŀƳǎέ, where I am seeing 

through someone else’s eyes for the duration of the dream. 

(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Dream-Quest_of_Unknown_Kadath) 

Because of the Roycroft, East Aurora was a progressive and influential place in the 

ƭŀǘŜ муллΩǎ ŀƴŘ ŜŀǊƭȅ мфллΩǎΦ (http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Roycroft) 

Consequently, East Aurora was used as a test village, to see how Homo Sapiens 

would handle disclosure. 

My childhood home and East Aurora Middle School are older buildings, my house 

built in the 1850’s. 

Copies of East Aurora were built in several planets: 

¶ Influential people living in East Aurora could easily be sent awareness 

dreams to influence them. (http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Elbert_Hubbard, 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Seymour_H._Knox,_Jr.) 

  

¶ Souls and awarenesses of people from East Aurora (or similar villages) 

could first be taken to the copy East Auroras to minimize confusion on 

death. 

 

¶ People abducted from the Unites States could be brought to one of the 

East Aurora copies without too much trauma. 

 

¶ People living in the copies of East Aurora could get an idea what rural 

American life was like at the time, making it easier for them to land and 

seamlessly enter American culture. Having US abductees live in the East-

Aurora copies would make the move easier, much as US soldiers trained for 

the Iraq war in copies of Iraqi villages. 

(http://www.nytimes.com/2006/05/01/world/americas/01insurgency.html) 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Dream-Quest_of_Unknown_Kadath
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Roycroft
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Elbert_Hubbard
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Seymour_H._Knox,_Jr
http://www.nytimes.com/2006/05/01/world/americas/01insurgency.html
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.ȅ ǘƘŜ мфрлΩǎ, East Aurora’s influence had waned, and The Great Hominid Empire 

invented new ways of achieving the same goals. The off-planet East Auroras were 

sold/traded to non-Hominids. (The impending approach of the Hominid Empire’s 

proxy-war may have reduced to price. See below.) The non-Hominids also acquired 

the right to monitor the real East Aurora. 

Other villages and city centres are also duplicated on other planets. 

 

A randomly deep thought 

 
Zeens (Tasmanian-tiger evolved) living in apartments being sniped by Hominid 
invaders found a good use for a recent fad in life-size male Zeen mannequins 
(featuring synthetic fur and built-in body-temperature heaters). 
 
They placed the mannequins in front of an open window. After the 
mannequins were shot by snipers, an attached rope was used to pull the 
mannequin to the ground. An audible scream was produced. If a second 
mannequin was available, a bloodied [mannequin] Zeen head would briefly 
pop its head above the window sill before collapsing. 
 
Unfortunately, this had unintended consequences: 
 
IƻƳƛƴƛŘ ŀǘǘŀŎƪŜǊǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǳǎŜ άbody/ǎƻǳƭ ǘǊŀŎƪŜǊǎέ ǘƻ ƛŘŜƴǘƛŦȅ ǘƘŜ body/soul ID 
of ǘƘŜ άŘŜŀŘέ Zeen mannequin, in case the Zeen’s body hadn’t died, or the dead 
Zeen’s non-compliant sould/awareness was reattached to another Zeen. Since 
the mannequins ŘƛŘƴΩǘ feature any body/soul IDs, the IDs of the Zeen prankster 
hiding under the windowsill were unintentionally recorded instead. 
 
After being shot sixteen times and still living, the clever prankster Zeens were 
tagged ŀǎ άƛƴǾƛƴŎƛōƭŜέ in the Hominid Empire’s body/soul ID database. The 
Hominids came to believe that the prankster Zeens were extremely high-tech, 
with some technology that made them resistant to bullets. Consequently, they 
were targeted even more aggressively with larger weapons… until they died. 
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META-METAORGANISM 

 

Nearby metaorganism capsules 

 

The light-blue capsules represent areas where 1 in 10,000 people are hominids. 

According to The Great Hominid Empire, all hominids are considered to be 

citizens/serfs/slaves of The Great Hominid Empire.  
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Our metaorganism capsule is a proxy war on behalf of the other (light-blue) 

metaorganism capsules, those areas partly “owned” by The Great Hominid Empire. 

The nearby proxy war, which has just entered our galactic cluster, is used by The 

Great Hominid Empire (and its controlling meta-metaorganism) to test weaponry 

and techniques against the non-Hominid races that aren’t part of the meta-

metaorganism. 

 

 

 

A deeply random thought 

 
Grey-ball – A variant of American baseball, where one of the rules is that the 
rules change every fifteen minutes, including the rule that the rule changes 
every fifteen minutes, and that rule too, and… oh, you know what I mean. 
 
Apparently, the Americans from the Project Serpo team 
(http://www.serpo.org/) tried to teach the “greys” baseball. As anyone who has 
learned a sport from an older brother knows, the older brother starts out by 
saying, “The rules are simple, just hit the ball with the bat and run to first 
base.”… 
 
Ten minutes later, after you hit the ball with the bat and run to first base, your 
older brother says, “No, you just hit the ball out of bounds. That’s a foul. Go 
back.” 
 
Twenty minutes later, after missing the ball too many times, your older brother 
states, “You’re out. My time at bat.” Yet another new rule. 
 
(People formerly known as) greys are very good at induction. They quickly 
concluded that the rules of baseball changed every 15 minutes, on average, and 
incorporated that observation as a rule. 
(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Mathematical_induction) 
 

http://www.serpo.org/
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Mathematical_induction
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CAT-EVOLVED HOSTAGES 

FLOAM 

άCƭƻŀƳέ ƛǎ ŀƴ ƛƭƭŜƎŀƭ ŘǊǳƎ ǎƛƳƛƭŀǊ ǘƻ ŎŀǘƴƛǇ. (http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Catnip) 

Cat-evolved people that consume too much floam eventually forget who they are. It 

is also an aphrodisiac for cat-evolved women. 

Floam-taking is taboo to cat-evolved cultures, more so than any Hominid-affecting 

narcotic on Earth. 

 

 

 

 

A randomly deep thought 

 
Saurian children often have their feather finger(s) shortened so they don’t look 
like Edward Scissor Hands. 
(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Edward_Scissor_Hands) 
 

 

 

 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Catnip
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Edward_Scissor_Hands
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HOSTAGE TAKING 

The Great Hominid Empire has a long-running antipathy towards cat-evolved 

people, and vice versa. 

Part of the Empire’s pre-war assault is to take hostages from prominent and 

influential cat-evolved families. 

Several methods have been used: 

¶ Influential cat-evolved people (and others) were honoured guests at the 

“courts” of Hominid governments, such as the Empire Far Far Away. 

Recently, they became ƭŜǎǎ άƘƻƴƻǳǊŜŘέ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǊŜ ŎŀǇǘƛǾŜ. (Louis XIV in 

France, requiring nobles to stay at Versailles, 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Palace_of_Versailles) 

 

¶ ¢ƘŜ άIŀƴƴŀ IŀƳƳŀέ ½ŜŜƴǎ Ǌŀƴ ŀ ƳǳƭǘƛǊŀŎƛŀƭ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ. The school was 

bankrolled by the Hominid Empire. 

 

Parents sent their children to the school because of its educational 

reputation. Unbeknownst to the Empire, the Zeens ran the school so they 

could enhance the cat-ŜǾƻƭǾŜŘ ǎǘǳŘŜƴǘΩǎ ƛƴǘŜƭƭƛƎŜƴŎŜ, and teach them skills 

important to fighting the Hominid Empire. 

 

The Hominid Empire used the school to test drugs, administered through 

Chinese-like food laden with MSG (highly inappropriate for cat-evolved 

people). The Empire occasionally brought in Hominid men to rate how 

άǎŜȄȅέ ǘƘŜ Ŏŀǘ-evolved students looked... and planned to take the students 

hostage, flying them to secret locations. 

