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Summation:

I am proud to write the summary of my philosophical quest for the cessation of my disability. And I intend to divulge only the results of my admission to Comprehensive Counseling Center. This will of course mean I won’t divulge the sexual and racial debasement by the SSA or what my previous psychiatrist refused or couldn’t handle. It’s my appreciation that the events and my delusion leaning aptitude prevented him from treating me correctly. It can be said that I needed a wrenching separation of my situation up until October 13, 2005.


So in short order I left him and my job of 23years and sought out a group of female psychiatrists. This was a sexist action. I learned from the medical students I boarded with in college that all male medical professionals in training are always going to medical school; like my mother said, the hens going to Spain. It was my dismal observation they never ventured out of their dorm room to see what’s going on.



Putting all puns aside the Ladies were more open to the side of me that I bled to tell them, my religion. At the time I was deluding into a hallucinatory confrontation with the devil and I was seeking extraordinary help. By October of 2005 that meant sporadic rosaries and even a Franciscan animal blessing. I forced two priests who were doing a traditional Franciscan blessing of the animals to do it to me.



By February of 2006 my bizarre behavior began to surface in one of my Memos. Is Patrick Lee Saint, Sainted or Bastard crystallized my spiritual nexus. As the memo suggest we all have an illegitimate claim to Christ love. Without using the word love I carefully orchestrated a tautology showing how Adam and Eve and their replacement Jesus and Mary tried to legitimize the human race. In City of Gawd  I used St. Augustine’s story to depict my family life with three retards and the two bastards, me and my brother John. In Faith Healing I treaded over egg shells before finally describing the Hallucination I experienced in October 2005. On the Impure I reconciled my blown out ambitions with the tableau about both Christ and Mary’s humility. Prayer and Criticism both debated Murphy’s book ’The Power of Your Subconscious’ and came out resolute that what I needed was out there not in some internal dynamo inside me. Clear Ambition was my crystallizing ambition to get the healthy philosophy that Jesus Christ wanted; The Beatitudes. In The recovery of Patrick Lee I make my first stab at a cure by defining the conditions of recovery: Redemption, Reparation and Salvation. As can be seen the one I preferred was redemption. Redeeming is what it says… putting money on the bet. Salvation is a cliffhanger and reparation is a continuing relationship with redemption. So how was I going to redeem myself?


Finding the Body of Christ had the answer: with a series of clipboard pastes, Criticism, Clear Ambition and On the Impure. The decision to move to the transcendent Christ became evident.


As a Christian I can put my sin offering on a cross and with Jesus help carry the cross. In my mind I would not succeed even with the help of Jesus. But since it is a sin offering I could confess my sin whenever my cross fell. Without deliberation that cross fell twice in the first day and I confessed to Father Fullman and then two hours later to Father Paul the Franciscan. In Epilogue to the Recovery of Patrick Lee I discussed how traumatized I was to the success or failure of God’s ability to take my sin offering from me.



In short order it worked. I did have a recurrence of the panic attack on October 8 but the onus of experiencing a panic attack at least once every three days evaporated
Part 2: The elimination of the Machination

            The machination as described by my first doctor in 1977 was the ball of wax that I’d spend my life fidgeting with. This waking dream contains all of the elements of the IRA man railing against the white race. (I did not document the invective harangue of the IRA man until late in this espousal with Anger Management.) 


To start off I used the successful pasting method that I used in Finding the body of Jesus for the first two memos of this chapter. Both The truth is in the telling and The money of love deal with the conditions of psychological divesture. The money divested in the Beatles song ‘You never give me your money’ becomes the money we all need in The truth is in telling. Everyone is paid whether we acknowledge it or not. And what we acknowledge is what edifies us in the next memo Edify.


Edify was my awkward way of gaining notice from the almighty. In the scriptural responses from ‘one sacrifice instead of many’ I got an appreciation of how beautiful the gift of redemption that I got October 2006. I would meditate endlessly on the possibility overcoming my sinful machination and wonder why it didn’t get cured first instead of my disability.

Mary’s Avowal was an examination of my conscious. I had been praying and meditating on Mary since October2005 and I postulated that no one but a perfect being could be able to make a decision to be the Mother of God. If it was a leap of faith the decision would have to be an opportunity to change. As I would change if were endowed with sanity. The Immaculate Mary could not conceivably change from perfect to more perfect. No, Mary is perfection and as a moon a perfect reflection on the son of God. In comparison my faith is just a gambit, a throw of the dice.

In Mary’s avowal you also see the intensity I pursue the meditative of the rosary. As a side light the next memo The persistence of memory shows the debased attraction I had to Dali’s work in the period of time I was entertaining the devil in October2005. In this poster copy of an oil painting Dali has melted clocks and hairy noses that depict how ugly memory is. In my estimation the scene I see looking through the kaleidoscope glasses of my machination makes me agree. In The persistence of Memory I also put down my foot on the subject of the IRA man. I explained his presence on a need for failure; the detonation of my personality Woe!!! We better watch out for this fellow.


