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A Story about 

“Casey Heinzism's discovery and challenges of sharing his life with Casey Jones.”

by Casey Heinzism
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Photo:  Casey Jones photos Courtesy of The Watervalley Casey Jones Museum. https://caseyjonesmuseum.weebly.com/casey-jones.html

We are however not affliated or associated with the museum.

The rest by Casey Heinzism.

Copyright 2007-2019 Casey Heinzism Published by Casey Heinzism at: 

Draft2Digital Edition License Notes This book is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. 

This book is licensed for your personal enjoyment only.  This book may not be re-sold or and only given away to other people, if a legal purchase for give away, Reselling in pawn shops and rummage sales of legally purchased books are ok..  

If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient.  If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your enjoyment only, then please return to Draft2Digital or your favorite retailer and purchase your own copy.  Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.
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by Casey Heinzism "DNatureofDTrain"

Introduction.

Disclaimer: I have tried to recreate events, locales and conversations from my memories of them. In order to maintain their anonymity in some instances I have changed the names of individuals and places, I may have changed some identifying characteristics and details such as physical properties, occupations and places of residence. Some names and identifying details have been changed to protect the privacy of individuals.

Dear Readers,

You may call Casey a figment of my imagination, or an imaginary friend.

But for me, Jones has been a major part of who I am all my life. 

Sometimes, Jones and I have dialogue as if we were separate people within an internal head voice, other times, we take turns doing tasks to get through this life together.

Some State I was Mr. John Luther "Casey" Jones in my past life, others state my mind somehow formed the personality, to cope with traumatic experiences. 

Some say it is a walk-in soul braid agreement...

However, Casey and I do not see each other as separate but as one single person, approaching two different lives from a perspective of two different lifetimes, and time periods, and sometimes the shifting between I and Jones, is more prevalent.

However, we usually view ourselves as one and not as separate personalities.

We are one single personality with Two separate distinct personality traits.

So, do not call me or Mr. Jones a multiple personality, We are fine with the terms alters, but not the word multiples..

Multiple Personality disorder is an old an out dated term.

(We will tolerate it but not neccesarily be thrilled.)

The correct disorder is called.

Dissociative Identity Disorder. 

I have been diagnosed with Seasonal depression, Post Traumatic Stress symptoms, and Dissociative identity disorder Traits.. 

But not the full blown syndrome, because I can control it.. to where it very rarely is a disorder or an issue with my life, as long as I am allowed to express myself, and allow Jones, and my other alters an outlet. 

This section however is just about Jones, I, and, a little bit about spirit guardian learning along with us named Chaca. 

Some of this will cross over with other personalities and constructs at times...

This is a constant work in progress, and it may have many sequels. The next book in this sequel is called. "Hawk Spirit Keeper of the Tracks." So keep an eye out for this upcoming work, on dnatureofdtrain.com .... .

This does not mean, that Jones and I can not and do not approach the world at times as separate distinct people, as we do like to keep our lives and histories correct to the correct time period. 

Also there are times our personalities will split to interact with each other as if separate to survive a trauma, or for one to protect the other....

Author's Note: to readers: I do urge caution in reading many of these stories. Please pace yourself as they are some extremely heavy content for some readers... I did add in To be continued segments to help you take breaks and pace yourself.
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1. Julia and Julia inspired 
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by Casey Heinzism "DNatureofDTrain"

2/13/2011 12:09:00 AM

This is part of a blog I wrote on 2007 and re-posted on my old forum

Ever watched the movie Julia and Julia.. It part of what inspired me to start blogging about Casey, but I will admit both Jones and I, are shy about the topic of US.

We are actively in each others life. So, you will See the Previous posts deleted and re modified as this blog is a start of a new book called Casey Jones and Casey Heinzism ...

So, I can finally share the interesting hidden story, that the world has never seen, nor understood before...

