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			“We can put a man on the moon

			but we still don’t understand the space between our ears.”

			~ President Barack Obama
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Author’s Note—A Disclaimer

			This is my life story—the story of what happened in my head.

			As you read the following pages, please keep in mind that I didn’t realize until I was twenty-four years old that telepathy actually existed. Before then, I thought my subconscious mind was simply generating thoughts that didn’t make sense. Since these thoughts were usually prompting me to do something that might have a negative impact on my well-being, I told myself I just needed to ignore them.

			Once I realized that telepathy existed, it became my life’s mission to bring telepathy out into the open. We live in a world where our thoughts are rarely talked about. I can prove that electrical signals exist, and that my brain is electrical. From point A to point B, electrical signals go through a wire and are contained by a sheath of plastic. My brain, however, is not encased in plastic. Are the electrical signals omnidirectional? I maintain that they are, and the government maintains that they are not.

			In fact, the government maintains that talking about telepathy is a sign of mental illness. I have been in the psych ward many times so, believe me, I know their position. I have complained repeatedly about the telepathic crimes which were done to me, but to no avail. Regardless of the government stance on whether telepathy does or does not exist, this is the true-life story of what happened in my head.

			I am aware that some readers will maintain that what I have written here is fiction, while others will regard it as truth. In either case, I cannot be held accountable for the thoughts that came to my head. I have dealt with all my thoughts with integrity, and everything I have done was legal. Over time, I learned how to keep my thoughts in my own head and not act on them. I am not a threat to myself or others. Everything about my behavior has been, and continues to be, legal.

			The time has come for an honest discussion about what happens in a person’s brain. This discussion needs to happen. In this way, I believe the world will move forward.

			



	

Preface

			This is my life story—the story of a man diagnosed with schizoaffective disorder. Do I have what is known as a reinforcing delusion? Or am I the telepathic icon, the global vectored king, the world’s most talked about person on live media, only spoken about in telepathy?

			Am I, Barry Aubin, the telepathic icon, the global vectored king? And is part of society finally awakening to their telepathic senses? There is only one way to find out! Read on.

			*     *     *

			Psychiatrists are always trying to convince me that hearing voices is a sign of mental illness. I know this claim is incorrect. I honestly believe all the voices I hear are real, meaning that I am picking up on real telepathic voices.

			Now, I know that mental illness is the inability to deal with the very real voices that are coming through telepathically. You lose your capacity to exercise proper judgment about what you’re hearing, and your sleeping and eating habits suffer. You can even die.

			Often, when people with my condition die, their deaths are called suicide—but it’s not that we want to kill ourselves. It’s that we become sleep-deprived and our judgment becomes impaired. Then we can believe something we shouldn’t believe. Like, you might believe you can fly off a cliff—and you try to fly and you die. Or you believe you can stop a moving car with your body—and you step out in front of the car and get killed.

			My particular mental illness always starts with sleep deprivation. When other human beings who are part of the Mind Control Dictatorship want to punish me for doing something they don’t like, they start to try to deprive me of sleep. A person needs fifteen minutes of absolute quiet when they are trying to fall asleep. When the Dictatorship is stimulating my mind, I can’t get into the quiet zone where I can zone out.

			Once I’m in that state where I’ve gone a few days with no sleep, I have difficulty forming coherent thoughts. I become susceptible to telepathic suggestions that are leading me down the wrong path. I also have difficulty choosing the best and most logical course of action. It doesn’t take long for the situation to become out of control. I become prone to a belief in delusional ideas like burning a jar of balsamic in order to burn evil off the tar sands in Northern Alberta.

			When I don’t sleep well, my memory is also less acute and I become prone to intense staring. I fixate on an object and stare at it for too long because I’m so busy dealing with what’s going on in my head.

			Sleep deprivation usually progresses to a failure to eat properly, drink enough fluids, and do good self-care. This it what makes it so hard to navigate properly. When I am well rested, I get at least seven hours of sleep each night, eat two to three meals a day comprised of four food groups, and drink plenty of the right kind of fluids—water, milk and orange juice.

			Sometimes the Dictatorship keeps me awake by talking to me telepathically so I can’t sleep. This makes me sick and I become psychotic. When I am mentally ill, I might be more gullible and vulnerable to someone trying to play a trick on me.

			For example, someone from The Dictatorship might say, “I’m coming to get you.” If I am sleep deprived, I might believe it and act on it.

			Once I was driving in Calgary, sleep deprived and unwell, and I was feeling attacked. I went speeding down the road in snowy conditions. I am a truck driver and when I am normal, I am an expert at judging road conditions. I know better than to speed around a corner when it is snowing.

			That day, I was trying to get to the other side of town to tell someone to knock off the voices in my head. I was responding to a threat in my head because sleep deprivation had impaired my judgment. There was no real threat, no physical threat, but I thought the threat was real. I was so consumed with getting to my destination, I failed to pay attention to the speed I was driving, and that caused me to spin out and crash my car.

			 

			



	

Hope

			The whole world changed for me when I went to Hope for the first time. People were after me and it was scaring me so I went there seeking refuge in the only place I felt safe. I now live in Hope.

			Hope lies about an hour and a half from my previous home in White Rock, B.C. Canada. There is a diamond in Hope that determines the timing of spring. It originates from deep within the ground where you cannot get at her. The diamond’s name is Hope but her mother is Mother Earth. She speaks telepathically, letting trees and plants know that Spring has come and it is time to start the chemical processes.

