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A TESTIMONY FROM THE AUTHOR

Born in Dublin, Ireland in 1948 into improvised times of the
country those days. Born into a Roman Catholic background
which was the dominant religion, not only dominant in religious
status, but in every factor life of the country, and even dictated
into the newly formed free-state government. My parents were
rather Victorian and very strict in rules and regulations, money
was in very short supply, as was employment, so life was sparse
much of the time. I attended a Christian Brothers school from
age five, again the theme here was dominant Catholic, we spent
more time having Catechism and religion rammed down our
throats than learning ABC’s. In my third year, 1956, just before
my eight birthday, I was brutally raped by a Christian Brother,
this, and further rapes by a member of my own family, was to
the set fuse for a cruel and evil change within me. Between
1956 - 1957 I was to learn that treachery and deceit was not
only for my family, but the Catholic church was steeped in it
also. When I told my mother of the rapes she asked me not to
speak to anyone until she’d spoken to my father, it was a couple
of days later when both my parents went out early evening, an
unusual event in itself, and later, when they came home, my
father told me to go to my room. After some time he entered
and said; “what are these lies you’ve been telling,” breaking
down in tears I told him it was not lies, I received the beating
of my life with open palms, fists and leather belt, I was left very
bruised and bleeding.
He told me I was never again to tell those stories to anyone!
I felt I had been betrayed by my parents, I grew to hate them
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both and felt only malice for the rest of the family. I grew to
disbelieve and deny any such thing as God, as I could not see
such person permitting these things to happen to a child. My life
was never a happy one, I was taken from school at age thirteen
and put to work which in those days amounted to slave-labor,
hours of 0800-1900, Monday to Friday for six shillings a week,
equivalent to thirty pence today. I drifted from job to job building
my wage each time, but I received little from it, as I had to hand
over an unopened pay packet to my father, so things were tough,
but I became a good thief, an expert liar and by age fifteen was
somewhat of a drinker. I had few friends, except those who
thought you had money in your pocket. I married in 1969 but
not out of love or respect, it was to despite my mother, since
she did not like the girl, then in early 1970 I enlisted into the
RAF direct from Ireland, via Belfast. I served a total of twentyfour years. By this time I was a heavy drinker, had become
deep into the occult, black magic and demonism, through this
I had totally buried my past of parents, family, abusers, and all
events of 1956/7 into the deepest pit of my subconscious mind.
In 1998 my wife decided she wanted to return to Ireland, here
began the greatest down spiral of my life for many years. The
memories resurfaced to nightmare degree and the changes in
me were unimaginable, I tried, through alcohol, to drown out
the nightmares which had risen from my deepest, darkest self.
I lived in an alcoholic haze 24/7 I really wanted to strangle
someone. By 2004 my marriage had completely collapsed, my
wife asked me to leave, so in May I went to live in a bed-sit in
Dublin, perhaps the end of one set of years of misery, but an
open door to the world of the alcoholic, which I knew I was, and
the nightmares grew stronger. Eventually even the alcohol failed
to numb the mental pressure and pain, I could not face a day
without drink and would consume up to three liters of spirits on
average, mostly a mixture of them. Between the nightmares of
my memories and my current position, it had become clear that
my life was a monotonous waste of time, even if I could fathom
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time as I lost track of it altogether. In October I decided it had
to end, as by now I was the most bitter and twisted person on
earth I had no time for people, hated everybody and most of all, I
hated myself. I set a date to die, which was to be the 22nd October
2004, and for that I laid my plans.
The events you are about to read may appear strange, even
unreal to many, but believe me this took place.
With all arrangements made and letters written, I went and
purchased an extending bladed utility knife, nine liters of a
mixture of dark and white rum, whisky, brandy and very strong
sherry, the intention to drink myself to death, but just in case of
failure I’d have the knife ready, my intention to slash my jugular
vein by which time the alcohol would make good anesthetic.
