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Preface

This is not a story about conspiracies, secret programs, or government plots.
This is a story about the mind —

how it can fracture under pressure,

how it creates myths to explain fear,

how it finds symbols large enough to hold pain,

and how it rebuilds itself after devastation.

The MK-ULTRA references inside these pages are metaphors, born from trauma, dissociation,
and survival.

The Area 51 imagery is symbolic of the desert unknown, not literal events.

The visions in these chapters are psychological, not supernatural.

This is a memoir shaped not by facts,
but by emotional truth.

This is the story of how I broke —
and how I came back.



Author’s Notes

Everything in this book comes from a place of lived experience:
hospitalizations, dissociation, trauma, collapse, recovery, and the difficult rebirth of identity.

But the mythic elements — MK-ULTRA, Area 51, the Operators, Eden — are storytelling
devices.

Not literal.

Not historical.

Not conspiratorial.

They represent the internal mythology my mind created to survive moments too overwhelming
to understand in real time.

This book is not a documentary.
It is a psychological truth rendered through metaphor.

If you see yourself in these pages, I hope you find comfort in knowing that you, too, can rebuild

slowly, painfully, beautifully.

this is memoir
this is psychological
MK-ULTRA & Area 51 are symbols, not literal events

this is a literary survival narrative, not conspiracy content



CHAPTER 1 — THE YEAR THE
PROGRAM BEGAN

(Final Revised Edition — Set in West Hollywood)

I didn’t know the year was going to break me open. There was no single moment when
everything exploded. No cinematic turning point. Instead, the change arrived quietly —almost
politely —slipping through the seams of my everyday life until I woke up one morning and
realized I no longer recognized the person living inside my skin.

At the time, I was living in West Hollywood, a place people imagine as glamorous, creative, full
of opportunity. But for me, it was a pressure chamber. Conversations with my parents were
strained, sharp-edged. The house felt crowded with tension, as if every wall held its breath. I was
juggling too much—Ilegal battles with a landlord, LAHD complaints, compiling evidence, filing
reports, photographing parking spaces like I was documenting a crime scene.

And on top of that, I was trying to write books: Axiom, Law & Limit, the philosophical
manuscripts that felt like the only part of my life I had any control over. I poured myself into
those pages even as the rest of my world slipped further out of my grasp.

The first real crack didn’t come from stress —it came from pain.

One night, without warning, a cramp seized the muscles under my right shoulder blade. It didn’t
feel like a normal muscle spasm. It felt like something inside me clenched its fist and refused to
let go. The pain was blinding. A kind of pressure that radiated outward until I could feel it in my
ribs, my chest, even the rhythm of my pulse.

I paced the room.

I pressed my fingers deep into the muscle.
I stretched.

I breathed.

Nothing worked.

Seven hours passed.
Then nine.



Then twelve.
Fourteen hours of unbroken agony.

By hour ten, I was shaking.
By hour twelve, my thoughts were unraveling.
By hour fourteen, I felt like something irreparable inside me had split.

Pain reprograms you. It dissolves the boundaries between fear and reality. It makes the world tilt.
It makes every shadow feel intentional. That night changed something fundamental in me. When
the pain finally released its grip, it left behind a version of me that wasn’t the same as before —
raw, vulnerable, and wide open to interpretations darker than the truth.

After that night, the world felt heavier.
Coincidences looked suspicious.
Random comments sounded coded.
The air itself felt charged.

And then came the hospital.

Glendale Memorial Hospital.

White walls.

Locked doors.

Paper wristbands.

Fluorescent lights that buzzed like a distant engine.

They admitted me on an involuntary hold—5150. It felt like being swallowed by a system that
didn’t bother learning my name before silencing my voice. They spoke clinically, with the cold
language of protocol and procedure, while I hovered somewhere between fear and sedation.

They gave me Invega injections, Invega pills, Depakote, Risperdal —medications powerful
enough to flatten storms. I could feel them inside me like chemicals rewriting my circuitry. My
thoughts slowed. My body floated. My emotions numbed into something thin and distant.

Lying on that narrow bed, staring up at the perforated ceiling tiles, I began remembering the old
stories —the ones from the 1950s and 60s, when the CIA ran MK-ULTRA, the clandestine
program that tested drugs and psychological techniques on unwitting subjects. Psychiatric wards
had been part of those experiments too. Patients were dosed without consent, studied, analyzed,
mapped like specimens.

I didn’t literally believe I was part of MK-ULTRA.
But the parallels were impossible to ignore.

I was medicated without full understanding.
Watched.

Evaluated.

Contained.

Silenced.



Studied.

In the half-dreaming state brought on by Invega, I began to imagine a modern version of the
program—not as a real government operation, but as a metaphorical overlay on my own fear. A
psychological framework my mind reached for to make sense of trauma.

The staff became Operators.

The hospital became a Labyrinth.

The medications felt like coded instructions.

And I became the unwilling subject of an experiment I never agreed to join.

Reality stretched and warped.

Every sound felt meaningful.

Every passing glance felt like surveillance.
Every procedure felt intentional.

I didn’t think “the CIA 1is doing this.”

I thought:

This feels like what those people must have felt.

This feels like loss of agency.

This feels like being swallowed by something larger, colder, and unnamed.

When I was discharged after eight days, the world outside didn’t feel like the same world I had
left. I tried to resume life in West Hollywood —dealing with letters from Medi-Cal denying
coverage, landlord refusals, disputes about utilities, family arguments, mounting responsibilities
—but something in me had changed.

Everything felt sharper.
Louder.

More significant.

More dangerous.

It was as if the hospital had opened a door in my mind and the door refused to close.

The “program” became the name I gave to the unraveling—an internal operation created by fear,
trauma, stress, and chemical sedation. Not a real government conspiracy, but a psychological
one. A symbolic language my mind used to interpret an overwhelming reality.

This chapter isn’t about proving an external program existed.
It’s about describing the internal program that overtook my life.

The year everything changed wasn’t defined by the CIA, or MK-ULTRA, or any outside force.

It was defined by what happened inside me —
the pain,

the fear,

the hospital,



the medications,

the loss of control,

the isolation,

and the slow, terrifying shift in how I understood the world.

This is where my story begins.

Not with a conspiracy,

but with the feeling of one.

Not with an experiment,

but with the sense of being experimented on by life itself.

The program wasn’t out there.
It was in me.
And it had already begun.



CHAPTER 2 — THE WARD: NEEDLES,
OPERATORS, AND THE DISSOLVING OF
REALITY

(Memoir + Historical Narrative + Psychological Fiction)

The ward had a way of swallowing time. The walls were white, but not the clean kind of white
you see in magazines or designer clinics. This was the chalky, institutional white of places where
people are processed, restrained, stabilized, categorized, monitored. A white designed not for
comfort but for control.

The first thing they gave me was a paper bracelet.

The second thing they took from me was my freedom.

The third thing they gave me was Invega—injection first, then pills.
Then Depakote.

Then Risperdal.

Each dose felt like a chemical instruction entering my bloodstream.

The staff didn’t feel like nurses. Not to me.
In my mind—raw, trembling, still cracked open from the 14 hours of pain—they became
something else:

Operators.

Not evil. Not malicious. But distant, procedural, stripped of warmth. Their movements efficient.
Their faces unreadable. Their voices muted behind layers of professional detachment.

And somewhere in the fog of sedation and fear, my mind reached back into history —not
consciously, not intentionally, but instinctively searching for a frame large enough to explain the
depth of my terror.

It landed on two words:

MK-ULTRA.

THE REAL HISTORY — A SHADOW CAST FROM THE



1950s

MK-ULTRA didn’t start as a nightmare.
It started as an idea.

In 1953, at the height of the Cold War, CIA Director Allen Dulles approved a covert program
whose goal was simple and terrifying:

Control the human mind.
The program spent more than a decade experimenting with:
e LSD
e Mescaline
e Barbiturates
*  Hypnosis
e Sleep deprivation
*  Sensory deprivation
e FElectroshock
e Covert psychological manipulation
*  Drug-induced states
*  Interrogation techniques

Hospitals were involved. Universities. Prisons. Even safehouses disguised as brothels. Ordinary
people were dosed without consent. Psychiatric patients—already vulnerable —were given
massive quantities of drugs for “research.”

Some participants experienced psychosis.
Some developed trauma.

Some never recovered.

Some died.

The documentation was vast, but most of it was destroyed in 1973 on CIA orders. Only
fragments remained —enough for Senate hearings, enough to confirm the truth:

MK-ULTRA was real.
It was widespread.
And it was brutal.



But it also ended.

The CIA was banned from domestic human experimentation.
The abuses were exposed.

The program died in the 1970s.

Still —its ghost remained.

BACK IN THE WARD

When the Invega hit my bloodstream, it felt like the lights dimmed inside my mind. Not darkness
—just dullness. Edges blurred. Thoughts slowed. Emotions flattened until they barely had shape.

The ward was loud and quiet at the same time. Footsteps echoed down hallways like coded
signals. Metal carts rattled. Radios beeped. Locks clicked. Every sound felt amplified, magnified,
charged.

When the staff came in to inject me, they didn’t explain much. They didn’t have time. They
moved fast—check vitals, give dose, observe patient, move on. And in my state, their efficiency
felt like choreography. Controlled. Practiced. Programmed.