			Where I lived in White Rock, it only snows a couple of times a year, but we still experience a winter season where everything is dormant. It is green the rest of the year. Hope sits right on that edge where winter starts, where nature is still alive and green. On the other side of the edge is winter. If you go east or north, there is winter all across the country from that point on.

			Ironically, I had driven around Hope during my entire truck-driving career, but never stopped there. Then, about ten years ago, I happened to meet a guy in a bar who told me, “There’s something about Hope. You’ve just got to go there!”

			After that, a small voice kept calling me to Hope. The fact that the place was called Hope factored into my decision to make the journey. I wasn’t on my medication and I was a little bit mentally ill at the time.

			I stayed at the Telte-Yet Campsite, owned by the adjacent Canadian-Indian Reserve. When I arrived, I set up my tent and got a fire pit going. Then I set up the comfortable chair I had brought with me. I made daily trips to the grocery store for supplies and settled in.

			I had all kinds of extraordinary experiences while I was there. I do want to say, however, that even though I was off my meds at that time, certain aspects of what happened to me in Hope were true and real. I may have been slightly mentally ill at the time, but not to the extent that everything I heard in my head was false. I know this because my experiences in Hope were incredible and changed my life forever.

			One day, I was showering in the campsite showers when I sensed a warlock showering next to me. I didn’t see him but I sensed his presence. I attributed the whole experience of the warlock to mental illness. I felt a lot of evil beings around me, from leprechauns to the devil himself.

			I even felt the dinosaur life that had existed there in the past. I heard the story of the dinosaurs in my head from Mother Earth. I knew that the planet had been terraformed by aliens for dinosaur life. (Meaning that aliens had changed the planet to adapt to a specific kind of life form.)

			Over the course of several days, I sat in my chair listening, gazing at the most beautiful place in the world. The campsite was on the banks of the Fraser River, the biggest salmon stream in the world. Surrounding the river were mountains and giant trees.

			The days passed fairly uneventfully until, at last, the big day arrived. This day would change my life forever and confirm for me that I was right to listen to the still, small voice beckoning me toward Hope.

			I had arrived at Telte-Yet on May 4th, 2015 and it was about three days later when everything shifted. I saw something extraordinary with my physical eyes. This was the first experience I’d had since arriving where I could actually see what was happening rather than just sense it or hear it.

			It all started on the morning I awoke to find inside my sleeping bag a collection of the little brown husks that encase spruce needles. The husks protect the new growth and then break off and fall to the ground, revealing the new growth. By falling on the ground, they had managed to make their way inside my sleeping bag.

			I had intentionally chosen an open-faced tent so I could see the stars and the mountains from the mouth of my tent and that’s how the husks made their way into my sleeping bag. Cleaning them up was a big job and I was dreading it. That night, as I was lying in my tent staring out at the stars and the mountains, I suddenly saw all the new growth beneath the husks glowing pinkish red. It looked like something right out of the movie Avatar.

			I looked at the mountain and saw that the big rock face was also glowing—not pinkish-red but blue. In the dark, it really looked luminescent. As I said, when I am mentally ill, I hear voices and don’t sleep. Given that I am not prone to seeing visual hallucinations when I am mentally ill, this night was all the more remarkable.

			



	

Battle

			As a result of mental illness while I was in Hope, I was prone to false telepathic suggestion. There were many telepathic scare tactics being used to frighten me away from there so I would abandon my post—but I wouldn’t leave.

			Witches, some good and some bad, were somehow controlling shadows to scare me off. I’m sure the witches do their own thing to protect or sabotage Hope but I really don’t know anything about what they do. Maybe there is a science to it. I really don’t understand. But it seems to be a yearly thing for people into witchcraft. I don’t think they are quite hostile, but they did try to chase me off the spot I took by manipulating shadows.

			I also heard a man’s voice screaming at me, saying, “You’ve got to be fricking kidding me!” He was upset because I had figured out the timing of Spring. They thought humans were stupid and incapable of figuring it out.

			The talking diamond of Hope (which might be about the size of a car) was speaking to all the trees and insects and critters, alerting them to the fact that Spring had come. At the same time, aliens were trying to mess with the timing of Spring so they could terraform the planet to their needs. But they needed the environment to fail here on Earth first so they could kill us off. There was a lot of hostility.

			Someone telepathically told me that the dinosaurs did terraform the planet to their needs but since they were so evil, an alien species fired an asteroid at Earth and killed them off. I knew that snake grass was from the dinosaur era, so I tried to rid the campground of it by burning it.

			On the night the mountain face glowed blue, the signal came that Spring had arrived and it was time. (Just like in the movie Avatar, the mountains are baby planets which can levitate. They are interested in the blue glowing rock in case it makes more spaceships fly. They are a friendly species.)

			Ziya woke me up and said “Barry, look!”

			I watched a satellite go across the sky to the blue face above the Owl Street Cafe. It blinked periodically like a satellite except something was wrong. It blinked below the outline of the mountain. It wasn’t a satellite—and it became clear that it was a spacecraft of sorts.

			It may have suspected me and began hovering up and down like a star above and below the treeline. Then it must have cloaked and come right at me. The auras of two leprechauns jumped out of the leprechaun spaceship which was hovering by me. They tried to scare me off by saying “Barry! Barry! Barry!” over and over again in an intimidating way.