 

¶ Using shell companies, The Hominid Empire sold and ran holiday packages 

attractive to wealthy cat-evolved students. These included adventure 

tours, scenic tours, skiing, wildlife tours, and tours of historical sites. 

 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Palace_of_Versailles
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The tour packages allowed the Hominid Empire to tag the bodies and 

detached souls of participants... and recently, kidnap the tour participants, 

flying them to secret locations. 

 

¶ Conversely, cat-evolved students were hired for other tours. Four-legged 

students, often discriminated against, could easily get jobs at resorts 

frequented by non-cats... where they άǇƭŀȅŜŘέ ǘhe role of the local 

wildlife... and also got kidnapped recently. 

 

¶ Some sociologist students, not just cat-evolved, attended education 

holidays where they could watch indigenous undisclosed Hominids (and 

other races) in their native habitats, such as Earth... and recently... get 

taken hostage. 

 

¶ Other cat-evolved students with a liking for floam were recently kidnapped 

while on floam-forget binges. 

 

 

 

A deeply random thought 

 
Ubernids – Hominids that think they’re “uber”, and much better than other 
Hominids. See Ubermensch from Nietzsche. 
(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/%C3%9Cbermensch). 
 

 

 

 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/%C3%9Cbermensch
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HOSTAGE STORAGE AND DENIGRATION 

The Empire άǎǘƻǊŜsέ ƘƻǎǘŀƎŜǎ ƛƴ ǎŀŦŜ ǇƭŀŎŜǎ, where they can’t be rescued. Storage 

comes with built-in denigration: 

¶ On many Hominid planets, cat-evolved people (and others) are often forced 

to walk naked in public. 

 

¶ Hostages are hidden on the personal estate-continents of retired Hominid 

emperors. They are often kept in dungeons (literally, in the case of 

“medieval Hominid world”), barns, or used as domestic/farm slaves. Cat-

evolved people don’t work well as domestic/farm slaves, but other races 

cope. 

 

¶ Some enslaved people are displayed in department-ǎǘƻǊŜ άǿƛƴŘƻǿǎέ 

where they are “animated” by motor-controlled armature attached to their 

limbs, Christmas-like. 

 

¶ May cat-evolved people are/were locked in zoos, where they άplayέ the 

wildlife. Some of the zoos are “sex zoos”. See below. 

 

¶ Some cat-evolved people are used by some Hominid militaries as floamed 

sex-slaves. Focus groups studies (see below) have shown that some 

Hominid men find cat-evolved women to be sexy. Many of the women are 

muzzled, declawed, and/or tied up. 

 

¶ Some four-legged cat-evolved people were shipped into the local proxy-

war metaorganism capsule, where they were stored in an underground 

άŎŀƎŜ ǎƛƭƻέ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ŀ ŎƻƭƛǎŜǳƳ. There they were given floam and bred for 

de-evolutionary and denigration purposes. 

 

¶ A recent kidnapping plan saw millions of hostages taken from Hominid 

areas and brought to the local proxy-war metaorganism where they could 
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be safely stored/hidden... and where transportation awaited to carry the 

hostages into the kidnapping-safety of “the machine”. 

 

Ready-made hostage/slave poly transport-tubes can be purchased for a few 

thousand dollars. Slave tubes can be readily stacked in transport ships. 

 

 

 

A deeply random thought 

  
Gecko-evolved children run (poorly) with a wobbling side-to-side gait. 
 
They only stop running by performing a baseball belly slide. 
 

 

 

 

IDENTIFY NON-XENOPHOBIC HOMINIDS 

Focus groups, such as those run at the Hanna Hamma school, have shown that some 

Hominids find cat-evolved people to be sexy, and vice versa. 

That, combined with floam and denigration, makes cat-evolved people excellent 

ǘƻƻƭǎ ŦƻǊ άŘƛǎŎƭƻǎǳǊŜέΦ 

When The Great Hominid Empire discloses to non-disclosed planets they bring with 

them “animal people”, often floamed cats. The “animal people” are used in the 

following settings: 
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¶ Meet the aliens – Hominids are allowed to interact with non-Hominids 

“animal people” in a safe setting. 

 

¶ Become a settler – Are you tired of city life? Want to live with the wildlife, 

such as cat-evolved people? Why not become a settler on a “primitive” 

planet? 

 

¶ Domestic slaves – A bit later on in disclosure, individuals of quiescent races 

are sold as indentured servants or slaves for domestic and agricultural 

purposes. 

 

¶ Zoos – Cat-evolved people are placed in zoos, helping The Empire identify 

non-xenophobic Hominids. Some zoos include private rooms where 

Hominids can meet the wildlife up close. 

 

¶ Department-ǎǘƻǊŜ άǿƛƴŘƻǿǎέ, mentioned above – Potentially used near the 

end of disclosure, these displays identify people sympathetic to the living 

mannequins. 

 

The Great Hominid Empire’s metaorganism biology requires a xenophobic and racist 

mono-cultural population. Hominids detected ƛƴǘŜǊŀŎǘƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ άŀƴƛƳŀƭ ǇŜƻǇƭŜέ ƛƴ ŀ 

ŦǊƛŜƴŘƭȅ ƳŀƴƴŜǊ ŀǊŜ άŎǳƭƭŜŘέ ŦǊƻƳ ǎƻŎƛŜǘȅ in a continuous pogrom. 

 

 

A deeply random thought 

  
Cheetah-evolved people prefer bicycling to running. 
 
The bike’s “tail swing” pushes their tail to the side; getting one’s tail caught in 
rotating bicycle spokes is extremely painful. 
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WAR STATISTICS (WRITTEN 8/7/2010) 

SOME NUMBERS 

¶ Around 50% of the Hominids in The Great Hominid Empire are disclosed 

to. The rest are kept in slave/serf planets. 

 

¶ In the light-blue metaorganism capsules (shown a few pages above), 

Hominids have a density of 1 per 10,000 people. Outside the capsules, the 

density is 1 per 100,000, or lower. The Milky Way’s Hominid density is 

approximately 1 per 1,000,000. 

 

¶ In the light-blue metaorganism capsules, Hominids have a planet with a 

significant population in (approximately) 0.05% of all solar systems. They 

have small colonies in 0.5% of all solar systems.  They believe that 80% of 

the solar systems are planet-less or uninhabitable. In inhabitable solar 

systems, they assume that only 1 to 2 planets are significantly occupied. 

 

¶ Every Hominid in an invading force kills 4000 people, on average, most of 

them “primitives”. 

 

¶ Due to the Empire’s policy of “mutually assured destruction”, a disclosed 

Hominid population will kill an average of 2000 enemies (mostly 

άǇǊƛƳƛǘƛǾŜǎέύ ǇŜǊ ƳŜƳōŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ resident disclosed Hominid population in 

retaliatory nuclear attacks... before the disclosed Hominid population is de-

civilized and incapable of retaliation. 

 



July 18, 2011 

173 | P a g e  
 

¶ For every Hominid that invades a protected non-disclosed Hominid planet, 

8 indigenous non-disclosed Hominids are unintended casualties of the 

effort to eradicate the invading Hominids. As described previously, the 

invading Hominids hide amongst the indigenous population and/or use 

them as “human shields”. 

 

¶ For the last 40 years, The Great Hominid Empire has been manoeuvring 

planetoids into the orbits of future enemy planets, and hiding them 

extradimensionally. Since the larger conflagration began a few months ago, 

many planets have recently been impacted by planetoids. 

 

 

 

A randomly deep thought 

  
My theory: The higher up in the trees that a race evolves, the more insane they 
are. Douc-langar-evolved people are Tyrs are quite insane. 
(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Douc) 
 
Exceptions exist: Walking ponies and climbing Okapi are also odd, while Flying-
Fox-evolved people are down-to-earth. 
 

