
PROJECT SUPERMAN
A "VICTIM" OF THE ILLUMINATI'S
SUPER-RACE PROJECTS &
MONTAUK EXPERIMENTS SPEAKS OUT

{the Andy Pero story, aka Mr.X... Nazi Mind control and the Montauk Projects...}

Introduction

 Memories are a strange thing, there are tangible memories that can be proven factually, there are
suppressed memories which are clouded recollections of actual events, memories that are a mixture of
real and unreal events, memories based on imagination and possibly most frightening of all, memories
that have been intentionally "programmed" within the mind of a person, which might consist of anything
between actual real life experiences to entirely "designer" memories that may have been inserted to
"cover up" experiences that are far more stranger than fiction. Just where in the spectrum the experiences
of Andy Pero may fit, I do not know exactly, although many of the places and people he describes DO
exist as evidenced by the links that I've added... so at least a good number of his memories are apparently
accurate... but the question is, are his reported experiences with the alien time/space projects as carried
out in the Montauk bases also based on fact, and if so to what degree? Others have made similar claims
about montauk {although these fantastic experiences do not appear until the last few sections of Andy's
story} as can be seen by doing a SEARCH of the Internet for other writings on the Montauk Project. So
here then -- for those very few readers who will view this page -- is Andy Pero's story... - Alan

*********************

This is my story, and this is my life. This is the time line in which events occurred as well as I can recall.
As I slowly regain my memory this is my life as I can remember it. This is however just a rough outline
and many of the parallel timelines which coexist during my life have been left out of this document. As
time goes by more and more of the pieces will fall into place.

Here is my time line

My father graduates from the US Navel Academy class of '63 (Michael A. Pero Jr.).

Aug 1966-Nov 1968- My family is stationed at the CB's Construction Battalion Center in Hueneme,
California.

Nov 1968- My family moves to Fallon Nevada. My father is the LT. Commander at the Fallon Navel Air
Station in Fallon Nevada.

Nov 25th 1969- I was born, in Fallon, Nevada. I am Michael Andrew Pero III.

July 12th 1971- My father resigns his commission as the LT. Commander at the Fallon Navel Air Station
and leaves the Navy. We move to New Jersey, and he begins work in the private sector.

June 1974- July 1976- My father begins a new job overseas, and we move to Munich, Germany. {note:
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capital of bavaria, as in, "bavarian" illuminati - branton}. I am 5 years old. I attended to two different
schools at this time, the German kindergarten in the morning, and then the English kindergarten
afternoon (kindergarten and then 1st grade). This is where the first discrepancies begin between my
memory and my parents.

I remember living in Germany. I remember our apartment, and how our cat "twinkee" would not listen to
anyone who called her in German. But if anyone, no matter who it was called her in English she would
come running. I remember my best friend was a little girl with long straight brown hair and brown eyes. I
ate dinner over her house and I remember after dinner she took two beers out of her parents refrigerator
and we drank them in her driveway. I was all worried we were going to get in trouble, but she said she
drank beer all the time. I took about three sips and felt like I was going to throw up. I wanted to dump
mine out but she didn't want to waste the beer, so she drank mine too. I remember my sister trying to
teach me how to dance and she flung me around the apartment so fast I was thrown into the corner of the
wall and cut my head open and had to go and get stitches. I remember all of this.

But most importantly I remember the German kindergarten. I remember the teacher and how she looked.
She was very nice to me and had long wavy brown and gray hair, and looked like she swallowed a tire
around her waist as she was heavy set. I remember being introduced to my first "gummy bear" and how I
thought they were the "coolest thing ever". Being an American and being the physically biggest kid in
the class I was a sort of the class celebrity, and the center of attention. I remember the mini pool they had
outside, it was only about a foot deep, but we would strip down to our underwear and when it was warm
outside go in for a swim. I remember all of these things, but when it comes to the "American" school I
supposedly went to in the afternoon. I DON'T REMEMBER ANYTHING! I have no memory of another
class room, I have no memories of another building, I have no memories of any friends, people, or
teachers, no memory of even going to another school. WHAT I DO REMEMBER IS AN AIR BASE. I
remember as I was walking up to it for the first time it was a huge place with a big chain link fence
around it.

There were airplanes and miles and miles of cement. And I don't remember the man who was walking
with me but I DO remember asking him "why are you taking me here?" and he answered "Because of
your father!" "But my father was in the Navy, why are you taking me to an air base?" I asked again. And
the man answers "Son, all branches of the military work very closely together." "But he is no longer in
the Navy?" I answered. And he said "We are doing this as a 'special' favor for your father." "Why" I
asked. "BECAUSE WE TAKE CARE OF OUR OWN!" he says as his tone has changed, and then he
said "you sure do ask a lot of questions you little shit." I remember this hurt my feelings because I wasnít
trying to be a little shit, I just wanted to know why there were taking me to this strange place. I don't
remember being inside of the air base, all I remember is the inside of a doctor's room. An examining
room. They made me strip down to my underwear and sit on this shinny metal table. I remember the
table being very cold, so cold that I asked if I could move or get off it and a big booming voice shouts out
"DO NOT MOVE AND DO NOT SPEAK UNLESS YOU ARE SPOKEN TO." So I sat there with
goose bumps on my legs. I hear movement behind me and I hear "is this the kid" and a man comes over
and starts examining me with his hands, with a stethoscope, and hits my knee with a rubber hammer.
That's all I remember. I was 5 years old.

I never really thought about it much, but as I began writing all this down, I casually asked my mother for
the name of the air base in Germany where I went to school in the afternoon.
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She said "you never went to any military air base for school in Germany." "Really" I said. "Then where
did I go to school in Germany?" I asked her. "Some school of the "Americus" at the university or
something." She said. "FOR KINDERGARTEN!!" I said. "Mom that doesn't make any sense, I went to a
military base for English school because Dad was in the Navy, right???" "Don't be ridicules, I'm your
mother and I know where and when you went to school!" she says. "OK; Then what was the name of the
school in Germany mom!" I ask. And she thinks and thinks and she can't remember the name. We then
proceed to have a huge argument about this. She finally walks away and says she doesn't want to talk
about it any more.

I had always just assumed that I went to the German kindergarten in the morning and then the air base in
the afternoon, because of the connection through my father and that ís why I was there. If I never had
asked my mother for the name of the air base, I never would have thought twice about any of this. I never
really thought about it much, but now that I do think about it. I clearly remember the German
kindergarten, and clearly I remember the air base and the examining room. I don't remember ever going
to any other school or having any other friends from that school or even being there. I do remember the
conversation with the man as to why they were taking me there, and I do remember the examining room.
It ís like a 5 second clip of a 10 minute movie. Just a couple of seconds and then it stops, and yet you
somehow know there is much more.

When I asked my father if he knew where I went to school in Germany. He replied "sure" the McGraw
Kaserne Army Troop Air Base. When I asked him about the examinations. He replied "we were told by a
doctor that you had a "heart murmur or heart noise", it was nothing serious but they wanted to examine
me several times anyway." The thing is later on after I graduated college I went into see a cardiologist. I
had been having chest pains for years from the massive steroid injections they had given me my
freshmen year in college, I had developed arthritis in the cartilage between my ribs from my rib cage
expanding so fast from the steroids.

When I asked about my "heart noise" the cardiologist showed me my print out and showed me that my
heart beat was absolutely perfect, and there is absolutely no sign of ANY "heart noise" what so ever!

Aug 1976- We move back to New Jersey, I begin 1st grade, again, in the local school system. My mother
held me back believing that I would do better in my schooling if I was one of the "older" kids in the class
rather than one of the "youngest" (I guess my birthday was right on the border and it could have gone
either way).

Sept 1979- My parents have been belligerent toward each other for some time now, and decide to get a
divorce (at this point they separate). I am now 9 years old and am entering the 4th grade. As children, the
school system tests all children's IQ levels, I remember being told that I was an "absolute genius". I don't
know what my IQ was but this was met with utter disbelief and I was mocked and ridiculed by the
parents and teachers because I was the "Big dumb Jock". As I was by far the biggest kid in the class, and
the best athlete. However I had a severe stuttering problem. I was considered to be the class idiot,
because I never spoke, and I never did well in school. {note: ironically, my own father was in the Navy, I
was also held back a grade, and did not do well in school... except in arts, but in mathematics and similar
subjects i failed misterably - branton} So the fact that I was this "genius" must have been wrong, and the
parents of one of the most affluent areas in New Jersey would not accept that this big stuttering idiot
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could possibly be smarter then their sons and daughters so it was dismissed. I had had the stuttering
problem for as long as I can remember and all throughout my childhood I literally could not speak a
complete sentence, many time I could not even speak a word. The thing is I cannot remember when or
why I started stuttering, but I do remember being able to speak German fluently without any problem at
all and having no speech problems German or English at all. I stuttered severely from about the time we
got back from Germany up until the age of 25.

March 1981- My mother enrolls me in the "Silva Mind Control" course, and this is where I first
remember meeting "the men in uniform." The Silva Mind Control method is sort of a self hypnosis
course where you learn to dive down into the different levels of your mind. You learn things like how to
heal your body with your mind, relaxation techniques, ways to focus your concentration, and melt spoons
with your mind (things like that). You may have heard of it? Anyway, while in the course we learned to
go to our "level" (a relaxed state of mind which is the bases of the Silva method). I was extremely good
at all of the things we were doing for some reason right from the start. Children who are 11 years old are
very cruel to each other. And what happened was the whole class as a group would close their eyes and
practice "going to your level" but as I came out of my "level" I would open my eyes and find that the
WHOLE class was turned around in their chairs and they had been watching me for 15 to 20 minutes.
They had been watching my rapid eye movements, my body and my technique. As I came out of it, they
all began laughing at me. The instructor however, was praising me like I was the next god's gift to
mankind. Telling me that I was the greatest student he has ever seen etc. etc..

During one of the breaks (about six weeks into the eight week course) the instructor asks me to go
outside to meet some of his "friends". I go outside with him (and let me tell you, when you are 10 years
old and you are in a class room for two hours at a time on your Saturdays and Sundays for eight straight
weeks you ABSOLUTELY live for your 15 minute breaks) so needless to say I was not very interested in
wasting my "break time" talking to whoever these people were. We go out the double doors and there are
two men waiting to talk to me.

THEY BOTH WERE WEARING MILITARY UNIFORMS, one was wearing army green, and the other
was in blue (possible air force but I can't be sure). The instructor states to the men "this is the kid" and
they make some small talk. To be honest I really didn't pay much attention to them (I was looking at the
other kids on the play ground and wondering why the hell I'm over here and not over there). But here's
the main point; The man in green bends down on one knee and says to me "I hear you have some very
special abilities" and I said "I do"? In a very confused response. He stands back up and speaks to the
instructor some more, then kneels back down and says "It was very nice meeting you, YOU KNOW
YOUR GOING TO WORK FOR ME SOME DAY!" As an 11 year old you don't quite grasp what is
really going on and I remember laughing and telling him that I didn't quite understand, but it was nice
meeting him, and I ran off to the play ground. But when I looked back, the three adults were still
standing there looking at me, talking about me, and sizing me up.

I just seemed to have an uncanny ability to do what ever the teacher instructed the class to do. Everything
he instructed us to "envision" in our minds I could do better that anyone else in the class. Bending spoons
with your mind, going to your "level", anything. I am now 11 years old and about to enter the 6th grade.

Sept 1981- I enter the 6th grade. I had been playing organized sports for a few years already (T-Ball,
parent slow pitch etc..), but now was the time for the first REAL challenge "the 8th grade school soccer
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team." When the school soccer tryouts came I tried out for the 8th grade soccer team as a 6th grader. The
coach was against that because he didn't think I could play with the older boys, but he let me tryout
anyway. Well, I made the team, but I was so good I turned out to be the best kid on the team, and we
were the best team in the county. I just had an uncanny ability to do what ever the coach asked me to do.
For example, the first day of tryouts the coach kicks the ball to me and jokingly says "I want you to take
this ball, go down the field and score a goal" The thing is, I PICTURED IN MY MIND MYSELF
GOING DOWN THE FIELD AND SCOREING THE GOAL. THEN I TOOK THE BALL DRIBBLED
THROUGH 4 GUYES AND I DID IT! I didn't think about doing it, I just did it.

It was like it was mind over matter. It ís funny because honestly I could do things that were so
unbelievable on the soccer field. You have to see it to believe it. Here is how; I honestly didn't know any
better. I didn't know that I wasn't supposed to be able to do that, just take the ball down the field by
yourself and score EVERY TIME! But in my mind, I could do it, so I did it in real life EVERY TIME.
When the opposing teams coaches asked how old I was, when I told them they didn't believe me, after
the games were over they would thank me for not running up the score and humiliating "their boys".
That's how good I was and I do have video tapes of the games to prove it!

I not only made the team but started at left wing, and I was exceptional. Later in the year I also made the
8th grade school Basketball team and the Baseball team. I didn't start as a 6th grader in Basketball or
Baseball but I did play. Just making the teams as a 6th grader was almost an incomprehensible feat, we
were by far the dominate school in the county in almost everything (always the team to beat). I was very
good for my age at Baseball and Basketball, but for what ever reason I was untouchable when I was on
the soccer field.

It's funny, how can someone do things, they are not supposed to be able to do? Whether it is a feat of
physical strength or skill, or it is a feat of great intellect or will, such as an actor or a professional athlete
beating the odds against them and "making it", when all others said that it couldn't be done.

Anything that we do as human beings, whether it be a sporting event, starting a business, going to college
or simply deciding to venture out on your own away from home for the first time. ANY TASK YOU
CHOOSE TO UNDER TAKE, OR ANY FIGHT YOU CHOOSE TO FIGHT. 90% OF WHAT IT
TAKES TO ATTAIN YOUR GOAL, NO MATTER WHAT THAT GOAL MAY BE, IS ALL
MENTAL. AND FROM THAT FEAR IS THE KEY TO IT ALL! IF YOU CAN CONTROL YOUR
FEAR YOU CAN CONTROL YOUR MIND, AND IF YOU CAN CONTROL YOUR MIND YOU
CAN CONTROL YOUR LIFE. If you can understand that everything we do as human beings is 90%
mental, and 10% physical, you understand the secret to life. And you will do well, at what ever you
choose to do! For myself, somehow using the Silva Mind Control methods, I had the ability to picture
myself performing extraordinary feats on the playing field, and then somehow accomplishing them in
reality with ease, just like it was second nature. Don't think, just do.

June 1982- My parents, when they were still together, had invested in several houses in the area, and
rented them out as supplemental income. In June of 1982, my mother, my self and my sister move into
the house we used to rent out in Ramsey, and put the house we just left on the market for sale (basically
my father moved into one house we owned in Waldwick, we moved into the other house in Ramsey, and
my parents sold the "big" house in Ho-Ho-Kus we all used to live in and split the money in the divorce).
Our "new" house in Ramsey was located only about 10 minutes from the old house in Ho-Ho-Kus but it
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was in a different school district. I am 12 years old and going into 7th grade. Also starting in a new
school.

July 11th 1983- My mother had been dating a man who's name was Walter Johnson. They had been
seeing each other for the past 2 years or so and were engaged to be married. My parent's had finalized
their divorce earlier that year, he had been separated from his wife for about 4 years. On July 11th 1983,
Mr. Johnson went over to his soon to be x-wife's house to sign and finalize their divorce papers.
Unknown to Mr. Johnson, his soon to be x-wife (Sally Johnson) had stolen a .357 magnum pistol from
her brother.

What happened next was the following, as Mr. Johnson was hunched over at his desk in the basement of
his old house signing the divorce papers. Sally Johnson came up behind him and said "If I cannot have
you no one else will" and shot him in the back of his head. He died instantly, and when the police finally
found him two days later his head had been completely blown off his body. EVERY WORD OF THIS
UNFORTUNATELY IS ALL TRUE. His name again was Walter Johnson. He was the Director for
Senior Executive Personnel for the EXXON Oil Corp. New York office. He was killed on July 11th 1983
in Ridgewood, New Jersey. He was my mother's fiancee.