			I knew they were auras so my heart didn’t skip a beat. They left me alone after they realized they couldn’t scare me off.

			I used vectored fire from the fire pit to help destroy alien satellite networks which monitored us. I burned off evil in the fire pit and dealt with the smell of nighttime rigor mortis (which could have actually been sewer gas rather than rotting bodies).

			I fastened to Earth’s core the auras of the satellites in space that were presented to me as belonging to hostile aliens, and Mother Earth destroyed them. I also tried to eradicate all the four-leaf clover because I knew it came from the leprechaun species. It was only later that I found out that the leprechauns were an easygoing, kind species that wanted more shamrock—the green rock that glows in the dark and powers their spaceships.

			While Hope timed Spring and talked to the trees, the animals and the insects to let them know what to do and that it was time, aliens—and entire planets!—became fixated on me.

			I ended up fighting with seven planets. The fight started after the rock face glowed and the new tree growth glowed. One night I saw the alien one-seater spaceship (a leprechaun spaceship, I believe) and the next day, I heard a voice from the sky saying over and over again, in the most intimidating manner imaginable, “You’ve got to be freaking kidding me!”

			A voice from the ground said, “Go ahead and grab him.”

			So, I reached up into the sky with my aura, grabbed the whole planet and his head with my fist, and also the person screaming at me, and squished them as much as I could. (I can touch things with my mind.)

			Earth was now better able to see into space, thanks to the vector I created. (I have the biggest telepathic vector in the world.) Through my telepathic vector, Earth fired a pulse which exploded the alien planet. This happened seven times and seven planets exploded, which years later freed up Earth to start policing things on Earth.

			Mother Earth was overly busy fending off the other planets and things on the surface of Earth went out of balance. Evil got away with things far more than it should have. After Earth and I destroyed the planets that were preying on us, Earth took a long rest from the battle. Then she had the energy and presence of mind to police things on Earth, like any good mother.

			Due to my sleep deprivation causing me to be mentally ill at the time, strange nonsensical phrases were rolling around in my head. I said to myself, I male knick-knacked all around Hope. What I meant was that all my life, I protected Hope, staked out my territory, and went on patrol. I was so mentally ill, I had the phrase “male knick-knack” in my head, but I didn’t have the judgment to question it.

			Then I thought of the word “cooper.” I started thinking of a guy from high school whose last name was Cooper. We often smoked pot together. Somehow the word “cooper” got the word “wynns” attached to it in my head, thanks to Kathleen Wynne, the premier of Ontario at the time. There were also “denks” named after Doug Denk of Marine Pipeline whom the mayor of Hope resembled. I was thinking about how cooper wynns are an alien three-gender species with brains in their groins.

			Some scrambled up reproductive and sexual images got mixed up in my head with these words—coopers, wynns and denks.

			I was also saying to myself, The Mayor of Hope is a well-fried vector. I mean his name is Wilfred Vector. I think there’s a hidden meaning in his name, and I’ll bet he is a clone—like Doug Denk of Marine Pipeline or one of the cops of the RCMP. Or, Derrick Cooper’s dad. I know Wilfred tries to coerce Hope with infrared beams or lasers through a telepathic vector.

			And I’m sure the Hope Diamond is tied to Hope through the basement of the Dymine building, and that’s another hidden meaning behind the word diamond.

			Mother Earth could see the planet better and the vector helped with her pulse. So, she shot and the planet exploded. I’m not exactly sure how many planets exploded in separate events, but I think it was three coopers (which were very violent and hostile), two devil planets and two fish planets.

			I became convinced that a realtor at Royal Lepage was a fish-morph species. So was a guy at Cooper’s Foods (which became Save-On Foods) I tried to buy quail eggs from. And I heard that the spare genetics of coopers go to guys who are smarter but wimpier than the coopers, and usually fat.

			Any time you see guys with white goatees, like the guys in the Employment Office, they are of a Luciferian species described in the Bible. Luciferians are a carbon-based species which thrives on the carbon produced by combustion engines, which is their terraforming. When it gets too hot here, the devils come.

			Hope Brake & Muffler and the storage place by the U-Haul are owned by coopers—clones. Then there was the lady at the hair salon where I went for a haircut and a shave. When she shaved my face, she did it extra hard and it was obvious that she was trying to hurt me.

			“Are you an alien?” I asked her. I suspected she was in the Freemasons, who had come to the aid of the aliens. The aliens gave them advantages so they would be further ahead.

			“Yes,” she admitted, and then kicked me out of the salon.

			As part of being mentally ill while I was in Hope, I got the delusional idea that I could resurrect buffalo by eating buffalo and bison meat. The more buffalo and bison I ate, the more buffalo and bison I could bring back because the meat I was eating would be increased through my telepathic vector.

			I burned a lot of evil in the fire pit. It may have been delusional to think that I could burn off evil in the fire pit with balsamic vinegar bottles, but I made a vector through the hot spot in the fire pit to help the fire see evil threats. Then Mother Earth and the fire decided on what strikes to make.

			Mother Earth may have tricked me by making me focus on the evil in the balsamic vinegar bottles. By focusing on burning the evil in the balsamic vinegar, all the enemy saw was that I was burning balsamic vinegar. But, what I was actually doing was making a telepathic link to evil by burning the evil in the vinegar.

			I fastened a lot of enemies to Earth’s core with my aura, and discovered that Earth was alive. Any time I found someone hostile to me in this battle to time Spring, I made a telepathic link between the enemy and the Earth’s core. I left it to Mother Earth to make the judgment as to whether or not to destroy them.

