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Preface

Think back and imagine as negative time takes you on a journey of self-evaluation as the random order taps your access points in memory to reveal our purpose. The chain of Circumstance and Reactive queries themselves defining the uncertain creating interest for further inquiry of function. I am doing this as it comes for the sake of innocence and you will be able to induce more of your personality in the material as you read. My paranoia is sometimes applying its own times to beliefs to alter thoughts, making the psyche elusive. The spirits use what you and I don't know and the incorrect to function for immunity from the danger of misunderstanding. The X=X- 1 to me means that the first unit of a count is 0 and not 1.  There was a sense of antagonism of suppressed emotions directed at those in the know. It's like those I know are on a boat ride not caring about the captain and his suggestions about safety to passengers. Security with money and comfort has left people oblivious about the welfare of those souls that demand recognition for integrity of their concern for a simple life. I had a concern for not being insincere and to provide a product that the reader would be able to detect the intricacies of my thinking process. There was a constant subconscious instinct to be admired for my human nature expressed in transfiguration of visualization and fantasy. My schizophrenia was the fuel driving my ambition to decipher the mysteries of unexplained desires converted into diction to associate beliefs. I want to expose my innocence to the world and provide a blueprint for reference to compare and analyze our personality differences and to accept them as if we had no skin to hide under. There is an ongoing process to make my personality manifest with the application of intuition of reason to correlate with the unspoken to verify doubt. This may be related to my libido and an aura to make sensual contact as with the erotic nature of mammals. Faults in the manuscript is due to intelligence that intelligence does not want to correct for my sake. My 1life has endured as the posters or Sharuk Kahn and Madhuri Dixit I had for over twenty years in my parent's home in the Bronx.

Let's begin:

1)  Circumstance: I am waiting for the bus by my home to go to my volunteer job

Reactive: In the winter time it is more difficult to wait for the bus because of the cold and wind. (Nature and my heart hypnotic). I have to put on my gloves if my fingers are cold and remove them to smoke a cigarette since it will burn the gloves if it gets too short. Bus fare has to be readily available to retrieve for payment to avoid delay when the bus comes. If it is raining you have to close the umbrella quickly and enter smoothly and control your balance since my hands will be used for the tote bag (Should be on my shoulder) and change with a transfer along with the umbrella and somehow be able to hold on the pole to avoid falling as the bus moves. (Belief in the midst of time). If you get a seat you would be lucky because you would be more relaxed and be able to see out the windows where you are going. You would also be able to answer your cell phone and use a walkman in a seated position. The busses have metal frames in the rear where the engines are and you would not be able to see traffic in the back of the bus should you be inclined into knowing what’s behind it.

2) Circumstance: Someone offers me a cookie while I am watching television

Reactive: I am suspicious of what he would want in return at an unexpected time. I think about how my judgment changes because the encounter redirects me from the television and my sense of solitude. I am considering what other people sitting with me feels about the offering of the cookie and if they think they would like one or not and what the risks are to them due to their character and personality. (Hypnotized and wedged between colors). I am guessing he was being kind and innocent and had no preconceived desires from me. I’m also thinking what the medtech in the office there observing me through the glass thinks of the encounter and my taping of this information. As I observe other residents in the adult home I live in by the television with the clock on the wall, I wonder what their situations are like, what they have to deal with when it comes to other people. (Dreaming in images of wonder). Anyway the cookie was good, very good and probably expensive. My feelings are neutral and I wonder what will happen next that would cause me to inquire within myself when I have to make another decision.

3) Circumstance: A group of people, me included, order Chinese food to get free delivery and I did not get what I ordered

Reactive: When the delivery girl arrived with the food everyone was trying to get their order out of the bag. I stayed back and observed being patient and calculating when to intervene to get my eggroll. When I asked for my eggroll, I was told that there was not enough eggrolls and all three ordered were already given out. (Searching for signs within confusion) I felt that somehow someone must have taken an egg roll from the bag and paid a dollar for it although they did not order before with the group and prepaid for it like we all did with everything in the order. I saw a girl eating an eggroll and believed she was not part of the group that ordered but she said that she did and I wondered if she was lying to me. The person that made the order offered me some of his sesame chicken that he received free with the order as compensation for my loss. The lesson I learned is you got to do everything for yourself and clear out any doubts with inquiry in order to have things work out properly for yourself. All in all I felt there was impropriety somewhere in the whole situation that remains unanswered and someone knows what happened and doesn’t want to say anything fearing blame. (Extrapolating doubt with dignity)

4) Circumstance: I am in the bus going to the mall and I step on somebody’s shoe by mistake and they want to fight me