 

 

 

THE “BRILLIANT” STRATEGIC AGITATION OF THE GREAT HOMINID 

EMPIRE 

Using the numbers above: 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Douc
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¶ 1 Hominid per 10,000 non-Hominids = 0.0001 

 

¶ Half of all Hominids disclosed = 0.0001 * 0.5 = 0.00005 

 

¶ 2000 non-Hominid deaths in retaliatory attacks per indigenous disclosed 

Hominid = 0.00005 * 2000 = 0.1 (Data learned from The Great Hominid 

Empire’s recent assaults in our local cluster.) 

 

¶ Simply put, when The Great Hominid Empire swarms, a non-Hominid 

mortality rate of 5% - 10% is expected in the light-blue areas... unless 

something “brilliant” is done. 

 

5ƻ bh¢ ǊŜƭȅ ƻƴ άƳǳǘǳŀƭƭȅ ŀǎǎǳǊŜŘ ŘŜǎǘǊǳŎǘƛƻƴέ ǘƻ ǇǊŜǾŜƴǘ all wars! 

¶ As mentioned above, The Great Hominid Empire has recently taken 

millions of hostages and flown them to safe areas, like the nearby Hominid 

Empires at the edge of the proxy-war metaorganism. 

 

Since the hostage-taking plan was activated long before the local Hominid 

Empires were de-civilized, the hostage takers have unknowingly flown their 

hostages into a hostile environment. 

 

¶ In reaction to the hostage taking, the militaries and vengeful families of the 

hostages chased the hostage takers into our local cluster. 

 

¶ In reaction to the reaction, the militaries of the Hominid Empires in the 

άƴƻƴ-ŀƎƎǊŜǎǎƛǾŜέ ƭƛƎƘǘ-ōƭǳŜ ƳŜǘŀƻǊƎŀƴƛǎƳ ŎƘŀǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǎǘŀƎŜǎΩ ƳƛƭƛǘŀǊƛŜǎ 

and vengeful families... also into our local cluster. 

 

¶ In an improvised reaction to the reaction to the reaction, military geniuses 

from the hyper-taurosphere military (with an IQ in excess of 200... or was 

that below 20?) further encouraged the swarm by bombing light-blue 
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factories used to produce armaments for the proxy-war. They left calling 

cards with our address. 

  

¶ Out of complete stupidity, more militaries of the swarming Hominid 

Empires, upset that their weapons factories were bombed, launched battle 

fleets towards our local group. 

 

 

The swarm 
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Why was ǘƘƛǎ ƳƻǾŜ άōǊƛƭƭƛŀƴǘέΚ 

¶ Swarming Hominids fleets were rushed into battle without proper 

provisions. 

 

¶ Swarming Hominid fleets ŦƻǊƳŜŘ ŀ άǿŀƎƻƴ ǘǊŀƛƴέ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ Ŝŀǎƛƭȅ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ƻŦŦ 

ōȅ άǘƘŜ LƴŘƛŀƴǎέ (non-Hominids). 

(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Wagon_train) 

 

¶ Any swarming Hominids that reached the local cluster, expecting to find 

friendly Hominid Empires, found only de-civilized Hominid planets. 

Protection, fuel, and food are lacking. 

 

¶ Swarming Hominids, despite all the calling cards, also attacked nearby non-

Hominid planets. The previously-peaceful light-blue metaorganism capsules 

have begun to catch fire. Statistics from the proxy-war are being analysed by 

non-Hominid governments to determine their course of action. 

 

¶ Swarming Hominid battle fleets headed for our local cluster won’t return, 

helping to reduce the non-Hominid death-toll that will soon mount in the 

formerly-peaceful light-blue metaorganisms.  

   

¶ The destruction of weapons factories, and the conflagration of the 

previously-peaceful light-blue metaorganisms, means that the local proxy-

war should now winnable. Disclosure might happen on Earth... if it still 

exists. 

 

¶ The Great Hominid Empire had targeted its swarm 40 years from now, 

when the disclosed Hominid population would double due to births, and the 

military might triple or quadruple. (See Appeasement of Nazi Germany, 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Appeasement). Disclosure of currently non-

disclosed Hominid planets would further increase the Hominid war machine. 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Wagon_train
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Appeasement
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A strengthened Hominid Empire would encourage more “business 

partners”, further strengthening the Hominid Empire. 

 

 

 

 

A randomly deep thought 

  
¢ȅǊŜǎΥ ά²Ŝ ǇŜǊǾŜǊǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ƻŦ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅΦέ 
 

 

 

 

THE STATE OF THE WAR (WRITTEN 17/7/10) 

HOMINIDS 

What are the Hominids in the nearby galactic clusters up to? 

 

 

SERFED HOMINIDS ON ENSLAVED PLANETS 

¶ Some Hominids are well-enough protected by non-Hominids that they’re 

oblivious to the war... except for the contactees. 
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¶ A few enslaved planets are being increasingly occupied by the Hominid 

EmpireΩǎ forces. 

 

MEMBERS OF THE LOCAL DE-CIVILIZED HOMINID EMPIRES 

¶ Many de-civilized Hominids are preoccupied with food, water, and shelter. 

 

¶ Others have fled their planets and are sheltering in other Hominid-empire 

planets, as well as small settlements (such as holiday homes). 

 

¶ Settlers who were friendly with non-hominids, living in the small 

settlements, are now hiding from the new wave of xenophile-phobic 

settlers. 

 

 

MEMBERS OF THE GREATER HOMINID EMPIRE (METAORGANISM 

CAPSULES) 

¶ Private citizens and people related to military are arriving 

 

o Transporting hostages to the safety of the interior of the proxy 

war, and/or outdated safety of the local hominid empires, and/or 

perhaps “the machine”. (Hostages taken into the machine are 

sometimes flash-frozen and dissected to extract high-tech devices 

such as extradimensional strap-on “Accio broomstick” devices.) 

 

o Telepathic religious elite (from other planets) have jobs enforcing 

άŎǊƻǿŘ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭέ ƻƴ ƭƻŎŀƭ ǇƻǇǳƭŀǘƛƻƴǎ such as Earth and non-

Hominid planets. 
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o Settlers 

 

o Slavers 

 

o Monkey-meat collectors 

 

 

¶ Militaries are arriving 

 

0.1% - 1% of the military of The Great Hominid Empire may be in 

this and nearby galactic clusters. 

 

o Training 

 

Á Some militaries are training for a future άǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭέ ǿŀǊ 

expected in their own metaorganisms. They train by 

shooting and hunting “primitives”, as well as destroying 

their villages. 

 

Á Other militaries are training for how to deal with hominid 

(and non-hominid) dissenters on non-disclosed planets. 

 

Á Some militaries are training for future wars against non-

Hominids in their own metaorganisms by άƛƳǇalƛƴƎέ 

planets here. 

 

o Revenge 

 

Á Some militaries are chasing the militaries/families who 

are chasing the hostages. 
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Á wŜǾŜƴƎŜ ŀǘǘŀŎƪǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ άōǊƛƭƭƛŀƴǘέ ŀƎƛǘŀǘƛƻƴ are taking 

place, with assassinations, nuclear attacks, and by 

“impaling” planets. 

  

o Helping their fellow Hominids 

 

Á Some militaries are rescuing the local de-civilized hominid 

empires. 

 

o Miscellaneous 

 

Á Assassins are targeting their list of enemies. 

 

Á Militaries are trying to get non-Hominids protectors off 

Hominid planets and reacquire the protected planets. 

 

 

 

MISCELLANEOUS 

¶ The “Congolese”, part of the proxy-war metaorganism capsule, dislike the 

racist Caucasian Hominids in the Great Hominid Empire. Sporadic fighting 

is happening between them. 
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A randomly deep thought 

  
Pencil eyes –Chameleon-evolved children have their eye-focus corrected by 
attaching metal “tube braces” to their swiveling eyes. 
(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Chameleon) 

 

 

 

 

NON-HOMINIDS 

What are the non-Hominids doing? 