			Eventually my stay at Telte-Yet came to an end. I then went to Eaton Lake, just south of Hope, because I could stay there for free in a tent. After a while, a leprechaun used scare tactics to try to chase me out of there. I ended up sleeping in the car for fear of cougars coming to eat me. On another night, I had fears of Sasquatch, which I found out could have been spiders combining in a vector.

			In the same way that I can touch people with my mind because of my vector, the millions of spiders in a vector can become physical in aura form. I put auras of spiders in the fire pit to defend myself. (If Sasquatch are just telepathic formed vector, it would explain why we never find any trace of them.) 

			While I was staying at Eaton Lake, I heard about a type of tree fungus caused by leprechauns ejaculating on the trees to try to terraform them to leprechaun land.

			On one of the nights I was there, the witches came after dark, wearing a mask of the devil. They were trying to scare me by flashing a light in their faces with the devil mask. I already hated the devil and, ever since the planet exploded, I hated devils even more. I was loyal to Mother Earth and she hated them too.

			I went to tell them to knock it off—but I didn’t stop there. After the witches left, I also started warning people that arrived at the campsite. I did this due to a lack of judgment caused by being sleep deprived and mentally ill at the time.

			“Be careful!” I said. “A leprechaun lives here and it ejaculates on the trees. And, last night, there were witches here.”

			Someone complained about me and the cops came. These cops were nice enough and left me alone.

			Later that day, a bunch of cooper clones tried to come after me. Apparently, they come out of their mountain lair southeast of Chilliwack. I fastened each cooper clone that threatened me to Earth’s core and Mother Earth destroyed them all.

			The next day, another group of people came in, including someone who looked like a denk. I warned them too, thinking I was doing a nice thing.

			One of the women ran away from me, screaming. She must have wanted to drive me out of Hope and decided to set me up. All I know for sure is that three cops showed up and they all had it in for me. There was a female cop, a guy who looked like a denk, and a young male cop. They kept trying to intimidate me and drive me out of town.

			The female cop and the denk came to me and asked me my name.

			“Barry Aubin,” I said.

			“You are under arrest under the Mental Health Act,” said the female cop. “Put your arms forward.”

			“No,” I said. “I’m not giving up my duty to this world.”

			The cops sprayed mace at me. They aimed for my eyes but they missed.

			I ran to my campsite.

			The denk cop tried to grab my head and thrust me down.

			I was afraid of being thrust into the fire pit, so I put my left arm around the denk cop’s back.

			“He’s got me pinned!” he cried. “Do you see it?”

			The female cop yelled, “Yes!”

			Then the denk cop punched me in the nose.

			I got up and ran over to my car.

			“We are tasering you now!” said the female cop. And then she did.

			I was down on the ground from the taser, and they put the cuffs on me, tight.

			Another cop showed up. He seemed to be of a higher authority but he was nice. When he arrived, the other two cops’ demeanor changed. Now, instead of looking for an excuse to kill me, they were nice and professional towards me.

			“Can I pour my water bottle over my face?” I asked. “It’s burning.”

			The cops didn’t object. They called an ambulance and when it came, they placed me inside and the female cop stayed with me.

			While I was in the ambulance, I told her, “I’ve lived on murder properties my whole life.”

			As the ambulance passed Cooper’s Foods, I saw that it was now called Save-On and I commented on that to the cop. When we got the hospital, a lady came into my room.

			“You’re a murderer!” I said. I thought she was an alien.

			“The mayor is corrupt,” I said to other hospital staff, “and the denk cop said Uncle Willy! And that other cop punched me in the face and said Barry, Barry…in a demeaning voice.”

			A cop I had not seen before came into my hospital room and removed the cuffs. When he saw the indentation marks left on my wrists by the cuffs, he said, “We don’t usually put them on that tight.”

			The nurses came in and washed my infected feet. Then they moved me to Chilliwack.

			I was convinced I was going to die. Chilliwack seemed overrun with denk clones, conservatives, and Hell’s Angels. As I left in the ambulance, there were turbo pops all around me because Earth was defending from people who were trying to murder me telepathically. Every time someone died, there was a popping noise.

			



	

The Turning Point

			The time I spent in Hope completely changed my life. Before Hope, I was always oppressed and beat up by the bad voices. Now I began to have a defense against them. Since I ended up helping to save Mother Earth from other planets, I knew that Earth was alive and was protecting me against bad voices.

			Earth accomplishes this by killing the people that attack me telepathically in their attempts to kill me for bringing telepathy out into the open. Eventually, she kills off all the bad people and I can sleep fine.

			When I got back from my trip, I wrote about bringing telepathy out into the open. Earth wants telepathy out into the open because the only way she can communicate is through telepathy. She wants to be known, wants mutual agreements, and wants all who exist on Earth to thrive and not go extinct. She wants us all working together to better the world. Bringing telepathy out into the open will help ensure the survival of all life and freedom.

			Next to the hospital where I had stayed was Hope Mental Health facility, where I went once a month for medication injections. It was as a result of my meeting with Frank at Hope Mental Health that I had an important realization: I am both mentally ill and telepathic. I concluded that both things were and are true.

			This was something I had been thinking about for years and I was grateful to have finally figured it out. This realization came to me about six months to a year after returning home from Hope.