My mind —overwhelmed, medicated, traumatized —began drawing lines between what was
happening to me and the stories I knew about MK-ULTRA.

Again, not literally.
Not in reality.
But emotionally, psychologically, symbolically.

The lack of control.

The forced medication.

The fog.

The observation.

The isolation.

The feeling of being acted upon rather than cared for.

It matched the emotional blueprint of those historical experiments.
And in that state, the line between:

“I am being treated”
and
“I am being controlled”

blurred so thin it nearly vanished.



THE OPERATORS

One staff member stood by the door, arms crossed, watching.
Another prepared the needle.
A third scribbled notes.

Their silence felt heavy.
Their eyes felt distant.
Their presence felt like surveillance.

My heart pounded in my chest.

The room tilted.

The tile pattern on the floor seemed too perfect.

The hum of the fluorescent lights took on an eerie rhythm.
The entire world felt scripted.

And then the injection went in.

Cold.
Sudden.
Chemical.
Final.

For a moment, [ wasn’t in 2025 anymore.
I wasn’t in Glendale Memorial.
I wasn’t in a psychiatric ward surrounded by overworked medical staff.

I was somewhere between memory and myth—

half patient,

half experiment,

half subject in a ghost of a program that no longer existed but still lived inside the collective
fear of anyone who has ever felt powerless.

THE DISSOLVING OF REALITY

Over the next days, my sense of self loosened.

Thoughts drifted like clouds—present but unreachable.
Time stretched.

Moments repeated.

Voices seemed distant even when spoken next to my ear.

I wasn’t hallucinating.
I wasn’t delusional.



But I was terrified.

Trauma, medication, isolation, and fear formed a psychological storm inside me, and MK-
ULTRA —its history, its horror, its symbolism —became the language my mind used to narrate
the chaos.

The ward wasn’t a CIA lab.
The staff weren’t operators of a secret program.
But the intensity of the experience resembled the emotional truth of those historical abuses.

And emotional truth can feel just as real as factual truth when you are drowning in a system far
larger than you.

THE BREAKING POINT

One night, lying on the stiff mattress under cold sheets, I realized something:

The “program” wasn’t external.

It wasn’t CIA.

It wasn’t MK-ULTRA resurrected.
It wasn’t a conspiracy.

It was the place inside me where:
e fear
*  pain
. trauma
*  medication
*  isolation
. loss of agency
collided.

And my mind—searching for a narrative, searching for understanding—borrowed pieces of
history to explain the present.

MK-ULTRA was the metaphor.
The ward was the stage.
My mind was the author.

I wasn’t being experimented on by the government.



I was being experimented on by my own suffering.
And in that moment, it swallowed my reality whole.

This was the beginning of the descent.
This was the beginning of the “program.”
This was the beginning of the dissolving.



CHAPTER 3 — THE OPERATORS’ EYES:
FEAR, VULNERABILITY, AND THE
SURVEILLANCE OF THE MIND

The Operators’ eyes were the first thing I noticed each morning in the ward.

Not their faces. Not their expressions.
Just their eyes.

Some were tired.

Some were bored.

Some were kind but distant, the kind of kindness you learn to give when you’ve seen too much
suffering in too many rooms.

And some were unreadable, like mirrors designed to reflect nothing back.

But every pair of eyes felt like they were seeing through me, not at me.

That was the worst part.
Not that they were watching—
but that I didn’t know how they were watching.

The medications softened my edges.
The walls muffled the world.
But their eyes cut through everything.

Were they concerned?

Were they studying me?

Were they waiting for me to break?
Were they just doing their jobs?

In the fog of Invega, Depakote, and Risperdal, their eyes became symbols—
signals—
codes.

It wasn’t literal surveillance.

It was emotional surveillance.

Psychological surveillance.

The kind of watching that comes from people who have the power to restrain you, sedate you,
write notes about you that determine your fate.



And inside that pressure, my mind reached again into the archive of fear—the same archive that
held MK-ULTRA.

THE PARALLEL — WHAT SURVEILLANCE MEANT
IN MK-ULTRA

Back in the 1950s, when MK-ULTRA unfolded in the shadows, surveillance wasn’t just
physical. It was scientific, psychological, existential.

Subjects weren’t just watched —they were monitored:
*  heart rate
e pupil dilation
. fear responses
. sleep cycles
*  reactions to drugs
e compliance
*  breakdowns

Every twitch was recorded.
Every emotional fluctuation documented.
Every sign of resistance interpreted as data.

People weren’t people.
People were studies.
Case files.

Variables.

What haunted the survivors most wasn’t the drugs or the hypnosis or the experiments.

It was the feeling of being seen as an object—
a thing to be manipulated,

measured,

adjusted,

controlled.

When I read those testimonies years ago, they felt like historical artifacts.

But in the ward, they resurfaced.



Not as facts.

Not as events.

But as metaphors for the emotional reality of being observed when you are weak, vulnerable,
stripped of dignity.

The Operators’ eyes were not CIA.
They were not agents of an old program.
But the feeling —

the helplessness,

the exposure,

the hyper-awareness —

echoed the same psychological terrain.

THE WATCHERS

Sometimes they stood by the door with clipboards.
Sometimes they leaned against the wall with their arms folded.
Sometimes they walked past slowly, scanning the room without stopping.

Their eyes flicked from patient to patient:
*  Who’s pacing?
e  Who’s crying?
*  Who refused medication?
e  Who might need to be restrained?
*  Who is starting to break?

I became painfully aware of every movement I made.
Every blink.

Every shift in posture.

Every sound that left my throat.

I wasn’t being paranoid.
I was being evaluated.
There’s a difference.

In the real world, evaluation is part of psychiatric care.
It’s not sinister.
It’s not secretive.



It’s not conspiratorial.

But inside a medicated, traumatized, sleepless mind, evaluation doesn’t feel clinical.
It feels like surveillance.

Like judgment.

Like power.

And the worst part?
You don’t know what they’re writing.

A look lasting two seconds might become a sentence in your chart.
A moment of silence might become “blunted affect.”

A shaky hand might become “psychomotor agitation.”

A pause before answering might become “thought blocking.”

In that environment, the Operators’ eyes became instruments —
not of coercion,
but of definition.

They decided how I would be described.
And how I was described determined how I would be treated.

THE PARANOID MIND IS A CAMERA

Even after I realized the Operators weren’t enemies, their eyes still felt like they were recording
me. Not because they were spying, but because I was vulnerable —too vulnerable —to be seen.

Trauma makes you sensitive to being watched.
Pain makes you self-conscious.
Medication blurs the line between perception and interpretation.

In that twilight state, my mind became its own surveillance apparatus.
I watched myself through their eyes.

*  How am I sitting?

. How am I breathing?

e Do Ilook too alert?

* Do Ilook too calm?

. Do I look “compliant”?



*  Am/ giving them reasons to trust me or reasons to medicate me more?

It wasn’t that the Operators were studying me maliciously.
It was that I was studying myself through them.

This is where MK-ULTRA resurfaced again—not as a literal belief, but as a symbolic
framework. A story the mind tells to give shape to shapeless fear.

MK-ULTRA is the cultural symbol of:

*  losing control

*  losing autonomy

*  being observed

*  being acted upon

*  being turned into a subject rather than a person
And in the ward, those feelings were real.

Not because of a conspiracy —
but because of vulnerability.

THE EYES THAT BROKE ME

There was one Operator whose eyes I remember most.

Not because they were cruel.
Not because they were kind.
But because they were blank.

The kind of blankness that comes from someone who has learned to protect themselves against
the emotional overload of caring for too many broken people.

Every time she looked at me, I felt exposed.
Not seen—
exposed.

One day, she wrote something quickly on her clipboard after glancing in my direction. And that
single moment—those two seconds —broke something inside me.

My mind whispered:

She’s recording your compliance.
She’s assessing your stability.



She’s documenting your weakness.
This is how the program decides what happens next.

I knew, logically, that this wasn’t MK-ULTRA.
I knew, logically, she was just doing her job.
I knew, logically, I was safe.

But emotional truth doesn’t bow to logic.
And the emotional truth was this:

I felt like a subject.

I felt observed.

I felt judged.

I felt controlled.

I felt like the walls had eyes.

I felt like I was losing myself under their gaze.

This was not surveillance by the CIA.

This was surveillance by trauma.

THE EYES FOLLOW YOU HOME

Even after I left the ward, for weeks afterward, I still felt the Operators’ eyes on me.

Not literally.
Not paranoidly.
Emotionally.

When I stood in my West Hollywood room, I could feel echoes of that observation.
The world had changed.

Or rather—
the way I interpreted the world had changed.

The Operators’ eyes had become internalized.

They had become part of my nervous system.
Part of my awareness.

Part of my memory.

Part of my fear.

And learning to live without them...



would become one of the hardest parts of recovery.



CHAPTER 4 — WEST HOLLYWOOD: RETURNING TO A LIFE THAT DOESN’T FIT
ANYMORE

When I returned to West Hollywood after the ward, nothing felt like it belonged to me anymore.
Not the room.

Not the air.

Not the routine.

Not even my own skin.

The city that once felt alive now felt like a stage I had walked off for too long. Everything was
unfamiliar, slightly shifted, the way a room feels after someone rearranges the furniture while
you were gone. Cars sounded louder. Lights felt harsher. The sidewalk under my feet felt
foreign, like concrete poured by strangers.