You will see both the challenges, as well as the benefits and interesting things this has added to my life at certain times.. Just to warn you this has a lot of very sad content in this story as this hits on numerous traumas.

But for now.. ... To start off this book the previous posts will be wiped of their old format and rewritten, as I prepare to write this book. This story may never be truly finished. But I will give it my best attempt.

- DNatureofDTrain .. 
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2. Casey Jones for a nickname -
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by Casey Heinzism "DNatureofDTrain"

This Post Would have been first entry to Casey Blog, however the site I blogged on closed.

So this was shared from a forum post.

DNatureofDTrain Forum

Posted Fri Feb 29, 2008 4:39 pm 

Location: Grace Marsh, Wisconsin USA

(Author's Note: Grace Marsh is just a nickname for my home.. Thundering Grace..)

Well,.. I joined this new network that is like my space but it is all folk and legend oriented....

I made a blog and was going to blog on Casey... 

But I am to darn nervous...

My first entry would be this....

When I speak of Casey, it is like I am possessed I can not leave out the reincarnation stuff,.... the visions, and dreams....

I, of course, do not want to upset his fans, friends, or descendants...

So I am probably going to delete the blog .

.. I just am not sure how to present a Casey Jones blog because there is so darn much I want to say that is not meant to be said in mainstream society...

(I however was told not to edit or leave anything out. To do my best to share and tell the full story, including the controversial material.)

First, Many of you will ask...

Who was Casey Jones?

Was he a real person or made up?

And why or how did you get the nickname Casey Jones?....

Well, I had received the nickname Casey Jones originally from my biological sister.

I was adopted so I have many sisters and brothers is why I use the word Biological.

I had given her the nickname to use online to remain anonymous in chat rooms as Dymphna Smith,

First name after her favorite Saint, and just a like name she liked from Jonathan Smith on Little house in the prairie as she was always a major Michael Landon Fan..

Well, my sister looked at me.. and thought Smith and Jones...

Jones,.. 

You are always walking fast to get to class earlier or on time... 

.....and you love Trains.. 

.....So why not .. Casey Jones....?

My Reaction was I quick ran over to her bed, and put my pillow in my face and yelled

"NooOOOOOOoooo!" ,,,

And then she tapped me on the back and said do you like it?

I then grin-maced a smile and lied, (grinned and grimaced).

"Yes, I do it's an honor...."

Why, did I not like Casey Jones?

Well.. because every time I turned around people were randomly calling me this name, or comparing me to him and I did not know why, but I always got a sick to my stomach feeling when his name was mentioned...

.. so usually I would immediately snap and say..

"Do not mention that name around me...."

Don't ever call me that again....

Not understanding fully my reactions, or understanding or knowing anything really about Jones I would be asked,

"Why don't you like him?.."

and I would respond,

" 'cause he wrecked a train" 

... and then usually, I would do my own legendary fast walk away from the individual or person as fast as I could...

Until the topic was dropped. Sometimes people followed me and would go on but he died trying to stop it from being wrecked. I would fast walk even faster in circles trying to escape them...which usually I did out walk them and lost their trail...

My feelings against Mr. Jones were so strong.. that I used to have a vomiting reaction if I talked about him to much, and then found myself feeling really guilty, and depressed..

I had no idea why...

I officially took on the nickname in 1998, but did not really use it in the chat rooms until year 1999 when I started to chat host only because some sick minded individuals were changing DNatureofDTrain to have a meaning it did not mean at all ... and I got tired of the idiots calling me DNatureofDAlcohol..

I am against drinking always have been.

By the year 1999 I had graduated high school and was well known locally for my dreams and visions coming true, as well as for my fast walk which one day was clocked at a literal estimated 4 minute mile or exactly 3 minutes and 52 seconds to be exact ...minute mile ...

I passed out in the locker room afterward fell asleep and my study hall teacher, caught me on the way to Algebra, and tried to get me for skipping...