 

NON-MILITARY 

¶ Non-Hominids on spaceplane ǇƭŀƴŜǘǎ ŀǊŜ άƭƻŎƪŜŘ Řƻǿƴέ and can’t safely 

travel off planet. (See “Reasons why contactees can’t get off Earth”.) 

 

¶ Non-Hominids on non-ŘƛǎŎƭƻǎŜŘ ǇƭŀƴŜǘǎ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǎŀŦŜƭȅ ōŜ 

gotten off their planets for the last 10 ς 20 years. This has been 40 years for 

Earth. 

 

¶ Many non-Hominids fled to remote planets (such as their holiday homes) 

before the lock-down, and are now hiding... hoping that training Hominid 

militaries don’t hunt them down. 

 

¶ Non-Hominids in space-stations and spaceplanes find it difficult to land on 

planets, and even more difficult to take off. 

 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Chameleon
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RELATED TO THE MILITARY 

¶ People from other nations are observing the battles to decide on their 

nation’s course of action. 

 

¶ Medical practitioners are remotely tending to the wounded. 

 

¶ Some policing of Hominids on non-disclosed planets is occurring. 

 

¶ Rent-a-deaths are ferrying souls/awarenesses to either their home planets, 

or “safe” planets like Earth. 

 

 

 

MILITARY 

¶ Non-hominid militaries are protecting disclosed and non-disclosed planets. 

 

¶ Teams are continually searching the area to discover where Hominid bases 

and space-stations have been erected. 

 

 

 

 

A deeply random thought 
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Are people who attend UFO conferences at risk of ending up on a άŘŜŀŘ ƭƛǎǘέΚ 
Or an “alien” 7-up? Are they more likely to be abducted? 
 

 

 

 

THE MACHINE 

HYPER-TAUROSPHERE 

 

Our taurosphere (Not drawn to scale) 
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A deeply random thought 

  
ebi = cos(b) + i sin(b) 
 
What is ea + bi + cj + dk? (http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Quaternion) 
 

 

 

 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Quaternion
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THE MACHINE 

 

“The machine”, attacking our taurosphere 

 

 

 

A deeply random thought 

  
ά²Ŝ I ǇŜǊǾŜǊǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ƻŦ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅΦέ – Sounds good to me. J 
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SPORE 

 

Spore (http://www.rockpapershotgun.com/images/may08/spore8big.jpg) 

 

1. “Ubernids” from inside were and are injected as venom. 

 

2. Over tens-of-thousands of years, the indigenous Hominid population has 

had an allergic reaction to the Ubernids, becoming xenophobic and 

terrorist. 

 

3. Some other non-Hominids are also involved in the venom/allergy attack. 

 

http://www.rockpapershotgun.com/images/may08/spore8big.jpg
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4. The rest of the non-Hominids spend tremendous effort (and a recently-

begun war) to fight the allergic reaction. 

 

5. Potentially... the taurosphere could be incapacitated by the venom attack 

(stunned by the venom injection and subsequent allergic reaction), allowing 

it to be easily consumed.  

 

 

 

A randomly deep thought 

  
Wacky monkey – A mandrill personality technique similar to Mel Gibson’s 
personality in Lethal Weapon. (http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Mandrill,  
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Lethal_weapon) 
 

 

 

SEATTLE (1995 ς 1998) 

HOME VISIT #1 

I awoke in the middle of the night, sleeping on my futon mattress... which was on the 

floor. 

In front of me was a grey. 

The grey, being startled by my awaking, I (not the grey) ran out of my bedroom... 

... and into what felt like a walking 70’s shag carpet. 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Mandrill
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Lethal_weapon
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Blank. 

 

 

 

A deeply random thought 

  
Nor fashion tip #1Σ ІнΣ ІоΣ ΧΣ ІуннΣ #823 – Always wear only simulated black 
leather. 
 

 

 

 

HOME VISIT #2 

I awoke in the middle of the night, sleeping on my futon mattress... which was on the 

floor. 

In front of me were several people leaning over. They were wearing surgical gear. 

They were NOT hominid. 

I didn’t really care. 

I went back to sleep. 

For a few weeks prior, my left nipple had been sore. A week after I recalled the visit, I 

noticed that my nipple, no longer sore, seemed to be missing some internal tissue 

mass. 
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A randomly deep thought 

  
Now that everyone knows that off-planet Hominids have no high-school 
Facebook friends, ŀƭƭ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƻ Ǉƭŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳǊ ǿƻǊƪƳŀǘŜΩǎ ƳƛƴŘǎ ƛǎ 
delete your high-school buddies from your www.Facebook.com list and send 
them this document… minus this deeply random thought. 
  

 

 

 

WE RECOMMEND YOU LEAVE 

In 1996, I decided to leave Microsoft. I didn’t need the money, nor the associated 

stress. 

I had a dream of looking at a map of Washington State, nothing some “safe” places 

to move to. 

Instead, I applied for permanent residency in Australia. 

My cranial mobile phone was not yet activated to consciousness. Despite that, I “had 

the impression/intuition” that Australia would be a safe place to move to. 

 

 

 

A deeply random thought 

http://www.facebook.com/
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Tyr sports-planes feature two hidden semicircular under-dash iris cup-holders 
that let you comfortably sip from eight different drinks, anywhere from Big-Gulp 
to cappuccino sized. (http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Big_gulp) 
 

 

 

 

EXTRADIMENSIONAL UNDERGROUND BASE (AND ASSOCIATED TICK) 

One of the small mountains in the Seattle area has/had an extradimensional 

underground base. 

Nearby is/was a “tick”, a base created and operated by the “opposition”; Ticks often 

clandestinely “suck” their power supply off the larger bases, as well as monitor their 

opposition’s actions. 

 

 

 

A randomly deep thought 

  
Aquatic geckos hole-punch the webbing between their fingers for cool effects, 
when they’re adults very-large children. 
  

 

 

 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Big_gulp
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PERSONALITY SHAPES 

PERSONALITY SHAPES 

 

My personality shape 
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Person A’s personality shape 

 

 

Person B’s personality shape 

 

I try to: 

¶ Maintain my personality shape, changing it slowly over time. 

 

¶ Cultivate an interesting personality shape. 

 

¶ Rotate my personality to suit the people I’m interacting with. 
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I rotate my personality to fit Person A’s shape 

 

 

 

I rotate my personality to fit Person B’s shape 

 

 



July 18, 2011 

194 | P a g e  
 

OTHER HOMINID PERSONALITY INTERACTIONS 

 

Some people refuse to rotate their shapes, so they have violent personality clashes 

with other people. 

 

 

Some people have allergic reactions to certain shapes. 
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Some people change their shapes to suit the person they’re interacting with at the 

moment. These people make good politicians, or good liars. 

 

 

 

Method actors change their shape for fun, escapism, and relief. 
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Some people allow their shape to be changed by other people, over time... 

particularly when married. 

 

 

Some people change the shape of other people, over time, preferring that the other 

people have simple, compliant shapes... particularly when married. 

How much do metaorganisms create simple, compliant shapes? 
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Some people encourage other people to produce more complex personality shapes. 

 

 

 

 

 

Some people choose friends with identical shapes, and/or morph their shapes to be 

identical... particularly when married. 
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The personality of many hominids changes slightly between day and night, and even 

more when they’re drunk. 

 

 

 

SOME NON-HOMINID PERSONALITY SHAPES 

Understanding that different races have different personalities, that they rotate 

their personalities differently, change their personalities differently, and expect 

others to change their personalities differently, is important. 
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(People formerly known as) “greys” have personalities that I am incapable of 

describing; they say the same about our personalities. 