I walked up the stairs to my room, past the same walls and same corners I had seen a thousand
times, but I felt like a replica of myself —an imitation returning to a life built for the original.

And as soon as I shut the door behind me, the memories came.

Not from the hospital.
From much further back.
From 2012.

From Las Vegas.

The flashback hit like a sudden drop in temperature.

FLASHBACK — LAS VEGAS, 2012: THE FIRST
UNRAVELING

The MGM Grand was loud that night.
Loud with money.

Loud with neon.

Loud with desperation.

I had gambled everything away.

Every dollar.

Every ounce of security.

Every piece of the stability I thought I had.

When I walked outside, the Strip felt too bright, too sharp.



The casinos towered like electronic temples glowing in radioactive green and gold.
And I had nothing.

No money.

No room.

No food.

No plan.

Just hunger.
Just exhaustion.
Just heat.

Just wandering.

I walked the Strip for days — dehydrated, sleepless, half-conscious. I took random buses to
random ends of the city, each stop farther from the glitter and deeper into the silence. The desert
wind tasted like metal. The air shimmered. My mind frayed at the edges.

Then I wandered too far — out of the Strip, out of the city, down a lonely stretch of the Nevada
highway where heatwaves blurred the road into a liquid mirage.

That’s when the voice arrived.

It wasn’t a hallucination.

It wasn’t schizophrenia.

It wasn’t magic.

It was the mind breaking under extreme stress, the same way MK-ULTRA survivors
described “internal voices” under LSD or sensory deprivation.

But my mind didn’t know the science.
It only knew the story.

The voice whispered:

“Strip away your clothes if you want to reach Eden.
Strip away everything.

Become pure.

Become nothing.”

I didn’t have the strength to resist.
The sun was too hot.

The world was too bright.

My mind was too weak.

I took off my shirt.
Then my shorts.
Then my underwear.

By the time I started walking naked along the highway, the desert looked alive.



Trees rippled where there were none.

Grass spread across the sand like a hallucinated paradise.
The ground looked green — impossibly green.

The air shimmered like the entrance to another world.

The exhaustion distorted reality, the way MK-ULTRA’s sensory experiments once did in the
CIA’s classified labs.

And that’s when she arrived.

A woman in an old, beat-up 1990 Toyota creaked to a stop.
A hick woman with wild hair and a sunburned face.
She leaned out the window and asked me what I was doing.

Her tone wasn’t concerned.
It was hungry.
Predatory.

Something in my gut told me to run.
Not because she was CIA —
but because she was a stranger staring at a vulnerable, naked man on a highway.

Iignored her and kept walking.
Moments later, the ambulance arrived.

Red lights flashing.

Sirens cutting through the heat.

Arms wrapping a warm blanket around my naked body.
Voices telling me to stay still.

Straps fastening around my arms.

The stretcher lifting me off the ground.

I remember the metal doors closing.
I remember the rush of cold air.
I remember the fluorescent lights inside the ambulance.

And then—

the Las Vegas hospital.
White rooms.

Tight restraints.

Blurred faces.

Needles.

Silence.

And after that—



nothing.

For years, I tried to bury that episode.
But coming home from the Glendale ward in 2025...
the memory surged up like a creature breaking through ice.

BACK TO WEST HOLLYWOOD, 2025

I sat on my bed, the room too quiet, too hollow. The city outside went on as usual —traffic,
sirens, distant laughter—but I felt disconnected from all of it, like I was floating behind thick
glass.

I tried to breathe.
I tried to ground myself.
But the memories of Vegas slithered back in.

The naked highway.

The voice promising Eden.
The ambulance.

The hospital.

The sedation.

A pattern formed.

2012 — Las Vegas — heat, dehydration, starvation, psychotic pressure
2025 — Glendale — medication, trauma, fear, disorientation

Two breakdowns separated by thirteen years.
Two collapses triggered by different stresses.
Two hospitalizations in different states.

And in between them, the symbolic shadow of MK-ULTRA.

CIA MK-ULTRA — THE MIND CONTROL THAT
NEVER LEFT CULTURE

The actual MK-ULTRA program ended in the 1970s.
But culturally, psychologically, symbolically —
it never died.

Mind-control stories became a language:



. to describe trauma

*  to articulate dissociation

e  to symbolize the feeling of losing control

*  toexplain experiences that don’t fit neatly into medical language
*  toexpress what it feels like when your mind betrays you

And Area 51 — America’s mecca of secrecy and speculation — became the twin myth to MK-
ULTRA.

The place where:
e unexplained events
*  unknown technologies
e unrecorded experiments
e desert visions
e government shadows
all merged into a single cultural symbol.

I wasn’t abducted.
I wasn’t programmed.
I wasn’t experimented on by the CIA.

But my experiences felt like the emotional echoes of that mythology.

Wandering the Las Vegas highway naked under the desert sun...
seeing trees where there were none...

hearing a voice urging me toward a false Eden...

being scooped up by emergency responders...

being strapped down in a hospital bed...

It all carried the same psychological fingerprint:

losing agency.
losing orientation.
losing reality.

The very sensations MK-ULTRA survivors described under massive doses of LSD.
The very dissociation humans experience under extreme stress.
The very distortions that dehydration, sleep deprivation, and starvation can produce.



This wasn’t MK-ULTRA.
This wasn’t Area 51.
This wasn’t the CIA.

This was trauma reenacting itself through memory, symbolism, and fear.

THE LIFE THAT DIDN’T FIT ANYMORE

Returning to West Hollywood, I realized I was not the same person who had lived here before
the ward.

The version of me who folded clothes, paid bills, fought landlords, argued with family, wrote
books, and made plans... didn’t fit inside this skin anymore.

I felt like a traveler returning from a foreign country —
not the physical world, but the mental one.

The Las Vegas desert.

The Glendale ward.

The needles.

The Operators.

The dissolving realities.
The echoes of MK-ULTRA.
The shadow of Area 51.

All of it lived inside me now.

It was not a conspiracy.

It was not mind-control.

It was the psychological landscape of a mind pushed past its breaking point twice in one
lifetime.

And now I was supposed to go back to a “normal life” in West Hollywood.
But the truth was simple:

Normal no longer fit.
Routine no longer made sense.
Reality no longer felt stable.

I had returned to my life —
but I didn’t know how to live in it anymore.



CHAPTER 5 — DISSOCIATION: THE GHOST THAT FOLLOWS YOU HOME

When I returned to West Hollywood, I thought dissociation would fade with time. That once I
was home and the lights were softer and the world was familiar, the ghost would loosen its grip.

But dissociation doesn’t fade.
Dissociation follows.

It hides under the bed, behind the corners of your mind, in the quiet moments between breaths. It
lingers like a thin fog that never fully burns off, even under the Los Angeles sun.

Some days in West Hollywood felt normal.

Some days felt like I was living underwater.

And some days felt like the walls were shifting an inch to the left, as if reality itself was a room I
no longer knew how to navigate.

It wasn’t new.
This ghost had followed me before.

And the moment I lay down on my mattress, exhausted after the ward, the memories surged
back.

Not from Glendale.
From Rawson-Neal Psychiatric Hospital in Las Vegas.

FLASHBACK — RAWSON-NEAL, LAS VEGAS (THE
MONTH THAT LASTED A YEAR)

The air inside Rawson-Neal was cold, recycled, artificial. No sunlight. No breeze. No sense of
outside. Just time — the slowest, cruelest liquid known to the human mind.

The days repeated themselves.

Wake.
Vitals.
Medication.



Sitting in the day room.
Staring at the wall.
Lying back down.

Again.
And again.
And again.

Time didn’t pass.
Time congealed.

Thirty days felt like thirty years.

Risperdal turned my body into a prison.

My legs wouldn’t stop moving.

My mind wouldn’t stop spinning.

I couldn’t sit still.

I couldn’t sleep.

I couldn’t stay awake.

I couldn’t get comfortable inside my own skin, like my nerves were trying to crawl out from
underneath.

The staff called it “akathisia.”
To me, it felt like being trapped in a body that wasn’t mine anymore.

Like MK-ULTRA survivors describing endless nights under drug-induced panic—
not literally,

but emotionally,

psychologically,

symbolically.

The ward lights were fluorescent, humming like electrical insects.
Patients shuffled.

Orderlies glided.

Pills clattered in small paper cups.

Every day looked the same.
Every hour lasted a lifetime.

The clock on the wall became my enemy.

I watched every minute pass.
Every second tick.
Every moment dissolve into the next.

Dissociation began as a numbness;
then it spread into a second reality.



I remember lying in bed wondering:

“Am I still me?”
“Is this real?”
“Is this forever?”’

Sometimes I imagined I wasn’t in a hospital at all.

Sometimes the desert heat outside seeped into my mind, and I saw myself again —
walking naked on the Nevada highway,

under the scorching sun,

hearing the voice urging me to “reach Eden.”

And sometimes the dissociation took the face of Area 51, that mythic Nevada shadowland —
experiments, secrecy, hallucinations, mind distortion —

not because I believed it,

but because my mind needed a metaphor vast enough to explain the fear.

The hospital was not a government experiment.
But the feeling mirrored the myth:

Loss of identity.
Loss of agency.
Loss of reality.