My mother, for the next several years was beyond any rational means of description in terms of hysteria,
and grieving. Her German friend Astrid was a great help in her time of need. What this did to me
however was the following. As a 12 year boy, coming home from school and seeing and hearing your
mother crying EVERYDAY, AND ALL DAY and then ALL NIGHT, AND EVERY NIGHT is very
hard on a 12 year old boy. She was beyond the word devastated. So, obviously at the time, I'm not too
anxious to go home after school. For a while I got into some trouble (hanging out with the wrong crowd
that sort of thing). Then I discovered my new passion, working out and WEIGHTLIFTING! It became an
obsession. In the 7th grade I began working out everyday. I would ride my bike up to the high school
every day and workout for hours, and I mean 2 to 3 hours EVERYDAY (anything to avoid going home)!

Dec 1983- From the start I was an exceptionally strong kid. Again, somehow I just had the ability to
picture doing something in my mind (see my self doing it) and then do it in real life. Using the Silva
mind control I would lay in bed and mentally go through the next day's workout. For example, I would
go to my "level" and concentrate. I would picture myself bench pressing 195 for 10 reps, then 205 for 8,
215 for 6 etc.. I bench pressed 305 pounds in the 8th grade. This was more than anyone in the high
school could do. Needless to say I was HATTED by all the high school upper classmen football players
before I even got into high school. I am 14 years old and in the 8th grade. I also set the grade school high
jump record (5'-10") and tied the 60, 100, and 200 yard dash records.

Aug-1984- 1987- My first three years in high school were NOT typical. I played football in the fall.
Specifically did not play Basketball in the winter so I could workout everyday. Threw the shot put and
the discuss in the spring (track and field) and then would workout like a mad man in the summer to get
ready for football in the fall again. I excelled in all the sports in which I participated in.

As a Freshman, I was one of the best running back in the county. We were division champions, and the
head varsity football coach (Coach Hyman) asked me to practice with the Varsity squad for the
Thanksgiving day game. The quarterback and captain of the football team (Peter Bebei) when he got
word of this cornered me in the hall with about six other football players and he told me that if I showed
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up to practice for his final game that he and all the other guys were going to beat the shit out of me in the
parking lot. He did not want me "stealing his thunder" for his final game. I didn't go out for the
Thanksgiving game and this really annoyed Coach Hyman since he believed that I had turned him down.
Track season comes in the spring and I go out for the track team. I go out for shot put and the discuss as
well as the 100 yard dash and the high jump. Coach Hyman coaches the "weight" throwers and won't
allow me to throw with the varsity even though I am the third best thrower on the team. I confront him
about this and finally he lets me throw. In the 100 the fastest kid (I forget his name) tells me after the first
day of track practice that if I beat him again that he is going to kick my ass. So I don't try my best. Why
does every one hate me? I keep asking myself. I earn a varsity letter in track anyway.

In the fall Sophomore year Coach Hyman is having real problems with his marriage and being an utter
ASS Hole to everyone (teachers, students, and athletes ). One of my talents, if you will, is that I can
judge a person's character within minutes of meeting them. By their body language, gestures, personality
etc. I can size up the person's worst fear, what they are feeling, what they want all in a matter of
moments. It's like reading a person's soul as easily as you are reading these words. I just seem to have a
"knack" for it. Anyway, I walk into Coach Hyman's office during one of the breaks and say to him "don't
worry Coach, everything will work out with you and your wife." Trying to be helpful. He freaks out and
starts yelling "get out of here you F*CKING piece of shit and don't come back because YOU WILL
NEVER PLAY HERE AS LONG AS I AM THE COACH." The next day he brings me into the deans
office and tells me to "quit" because I will never play at Ramsey High school. I never quit but for the
next two years everyday at practice he would scream at me to "get off his field" and I wouldn't. Not for
any great love for him or the game by any means. It was simply stay and get yelled at or go home to my
hysterically crying mother. So I stayed and took his abuse but he felt so violated that I knew what was
going on in his life he didn't want me any where near him, and of course I was right next to him for
everything because I wouldn't quit. This made him extremely hostile towards me.

This continued all through high school. The thing is, every now and then, whether it was going into the
locker room at half time or after the game getting back on the bus, or at the track meets I REMEMBER
seeing the same two military men (Mr. Green and Mr. Blue). I would play in 10 football games per year
and throw in approximately 20 twenty track meets a year. Thinking back I only saw these men 2 or 3
times a year. To be honest I only remember seeing these men twice at football games during my four
years in high school. Both times I was walking off the field after the game and I started looking for my
parents and I looked into the crowd, and they were, just standing there in the middle of a sea of moving
people looking right at me. And I said the same thing "that's odd, what the Hell are those two guys doing
here." And again I would just dismiss it. I would mainly see them at the track meets. Let me explain, in
High school track there are two types of meets. The track team schedule consisted of 10-12 "Bi or Tri"
meets, when our school competes against another school, or two other schools, in which case it is a tri
meet. These are small meets and I NEVER saw these men during one of them. The other types of meets
are the county meets, relay meets, and state meets. These meets consist of 20 to 30 TEAMS being there.
As such these are huge events. I would say between 5,000 and 10,000 people would be there (I mean
some of these things were HUGE events). Anyway, how did I pick out these two men among 10,000
people. The way these meets work is everyone sort of goes to their own area. The pole volters go to the
pole volt area, the high jumpers go to the high jump pit, and each area has it's own crowd which then
forms around each area (all the coaches of those athletes, the parents etc. etc.). So, the shot put circle
usually is over and off to the side somewhere, basically clear of everything else. As we began to throw,
all the competing athletes, the coaches, and the parents would all sort of gather in the same area to watch
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the event.

At least once a year at one of these big meets my eye would just catch the odd site of these two men in
uniform at these meets. I honestly convinced myself that at least one of them had to have a son that was
competing or something. It wasn't unusual to see men in uniforms at the track meets because other kids
were going to go to school at the military academies and as the meets transpired I occasionally saw other
men in uniforms walking around and talking to people. For example the shot putter from Lodi was going
to go to West Point, and I saw another man in a green uniform over talking to him. What made this all so
weird was the two men I'm talking about were looking at me and I didn't know why. I didn't put it all
together until years later. May-1987-

Track season junior year, at one of the major relay meets, it was announced the prior week that there was
going to be a "clean and jerk weightlifting contest" sponsored by some guy I had never heard of. I of
course was all excited, and trained that week on my technique.

As it turns out all it was, was a guy with some rubber mats and a Olympic barbell set in the middle of a
grass field. I took second place with a lift of 265 lbs power cleaned to the chest and then pressed over my
head. The kid who won was a senior and did 275. It was just sort of a "friendly" contest. I am 17 years
old and in 11th grade.

July-1987- It's summer time and I am training for football. I get a call from a coach I had never spoke to
before, coach Himmel? Humle? Burle? I can't remember his exact name or his phone number but I do
remember that he is from somewhere in Colorado. Anyway, he is the United States Power lifting team
coach and he wants me to drop everything that I am doing and move to Colorado on a whims notice, to
go train for the clean and jerk. I asked him in confusion why he was calling me, I finished second in the
contest? He then says to me I finished second but the guy I lost to was a year older but more importantly
he was also 50 pounds heavier. So pound for pound I was much stronger and as it turns out that in my
age group and for my weight (17 years old and between 201 and 229 lbs.) I was ranked fifth in the
country, in this one particular lift. This may seem like a dream come true for me, but let me tell you. Just
like with anything you do, even if you really enjoy it, there can be things you really hate about it as well.
The power clean and the clean and jerk were my absolute least favorite exercises. To be blunt, I loved
working out but I despised those particular two exercises especially. This along with the fact that I could
not just "get up and leave my mother." She was doing much better, but by no stretch of the imagination
could her mental condition be considered to be "stable." I am 17 years old and about to enter the 12th
grade and I do not go to Colorado to train for the U.S. power lifting team.

Aug-1987- Football camp senior year, I test in the bench press 390 lbs, in the squat 505 lbs, and in the
power clean 280 lbs. We finish the season 6-3 and are division champs. I begin working out again and I
start to think about college.

Dec 1987-May 1988- My workouts continue very well. However I develop a "new idea". Now when I go
through my workout mentally at night I have added a new "twist". When I am down on my "level" in my
mind I have added a huge chair in the room in which I am standing. Using my Silva mind control I sit in
the chair. On the left hand side of the chair are some "air hoses" like you would find in a auto garage. I
imagine, that on both of my arms there are these "air hoses" coming out of my arms. Like an I-V hose
coming out of your arm. This is my "pump up chair". In my mind I connect the hoses coming out of my
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arms to the hoses on the side of the chair. I push a button located on the right arm of the chair with my
right index finger and the chair activates. Like an air station I can feel the vibrations as I sit in the chair.
As I sit there I see my entire body start to swell. Like blowing up a balloon. I mentally tell my muscles to
grow and swell like balloons, AND THEY DO! I do this for about six weeks.

This works so well that many of the parents and teachers think that I am now doing steroids. I am not,
but the situation snow balls into some kind of "witch hunt" and they make me take a steroid test. What
happened was as I am working out one day Father Jack (the local priest who is always hanging around
the kids and the football team) comes into the weight room as I am working out. He says to me "Andy,
there is a lot of talk about your steroid usage, and if you admit it to me right now every thing will be all
right." "Father Jack" I said "I donít use steroids." He says "I'm going to ask you one more time to admit
to using steroids." I look him right in the eye and I say "Look Father, I DON'T use steroids." And he got
very angry and says to me and I will never forget this "Donít ever speak to me again you f*cking liar,
they are going to hang you by you balls and I am going to be there to watch!"

A few days later Jeff Brown (one of the kids on the team) comes in to the weight room and tells me that
Father Jack wants to see me at the grammar school as soon as I am done. When I finish my workout I go
up to the school and Father Jack is waiting for me impatiently. He grabs my arm and I get brought in
front of some kind of panel in the basement of the grade school located down the street. There are four
members of the panel and the rest of the room is filled with teachers and parents. Dr. Purrizzo who is the
chief orthopedic surgeon at valley hospital in Bergen county New Jersey. Bergen county is the third most
affluent area in the country, and the towns of Saddle River and Ramsey are in the top towns in the
country in terms of wealth. Dr. Purrizzo is a heavy heavy hitter in the area if you know what I mean.
When President Nixon, who resided in Saddle River before he died, hurt his knee playing tennis Dr.
Purrizzo was the surgeon who performed the operation, and for a while was on the Presidential list of
referral surgeons. I am standing in front of the panel and he starts pressing me to "admit" that I am doing
steroids. And I keep answering that "I DIDN'T DO IT!". He keeps pressing me saying that among the
panel they hold seven PHDíS and he thinks they know what they are talking about so "make it easy on
yourself and just admit it". And I keep telling them that "I DON'T GIVE A SHIT WHAT YOU SAY
AND I DON'T CARE WHO YOUR ARE AND WHAT YOUR CREDENTIALS ARE, I DIDN'T DO
IT!" He tells me to take off my shirt to the show the acne on my back, but there is no acne. This sort of
thing goes on for a while and he finally tells me to "take off your shorts or admit to doing steroids". What
could I do, so I took off my shorts and I volunteered to give a urine sample. I had to piss in a cup in front
of the panel as well as everyone else wearing only my sneakers. He is very pissed at me and does not
give me my shorts back for quite a while. This whole time one of the other members of the board is Dr.
Purrizzoís friend. He is a Psychologist and between the two of them they now start saying that they are
going lock me up in for being mentally insane if I donít admit to taking steroids. And again I say
"LOOK, I DIDN'T DO IT!". This goes on and on. I had gone through a whole defense proving that I
didn't do it and no matter what I said and no matter what proof I presented I was going to be hanged
whether I did it or not. Finally I say "Tell me how you know that I take steroids, what's your proof, do
you have a camera in my house or something, how do you know?" Finally after much persuasion from
the crowd and from myself reluctantly, he begins to explain that he has a degree in genetics, and that he
has been studying my genetic code for years. He then goes on to explain how his son's genetic pattern is
superior to mine in terms of dominate DNA markers. He had been doing a private "thesis" study showing
how through superior genetic breeding and steroid usage he could create a superior human being. He had
a test subject and a control subject.
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His son was the test subject and I was the control subject. He had been injecting his own son with
steroids for years and since his son's DNA pattern was superior to mine, his son, in theory, should have
been more physically developed then me. And since he wasn't, Dr. Purrizzo's only explanation was that I
must have been taking steroids as well, and he must prove that I was or else his life's work would have
been wasted.

This was all a great theory, however the fatal flaw where he had made his mistake was that he had
assumed that I was of Italian background because my last name is "Pero". So he was comparing my DNA
patterns against the same ones he had used for his son who is Italian. He never bothered to ask if I was
Italian, I am NOT. My background is Hungarian, Romanian, and Czech. This makes all the difference in
the world, and I manage to get out of there unscathed.

When the test comes back, it is negative, and I tell all those involved that they can go "stick it where the
sun doesn't shine." The whole episode is quite funny as I turned their "witch hunt" into a circus,
especially my defensive strategy. For the rest of the school year all the people who were at the trial all
gave me the dirtiest looks imaginable. All because I had the utter nerve to stand up for my self and say "I
didnít do it!" This was Ramsey New Jersey, and the feeling in the air was that they didn't care if I was
falsely accused they would not stand for a child talking to them in that manner.

It was all videotaped, and at one time there were several copies floating around. Anyway, as a result of
this, I stop using this technique for the present time. But that was far from the end of Dr. Purrizzo. I am
18 years old and in the second half of my senior year of high school. This experience was very scary for
the reason that I saw the "adult" world for what it really was. As a child you grow up believing that all
adults are "all knowing" and are on top of things. But as I stood there and Dr. Purrizzo is telling me that
if I did't admit to taking steroids that he was going to have me committed to a mental institution and have
a lobotomy performed on me. As I looked around ALL the other adults just stood around like scared
sheep. Not one of them said a word in my defense. This was the strangest feeling, seeing the adult world
as a child for what it really was for the first time. I realized then that adults are exactly the same as the
children, only they are bigger. There is one bully that runs the show, and everyone else just stands around
scared to say anything. Just as they do as children.

Now and for the past several months college football recruiters have been in contact with me both by
mail and personal visits as the selection process narrows. I should have been already "signed" by a major
University. But since Hyman made me disappear from the college scouts for two years by not playing
me. I had fallen out of the "Blue chip athlete loop" and I am now scrambling to find a school. I am
talking to two or three smaller division two and division three schools as well as Penn State. Penn State
had been where I wanted to go all along but Hyman was trying to cover for what he had been doing to
me by lying to the Penn State coaching staff, sending them the wrong films, telling them different
statistics things like that, because he didn't want to have to explain why I didn't play at all as a sophomore
and hardly as a Junior. Finally he gets exposed, and Penn State offers me a scholarship for my first year
and then a "full ride" after that. I was going to get free room and board, all I had to pay for was books
and classes (an out of state student was going to be about $3000).

It is the track season, at the county track meet (the championship meet). I win the discus and set the
county and state record with a throw of 167 feet and 11 inches. I finish second in the shot put with a
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throw of 57 feet and 3 inches. AT THIS MEET I VIVIDLY REMEMBER SEEING THE TWO MEN IN
MILITARY UNIFORMS WATCHING ME. They were right there, for both events and watched me set
the record.

Ever since I had gotten my drivers license I used to like to unwind a little before going home. So I would
ride around the area and play music in my car. A few days after the trial while riding around a bronco
type vehicle is flashing their headlights at me from behind, so I pull over. This happened on West Saddle
River Road, and I pulled into a small parking lot right next to the red building where my step mother
used to sell real-estate. It is Mrs. Purrizzo driving the bronco, she is an incredibly beautiful woman (late
thirties with a lot of plastic surgery). She was at the trial and during it lets just say that I had made her
blush when I was standing in only my sneakers. There is another woman with her. A woman I had never
seen before. She had long black hair and dark eyes she was even more beautiful that Mrs. Purizzo. They
tell me to get in the back of the bronco (when you are 18 years old and two of the most beautiful women
you have ever seen tell you to get in the back of their car it is difficult to resist) so I play along and I do.
Mrs. Purrizzo hands me a small plastic shot glass (like something you would see in a hospital) it has
some kind of clear liquid in it and she tells me that it's water and I must be thirsty and that I should drink
it. I'm thinking to my self "she has got to be kidding if she thinks I'm going to fall for that." I take the
glass and pretend to drink it behind the high back head rest of the drivers seat but in reality place it still
full on the floor mat behind the drivers seat. The women then start to giggle and make small talk by
telling me how handsome I am, and how big and strong I am. I know exactly what's going on and I play
along. I return the complements by telling them that they are the most beautiful women that I have ever
seen, and when I look in their eyes I become lost floating on a sea of dreams. I made both of them blush
with that one. Then they ask me if I am ready to go with them. "Go where" I ask. "To the hotel room of
course" Mrs. Purrizzo answers. "You can go to the hotel room if you want to but I am going home" I say.
She asks me "are you sure you don't want to come with us?" she asks. "Positive" I answer and I start to
get out of the bronco. "Oh yea" I say "Here is your water back" and I hand them the small plastic shot
glass. They look at each other and cannot hold back their smile and look away and to the floor. I get out
and say "see you later". I get in my car and drive home.