Reactive: I assume the person knows that I did not do it on purpose but was agitated due to circumstances in his life that effects his subconscious that he cannot explain to me because that situation is in public and you’re alienated almost from each other. (Accessing extraneous beliefs) I wouldn’t want to take him on probably because of fear and the possibility of getting hurt by a belligerent person or even going to jail if I assaulted this person. I would assume somewhere in his heart there is compassion and reason and that a solution can be attained through verbal transaction to avoid a fight. I feel that you couldn’t be a man if you resolve your insecurities with fighting. Anyway, if the person became violent I’m not sure how I would react and circumstances may prevent me from getting to the mall to buy what I wanted. (Tendencies for alternate solutions). Probably because the police would intervene sometime during the disturbance somewhere along the chain of events that would have unfolded. And if I did hit the person I would probably blame myself for being thoughtless? And stupid, with too much pride? I reasoned that in the event of a disagreement that would or can cause a fight I would try to prevent myself from striking back and somehow defend myself with minimum defensive force. There is the fear factor that could change all my reasoning that was done outside of a situation thought about when actually involved. So, to test my control, I may have to experience the situation to check my ability to stick to my beliefs. (Trust with quietude of reason). Recently I stepped on a girl's foot and she slapped my shoulder before I apologized.

5) Circumstance: You are at your place of employment and you’re wondering how accepted you are there by other employees as you are sitting there and watching them go to and fro

Reactive: Knowing that I don’t have a regular job there but a volunteer, ordinarily I would feel less appreciated especially since they didn’t ask me to get a regular job there. I’m wondering if I did get a regular job there, would I be able to get along with them—would they like me. I don’t feel they really like me because they have small talk with each other as if they’re pals and don’t include me when I’m in their presence. (Negative feelings chastising). They like to fool around and if I mention something that’s silly they seem to take it more seriously and it makes me believe that they respect me. I’m left wondering what do they want me to show about myself. Like no matter what I project it would be inadequate. It’s like they can be lesser value than their character is outlined as but I have to be more than my profile and still there is no compatible common ground. I feel like I’m in the wrong company but there is no really strong reason to believe that. It feels like I have a duty to excel in life and it is required to take the necessary steps so that can be realized. People instill this belief in me although they don’t believe in me. And if I perform well in my life they will show their appreciation and if I don’t perform well in my life, if I don’t make an effort, then I will be criticized. (Paranoia giving chances to review). And that’s fair I think. Maybe it’s because I’m thoughtful and their conscientiousness is not being expressed seriously but I take mine with great importance. In a way it’s a good thing. People care about my future but don’t seem to care about my life but how I live my life. Reality continues to dictate how I should function in this world and I have the need to sense a fantasy existence to feel like someone. I’ve been working there as a paid volunteer for I think three years now and the little money I make comes in very useful.

6) Circumstance: At the Laundromat feeling stressed and hoping to finish and go home

Reactive: It was a little difficult pushing the laundry cart over here to the Laundromat. I didn’t have to wait long for a washing machine but I noticed there isn’t very much water in the machines and it makes me worry that the clothes in some way wouldn’t be washed properly. The televisions are on Spanish shows. I don’t have an anxiety attack right now but before I had it several times at which time I was folding the clothes after it dried. It was very difficult and I was afraid to look around and look at people although I was not afraid of them. (Feeling helpless unidentified). It feels like I’m an outsider in here because mostly Spanish people are in here and they don’t say anything to me—they don’t even look at me unless I stare at them. I felt I had to satisfy myself so I bought a cup of coffee at the diner and a bag of potato chips and muffin at the store. It seems that the three women over there to the right table are folding their clothes with no problem as if it’s a part of their lives they have accepted. They probably don’t have room in their apartments for a washing machine and dryer. I get the impression they are satisfied with the basic necessities of life. I wish I knew Spanish so I could talk to them. There is some impatience for my machine to go into final spin mode so I could transfer the clothes into the dryer. I feel that I’m an important person to myself but other people don’t seem to reflect that by making any comments to me. Enclosed in the Laundromat feels secure and safe and there is a bit of feeling that I’m enjoying this experience. I’m staring at the camera on the ceiling and is wondering who is watching from the apartment above. (Applied curiosity pending for data). Before when I had an anxiety attack, after folding the clothes it was very difficult and embarrassing for me to push the cart back home like I was a vagabond. The people in here look content and secure but for some reason I don’t believe that as if they have problems they can’t share with just anyone but only to those they may know closely. One thing for sure is they don’t give me reason to have paranoid thoughts.