At 15.00 pm I began what was my last drinking spree and hit
it earnestly, I thought I may have passed since it was now dark,
I was sat at the side of the bed, the floor strewn with empty
bottles, though I felt numb, in a deep haze and very ill, there was
no vomit anywhere. Had such an amount of alcohol failed to do
what I’d intended? I lay down and picked up the knife and with
my mind decided brought the knife toward my neck then events
became a little weird, strange to say the least. I felt something
grip my wrist, I could not move my hand further, suddenly the
whole room was full of very bright light, I felt the knife fall
from my hand and found myself staring into the brightest section
of light, I saw a darker shade within it and definitely that of a
person? I heard a voice speaking but in a language I could not
understand, after what seemed minutes it came again and this
time the word “Come” was quite distinct, I was frozen to the
spot. Then he spoke again and I clearly heard the words “Come,
follow me,” so softly and gently spoken, I rose from the bed
and started toward that voice and shape, I felt a hand rest on my
head and at that moment I felt relieved and peaceful. Just before
I entered there, wherever there was? I turned my head and my
body was laid on the bed, I thought I must be dead, but going
where, he then spoke again: “fear not, you are not to death,
ix
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your life is not yours to take, that is my decision when I choose
to call you”.
I was then in a great expanse of plain white, little did I realize
this was to become the screen of my life. I saw the birth of a child,
watched him grow in his younger years, then circumstances
made me realize I was looking at myself? I watched my parents
having discussion with a catholic priest and suddenly realized
the reasons behind, what I’d called betrayal of me all those years
ago, through the church of that time. I saw where I had been
wrong in my judgment of my family and many other people,
because of my self-arrogant bigotry, un-acceptance, and inner
hatred for all. I was also shown the many times I could have
been killed, at which point he spoke again: “I have been with
you all along, I called you many times, yet you chose not to
answer,” at that I asked him who he was; the answer I neither
expected or understood, “I am your father,” at that I stupidly
responded with “you don’t sound like my father,” his response
shook me to the core: “I am your spiritual father, flesh is of flesh,
I am of spirit.” Then I saw the sheer pain and misery I had put
people through, especially my wife, up to that point in my life I
had forgotten how to cry, now the tears came by the bucket load,
then this entity, as he still was to me at this time, spoke in that
soft voice: “Why did you lay blame upon yourself; why did you
lay blame upon everyone else? Why did you lay the blame on
Me; your abusers, already left this earth, are to my judgment,
you are in no position to judge, that is My domain, just who do
you think you are above Me; have I not brought you from the
jaws of death to this point, just think through. Now I call you,
but I know the battles ahead, you are a hard-hearted, cold human
child, but you will come to know me. I have chosen the space
and time for you to come to Me and to Me alone. You will learn
patience, acceptance, mercy, compassion and love, but above all
you will come to love Me”
I was then walking back into my body, I felt strange yet good,
but then questions began to rise within me. Had some dementia
x
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entered my brain, had I suddenly developed schizophrenia, or
had I met something unknown from my childhood? Yet I was as
sober as any teetotal person when I should, if not already dead,
be extremely ill to dying, but all I felt was good, and with some
inner peace, but the last thing on my mind was such as a God.
I noticed it was daylight, had I been here since yesterday? did I
have a nightmare? I turned to look at the clock, the time shown
was 1501pm and the date was the 22nd October 2004, about the
time I began my drinking spree and stranger still, it was the very
same day? what type of time-warp was that? With my mind
swimming with questions, I picked up all the empties and the
knife from the floor, took a shower, dressed and went out for a
walk. I immediately smelled the air, saw the beauty of the trees
in their autumn splendor, heard the bubbling water cascade over
the locks of the local canal, heard birds singing and looked up to
a beautiful clear sky, all things normally there yet, I had never
noticed them. As I walked I noticed people looking strangely
and steering wide of me, I realized I had a great beaming smile
across my face, how could I? I had nothing to smile about, or
did I? The following day I attended a pre-arranged meeting with
a local catholic priest and related the previous days events to
him, his response was cold as ice, he actually laughed in my
face and said: “drink can have strange affects on people, and
hallucinations of this nature are not uncommon under such
situations, I believe you were in such a state” Not once did he
mention anything of God and no explanation of the complete
sobriety, non-sickness, peacefulness or the time-warp which had
taken place, needless to say I left him with some choice words,
but seeds of doubt were building in my mind.