The next evening at about the same time, but in the exact same spot, and in the exact same car the two
women pull me over again. And again I pull onto the same small parking lot on West Saddle River Road.
I get out but this time I go only to the window. Mrs. Purrizzo has the drivers window rolled down and
says to me "Andy, can you kill this for me" and hands me a coke can with just a little bit left of
something left in the bottom. Again I am thinking to my self "who the f*ck does she think she is kidding
with this." I say "SURE" and I take the can of coke from her and walk over to the dumpster and toss it in.
I walk back to the car and I can tell from the look in her face that she is pissed off. I say "anything else"
and I turn my back to her and walk away. I get in my car and drive away.

The next night the same thing happens, in the same spot at the same time. I pull over and get out of my
car angry. As I walk over to her bronco I say "Look this stupid game has gone on long enough". She
interrupts me and says "Andy, PLEASE just get in because we have to talk." I say "NO", and she begs
"Andy, PLEASE!" As she almost has tears in her eyes. Like an idiot I reluctantly get in. This time they
have a bottle of Vodka with three small plastic shot glasses. The woman with the black hair pours the
three small glasses full and hands me one. I had had enough and I say In a rude tone "DO YOU
REALLY THINK THAT I AM SO STUPID TO BELIEVE THAT THAT'S REALLY VODKA IN
THAT GLASS!" She says to me "were sorry for fooling with you and want to make peace, will you have
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a drink with us?" I knew from the get go that what ever she was giving me had to be drugged with
something, but at the same time I felt somehow that there was going to be no getting out of this. I was not
afraid of Dr. Purrizzo because I really never did steroids and I had nothing to hide, I just wanted it all to
be over. So I thought about what to do and finally I said to her ""MRS. PURRIZZO I WILL DRINK
THAT GLASS OF WHAT EVER IT IS ON ONE CONDITION AND ONE CONDITION ONLY! IF
YOU SWEAR, IF YOU PROMISE THAT YOU WILL NOT LET THEM HURT ME. DO YOU
SWEAR YOU WON'T LET THEM HURT ME!" And of course she swears that she won't let them hurt
me, and of course like an idiot I drink the glass of "Vodka". I am out with in seconds.

When I wake up I am in a hotel room. I am sitting in a chair and it is very difficult to keep my eyes open,
but I can make out several dark figures in various spots around the room. I couldn't keep my eyes open
but I could hear. They had given me sodium pentathol and were now going to get the "truth" out of me. I
can barley see him but I know it's Dr. Purrizzo. He starts asking me questions. "Andy what kind of
steroids do you take?" "I don't use steroids" I answer. I can hear him cursing as he asks me again, "Andy,
you wouldn't lie to me would you, I'm going to ask you again, What kind of steroids do you take." And
again I answer "I already told you I DON'T USE STEROIDS!" and I hear him ranting and raving. His
friend the psychologist then comes over and asks to take a try. The line of questioning changes from
direct to indirect questions. He asks "Andy, tell me, where do you buy your steroids?" I answer "I have
never bought steroids." He asks "How long have you been taking the steroids?" and again I answer "I've
never taken steroids". Dr. Purrizzo is now furious and he is ranting I'll get it out of him and he stabs me
in my right thigh with a syringe and injects me with more sodium pentathol. I think I lost consciousness
for a while and then the questioning begins again. "Where do you buy your steroids?" and again I answer
"I don't use steroids." This goes on and on for a while finally the psychologist comes over and asks me
"Andy, if you don't use steroids how do you explain your abnormal physique?" Simple, I answer "I
CHEAT!" What do you mean by "you cheat" he asks. "I USE THE POWER OF MY MIND TO BUILD
MY MUSCLES; IT WORKS PRETTY GOOD.. DOSEN'T IT?" and I remember a big smile coming
over my face as I felt proud of what I could do. And they all come over to me and I then proceed to
explain the Silva Mind Control method that I use. How I go to my level. The psychologist asks me to do
it now, and I find myself explaining my trip down into my mind. When I get to my "level" I give them a
tour of "my room". They are all talking in astonishment. "WAIT" I say "HERE IS THE BEST PART"
and I explain to them the "pump up chair" I use to grow my muscles, the underground stadium where "I
can do anything" on this "magic" field.

I hear the psychologist yelling at Dr. Purrizzo "And you want to give this kid a lobotomy, I COULD
MAKE A F*CKING CAREER OUT OF THIS KID!!!" He said something like I was the greatest
psychophsiologic example, and that I had the greatest Autogenic abilities he has ever seen (or something
like that). He also used a term something like psychoneuroimmunology if that makes any sense. Anyway,
he then tells me to open my hand and starts to place objects in them. He tells me that I am holding a
banana and he wants me to crush it. I squeeze the "banana" and I feel it "squish" like a banana. I hear
everyone start murmuring in disbelief. I have no idea what they placed in my hand but I do know it sure
as hell wasn't a banana. Soon after this I start to feel sick. I fall off my chair. I am sweating profusely,
and I start convulsing as I begin to throw up. As I am laying on my left side on the floor throwing up on
my self. The psychologist comes over to me and looks into my eyes, he drops me and starts yelling at Dr.
Purrizzo "HOW MUCH DID YOU GIVE HIM!... HOW MUCH DID YOU GIVE HIM! HIS PUPILS
ARE DILATED AND HE NEEDS TO GO TO THE HOSPITAL RIGHT NOW!!!. NOW HOW MUCH
DID YOU GIVE HIM?" Dr. Purizzo answers "two thousand". The psychologist answers "YOU GAVE
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HIM TWO THOUSAND, HAVE YOU LOST YOUR MIND?" Dr. Purrizzo answers "and then another
two thousand when he wouldn't answer". The psychologist answers "FOUR THOUSAND! HAVE YOU
GONE TOTALLY INSANE?. THIS KID HAS TO GO TO THE HOSPITAL RIGHT NOW!" Four
thousand what I don't know (milligrams, milliliters, Cc's) I don't know, all I remember is the numbers. I
keep throwing up and I hear then arguing. The psychologist is yelling at Dr. Purrizzo "you said you had a
plan, what's your plan". Dr. Purrizzo answers "I was sure we would get it out of him that he was lying,
and then we would be excused from taking him because he was a lier." "THAT'S IT!!!? THAT WAS
YOUR PLAN, TO KIDNAP A KID AND THEN NO ONE WOULD PRESS CHARGES BECAUSE
HE WAS LYING TO YOU ABOUT TAKING STEROIDS? YOU HAVE GONE ABSOLUTELY
INSANE!" Dr. Purrizzo then says "We will take him to my office and give him an Emergency lobotomy
so he will never tell anyone!" Mrs. Purrizzo then steps up and says "IF YOU HURT THAT CHILD I
WILL TELL!" Dr. Purrizzo then turns to her as he is laughing and says "WHO ARE YOU GOING TO
TELL?" "THE POLICE" SHE SAYS "I WILL TELL THE POLICE!" He starts calling her a little bitch
and how he is disgusted that she would turn against her own husband for this kid. "I will not allow you to
hurt that child" she says. He says "WELL DID YOU REALLY THINK I WAS JUST GOING TO LET
HIM GO, AFTER WHAT HE DID TO ME AT THE TRIAL." "I WILL NOT ALLOW YOU TO HURT
THAT CHILD" she repeats. Then there is some discussion as to what to do. Finally the psychologist
comes over to me as I am covered with vomit and barley able to remain conscious. He starts swinging
this little metal ball on the end of a string in front of my face. I try to watch it as he tells me to and then
everything goes black. I wake up, and I am on the front steps of my house and my car is parked on the
street front of the house (I know I didn't drive it home because I always pull into the driveway). I have a
lot of trouble getting up, it feels like I am drunk or something and I go right to bed. The next morning, I
have trouble getting up in the morning and I can't quite make it out but I had the weirdest dream about
being in a hotel room, and Dr. Purrizzo was there. I remembered most of the events but it was very
foggy.

The weekend goes by and then after my workout on Tuesday as I am driving around in the same spot
there is the bronco again. This time I remember what happened and I am pissed off. I get out and I slam
the door and I start yelling at Mrs. Purrizzo. As I am yelling at her and walking towards the car, she rolls
down the window and starts to say something, then the next thing I know is I am back in the hotel room
again. I was in some sort of hypnotic trance or something. I couldnít move, and the psychologist then
instructs me to start squeezing things again.

He has this little gauge and when I squeeze the hand grip I break it. After he ran all of his tests, then it
was Dr. Purrizzoís turn. He makes me act like a monkey and try and lick myself. I remember jumping
around the room stretching like a monkey and feeling very stupid as they laughed at me. Then he makes
me act like a chicken and does many other things to humiliate me. This goes on for hours.

Finally, the women who are in the room tell the men to get out because they now want to have "their" fun
with me. The women with the black hair now comes over to me. She says a few words to me. I don't
know what they were but all of a sudden I felt a feeling like I had never felt before, I felt like an animal,
territorial, like a primal beast, I got up and started walking around the hotel room pacing back and forth.
My muscles are all pumped up, my arms all muscled and out to the side and my chest is fully expanded
as I strut around the room. I am looking to defend my lair against any male who may come near. If I see
another male I will kill him. As I look over to one of the beds the woman in the black hair is naked and
on her hands and knees. She has her back arched and is waving her butt around like she is some bitch in
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heat. I see her and get an instant erection. I walk over to her, rip off my shorts and start, excuse the term,
f*cking the shit out of her. I pick her up like she is a five year old and just started wailing into her. I felt
like a primal animal. I f*cked her like I was some sort of a beast from the stone age. And she was loving
every minute of it. I wasn't reaching climax, I was just nailing the shit out of this woman. It wasn't
pleasure I was feeling it was more of a territorial act if that makes any sense. After a while I pulled out
and literally tossed her aside when I saw Mrs. Purrizzo sitting naked in a chair in the corner masturbating
as she watched me nail her friend. I grab her by the hair and throw her on the bed and repeat the same
procedure with Mrs. Purrizzo. This went on for hours as the women had me "f*ck them" in different
positions, in their Vaginia as well as their anus. Carrying out every sick fantasy they had, I would do
what ever they told me to do to them. I an f*cking the woman with the black hair in a chair in the corner.
So hard that she has passed out, I didn't care I just kept right on going until I heard voices coming from
behind me, male voices. I hear "WHAT THE F*CK ARE YOU GIRLS DOING" and then I hear Mrs.
Purrizzo say "well what did you think we were going to do with him". "I don't know? I thought you were
going to make him act like a chicken or something" I hear him say. I pull out of the woman with the
black hair and toss her onto the floor. I turn and see Dr. Purrizzo and a few other men by the door.
Without thinking I reach down and grab the chair by the leg with my left hand, I stand up and grab the
other leg with my other hand and rip the chair apart like breaking a wishbone. It was like the chair was
made out of toothpicks or something because it took no effort at all, I just ripped it apart. I now had a
chair leg in my left hand and I toss the rest of the chair off to the side. I start walking toward the men
with my "club" my "weapon". Mrs. Purrizzo becomes frantic and starts yelling "HE WILL KILL YOU!
GET OUT NOW!. HE WILL KILL YOU" to Dr. Purrizzo and she runs toward me to give the men time
to get out, I push her aside and the men are scurrying out the door. They left in such a hurry they didn't
close the door. I wasn't running toward them, just walking very fast, when they left I didn't go after them
I just wanted them out of "my lair". I slam the door closed, lock and chain it, toss my club aside and grab
Mrs. Purrizzo and toss her onto the bed. I remember feeling anger as she was "disobedient" and I nailed
her as hard as I could until she had passed out. Then the woman with the black hair comes over again and
this goes on and on. I don't know how it ended but the next thing I know is I am laying on my front steps
again, and again my car is parked on the street and not in my driveway.

Over the next few weeks I would find myself stopping at the same spot about once a week. I don't know
why, but some times I would just pull the car over. The next thing I know is I'm back in the hotel room.
This time there are four women (Mr. Purrizzo, the woman with the black hair, and two others I had never
seen before). I remember feeling like "an animal" again. As I was pounding one of the women against the
head board I hear voices behind me. This time there are at least ten people watching. I see two of the
women I had already had sex with on their knees giving a blowjob to one of the men (I think it was the
husband of the women I was screwing at the time). These sick people are now getting off watching me
screw their wives. And again I throw the women I am screwing aside and go after the men. And again the
women run interference so the men can get out the door. I wake up and I am trying to get into my house.

Another time everything is black and all I remember is hearing "G*D DAMN IT! HE'S GONE SOFT
AGAIN!". I struggle to open my eyes and I am laying on my back, there is a woman on top of me. She
was a bit heavier then the other two and not quite as good looking. I push her off of me as I try and get
up. As I am coming around immediately the woman with the black hair comes over to me and tells me to
look her in her eyes, to focus and to look at her. I remember looking at her and then after that all is black
again. This time I wake up in the back seat of my car which is parked on the street in front of my house.
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Another time the woman with the black hair and Mrs. Purrizzo decide to take me to the woman with the
black hair's house. They must have been drugging me as well as having me in a hypnotic trance because
they were trying to get me out of the car and I could not move. I was as limp as a rag doll and these two
women who weighed no more then 115 pounds each are trying to get me, a 230 pound kid, out of the
bronco and into the house. I remember them having a very hard time and being dragged across the
ground up the front steps and into the house. I remember this because someone had called the Police and
they show up at the house about five minutes later. The two women are frantically trying to figure out
what to do. They sit me on the steps going to the up stairs. The woman with the black hair tells me that
Mrs. Purrizzo is my mother and you just had your tonsils out and your are still groggy from the
anesthetic. She opens the door for the Police and tells him the story how Mrs. Purrizzo cannot go home
yet because her house is being painted, and her son is still groggy from being under anesthetic. The cop
asks me if I am all right, and I tell him that I'm fine and I confirm the women's story. The cop leaves and
they close the door. They start telling me how I was "such a good boy". I remember them telling me how
they are going to do treat me "extra special" for being such a good boy. They were trying to get me up
the stairs and they were complaining because I wasn't helping them enough. I kept telling them "I'm
trying! what have you done to me?" "Nothing Andy!" they said. I remember them throwing me on the
bed and then I felt them trying to get my cloths off, after that everything is black. To this day I remember
which house they brought me to, and where it is.

May 1988-June 1988- The recruiting "scuffle" has basically past and I have my college selections
narrowed down to two or three schools. My heart is set on going to Penn State. In the mail mysteriously
comes a letter from West point stating I was scheduled to have my physical taken to continue my
application process for acceptance into West point. I never had discussed attending West point with
anyone. At first I thought it was my father playing some kind of sick of joke. I spoke to him and he knew
nothing about it. The physical date comes and goes. About a week later another letter comes stating that I
have been "rescheduled" for another physical appointment at West point. This date comes and goes. A
few days later I get a phone call, the person asks why I had not gone for the physical. I tell him that had
no interest in attending any military academy much less West point since my father was an Annapolis
graduate. About a week later another letter arrives, this one states that my presence is now requested at
the US Navel Academy to have my physical taken for admittance into the US Navel Academy. This date
also comes and goes. That was the last incident involving the academies however since my academic
record and my SAT scores were not even close to academy standards the whole incident is very
suspicions.

