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Chapter Zero
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Skeptics and believers alike may wonder who I wrote this book for.  I can honestly answer ‘everyone’ with a straight face.  I would like every skeptic out there to know that I’m not writing this to try and convince them that real people with mental capabilities are walking among us.  

I wrote this out of the same type of frustration suffered by both sides, when a person who was born without sight, gets told repeatedly by somebody who has sight, what the color blue actually looks like.  Apologies to everybody truly blind since birth.  Describing a world only a few can actually see and have it be understandable to those who can’t see it, is an epic challenge.  It’s the most accurate comparison I can find.  

In fact, I envy all skeptics from every walk of life.  They have an option.  A choice.  Skeptics can choose to not believe.  I wish I possessed that option for myself.  I might have been a skeptic if I wasn’t born this way.  You see, I have an ability that confounds those who do not share it.  The choice to not believe has been robbed from me the moment I was brought into this world.  

I’m going to reveal many things that others with my skills will not openly talk about, even to their own spouses.  I know many real Clairvoyants, Empaths and Telepaths who will growl at me with their inside voice for writing this, but at this point I don’t care if they growl.  The truth is the truth and that’s all there is to it.  No more omissions.  No more half-explanations that don’t seem to make sense.  Cryptic half-truths will not exist within these pages.  This is written in a simple manner where there is no need for a higher college education to decipher any meaning.  On purpose.  That limits any possible misunderstandings.  

Do we know who we are when we pass each other on the street?  Sometimes.  Depends on our level of strength and mental awareness.  

When I was a young thirty two years old, I impulsively turned around and looked at a woman more than a hundred feet away inside Walmart.  She did the same thing at the exact same time because she could sense my presence.  We regarded each other for a moment.  Nothing hostile.  Nothing about attraction.  Line of sight was normal, nothing weird or intense.  I said “hi” with my inside voice.  She returned a single nod, ever so gently.  We return to our own tasks.  

A half-hour later in a different part of the store, she approaches and asks, “How did you do that?  How did you say hi from so far away and have it sound like you were standing right in front of me?”  

That was the first time I met what I call an ‘unaware’ telepath.  Even though she was older than I, she didn’t own a single clue about her own ability.  She was raised to believe the voices she would hear every so often was a mental disorder.  Well into adulthood, she was taking psychiatric medications for it.  Well, that’s the down side for most of us who are honest about what we hear and see, to highly educated professionals who can never understand.  

Not only did I help her learn how to control her ability, she is no longer taking mind altering medications for something that can’t be fixed, because nothing is broken.  She now lives a near-normal life, free from side effects of medications she never really needed, because I also taught her how to recognize, use and more importantly, how to hide her ability.  

I’m not digressing here.  True telepaths are highly inclined to hide.  I will talk about why through out this book, and I’ll also discuss how our somewhat-normal lives are achieved. Sometimes those lives get turned completely upside down.  Like all challenges in our daily grind, there are big ups and big downs, but the journey itself becomes more than worth it.  
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Chapter One: Early Childhood
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People like me are born this way.  There is no control over who gets extra mental capabilities and who doesn’t.  If anybody has to ask why, I like to reply with, “Why can’t you choose your parents before you’re born?”  The ‘why’ can’t be answered for either question for the same reasons.  Because it simply happens and that is that.  

I was delivered into this world during October of 1968, an era where information wasn’t shared and politics wasn’t a go-nuts subject in the minds of most average Americans.  Kids ate chips and dip and drank pop all the time, eating vast amounts of ice cream with a pound bag of gummy bears for the price of a penny.  Penny candy.  Oh, how I miss those days.  Nearly every day as a child, junk food was our constant companion in the city of Erie, Pennsylvania.  None of us got fat, diabetic or bad teeth over it.  A fat kid was extremely rare.  

Growing up in that much calmer American-culture where children were allowed to go to the park all on their own and not be a big deal, it was much harder for the adults in my life to suspect there was something different about me.  

I was the youngest sibling.  The next oldest was my brother, whom I’ll call Jay.  Sorry and all, but I have family to protect from the mobs of lunatics out there who love to project their violence and harassment at folks who are different than they are.  

Jay is ten years and a handful of months older than I am.  When I turned five, Jay was already fifteen.  The next up the line is my sister Cathy.  

Cathy was already married back then (divorced today) and gave birth to three girls, my nieces.  Cindy was five, like me.  Charlene was three and a half and Carrie was just learning how to move around in a baby walker.  Cathy loved naming kids that started with the same letter, and C wasn’t it, but once again, I’m protecting my family by keeping their identities under wraps.  

I have three more brothers and the oldest, a sister, all of whom I won’t talk about.  They were gone from home with their own lives in different states when I was born.  They own their own homes, had their own kids.  It’s why I have nephews and nieces who are older than I am.  

As for Jay and Cathy, they stayed in our home city.  They were a part of my life.  As you can imagine, if you do the math, my father and mother weren’t young.  I was a delightful surprise they didn’t think could happen at their age.  The doctors thought so as well, calling me the ‘impossible one’ as a nickname.