 

 

Some saurian races change their personalities rapidly and radically to suit the 

occasion, with a different personality being “located” in different quadrants of their 

brain. A personality only has enough energy to stay awake/active for a few hours, 

though. Evolutionary-wise, this let their ancestors “sleep while keeping one eye open 

for danger and opportunity”, as well as to quickly adjust their tactics to an adversary 

or prey. 
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Other races, such as Alotians, are particularly skilled in selecting groups of 

individuals whose personalities compliment one-another. 

 

 

 

A deeply random thought 

  
Extradimensional cooking, with Nors – Using an extradimensional “microwave” 
oven, extradimensionally displace several teaspoons of sage, mustard, and 
cracked pepper. Insert an uncooked steak into the apparently-empty oven, and 
allow the herbs to settle into the beef over 10 minutes. 
 

 

 

 

JACKASS JACKAL (JACKASSAL) 

DISCLOSURE 

Jackass Jackal, or Jackassal, not her real name, but a self-selected English-derived 

pseudonym, came from a planet in the Orion Spur... not far from Earth. 
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Her race is evolved from golden jackals. They halve high foreheads with flattened 

muzzles, and walk upright. 

 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Golden_Jackal 

 

The jackal planet was successfully disclosed to 150 years ago. 

Disclosure was accomplished by having individuals from a few races appear just after 

sunset, and wander around the streets of small cities, talking to people they met. 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Golden_Jackal
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One race employed for disclosure was evolved from “dragon” lizards, like the Frilled 

Neck Lizard and the Fan Throated Lizard. They walk upright, around 5’ tall, and have 

the annoying habit of furiously waving their left hand (basketball-bouncing) when 

they’re upset. 

 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/File:Fan-

throated_Lizard_(Sitana_ponticeriana)_W_IMG_7530.jpg 

 

 

 

A randomly deep thought 

  
The act of observing a value changes the value. 
(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Uncertainty_principle) 
  
The act of publishing an observation changes the observation. 
 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/File:Fan-throated_Lizard_(Sitana_ponticeriana)_W_IMG_7530.jpg
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/File:Fan-throated_Lizard_(Sitana_ponticeriana)_W_IMG_7530.jpg
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Uncertainty_principle
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The act of thinking about publishing an observation changes the observation. 
 
The act of thinking about an observation changes the observation. 
 

 

 

 

THE DOMAIN OF A RETIRED HOMINID EMPEROR 

The relationship between the Jackals and off-planet races soured over the next 125 

years... much as the relationship between the “Greys” soured with the American 

military over 25 years. 

Unbeknownst to the local Jackal population, a retired hominid emperor “bought” the 

small planet, and moved in. A Hominid population settled on a distant part of the 

planet not inhabited by the Jackals. It wasn’t visited often by the Jackals since visiting 

the distant settlement became difficult and dangerous for the Jackals, who had no 

spaceplane technology of their own. 

Bored and sadistic in retirement, the ex-emperor took up the hobby of customizing 

the Jackal race to his likes... turning the Jackal’s upper-class culture into a faux 19th 

century British aristocracy, including tweed jackets and an obsession with hats. 

(Neither tweed nor hats work well with fur.) 

The ex-emperor also began a project of muzzle-flattening for the wealthy, using bone 

manipulation technology. 

 

 

THE WASTE-PEOPLE’S LAND 



July 18, 2011 

204 | P a g e  
 

Some Jackals are highly inquisitive, and worse, they are highly impulsive. 

Jackassal was from a wealthy family being warped by the ex-emperor. 

After a few too many insults, rumours, and flung peas, Jackassal was imprisoned by 

the emperor in the basement of her ancestral mansion. 

A week later she was secretly shipped off to “the waste-people’s land”. Her parents 

were lied to, informed that she had run off. 

The waste-people’s land was a large, 10,000 km-square, fenced in “detention 

centre”. (http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Dingo_fence) 

It had a few village centres where free (drugged?) food was distributed. Around the 

centres were old, ownerless, decrepit houses. 

Drug-addicts, mentally retarded people, criminals, and those who “walked on all 

fours” were “dumped” in the waste-people’s land and forgotten about. Once there, 

they never left. 

Most of the waste population was so ignorant, stupid, and/or drugged, that they 

never thought or cared about where the food came from. 

Think, “Escape from New York”, but without the tall buildings... and with much nicer 

weather. (http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Escape_from_new_york) 

Jackassal spent several years in the waste-people’s land before she was rescued by 

people from off-planet. 

Housing was strictly: first come, biggest weapon, strongest person, first served. What 

Jackassal got for the risk of being raped, beaten, or killed, was a leaking roof, kicked-

in walls, and broken glass. 

Barring exceptional circumstances, she slept outside, because it was safer. 

Jackassal often wandered the “rural area” of the waste-people’s land to avoid the 

telepathic spam, and the danger of the rapists and murderers; they stayed near the 

village centres where food (double meaning) was plentiful. 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Dingo_fence
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Escape_from_new_york
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Jackassal was continually watched and harassed by spy-bots, most likely due to her 

aristocratic birth and the petty-Emperor’s vengeance. If she ever got near the fence, 

she was harassed by kill/venom-bots or some male thugs that would happen to 

wander into her path. 

Nothing helped Jackassal escape the harassment. For awhile, she even tried walking 

on fours and pretending to be mentally retarded, hoping that the spy-bots would 

think her someone else. 

 

 

 

A deeply random thought 

  
(People formerly known asύ άGǊŜȅǎέ ƘŀǾŜ Ŧŀǎǘ-ŦƻƻŘ ǊŜǎǘŀǳǊŀƴǘǎ ŀƭǎƻΧ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ 
have to wear silly hats despite their lack of hair. 
 
Horned and antlered races working in their fast-food restaurants don’t have to 
wear silly hats, just silly banners stretched between their antlers/horns… or 
silly flags. No red noses though; Alotian fast-food teenagers have to wear those. 
 

 

 

 

ESCAPE 

One lucky evening, the fence-pacing Jackassal found an opening in the fence and ran 

through. The fence alarms didn’t trigger. Her spy-bot tormenters didn’t notice either; 

the must have been asleep that night. 

She ran into the rocky hills to the north. 
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There was no water at that time of year. 

She would have died of thirst if a spaceplane hadn’t landed and rescued her. 

 

 

DEATH 

Jackassal was flown to a rotated planet in our solar system, invisible to us. 

It was the safest place for her. 

In captivity once again, but this time in a friendly, protective captivity, Jackassal 

became bored... and impulsive. 

She began helping with disclosure on Earth... She invented her nickname as a result 

of verbally tormenting the telepathic religious elite on Earth, as well as people from 

the mafia-like Homo Sapiens Empire. 

Within a few months, assassins from The Great Hominid Empire found her while 

travelling in a spaceplane, and shot it down. 

 

 

 

A randomly deep thought 

  
¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ƎǳŜǎǎ ŀ ǊŀŎŜΩǎ ǇǊƻǇŜƴǎƛǘȅ ŦƻǊ ƭȅƛƴƎ ōŀǎŜŘ ƻƴ the number of laws (and 
lawyers) it has. 
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ARCHITECTURE (PART 1) 

EXTERNAL STAIRWAY BUILDING 

 
Unlike our apartment buildings, 
you can easily walk across, up, or 
Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǳǊǎΩ 
verandas, creating a community 
instead of isolated apartment 
cells. 
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HIGH-RISE WITH EXTRADIMENSIONAL KITCHEN 

 
This glass tower series featured: 
 

¶ An organic, volcanic 
shape. 
 

¶ Large parklands around 
each building. 

 

¶ Apartments that 
became gradually 
smaller the higher up 
they were... until the 
apartment was 
occupying the entire 
floor. 
 

¶ An extradimensional 
kitchen that 
materialized when 
needed, and 
dematerialized after 
dinner. Security sensors 
prevented children 
hiding in kitchen 
cupboards from being 
melted. J 
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ROTATING CYLINDER HOMES 

 
With a rotating 
cylinder home, you 
only kind-of know 
which room an exit 
leads to. Finding 
any room in the 
house is a 
challenge. 
 