I took off and out fast walked them.. As I normally did and they usually stopped and stated no way I can catch that one.

My Phy Ed teacher was worried that if I did not relax after walking so fast that I'd give myself a literal heart attack as she knew that I always did that speed for my hallway walk and my next class was 1/4 a mile down the school halls... by this time I took off to class and back and she freaked out on me telling me to sit and rest.. I refused..

I only slept for 15 minutes into the next class then I was awake bouncing all over, I yelled at my Phy Ed teacher for not waking me took off to my next class as she yelled at me to take it easy....

As I started to whistle a little before I took off down the hallways...

Usually whistling train signaling style.. (..-.) made me feel cool, as in calm, or more focused and relaxed.. it had a soothing...element to it...

I did not care how I appeared really...

I just usually do my best to be my best. This is what mattered.

The "Casey Jones" part of my life did not start here but started way back in my childhood, as you know by now I have the ability to connect with spirits and ghosts...

By the time year 2000 came I was convinced that I was being haunted by the Ghost of Jones. 

I kept having these things that appeared like they were memories or flash backs. 

But... They were not my memories.... It was not my life and it was not until in 1998 I went to renew my temps (temporary driver's license and state ID.) that I had any idea whose memories they were...

I filled out my name, and where I lived feeling as if I was half awake.... half asleep after doing a past life regression self hypnosis tape that I did not realize... stopped mid tape... I was doing it every day for 30 days and journal ling what came to mind. I kept asking, “Are you sure I do not have to drive to get these renewed I can not drive today I am to tired or something....”  I was assured ...I did not have to drive and it was the same as renewing my State Identification card.

... You would think at the time..... Since I was chatting ....I was chatting in About.com Depression Support chat hosting under the name of CayceJTrainHOST, CaseyJonesTrain or CaseyJTrainHOST.. you would think I would have caught on sooner as I helped out in that my dreams or information coming to me had anything to do with Casey Jones until what I wrote in that form at the DMV (Department of Motor Vehicles.) 

it was not my name but his...

"John Luther Jones 

lived in Jackson, Tennessee  

Age 36 worked for Illinois Central Railroad Company.. 

6 foot 4 Height..

130 pounds

Brown hair 

Hazel eyes..."

... by this time..

I turned ghost white and started to tear the paper up into itty bitty pieces....

saving just one piece... the piece with the Name

"John Luther Jones" on it... 

I had slipped it into my pocket to research on later.

"Casey" was his nickname..

I then got online later that night and went to PaganWiccan Chat.. on about.com . and one person told me..

"You are not being haunted by his ghost... 

That is you...

You need to forgive yourself for the wreck...."

I said,

"What wreck..?"

She said,

"You are seeing yourself in your past life.."

I  had thought, 

"no way.." 

She Said,

"What was the name? Iust type it in the search engine to see if you can find anything..."

....and... So I did.. 

I had typed in "John Luther Jones" .. and the results was many sites on "Casey Jones"...

I immediately hyper ventilated at first...  really fast stating, 

"No, No, No, No, No, 

I don't want to read any of this.. "

My friends talked me into opening just one page and reading it...

So I clicked the Watervalley Railroad Museum site..

http://www.watervalley.net/users/caseyjones/htm

The site is now changed to:

The Watervalley Casey Jones Museum

https://caseyjonesmuseum.weebly.com/casey-jones.html

I read the first page.. 

....my reaction was my ears rang, 

....I had a mental flood of images

....and then I was in the bathroom vomiting for the next 30 minutes..

As I cried repeating,

"No, No, No, No, No.. 

I was not him a past life..

I hate that man I don't want anything to do with him... “

....but when I returned  to the computer,  to close out the page.

I looked at the monitor, 

and I was staring at Illnois Central, 

Engine 638 in the picture and then I had felt relaxed

... and talked to my friends more..

I said,

“Okay, if its true that I was him in a past life

.... then what do I have to do to make all this stop...?”