During a time of innocence where I hid nothing, 1973 was the year I learned what I could see and hear was unique.  Have you ever thought what it was like to have your childhood perceptions evaporate at the age of five?  I don’t have to think about it, I lived it.  So, this was how one such situation, among many that played out, that should have been a huge event... but was squashed into the realm of every day sibling shenanigans.

Jay brought home his new girlfriend.  She was polite, slender with thick waves of burgundy hair.  I recall getting her attention with a wave.  “What’s your name?” she asked.  

“I’m David.  Nice to meet you, Brenda.”  I held out my palm, as I was taught by my dad, to shake hands when meeting new people.  

She gently shook my hand and asked, “Who told you my name?”  

Jay interjected at this point.  “Go and play somewhere, David.  Don’t bother my girlfriend.”  

Brenda gave my brother a solid ‘your girlfriend isn’t bothered’ expression.  “Did you tell him my name before I came over?”  

Jay shooed me away with his hand while explaining, “He probably heard me say it when I was on the telephone with you.”  

I shooed off to play with my toys, because I knew Jay was about to pick me up and toss me into another room.  A brotherly get-lost toss, nothing fast or hard enough to do any kind of injury.  Still, I love my big brother with all my heart, so off I happily went.  

Later in the day, Brenda and Jay call out to me.  I was playing in the back yard, so I went running into the house.  I was so happy and carefree back then!  When I arrived in the living room, Brenda asks, “How high can you count?”  

“One hundred,” I eagerly replied.  

Eyebrows raised, she looks to Jay for confirmation.  He reluctantly nods, as he heard me count up to one hundred on my fourth birthday an eternal one year ago.  Eternal one year ago?  Yup.  Time is felt differently for kids and teenagers, especially in the early days with no internet.  We owned a red and yellow Big Wheel bike for kids and a lot of sidewalk.  That was it for most entertainment purposes.  

Brenda looks at me again with a smile that really charmed me.  “I’m only going to count to five.  Just me.  You listen.  Tell me if I mess up, okay?”  

I could only nod.  That sounded like a fun game, because Brenda, a sixteen year old girlfriend of my big brother, was actually paying me direct attention.  

Brenda turned away from me with a pen and pad in her hand.  Jay regards me closely.  I can only see her back.  She counts by writing it down, saying nothing out loud.  One.  Two.  Three.  Five.  

“Hey,” I said, knowing her mistake.  “You forgot the four!”  

That was the first time in my life I watched my big brother’s tough face turn slack with surprise.  

Cheerful that she discovered something, Brenda waggled the pad at my brother, where she left out the number four.  “See?  I knew your little brother could do it!”

What did Jay say?  “Mom!  Dad!  We need to talk!”  

In most fictional stories, the young telepath is discovered and raised to responsibly use his talents to save lives!  Well, in real life that’s a load of horseshit.  I use that term today, because that is what my dad lectured back at my brother in the other room.  

“Horseshit.  Don’t involve your little brother in some kind of stupid magic act.  He’s just a kid, so stop it.  Right now.”  

My dad was also a World War Two Staff Sargent who didn’t like having his orders questioned by a pair of teenagers during the height of the hippie movement.  Jay did not subscribe to the hippie thing, but to my dad, all teenagers were suspect of such craziness.  My dad’s words, not mine.  Don’t bother getting upset over that level of blind social labeling, my dad has been in the grave since 1993.  

Jay and Brenda went away to do the typical teen relationship thing, leaving me all alone to do the little kid thing.  It wasn’t worth dad’s wrath to do otherwise.  

The next person to notice me in that way was an actual adult woman.  Her name was Paula.  

Paula was twenty-two or twenty-three, I don’t recall that part clearly, but she was young in the adult world.  When I called and asked Jay while writing this down, he couldn’t recall her exact age either, but that was about the range we both remember her being.

Paula wasn’t just pretty.  She was a supermodel kind of beautiful, and whenever she went places, guys would turn their heads.  Married men would feel the sting of their wife’s glare when caught looking.  Even at the age of six, I knew she was uniquely gorgeous.  

She moved in across the street from us in the late summer.  Jay was smitten at first glance.  At that time, he was seventeen and without a current girlfriend.  I was about to be seven in a few months.  

My brother, who was considered ‘cute’ by many women, knew very well that he was an attractive guy to the fairer half of our species.  Paula, on the other hand, tended to attract good looking guys often, so she was experienced in properly dealing with their advances.

“Can I help you unload your van?” Jay asked her as she was struggling with labeled moving boxes.  

She delivered a measuring glance at Jay, then noticed me watching them both from the porch of our house, just across the street.  “Only if your little brother helps too.”  

“Seriously?” Jay replied, his voice almost squeaking in surprise.  

“Yes,” Paula politely confirmed, “or the answer becomes no.”  

Jay hollered out,  “David!  Come help!”  

I was given small things to carry that weren’t too heavy, of course.  I was having






















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png
GXO+—





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