xi

INTRODUCTION

Following the events of October 2004, I was in a dilemma and
finding it hard to accept what had taken place, I read so many
books on the subject of the paranormal, consulted my own books,
paperwork and information on matters occult, I even tried my
Ouija board to see if the spirits had answers. It was the first time
I noticed absolute zero reaction from the board? I searched for
almost nine months, though I knew somehow I had gone from
total atheist to agnostic, yes I believed in something, yet could
not fully accept or admit it, either to myself or anyone else. I
had, over this period of time, heard that voice on two separate
occasions and both during certain bad situations, the first time it
said: “Fear not child, for I am with you” and the second, which
was a true frightener for me, “Be still, for I am God”. A few days
following this I spoke to a clergyman and covered my whole
story, including these messages, he then handed me a bible
and said; “perhaps this is the reading material you are looking
for”? He must have seen the expression on my face, for he said
“well, at least try to look at it sometime.” When he had left, I
felt enraged at having opened myself up to any person as I had
and in my rage I threw the book across the room, it fell, pages
open but flat down. After a while, something prompted me to
pick it up and when I turned it over I saw the word ‘Psalm’ and
a number 22 looking at me, so I began to read I was so stunned,
I read it through some eight times that evening.
Though some of the words were Dutch to me I knew who
was talking and from where, by now the tears were flowing. I
called the minister again and asked to see him, when he came
xiii
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I was still tearful and told him what I had been reading, I
asked who had written it? since it must have taken place at the
crucifixion or shortly after. I was in awe when he explained of
the prophesies before Jesus Christ was even born, then he said:
“you have been convicted from the old testament and through
that of King David, God has put revelation in front of you, he
has opened your eyes and heart, and after all you’ve told of your
experiences, you are being touched by God”. As he was leaving
he said, “I suggest you make your confession” as I looked at
him, he must have read my mind for he said: “not to me, but to
God,” that very evening, in July 2005, I cried out to God and
opened my heart and soul to him. Something strange happened,
as I felt the world lift from my shoulders, the tears were now
of relief, I was suddenly at peace with both God and my soul. I
had spent so long reading the wrong books, talking to the wrong
people, including psychologists, some so-called Christians and
above all Satan himself, only to discover three things: ‘Who
God really is; Who I really was in God’s eyes; The real me.’
I had a long way to go, I’d made such a mess of my life and
affected others in the process, I had followed the occult, dabbled
with evil spirits, actively cursed people, ridiculed all such belief
of and blasphemed the bible especially the crucifixion of Jesus,
made jokes of his mother, father and followers, in fact anything
to do with religion was a marked target to me. I had committed
virtually every sin known and wondered why God would bother
with someone like me? I had much to learn about my heavenly
father, even mankind itself, I only pray that someone reading
this book, who identify with any part of it, can learn there is a
freedom and release at hand, if only they are prepared to believe
and accept the hand of God.
So why write this at all? I’ve never considered myself a
writer and had no intention of relating my story to persons,
except those very close to me, but when God speaks and gives
a directive you are left with two choices, either follow what
he wants or simply ignore him, which I had done for so long,
xiv
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but now that would be the biggest error I could make in my
life on earth. I had been given many gifts in life I just never
realized or appreciated them until I found what God’s grace
meant and where those gifts came from. Up to 2005 I could not
put a single line of verse together, yet suddenly found myself
writing verses of my own life in God and toward other people
and organizations, and especially the unbeliever, agnostic,
political people and failing churches but to date, have never
done anything with them, they just sat gathering dust. I know
now that God wants some of them out for people to see, his
main concern is for people to learn and understand the truth of
the evil and chaos that grips the world, and to reveal him to as
many as possible. He has convicted me of committing the very
thing I condemn within Christianity, that of keeping the truth
only within that closed group, since a lot do not follow God’s
word correctly themselves, and for keeping much to myself. So
after seven years of growing and through the prompting of the
Holy Spirit, I have decided to do what God asks of me.