They stated,

“It is easy just forgive yourself for the wreck, 

and convince "Casey" to forgive himself for the wreck.”

I, of course, ran to the bathroom again by then my friend had to log off and I just shut everything down and went to bed

I was still in shock over it but went out into the hay fields the following day for my first time driving tractors running the baler...

It felt so relaxing and soothing even though it was extremely hot.

I got online the following night, and argued about the wreck and straight out said, well it was not his fault! ...

Then all my friends and I started to do a little research trying to find out anything that would calm down Casey's energy ...

They decided that it was time for me to learn to sing his song as it was the song that made him a legend...

I was weary about any of it,

I had strong beliefs in past lives and did not have a problem with anyone who came up and told me they thought they were a famous person. This did not bother me one bit...

But, it bothered me as I did not want to be the one telling another that I was a famous person in a past life, and I surely did not want people to look at me now and think...

“Wow.. look at what Jones turned into ...”

As Jones is still Jones...

..and with that thought. 

My twisted humor kicks in, and I imagine this would rip open the New Madrid fault line from him rolling in his grave so hard if people wanted to say Jones is now that Crazy person in Wisconsin! ....

Even though it can give a new meaning to taking a farewell trip to the promise land!...

Wisconsin - America's dairy promise land!

Anyhow.. after all this craziness occurred..

I contacted my old therapist thinking I was nuts.. as she reminded me that Jones was not a multiple personality.. .. or the result of any psychiatric disorder..

That I knew and understand the truth of what is going on. That she thinks I am right as it being a valid past life carry over...

This was something we could not really prove no matter how much evidence we have.

We also agreed that Jones and I are one single individual approaching our life from two different time periods.

I.. as anyone ......would have to really wonder...

Well, .. I then, again, opened up to grandpa about 4 weeks before he passed on of lung cancer about it.. 

I said, 

“Grandpa.....

.. I have grown to like using then nickname... Casey Jones.. but a lot of people think it was my past life...

...and I do not want people to look at me now using the nick, and think I am trying to be him.

I am not, I am just myself, and I do not want the museum or his family or descendants to find this out and get into trouble, hurt feelings or to offend others by speaking of it....”

The following day one of my stupid friends emailed the museum site, asking about my Casey Jones past life addressed to me as DNatureofDTrain... 

Well, I had just joined the Casey Jones online group and I thought..

"Oh crap, 

I am for surely going to get kicked off of it, and be viewed as a nutcase.."

.. needless to say..

I cussed out that particular friend for a many of weeks straight and nearly broke off the friendship for good...

The Museum, and his descendants were actually very friendly to me, although some believed I was him others believed I just definately work with his spirit or ghost. I had issues with one of the descendants of the other train his crashed into giving me issues.. but that had died down really fast...

I told my Grandpa about it 

as I was upset.. and asked him what he thought..

He said,

"You should keep using the nickname Casey Jones... no matter what anyone says and you should tell his story...."

I said,

"No, No, No,..

I can not tell his story after these nightmares and visions and stuff..

His story in my mind is not always the same as history tells it, and last thing I want to do is spread lies or untruth about him or anyone else...

My Grandpa listened and understood but he replied,

"Yes, You can. You know the truth, and there is nothing wrong in telling the truth."

I had to leave as I had home work to do.. meaning my chores... 

This was in year 2002...

But, as I walked home I remembered way back in 1998 having nearly the same discussion  and...

When I walked home, and pulling out a book about "Casey Jones" that I realized someone snuck into my school bag..

As usual, I had tossed it aside and had never opened it..

I then did my homework, and then played play station a car racing game on Playstation... 

...."Ridge Racer" and then "Tetris" , as I blared the Song Crazy Train by Ozzy Osbourne over and over and over...