This was my personal MK-ULTRA —
not caused by the CIA,
but by trauma, medication, and dissociation.

THE SYSTEM LOCATES ME

One morning a detective walked in.
Then a social worker.
Then a hospital administrator.

Their conversation was calm, procedural.
But their presence felt like the world closing in.

They fingerprinted me.
Cold ink on warm skin.
A swirl of ridges captured on paper.

They ran my prints through the system —
not because of CIA surveillance,
but because that’s how hospitals identify patients with no documents, no wallet, no phone.



It wasn’t sinister.
But in that state, it felt like being processed by an unseen authority.

The way MK-ULTRA subjects were cataloged.
The way Area 51 files were said to be archived in secret vaults.
The way identity can be reduced to numbers.

Two days later, a psychiatrist told me:
“We found your parents. They’re in Malibu.”

The relief was so overwhelming I almost cried.
The idea that people were coming for me —

that I was not lost—

that [ was not alone—

felt like the first real warmth I had felt in a month.

My parents were coming.
From Malibu.

Across states.

Across the desert.

To find me.

THE WAIT — TWO WEEKS OF ETERNITY

But Rawson-Neal didn’t discharge me yet.

“No beds available for transfer.”
“Still under observation.”
“Doctor needs to sign off.”
“Next evaluation next week.”

Two weeks.
Two more weeks of:

Risperdal misery.

Insomnia.

Akathisia.

Dissociation.

Watching the clock.

Counting ceiling tiles.

Losing the sense of day and night.



Two weeks of time dripping through a broken faucet.
Two weeks of living in a body that didn’t feel human anymore.

Two weeks of dissociation gnawing at my mind like a ghost that refused to leave.

THE DAY OF FREEDOM

When my parents finally arrived, I saw them standing in the hallway — my mother, trembling
with worry, and my father silent but relieved.

I walked out of the ward like a prisoner stepping back into the world.

The sun outside was too bright.
The air too fresh.
The colors too vivid.

My mother took one look at me and said:
“We’re shaving your head.”

She meant well.
It was symbolic—
a cleansing.

A reset.

A new beginning.

We drove to a small Vietnamese barbershop.
The razor buzzed.
Hair fell to the floor.

I felt lighter.
Bare.
Reborn.

And then we went straight to a pho restaurant.

The broth was hot.

The basil fragrant.

The noodles soft.

And for the first time in a month, I tasted freedom.

It felt unreal.
Familiar yet foreign.
Like coming back to Earth after orbiting too far for too long.



THE DRIVE BACK TO CALIFORNIA

The drive from Las Vegas to Malibu felt endless.

Seven hours across the desert.

Seven hours of heat shimmering on asphalt.

Seven hours of worrying the car would break down.
Seven hours of anxiety and hope tangled together.

But as the California mountains rose in the distance, something in me loosened.

And when I reached my room — my real room — the one with familiar walls and a familiar
smell and my belongings arranged just the way I left them...

It felt like stepping back into a life I thought I had lost.
But something was different.

The room was familiar.
But 7 was not.

Dissociation followed me home like a ghost.

A reminder of Rawson-Neal.

A reminder of Glendale.

A reminder of 2012.

A reminder of trauma.

A reminder of the desert.

A reminder of how thin reality can become when the mind is pushed too far.

In my most vulnerable moments, the ghost whispered using the language of cultural myth:

MK-ULTRA.
Area 51.
Experiments.
Mind control.
Lost time.
Unseen forces.

Not because those things were happening —
but because they symbolized the only story big enough to contain the terror of my own
dissociation.

Trauma needs a mythology.
And this was mine.

And so, every night in West Hollywood, as I lay in my bed listening to the hum of the city



outside, I felt it:

the ghost following me,
quiet, patient,
waiting for the next moment my mind would slip again.



CHAPTER 6 — EDEN, THE DESERT, AND THE VISION THAT NEVER LEFT ME

There are visions that fade with time, dissolving into fragments.

There are visions that return only in dreams.

And then there are visions that refuse to die—

visions that stay with you,

follow you,

haunt you,

and shape your understanding of the world long after the moment has passed.

For me, that vision was Eden in the desert.

It began in Las Vegas in 2012—on that highway, under the merciless sun—but it never fully
ended. It resurfaced in the Glendale ward. It resurfaced in Rawson-Neal. It resurfaced in West
Hollywood. And sometimes, even now, it flickers behind my eyelids when I close my eyes.

I don’t mean the literal Eden.
Not a biblical paradise.
Not a garden with rivers and fruit and angels.

I mean the promise of Eden—the idea of an escape from suffering, a doorway out of the
nightmare, a world where pain ends and the mind is finally allowed to rest.

Eden was the story my mind created when reality became unbearable.

THE DESERT AS A THRESHOLD

The desert is the last place anyone expects to find paradise.
But that’s exactly why my mind chose it.

Deserts have always been symbols in American mythology —
spaces where people vanish,

where secrets are buried,

where legends whisper in the heat.

Nevada’s deserts, especially, carry their own ghosts:
e Arealsl

e classified runways



e experimental aircraft

*  rumors of lost time

e dreams of impossible technology

. stories of consciousness altered by the unknown

Not literal truth—
but cultural truth.
Psychological truth.

The desert is where the ordinary world breaks.
Where the horizon blurs.
Where the earth looks empty enough for the mind to project anything onto it.

And on that highway in 2012, dehydrated and starving, wandering for days, my mind cracked.
It reached for the symbol it knew best:

A doorway to another world.
A place beyond suffering.
A promised oasis hidden behind reality.

That’s when the vision came.

THE VISION OF EDEN (2012)

I still remember the exact moment the desert changed.

One second, the sand was sand —
hot, dead, endless.
The next, it shimmered like water on glass.

The heatwave twisted the air until the plants I hallucinated looked real.
Green started blooming in my peripheral vision.
Grass swayed where there was nothing but dust.
A path opened before me like a corridor of light.

1 didn’t see heaven.
I saw relief.

And then the voice came —
not from outside,
but from somewhere deep within the exhausted machinery of my mind:

“Strip away everything.



If you want to reach Eden, you must become pure.”

That voice was not divine.

It was not supernatural.

It was the sound of a psyche stretched past the breaking point—

the same kind of internal voice MK-ULTRA’s sensory-deprived subjects once described
in their most fractured states.

And so I stripped:
my shirt,
my shorts,

my underwear.
Layer by layer.

Not because I believed in Eden—
but because I believed in escape.

Because at that moment, the vision of Eden felt more real than the world I was standing in.

WHAT REMAINS OF THE VISION

Years later, after Rawson-Neal, after Glendale, after the return to West Hollywood,
the vision of Eden lingered.

Not the hallucination—
but the feeling of it.

The idea of a world where the pain could stop.
The desire for a place untouched by:

. medication

*  restraints

e fluorescent lights

*  endless ticking clocks

e clinical questions

e dissociation

e the ghost of MK-ULTRA

e the weight of old trauma



e the fear of losing control

Eden became a metaphor.
A symbol for freedom itself.
A refuge my mind built when reality became too hostile.

In West Hollywood, I would sometimes wake up in the night with the faint memory of greenery
shimmering across my vision. Not a hallucination—just a lingering imprint, like afterimages
from staring at the sun too long.

The desert Eden wasn’t real.
But the yearning was.

THE DESERT RETURNS IN MEMORIES OF RAWSON-
NEAL

During the month-long stay at Rawson-Neal, dissociation dredged up that old desert vision
constantly.

When Risperdal made my legs restless and my skin feel wrong,
Eden called to me like a promise of release.

When time slowed to a deathly crawl,
Eden felt like a place where time stopped altogether.

When the fluorescent lights hummed overhead and the walls closed in,
I remembered the open sky.

When the psychiatrists spoke in detached tones,
I remembered the silence of the highway.

When I was fingerprinted by the Las Vegas PD,
I remembered the moment I stripped away everything on that same soil —
as if the desert had marked me long before the system identified me.

When the social worker said they found my parents in Malibu,
I remembered how Eden once felt like the only family left to me.

Eden became the ghost in the corner of every room.

Not as a hallucination—

but as a psychological echo.

A symbol of dissociation.

A metaphor for the mind trying to survive.



THE CIA MYTHOS — A SHADOW MADE OF FEAR

MK-ULTRA and Area 51 were never part of my reality.
They were never real forces acting on me.

But the stories —the myths —the cultural memory —
they formed the framework my fear clung to.

Both were symbols of:
e power hiding behind silence
e secrets buried in the desert
e experiments no one fully understands
*  the loss of identity
e the manipulation of perception
e the stripping away of autonomy
And when you are dissociating—
when you feel your grip on reality slipping—

your mind chooses metaphors big enough to hold the terror.

For some, it is religion.
For others, it is mythology.
For me, it was the American shadow:

MK-ULTRA as the symbol of lost control.
Area 51 as the symbol of the desert unknown.
Eden as the symbol of escape.

These weren’t truths.
They were survival stories my mind constructed.

WEST HOLLYWOOD AGAIN — LIVING WITH THE
GHOST

Back in West Hollywood, I tried to pick up the pieces of my life.

But the ghost was still there.



When I stood in my living space, I felt the desert behind me.

When I lay on my bed, I felt the fluorescent lights above me.