The subject matter concerning the grip of the mayhem
in the world come through actual experiences in my life and
certainly over the past seven years, trying to aid people in
trouble, understanding the grip of the commercial sector with its
manipulation through subliminal controls, the outright greed of
top organizations and people creating a misery for many, and in
all of this the accumulation of the knowledge of Satan himself
and his manipulation of public and private sectors. People would
be very wrong to attempt to deny his existence, there are many
out there who will identify with the content of this book, some
will agree, others won’t, some will get the hump since without
putting the cap directly on them, they will discern the truth and
understand that saying: ‘if the cap fits, wear it’. A large problem
for some people in difficulty is finding a way forward and getting
out of it, but it is there if they are prepared to take it. I am no
psychologist, scientist, or theologian, but I do know Satan. I also
however, know God the father and his Son, it was both these
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persons brought me to face what is right or wrong, they gave
me the grace by which even the heathen, atheist and agnostic
manage to wake up each day, that lifted me from the total depths
of despair, which was really self-created. I cannot say the content
of this book will assist anyone, only God knows that, or believe
I am the only person he turned around for a purpose, or certain
events of 2004 and those following have not happened to others.
Up to now I was of an opinion that nobody would believe me
anyway, but God said: “what if they don’t, what if they simply
judge, that is there loss and downfall” but I believe that God
knows there are some who will benefit from it.
What readers need to understand is, the truth hurts, and if
any should feel such during reading then I can only say they are
being convicted by the Holy Spirit, if such happens that should
tell them something, if not and they still feel hurt it’s time they
looked deep into the mirror of themselves and seek the emotion
within that binds them. Once identified that is the starting point,
since if the heart is wrong, they are lying to both themselves and
God and should not create further damage than what’s already
in place, they need to be honest, at least to themselves. Are you
ready to meet and know your Savior, whatever you think, do or
say, is important to God at this point, but you need to understand
he does not wear a wristwatch so don’t expect instant answers to
questions or prayers, or expect things to work out as you would
like it. Be prepared to accept his guidance, once your eyes are
opened you will know of what I speak. Many items written may
appear harsh but remember I was there myself and I don’t wish
that on anyone, but to inform you there is an avenue of true
release at hand that leads to a loving peace from the torment
which plagues peoples lives. Read with an open mind and
heart, but above all be honest to yourself, I trust God to come
into your heart, mind and soul when reading this, as harsh as
it may appear, just remember the reality of truth is never nice
when it strikes. God bless you and my prayer is for his speedy
deliverance for you.
xvi

Chapter One
REALITY

The gap between the charging rhinoceros and the ostrich is a noman’s land where you avoid the reality of what will assuredly
happen if you ignore it long enough. Although people smile at
this idea, many use it on a daily basis by burying their heads in
the sand, what’s known as ‘the ostrich syndrome’. For many,
the difference between a good or bad day depends on their mail;
many fear the postman coming with dreaded bills, threatening
letters, outstanding debts or other bad news arriving. I know of
people who don’t open their mail for fear of what it contains,
they throw it in a drawer with all the others in the hope it will
go away, this is a form of ‘mind escapism’ from the reality of
the truth. Many practice this form of escape to compensate for
the dread that surrounds their existence. This fear is mostly selfcreated, but with a little help it spirals all around them. This
may lead into a dangerous zone for the mind of the person who
thinks this make-believe can work, it emanates from a ‘scared
rabbit or ostrich’ mindset, it is okay as a temporary relief as they
may only need a wakeup call from reality. Avoiding the truth is
a daily practice used in all walks of the human population, there
are two principals involved;
1. The truth hurts
2. Truth has a nasty habit of making us feel guilty and
convicted in knowing of our wrongdoing. They
believe the best way is to act as if it does not exist yet
1
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to ignore the charging rhinoceros is a big mistake to
make. Much of this is from a lack of training when
young and belief in the cliché that if others can do it
and get away with it, then why not me, however it
also involves a deep fear that usually goes back to
childhood.