When I played  "Ridge Racer" I used to add a twist to it. I would race the whole track as fast as I could backwards, and then I would turn around and do it forwards and still win the game. I remember once showing this off to the family, as I walked off with them all looking at me in disbelief, as they wondered how I maneully shifted the car in the game so well. Not sure, but it was fun.

I did not discuss it again for years...

I graduated in 1999....

Then in year 2002.... Grandpa and I had nearly the same discussion again.... 

As I showed him print out of my stories from my website he enjoyed. 

My DNatureofDTrain Poetry and Stories, 

and My lamb Dog Petey, and photos of my first books for sale. 

He was so proud.

Later on Dad asked me who Casey was..

I said, 

"I dunno why?"

He said,

"Grandpa all day bragged to me about some Casey." 

and it took us a week to realize Grandpa was talking about me.

He then all of sudden fell seriously ill....

So all my relatives came over to his house...

I walked in the door, and He struggled to stand up and said,

"Hey! Casey is here!"

... and I ran over to him and hugged him .....

and he asked me how school was? .. 

.....I smiled and reminded him I graduated.. 

He said, 

“I mean your independent studies.... 

and laughed, 

....and everything else kept calling me Casey 

and trying to sing his song..

But, Grandpa was out of breath.. 

He was singing the TV Show version of his song, 

and then the Oscar Meyer version of Wabash Cannonball.

He had lung cancer.....

I then did my Healing Prayers for him... and he was talking to Grandma.

Grandma passed away 11 years before.. the rest of the family was wondering if he was confused..

Only thing he was confused about is he was arguing with my Grandma who in spirit was telling him. I am Casey Jones..

As he did not believe it laughing his butt off telling her to stop kidding him and pulling his leg, and then he jumped and got really serious, and he said she seriously says you really are him.

I know she does not lie, so you must be.

I said no he is not confused I can not see Grandma there but I feel she is there and he said Grandma says you are Casey Jones, and both of us agree that we want you to keep using the nickname.

That caught on amongst all the teens who all used Casey Jones in whispers with me or when we were hyper playing.. and became a strong way amongst the children to cope...

Grandpa said, “Good-bye Casey Jones”

as I walked out the door I used to always get so mad at him for never using the words Good-bye.. but he never did as Good-bye meant forever..

So I replied to him as he often did to me...

I then turned to my Grandpa leaned left and waved with my left hand and said in a different way and TN, KY, Irish.. like accent..,

“There are no good-byes only see ya laters..”

I then stood at the window outside played and chased his Old English Shepard dog around as he always loved to watch me walking really fast, I leaped over his dog and how she would dive under my feet trying to stop me from walking off... 

She did good at plowing into me at times as we would both roll down hill getting covered in grass together.

I also started to study some American Standard sign language.. 

So I also would sign to him in sign language...

"I love you..."

He was so proud of me when I did this.

So... The only reason I talk about Casey or still use his nickname is it was my Grandpas last wish of me to do so.....

My Grandpa was a real down to earth man, and his response that day surprised me as he did not believe in reincarnation himself, and I have already heard it from over 30 different psychics online as I hopped from reading room to reading room, using different names asking who I was in a past life always getting the same results of Casey Jones......

I did not know what to think...

So I worked with my friend who was a hypnotherapist to try to help bring closure to this so called past life.. on the night of April 30th, 2000 

I was in 5 chat rooms at once, chatting with the Museum group, and chatting with my friends and hypnotherapist...

All working on one thing except the museum group was there to just honor Jones and chat about him.. as we talked and debated details..

I tried to be quiet. So I did not state much to that room, but I worked hard with affirmations and all to try to get Casey out of his guilt, and I had flash backs to his wreck and just was a rough as heck night.

But, that is the night 100 years later IF ... the reincarnation theory is real... that Jones had finally forgiven himself for the wreck, and started to accept the folk hero/legend status given to him and tremendous burden lifted off my own shoulders and mind and I was still ashamed, and felt bad for Mr. Jones.

Yet, I found myself seriously obsessing over his wreck and other things. 