Dr. Purrizzo comes to my house, rings the bell and tells me he wants to speak with me out on the street.
He proceeds to tell me that he has "made a great mistake". After rechecking my DNA pattern against the
correct hereditary background it turns out that I am the one with the superior DNA code. In fact, he says
we used your code to determine dominance of some unknown markers. He knows of my situation with
Penn State and tries to give me $4,600. The money was for college for me. I tell him I don't want his
money (I also knew that if I had accepted that money as "payment" for damages done that I could not sue
him latter, I think that this was his plan and that's why he had gotten so mad when I would not accept it).
After my final episode with Mrs. Purrizzo and the woman with the black hair they have a wad of cash for
me. "Andy take it!. You've more that earned it" she says. I tell her I don't want her dirty money and I
hope she chokes on it.

A few days after that Dr. Purrizzo shows up again at my house, tells me to walk with him to the street
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again. He tells me that "he has been discussing it with this psychologist friend and that my mind
functions in such a way in the subconscious THAT HE CAN MAKE ME THE MOST POWERFULL
MAN IN THE WORLD". He then tell me to get into his car and he wants to take me to his office to do
this for me. I say "REALLY?. OK.. I'll go, but only if my mother comes with me... Can my mother come
with me?" He says that this is just between "us men". I tell him to go f*ck himself and start walking
towards my house. He starts talking "Your a very smart kid! you had a 50/50 chance! we were going to
get drunk and then decide whether to make you the most powerful man in the world or give you a
lobotomy." I stop and turn to him and say "do you really thing I'm going to believe you when you tell me
that YOU are going to make ME the most powerful man in the world? you might do this but ONLY if
you could control me, if you could not control me then you would have to destroy me! Do you think I am
that stupid? Now get the fuck out of here before I call the cops!." He then says "as I said you are one
smart kid". He gets in his car and drives away.

The school year is now winding down and I still have not made my final decision as to what school I am
going to attend. From out of the blue at the end of the school year a coach from the University of
Rochester shows up and wants me to attend.

My father and I sit down to discuss that school I am going to attend. We are at a Chinese restaurant on
route 17 north in Ramsey. My father sits me down and he starts talking. He said, "Andy, I have nothing
against Penn State, it's a fine school. However, why are you going to college? To get an education or to
play football?" I said "to get an education". He said "Good, now what are the odds of you becoming a pro
football player?" I said "slim to none". He said "Good, so since you are going to school to get an
education and not to play football don't you think you should go to the best school you can possibly
getinto?" I said "Dad, I WANT TO GO TO PENN STATE". Then he said "I'm going to be the one
paying for your school, IF YOU DON'T GO TO THE UNIVERSITY OF ROCHESTER I WILL NOT
PAY ONE THIN DIME FOR YOUR SCHOOL AND I WILL NEVER SPEAK TO YOU AGAIN, DO
YOU HEAR ME! Now Rochester is a much better school and I'm sure you will be much happier there,
I'm going to pay for it and that's that".

So, I end up turning down a division 1 scholarship to attend a division 3 school and end up paying
$18,000 dollars a year to attend the University of Rochester. For the longest time I absolutely hated my
father for making me go to the University of Rochester. I suppose I could have come up with the $3,000
dollars on my own, but it was the fact that he said that "he would never speak to me again" if I didn't do
what he wanted was what really pissed me off. And then on top of all this then he springs on me that I
will have to take out a student loan in my name to help pay for going to school at Rochester. I remember
this as clear as day, because after that I remember I swore that I would never let anyone tell me what to
do with my life again. The strange thing is that's not how he remembers it at all. He denies ever saying
that to me, but I remember specifically because I was heart broken that I wasn't going to go to Penn State.
The strange thing is I remember my father, at about the same time, making a joke that he had been out of
the Navy for 15 years and for some reason they wanted him to come in to give him a physical. He doesn't
remember that either.

Aug 1988- Football camp starts at the University of Rochester. Things seem to go well. Let's just say that
I am VERY focused on performing well on the football field. I had trained very hard all summer and I
was in the best shape of my life. I do extremely well during the training camp. I'm sure not by
coincidence, I get my freshman year roommate, we will call him Brian. Brian is also a freshman and is an
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offensive and defensive lineman. He is 6-1 and 245lbs. He is huge, I mean I thought I was muscular until
I saw this guy. He talks openly about his steroid usage, and even goes so far as to tell how that when he
came to camp "the coaches didn't recognize me, when I walked into the coaches office, they said who are
you?" and I said "I'm Brian XXXXXX from Irondaquite" (he was supposedly a local kid, Irondaquite is a
local town). He talks about how as a senior in high school he weighed 185 lbs, but then started doing
"juice" as he worked out with the New York state power lifting champion. He goes from 185 lbs to 250
lbs in 12 weeks. As a freshman he is the second strongest kid on entire the team, I am the third.

Sept 1988-May 1989 Camp is over, and classes begin. I get an "odd" message stating that the dean of the
Psychology department wants to see me???? So I go in to see him. I sit in a high back green leather chair
and I am facing him as he is sitting behind his big desk. He asks me if I would like to participate in some
kind of special "study" the University is conducting. I tell him "Have you ever heard of a Dr. Purrizzo"
his face suddenly becomes white and expressionless. I could tell that he had, at that moment I hear a very
slight creek from behind my left shoulder. I get out of the chair and there is a door on the wall. I open it,
inside this "closet" the dean has a wet bar. But there crouching on the floor is Dr. Purrizzo. I instantly
grab him by his throat and tell him that if I ever see him again I am going to kill him, he starts to beg for
his life, and I throw him into the bar. I walk over to the deans desk and from the bottom I pick it up and
flip it over onto him and I yell something at him like "you stay away from me you lying f*cking piece of
shit". And I run out of the office.

A few days later I get a message saying that the dean of psychology wants to see me again. I ignore it
and don't go.

A few days after that I get a third message from him telling me that if I don't come in to see him he is
going to throw me out of the school. I'm saying to myself "f*ck this", Brian is insisting that I go. "Dude,
he is going to throw you out of school, go in and do what ever he says". "F*ck you" I tell Brian. I decide
to go in and give this ass hole a piece of my mind. As I walk to his office I am furious and I am going to
kick his ass. I remember walking in, but I don't remember leaving.

After that I was a different person. I felt like I had blinders on "tunnel vision." I remember people
thought I was the biggest "ass hole" because they would say "hello" to me as I would walk to class and I
would walk right by them. Like they weren"t even there, I was off in my own little world oblivious to my
surroundings.

Room 101 There was one building which I would walk by everyday. Everyday, I would get the feeling
that I had been there before. This particular building gave me a disturbing feeling in my stomach, yet I
knew that I had never entered that particular building because none of my classes had been in that
building. Everyday as I walked by I would get this "flash", "room 101" and I seemed to know exactly
how to get there.

One day I went in, the building had a suspended walkway in the middle of it (it was very modern). I walk
across the bridge, turn right and go down the stairs. All the way to the bottom. At the bottom I turn right
again. There is a small hallway with only 2 doors. One on the right and one on the left. Both doors have
like a sliding name plate holder on them. The one on the right is supposed to say "101". It does not, it
says "Janitor Supplies". I am very confused. I turn to the door on the left to see if it says "102." The slot
is blank. I turn back to the door on the right and reach for the handle. The door is locked. I leave the
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building. Everyday when I pass that building I would get the same uneasy feeling. Like I have been there
before, or there is something strange about it. A few days later I go back again, and again the same thing.
The door says "Janitor Supplies" and it is locked. I leave again. The third time however was different. I
get to the door and it says "Janitor Supplies", at this point I'm just giving it a casual look. I go down
there, I look at the door, it says "Janitor supplies" and I start to walk away. I'm pissed off and confused.
As I'm walking away I said to myself "screw it" and I go back to check the door. I reach for the handle
AND THIS TIME IT TURNS. THE DOOR OPENS. For some reason I feel very nervous and scared. I
was afraid to go in. I push the door open and very casually look in. It's very dark and I reach for the light.
The room is very small (only about 8 x 10). I look around and the room is very "sterile". No books, no
papers, nothing. There are only two things in the room. One of those large athletic room training tables.
It's like a high cushioned table that athletes sit on to get their ankles taped. Or if they are injured they lay
on this to be examined. It was black. The only other thing in the room was a very small gray metal desk
and a wooden chair. There are no papers, no books, nothing.

As I'm about to leave, I reach for the desk drawer. I yank open the drawer, and the only thing in it is a
thin brass metal plate. I flip it over and it says "101". My heart stops, I instantly start to sweat. All of a
sudden I AM VERY SCARED. I drop the plate, slam the drawer closed, close the door and get the hell
out of there.

Looking back and trying to peace this all together this is what I believe happened. Either on my second
visit to the deans office or at some point there after they somehow hypnotized me. I can't remember
exactly where or when, but I believe they then instructed me to go to that particular room, "room 101," at
a certain time on a certain day every week, and I would just "go" without thinking or knowing anything
about it. This is where all of the initial "ground work" "programming" "hypnotic suggestions" or
"brainwashing" or what ever you want to call it took place. I say this because after visiting "the room" I
started having these "memory flashes". Like a 5 second clip of a 10 minute movie. In the room I
remember laying there, we discussed my Silva mind control as well as many other things. The instructor
instructs me to go to my "level." And then would begin his work, implanting the various different ideas
and suggestions they were researching with my reactions and responses. For some reason the Library
also gives me the "creeps."

How you use the "Silva method" is as follows. You close your eyes, relax, with every breath you are
becoming more and more relaxed. The chair you are laying in is becoming softer and softer and you sink
further and further into it as it softly wraps around your body. You feel warm and safe as your body
becomes totally relaxed. Picture yourself standing on the edge of an ocean. The sky is blue, the ocean is
blue yet almost green from the sunlight. It's an absolutely gorgeous day. Picture yourself floating, upward
as you leave your body. You look down and see your body as you soar towards the sky. You are not
afraid, and you can soar as high as you want and you start across the ocean. You look back at your body
and it becomes smaller and smaller until you cannot see it any longer. You turn back and all that is ahead
of you is blue sky and blue ocean, and like a god you are flying among the clouds. Ahead of you is a very
large cloud with a structure on it. As you get closer you can see that it's an elevator. You land on the
cloud, touching down as softly as a feather touching your skin. The cloud is as solid as rock. It is because
you say it is, this is your mind, it is a place where you can do ANYTHING YOU WANT and WHERE
ANYTHING IS POSSIBLE. The only limits here are the limits of your own imagination. Walk over to
the elevator. There is only one red button, push it. The doors open, get in. Turn around there is a control
panel, push the bottom button. The doors close and the elevator suddenly starts to descend. You look up,
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the elevator is made out of a gray steel cage. There is no roof. The elevator starts to descend faster and
faster. You look up and see the walls of the elevator shaft are brilliantly colored rock with swirls of
orange, black, white and silver. You see a huge number "10" painted on the side of the rock go whizzing
by as the elevator is now falling faster and faster. You look up and see the number "9" go by. As the
numbers go by you are going deeper and deeper into the center of your mind. The center of the universe.
8, 7, you're becoming more and more relaxed 6, 5, you feel the power of your mind surge as you go
deeper and deeper, your mind becomes more and more powerful with every moment 4, 3, 2 the elevator
automatically starts to slow down, 1. The doors open, you step out onto a white cement platform. It is 6
feet wide and 6 feet long. Blackness is all around you. There is a small silver railing to the left. Walk to
the edge and look over. You see nothing but a huge black hole. A swirling vortex sucking everything into
it. Jump off into the vortex like a skydiver. You are falling, turn your self around and look back at the
bottom of the platform as it get smaller and smaller. You are not afraid, stuff is whizzing by you as you
fall a giant clock, a car, people you know, off to the left you see a huge neon sign go flying by "1500".
You fall faster and faster and you feel yourself going deeper and deeper into your mind. "1400", "1300",
"1200", when you get to "100" you will automatically slow down. Blackness is everywhere and you can
see nothing. You feel your foot touch the ground as gently as stepping onto a pillow. To your left is a
blue neon door. Walk to it and turn the handle. As you open the door you see a huge magnificent room
blue neon room. This is your room. Your "special place." The center of your mind and the center of the
universe. When you are in this room you can do ANYTHING and NOTHING can ever harm you.

The room has 20 foot ceilings and has a blue neon glow. Being in the room is like being under
blacklights. Your whites glow, your teeth glow, you look very tan and healthy. You have never looked
better. On the walls you have gems, great artwork, sculptures, the room is magnificent. To the right is the
universe machine. With this machine you can travel anywhere in the universe with your mind, anywhere.
To the left is a set of stadium doors. Walk over to them and push them open. You enter into a huge under
ground dome stadium. So big it is almost unimaginable. When you play here, YOU CAN DO
ANYTHING. Score as many goals as you want, run for as many touchdown as you want. They only
cheer for you. Head out the doors back into the main room. To your left is the most important thing.
Another room, this one has a red glow coming from it. You walk over to it, and enter. THIS IS THE
HEALING ROOM. The room has a red neon glow. There is a large circular fountain in the middle of the
room. If any part of your body is injured when you are in this room it will glow bright red, if you have
tennis elbow, back pain, a headache, an injured knee. That part of your body will be transparent (like
looking at an x-ray) and you see the injured part of body glowing bright red. To cure ANY AILMENT all
you have to do is enter the fountain. This is the fountain of youth with magic emerald green water. If
your knee hurts, soak it in the fountain and your body will heal itself within moments. If you have a very
bad injury, lay in the pool but also use the flashlight. The flashlight produces an extra power full beam of
light which you shine on the injured part of the body to heal it.

The healing pool and how I used it is a major link to understanding what they wanted from me. When the
instructor tells me to go to my level, I do. What he tells me to do is this. Go to the healing room. He then
appears like a hologram and is talking to me in my mind. He holds out his hand, in it is a test tube with a
neon yellow substance in it (like antifreeze for your car). He informs me that this is a TOP SECRET
formula and what it does is IT MAKES YOUR HEALING POOL EXACTLY 1 MILLION TIMES
STRONGER THAN IT ALREADY IS!!! I PULL OFF THE CAP AND DUMP THE YELLOW
SUBSTANCE INTO THE POOL AND THE POOL INSTANTLY STARTS VIOLENTLY BUBBLING
LIKE SOMEONE TURNED ON THE JETS IN A JACUZZI. This is now the healing pool in my mind,
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it will stay like this forever and never decrease in strength. THIS NEW POOL CAN CURE ANY
INJURY NO MATTER HOW SEVERE. "COOL! this is awesome" I remarked. Some how he also rigs
my mind so that if I injure my self my mind will automatically send "me" to the healing pool. As it turns
out, the suggestions he made to me while I was under hypnosis in combination with the Silva method
adhere to my mind extremely well. And for some reason it REALLY WORKED. Some time later they
gave me another "test tube" full of another "top secret government formula". This one was neon lime
green. The instructor tells me DO NOT EVER USE THIS TUBE WITHOUT OUR PERMISSION OR
INSTRUCTION!!! This one is 100 million times more powerful than the yellow one and it is highly
unstable. WE DON'T KNOW WHAT IT WILL DO TO YOU!!! KEEP IT IN A VERY SAFE PLACE!
DO YOU UNDERSTAND? I answered "yes" and then proceeded to create this really "cheesy" looking
sign and stand which I then "duck taped" to the side of my fountain. It was made of poster board and a
wooden stake. With my really bad hand writing I wrote in black marker "DO NOT USE.. BREAK
ONLY IN A LIFE OR DEATH SITUATION." And under this I "duck taped" the green test tube to the
poster board, and then "duck taped" the sign and stake to the outside wall of the fountan. Sort of off to
the side and out of the way. It was blatantly an eye sore to the room, but this was MY responsibility, and
it was MY sigh and it was MY room. So there it went, and there it stayed.

There were other suggestions as well of course, like telling me how to "turn on and off my pain
receptors" like a light switch, how to control my adrenaline glands and be able to turn them "on and off"
like a faucet. How to control fear. I also remember them testing me a lot with these puzzle blocks I had to
assemble to match the picture, connect the dots for time, word association, all kinds of these "mind
puzzles", (IQ testing type puzzles). This is what I remember from room "101".