To point out some truthful aspects across a year and the ignorance
of any significance attached to them, ignorance which dates back
to a lack of early instruction about avoidance of facing reality
of truth. I will begin with Good Friday; I’ve heard people say;
“what’s that all about,” for many it is simply the beginning of the
Easter holiday weekend, a time to get the hot-cross buns in, ‘it’s
just for the kids you understand,’ how many parents, or schools
for that matter, actually explain the significance of this day to their
children or are they totally blind, ignorant, unaware or scared to
accept the reality of what took place over two millennium ago
when a great sacrifice was made for mankind. I move to Easter
Sunday, when the Easter egg overshadows the significance of
the day, a chocolate replacement for truth and reality and many
only do it because it is ‘expected’, since people will be buying
them one. Why people hold such reverence for the swapping of
chocolate eggs is an enigma, but we must not forget ‘it’s just for
the kids’. How many kids are aged between one and a hundred
years old? I ponder how many parents or schools explain the
significance of this day to their children, when the true promise
of a new covenant was made between God and man. Then it’s all
over and we have a public holiday to finish, when we can again
pick up our dreaded fears and wallow in a selfish escape realm
from the reality of the truth.
But there are further events on the horizon when we can
once again pick up where we left off and select to ignore the
reality of what we should believe, I refer to that Pagan ritual of
Halloween, when the make-believe fantasies go into the world
of the un-dead, a time of celebration and devotion to ghouls,
2
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witches, ghosts, demons, werewolves and vampires. It’s a
salutation to the powers of Satan himself, a fact most people do
not even realize yet practiced for generations, but once again
they will say ‘it’s just for the kids’ is there any wonder why
many children are ignorant of what they are involved in? Yet it
is never explained to them that it’s a Godless trap of the devil,
in order to destroy souls away from reaching heaven, how can
they understand? We then reach Christmas when many people
commit every misdemeanor of begrudged benevolence and sin,
yes even many Christians.
Allow me to list the seven deadly sins and see if you can discern
why I chose to point these out for the most festive time of the year:
1:
2:
3:
4:
5:
6:
7:

Pride
Anger
Lust
Covetness
Gluttony
Envy
Sloth

Commercialism is much to blame for destroying the meaning
of the festive seasons and in particular that of Christmas, it’s
rarely visible or recognizable in the jumble of junk being
displayed and the main focus is Santa Clause, a mythical legend
which derived from the 19th century Americas as did the pagan
season of Halloween, and it dates back further still, as do many
of the Godless celebrations over the centuries. But as with all
such events, commercialism leapt onto the ideas quickly, and
as all potential money makers, used them for cash converting
kills. The promotion of Halloween, in place of ‘All Saints or
All Hallows eve’ and the promotion of Santa Clause instead of
the non-mythical fact of the birth of Christ, whom without there
would be no such event as Christmas, blunts the realization that
we need the Savior far more than Satan or Santa clause, ‘strange
how both names spell each other’?
3
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Commercialism has caused a lot of damage in lives and is
steeped in sin, and it drags many innocent and gullible people
into the same trap by feeding them with hopes of false dreams
and unaffordable lifestyles. There are many who live a drudgery
of life, which further enhances people in their dogmatic unbelief
and the idea that their future only lies in this earth. In the eyes of
God most people are subject to a minimum of four of the criminal
sins during the Christmas period and sadly for many, all seven the
whole year round. This is not simply an accolade for the children
as it roller-balls from parents, schools, adults and has done so
for generations, the children ‘who it is all for’ simply follow the
examples of their parents and peers who permit them to partake in
committing several of those sins throughout their daily lives. What
a pity they follow the examples of those meant to be responsible
for their educational welfare or is the devils grip so tight that the
elders, parents, schools, and governments, are prepared to allow
children’s souls to be lost to eternal death as their own will be.