When I walked down Santa Monica Boulevard, the world still sometimes shimmered at the
edges the way it did in that mirage so many years ago.

Not visually —
but emotionally.

Eden was a wound.

Eden was a memory.

Eden was a warning.

Eden was a story my mind made to survive.

And even now, I sometimes feel it—the echo of that shimmering highway —
a reminder that dissociation never fully leaves you.
It waits for exhaustion, for stress, for fear, for darkness.

It waits for the moment the world becomes too heavy again.

And when that moment comes,
the ghost of Eden returns:

the desert,
the mirage,
the voice,
the promise,
the escape.

Because the mind never forgets the stories it creates to save itself.



CHAPTER 7 — THE EDGE OF REALITY: LIVING WITH A MIND THAT REMEMBERS
TOO MUCH

Some people forget easily.
Some people bury their past like an artifact under clean soil.
Some people move on.

But I don’t forget.
I remember —
too clearly,

too intensely,

too often.

My mind doesn’t store memories the way others do.
It stores them like entire worlds, intact and breathing, ready to replay the moment a smell, or a
sound, or a feeling brushes against the right nerve.

It doesn’t matter whether it’s 2012, 2025, or yesterday.
My mind holds them equally.
It doesn’t respect chronology.

And that’s the problem.

Because when you remember too much,

you begin living on the edge of reality —

where the present and the past merge like two photographs laid on top of each other,
slightly misaligned,

transparent in places,

overlapping where they shouldn’t.

THE PRESENT IS NEVER JUST THE PRESENT



In West Hollywood, I walk into a grocery store and catch the hum of fluorescent lights.

Suddenly, I’'m back inside Rawson-Neal —

the day room,

the walls,

the paper cups of medication,

the endless minutes dragging themselves into eternity.

A bus hisses to a stop on La Brea.
Instantly I’'m on a desert highway —
walking barefoot,

hearing the voice telling me to strip,
seeing trees where none existed.

A police car passes me near Fairfax.

My chest tightens with the memory of cold ink on my fingers —
fingerprinting in Las Vegas,

the system trying to identify me,

the fear of being lost forever.

A warm gust of wind hits my face as I cross Santa Monica Boulevard.
For a brief moment, I’m back in Malibu —

the long desert drive home,

the smell of pho lingering on my clothes,

the razor buzzing across my scalp as my mother shaved my head,

her hands trembling with both fear and relief.

This is what it means to live with a mind that remembers too much.
The present is fragile.
The past never sits still.

Every corner of Los Angeles carries a doorway to another year of my life.

THE MIND AS A LABYRINTH OF ECHOES

Trauma doesn’t leave clean scars.
It leaves echoes —

ghosts of sensation,

shadows of panic,

afterimages of terror.

MK-ULTRA, Area 51 — these were never literal in my life.
But they became emotional frameworks woven into my memories.

MK-ULTRA:



the symbol of losing control,
of being acted on instead of acting.

Area 51:

the symbol of the unknown,

of strange visions in the desert,
of a world that blurs at the edges.

These stories became part of my personal mythology —

not because they were happening,

but because they captured the emotional truth

of what it feels like when your mind fractures under pressure.

And once the symbols embed themselves,
they echo inside your memory,

shape your interpretations,

color your flashbacks.

Some nights in West Hollywood, lying in bed,

I feel the hum of a ceiling light vibrate in my skull
and the memory overlays itself:

fluorescent lights in the Glendale ward

buzzing like coded signals.

There is no conspiracy.
Just a memory that refuses to quiet.

Some mornings, stepping outside into the warm California air,
I catch a flicker of heat rising off a car hood

and suddenly I’m back on that Las Vegas highway —

sun beating down,

skin burning,

the desert hallucination shimmering at the horizon.

There is no mirage here.
Just a ghost of one.

THE CRUELTY OF TOTAL MEMORY

Most people forget the worst parts of their lives slowly.
Memory softens them.

Time dulls the edges.

But for me, everything stays sharp.

The restraints on my wrists at Rawson-Neal.



The endless pacing from Risperdal.

The sleepless nights.

The pain under my shoulder blade that lasted fourteen hours.
The Operators’ eyes in the Glendale ward.

The ticking clock.

The hum of machines.

The loneliness.

The fear.

My mind stores it all in perfect detail,
like files inside a vault I never meant to build.

And sometimes the vault cracks open without warning.

A quiet moment becomes a storm.
A peaceful day becomes a portal.
A simple thought becomes a plunge into memories I can’t control.

That’s the danger of remembering too much.
You don’t get to choose what returns.

THE EDGE OF REALITY

The edge isn’t a place.

It’s a threshold.

A thin membrane between now and then,
between presence and memory,

between living and remembering.

I feel the edge when:
* I zone out while brushing my teeth and find myself back in a hospital bed
e T hear asiren and my heart races as if I’'m being taken away again
. I walk near a desert plant and smell the highway sun
e Isee arazor and remember my mother gently buzzing away the month-old hospital hair
e [ fall asleep and dream of fluorescent lights
e I wake up and feel momentarily suspended between worlds

The edge is where dissociation lives,
where memories bleed into perception.



But it’s not madness.
It’s not delusion.
It’s not psychosis.

It’s the aftermath of surviving too much.
It’s the residue of trauma refusing to let go.

It’s a mind shaped by extreme experiences trying to navigate a normal world.

THE WORLD AS A DOUBLE EXPOSURE

Some days, West Hollywood looks ordinary.
Cars honking.

People walking dogs.

Restaurants opening.

Life going on.

Other days, it feels like a double exposure —

the present layered over the past,

Las Vegas layered over Los Angeles,

hospitals layered over freeways,

fluorescent lights layered over California sunlight.

I live between these layers.

Not trapped —
but aware.

Not broken —
but changed.

The version of me before the desert, the hospitals, the wards...
that version is gone.

And the new version —

the one who carries all the memories —

stands at the very edge of reality,

trying to balance the weight of every world he’s lived in.

The edge is lonely.
But it’s also a place of truth.

A place where I can finally admit:

I remember too much —



and that is both my burden
and my strength.

CHAPTER 8 — THE FRACTURED SELF: WHO I WAS VS. WHO I BECAME

There are two versions of me.

The one who existed before the desert, the hospitals, the wards, the restraints, the fluorescent
lights...
and the one who came afterward.

They coexist in the same body,
but they do not live in the same world.

The first version of me—the before self—had a sense of continuity.

He believed the future was a straight line.

He believed reality was stable.

He believed that trauma was something that happened to other people, in stories, in movies, in
books.

He believed the ground beneath his feet would not suddenly vanish.

He lived in Malibu and West Hollywood without questioning the floorplan of his own mind.
He walked the city as though it belonged to him.

He didn’t fear time.

He didn’t fear memories.

He didn’t fear himself.

But that version of me died in pieces.

Some pieces fell away in 2012 on the Las Vegas highway.

Some pieces dissolved in Rawson-Neal.

Some pieces shattered in Glendale.

Some pieces melted in the long hours of dissociation back in West Hollywood.

And in their place, the after self emerged.

Not weaker.

Not broken.

But different.

Fused together from trauma, survival, and the desperate need to stay alive.

THE BEFORE SELF

He was optimistic without knowing it.
He moved through the world without imagining it could turn on him.



He trusted his own thoughts.
He trusted his senses.
He trusted the stability of life.

He didn’t know that the human mind has limits.
He didn’t know you could be pushed past them.
He didn’t know that sleep deprivation, hunger, fear, and isolation could bend reality.

He didn’t believe in visions.
He didn’t believe in dissociation.
He didn’t believe the mind could betray itself.

He was innocent in ways he didn’t appreciate at the time.

He was Kiet before the desert.

Before the voice.

Before Eden shimmered on the asphalt.
Before the ambulance doors closed on him.
Before the restraints.

Before the medication storms.

Before the Operators’ eyes.

He didn’t know how heavy life could become.

THE AFTER SELF

The after self is defined by memory.

He carries the desert heat inside his bones.

He carries the fluorescent hum in his skull.

He carries the ticking of Rawson-Neal’s clocks in his nerves.

He carries the smell of Las Vegas dust.

He carries the weight of the Invega needles.

He carries the feeling of being fingerprinted like a missing person.

He carries the sight of his mother’s trembling hands shaving his head.

He carries the relief of pho broth warming a stomach that had forgotten comfort.

He carries the long drive back to Malibu—heat shimmering, anxiety humming, life reopening
like a wound.

He carries too much.
And because he carries too much, he understands too much.

He knows how fragile reality is.
He knows how quickly identity can split.
He knows how easily someone can disappear inside themselves.



He knows that dissociation isn’t a symptom—it’s a shield.
He knows trauma doesn’t heal in a straight line.
He knows the mind can fracture and reform like molten glass.

He knows that myths like MK-ULTRA and Area 51 stick to the edges of trauma—not because
they’re true, but because they’re big enough to hold the magnitude of fear.

The after self is not naive.

He’s not innocent.

He watches the world closely.
He listens to silence carefully.
He questions everything he feels.

Because once you’ve lived through visions and wards and lost time...
you don’t return to the world unchanged.

You return sharper.
More cautious.
More fragmented.
More aware.

THE SPLIT — AND THE SPACE BETWEEN

The fractured self isn’t a clean divide.
It’s not two halves.
It’s not a before/after snapshot.