Some of this eased up after I learned his song and started to sing it.....

Now, the question is..

Some people may read above and say, 

"Well you just want to be just like Jones or be him.."

I say, "um.. no thanks.."

They say you never had any excitement..

(They obviously do not realize it is been quite the opposite.. excitement overload..)

I say not true...

I have danced in many dust devils, and funnel clouds,

I have been hit by lightning multiple times...

(Years later it was medically verified 28+ times on in scars on my right foot, the plus means the next scars overlap the previous scars making it harder to count. So it is more than that.)

I have gotten into a lot of fights.. and won...

I have prevented train wrecks and derailments and I was considered one of those school yard legends at three schools in Milton, Wisconsin ...

I am known by many nicknames..

Mother Nature .... Devil Woman, Train Lady... Nature Train Woman ... "The Whitewater Witch",  and well many on the internet have told me that I am a living legend myself..

So why would I want to be Casey Jones?...,

or anything but myself?

No thanks....

I rather be just me. :)

So back to Casey Jones...

Want me to tell his story?

... Sorry..

I am still to shy...

Go visit the museum site...

Learn the Real Facts and documented story there..

The Watervalley Casey Jones Museum

https://caseyjonesmuseum.weebly.com/

Please remember I am not associated with any of the museum groups.

If you want to be on my group look up 

'Casey Jones As Said By DNatureofDTrain' 

on Face Book

Remember how I stated my biological sister originally nicknamed me Casey Jones? 

She disowned me over Casey Jones and my love of trains. 

She also let my other sister and some idiots convince her I am not with dissociative identity disorder  but with schizophrenia and her boyfriend and her for years along with other relatives been trying to make me out to be a threat to myself or others and trying to force me into the hospital... 

So do to this behavior she lost out on me giving her credit for being the one that gave me the nickname since she disowned me.

My Grandpa is who gave me the nickname..

Forget her!.

I been called enough nasty names for sharing this... 

My name is Casey Heinzism... by the way. So do not call me Casey in regards to Jones. 

Thank you. - "DNatureofDTrain"
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3. Qualified or Not -
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by Casey Heinzism "DNatureofDTrain"

September 25th, 2017

Note: profanity was edited into more decent words for publishing.

Note: The citations with (*) Are lyrics in reference to I run on never ending rails, or Train Vehicle Song, by Appuseries. 

https://www.appuseries.com/train-vehicle-rhyme/#1508400512325-3abe0340-91d5

September 25th, 2017

10am...

The Client hears downstairs his Curator and Sister Val talking to a man...

He realizes he overslept.. as he slightly panics, while getting up ranting about his alarm not going off.

..When he slid off his bed almost he had almost slid down falling on the floor... 

He ranted about the bed on the way to the upstairs bathroom...

He Does morning preparation.. 

...bathroom, washing face, waking up... gets some shirts on, clothes changes, back braces and shoulder braces as he is aching...

As his Curator's words burn in his ears, 

“Do not look healthy. Look as sick as you can, and as disabled as you can.. 

.. if you get this it is tax free money...”

As Client starts to repeat over and over.. out loud in a rant 

“Just as some tracks are nice! Just as some tracks are nice!” .. 

Then he states, " Why in the Hell am I saying this,..?" 

::sighs::

He then goes downstairs pours a glass of milk.. 

...walks in slowly.. 

..clearly signaling to the man he was not interested in this meeting.

Client sits their staring at the glass of milk, as he is listening to the man introduce himself.

He turns a moment smiles trying to be polite but is purely mad.. 

Especially ...

...When he hears... the worker state, 

"This meeting is to see if you qualify for a program that would require you to live in a nursing home, or institutional living..."

As Client says, 

"I thought this meeting had to do about applying for SSI? .. .."

He looks down and bites his lip fuming, feeling purely mad... 

Then slips into his visualization of being a static engine number 382 sitting on the tracks, shutting off his thoughts, feelings, and emotions..