The small Lab I remember being tied to a metal table and them placing electrodes on my body. They
began to shock me at different intervals and increased the voltage when I wouldn't corporate with them.
The thing is these insolent bastards kept asking me "Why are you so hostile toward us? Why are you
fighting us?" My answer would always be "If you think I'm hostile now just wait until I get loose you
Nazi motherf*ckers!" I tried my best to be brave, and I fought back with all I had. When I came to I
found my self tied to a chair with my hands tied behind me. They began working me over. I know I had
to be drugged because the punches for some reason didn't hurt. They always wore gloves or hit me with a
rubber hose as not to leave any marks. And the more they hit me the more it didn't hurt. There was also a
metal cart next to me with all kinds of surgical instruments on it. There were all kinds of syringes there
as well. This is also why I assume they drugged me.

I remember then placing needles in my eyeballs and also in my ear drum in order to shock me into
submission. They beat me in this small room several times, I remember Mr. Green was there, this Nazi
guy and his buddies.

{note: remarkably, this "dr. green" has turned up in several sessions involving people who were being
'deprogrammed' by psychologists who have stumbled on to what seems to be a vast mind-control
conspiracy. Do a "find" search in the following article for dr. green. Also, for more information on the
Nazi-CIA connections to a widespread mind control scenario, you can also read about the group. Also,
read about the unusual nazi - new jersey connection - branton}

I know they were Nazi's because I have a very keen eye when judging people and this guy just didn't
seem to be an American. He was the guy in charge, and he ordered another guy to come over and start to
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work on me. This guy that came up to start beating me I made rude comments about his attire. He was
wearing a yellow short sleeve shirt in Rochester NY after labor day. So I start sassing him about his shirt
and how the only two types of people would wear a yellow short sleeve shirt in Rochester, either he is a
homosexual or he is a foreigner who is trying to look American, it's one of the basic slip ups spy's make
(a fashion blunder), and he was probably German because Germans like their pastel's that along with the
psychotic look in his eye told me that he was some type of "Master Race" genetic freak. I was basically
pulling stuff out of my ass but I figured why not. He is going to beat the shit out of me anyway, I might
as well try and play with his mind, it was the only offensive weapon I had. As he starts punching. I'm
calling him a Nazi bastard, telling him how we American's kicked their ass in the war. But when I
insulted Adolph Hitler, and called him a faggot, and an idiot. This guy starts freaking out and yelling at
me in German "blah..blah! blah! Miene Fuhurer..blah ..blah". "What do you know, he is German!" I say.
I had broke him mentally. For some reason his punches didn't hurt, but he was hitting me so hard that he
was knocking me over in my wooden chair. What was happening was every time he knocked me over
with a punch he would weaken the legs on the chair. My taunting in combination with the fact that he
couldn't seem to hurt me with his punches really got under his skin. So he goes over and gets a baseball
bat off the metal shelf and is going to hit me with it. That's when I really feared for my life, and I pulled
at my ropes with all my strength. Some how I broke free, and spent a few seconds getting the ropes off
and everyone seemed to be in shock that I had broke out of the chair and they all sort of stood around. I
go after the Nazi who had been beating me and who had the bat. I feel literally that I am fighting for my
life and to this day I don't know where I got the strength but they all jumped on me and I flung them off
me like they were five year olds. I got to the guy with the bat punched him once he dropped the bat I
picked it up and struck him twice in the head, while his head was pressed against a table basically
crushing his skull. I started swinging the bat around and I hit two other guys in the head with the bat and
I saw lots of blood coming from their head as they lay on the floor. Then they all rush me at once and
they are trying to pin me down but they cannot and I manage to get over to the only window in the room,
I throw it open and I am about to leap out when I see where I am. I look out and it's straight down at least
a hundred feet.

Your not going to believe this and I know that it sounds absolutely crazy but I am in the top of the
Library looking down at the ball field. I know I was in the library first from the view and second from the
shape of the room one side was almost rounded, and now with the view there is only one place it could
be and that is the top of the library (the location of the labs are enclosed in the drawing on the other
diskettes). I knocked out several more guys but there were just too many of them and eventually they got
me down and stuck a needle in my butt and then I was out.

They gave me several beatings and several electric shock sessions there. That's all I remember of the
sessions. They were trying to break me, but I wouldn't let them, so the beatings continued at night. I
remember telling my roommate the next morning that I felt like my face had been hit by a truck, but yet I
had no idea why my face was hurting.

The Girl and "The Jump" October or November 1988?-

I am walking through the parking lot on my way to class. It is morning. A car pulls up along side me
from behind and stops. It's a full size Lincoln or something (a very large car), it was brown. The doors
open and five men step out. They are all white. The first two I instantly recognize. It's the man in green
and the man in blue. The same two I recognized from High school and before. The next one I also have
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the feeling I have seen before. He was about 6-2 medium built about 190 lbs. He is dressed in a long
black leather coat. He has a full head of blond white silver hair and blue eyes. He looks like something
out of Adolph Hitler's dream of an "Arian race". He somehow has a very European face. He is "older", I
would estimate mid to early forty's. He is expressionless, with high cheek bones. I can very vividly
picture his face. I remember just by his looks and mannerisms he is a very serious person. I didn't know it
at the time but he is the man who is in charge of the beatings in the roof of the library (he is a Nazi, one
of their genetic experiments). During one if the beatings in the "small lab" I named this person "Adolph"
and from here on in that is what I call him. The last two were around the back of the car. They were
dressed in sort of a "sport suit." Dressed like an "agent" or something, dressed nicely but built for travel.
I didn't recognize them at first sight.

They stayed in the back behind the car and they were quite large. The man in green says that they want to
talk to me, and he instructs me to get in the car. I become scared. I told him that if he wanted to talk to
me, start talking, but there is no way I'm going to get into any car with five guys I don't know! He said
that he wanted to talk to me about participating in some sort of program. I told him that what ever he
wants from me the answer was "no". He then said that "NO" was an unacceptable answer, and that I was
going to participate whether I liked it or not because I was too valuable and "NO" was not an option. He
then said "Andy, get in the f*cking car." I said "No." The man in the black leather coat with the white
hair "Adolph" grabs my arm and starts pulling me toward the open car door (back seat drivers side). My
instinct just seems to take over, I wrench my arm away from Adolph let me tell you I START
RUNNING. This is going to be difficult to explain without a visual aid but here goís. The parking lot was
a very long and thin lot, not like a square, but like an "I", only two places to park your car, on the right or
on the left and its very long. The lot is located below the level of the campus by about 70 to 80 feet.
There is a long slope as an embankment and about every 100 yards or so there is a set of stairs to get in
and out of the lot. At the top of the stairs there is a main road which runs along the entire campus. So
once you cross the road you are right there on campus. Buildings start about 50 feet in from the road.

I break away from Adolph AND I START RUNNING. I ran as fast as I could for the stairs. The stairs
were about 50 yards away, I reach them unmolested. I turn back and look to see if they are chasing me.
They are not, as I look back all the men have gotten back in the car and I just catch a glimpse of the last
car door closing. I pause, thinking the car is going to come towards me, the tires squeal but in
REVERSE. I think, it hits me, they are going to cut me off at the top of the stairs. AT THAT MOMENT
for the second time I felt the "the rush." The first time was when the man was going to hit me with the
baseball bat. But for the first time in my life I felt like I was running for my life. That if they beat me to
the top of the stairs it was all over. By "the rush" I mean the adrenaline rush, your mind closes like
having blinders on and the surge of power your body feels when it's life or death. If you have never been
in a situation where you truly "feared for your life." You really cannot understand the feeling I am talking
about. I bounded up those stairs, three of four stairs at a time. At the top is a car parked right in front of
the stairs, it's maroon but it's facing the wrong way. I crouch next to the rear fender and I see the first car
about 200 yards away and I hear the engine rev as the driver floors it. Flying over the speed bumps. The
car passes the parked car and I dart across the road. Out of my left ear I hear the screech of tires skidding,
as I look the car has stopped and I see the drivers eyes in the rear view mirror. It is turning around. I get
on the sidewalk and then 30 feet onto campus ground. For some reason I feel safe and I stop running in
order to "blend in". There are many people around walking to class. I look back at the car, it looks like
it's going to jump the curb. It does and All the students scatter like ants seeking cover. I'm left standing
there by my self. A girl, who I had never met before, when all the others ran away, for some reason she

PROJECT SUPERMAN

file:///D|/My Documents/Avidya/Mind Control/Project Superman/PROJECT SUPERMAN.htm (22 of 99) [8/28/2000 03:16:14]



ran to me. She grabs my arm and without saying a word tells me that she is not afraid. That instant
seemed to last forever.

I hear the driver gun it. As the rear wheels now jump the curb. With my right hand I grab her left hand as
I scream RUN! I turn and run for the nearest building. My right arm lags way behind me after two or
three steps as her left arm is stretched as far forward as it can go. She is not fast enough. We are not
going to make it. With my right hand I let go, I point to the right and yell "RUN." Out of my right eye
after one or two steps, I don't see her. I slow down and turn to look back. She has stopped running. She
turned and is facing the oncoming car placing herself right between me and the cars path believing they
will stop or turn to avoid her. She is about 5 yards behind me, I am at the base of the steps of the
building. All I hear is the engine as the driver floors it. She has no chance, I have no chance of saving
her. This all happens in a split second. I turn back toward the building and leap up the stairs. The car is
right behind me. I jump from the stair to the railing to side of the building, scurry up as I hear the crash
below. Somehow I'm on the roof. I take a quick look around and there is nothing but pipes coming up out
of the tar and a single door. I run for the door and when I get there it is locked. I hear someone calling my
name, I go back and look over the edge. There are two cars below me, the Lincoln is crashed into the
building, the maroon car that I hid behind for a split second is undamaged behind it. The man with the
white hair is standing there looking up at me. He starts talking, he is stalling, he says "Andy, that was
very impressive, very impressive indeed. Do you have any idea what you just did." He backs down the
stairs and gets a running start... The building is a perfect square. The first floor all the way around is
glass. From there up is all marble. On the corners are big square pillars. Which stick out 90 degrees from
the side of the building forming a perfect right angle. I had jumped from the stair railing to the side of the
pillar to the side of the building back to the side of the pillar all the way up to the top (left, right, left,
right all the way). Grabbed the railing and leaped over. He tries to get to me the same way I came up the
side of the building, comes close but slides back down the side again. I'm looking right into his eyes as
he slides back down. He is yelling at me "I'm very impressed Andy, you have extra ordinary abilities". I
yell back "F*CK YOU". He continues, "You just did what we call a five step 90 degree vertical climb,
how do you explain that!" I yell back "I'M WEARING MY NIKE'S." The instant I said that I hear a
chuckle behind me, I spin around. There are four guys on the roof sneaking up behind me. The man on
the ground keeps yelling for me to come back to the edge, I ignore him. The four men now have spread
out. They are moving very slowly towards me. They say they are my 'friends'. I say "if you are my
friends stop and don't come any closer." They keep moving closer. Two of them reach in their jackets
and pull out pistols.

At that point I say "F*ck this" and lunge at the guy on far right (he was the smallest). I get by him and
run for the now open roof access door. The men with the pistols shoot at me. They couldn't have missed
because it was a range of only 6 or 7 feet. There was no sound, and the guns looked a little "funny". They
weren't shooting bullets, it was some sort of dart gun, or pellet gun. I don't know what it was, all I know
is it wasn't bullets because they shot me and I just kept running. There are two more guys right inside the
door. They have the same guns. I blow by them and they shoot me too. I make my way down to the first
floor. The wrecked car is to my left wrapped around the pillar. I see a bloody hand under the car and
blood is seeping out from under the car everywhere. I run out the door to my right, down the stairs, and
out onto the quad. I'm running as fast as I can. I look back and they ARE chasing me this time. I run into
Wilson commons (a huge open multilevel glass building which is the student center). I STOP running
and casually begin walking among the crowd. I feel safe with people around. I'm inside the building.
Two men in suits run in behind me, I start running again. Willison commons is basically a six story glass
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box. The entire middle is open. There is a spiral staircase which runs along one side of the building.
There are three ways to enter the building. From the top, which is connected to the quad by a walk way.
From the main entrance which brings you to the main floor, or through the basement (cafeteria level). It
is easily a 100 foot drop from top to the very bottom.

I'm at the top with two men behind me. I go for the stairs and start going down. I get three levels down
and enter on to the main floor. The man with the white hair is coming right towards me with three other
guys in suits. I turn and run back up the stairs. The other two men are right there. I'm trapped. I turn to
my left and leap over the railing without looking. One of them yells "NO DON'T DO IT." I thought I was
jumping just to the main level, which is only about one story. I fell all the way to the bottom. Which is at
least 50 feet. When I jumped I did it with no hesitation and no fear. I truly believed that if they caught me
my life would be over so again without hesitation I hoped over the railing without hesitation. I leaped
over and immediately focused on where I was going to land. Like a moment frozen time, I didn't wave
my arms or yell, my body was frozen like a statue as it fell. My mind suddenly took over, and I
envisioned my legs as being "steel springs" (my lower body is extremely strong from weightlifting) and I
squeezed my legs and butt as tight as I could. Knees bent, head up, just like I was squatting 500 pounds. I
hit the ground hard, and I mean with tremendous force. It was just like "BA-BOOM" the thing is it
worked. Just like steel springs my legs absorbed the impact and I literally "bounced" several feet in the
air then came crashing down on a table. As I'm laying on my back I open my eyes and they are all
looking at me from the point on the staircase which I had jumped. They thought I was dead. But
something inside me says "get up" and I did. They start running down the stairs after me, and I start
limping away. My dorm room is only two buildings away. I go out the basement entrance and ran as fast
as I could right for my room. I make it back, and rush in, Brian is there, I start freaking out "LOCK THE
DOOR" "DON'T LET ANYONE IN" "THEY ARE AFTER ME". I feel my body start to collapse, I
climb into my bunk bed and curl into the fettle position and I am out like a light.

I hear voices, "I told you I hit him." I feel hands all over my body but I cannot move. Everything is black.
They ask me how is my ankle? I tell them its fine! I've already healed it!

I wake up, and I am in some kind of shock. I'M DAZED, CONFUSED, IN SOME SORT OF HAZE. I
am not all right, it's like the world was spinning. I look at the clock and it is 2:00 AM (I was out for
approximately 14 hours). Brian is gone, I'm still dressed and I wander outside. My mind is not there. I
remember what happened but it is like a bad dream. My head and my mind keeps spinning, around and
around, what happened? Did that really happen? I wonder back to the building where the car crashed to
see if it really happened. There are lights all around the building. As I get closer I see men in yellow
jump suits working. These men were not with the University maintenance department. There are three
vans, a man is painting the railing that the car hit. But it's fixed. Two men are on their knees working on
the marble block which was damaged by the car. I stop and watch them. One of the men sees me and
calls for another man. He points at me, the other man promptly puts something to his ear, either a phone
or a radio type device. I am looking right at him and he is looking right at me. I turn back and start
walking back to my room. Brian is now there, I enter the room and he is pissed "WHERE DID YOU
GO" "WHAT ARE YOU DOING OUT OF BED?" He puts me to bed, and then I hear him pick up the
phone and start dialing. I'm out within seconds.

I wake up, and it's in the afternoon. I'm still in some sort of shock. I am not all right, I can feel it. I get
dressed and head right for the building. I'm still in some kind of daze. Everything is one big blur. I get to
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the building. There is no sign of any damage. No broken glass, no cracked marble block, no mangled
railing. Nothing! I go to the marble block where the car crashed, examine it, I find nothing. I go to the
railing it's like new. It looks out of place almost, too new, I look at it carefully, it's freshly painted. I put
my finger to it and that paint is still "tacky". I go to the other railings and they are all still tacky. But what
I noticed was the cement around the whole area was "white". {sounds like a little 'reality engineering'
taking place there - branton}

The cement which held the other railings in place matched the white cement perfectly. I go back to the
damaged railing and look down. The cement holding that one in place is not even close IT IS GRAY. I
put my finger to it. It's dry and hard but very gray and looks too new (it had sort of a gloss to it). I go
back to the marble block, again I see nothing. I put my hand to it and I think I feel something. I take my
student I.D. out and run the edge along the block. I hear a "click" or "skip", when I looked very closely
you could see a hairline crack running all the way through the block. I retrace my steps all the way back
to Wilson commons. I get to the commons and I enter. It's crowed, as I start walking through the crowd,
there seems to be some kind of commotion, everyone is looking at me. When I make eye contact with
them, they look away. I turn the corner into the main room. I look at the spot from which I had jumped,
and there are men in suits MEASURING with one of those long tape measureís they use in sporting
events (it's like a big wheel and you crank it to retrieve the tape). They are measuring all the distances.
From how far I jumped to how, to how far I ran, everything. Then I see a group of men in suits (6 to 8)
are walking to my left. One of the men sees me and as he tells someone else he points to me. The man
with the white hair emerges from the pack, and like a deer caught in the headlights I FREEZE. I cannot
move as I watch him walk toward me. My instinct tells me to run but I am paralyzed with fear. He walks
right up to me, and that's all I can remember.