7) Circumstance: You’re at the front lines of a war and you have to advance towards the enemy

Reactive: Well first I would be waiting for my commander to give the signal to advance. We would be looking around for shells landing in the area and try to ascertain the best way towards the enemy with least gunfire. (Lack of interest observation). If they are barricaded we may have to run across the battlefield in an X formation to make it least likely to be hit by enemy artillery. I would have to look out not only for myself but my fellow soldiers and give them cover if I sight the enemy aiming his gun at them anticipating target. I don’t feel it is moral to use a gun or a bayonet to kill someone—even an enemy combatant. I don’t believe that you have to exterminate an adversary to solve conflicts of interests. There should be discussions to convert an ill-fated individual using psychological techniques to avoid physical harm. I think that a war is a humanitarian crime and governments should be punished for such endeavors. (Discipline the freedom of American politicians by making them fear). Giving yourself the right to attack another nation is heresy even if they hurt one of yours. But today there is no way to stop a war when your possessions are taken without permission. The real war that has to be waged is the education of the socialization behavior in an urban environment. And using law enforcement is wrong because it does not develop the criminals’ minds into better people. It only instills further revenge because there is no dignity, love or compassion in the legal system and the criminal knows this. Humility and selflessness are great tools in converting those who are not complying to a good conscience. It is probably a good solution to incarcerate individuals with dangerous personalities into psychiatric hospitals with guards to convert them into what is socially acceptable. (Regarding life as yours only detecting deceptions). Jails and executions fuels hatred and must be restricted.

8) Circumstance: Having to see the psychiatrist about my anxiety attacks

Reactive: I felt I had to be careful when I spoke to the psychiatrist so that she did not increase my medications. She made me feel comfortable with compassion and understanding but did not feel that she was thinking for me when she talked with me. She showed little attention to my evasiveness and distrust but I did not intentionally mislead her about my condition. I kept it real and tried to explain my distress in a rational way knowing she would respect my attitude if I respected her. She said I was doing very well and that made me feel good about myself and her as a doctor. I told her that the anxiety attacks made me unable to think and that decisions were very hard to make. She knows that I have a short term memory problem and learning new things is difficult for me. My lips get dry sometimes with the attack. All along I was thinking if I said all that I wanted to say to her because if I didn’t it would cause me worry afterwards. (Refusing to say why I distrust her). They do not adhere to paranoid beliefs so I had to restrict such ideas as being alive and challenging the unknown. (Ignorance about paranoia exhibited). She said the antidepressant Luvox I currently take also helps with anxiety but I should see how I feel with the hypertension medication I started before she considers changing the Luvox to something different. (Lowered my systolic not assisting anxiety). I was glad she did not want to change the antipsychotics I was on because that’s a complex transition for any mental patient. It takes a special doctor to work for the little pay that Medicaid provides for them than a private practice that most doctors do to make more money. (Saying everything but what I'm thinking).

9) Circumstance: Waiting for the bus at the mall to go to my volunteer job.

Reactive: We’re in the dead of winter and it’s cold outside and it makes it difficult to wait outside with some wind. I felt isolated and it seemed that the women rejected me. Probably because they avoided eye contact. More than the normal amount of people were waiting for the bus at the bus stop so I felt good for the bus company. Anyhow the 92 arrived on time and I’m here at my volunteer job. A woman that was waiting there is also here, taking the same bus that I did. I had to look for the person that put the patches on my back. It felt good to see Michelle with that warm feeling on her face. You would think they’re conscientious but I don’t think they really are that way. (Job providing an alternate demeanor). They’re probably thinking of making money on the job with at least work as possible. I got the 92 back on route 303 and it had the woman driver that I felt didn’t like me because of her attitude. They don’t offer me sex so they must be no good, especially a kind person like me. It makes me want to be a racist with hate. I wouldn’t want to be with a girl that are from parents I despise because she is genetically them. Seems that some part of my mind is not working because I’m not able to think of what I believe and feel and explaining that is difficult. I’m trying to remember what I experienced at the Palisades Mall waiting for the 91 to Haverstraw. I’ve been seeing the same people for years with the same countenance waiting for the bus like nothing have changed for them. Maybe that’s what happens when you’re on a job and the boss only thinks of productivity and no kind of relationship with employees. (Negative reflection in the silence).