.. as he then is just processing and listening to the worker, and his relatives.

Listening to his Curator stating a bunch of lies about how he is to afraid to go outdoors or leave the house. How he never bathes, showers or washes his hair...

Making it sound like he did not know how to cook, clean, and never did anything but sit at a computer all the time doing worthless things like singing silly train songs.

Client had refuted all she said stating how often he washes up how he does it. 

Getting into all the detailed specifics.... 

As he looked at his Curator giving her the clear look of what a crab she really is he then returned to expression less 382 mode.. 

As he leaned his fist on his for head and covered his left eye... 

...in attempt to self soothe and with part of his arm to mentally block the thoughts of revenge to his care home workers who thought this was the only way to help him... 

.. and also with the intent of just wanting money...

Both of Client's, Curator, and Sister Val comment about how great this was going and how they were surprised about Client's cooperation....

Client said, 

"I know I need and want help, you just are going for the wrong form of it..."

Sister Val says,

"Well. I am very concerned when you post some things on face book.. Like you are talking to the Geese and Cranes."

I reply, 

"Really, part of those posts are my Mother Nature character..  From my Mother Nature US fan page.

Most know it is for fun, and I do talk to them.

But it is not like,

"Hi, how are you doing?" 

...it is bird calls, animal vocalization...

I greet them back as they fly over looking for me

..Nothing wrong with that..."

Worker stated, 

"lots of people do that or wave at them, that is fine, and many people post crazy fun stuff on face book, we can tell mental health of a person by that usually."

Worker stated, 

"At stations, board me or a light,

As I go enjoy the pretty sight." (*)

I said, 

"I Love that song."

Then Sister Val brought up mental health issues.. and stated, 

"He has Schizophrenia.. "

.."Yep, he has Schizophrenia and talks to the geese."

Client remained calm.. up to this point then was getting to agitated, and struggling to hold 382 mode.. and he had told her calmly but firmly,

"Stop lying and making up illnesses I do not have. I have enough of my own illnesses. I do not need anymore."

Client replied, 

"and stated he had Depression, Post Traumatic Stress, and Dissociative Identity Disorder... 

But all were usually mild to none as long as he had a positive outlet to express himself, and was not forced into doing anything he really really raily did not want to do. 

His sister replying, 

"You really really raily want to have help." 

Worker said, 

"My engine is the part that’s main.

My coaches form a very long chain." (*.)

––––––––
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He replied and stated, 

"I do want and need help.. but you do not have to tell me this... But the help you are pushing on me is not the correct style of help I need..."

At this point Client was so purely mad, that he started to wave his finger at his sister telling her to stop.

The Worker said to Client, 

"We would really like you to stay local.  I said local as in crazy, living locally or locomotive?"

He said, 

"382."

Client looked at him curiously, wondering how he knew that....

(Client as he waved his finger was also was self administering a PTSD healing tactic, to process, why he was getting so upset, and to remain calm.

This is a bit of self done EMDR a friend taught him, to do.  )

He usually did not remember what it was called could at times use it like a stop signal to keep himself on track.)

She freaked out and told him that was disrespectful to wave his finger at her, and how it is wrong for him to be disrespectful.. and against what he preaches.

Client stated,

"Clearly the way it works in my religion and in my tribe is when one disrespects one of us they show they have no respect or regard for respect and or for our religion and our tribals.. 

although..we will do our best to be respectful.. 

It is NOT held to being so, as by disrespecting us any one of us you give us full permission to be disrespectful back to you, and even retaliate by any means necessary by violating the highest code of respect.

However, my religion and Tribe will always do their best to keep their retaliation in a proper manner.. 

As what one does to others they do to themselves...

...But if we must seek revenge it is in silly harmless ways, or by out succeeding our rivals.

Sister Val was taken back in shock by this as well as his Curator. 