Each cylinder is 
three stories tall, 
with four exit 
doorways. The 
cylinders randomly 
rotate clockwise or 
counter-clockwise 
every thirty 
minutes. Doorways 
to nowhere are 
automatically 
blocked to avoid 
inconvenient 
plummeting. 
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CAVE HOMES 

 
Cave homes can be built underneath the 
surface of uninhabitable planets. Entry is via 
extradimensional spaceplane. 

 
 
They are ideal for subterranean races like… 
 

 
 

http://www.aliendoodles.com/randomdoodles
.htm 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

http://www.aliendoodles.com/randomdoodles.htm
http://www.aliendoodles.com/randomdoodles.htm
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RABBIT MEGA-BUILDING 

 
Featuring suspended potted trees in the 
courtyards. The trees are lit at night. 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 



July 18, 2011 

212 | P a g e  
 

TARDIS-UFO ARCHITECTURE 

 

Cloister bell not included. 

 

Spaceplane attachments are invisible when not in use. The invisible living quarters 

of the Tardis can be towed by either spaceplane. 

(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Tardis) 

 

 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Tardis
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A deeply random thought 

  
Hominids understand and live in the following realities: 
 

¶ Work – We much; this leads to escapism in stories and virtual worlds. 
 

¶ Stories – In evenings. Stories are a Hominid thing. 
 

¶ Dreams 
 

¶ Virtual worlds (computer games) – In evenings. Virtual worlds are a 
Hominid thing. 

 
Some other realities are: 
 

¶ Chess 
 

¶ Music 
 

¶ Telepathic conversations 
 

¶ Remote viewing voyeurism 
 

¶ Controlling other people as avatars 
 

¶ Etcetera 
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WHAT TECHNOLOGIES/PRODUCTS PEOPLE ON EARTH άDO WELLέ 

¶ Stories (and movies) – Because of genetics and the psychological need to 

escape from overwork, stories are critical to Homo Sapiens. 

 

Stories (in the form of television shows and movies) lead to more and bigger 

(digital) televisions, which lead to cheaper CPUs. 

 

Because of our cheap CPUs and the inability to hire non-hominid actors, 

computer-graphics for characters and special effects lets us produce unique 

movies. 

 

¶ Virtual worlds – Again, due to overwork and genetically misdirected work, 

many Homo Sapiens escape into virtual worlds (also called computer 

games). 

 

Virtual worlds are enabled by cheap CPUs, and their prevalence further 

reduces the costs of CPUs. 

 

¶ Mobile phones – Homo Sapiens have very good mobile phone due to the 

lack of telepathy, and cheap CPUs. 

 

More mobile phones produced leads to cheaper CPUs. 

 

¶ E-book readers and other tablets (iPad) – These devices are encouraged by 

our desire for entertainment, stories, and enabled by cheap CPUs. 

 

iPads are much preferred to mobile phones and digital cameras as thank-

you gifts left by abductees. Many “aliens” wish to note that Amazon.com 

will soon have a gift register for off-planet visitors. J 

(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ipad) 

 

¶ Digital cameras – Our cameras are better than expected thanks to cheap 

CPUs and digital cameras built into every mobile phone. 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ipad
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¶ Internet – Because of cheap CPUs, democracy, no telepathy, and 

game/music/movie piracy, the internet is ubiquitous and (relatively) 

uncensored here. 

 

¶ CPUs and other computer bits – For our technology level, we produce very 

good computers. 

 

¶ Body medicine – Homo Sapiens’ body medicine isn’t great (partly due to a 

lack of extradimensional medical technologies), but it above par for Earth’s 

technology level. 

 

Part of the reason for the better-than-expected body medicine is that our 

culture doesn’t know about floating souls, so we don’t euthanize, and 

preserve our bodies at all costs. We don’t know about floating souls thanks 

to soul/awareness theft by the Great Hominid Empire. 

 

 

 

A deeply random thought 

  
Human coat-racks wanted. Job involves temporarily holding other people’s 
coats (aka: their floating souls) until the rent-a-deaths can find people that fit 
the coats. Poor $$$. Meet interesting friends. Make friends with death(s). 
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REASONS WHY CONTACTE9{ /!bΩ¢ D9¢ hCC 9!wTH (WRITTEN 

17/7/10) 

/ƻƴǘŀŎǘŜŜǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŎŀƴΩǘ be rescued from Earth, as well as most non-Hominid 

undisclosed planets. Getting non-military of any planet is also difficult due to military 

exercises/attacks being conducted by The Great Hominid Empire. 

Some reasons for the difficulties follow: 

 

MONITORING 

¶ Spy and weapons satellites from The Great Hominid Empire are plentiful. 

Despite efforts to destroy them, visiting Hominid militaries continually 

replace destroyed satellites around nearly every planet. 

 

¶ Due to the Empire’s Stazi-like spy network where contactees’ minds are 

read, and their actions remotely watched, any attempt to escape is quickly 

noticed by the Empire. (http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Stazi) 

 

¶ Automatic triggers, such as the contactee getting excited, being pushed 

extradimensionally, or spaceplanes in the area are also used. 

 

¶ Off-planet rescuers are also spied on, though not as much as Homo Sapiens 

on Earth. 

 

 

PREPARATION 

¶ Contactees need to have implants installed for communication and safety. 

 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Stazi
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¶ The bodies of contactees should ōŜ άǘƘƛŎƪŜƴŜŘέ so extradimensional 

transport is safer for them. 

 

¶ The bodies and souls of contactees ideally should to be exposed to 

different fields so they don’t become as ill when they’re moved into 

spaceplanes. 

 

¶ Contactees should be genetically modified ahead of time so they’re more 

resistant to toxins and viruses used by the Empire’s assassins. 

 

¶ Contactees should have and know how to use emergency encounter suits 

in case the spaceplane they board is depressurized by enemy attacks.  

 

¶ All contactees should own and carry an iPad for safety (and gift) reasons. 

(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ipad) 

 

 

GETTING A SPACEPLANE CLOSE TO THE CONTACTEE 

¶ Empire weapon satellites detect (and potentially attack) dematerializing 

spaceplanes preparing to land or move extradimensionally close to 

contactees. 

 

¶ 9ŀǊǘƘΩǎ ǎŜŎǳǊƛǘȅ ŦƛŜƭŘǎ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ŜȄǘǊŜƳŜƭȅ ŘƛŦŦƛŎǳƭǘ to land a spaceplane. 

 

 

 

 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ipad
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GETTING THE CONTACTEE ON THE SPACEPLANE 

¶ 9ŀǊǘƘΩǎ ǎŜŎǳǊƛǘȅ ŦƛŜƭŘǎ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ŜȄǘǊŜƳŜƭȅ ŘƛŦŦƛŎǳƭǘ to board contactees to 

spaceplanes via teleportation or gateways. 

 

¶ ά¸ƻǳǊ ǎƻǳƭ ƛǘ ǘƻƻ ƘŜŀǾȅέ – I finally learned what Chloe meant by that 

phrase. 

 

Earth’s contactees have too many attack/monitoring implants (aka: bits of 

metal) in their body, attached soul, and detached souls. The unnatural 

“metal” greatly slows down extradimensional movement (aka: 

teleportation), since the “metal” implants take longer to melt and unmelt. 

 

Earth contactees have 4x as much “implant junk” as non-Hominid 

contactees on other non-disclosed planets. Non-hominid contactees have 8x 

as much “junk” as disclosed non-hominids, who are better-protected from 

the Empire’s kill/implant-bots. 

 

¶ In the time it takes to get a spaceplane to the contactee and move/rotate 

them extradimensionally, the Empire can ƳƻǾŜ άǇƘȅǎƛŎǎ ǊƻǘŀǘƻǊǎέ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 

scene and interrupt the process. 