Where lay the answers in this chaotic mess? What is brought
to mind here is that many people couldn’t care less for anything
or anyone but themselves, also the evil of commercialism and
their use of Subliminal Mind Control, you may ask “what’s that”
read on and you will begin to understand. I’d like to point out
where much has changed from simple life to a world of chaotic
living, hypertension, and the constant gnawing of fears and
worries which hound people today giving many a miserable
existence, and it’s affects on others around them, yet most
cannot even see it. Years ago the build up to certain calendar
events only commenced a couple of weeks prior to them, it
was a complete family time when people looked forward to the
sharing of birthdays, anniversaries, Easter and Christmas, when
the spirit was in the giving and sharing, rather than wanting and
getting, and people had far less money or easy access to it but
were content with what they had.
Lives were not mechanized by gadgets, cars, credit cards,
easy finger-touch loans, computers, mobile phones, having
4
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every luxury in the house, whether they could afford it or not,
and all the money draining paraphernalia of today’s sick society.
Nor were they subjected to the bombardment of the
commercialism of today when the money grabbing business
moguls use the weapon of subliminal mind suggestion, not only
for festive seasons, but every single aspect of peoples lives, and
they apply the use of gullibility to an expert degree.
I detest the thoughts of Halloween which comes at the end of
October, yet people are subjected to the gluttony of pagan ritual
prank material in the shops from the end of August, Christmas
begins at the end of October and Easter begins between February
and March, are they afraid many people may drop dead before
the event, leaving them money short of the millions they already
make. Don’t they realize the sheer pressure they place on people,
but they are cunning, because they have weighed up the children
correctly and know that the subliminal thoughts will radiate
to annoy the parents or guardians into buying them something
long before the event and will, in their greed, want more nearer
to that event? Not only are the moguls themselves steeped in
sin but they draw the general public into the same practice, do
they even care? No, their greed leaves them completely blind to
anything other than the money sign; gluttony is not simply tied
to overeating?
If the commercial world did not have it’s current subliminal
mind controls and the spoiling of each festive season wasn’t so
prolific, people would not want everything that’s on offer under
the sun, many simply cannot afford it but by hook or crook they
will get it. The disease the commercial moguls began with their
building of empirics of massive supermarkets and hypermarkets
with shopping hours that far outweigh the sleeping imagination,
the flooding of the market with juicy ‘would-be’ lucrative offers,
though many are not such when you look deep into the small
print, then people would not be so gullible as to think they could
afford everything. Then there’s also the easy finger-touch loans,
when people cannot afford things they can obtain money at a
5
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drop of ink on paper however many are now up to their neck
in debt and struggling to make repayments, yet the loan sharks
simply fuel it all the more by permitting them to top-up their
loan, and families struggle as a result. There are many who
borrow money for a holiday, the sad part being they still have
not repaid that loan before they are taking out a top-up loan for
the next holiday.
We have consecutive governments who turn a blind eye to
the mayhem this is causing people, yet some years ago there
was a body set up as ‘price watchdogs’ when the moneygrabbing moguls could be kept in check, but sadly that died out
with changes of government never to be re-introduced and the
commercial moguls, loan companies and banks began to feed
like vultures on the public who simply cannot afford it.