Client then stated, 

"You are disrespectful and insulting me highly pushing these mental health issues I do not have."

She said,

"You do have it... 

Client says, 

"I do not.. .." 

Client kept waving his hand as he talked in subliminal ways.. at first trying to signal to drop the topic.

As he sighed stating the words, 

"Stop it", in reverse.. making drop gestures with his hands... and said forwards, 

"move on" 

or whispered,

"just to get it over with...."

The social worker told Client, 

"I know what you are doing? .."..

Client replied, 

“Oh sorry, should I stop? I am not meaning to it is part of my natural self defense mechanisms to disable the attack.”

He said in a whisper,

"No, Keep going, 

Draw 

them 

out, 

Draw them out.”

So, Client being a smart Alex that he is.. 

Drew a circle in the air around his Curator's and his Sister's faces in the air and drew horns and a tail on it... demonic drawing..

The worker laughed.. and said , 

“the other way” 

Client said,

"I know...." 

Sister Val asked him,

"Why do you hate the topic of mental illness or label.?"

Client stated, 

"It is focused on to much and most so called mental illnesses are not the main illness at all but is a mental symptom of another health issue or issues.. They are facing... 

I believed the medical profession should update their terminology and I do not like how the labels forced the symptoms to always hold the illness label.. 

Especially Mentally Ill.. as illness implies, sick, crazy or disease, which is understandable in many areas but it not well understood even now when applied to mental illness.

The moment the mentally ill, illness, or mental health label is used on a person the outside world insults their intellect, their talent, and tries in all manners possible to discredit any talent and work they have done and they lock them out of work, or socially shun them when this should not be done.

This is when they all started to talk about how Client had very high intellectual abilities and was very smart.. 

Client shook his head, 

"No" 

and rolled his eyes as he said,

"Thanks.." 

Then waved off the topic clearly feeling patronized.. 

The worker then said,

"Sorry, if this feels patronizing to you but it is true..." 

Client stated,

".. I know..."

Client's sister said,

"No"

She said,

"No,.. No, with you why do you get so upset if mental illness or schizophrenia is applied to you..."

The worker was randomly stating, 

"Good use of this psychological self defense, and that one. You are good at this I do not understand why you would be afraid of going in public?..You talk very, very well, and clearly." 

Client did not understand most of these references, just looked curiously at the worker.

As Client resumed and kept waving his finger back and forth .. Focusing on it to keep calm... 

He stated...,

"because when my sister found out she had schizophrenia.." 

struggling to speak, 

"Many people.." 

does relaxing breathes.."

...and it was feeling like everyone was telling me to seek treatment as I had it too, all stating when one sibling has it they both do..." 

"He was also at this time struggling.. as he was having visions and dreams and nightmares dealing with train wrecks, and felt like he was at times being physically shocked as he crossed the railroad tracks..

On the school bus we crossed tracks six times in the morning and four times at night..... some days it was eleven times and that is a lot.."

"This combination lead to a mental breaking down and self harm and cutting to ease the pain and feel better as well as punishment of myself for not being able to control my focus and my thoughts...." 

...."As, well as the decision that if... I  am going to be locked away for life and a burden to society that I just wanted to slowly die, and just fade into nothing, or go to Hell... 

Since, no matter what I did ....good or bad ....I could never escape the hell I was going through... as people kept blowing me off... when I sought out help or downplayed it...

His Curator Said,

"That is not true" 

with a big grin kept shaking her head,

"No." 

Trying to convince the worker it was a lie... 

Client replied stating, 

"How in the hell do you know? Were you in school 24/7 with me?!.. 

Did you have cameras, did your fake hide friend spies you set me up with not inform you of this?... 

You know those fake hide striking bulls that you set me up with to be my friends from kindergarten up until middle school... When I formed my Peace Keeping Rail group. Suddenly all changed lunches and was paranoid..

.. cause I had real friends encouraging to help me, and not there encouraging
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