Anger Management is the fulfillment of the intellectual and Historical invective that describes my IRA positions. The attitude and quick summation of events typify a hell bent radical. I can only explain the origin of my beliefs as observations I picked up while musing about the youth of my Father who passed away in 1967. My Father fought against the English and then against the Free Staters during the Irish civil war. It makes no sense to extrapolate his life on the ‘troubles’ in Northern Ireland because he died two years before they started and he was a proud American and knew that the United States was the greatest country in the world.

The unwanted drag out fight that I imagined my father wanted me to do produced a loveless misanthropic existence that makes for little chance of genuine emotion.


Love is the key here for in testing the spirits that is what God by association with ‘God is Love’ is saying, that will determine if the spirit is worth anything. It was a key passage in testing the spirits, the one in 1John 4: that gave me the discernment prayer that we see amplified in Grace. In Grace we see the adoption whether we can love or be loved flower into the ‘discern whether I can love God or have God love in return’.
For four days this powerful prayer of discernment paralyzed the machination.


But it only discerned what might be good, not about the stuff that I called no good. In Agreeing with Sin I saw how disrupting the ancillary parts of my machination could wreak havoc with my mind. These machinations are the conquests of my libido and verbal sparing that are the ancillary products of IRA man. All nonsense and ‘no sex propositions’ provided by an overheated ego. Criticism Update deals with the loveless aspect of my doldrums and the lie that keeps all liars reveling in their own story.


In past memo’s I said a myth can only tell an unmistakable truth but a truth from a personal story is always a lie in the hands of a liar. The unmistakable truth handed down throughout the ages is God is Love. None of my epistles to the forlorn can stand up to it or match its dominance and power over the evil one.

In the last of my post cure memo’s The Epiphany I castigate myself as a poor second to Christ Epiphany and go right into the business of sin. It is a sin that I’ve come this far in my estimation of a cure, but Christ has always accepted me sin and all. And I’m ambivalent about whether he’s through or the remaining threads of my whole cloth lie needs time to disappear
        Enter February 1 and a whole new entry is submitted. In fruition I regain the success of part I of this summation by letting myself be crucified with Christ the natural result of putting my sin offering on a cross. This took 4 months of genius to figure out.
     Once I’ve done this I will no longer be wedded to IRA man but instead I’ll have Christ living in me. It may seem weird or mystical for someone to die onto Christ and not show any outward signs but let me tell you I have been telling the church group that the cross I carried since October is extremely light so it isn’t surprising that now I’ve made the plunge and entered into Christ Crucifixion that I feel no pain.
           Other mystics have, one in this previous century alone Father Pio had the stigmata: Jesus lance and wounds from the crucifixion bleeding and afflicting him for fifty years.  Padre Pio and St. Francis who also received the stigmata are revered as Saints. I did not receive the stigmata and I am obviously not a Saint. But I am a mystic and I found a way out of perdition (Worldly Hell). In my contentment I challenge you to go over my Memos and find someone who is not striving to come to amends with his life… This ends for me a torturous illness. And I hope the torture will be subjugated by the grace of new found and appreciated sanity in the remainder of my life. In conclusion a lot of the struggle that went on during the time that I was getting rid of the machination was a send up for a really simple conclusion. Once God acknowledged my sin offering I would eventually leave the

debased life that I had and spiritually enjoin him on the crucifixion. 
    This process is not a painful process but it demands a lot of awareness especially an awareness of how weak I am as a sinner and re-calescent schizoid. 
       As you know I pray three different rosaries a day as a meditative practice as well as recitals from a shorter Christian prayer book and a priest Briery to back up the readings I miss at mass. It isn’t hard at all for me to do this because
 I’m on a relaxed work schedule and it takes from this writing away from a false reality that I want to leave.
        In many ways I’m thrusting myself before God but from an atheist perspective I’m thrusting myself before creation like an animist.
                     To explain what I just

Said, even a savage painting himself with paints to ward off evil spirits is accomplishing his Transmutation of personality.


I’m sure God and the Saints will be kind to me for what I just said.
            I know from long years in therapy that enough is said about the humanity of the patient. What I lacked was a spiritual connectivity to what I was about or what I was doing.

These things can’t be handled by quips and experiences. They have to be handled by God: A God that loves and forgives. In my own bizarre recollections people and events have historical importance that makes me god-like in importance. History knows no such God.

History is events assembled to rationalize our collective experiences. People in the accident of living can only find their lives explained and rationalized by God or his works. It makes no sense for the IRA man to subvert his life for a manifesto that says we can all raise our consciousness and get to a point that we can get there with God’s help anyway. That point is independence and I intend to reach it in my own personal history by the close of this summary; God willing. 