 

¶ Alternatively, ŀƴ 9ƳǇƛǊŜΩǎ spaceplane (or large bot) can arrive and occupy 

the space that the rescue spaceplane must occupy. 

 

Interfering spaceplanes are often non-Hominid ships (still part of the 

metaorganism), self-labelled as “war monitors”; they are supposed to be 

impartial, perhaps deciding if their nations should support either side of the 

war. 
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ONCE ON THE SPACEPLANE 

¶ Attack implants can be triggered to go off at standard pressurization 

levels, or when pressurization levels rapidly change, causing the contactee 

to die soon after they board the rescue vehicle. 

 

Attack implants include toxins, slicing springs, stabbing devices, explosives, 

and neutron-bomb-like attacks. They usually attack the contactee’s brain, 

heart, liver, and floating soul. 

 

“Standard pressurizations” are regions of space where certain physics 

constants are modified to standard values. 

 

¶ Most attack implants are fine-ǘǳƴŜŘ ǘƻ ŀ ǎǇŜŎƛŦƛŎ άǎǘŀƴŘŀǊŘ ǇǊŜǎǎǳǊƛȊŀǘƛƻƴ 

ƭŜǾŜƭέΣ and consequently are more deadly there. Again, the contactee dies 

upon reaching the safety of the spaceplanes. 

 

¶ Some triffids (parasitic extradimensional worms) become deadlier at 

standard pressurizations 

 

¶ The rescue spaceplane might be shot down or depressurized by the 

9ƳǇƛǊŜΩǎ ǎŀǘŜƭƭƛǘŜǎ or nearby military presence. 

 

¶ To avoid getting shot down, spaceplanes flee at unsafe speeds. To prevent 

this, ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘŜŜǎ ƻŦǘŜƴ ƘŀǾŜ άǎǇŜŜŘ ƭƛƳƛǘŜǊǎέ pre-implanted by the Empire 

so that if the spaceplane moves too quickly, the contactee’s floating soul is 

detached, their body dies, and their soul/awareness is often lost. 
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ONCE SAFELY AWAY  

¶ Locator beacons in the contactee’s body, attached soul, and floating souls, 

prevent contactee from hiding once off planet. The Empire’s satellites and 

militaries/assassins find the contactees and kill them, perhaps even taking 

them hostage. 

 

 

MISCELLANEOUS 

¶ A large war is underway. Resources are limited and must be applied to the 

war. 

 

If you were stuck in an apartment in Luxemburg during World War II, the 

British wouldn’t be able to get you out until the end of the war. 

 

¶ Some treaties, which are gradually falling apart, make it politically difficult 

to rescue contactees. For example: Now-collapsed treaties with the local 

Homo Sapiens Empire prevented Earth’s contactees from escaping. 

 

¶ Rescuing contactees requires the use of advanced technologies relevant to 

the war. With the Hominid Empire constantly monitoring contactees, use of 

those technologies is inadvisable since their discovery, counteracting, 

and/or reverse-engineering might result in more deaths. 

 

In particular, the same Empire technologies being used to imprison 

contactees on Earth are slated to be used to lock non-Hominid civilians and 

militaries to their planets. Getting military off a planet is more important 

than rescuing contactees. 
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¶ Any attempt to get contactees off a planet causes the Great Hominid 

Empire to assume the contactees are valuable militarily or financially; 

perhaps they’re hostage awarenesses, and or influential (and 

technologically-advanced) non-hominids hiding on “primitive” undisclosed 

non-hominid planets. The more valuable the Empire thinks the contactees 

are, the more the Empire tries to prevent their escape. 

 

¶ While people desire to rescue contactees for personal/sympathetic reasons, 

many contactees are ƳƻǊŜ άǾŀƭǳŀōƭŜέ ƻƴ 9ŀǊǘƘ ǘƘŀƴ ƻŦŦ, especially during a 

war. 

 

¶ Earth is being moved to a new pressurization (slightly different physics 

constants), and isn’t there yet. Once at the new pressurization, it should be 

easier to get contactees off. 

 

¶ Hominid militaries (and individuals in the militaries) find it a 

challenge/contest to block the escape of contactees. 

 

¶ hƴŎŜ ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘŜŜǎ ŀǊŜ ƻŦŦ ǇƭŀƴŜǘΣ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜƭȅ ǘƻ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ǘƻ Earth, either 

because they don’t want to, or because returning is too difficult. 

 

 

 

 

A randomly deep thought 

  
Is your society headless? Or brainless? Who (as a demographic) decides how 
resources are allocated in your society? 
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BICYCLES (PART 1) 

Most disclosure documents (on other planets) include sections where authors 

describe various spaceplanes, their capabilities, and how they work. 

I won’t do this. 

I will instead describe various bicycles from other planets... 

 

CHEETAH BICYCLE 

 

“The gazelle” model, super fast 
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GECKO BICYCLE 

 

“Gecko-scooter” with pump-action pedals. 
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The carbon-fibre “Flying gecko” with rolling seat and super pump action. 

 

 

 

A randomly deep thought 

  
While Australians are proud of their ballad, The Man from Snowy River, 
(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Man_from_Snowy_River_(poem) ), only a 
handful of “Greys” are so respectful of their 5ŀŘŀƛǎǘ ǇƻŜƳΣ άHe died with a 
gum-nut up his noseΦέ 
 
For the record, “Grey” Dadaist poetry is much more enjoyable, entertaining, 
plausible, fun, better, and gooder than Vogon poetry. 
(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Vogon) (I was forced to write this endorsement.) 
 

 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Man_from_Snowy_River_(poem)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Vogon
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GECKO ON TABLE STARING UP AT LIGHT 

¢ƘŜ ŦƻƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ άǇƻŜƳέ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ ŀǎ ƎƻƻŘ ŀǎ άGǊŜȅέ 5ŀŘŀƛǎǘ ǇƻŜǘǊȅ. (I was also 

forced to write this disendorsement.) 

 

BINGO GAMBLING 

The dangling lamp above me fascinated 

White light 

Moths and other night insects flying around 

Wondered what they tasted like 

Bitter 

 

Lying on my circular table 

Staring up at the light 

 

Snare-drumming my fingers against the table 

Left hand, then right, then left 

 

Peeled off some old skin from my chest 
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Staring up at the light 

 

My remaining “friends” had left an hour before 

We had gambled using bingo-like cards 

And plastic chips 

No-one ate the chips this time 

That I saw 

 

They had all left 

It wasn’t the same 

Without my friend 

 

 

 

 

A randomly deep thought 

  
400 years ago, whether the Earth rotated around the Sun was a religious 
debate. (http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Kepler, 
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Copernicus, http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Galileo) 
 
100 years ago, evolution was a religious debate. 
(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Evolution, 
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Book_of_Genesis) 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Kepler
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Copernicus
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Galileo
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Evolution
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Book_of_Genesis
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50 years ago, the end of the world was a religious debate… until global 
thermonuclear war became a possibility. 
(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Global_Thermonuclear_War, 
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Armageddon) 
  
Until disclosure, the nature of the soul and life after bodily-death is open to 
religious debate. (http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Soul) 
 

 

 

 

FRIEND’S DEATH 

A couple weeks before 

My friend had died 

Lived in my ex-grandmother’s house 

With me 

 

My house, her house, my ex-grandmother’s house 

Half fly-screen enclosed patio 

A large green table in the centre 

Above which hung a light 

Against the wall was a sink 

Run from water collected by the corrugated iron roof 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Global_Thermonuclear_War
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Armageddon
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Soul
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The other half was into a single room was enclosed 

My bed was on one side 

Her bed on the other 

She was closest to the sink and mirror L 

Her bed was now empty 

 

I stared at the light 

Lying on the green table 

It dimmed slightly 

As my power box faded 

 

Her body I buried two days after she died 

A shallow grave a ways from the house 

Her/my friends visited 

Noted their respects to the grave 

And went on with their lives 

 

She was perfectly healthy 

I’m not sure why she died 
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She was happy in the evening 

A headache 

Dead in the morning 

 

 

 

A deeply random thought 

  
In the war metaorganism, it is very easy to turn into your enemy. 
 