That night, I sat in my room with my elbows on my knees and my head between my hands. As I think
about the events which had happened, the room begins to spin. I'm very scared, I don't know what to do.
I want to call home. I want to call my mother. I can't remember the number. I'm looking for it. I find my
address book and I find the number. Dialing the number seems familiar, but it feels odd. As the phone
starts to ring, Brian opens the door and enters the room. He sticks his finger on the phone and I am
disconnected. He starts to speak to someone in the hall, they enter, it's the man in green and the man in
blue and Adolph. The sight of these men in my room, speaking to Brian. They know each other, and they
know where I live, I'm thinking. This causes such fear in me that the room spins out of control and I
black out as the two realities came crashing together.

The Big Lab After that I was not the same person, and they began taking me to a lab. Two men in
overcoats would knock on my door, I or Brian would open it, they would say two or three words, I would
drop what ever I was doing, get my coat and go with them. I had no say, I had no control. That was it I
just did it, I don't know why, it was just like when I pulled the car over for Mr. Purrizzo. They had a car
outside, I would get in the back and just sit there with a blank stare in my eyes. The lab was, I would
estimate, from 30 to 90 minutes away. I say this because the first few trips I remember the trip. I
remember getting on a divided two lane highway, it had to have been the New York state thruway (the
only divided highway around) and we road for a while. I remember them asking me if I knew where I
was, asking me if I knew what time it was, was it night or day, and with a big smile I said "of course I
know where I am" as I was proud for out smarting them by remembering landmarks and remembering
where we were going and how we got there. After that I remember the men in the car "doubling back"
one exit on the thruway, and when we arrived the man with the white hair and black leather coat would

PROJECT SUPERMAN

file:///D|/My Documents/Avidya/Mind Control/Project Superman/PROJECT SUPERMAN.htm (25 of 99) [8/28/2000 03:16:15]



ask me again "do you know where you are" and again I would tell them exactly what they wanted to
know. After that I don't remember any more "rides". I remember getting in the car in front of the dorm,
and then I remember getting out of the car in front of the lab (the facility). I think they finally got smart
and programmed my mind somehow so that when they said the word "sleep" or some similar command, I
would instantly lay on the seat and would be out like a light until they decided to re-awake me, because
after that there was no more "ride" only getting in of the car and getting out of the car.

At the big lab is where the torture continued but the more sophisticated experiments took place. The head
of the project was Adolph. He was no ordinary agent or CIA man, he is a Nazi. Him and his partisans just
had the "look" of some Nazi genetic experiment. The psychotic eyes, the "Arian" face and features such
as the straight blond hair. After I had killed two of his "boys" in the small lab with the baseball bat he
kept trying to tell me that he was my "father", and he seemed obsessed with this idea. He had similar
abilities of his own, but I was more powerful. I know this because the first few times I tangled with him
he threw me, but once I figured out how he was simply misdirecting my force into another direction, I
then could take him. He knew this and after I threw him a few times he no longer would try and step in
and stop me if I got loose, he would let all of the "hired hands" try and stop me. He was the one who in
my mind could stop me, somehow he implanted in my mind that I could not harm him. I didn't fear him,
I would just avoid him if I was making an escape. As in my mind he was the most powerful one out of
the group. He was also the one who did all of the "coaching" or "directing" if you will. None of the other
guys really said much to me. They mostly talked off to the side amongst themselves, and when called
upon to help out they never said a word unless it was to answer a question asked by Adolph, never a
word directly to me. Remember, at this point they had already had TOTAL control over me, and I mean
TOTAL control. They tell me to get in the car, I get in the car. They tell me to stand over there, I go and
stand over there. They tell me to stand in the corner, and I was like a "robot" I would go stand in the
corner, once there I stood like a statue until spoken to again.

There always seemed to be a guy with a video recorder, recording everything, and I mean everything.
Even in the chase across campus when the girl died, one of the men had a camera on his shoulder. I only
got a glimpse of it but it was no VHS recorder from SEARS. It was one of those bigger cameras with a
light on top that the news crews use, only it was a quite a bit smaller but the same style. So at the small
lab as well as the big lab, they were recording everything I did. From how I stood to how I sat to how I
stripped down to my underwear. The camera was always watching me.

To start the tests were simple at the big lab. They would tell me to do "push ups," and I would start doing
push ups. The thing is I would do push ups until they told me to stop. When I was "myself" (not under
hypnosis or their "mind control") I already could do more push ups than probably 99% of the population.
150 maybe 200 without stopping (with perfect form), don't forget I was invited to be on, or "tryout" if
you will for the U.S. Power lifting team, and I'm in the best shape of my life.

But when under hypnosis they would tell me to start, and then start playing cards on a fold out card table.
I have no idea how long I would do them for but it was a while (1/2 hour, an hour I don't know). I
wouldn't think I would just do.

The focus of the initial research, I believe, was to try and unlock the secrets of the mind. How to make
the perfect soldier, to make a "super human killing machine". They were finding out how, when under
hypnosis, can the mind over come the physical limitations of the human body. How, when under
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hypnosis, can the mind overcome the physical impossibilities of going against the laws of physics? How,
when under hypnosis, can the mind overrule the build up of lactate acid which occurs in the blood stream
when muscle contraction occurs? How can the mind allow the body to do things which would normally
be physically impossible?

To be able to do push ups for the length of time and the number of repetitions that I did them for would
be a physical impossibility. Yet there I am doing it. How could I do it? Because of the way my mind
"thinks" if you will, is different from everyone else. Somehow if you tell me to do something on the
subconscious level I truly believe that I can do it. So how did I do it, UNDER HYPNOSIS, THEY TOLD
ME I COULD DO IT! AND I TRULY BELIEVED THEM!!!

They did all sorts of similar tests on me. I remember next they bring in a squat rack and barbell set. They
put a bunch of weight on and tell me that these are "fake plates" and that the bar is as "light as a feather".
It's just like doing deep knee bends with no weight at all, and then instructed me to starting squatting. I
would then begin exercising until they told me to stop. It was very strange because I could hear the
"clang" the weight plates make when you have four or five stacked on each side and you are squatting. In
testing at Rochester I squatted 545 pounds as my maximum, when I was squatting in the lab I think I was
doing seven 45 pound plates on each side (which is 675 pounds for as many reps as they wanted). I
would just start "squatting" and I would not stop until they told me to. Yet it felt like there was no weight
pressing on my shoulders at all. It was in reality "as light as a feather", just like doing simple deep knee
bends.

Another favorite was to sit me down in a chair and tell me to envision my arm not as an arm but as a
huge robotic hydraulic vice. This vice had unlimited power, and ANYTHING they placed in my hand I
could crush, just like squeezing an "egg." They then would proceed to place various objects in my hand,
and I would crush it like a egg. In my mind I wasn't squeezing an unopened can of Coke. I was squeezing
an egg, and I would crush it accordingly. I remember they put some kind of gauge in my hand to see
what the pounds per square inch was that I was producing. It was like one of those old hand exercisers
you would squeeze. The first time I squeezed it, I broke it, and they got all excited. They had to
"recalibrate" another one for me, and again I buried the needle on their gauge, and this astounded them.
They made me feel "good" about being able to do these things, and I was sort of "proud" of my self. As
my confidence grew, my abilities grew. It was all like a game to me. They would set up some kind of
test, something that I should not be able to do, and I would live to prove them wrong.

They told me to walk around with my chest stuck out and head held high because I was "the biggest,
badest, meanest motherf*ckering stud on the planet and if you F*CK with me I will kill you." This
particular suggestion caused some very serious problems later on.

They said we need a name to call you by. This name is something very special, it is the name that ONLY
WE may call you by, it is your code name and you should spend some time thinking about it because it is
very important. I answered almost immediately "I want to be called THE RHINO" I said. I had chosen
this name because it was a name I wanted as my "nickname" on my high school football team. However
in high school the nickname was already given to another player so I could not have it, but for some
reason I always thought it was really "COOL", and now that I could choose any name I wanted, I chose
"the Rhino" and that's why I chose "the rhino" as my new name. At first the man with the white hair and
black leather coat as well as the other guys laughed at the name, but after a while it grew on them and
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they liked it. The man with the white hair and black leather coat would bark out "RHINO" get over here,
and it would come running like a puppy and then he really started to like it.

I think they made me choose a different name not only for the practicality of it, but more so to
disassociate my "new self" from my "old self." In other words, when they called me they didn't want any
association to do with my "old self", anything to do with "Andy". Mostly because they never broke
"Andy", since they could not break "Andy" they sort of had to build over him. They squashed "Andy"
into a vacuum sealed steel coffin and buried him under tons and tons of ten foot thick steel plates the
each the size of a football field, and buried him in the deepest part of my mind. They wanted "Andy" to
be totally gone, but I remember they could NEVER destroy or break him. I think that is why I still
remember all of these events. That fact really angered the man with the white hair, and really frightened
Mr. Green as his worst fear is that I will remember and come back for him. And believe me he WILL see
his day in court, for honestly I have no fear of dying anymore because I have touched what is beyond this
life and despite all of this I still somehow have an "inner peace" if you will. A fact that I am no longer
afraid of the darkness and afraid of the night. But anyway, when they called me they wanted "THE
RHINO".

They wanted me to think ONLY as "the Rhino". They wanted the biggest, badest, meanest
motherf*ckering stud on the planet, and if you F*CK with me I will kill you "RHINO."

What I didn't know at the time was that my father, when he was in the Navy, was part of an elite ultra top
secret nuclear explosion test that he was hand picked for. The name he chose was also "the Rhino". This
must have proved very interesting to them. At this point I discover that they had been taking me from the
age of 2 years old. As I was from the very beginning part of a HUGE genetic manipulation project along
with my father and along with most of the armed forces in the United States which has been going on
sense the 1960's. More about this later.

As the conditioning continued they were particularly interested in "the jump." I remember discussing it
with them. They asked me how did I do it? I answered "I don't know, but when I jumped I had no fear, as
I was falling I was like a cat, calm and cool, again no fear, focusing like a laser only on the landing,
before the impact the 'steel springs'." As a result of this, of course, they start having me "jump" off of
things. As you can imagine it, what they did to me was not pleasant. When you jump you are a cat, they
told me. You will always land on your feet and you will always be OK no matter how high. You will
have no fear. Every jump in your mind is as easy and as safe as jumping off a footstool. When you land,
your legs become steel springs and will absorb all impact. The size and strength of the steel springs will
automatically adjust to the height of the jump for you. There is no pain, and you have no fear!

They started me off with small jumps to begin with (off a six foot step ladder). I remember this because
they wanted me to stand on the fold out tray that clearly says "this is not a step" and I didn't want to
because it clearly said "this is not a step" so I ended up going to the top step (it was no big deal in terms
of height, but it was in my mind a big deal in terms of things you should do and things you should not
do). So I specifically remember that. Next it was up a ladder to a platform they had in the "Big Lab",
maybe 25-30 feet. Then it was off the side of the big lab outside (the top of the building). We would then
progress to jump off objects that were higher and higher.

What they would do is bring me to a certain spot (whether it was a bridge or a cliff) and simply say

PROJECT SUPERMAN

file:///D|/My Documents/Avidya/Mind Control/Project Superman/PROJECT SUPERMAN.htm (28 of 99) [8/28/2000 03:16:15]



"Jump", we will meet you at the bottom. And I would simply say "OK" walk to the railing and jump
over. I wouldn't look first and then back up and then jump. I would just, jump, RIGHT OVER. I would
land like a cat, bounce in the air from the release of the stored energy in the compacted steel springs that
were my legs, do a shoulder roll as I landed the second time from the "bounce", stand up, and wait for
them. It was just like jumping off a footstool and it was just as easy.

The next day or so, I would find my self wandering back to the same spot during school hours, what ever
it was (a bridge, a cliff, what ever) and as I retraced my steps, when I got to the jumping point I would
look over the edge AND MY HEART WOULD DROP INTO MY STOMACH. I remember saying to
myself "this is wrong, it was not this high" because to me the night before the jump was nothing "like a
footstool" now I'm looking at it and saying "NO F*CKING WAY IS THIS RIGHT, NO F*CKING
WAY". These things are not physically possible. I became very scared, and I became even more
confused.

I remember one night walking through this chain link gate, and I began climbing up this white ladder
with a round cage all around it. I'm climbing and I'm climbing, it seemed to go on for ever. I reach some
kind of a platform which is made of some kind of metal grating. There is a man standing there and he
tells me to climb further, until I reached the next platform. I did notice he was wearing a safety harness
and was clipped on to the structure with a rope. I had no fear at all about where I was or what I was
doing. The ladder had changed to a 4 inch pole with the rungs now welded on the outside. Like a ladder
you would see at the circus. When I reach the top, the platform is only about 3 feet by 4 feet. I remember
all of a sudden being almost blinded by red, and then it would go away, red and it would go away. So I
turn my back to it. I look down and the man on the lower platform yells to me to jump. I simply jumped
off without fear and with out hesitation. I remember freezing like a cat in the air for a split second, and
then hitting the ground. I hit the ground fairly hard and my ankle felt a slight twinge of pain, as I bounced
I ALWAYS kept my eyes focused on the ground, on the exact spot of landing. I did my shoulder roll,
and stood up, my ankle hurt some what but I was fine. This did not seem like jumping off a footstool, it
was more like jumping off a six foot ladder. Still no problem at all, I walked off the pain in my foot and
didn't think twice about it. I walked over to the group by the car and just stood there. There were three or
four dark figures talking amongst themselves. They were in a group and off to the side of the car, it was
dark and all I remember is there shadows.

I watched as a small black figure was climbing down the structure. He looked like an ant on your kitchen
wall. He gets to the bottom, takes off his gear and starts running over to us. He is all excited. It's Adolph.
He is screaming with excitement and he runs up to me and hugs me and pats me on the back as he talks
to the figures behind me. I remember standing there and saying to myself "are these guys idiot's, or just
f*cking retarded. What is the big f*cking deal about jumping off a dam small ladder like that! And why
the HELL am I out here in the middle of the night to do this stupid shit anyway!" I didn't understand any
of it but I remember being very annoyed at them for wasting my time with such simple tasks.

The next morning I woke up and I remembered this strange dream I had. I remember climbing and
climbing a white ladder. Like I was on the Eiffel tower, and the gate. When I reached the top I looked for
a second at the magnificent view, and then I was on the ground again. This dream was really weird
because most dreams you remember for about 10 minutes or so, but I was thinking about this ALL day
for some reason. As the day goes by I peace together that this is happening in Rochester, and I think I
remember land marks like the 7-11 and I think I know how to get there. Finally after dinner I decided to
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get in my jeep and try and "feel" my way to this place. Without any mistakes I turn right here, drive for a
while and turn left there. I find myself turning onto this grass field and a dirt path. I drive to the tree line
and there is a chain link fence so I must stop. I leave my headlights on and walk to the fence. I'm
standing in front of the "gate" in my dreams. I see something beyond it and as I focus there is a field, and
in the middle of it is a bunch of lights and some type of structure behind it. I cannot make it out clearly
because of the shadows from the lights. So I stoop down to one knee and look up. I could barley see
because the trees were overhanging my view. It was a huge microwave radio tower. This didn't make any
sense, so I put my face so it was almost touching the ground and I looked up and saw the red flashing
light ALL THE WAY AT THE TOP. When I saw the red flashing light my head instantly started to spin
and I threw up several times right there. I don't know how long I was there, but I remember driving home
and I was profusely sweating. Like sweating after you throw up from a hang over. I finally get home, and
like my mother Brian is asking me where I've been. So I tell him the story about the dream and for some
reason he seem very annoyed about this, but I don't know why. I go to bed still sweating and shaking.
The next morning I remember waking up and feeling absolutely terrific.