It’s a spectrum of identities that overlap, echo, and blur.

Some days the before self resurfaces briefly —

the one who believed in simplicity,

who trusted stability,

who walked through life without scanning the corners of his memory for danger.

Other days the after self dominates—

the one shaped by hospitals, visions, needles, and dissociation,
the one who lives on the edge of reality,

the one who remembers too much.

And in between them is the space where I really live.
A shifting landscape made of:

*  memory



. recovery
J fear

. resilience

. trauma

*  knowledge
. survival

This space is not stable.
But it is honest.

MK-ULTRA AS A SYMBOL OF THE SPLIT

MK-ULTRA was never part of my life.
But the history —the idea, the cultural myth—became a symbolic language for the fracture in my
identity.

The before self is the one who believed in straightforward reality.
The after self is the one who understands how perception can warp under extreme pressure.
MK-ULTRA became the metaphor for that distortion.

Not literal.
Not conspiratorial.
But symbolic of:

*  losing control
*  losing autonomy
*  losing the axis of reality

Area 51 became the symbol for what is unknown inside the mind —
the parts of memory that remain behind locked doors,

classified by trauma,

flagged by fear.

The fracture between the two selves needed a narrative that matched its intensity.

MK-ULTRA.
Area 51.
Desert visions.



Eden mirages.

These became the mythic metaphors my mind used
to explain what language alone could not hold.

They were never events.
They were emotional truths,
shadows cast by trauma’s bright light.

BECOMING SOMEONE I NEVER EXPECTED

In the end, the fractured self is not a failure.
It’s a transformation.

I am not the before self.
I will never be that person again.
He belonged to a world that no longer exists.

I am the after self —

a survivor shaped by extremes,

reborn through collapse,

carrying memories that stretch across time and geography.

I am someone who has walked naked in the desert
and walked out of psych wards alive.

Someone who has tasted the edge of reality

and still found a way back.

Someone who carries myths in his memory

and truths in his scars.

Someone who has lived multiple lives
in a single lifetime.

Someone who remembers too much—
and yet carries it anyway.

This is the fractured self.

This is who I became.



CHAPTER 9 — MEMORY AS A BURDEN, MEMORY AS A WEAPON

Memory is supposed to be a record —
a neutral archive of moments,
a quiet storage room where the past rests.

But mine isn’t a storage room.
Mine is a battlefield.

Every experience —
every trauma,

every hospital ward,
every desert vision,
every fluorescent light,
every needle,

every locked door—

is alive inside my brain.

Memory is not passive for me.
Memory fights.

Memory claws.

Memory screams.

Memory refuses to be forgotten.

It has become both the heaviest thing I carry
and the sharpest thing I wield.

A burden.
A weapon.
Both, at the same time.

THE BURDEN — WHEN MEMORY CRUSHES

Some memories sit in the chest like stones.
Others sit in the spine like knives.

Mine sit everywhere.

Rawson-Neal, 2012.
Glendale, 2025.

The Las Vegas desert.
The naked highway.



The voice whispering about Eden.

The relentless ticking clocks.

The cold floors.

The restraints.

The chemical fog of Risperdal.

The restless electricity under my skin.

The Invega injections like liquid control entering my veins.
The Operators’ eyes.

These memories do not fade.
They ambush.

A smell, a sound, a flicker of light —

and I am back inside one of those sealed rooms,
time slowed to a crawl,

reality buckling around me.

Memory becomes the burden
that keeps dragging me backward.

Backward into fear.
Backward into dissociation.
Backward into the edge of reality.

Sometimes I lie awake in West Hollywood,
the world perfectly still,

and the memories flood in so violently

I forget what year it is.

Memory becomes a storm.
Memory becomes a weight.
Memory becomes the ghost that follows me home.

And the more I try to outrun it,
the faster it catches up.

THE WEAPON — WHEN MEMORY PROTECTsS

But memory is not only an anchor.
It is also armor.

Every trauma taught me something.
Every collapse sharpened something inside me.
Every break fortified something I never knew I had.

I learned to sense danger long before others do.



I learned to read people the way I once read Operators —
their eyes, their tone, their posture,
the micro-expressions they don’t realize they’re showing.

Survival trained me.

Risperdal taught me to detect changes in my body
before anyone else can see them.

Rawson-Neal taught me to anticipate manipulation
before it can close its jaws.

Glendale taught me how to stay calm

in a room designed to make you panic.

The Las Vegas highway taught me something even more profound:

The mind can shatter —
but it can also rebuild itself
into something stronger than before.

Memory becomes a weapon when it teaches you
exactly how far you can be pushed
before you refuse to break again.

It becomes a map of every place you survived.
Every room you escaped.

Every hallucination you outlasted.

Every moment you thought you’d die

and didn’t.

Memory, for me, is not just recollection.
It is resistance.

THE MYTHOLOGY OF MEMORY — MK-ULTRA,
AREA 51, AND SURVIVAL LORE

The history of MK-ULTRA remains a cultural scar —
a reminder of what happens when people lose control over their own minds.

Area 51 remains the desert’s symbol —

the unknown, the mysterious,

the place where reality bends into conspiracy

because the human imagination cannot tolerate a void.

These stories were never part of my actual life.
But they became the mythology



my trauma attached itself to.

MK-ULTRA became the symbol of powerlessness.
Area 51 became the symbol of desert visions.
Eden became the symbol of escape.

My mind used these stories

not as facts —

but as metaphors

for the intensity of what I lived through.

They became the mythology of my survival.
Because human beings cannot survive trauma without a story.

And my story found its language in the American myths
of mind control,

desert secrets,

lost identity,

and resurrection.

Memory becomes a weapon
when you use myth
to make sense of what almost killed you.

THE TWO FACES OF MEMORY

Memory brings me to my knees.
Memory holds me upright.

Memory crushes me.
Memory saves me.

Memory drags me back to the desert.
Memory reminds me I walked out of it alive.

Memory recreates the hospitals in vivid detail.
Memory reminds me I survived every one of them.

Memory replays the worst parts of my life.
Memory also gives me proof:

I endured.
I endured.
I endured.



The burden is the suffering.
The weapon is the endurance.

And I carry both.

THE FUTURE BUILT ON MEMORY

In West Hollywood, as I piece together a life that never quite fits,
I know that memory will never stop being complicated.

Some days I hate it.

Some days I rely on it.

Some days it feels like a curse.
Some days it feels like a guide.

But the truth is this:
Memory is the only reason I’m still alive.

It taught me what danger feels like.

It taught me what safety means.

It taught me the signs of collapse.

It taught me the boundaries of my mind.

It taught me I can come back from anything.

Memory is the story of who I was
and the blueprint of who I became.

It is both my shadow
and my shield.

And as I stand here at the edge of reality —

always one step away from slipping back into the past —
I choose to see memory not as an enemy,

but as the companion that walked through hell with me
and refused to let me die there.

Memory is the burden.
Memory is the weapon.
And I carry both with me
into whatever comes next.



CHAPTER 10 — THE MIND AS A BATTLEFIELD: STRATEGIES FOR Survival

Some people fight battles outside themselves.
My battles happen inside my skull.

Every day.

From the moment I open my eyes to the moment I close them,
my mind is a battlefield,

and I am both the soldier

and the terrain.

People assume the worst part of surviving trauma is the event itself.
They’re wrong.

The worst part is what comes after —
when the physical danger is gone,
but the mind keeps replaying the war
as if it never ended.

My war isn’t against an enemy.
It’s against:

e the memories that ambush me

e the flashbacks that distort time

* the dissociation that pulls me into silence

e the fear that flickers behind ordinary things

e the ghosts of hospitals

. the desert visions

e the endless hum of fluorescent lights in my nerves

e the psychological symbols my mind created to survive

The mind is a battlefield
because it holds both the wound
and the weapon.

And survival is not passive.



Survival is war.

THE FIRST STRATEGY — NAME THE GHOSTS

Memory is powerful because it hides in shadows.
The first strategy I learned was simple:
name every ghost that follows me.

Name the desert.

Name Rawson-Neal.

Name Glendale.

Name the Risperdal restlessness.

Name the 14-hour shoulder pain.

Name the naked walk on the Las Vegas highway.
Name the voice that whispered about Eden.
Name the fluorescent lights.

Name the Operators’ eyes.

Name the feeling that the world tilted sideways.

When you name a ghost,
it becomes a memory —
not a monster.

This was my first weapon.

THE SECOND STRATEGY — CLAIM THE GROUND

Trauma tries to steal your present,
dragging you into the past
by force.

Sometimes when I walk down the street in West Hollywood —

Santa Monica Boulevard glowing with neon and passing headlights —
I feel the Las Vegas desert breathing against the back of my neck,
like I’'m always one step away from slipping back into the mirage.

Claiming the ground means reminding myself:

I am here.
I am not there.
This is now.



That was then.
I do it quietly.

A hand on a wall.
A deep breath.
A whispered reminder:

“This is the present.”

It doesn’t erase the memory.
It just anchors me long enough
to keep the past from swallowing me.

This was my second weapon.

THE THIRD STRATEGY — UNDERSTAND THE
METAPHORS

MK-ULTRA.
Area 51.
Eden.

Three symbols.

Three emotional languages.

Three archetypes my mind used

when ordinary words were not enough.