			I had previously resisted psychiatry because they diagnose the hearing of voices as mental illness. I’ve always known that telepathy exists, even though psychiatry has always tried to convince me it doesn’t. This put me at war with psychiatry. So, in my desire to be honestly normal, I helped invent the telepathic recording device. I also invented anti-telepathy walls in an effort to police telepathic crimes.

			I understand that psychiatry may have been beat down into submission by the Telepathic Crime Dictatorship and that they try to enforce the submission of everyone else, including patients, as a method of treatment.

			For psychiatry to go so far as to say that telepathy doesn’t exist, and to insist upon my submission to the voices, didn’t jibe with me. I knew that no matter how many pills I took, it could not and would not shut off telepathy. Telepathy is one any of my senses, just like taste, smell, touch, hearing and sight. It can’t be shut off.

			I knew that since the brain isn’t encased in plastic, communication between electrons happens no matter what. I also knew that due to forced sleep deprivation by telepathic criminals, my brain was damaged from the sleep deprivation itself. After two days without sleep, no one is normal.

			I heard from the case worker at Hope Mental Health that every time the brain goes through psychosis, the harder it becomes to treat. I decided after the numerous hospitalizations to finally take better care of myself.

			They say that people with my condition have a fifteen-percent chance of suicide. As I said earlier, it’s not that we want to kill ourselves. It’s that as a result of believing something delusional, we may do something dangerous that brings about our death. Like thinking I can stop cars or fly like Superman.

			The Telepathic Crime Dictatorship fought my efforts to bring telepathy out into the open with war tactics like sleep deprivation. Maybe if telepathy comes out into the open, psychiatry will finally come up with medications which don’t cause the weight gain that caused me to balloon up to three hundred pounds.

			It’s a Catch 22-situation—take the medication and have less chance of suicide, or have the problems of three-hundred-pound people. Those problems can include, among others, conditions like diabetes or fatty liver.

			I have taken every dose and every injection of psychiatric drugs I have ever been given. Nothing has ever shut off the telepathy or stopped the attacks from telepathic criminals. Booze also acts as a powerful sedative so I can sleep. (And I can’t stop drinking booze because the Dictatorship would murder my family members if I did.)

			I couldn’t afford anti-telepathy walls, so I was limited to those options I had to fix my problem. I figured I had only two choices: fight the Dictatorship with everything legally available to me or suffer more sleep deprivation when they attack me.

			When I was first diagnosed with mental illness, I said to my psychiatrist: “I want you to explain to me why I am sick, down to brain mapping. What exactly is going on in my brain to cause the mental illness?”

			“You won’t understand it,” he said.

			“So, let me get this straight. You have no cure, no way to prove I’m sick, no proof of a chemical imbalance, no test, you don’t know what caused it, and you aren’t open to even consider what I think it is—telepathy?”

			“You’re sick,” explained my doctor.

			“No, you’re sick!” I said.

			“You will be in and out of psych wards for ten years and I won’t lose any sleep over it,” said my doctor.

			His six medical degrees made him pretty pompous. He thought he was so smart and so special, as if I could not possibly understand if he tried to explain my condition to me in a way that made sense. He didn’t appreciate the fact that I was questioning him, probably because he knew there weren’t any answers.

			My psychiatrist kept trying to drill into me the words “You’re sick!” He wanted me to stay on medication for rest of my life.

			My doctor saw my belief in telepathy as a symptom of my mental illness. He also used as a basis for his diagnosis his observations of my behavior.

			I thought to myself, Well, that doesn’t make sense. What if someone does telekinesis on me or something and makes me act a certain way through mind control? Then he will have a fake observation.

			I was trying to have an honest conversation with him about my belief that telepathy exists. I wanted him to address it. The fact that he wouldn’t even consider it left me with the impression that he didn’t know what he was talking about. I didn’t like him at all.

			As I ventured down the road of studying telepathy, I moved around a lot. Any time I had an incident that led to hospitalization, I got a new psychiatrist and eventually I was medicated all the time.

			I have noticed that when I am on medication, I handle sleep deprivation better, but I still get attacks from telepathic criminals. These days, if I go two days without sleeping, I go directly to the hospital. Since everyone knows who I am because I’m telepathically famous, I have a support network that comes to my aid and surrounds me. I rely on that network. Someone in the network might, for example, spread the message, saying, “Barry’s in trouble!”

			There may be a billion people that don’t like me but thankfully six billion do, and they try to help me by snuffing out the problems. They can do mind control on the people from The Dictatorship trying to do mind control on me and cause sleep deprivation. My support network beats up those people, creates separation so the fighting stops, and generally makes their lives miserable.

			The main conflict in my life stems from this fact: if I bring telepathy out into the open, the one billion people who believe telepathic crime and mind control need to remain legal will target me. They don’t want telepathy brought out into the open because they will get in trouble for their telepathic crimes.

			So, they target me because I am telepathically famous and they know of my existence. Of course, there are six billion people in my support network and they do want telepathy brought out into the open. So, does Mother Earth.

			



	

Origins

			I am thirty-eight years old as I write this. My very first encounter with the media took place one day in 1982 when I was about five years old. My parents turned on the car radio and all I heard was angry noises. This occurred on one of our Sunday drives which started around that time and continued until I was seven or eight years old.

			It was Easter weekend and a beautiful sunny day. Dad was driving, Mom was siting in front, and I was in the middle backseat with my sister Dena on the left and my sister Jacqueline on the right.