This event must have occurred soon AFTER thanksgiving of 1988, because during the thanksgiving
break freshman year is when I bought the 1979-three speed jeep CJ-5, and then took it up to school. The
thing is after I told Brian where I had been they placed a tracking device under the rear wheel well of my
jeep on the passenger side (inside the fender on the rear wheel passenger side). I remember this because I
was going to my jeep one evening and I noticed a big rock stuck in my tire and I tried to pry it out but I
couldn't so I went and got my tire iron to pry it loose from the deep tread (that's the kind of guy I am, if I
see something wrong on my car I can't just leave it because it would bother me until I knew it wasn't
there). So anyway I pry it out of the deep tread (they were brand new 33 x 12.5 x 15 flotation tires with
new tread) and as I pry it out the tire iron and the rock fly up into the wheel well and the rock, the tire
iron and this little black magnetic box come out. It was the same size and shape of one of those "Hide a
key" boxes, as a matter of fact that's what I thought it was. But it wouldn't open, it was just a box with a
magnet and a wire sticking out of it. At that instant I became scared because I didn't exactly know what it
was but from somewhere inside me I had my suspicions (since I never put it there). I had parked right
next to the bus stop, and as I am holding this little black box a bus pulls up and is going to let some
people out, so I said to my self "why the f*ck not" so I ran over to the bus and stuck this little black box
under the wheel well of the bus and it pulled away. And with in minutes I had forgotten all about it.

We were having a party at my fraternity that night and as a pledge with a car the brothers of the house
had sent me out for cigarettes before the party started. I went out and got the cigarettes and had to park in
a different spot when I came back because mine was taken. I got extremely drunk at the party and ended
up crashing on one of the many couches in one of the rooms at the fraternity house for a while. So they
didn't know where I was. They being a branch of the Nazi underground who is using the University of
Rochester, Kodak, and Bausch and Lomb, (to name a very few) as covers for their genetic and mind
control programs in order to manipulate the children of America.

"They" thought is was making a "run for it" as the bus was driving all around Rochester, and I didn't
come home that night. When I got back to my room at about 5:00 in the afternoon Brian is there, pissed
off as hell at me asking me "Where the f*ck have you been?... What did you do last night?" I tell him to
go "F*ck himself" and I head for the shower and then I am going to take a long nap. When I get back
from the shower, Brian is gone but the man with the white hair "Adolph" is in my room along with Mr.
Green and about four other guys. They slam the door shut as soon as I walk in, when I realize they are in
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my room I try to run, but Adolph says a few words and I cannot move. I stand there like I am in a trance
just like I do when I am back at the lab. He starts to chew my ass out, and all I could do is stand there and
smile. I guess they had spent the whole night following the bus around, then they finally stopped it and
searched it and found that I wasn't on the bus and then they found the tracking device in the wheel well
and then couldn't find me, and I didn't come home. They were very pissed off at me. I just stood there
and smiled. It was one of the proudest moments of my life! They told me to get in the god d*mn bed and
to go to f*cking sleep. So I put a big chew of tobacco in my mouth and played Nentendo for a few hours,
before finally going to bed. This is an example of how even though I was totally under their control, they
could not totally destroy "Andy" and somehow I found a way to come out. Then even though they had
instructed me to go to bed I some how fought the order off and went to bed when I wanted to.

At some point came the "big jump" (as if jumping off the huge tower wasn't big enough). I don't
remember exactly when it was, but I clearly remember the event. All along, the main point of spending
so much time on all of these jumps was to see if I could make the "big jump" and survive. The theory
behind all of this was that once the body reaches a certain speed (32feet sec/sec) you cannot go any
faster, you have reached maximum velocity. So, in theory if I could jump off an object and reach 32 feet
sec/sec and some how survive, then it didn't matter how high I was jumping from. In other words if I
jumped off the tower (a jump of a few hundred feet) and I reached maximum velocity then I could also
jump from 500 feet, 1000 feet, or 10,000 feet. It didn't matter how high because I couldn't go any faster.
Imagine the potential of a soldier or covert operations team who could jump out of a plane and didn't
need parachutes. Think about it! A low flying plane going over a strategic target, the enemy would
probably dismiss it as a reconnaissance plane. The team could literately fall from the sky and land
practically right on top of the target and no one would know anything about it until months after it was
over. This is what they are after, the ultimate solider, the ultimate killing machine.

I don't remember anything about how I got there, but I remember sitting in a small single engine
propeller plane (like a sky diving plane), I remember earlier having received instructions on how to form
the "arch" during "free fall" but that's about it. They had me in some kind of belt apparatus in a hanger of
a sky diving school showing me the position. Back in the plane the guy tells me to come over to the door
and to put my foot out on the wheel. I remember yelling at him "I DON'T HAVE MY PARACHUTE!"
He then yells in my ear "STAY HERE I'LL GO GET IT." I am standing at the open door with both of my
hands firmly grasping the sides of the plane, I look back to see what the man is doing. He is up by the
pilot on the radio.

He starts to walk back to me and he grabs a parachute from beneath a bungi spider web that is sticking to
the side of the plane. The parachute is two big squares attached to each other by two seat belt like straps
and then there are many other straps, clips and hooks coming off the two straps as well as the two
squares. I see him coming toward me and he goes to say something in my ear. I lean back to listen. He
says to me "LET GO OF THE PLANE, WE HAVE TO PUT YOUR PARACHUTE ON." The second I
let go of the plane he pushes me out. I am all disoriented for a few seconds but then get my self into the
"arch". I remember I had no fear as I was falling, I was not afraid. I remember focusing on the ground,
focusing, focusing, focusing, and got prepared for the impact both mentally and physically. As the
ground came closer I envisioned my legs as "steel springs", and got my body ready. Knees bent, tighten
the butt and thighs, always, always, always keep the knees slightly bent. It was like a feeling of doing a
reverse squat if you will, the only difference being that instead of having the weight already on your
shoulders and then exploding upwards, you are simple mentally prepared as the weight becomes your
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own body weight multiplied times the acceleration rate you are traveling. I remember hitting the ground
with such force I cannot really explain the feeling, it was just like "BA-BOOM". I hit so hard that
afterwords they told me that I must have "bounced" at least 50 feet in the air. This makes sense because I
had no fear during the whole thing but I became scared the second after I hit the ground when I saw how
high I was still in the air. I simply had never "bounced" that high before. Then I hit and "bounced" for the
second time (I had bounced so high the first time that I could not do my shoulder roll for the landing, I
had to "bounce" again and then do the shoulder roll) and on the second "bounce" I was disoriented
because I never had "bounced" twice before and I twisted my knee on the landing. I remember it was day
time it was cold and I had landed in a field. I was lost in the tall grass. I said to my self "GET UP! GET
UP YOU SON OF A BITCH." And I managed to stand up and I saw men running towards me, I tried to
walk but I collapsed right there. They come over to me and Mr. Green starts yelling at me "STAND UP!
GET UP! I SAID STAND UP!" I yell back at him "I'M TRYING" and as hard as I tried I could not get
my legs under me. Some of the men pulled me to my feet and tried to help me walk, but the whole
experience had left me totally exhausted. I mean I felt like I was drained of every ounce of strength that I
could possible gather together. I begged them telling them "I'm all right, just please let me rest for a
minute."

Finally they laid me down in the field and I passed out. I don't know how long I was out for but they had
to wake me up because it was getting to be dusk. I could walk now but only with help, they put me in the
back seat and I fell right to sleep. I woke up in front of the dorm again and they helped me to my room
and then put me to bed. I don't remember how long I was asleep for but it was for a long while.

The Funding Then came a night I will not soon forget. It was the same situation as when they threw me
out of the plane. Only this time it was dusk. I remember a man throwing me out of the plane. I am falling,
I don't know where I am, I can't see the ground. Everything goes black. I flash into "my room" in my
mind I am hurt very badly. My legs are not working, I cannot make it into the pool. It is hard to breath.
Some how I manage to pull my self into the pool. I am hurt very badly. I reach for the "super top secret
green formula" which is duck tapped to the poster board. If I break it the healing pool will become one
hundred million times more powerful then it already is. I grab it with almost my last breath and break it
open. The pool instantly turns from yellow to green and starts to bubble violently. Heal, heal, heal, I tell
myself. Everything goes black. I see my body, I am floating upwards above it. My eyes and mouth are
open and expressionless. My back is twisted like a question mark. "NOOOOO" I scream. Everything is
black again. I hear voices, they are saying "I SAW HIM MOVE" then another voice says "Don't be
ridiculous he is as dead as they come." Then the first voice again "I'M TELLING YOU I SAW HIM
MOVE." All is quiet and black for a long while.

I open my eyes, every thing is black, but not quite as black as before. Some light is coming from the
sides. Something is on top of me, and it is very cold. With my left arm I try and move this thing that is on
top of me. I grab it, it is made of plastic. I remember the texture of the plastic as it has become
semi-ridged from the cold temperature. It is a thin plastic yet it was not fragile. It was made of a dark
plastic. They had laid some kind of body bag on top of me, to cover me. I push it aside with ease. I
cannot move but I am looking up toward the sky. I remember it was a crystal clear night and the stars
looked magnificent. Then I tried to move, I managed to roll over on to my left side. Then I put my right
hand on the ground and tried to push my self up. AT THAT MOMENT I HEARD AND FELT EVERY
BONE IN MY BACK AND BODY CRACK AND POP LIKE A CHIROPPRACTOR HAD JUST
DONE A "TOTAL" BODY ADJUSTMENT ALL IN ONE SHOT. After the cracking and popping had
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stopped I paused for a moment in the position that I was in. That moment seemed to last forever, and it
felt like a "cross roads" in my life. I remember thinking "GET UP! JUST GET UP YOU PIECE OF
SHIT!. STAND UP!" and I stood up. I was all right, I was somehow all right, I have no idea how or why
but I was all right.

I looked around, it was night.

I was in the middle of a field, just like the one I had jumped into before during the day. I am standing but
my vision is very hazy. It is very difficult to make out objects. All to my right and up a slight incline is a
group of men. All I can see is their shadows as they are standing in a circle and there is a lantern in the
middle of them. I would estimate 10 to 15 men in all. I start walking towards the group. In the dark I pass
two men walking away from the group. As I pass them I casually say "What's up" and they acknowledge
me with a similar response. When I get to the group I stand about a foot and a half behind and in between
two men. Like a curious kid I am sticking my head in trying to listen in. I see Adolph getting his ass
chewed out by another man who I had never seen before. This guy was dressed implacably in a good suit
and overcoat.

He is screaming at the man with Adolph "YOU CALL THIS A DEMONSTRATION! YOU DRAG ME
OUT HERE TO WATCH YOU COMMIT MURDER ON A COLLEGE KID!. ARE YOU OUT OF
YOUR F*CKING MIND?" and he was going on and on. Just at that point the man directly to my left
looks at me. His face turns as white as a ghost. His mouth is open with a cigarette stuck to his lip. I am
looking at him and I ask "Whatís going on?" He in turn hits the man to his left. The man to his left is
ignoring him, so he hits him again. Finally he gets his attention and he turns to the man who is hitting
him and says "WHAT" and the first man points to me. The second man sees me and his face turns as
white as a ghost. The second man then yells to Adolph, and he repeats himself until he gets his attention.
The second man then points to me. Adolph then turns as white as a ghost. By now every one is looking at
me and all conversation has stopped. Everyone is looking at me so I turn around to see what they are
looking at, but all I can see is darkness. So I turn around and say "What the f*ck is every body looking
at?" The Adolph comes over to me and grabs the lantern on his way over. He spins me around to
examine my back. He sees that I am all right and he asks me "What happened" and I say with all
sincerity "I'LL TELL YOU WHAT HAPPENED! SOME ASS-HOLE JUST PUSHED ME OUT OF A
F*CKING PLANE." My tone then sobers and I say "I couldn't see the ground, and I wrecked, I almost
didn't make it. At that point the two men who I had passed in the dark come back to the circle and start
yelling "ALL RIGHT WHO HAS BEEN F*CKING AROUND WITH THE BODY." They then see me
and their mouths drop wide open. Adolph tells me he wants to introduce me to someone. He brings me
over to the well dressed man and like a proud father introduces me. The man was either a senator or a
congressmen, I can't be for certain but I'm about 90% sure he was a Senator. I was introduced but I
cannot remember his name. It's like on the tip of my tongue, but for the life of me I just can't remember
his name. Anyway, he turns to Adolph and asks "Was this all part of the demonstration?" and Adolph
shakes his head no. The Senator then said "If I didnít see it with my own eyes I wouldn't have believed it.
NO F*CKING WAY!!!! JESUS CHRIST that was f*cking unbelievable!!!! I step in and interject and
say "I know it's not my place but do you think we could get some of that night vision shit? I couldn't see
the ground and it almost killed me!" and a chorus of nervous laughter erupts. The well dressed man puts
his arm on my shoulder and says "Anything you need from me you f*cking got it." My guess is what just
happened was they just got unlimited funding. An open check book, this is when things dramatically
changed.
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As we were packing up to leave, one of the men asks me "Rhino, what do you want? you name it and
you got it." I say "OK.. I want an ice cream." He nervously starts to laugh "you want an ice cream?" he
asks. "Yes, I want an ice cream", and he says "you f*cking got it". We get in the car and drive back to
town, I know it was late because all the stores were closed. But by god he was going to get me my ice
cream. He ends up by-passing the alarm and breaking into a "Baskin Robinís 31 flavors" ice cream store.
And he says "what flavor do you want". I said "chocolate". He got pissed off at this because he could
have gone to the local food store in stead of breaking in, but I said "thank you" and ate my ice cream,
they took me home, and I went to bed.

The "Military" lab Now at the big lab is when things were different. This is when the military directly got
involved and this is what happened.

First off, the big lab used to be a pretty barren place (it was a huge room inside some kind of facility).
With a few things in there (the squat rack etc..). BUT NOW, there is all kinds of stuff, a huge water tank,
this electronic punching square, and ALL kinds of electronic shock equipment. It was like a different
place. It was full.

I'm standing there and I hear arguing going on. I see Mr. Green (the man in the army uniform), he is
arguing with the man with the white hair (Adolph, the German Nazi). From what I could put together it
was about who now had control of this project. The Mr. Green is saying that this is a "Military matter
now" and Adolph is telling him to "GO F*CK HIMSELF", and that they just cannot come in here and
push him out. What ended up happening I think was the Military "Officially" took over the project at that
point, but as it turns out they needed Adolph because he was the only one who could control me as he
was the one who had done the initial programming of me (I remember him as far back as age 5 when I
lived in Munich with my family). He knew all of the trigger words, and how my mind was programmed.
As a result of this the Military named him as "the director" of the project. So, he was involved and still
had some power (or at least he thought he did).

Here is what happened, the Military brings in it's own group of lab doctors. They were a pack of 5 or 6
men (all men) all wearing these baby blue lab coats. The head instructor (it was a fair assumption to
assume he was the head instructor by his mannerisms and attitude towards all the others) instructs me to
"strip down to my underwear", I do not move. He yells it at me again "do it, NOW", again I don't move.
He becomes very pissed off and starts ranting on and on about "what the f*ck is going on around here
..etc..etc.." Adolph comes over and tells me to "strip," and I immediately do it. This really pisses of the
head lab coat man, and at the same time really pleases Adolph. As this not only keeps Adolph "in the
loop" but it makes him a very intricate part of the project (the man in the blue lab coat tried several times
to "undo" this part of my programming and the man with the white hair found out about it and almost
killed him).

Anyway, this is what happened next. I remember stripping down to my underwear, and then I spoke.
This shocked everyone because I never spoke unless spoken to. I said "I have to keep my pledge pin on
me at all times, even in the shower, I must have it on the towel". I was very upset about this. I was
pledging the fraternity Delta Kappa Epsilon and as a pledge you MUST ALWAYS have your pledge pin
on. It was a triangle pin and the three sides were colored red, blue and gold. Again, the head man in the
blue lab coat starts yelling at the man with the white hair and black leather coat "what kind of show are
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you running here, I thought you said he was thoroughly prepared etc..etc..". Meanwhile one of the other
lab guys picks up my cloths and starts to walk away with them. He gets three or four steps away and like
a tiger I pounce on him. I grab him by his throat with my right hand and rip my shirt away from him with
my left.