That and the spiraling costs of necessary fuels such as gas,
electricity, and more prevalent is the ever rising cost of food,
is there no end to the moguls greed? Most of them will proudly
announce annual profits, which could almost embarrass the
oil-rich Arabs. If people would only understand that the
moguls need not control their lives with their subliminal
controls neatly disguised as money saving and chance of
a lifetime offers which must not be missed, learn they can
fight the whole shambles if only they can find the courage
to live within their means and needs, and I say ‘Needs not
Wants,’ there is a significant difference, and for once say ‘NO’
or ‘STOP’ in other words: ‘be real and face reality’. And the
wheel keeps turning
The disease of selfishness and greed is spreading as a pandemic
illness throughout the world, it harbors contempt, jealously and
often treachery, it can split families, friends, marriages and have
a deep-seated malice which can be dangerous and has often
led to people being seriously injured, scarred for life, or even
murdered. It can become psychotic in depth and the more some
people have the more they want, that is not a fulfillment of need,
these two are as far apart as the north and south poles. I have
6
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ate the pie, read the book, seen the film and have the tee shirt,
but prior to my awakening and having my blindfolds removed I
could not see it, now it surrounds me through people every day
of my life. I am somewhat surprised when out and about in any
town or city and especially the area within Kent where I reside,
I have never seen so many ‘glum and dejected’ people, another
seeming parallel to death if they were to smile, or demonstrate
manners.
This even begins with some members of shop staff who show
little to no wish to converse with the patrons; I have personally
had some dagger looks when attempting to pass a smile and a
friendly chat whilst being served. Or when walking down the
street and simply saying “good morning” to people as they
approach to pass me. A smile or friendly gesture costs nothing, or
perhaps that is the problem, maybe they feel they must part with
something in order to respond? As for manners, I dread to think
what happened to that word in the English language, and the
disease is rife through all age brackets but much more prevalent
in the younger generation. Try walking a straight line when there
are one or more young girls with push-prams coming toward
you, firstly they always walk side by side, are too busy talking, or
using the mobile phone to watch where their going, nor couldn’t
care less, someone has to give way. I assure you, if you don’t get
out of the way your likely to suffer a smacked shinbone or even
verbal abuse since these young women, I could use the word
‘ladies’ but alas, another word gone from the English language,
they must think because they are pushing a baby they have
the God-given right of way. Try stepping aside on a stairwell
or holding a door open to let people pass through and see how
many will use the words “thank you” don’t hold your breath, as
along with “please” more words that have almost vanished from
the vocabulary. Next time you’re on a bus at school-out time
just watch for the children, and mothers with children, taking
up seats whilst an older person, even with walking stick, is left
standing. Such disease of a selfish, uncaring society, commercial
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mogul drive and governments has permeated into all walks of
life, as a plague would spread through the world. And the wheel
keeps turning
One of the greatest problems is many younger people have
grown from childhood, through to adulthood, having developed
into that mode of uncaring, selfish and greedy ignorance and
only know the world according to that background. Let me now
draw attention to the breakdown within what used to be known
as family life upbringing, in today’s greedy and rotten society
many young parents are having to work in order to maintain a
lifestyle subliminally forced upon them, in an attempt to climb
the social ladder. Upkeep of a mortgage, the car, computer,
phone (both landline & mobiles), the ever-rising bills and the
children, which can mean the children rarely see the parents,
and it is not unusual for some to vanish to the pub after coming
home from work, and many young children are left to their
own devices. It is the same with many single mothers, fed up
struggling to manage under maligned mental pressure and stress
that often only gets relieved by a drink and unfortunately, some
will begin a relationship with a man in the hope of financial
assistance, even fiddling the social benefits system to obtain it.
Such relationships often become a worse nightmare than what
she already knows and any child or children may suffer as a
result, believe me these types of situations exist. Where children
are concerned a lack of guidance may occur, since the young
mother may not have received it from her parents or she couldn’t
be bothered, sees no need to since, that’s what teachers are for,
isn’t it? A major ingredient missing today is that of love, and
no, that’s not only jumping into bed with somebody. It appears
many people do not know the true meaning of love, or the beauty
it holds for mankind, it cannot be replaced by money, which is
what some parents do for their children in an attempt to augment
what is missing from their lives, that parental love and guidance
which has gone from many family units and money is used as a
replacement.