			We would go for Sunday drives quite often and drive all around town. Our town had tall pine and spruce forests and we were surrounded by deep bush. As you went east, there were more and more farms. To the southwest of town was Whitecourt Mountain. (Having seen the Rockies, I knew that Whitecourt Mountain was more of a big hill than a real mountain.)

			If you lived on the top of the hill, it was uptown, and the bottom was downtown. I liked that Whitecourt had both an uptown and a downtown. Our population was about six thousand people strong, and we were located an hour and a half from the huge city of Edmonton.

			As we drove along, I could see big trees to my left and right—pungent spruce and pine. In front of me, I could see my dad steering and continuously playing with the radio dial.

			In looking back, I now realize that my parents were telepathically communicating with the drivers that passed by. These drivers were informing them that they could hear inside their heads everything that was going on in our car. Dad must have been hearing negative telepathic comments from the people in the cars around him.

			Dad said, “What the hell?” This is a phrase he said quite often.

			Dad was terrified as he watched Mom vacillating between happiness, hope, joy, and fear over the telepathic comments from cars passing by on the road. Mom’s emotions changed as the nature and tone of the comments changed.

			These comments covered the spectrum and included things like:

			“Your boy is a miracle, Doreen!”

			“God finally answered our prayers, Doreen!”

			“I heard him a hundred yards back, Doreen!”

			“Kill that mutant son of a bitch now, Jack!”

			“Get off your ass, you dumb bitch and telepathically box his ears so he doesn’t hear anything!”

			“It’s not reasonable!” Doreen would plead. “I’d have to do it constantly…his whole life.”

			“Then take a fucking pen and ram it in both ears! Everyone shut up or we will all get killed!”

			“Do not tell Barry telepathy exists or he will surely die!”

			My brain was wired to telepathize everything I heard. It was a gift I couldn’t control at all. I was just a genetic mutant kid.

			It was intense for me as a little boy to hear a thousand angry thoughts yelling at me in the head, telling me to stop turning everything I heard into telepathy. It was extremely uncomfortable. I was either really happy or very upset (bipolar, really), depending upon whether the people talking to me telepathically gave me intense love or extreme anger.

			I loved the happy voices that I thought were just thoughts but would later realize were actually telepathic voices in my head. And I hated the evil, angry ones which occasionally made me cry.

			My sisters sat there in awe of the whole experience but scared of Dad’s reactions. They knew it was hard on our dad, who wasn’t inherently a risk taker, to know that his only son was the greatest risk of all.

			The ladies in my family spent an excessive amount of time making sure I always knew that the things I heard in my head were simply my own thoughts. They also made a telepathic field to disrupt everything I heard with both my ears and my mind. It was exhausting work for them. But they knew I would die if they didn’t do it because every person who tried to prove telepathy existed and lead the telepathic rights movement died.

			As a result of the efforts of the pack of ladies in my family, I only heard what they let me hear. I was sort of deaf half the time, both in my head and my ears.

			Dena would ask, “Dad what’s going on?”

			My father would say, “Shut up! I mean we are just listening to the radio, sweetie! We are just trying to figure out why Barry covers his ears…that’s all.”

			We always stayed within the confines of Whitecourt radio range, but my mom had to know what happened when we tapped into the big city of Edmonton which was barely within radio range.

			Mom wondered, Would Barry be accepted? Could he make it big time? Dad was also curious but terrified.

			The announcer started out saying verbally, “John Warnock Hinckley, Jr. tried to assassinate Ronald Reagan a year back. He was in love with Jodie Foster and we are now waiting for the trial where he pleaded not guilty for reasons of insanity.”

			Then the announcer became fixated on me telepathically. In my head, I could hear intense anger. But, just as a thousand voices talking all at once becomes a jumble of sound, the voices I was hearing telepathically all blended together. That made it impossible for me to decipher what were being said.

			Then there was the fact that my grandma, aunts and mother were all telepathically boxing my ears so I couldn’t hear. I hated the noise I’d hear in a jumbled ear block, so I covered my ears and complained about the noise.

			It wasn’t long before my parents realized that they couldn’t ride in a car with me with the radio on. I would make a telepathic link with the announcers because I tried harder to listen. I wasn’t making those telepathic links on purpose, said the announcer telepathically. Only my parents heard what he was saying.

			The announcer said, “Stop! Stop! Stop! That little kid just made a telepathic link with me. But it is weird because when he telecasts, I can hear everything he hears with his ears in my head and it’s hard for me to run the radio station. Not that it’s impossible, just awkward. Anyway, the girls are boxing his ears again. Oh, shoot! I just broadcast that to the whole city of Edmonton.”

			Just then, the enemy took control of the announcer’s mind and made him speak telepathically through telekinesis.

			“Attention, City of Edmonton, this genetic mutant kid is breaking the rules. And we will stop it. Let’s kill him! All you people who want high-paying oil patch jobs better kill him now or we will deliberately collapse the economy. Don’t forget, I control the tap of oil production, not you! Choose between starvation of a whole province or the death of this one kid. Choose now! Or it will be your kids starving to death.”

			Just then, a thousand-plus people who had been listening to the radio, including oil-patch bigwigs and white-collar workers, made a telepathic link with me. Simultaneously, the radio announcer made an aura image of what I looked like through the radio. With that image, the people could think about me and try to do a big brain pain in my head.

			My family blocked me from seeing the image. But all the angry voices in my head, a thousand people strong, were piling up. It was static. I began crying.