10) Circumstance: Going out in the cold to the library when it’s snowing

Reactive: I put my backpack on with my laptop inside and I was heading to the village library to update it. There was some powdery snow on the ground and I was worried about slipping. I bought a hot chocolate at the store for a dollar and the cashier was ignorant like always. As I approached the library, I saw a girl that worked there leaving and I figured that the library was closed. When I was in front of the library I saw that the lights were off inside and the gate was closed and locked so obviously the library was closed. I was disappointed. I guess they were afraid of the accumulation of snow later. I checked the store for a change purse but they didn’t have it. (Having no girlfriend's assistance). It was my intention to check eBay on the computer. So disappointed as I was I made my way back home to Green Hills, unable to update my computer. There was a feeling of denial like nobody recognized my needs but that didn’t make me angry about them. I can tell that that Spanish girl in the discount store don’t like me as if she knows something about me and I was able to sense this with the intuition. (Solving nothing with the sanity). I guess nobody could straighten her out and if I did they wouldn’t allow me back in the store—that’s what they want believe me. So I guess I have my hands tied. Not saying something could be as bad as saying what you feel—even if it’s a lie.

11) Circumstance: Going to the smoking room to have a cigarette

Reactive: The television is on a program I don’t like and I want to make a decision to change it but I’m afraid to without asking because they would get angry in here like they like to control me. (The optical physical contact with mind). The fans are on to clear the smoke out inside here. Basketball is on TV and it’s like the players are in their own world relishing success not caring about how other people have to live. One of the cleaning persons is in here sitting on a bench with his broom and dust pan and I feel he’s a good worker. Sometimes he likes me to play rap music for him with my keyboard. One time he gave me a dollar for that to buy soda from the vending machine but I didn’t want to take it. (Appreciated was a gesture complimentary). The walls are painted yellow like the desk I painted in my bedroom at my parents’ home in the Bronx. There is a cartoon commercial on TV and I’m thinking that it’s telling me that people are manipulative and they are smart enough not to show it. It’s a Toshiba that looks like 19” with a VCR built in and the volume can get ear splitting. The person that I am afraid of isn’t in here right now. He likes to walk by me and bump my shoulder and make it look like he doesn’t know he did that so I can’t blame him for anything. I can’t fight because I’m afraid of getting arrested by the police. One of the troublemakers are in here talking to himself standing in the middle of the room looking at the wall with his glasses on. One time he kicked another resident I liked and I stepped forward between them so he wouldn’t hurt the resident. He then threatened me but I stayed calm. He just looked at me indicating with his fingers that he was thinking of me playing the keyboard and he was saying something. (The conscience that I have is acknowledged). A strange fellow who carries around bags that are dirty is in the corner like he usually is opening a bottle of drink and just took a sip and is watching television. The temperature is comfortable in here at about seventy degrees. I feel that the fluorescent lights on the ceiling should be illuminating the room brighter. I’m jostling my cell phone in my left pocket and it feels good to be the owner of one. The troublemaker left and it feels better now. Another guy I don’t like is pointing to the television telling me something about a commercial that is showing steak that a restaurant serves. I think I’m going to leave the smoking room now.

12) Circumstance: I’m at the TV area watching television

Reactive: One of the residents I think who likes to deceive others is taking her medication. Other residents are waiting by the medication station to get their medications. One of the female residents sitting here always seems to have a problem with us. She’s sitting at the back to the side so we really can’t go in front of her view. Getting water for medication at the table is a problem for her because it blocks her line of sight of the television. We can’t leave candy wrappers on the benches or leave cups around otherwise she’ll notice and say something. She’s got a good reputation with the staff. I’m sitting here being careful what to say or getting loud recording while the TV is on before she gets upset. It looks like they have abilities and I’m the only one with a disability. (Presented is the nature of personality differences). One of the ugly girls who always bothers me to have a relationship with me just showed up. A fitness commercial is on television. I don’t believe it's right to exert the body forcefully to get into shape because it’s unnatural. I feel anxious as to what should be happening that is not happening. Seems that everybody is a potential problem to me in here but from their faces you wouldn’t know that unless they say something fowl. As an Indian, I have to be a good representative of my race since I’m the only Indian in here. I don’t know if these residents have an understanding of life or not but I have such a difficult time understanding life myself. (Showing unexplained beliefs with repressed emotions). Like however life is they want to keep it that way as long as they are satisfied but I don’t because I’m not getting any job or sex. I’m sure the women in here are giving it to others, especially to the intimidating ones.  