All of a sudden 5 or 6 guys leap on the both of us and they pry his neck from my hand. The man with the
white hair immediately jumps in and tells me to stand up and not to f*cking move. They start arguing
again, all of a sudden one of the men with the white haired man from the original group from the back
yells "HOLD IT" and he walks over, picks up my shirt, takes the pin off of my shirt and pins it on the
elastic band of my underwear. "NOW ARE YOU HAPPY" he says to me. "NO" I say. Why he asks?
"IT'S NOT RIGHT" I say. "WHAT'S WRONG" he asks. I look down to the pin on my hip, and I turn it
so the gold side is flat on top. "THERE" I say. "WHAT WAS THAT?" He asks. "IT ALWAYS HAS TO
BE SUNNY SIDE UP!" I answer. "Are you happy now" he asks. "I'M VERY HAPPY NOW" I answer,
as a chorus of laughter erupts as I stood there and could not move.

They then had me perform some simple strength tests (squeezing things, the squat rack etc). That was my
first visit to the lab with the military doctors there. I assumed all along that they were military "doctors"
(and I use the term "doctor" very loosely because a "Doctor" of what these guys were I have no idea).

I could see out of the corner of my eye the conversations that were going on. From the tones and
mannerisms I could tell that the head lab instructor was the man running the show, the expert in the field.
Adolph turned out to be my "coach" if you will. But it was very apparent that the man in green was the
authority in the room. He would sort of stand off to the side with Adolph all the time. But when
something went wrong or he wanted something repeated, I could not see him, but I would hear his voice
come from some where in the room. And when he spoke everyone reacted.

What this does for me however, is we can now date this event. I was a pledge in my fraternity, freshmen
year from October of 1988 through February of 1989. So these events must have happened somewhere in
that time frame!

As a lab rat After that, when I entered the lab, the head man with the baby blue lab coat was the one I
hated, I mean I wanted to kill this guy. He was about 5'-8" or 5'-9" with wavy brown hair, brown eyes,
and thick brown rimed glasses. He had a medium build and seemed only focused on "the results". He
didn't care how bad the pain was or if I died right there on the spot. I believe he was a Nazi scientist who
did their work in the most basic and horrific concentration camp type fashion. All he cared about was the
data. This guy was the most inhumanly cruel son of a bitch that I think ever walked the face of the earth.
From the things that he did to me, the experiments that followed, the impression that I got was that he
was so removed from any emotion or any pity within his work that he basically thought of me as nothing
more than, literally, a piece of shit. With no more regard for my life then one would give to a lab rat.

"The Juice" Now with the new head man the experiments seemed to have increased in their viciousness.
Now it was back to the table where they would strap me down and began giving me the shock treatments
again. They would hook me up with electrodes and give me "the juice". Giving me shock through my
genitals, through a needle in my ear. They were on, in, and all over my body. The man in the blue lab
coat instructed me to "to turn off" all of my nerve endings at the main junction box in the blue room in
my mind. I remember looking at the ceiling and then this sort of tickling or numbing sensation comes
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over me. As it continues to increase I start to "switch". "Hold it back" I am saying to my self "hold it
back!" until finally I just cannot and begin to start screaming as I am now violently shaking on the table.
Everything is black for a while, but then is see my body. I am floating upward and I see my self with
people all around me and they are trying to restart my heart. Then everything goes black again and I
"flash" into the blue room in my mind. I am dragging myself toward the healing pool as I am hurt badly
and I struggle over the short wall and "flop" into the pool. In my mind I close my eyes and submerge
under the green bubbling water and just think "Heal yourself! Heal yourself!" When I open my eyes
again I am back in the lab. Laying on my back on the table looking up at the ceiling again. I struggle to
sit up and the lab is now empty and I fall back on my back again. I try and swing my legs over the edge I
do and I fall off the table and hit the floor. I try to get up but my legs cannot support me and I fall to the
floor again. "GET UP" I am saying to my self "GET UP!!! YOU F*CKING SON OF A BITCH, STAND
UP AND WALK", it was like being hit in the head with a base ball bat when you are extremely drunk.
The world is spinning, but somehow your instinct takes over and all you want to do is get away. I head
for the door as fast as I can. Which turns out to be not very fast as I am trying to walk but cannot, it was
more of a crawl. I make it to the door, and turn down the hall way, within moments they are all around
me. Astonished that I'm first of all alive and secondly that I have moved at all, like I am even less than a
lab rat, they stand around and start discussing me, as I'm trying to crawl with every ounce of strength I
have. I am collapsed in a ball on the floor with my face stuck in the crack where the wall meets the floor.
And as I hear them talking I cannot help my self and I start to cry uncontrollably "PLEASE! PLEASE!
JUST LEAVE ME ALONE" I beg. And the bastard in the blue lab coat says "get him back in the lab
now!" And they pick me up and bring me back, and strap me back onto the table. But I don't remember
anything after that.

Another time they put me in a tank of water and sealed the top, to see if I could breath under water. The
first few times I managed to escape before I drowned to death. But then they finally got a tank that I
could not break and had a sealed top. I remember violently trying to get out but could not. I drowned and
I black out, I see my body again, as I am floating above it again. This time they are pumping my chest
trying to get the water out of my lungs. I see my face, my eyes and my mouth are open. And again I flash
to the healing pool and flop myself in (at some point I don't know exactly when I had added a little
"handicapped" ramp to the pool so I wouldn't have as much trouble when I had to enter the pool) but
again when I opened my eyes I am looking at the ceiling again.

I would always try to get up and try to run down the hall and they would always tackle me before I could
escape. The dimensions of how far I was actually going were very unclear. Very blurry and hazy around
the edges. It seemed to take forever to get anywhere, and they seemed to move much faster than I could.
But each time I got a little further down the hall and I was a little stronger when I came out of it.

I remember this happening several times. With both the water tank and the electroshock experiments.
The dying and coming back to life. Just like with airplane to get the funding. Seeing my body and then
automatically going right to the healing pool. And the healing pool would always somehow bring me
back.

They were trying to see what I was capable of doing. They were obsessed with asking me if I could move
object with my mind. If I could float in the air. If I could make objects float in the air. What they were
trying to do was to place a suggestion in my subconscious and then see if I could do it. See if I really
believed that I could do it. Like telling me that I could breath underwater and then locking me in a tank
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until I drowned and then revive me again. Telling me that I could fly, and then push me off a ledge.
Things like that. Here is the limitation as to what I could do and what I couldn't do as best as I can figure
out. You see I had already learned as a child that humans physically cannot breath under water, and
humans physically cannot fly. I already knew this and it was embedded too far in my thought process to
be removed. So even with their hypnosis and conditioning somewhere deep down inside me I knew that I
could not do these things. So naturally I could not do them when they asked me to. However what they
could do is "fool" my mind. Telling me things like I had an egg in my hand and to crush it when in
reality it would be a tennis ball or a can of soda. Fooling my mind into thinking that everything I jumped
off of was only as high as a footstool. Fooling my mind into believing that I could run as fast as a cheetah
and be as agile as a gazelle. Fooling my mind into believing that when I shot a gun I was a computerized
robot that shot with pin point accuracy.

It is more difficult for an adult to learn a foreign language than it is for a child because the adult mind is
already "structured" in may ways. Adults already seem know the limits of their capabilities and potential,
and most NEVER strive to be anything more that what the parameters of the society in which they
belong to and have grow up in bind to them. Take for example inner city blacks, most truly believe that
they will never escape the grasp of the getto, so most accept this as a fact and don't even try to escape
through some other avenue. Such as trying to do well in high school and trying somehow to get into
college, or by learning a trade or high paying skill, or by some other "legal" avenue. They simply enter
into a gang where the odds of then being shot and killed is vastly higher that anywhere else. They do this
because they TRULY BELIEVE this is their fate. If you ask the average 40 or 50 year old adult if they
have achieved their goals in life and what they dreamed of becoming as a child, 95 percent would say
"no". And then you ask them "why not?? What's stopping you?" Most would give some economic reason
or they would say "I'm too old".. or "I missed my chance!" "WHY CAN'T YOU GO AFTER YOUR
DREAM!.. WHO SAYS.. THAT YOU CANNOT DO IT! YOU ARE NEVER TOO OLD AND IT IS
NEVER TOO LATE!" I say and I believe. Life all boil's down to fear, and whether or not you really
have the courage to find out what you are really made of! That's why most adults find themselves in a job
they really aren't happy with and yet they don't diverse into anything else, or they stay in an unhappy
marriage for years and years. Why? Because of fear! The fear of being alone, fear of making changes,
fear of taking risks, fear of failing. Earlier I had talked about how the coaches told me that I wasn't
running as fast as the 40 times indicated, and after a while I started to believe them, and as a result I
unconsciously slowed down. This is what I mean. By the time someone becomes an adult they have
already stated to "slow down". Society has already set up the parameters of their fate, and they have
mentally accepted it. But as children, none of these restrictive parameters apply. A young mind is like a
damp sponge ready to absorb any information you drop on it. I had already absorbed the fact that I could
not breath under water, and this fact could not be "undone", therefore when they put me in the tank and
sealed the lid, I drowned. It would however be a very interesting experiment to see what would happen if
you took a child as a baby and raised them in a world where they did not ever learn the "parameters" of
this world. The restrictions and the laws of physics. How would they turn out? This is basically what they
are doing, with the small oversight that they are doing it with the youth of America, WITH the written
consent of the United States Military/Government.

After each shock episode when I regained consciousness, I would try to escape. Each time I would get a
little farther down the hall, and after each time I seemed to be a little stronger. One time as men are
grabbing me I threw a few of them off me and Adolph grabs me. I could not break his grasp, and we fell
to the ground. As he is holding me he said "Rhino, it's me, your safe, Rhino Iím your father!" I
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specifically remember I said "Your not my father, my father lives in Connecticut and get your hands off
me you f*cking asshole" and I spit right in his left eye. As we were struggling, someone stuck me in the
ass with a syringe and I blacked out.

One time I remember waking up and now in the lab are several men. I get off the table and I am standing.
They try and force me to the ground. "NO" I scream and all of a sudden it was like I had the strength of
ten men. I threw those two to the ground and then three more grab me and I am wrestling with them three
more grabbed me. Some around my waist some around my body and they are trying too get me to the
ground. I am freaking out and fighting back with all my might. I would throw them off me like they were
the size of 5 year olds but like ants they kept swarming on me and no matter how many I threw off more
were always on me. There were at least six guys on me and they thought I was spent, but I had paused for
that exact reason. Then in one burst I was driving with all my might towards the man in the blue lab coat.
I got to only a few feet away when they wrestled me to the ground and stuck me in the ass again with the
syringe. Just before they stuck me, and then after but before I blacked out again. I remember the men
screaming "hurry up.. and just stick him anywhere". Then as the drugs disabled me to move I could still
hear them for a minute or two. It was black but I could still hear then talking and one guy said "Jesus!
that was like trying to wrestle a bull for Christ sake" and the other guy says "I don't know about a bull but
how about a Rhino."

And they all began laughing at me. The next time, as I was coming to they stuck me within 5 seconds of
me opening my eyes they stuck me with the needle but still I managed to over power three or for guys
including throwing Mr. Green himself into the hallway wall. I got to the hallway and ran for the door.
They tackled me about 20 yards from the door to the outside and then piled on me until they could
administer another shot to me.

One time instead of trying to run down the hall I decided to hide instead. I managed to place a chair on
top of the table and then knock the ceiling panel out of it's place. I managed to grab hold of the "I" beam
and I pulled my self up and I wrapped my self around some of the supports. Everything was covered with
about an inch of dust, but I didn't care, I held on in the filth with all I had. I heard the alarm go off and as
they could not find me. Finally, after a long while and when they could not find me, they reviewed the
video tape because the camera was always watching me. On the film they saw me climbing up into the
ceiling and they came and got me. I began screaming "NO MORE! PLEASE NO MORE" and they
hooked me back up to the electrodes and gave me more juice and more torture.

The next time I awoke there were six guys holding me down already and the needle was already in my
arm. I freaked out like never before and again managed to get off the table and then the 10 man pile up
commenced and they stuck me again.

Finally they got smart and after all their resuscitation efforts failed they would re-strap me to the table
because they knew I would come back sooner or later. When I awoke and I had these "straps" on me and
I was freaking out. All I remember is the bright ceiling lights and then shadows would come over me and
I would black out again.

I don't know how many times this happened if it was all in the same night or if it was during different
nights. As I became stronger and stronger, finally I ripped free of the straps. I didn't rip the thick leather
straps themselves, I ripped them off from where they were connected to the table. Then when I had my
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left arm free I unbuckled my right and then undid my legs. I was off the table, the lab is empty except for
that son of a bitch in the baby blue lab coat and his assistant. His back is turned to me and I walk very
quietly over to him. I want to see the look on his face when he sees me free. I walk up behind him, and
when the son of a bitch turns around and sees me all he says with no change in his facial expression is
"What do you want?" I instantly grab him by his throat with my left hand and with my arm that is like a
"Hydraulic vice" I crush his throat as easily and with as much effort as it takes to crush an empty beer
can. Then I let him go. He flops around for a while like a fish out of water gasping for air holding his
throat. With in seconds he stops moving. I turn to my right and look at the lab assistant. He sees me
looking at him and drops his clipboard. The look of fear in his eyes is unforgettable. He has short brown
hair, and brown eyes. He is about 5'-9" with a thin build. I start to walk over to him. He is backing up as
far and as fast as he can go, when he reaches the wall he looks away from me as he is pressing his body
as flat as it can go. He starts screaming "NO! PLEASE NO" and I grab him by the shirt. He passes out
and I just drop him to the floor as I had nothing against him personally for he was just the assistant, and I
let him live. I head for the door, and turn right into the hallway. I start running for the outer doors and I
am about half way down the hallway when about six or seven guys leap out of no where from a
connecting hallway and tackle me. I am wrestling with them, I throw some off and some more jump on
the pile. They stick me with the needle again, and then again, and then again until I am subdued.

When I wake up I am standing in front of the body. The man with the white hair is yelling at me. I felt
like a puppy who had just gone to the bathroom on the good rug for the first time. "WHAT IS THIS?" he
yells. "WHAT DID YOU DO? LOOK AT WHAT YOU HAVE DONE!" As he was yelling at me I
didn't feel bad about it, and I felt no shame. All I could think about was "Your next you piece of shit and
if I could move I would kill you right here you f*cking ass-hole". They were controlling my body, but
somehow inside my mind still tried to fight on. Even though I couldn't move my body "Andy" was still
inside somewhere.

The Electric fence As the electric shock, torture, and the beatings continued, once I got away. I woke up
after seeing my body and "flashing" into the green healing pool in my mind. I pretended to be injured
(like a lame duck) as I entered into the hallway. The men all came running at first but then when they
saw me crawling they slowed to a walk. When they were almost on top of me, with one burst of all the
energy I had, I exploded into them knocking a few of them down and I broke free and I was by them. I
ran in my underwear for the door to the outside. I got outside and I began running around the facility
looking for a way out. I knew it was very cold outside because I could see my breath. It was snowing and
there were large patches of snow already on the ground. As I circled the complex there was a large fence
all around the outside with large metal signs every 15 yards or so with the skull and cross bones on it and
the words "Warning Electric fence". I was trapped, the fence was in front of me and to my back, as I
turned around, were about 10 men in a semi-circle closing in on me. I back away from the fence and I am
going to try and jump it. Adolph is in the middle of the semi-circle and yells "Rhino! NO! DON'T DO
IT!" But I was not listening as I was like a cornered animal not thinking just looking for a way out. So I
backed up and ran at the fence. I hear the man with the white hair yell "NO! DON'T DO IT!" but I leap
for the fence anyway. The only part of my body that touched the fence was the palms of my hands as I
had leaped up and grabbed the very top of the fence (the top row of barbed wire) and did sort of a flip
over the fence. But that was enough as I was instantly electrocuted. I remember laying in the snow for a
while, with smoke or steam coming off my body and the smell of burnt hair in the air. I hear behind me
the men yelling "F*CK! WHY DID HE HAVE TO DO THAT", they were actually expressing some
grief that I was dead. I hear them talking and I look ahead of me. There is nothing but open woods ahead.
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