For example: The allies carpet-bombed Germany. McCarthyism was a reaction 
to the cold war with Soviet Union. US soldiers destroyed villages in Vietnam. 
(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Carpet_bombing, 
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/McCarthyism, 
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/My_Lai_Massacre) 
 
tŀǊǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ άǘǊƛŎƪέ ƻŦ ǿŀǊΣ ƛǎ ǘƻ bh¢ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ƴŀǎǘȅ ŀǎ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ ŀǎ ȅƻǳǊ ŜƴŜƳȅΦ 
 

 

 

 

THE PARTY CONVERSATION 

What happened at the party? 

Was there any conversation? 

It may have revolved around alcohol (not quite alcohol, but the same effect) 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Carpet_bombing
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/McCarthyism
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/My_Lai_Massacre
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Or throwing gambling pieces around 

Or where to holiday 

Or who was losing 

Or who was winning 

Or “I saw you eat that chip!” 

 

Got eyed by one of the “boys” 

Nothing mentioned about stars 

Nothing about getting off the planet 

Nothing about our voice-only friends 

Who didn’t exist to her/my friends, then around the table 

 

 

 

A randomly deep thought 

  
How many US politicians are listening to market angels? 
 
Do marketing angels proxy vote through ministers? 
 
Do ministers proxy vote through their flock? 
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HOMINIDS 

Hominids lived nearby 

No-one visited them 

I won’t mention why 

 

On my bicycle 

I walked it a kilometre down a small track 

At a T-intersection with a road 

I bicycled to the left 

The Hominids were to the right 

 

Reaching the hamlet half an hour later 

Was a parts store 

And a part-time restaurant 

And a few gecko houses 

And a food store 

 

 

When in need of money 
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I worked at the food store 

It paid for food I couldn’t find in the wild 

And a few repairs to my house, my friend’s house, and my ex-grandmother’s house 

 

 

 

 

A deeply random thought 

  
άLŦ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƛŘŜ ǿƛƴǎΣ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƴŀǎǘȅ ǎǘǳŦŦ ǘƻ ǳǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜΩǊŜ 
ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƳΦέ – Teenager theory of mind. 
 

 

 

 

JOB 

The light no longer lit 

My power supply had died 

They normally lasted for years 

 

I returned left to the village 

Accepted work at the shop 
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Taking money from people 

Cleaning up 

Stocking food 

 

In a few weeks I would have enough money 

I could purchase another power supply 

And then stop work until I needed more 

 

Nothing mattered much without my friend 

 

I worked 

Maybe a week 

 

 

 

A randomly deep thought 

  
Prehensile-tailed ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ƘŀǾŜ άƘŀƴŘ-ǘŀƛƭέ races where they race with a beach-
ball held between their knees and tail. 
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THE OFFER 

A hominid drove up 

You’d call it a 1930’s diesel pickup truck 

In the tray were goods for the shop 

Brought in by spaceplanes 

Which they controlled 

 

I unloaded the goods 

He eyed me off, curious 

He liked the look of my eyes 

I could tell 

The surrounding skin was exceptionally colourful 

 

 “I heard you wanted to get off the planet?”, said the Hominid. 

Yes 

“Are you sure?” 

Yes 

I was depressed 

“I’ll stop by in a few days.” 
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A deeply random thought 

  
On an undisclosed planet recently, the first E-mail spam was sent by someone 
talking about disclosure issues. 
 
Unfortunately, at least one of the thousands of people E-mailed was involved in 
the local off-planet mafia taking advantage of the planet’s lack of disclosure. 
 
¢ƘŜ ǎǇŀƳƳŜǊ ǿŀǎ ǎǳƳƳŀǊƛƭȅ ŜȄŜŎǳǘŜŘΧ a good precedent for spam-kind, a 
bad precedent for disclosure though. 
 

 

 

 

 

A TUBE 

Two days later he stopped by 

He entered the store 

Asked me to come out 

This time his truck’s tray had no goods 

 

In the back of his pickup 
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A glossy black cylinder lay 

Elliptical 

A bit taller than me 

Wider 

 

He pulled it off 

Stood it vertically 

Opened it like a oyster shell 

 

“All you have to do to get off the planet is step in.” 

“I’ll close it around you.” 

“You’ll be on a spaceplane tonight.” 

“I don’t know where you’ll go though.” 

 

I stepped in 

 

He closed the oyster shell 
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A randomly deep thought 

  
Many smaller one-man spaceplanes have trailer attachments for luggage, kill-
bot dispensers, and nuclear-sub-equivalent nuclear arsenals. 
 

 

 

 

THE TRIP 

The tube’s inside was dark 

There were some holes for air, and waste 

Just above my eyes 

A scratched-plastic window 

Lit the interior 

And showed the sky 

 

The man raised me (and the tube) 

Pushed me onto his ute 

I didn’t mind 

The space was too small 

The air too stuffy 

Gecko panic could have arrived 
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But I didn’t mind 

 

I was depressed. 

 

I was going to leave 

My/her friends I hadn’t told 

Nor the shopkeeper for whom I was working 

 

I was depressed 

 

The car door opened 

The man climbed in 

The car door closed 

The engine started 

And drove us away 

 

My bicycle left behind 

 

Twenty minutes of bumps later 

The car stopped 
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Its engine ceased 

 

Someone discussed me with the man 

“A willing gecko” 

 

Two pairs of shoed feet picked up my tube 

I was carried across some dry ground 

Up a clanking metal grate 

And set down on a metal floor 

 

“Are you alright?” 

Yes, I said. 

“We’ll get you food in a bit.” 

 

Two hours later 

The spaceplane hummed 

We took off 

I never was fed 

Not an issue 
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The spaceplane was shot down 

A casualty of war 

 

It may have been for the best 

I didn’t know it then 

And wouldn’t have cared 

I was collectable 

Like a pretty pebble 

Or a shell from the sea 

 

 

 

 

A deeply random thought 

  
If aŀȄǿŜƭƭΩǎ όŎǳǊǊŜƴǘύ Ŝǉǳŀǘƛƻƴǎ describe the link between electric and 
magnetic forces, and there are an infinite number of forces, and light (as we 
know it) is an oscillation between electric and magnetic… then are there other 
forms of non-electromagnetic light? 
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AVOIDING UFO EMBARRASSMENT WITH YOUR FRIENDS 

If you want to E-mail these documents to your friends, but you’re too embarrassed, 

then please E-mail them one or more short stories from: (Formatted for E-book 

readers.) 

 

http://www.disclosuree.com/Stories.pdf 

 

 

 

 

 

A deeply random thought 

  
Extradimensional people who clean attached and detached souls for both fun 
and profit often hang out at holiday resorts where stressed-out three-
dimensional people go to “detox”. 
 
Despite their crab-like appearance, they are very friendly. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

http://www.disclosuree.com/Stories.pdf
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FURTHER READING 

You can continue reading these articles on: 

http://www.disclosuree.com/PervertingTheCourseOfHistory.pdf 

http://www.disclosuree.com/PervertingTheCourseOfHistory2.pdf 

http://www.disclosuree.com/PervertingTheCourseOfHistory3.pdf 

optionally followed by 

http://www.disclosuree.com/Stories.pdf 

 

HTML and Microsoft Word versions are available on http://www.disclosuree.com. 

 

 

 

 

http://www.disclosuree.com/PervertingTheCourseOfHistory.pdf
http://www.disclosuree.com/PervertingTheCourseOfHistory2.pdf
http://www.disclosuree.com/PervertingTheCourseOfHistory3.pdf
http://www.disclosuree.com/Stories.pdf
http://www.disclosuree.com/