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To spend in the shops, on computer materials and games,
mobile phones and sweets, a replacement for that of love but
used to keep the children otherwise occupied, many children left
void of parental love or guidance or left to their own devices,
will find their own and inexperienced way in life. Is it any
wonder why many get into trouble so early in life, has it ever
entered peoples minds why the suicide rate is so high in young
people these days, let me offer an educational equation which I
feel fits a large part of a major problem: Ignorance plus: Social
Pressure minus:- Love, equals:- Depression. Depression plus:
Fear/Anxiety equals: Suicide [the way out]
Yet people are amazed why so many end up on drugs, now
readily available from the pushers who prey on schoolchildren,
‘get them early since they have money, then when they are
hooked, hike the price’.
This is the ‘Devils Snare’ and may lead to bigger problems
for the future, can often lead to crime, prison or death, how much
is needed before people see the type of evil which is so prolific
and the disastrous mess being created, and rolling off the devils
production line for people and the world. That is a problem that
appears unanswerable to many, but without love or parental,
pastoral, and governmental guidance many young people will
continue to follow the examples of the evil that’s around them.
The older generation can only shrug their shoulders against
the deluge of ignorance, which now grips societies, not only in
Britain, but also throughout the world. When I was young the
use of foul language was taboo as was anything to do with sex,
drugs, or alcohol, nor were you considered an adult until age
twenty-one. We knew the English words of please and thank
you and manners were a learning strongpoint, pornography was
unavailable unless behind seedy under-counter sales, now it
surrounds our daily lives at every turn. It also appears that the
‘F’ word has replaced much of the English dialogue, this is sad,
as I feel it displays a lack or waste of a proper education and is
used, not only out of habit, but to make sentences where there is
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failure to find the correct words. How painful to listen to young
children swearing, not only in public but in front of their parents,
what’s worse is when the parents do nothing about it, how can
they, since the language they use in front of the children shows
the theme of which I speak.
As for pornography, this is available in almost every
newsagent outlet and the sad part is not all staff check a persons
age, as they may for alcohol and tobacco; pornography is sold
regardless of age, as long as they look about the ‘right age’
it’s not worth the bother. There’s material now prevalent, of
so-called ‘joke’ statuettes which patronize parts of the private
human anatomy, this type of material is aimed directly at the
‘subliminal robot,’ the types of people who sadly take the
public house sick and foul banter, what they call humor, beyond
the walls of the bar. The children then grow up with this, but
then many children are in the bars with their parents, another
practice unheard of years ago. Children will consider anything
done by adults as legitimate, therefore there can be no problem
or harm in it, let’s be fair, even an animal can learn to follow
example.
Then there is the sad problem the way some people dress,
both young and old, some appear unable to procure clothing that
fits them or can only afford clothing produced with the minimum
covering material. Perhaps that makes it cheaper in price; yet
when it displays much of the naked flesh why bother dressing at
all? It is fairly obvious when a woman is heavily pregnant, but to
have the large gut publicly displayed in the flesh is impertinent
to any reasonable common sense or self respect, and with the
current mindset of much of the male population, leering and
ogling are a hobby and impossible to control. But when a hue
and cry goes out, and hyped by the media, of an assault or attack
on a young girl, both the public and the media become all selfrighteous and can’t wait to hang the culprit, have they ever
consider the unanswered question, “was provocation involved”.
I do not condone such despicable acts but, place open temptation
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to any bird of prey and the results are almost inevitable, again
much is down to the parents, guardians and educationalists.
How many parents know exactly where their children are at
night? I am talking of children from as young as nine and ten years
old, how sad to watch recent rioting events in towns and cities
across the UK. What were very noticeable were the age groups
of many youngsters who range from ten to fifteen. Many of the
scenes were filmed in the early hours of the mornings, between
midnight and 4:00am, so what were the parents thinking, or up
to for that matter? These are the signs of things told of many
years ago, and are the birth pains of the beginnings of worse to
come, just as the absence of truth permeates society, so does that
of total ignorance!
And the wheel keeps turning
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