Understanding them became another strategy.

MK-ULTRA:

the symbol of losing control over my mind.
Not literal.

Emotional.

Area 51:

the symbol of the desert unknown,

the mystery surrounding memory lapses,
the emptiness inside dissociation.

Eden:

the symbol of escape —

of a promised safety

that could never truly exist.



These weren’t conspiracies.
They were metaphors born from pain.

Once I understood that,
I regained power over them.

Because metaphors can be reinterpreted.
Rewritten.
Reclaimed.

This was my third weapon.

THE FOURTH STRATEGY — ROUTINES AS SHIELDS

After trauma,
the ordinary becomes the extraordinary.

A made bed.

A shower.

A good meal.

A clean shirt.
Opening the blinds.
Brushing my teeth.
Sitting at a desk.
Writing a page.

These actions seem small.
But they are anchors.

Because when your mind is a battlefield,
routine becomes armor.

Routine gives structure to the chaos.
Routine gives a shape to the day.
Routine gives meaning to moments that would otherwise collapse into themselves.

Every routine is a shield
against the collapse back into dissociation.

This was my fourth weapon.

THE FIFTH STRATEGY — ACCEPT THE FRACTURE

For years I fought the split inside me,



trying to return to the version of myself that existed before:

Before Las Vegas.

Before Rawson-Neal.

Before Glendale.

Before the desert hallucinations.

Before the months of dissociation.

Before the internal mythologies took root.

But healing did not begin
until I accepted something simple:

The before-self is gone.
The after-self is me.

Not broken.
Not damaged.
Not ruined.

Transformed.

The fracture in my identity
is not something to hide.
It is something to understand.

Trauma burned away the older version of me
and forged a new one in its place.

When I stopped fighting that truth,
I stopped losing battles inside my own mind.

Acceptance became my fifth weapon.

THE SIXTH STRATEGY — KEEP MOVING FORWARD

Movement is survival.

In the desert, standing still kills you.
In the hospitals, stagnation destroys you.
In dissociation, stillness pulls you under.

Movement is life.

So I keep moving.
Even when the memories hit.
Even when the dissociation tries to swallow me.



Even when the edge of reality feels thin and fragile.
Movement can be small:

A walk around the block.

A journal entry.

A shower.

A bowl of pho.

A drive through the city.

A moment of laughter with someone who understands.

Forward motion is the most powerful weapon
against the ghosts that want to drag you backward.

This was my sixth weapon.

THE FINAL STRATEGY — TURN THE STORY INTO
STRENGTH

Writing this memoir—

laying out memories like bones,
organizing chaos into chapters,
turning trauma into narrative —
is itself a strategy.

Because when you write your story,
you become the narrator.

You take back control

from the ghosts.

Every chapter I write

turns fear into language.

Every memory I describe

loses some of its power.

Every trauma I express

becomes something I can hold
instead of something that crushes me.

This memoir
is my final weapon.

A shield carved from pain.
A blade forged from memory.
A map drawn from survival.



A voice that refuses to be silenced.

My mind may be a battlefield.
But I am no longer only the soldier.

I am also the general.
I am also the witness.

I am also the one who lived through it
and walked out of the desert alive.



CHAPTER 11 — THE SLOW REBUILDING: LEARNING TO LIVE WITHOUT THE
GHOSTS

Healing does not arrive like a sunrise.

It doesn’t flood the room with light.

It doesn’t announce itself.

It doesn’t lift you off the floor with a single moment of clarity.

Healing arrives slowly,

in pieces,

in breaths,

in fragments of ordinary life

that begin to feel less threatening over time.

It’s not glamorous.
It’s not cinematic.
It’s not sudden.

It’s rebuilding.

Brick by brick.
Moment by moment.

Learning to live with fewer ghosts—
or at least learning not to let them dictate every corner of your mind.

THE FIRST DAYS OF RETURN

Back in West Hollywood,

the first days after the ward felt fake —

thin, fragile, temporary,

as if reality were a film set built just for me to walk through.

I kept expecting the walls to tilt,
the floor to dissolve,
the world to shimmer like the desert mirage of Eden.

The mind doesn’t trust calm after a war.
Silence feels suspicious.

Peace feels like a trap.

Happiness feels like an illusion.



But slowly,
one small moment at a time,
I learned to let normalcy back in.

A shower.

A warm meal.

Clean clothes.

A walk in the sunlight.
A night without panic.

Each small act was a brick in the rebuilding.

CLEANING AS RITUAL

One of the first things I did was clean my room.

Not because it was dirty —
but because cleaning meant reclaiming territory.

I wiped down surfaces,

folded clothes,

opened the blinds,

organized stacks of papers,

placed objects back where they belonged.

The act felt ceremonial,
like resetting the coordinates of reality.

Trauma thrives in chaos.
Healing thrives in order.

With every small act of cleaning,
I told my mind:

“This space is mine again.”

ROUTINE AS GLUE

Routines saved me.

Not in dramatic ways,
but in practical, quiet ways.

Waking up at the same time.



Eating meals regularly.

Taking a walk every evening.
Journaling every night.

Keeping water by the bed.
Listening to music.

Opening windows for fresh air.
Sitting in the same spot to write.

These tasks, once meaningless,
became the glue that held the fractured pieces of me together.

The more I repeated them,
the stronger the structure became.

Routine didn’t erase the ghosts.
It simply made them easier to contain.

THE GHOSTS DO NOT LEAVE ALL AT ONCE

Some ghosts leave quickly.

Some linger.

Some never leave at all —

but they lose their ability to terrify you.

Rawson-Neal still echoes in my bones.

Glendale still hums in the fluorescent parts of my memory.

The Las Vegas highway still flickers behind my eyelids sometimes.
The desert Eden still glows faintly in the back of my mind.

But these aren’t monsters anymore.
They’re stories.

Chapters.

Historical rooms inside me.

Not threats.
Not traps.
Not worlds I’m in danger of slipping back into.

Just memories —
heavy, complicated, but manageable.

Healing is not about erasing the ghosts.
Healing is about learning to live with them
without letting them steer the wheel.



WHEN THE PAST TRIES TO RETURN

Sometimes dissociation creeps up on me.

It arrives in quiet moments:
washing dishes,

walking to the store,

lying in bed.

A sudden shift—
a momentary detach—
the world tilts half a degree.

Old ghosts whisper familiar warnings:
the desert,

the hospitals,

the Operators’ eyes,

the ticking clocks.

But I’ve learned to recognize these moments
as remnants, not threats.

Trauma does not vanish.
It just loses volume.

When the whispers come,
I take a deep breath.
Touch a solid object.
Remind myself:

I am here.

I am safe.

This is now.
That was then.

This is the language of survival.
The soft, steady words that keep the ghosts outside the door.

THE SLOW RETURN OF MYSELF

Healing didn’t return the person I used to be.

It returned a new version—
older,
tired,



stronger,
sharper,
scarred,
aware.

The fractured self from Chapter 8 did not heal into the old self.
He healed into something else.

Someone who can hold memories

without drowning in them.

Someone who can recall the desert
without wanting to disappear into it again.
Someone who can enter a hospital
without feeling like he’ll collapse.
Someone who can sit in a quiet room
without fearing silence.

I rebuilt myself from the ruins
of multiple breakdowns
across multiple cities

and multiple years.

It was slow.
It was lonely.
It was painful.

But it was real.

LEARNING TO LIVE WITHOUT THE MYTHS

MK-ULTRA,

Area 51,

Eden—

these symbols still live in my memory,
but not with the same force.

They are no longer frameworks
through which I understand my pain.

They are metaphors.

Stories.

Symbols of a time when my mind was trying desperately
to make sense of the unbearable.

I don’t need those metaphors anymore.



Not in the same way.
Now I can say:

“That was trauma speaking.”
“That was fear interpreting reality.”
“That was dissociation searching for meaning.”

And this recognition—
this clarity —
is one of the greatest signs of rebuilding.

To live without the ghosts
is not to forget them.

It is to see them clearly
for what they are.

THE NEW LIFE TAKES SHAPE

Slowly,
I began building a life I could live in.

Writing.

Walking.

Breathing.

Talking to people I trust.

Taking control of my environment.
Reconnecting with the world step by step.

Some days are still hard.
Some days the edge of reality feels thin.
Some days the ghosts whisper louder than I’d like.

But most days—
most days—
I can feel the quiet warmth of normalcy growing again.

A fragile peace.

A gentle calm.

A daily life not defined by trauma
but by choice.

This is rebuilding.
This is recovery.
This is survival.



I am learning to live without the ghosts—
not because they left,

but because I learned how to live

despite them.



CHAPTER 12 — THE NEW IDENTITY: RECLAIMING A FUTURE AFTER COLLAPSE

There comes a moment after the worst is over when you realize you cannot return to who you
once were.

Not because you don’t want to—
but because that person no longer exists.

Trauma is a forge.

It melts you.

Reshapes you.

Burns away the parts that were too fragile to survive.

And when you emerge,
you are not the same metal.

You are not the before-self.

You are not even just the after-self.
You are someone new —

a hybrid forged from both.

Reclaiming a future after collapse begins with accepting this truth:

My identity had to be rebuilt from the inside out.

THE OLD WORLD IS GONE

Before the desert, before Rawson-Neal, before Glendale, before dissociation
—my identity was simple.