			They said, “One, two, three, let’s kill the kid!”

			They tried to emit the brain pain all at once. As they died, they all went pop, pop, pop.

			I survived.

			On another Edmonton station, people began arguing and spreading the word to the world: “It’s a miracle! They tried to kill him and he is still alive! Is he a saint? Elijah? Jesus? The fact that he lived is a miracle that happened on Easter Sunday. Why today?”

			“Shut up, you stupid bitch! My dad just died!” someone driving by said telepathically.

			“But your dad was trying to murder an innocent kid!”

			“Who gives a fuck? It’s just one kid! My kids are more important! I don’t want to lose my job!”

			“So, this kid should die because you want a job?”

			“Yes! And besides, he is a genetic mutant and we need to purge the weird fucks.”

			“Hold on, we got rid of Hitler who purged genetic types like Jews.”

			“I’m Jewish! Who cares? You leftist idiots are all the same. Stand up for human rights, we all go broke! Just shut the fuck up.”

			“I have the law on my side. I have freedom of speech.”

			“Bullshit! There are no rules in telepathy. Telepathy doesn’t even exist.”

			“So, this telepathic conversation we are having now doesn’t exist?”

			“That’s right. And if you maintain that it does, we will put you in the psych ward. And we will fucking kill you! Hear me now, bitch?”

			



	

Telepathy and Witchcraft

			A couple of years after my schizoaffective disorder diagnosis, I found out that I was telepathically famous. So, I decided to start writing books. I figured that, being telepathically famous, it would be easy for me to sell books and maybe also merchandise, including T-shirts.

			I believed that I had an answer, a new perspective for psychiatrists that would help them look at schizoaffective disorder and schizophrenia differently. And I thought that by telling the truth, books would sell right away.

			It only made sense. After all, whenever I turn on the T.V. or radio, I hear people talking about me. So, why wouldn’t I be able to capitalize off my fame and make a career out of it?

			I asked myself, Why doesn’t society talk about telepathy at all?

			I figured there were two interconnected reasons—witchcraft and psychiatry. Historically, telepathy was equated with witchcraft. And the reaction of psychiatrists to any mention of telepathy has not helped the cause.

			Psychiatrists’ reaction to telepathy makes society scared to talk about it. If people know that they are risk of being burned at the stake like a witch—whether literally, like they did hundreds of years ago, or figuratively, as in present day—they become terrified to talk openly about telepathy.

			It’s also disturbing and scary for people to imagine being locked up for a month in a mental institution, and possibly losing their job, because of talking openly about telepathy. Sometimes the deterrent is something as simple as being diagnosed and then treated with pills that cause obesity. When you consider all these factors, it’s easy to understand why telepathy is a taboo subject.

			I started to spend a lot of time imagining how it might have felt to live during the 1600s, for example, when telepathic people were burned at the stake for being witches. Here is an example of a conversation that could have taken place during the 1600s, the era when people who were telepathic were suspected of witchcraft and burned at the stake.

			A man named Michael and a woman named Maria live on a farm in England in the year 1602. They are standing together, talking over the stove in their house.

			Suddenly, Maria blurts out exactly what Michael is thinking: “I must get more wood but it’s too cold to go out.”

			“I was just thinking that!” says Michael.

			“I know,” says Maria. “I just heard it in my head! I must be reading your thoughts.”

			“Try it again,” says Michael.

			“I loved the way your bosom looked in that red dress,” Maria said.

			“What the heck? How do you know that? You did it again.” Michael staggers over to a chair and sits down. “Okay, try it again.”

			“The ox is getting old. We should be thinking about getting a new one.”

			“Why, I’ll be damned!” says Michael. “You did it again!”

			Michael encourages his wife to repeat this experiment over and over again. Each time, he tries to think of something more unlikely, hoping to stump Maria.

			“Boo Boo Puffs are crusty when wet,” says Maria.

			“How did you do that?” asks Michael.

			“I don’t know!” says Maria. “All I have to do is think of you and I hear words in my head. I’m just repeating what I hear.”

			“We have to show people in town!” says Michael.

			Maria agrees. So, they spend the rest of the night testing Maria’s telepathic powers and then they head for town in the morning. When they reach the town square, they find a crowd gathered. Seeing this, Michael decides to get up in front of the crowd and speak.

			“Hello, fellow townspeople,” says Michael. “My wife, Maria, and I have a startling discovery to share with you today. She can read my mind! Anyone want to test it? Just whisper a phrase quietly into my ear. Then I’ll think the phrase and we will see if Maria, who will be standing twenty feet away, can verbalize what I am thinking. Any phrase at all! Come on…don’t be shy.”

			Up walks Stan the Butcher and whispers something into Michael’s ear.

			“Hens are on sale today in my shop,” says Maria.

			Stan looks at Maria and scratches his head. Then he turns to the crowd and says, “It is what I said!”

			Ronald the Baker storms up, ready to disprove the claim that Maria is telepathic, and whispers in Michael’s ear.

			“The hot cross buns at my store are the best,” says Maria, smiling.

			“I’ll be darned!” says Ronald. “She got it!”

			A murmur begins to make its way through the crowd and Michael realizes he must speak up before things get out of hand.

			“We don’t know how to explain it,” he says, addressing the crowd, “but I think she is telepathic! In fact, maybe we are all telepathic and can do the very same thing!”