13) Circumstance: Going to High School

Reactive: Almost every day I had to force myself to get up in the morning to go to High School. Combing my hair was tedious and I don’t remember how many days of the week I took a shower. Most of the time I walked to the train station and my father wanted to take me in his car but I refused because I didn’t feel good about him. (Didn't want the convenience of an easy way out with favoritism). I didn’t realize I was getting mentally ill slowly. I was afraid to use the bathroom in High School probably because they used marijuana in there and they may have engaged in sodomy with other boys. It was an all boys High School and at the eleventh grade some girls came in. The librarian wanted me to work in the library but I didn’t want to. I told her I had a "mission" but didn’t know what that was. I had a very difficult time understanding algebra and the math teacher wouldn’t answer my questions when I raised my hand, which was almost constantly. I had a friend in High School but I thought he was gay so I broke up the friendship. Maybe I was inclined to be a homosexual. I used to work after school at a program called Homework Helpers but I never took the chance to help any student with math or whatever. I wanted them to request my help but never did they so I don’t know if I had the ability to tutor. I think I got twenty dollars a week for that and that helped me buy clothing. I used to admire how the black guys dressed and I tried to emulate them but somehow never succeeded to surpass them. I forgot what those plaid pants were called that were highly popular. One guy wore the same type as me for a long time at the same day as me sometimes. I think I took the math Regents and I got 100 at it and he was the one I found out about it from first. That was in the twelfth grade. I was relieved when I got out of High School with a diploma. I was thinking that now I had time to think about what I wanted to do with my life. I never went to college because I was too down. I think I got worn down with the difficult traveling to school everyday with the train. That must have contributed to my present mental illness. During the entire time going to High School, only one woman ever looked at me in the train although I was always looking. Everyone in the train seemed preoccupied and I didn’t know they were afraid to look at each other. I was the good guy that never took any risk and maybe that’s why no girl cared about me. I never had a girl during High School and that was probably because I didn’t get in any fights. I always saw these other guys with girlfriends like their girls were really close to them, you know. There was this guy who messed up my hair many times in class during a period of schooling and the teacher never noticed. I think his name was Gregory. I was afraid to fight him. I remember him lifting up another student and throwing him down. At the graduation ceremony everybody threw up their hats but I kept it on my head not knowing to do that. I could never understand when I paid attention to people they never paid any attention back to me. Like you had to verbally express something before they paid attention back. You just couldn’t look at them and think of them and they would know this and look back at you. I never was sent to the Principal’s Office for any reason but I think I did see it and I didn’t like the traditional furniture like you might see in the House of Representatives. I remember frequently masturbating when I was at home. One time I took a magazine on guns to school and one of the students wanted to see it and I refused to let him see it. The name of the magazine was Guns & Ammo. Technical electronics was my major in High School and I was the most knowledgeable one on the subject until another person came in the school in my class that knew more than me. I felt jealous and didn’t want to try learning in school anymore to do my best. In electronics class people used calculators for the exams but I didn’t have money to buy one. Wait, one time they did sell calculators to students and I purchased one but it soon stopped working. Another student had a Texas Instruments that had an LED readout. During High School it felt that I was dreaming all the time and I never figured out what I wanted to do with my life. I think I was thinking of love but I didn’t meet one in school and I believed girls didn’t want the others in class also. I didn’t go to the prom because I was so distraught of High School and it was with a girl's High School. Maybe I was worried that I wouldn’t be able to find out where their school was and how to get there. I can’t find my diploma today. I think I was the only Indian person in the entire school for four years straight. After that more people from Guyana started coming to the Bronx to live. One time I did meet a girl in the neighborhood but she was not interested in me. If I did have a girlfriend I would have been more successful at schooling and would have found out what to study in college. I didn’t get a scholarship, I wasn’t too great a student. During High School I ignored my Spanish studies because I didn't like how it sounded. I worked on my electronics hobby and barely passed the final exam in Spanish. I think I got sixty-five as my score. The Spanish teacher had a small butt and wore tight jeans and I kept looking at it. (Like dandelions I gazed into the immediate future). I was wondering if she wasn’t embarrassed how her butt looked like in those pants to the other guys in the school. But I felt like nobody special in High School, only to myself. But I guess that didn’t count. My worst memory is when this guy punched me in the chest in the gym locker room when I was not looking. Another time a person fired a BB gun at a lamp shade and broke it on the hallway ceiling. Running a mile around the school was the most difficult thing I had to do.

14) Circumstance: I’m here at the church on a Sunday

Reactive: I’m the only one in the sanctuary of the Central Presbyterian Church and I was sure that service starts at 10 A.M. There is nothing to kneel on on the pews. I’m hearing some voices outside this area of people arriving and I feel compelled to be part of it. There is a feeling of animosity but I wouldn’t express that verbally. When the service started people gathered near the front but I stayed where I was although told to. The pastor did a very good job at reaching her objective to influence us. I visited her office after service and asked her what she is doing for the rest of the day. She said rest and go to a conference later. I think I want to go next Sunday since it was beneficial for me. I wasn’t sure how to sing the hymns and was worried about being out of time with the rest of the congregation, which was about ten. The sun was out as I walked back
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