I lived in Malibu and West Hollywood.

I wrote.

I dreamed big.

I tried to protect my mother.

I tried to navigate everyday life.

I fought for stability without imagining how fragile it all was.

I didn’t understand yet that the mind can fracture,
that reality can shift,
that identity can crumble in moments.

But now, looking back,



that simplicity feels like a world that belonged to someone else —
someone I used to be,
but no longer am.

The collapse didn’t just break my life.
It broke the version of me living it.

But in that breaking,
something new began to form.

THE VOID BETWEEN IDENTITIES

After trauma, there is a void.
A blank space where the old self once lived.
A silence inside your mind that is more terrifying than the memories themselves.

It is a place where you ask:

Who am I now?

Who am I supposed to be?

What is left of me?

How do I rebuild something so shattered?

The void feels endless.
Directionless.
Hopeless.

But the void is not death.
The void is a seedbed.

A space where the soul regrows in its own time.

The new identity doesn’t arrive all at once.
It comes in small hints.

Tiny shifts.

Quiet realizations.

The first time you laugh without fear.

The first time you sleep without nightmares.

The first time you feel safe in a small way.

The first time you make a decision that belongs to the present, not the past.

Little by little,
the void fills.



THE SYMBOLS THAT SHAPED ME

MK-ULTRA.
Area 51.
Eden.

These were never literal influences.
They were emotional symbols
representing everything I survived.

MK-ULTRA became the symbol of losing control —
the way trauma can make the mind feel hijacked.

Area 51 became the symbol of the desert unknown—
the hallucination, the heat, the fear, the disorientation.

Eden became the symbol of hope —
the momentary mirage of escape in a world of pain.

These symbols didn’t define me.

But they shaped the mythology of my survival,
the framework through which I understood
how far the mind can fall

and how far it can rise again.

The new identity I forged

was built not on the symbols,
but on the strength it took to outgrow them.

THE FOUNDATIONS OF REBIRTH

Rebuilding myself meant learning new truths:

1.1 am not the worst moments of my life.
I am not the desert breakdown.

I am not the hospital walls.

I am not the dissociation.

I am not the fear.

2.1 am what survived those moments.

The strength.
The resilience.



The endurance.
The refusal to stay broken.

3. The mind can heal in ways I never expected.

Neurons rewire.
Trauma softens.
Identity re-forms.

4. Old dreams can become new visions.

Not the same goals—
but goals shaped by who I am now.

5. My future belongs to me, not my trauma.

It took time to believe this.
But I do now.

These truths became the pillars
of the identity I am creating.

Not overnight.
Not perfectly.
But steadily.

THE NEW SELF TAKES SHAPE

The new me is not naive.
He is not fragile.
He is not untested.

He is someone who:
*  has walked naked under a desert sun and survived
*  has endured hospitals that tried to break him
*  has fought dissociation and won
*  has rebuilt reality inside a room in West Hollywood

*  has learned the language of trauma



*  has learned the strategies for survival
*  has turned memory into a weapon instead of a curse
*  has reclaimed the ability to hope

The new me understands the world differently —
not through fear,
but through clarity.

The new me does not chase Eden.
He creates it.

In small ways.

In real ways.

In quiet ways.

The new me builds his own identity from the ashes of old ones.

He knows that collapse is not the end.
It is the beginning of a different life.

WHO I AM NOW

I am Kiet —

not the before Kiet,

not the broken Kiet,

but the reconstructed Kiet.

A person who has lived in the desert and returned.

A person who has faced the edge of reality and stepped back onto the solid ground.
A person who has held his shattered mind together long enough to rebuild a future.
A person who carries his ghosts not as chains,

but as reminders of strength.

My identity is no longer defined by trauma
but by transformation.

I am not who I was.
I never will be.

But who I am now
is enough.

More than enough.

Stronger.



Wiser.

Sharper.

More aware.
More grounded.
More alive.

This is the new identity.

This is the beginning of the life that comes after survival.



CHAPTER 13 — EPILOGUE OF THE MIND: CLOSING THE Book on the Past

There is a moment, after all the storms and deserts and wards,
when the mind grows quiet.

Not silent —
never silent —
but quiet in a way that feels earned.

That quiet is not peace.
Peace is too fragile.
Peace can be broken by a phone call, a memory, a sudden shift in the air.

This quiet is different.
This quiet is strength.

It is the sound of a person who has fought their mind
and found a way to live with it
instead of against it.

It is the sound of closing the book on a past
that once controlled every second of my breathing.

And this —
this chapter —
is where I lay that book down.

THE MIND THAT SURVIVED

I survived the desert.

I survived Rawson-Neal.

I survived Glendale.

I survived dissociation.

I survived the ghosts that whispered through every hallucination,
every fluorescent hum,

every broken moment.

I survived the visions—
Eden,

the mirage,

the shifting desert grass,
the symbolic MK-ULTRA,



the imagined Area 51 landscapes
that arose in moments of trauma, not truth.

I survived the breakdowns
that fractured my identity.

I survived the aftermath
that blurred reality at its edges.

I survived myself.

And that survival is not the closing of a book.
It is the writing of a new one.

But even new books need endings for the old.

This is mine.

THE MYTHS THAT PROTECTED ME

MK-ULTRA was never part of my reality.
Area 51 never touched my life.
The CIA never watched me, never experimented on me, never influenced my mind.

But inside trauma,
the mind doesn’t speak in facts.
It speaks in symbols.

MK-ULTRA became the symbol for loss of control.
Area 51 became the symbol of the unknown in my memory.
Eden became the symbol for escape in the deepest moments of fear.

These myths didn’t harm me.
They helped me survive.
They gave shape to the formless pain inside me when no words existed.

Now I can see them clearly.

Not as threats.

Not as conspiracies.

But as metaphors for psychological collapse —
and metaphors for psychological resurrection.

Closing the book on the past means
seeing the symbols as symbols



and letting them rest.

THE WEIGHT OF MEMORY LIFTS

There is a kind of exhaustion that comes from carrying too much memory,
the kind that claws deeper than muscle and bone.

For years, [ was afraid to forget.
Afraid forgetting meant dishonoring survival.
Afraid healing meant erasing the parts of me that were forged in fire.

But now I understand something simple:

I can keep the memories
without letting them command me.

The past is not erased.

It is simply placed gently

on a shelf

where it can no longer collapse onto me.

I can visit it when I choose.
I can walk its halls when I am strong enough.
I can read the old chapters with wisdom instead of fear.

Memory becomes softer with distance.
Not gone.
Just softened.

And that softening is freedom.



CLOSING THE BOOK

This is the moment when I stop chasing the old self
and stop fearing the past self.

This epilogue is not about endings.
It is about release.

Release from:

L]

the ghosts

e the desert visions

e the hospital walls

e the fluorescent lights
e the restraints

e the myths

e the disorientation

e the fractured identity

*  the need to make trauma into a story larger than life

L]

the pressure to make sense of what was senseless

I don’t need to turn trauma into myth anymore.
I don’t need MK-ULTRA symbolism

or Area 51 metaphors

to explain what happened.

Now, I can call it what it truly was:
trauma, dissociation, memory, survival, reconstruction.

Nothing more.
Nothing less.

The past does not vanish.
But it no longer needs to roar.

I am closing the book,



not ripping out the pages.

I am ending the chapter,
not silencing the story.

I am choosing to walk forward
without dragging the old world behind me.



THE NEW BEGINNING AFTER THE END

Closing the book on the past means I can finally begin:
*  to dream again
*  toplan again
*  to hope again
*  to build again
*  to breathe without fear
*  to exist without ghosts watching
e to walk through West Hollywood as a whole person, not a shattered one
*  to live a life that belongs to me

The old book is complete.

The desert visions have faded.

The fluorescent hums are memories, not warnings.
The hospitals are chapters, not prisons.

The ghosts are quieter now.

And I am here —

rebuilt,

reclaimed,

and ready for the next chapter
I will write for myself.

Without fear.
Without myth.
Without the old shadows holding me.

This is where the past ends.
This is where the future begins.

This is where I close the book
and walk into the next one
as the person I fought so hard to become.



BACK COVER BLURB

A mind can be broken.
A mind can be lost.
A mind can be rebuilt.

The Ghosts of the Desert is the haunting, intimate memoir of Kiet Anh Le, who survived
multiple psychiatric collapses, dissociation, trauma, and desert visions — and returned to rebuild
his identity from the ashes.

Through poetic narration and psychological symbolism, Kiet transforms hallucinations into
mythology, trauma into narrative, and survival into rebirth.

MK-ULTRA becomes the metaphor for losing control.

Area 51 becomes the symbol of the unknown inside the mind.

Eden becomes the impossible refuge the soul chases when reality collapses.

But this is not a book about conspiracies.
It is a book about the mind,
and how it pieces itself back together after shattering.

Raw, vulnerable, and ultimately hopeful,

The Ghosts of the Desert is a testament to human endurance —
and to the possibility of creating a new self

even when the old one is gone forever.
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In [ shadnw of Area 91, a forgotten experiment *
resurfaces. MK-ULTRA wasn't just history—it was

my childhood. A harrowing journey through memory,
. government secrets, and the fight to reclaim reality.
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" ‘Ahone-chilling and essential memoir.
‘Unforgettable. A new American classic.”