			John the Mayor pushes aside the crowd and makes his way onto the stage.

			“I can explain it!” he shouts. “It’s obvious. You two have been practicing witchcraft!”

			Michael stammers and Maria gasps.

			“It’s not bloody witchcraft,” declares Michael.

			“Absolutely not!” agrees Maria. “I really can hear whatever Michael is thinking. We just found out I can do this. We didn’t even realize it before…”

			John the Mayor completely ignores the denials of Michael and Maria. “And for practicing witchcraft,” he continues, “there are only two punishments…hanging or being burned at the stake! Let’s have a vote, shall we? Let’s start with Michael. Hang or burn?”

			The crowd begins loudly chanting, “Hang! Hang! Hang!”

			“And for Maria?” continues the mayor. “Hang or burn?”

			“Burn! Burn! Burn!” chants the crowd.

			“By vote of the town,” declares the mayor, “we will hang Michael and burn Maria at the stake. Let this be a lesson to all of you! This is what happens if you practice witchcraft. You will pay for it with your lives.”

			



	

The Michael Jackson Interview

			I have shared some of my early experiences with telepathic transmissions and radio. Currently, I hear myself mentioned on T.V. broadcasts all the time. While taking a writing course to learn how to write my life story, I began to research what was said in telepathy at different times in recent history.

			In doing searches on YouTube, I came across interviews with Michael Jackson. I became curious about whether he was talking about me during the height of his popularity and, if so, what he might have been saying.

			When I began listening to the Michael Jackson interviews, I quickly discovered that Michael was indeed talking about me. I believed what I was hearing and I was blown away by it. I was also curious and wondered, But how did I become famous so fast?

			Then I said to myself, Well, if I played Michael Jackson’s music while I am driving around and telepathizing everything I hear, he might like that.

			I began deep reflection on my situation. I couldn’t understand how I had managed to live through my childhood. How could a little baby take on The Dictatorship? I asked myself.

			It would be dangerous for an adult with stature, influence and power to try to bring telepathy out into the open. But a baby, or a young kid who is clueless about the ways of the world? I just didn’t get how I could possibly have survived.

			After all, just by telepathizing everything I heard, I was bringing telepathy out into the open. Telepathizing means that I automatically transmit or broadcast telepathically everything that I hear. I can also intentionally hear telepathic communications and respond to them telepathically. Telepathizing is not something I choose to do. As long as there is sound present, it happens of its own accord.

			I found an interview which took place in 1980 between Michael Jackson and an interviewer named Sylvia Chase. When I listen to this interview on YouTube, this is what I heard for the telepathic part of it. Note that members of Michael Jackson’s family were also involved in the telepathic portion of the interview.

			Silvia Chase: Barry Aubin has been born and Michael Jackson adamantly supports him.

			Marlon Jackson: Hey, Barry, you’re just a little boy, but we are going to support you. You telepathize…telepathize is the new word people are using to describe turning everything you hear into telepathy. Anyway, I know it sucks to telepathize everything you hear but we are going to try to make you have the best life possible.

			Joe Jackson: It sucks that the kid was born telepathizing everything he hears. It’s a surprise that he even made it to his third birthday!

			Michael Jackson: I’m going to do everything I can to help the kid. Maybe we are in the dawn of a new world where we bring telepathy out into the open, I know that’s nonsense but that’s what dreams are made of. You see, I can’t help but think if we stick together and protect one another that this little boy turning everything he hears into telepathy will make all people who hear him fully conscious that telepathy exists. Everywhere he goes, he proves it. I mean, if I was driving down the road, and heard the crisp music in my head and not with my ears, and it was that loud, I would know telepathy exists right? Gosh, I’d love it if he played my music!

			Katherine Jackson: If Barry makes it to adulthood, I’ll be surprised. But we decided we would do our best to give him the best life possible.

			Joe: I don’t know if he will survive much longer. You don’t know what it’s like in the telepathic world. It’s so violent and dangerous! We just need to surround the kid with love and if he survives, it’ll be a miracle!

			Silvia: Michael, does it bother you that Barry always upstages you? That in your head it’s Michael and Barry at the same time, all the time? Obviously, Barry isn’t in your head, but the media and general public constantly talk to you about him, asking you to promote him. Does that bother you?

			Michael: No, I’m not selfish. I’m not worried about stuff like that. I see this kid, this wonderful kid, and why wouldn’t I help him? I feel so badly for him because I know what’s coming. He may have his nice days now but I wish people weren’t so evil. I hate that word. I mean I wish people weren’t so mean. The bigotry is bad for a black person, but for him, it’s going to come from everywhere. Hopefully, there are enough of us good people that he will survive. Hopefully we can teach everybody love. That’s why I keep sticking up for him.

			Silvia: Do you ever get sick of talking about him?

			Michael: No, actually, it’s kind of fun. I get a high from it. We only get one life to make a difference and if I’ve got to rally around this kid, I will. It makes me feel good. I just want to teach everybody love.

			Silvia: Well, that’s great! The news stations have all done the same thing. We are united in being behind Barry. But it appears as though there are two sides—the people who love Barry and the people who hate him. There are the people who realize that Barry’s gift is the proof that telepathy exists. They want to bring telepathy out into the open. Then there is the Corporate Fascist Dictatorship which does mind control to keep telepathy under wraps—the rich elite and their telepathic goons.

			It’s like we’re in two different worlds. We have physical freedom provided by the constitution and our
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