
Note: what is going to be described in this document sounds completely insane. It 

sounds hard to believe. I don’t know what to say, other than that it is all true. 

Stay at Novant Comments: 

My mother is the most pitiful person I have ever seen in my life. She is also not all there, 

somehow. For now, decades, she has been trying to hide/cover up severe child abuse 

that I suffered. She surveils my life and gets in contact with the people in my personal 

life. She does this behind my back, and she will lie to me and everyone else about it, till 

the end of time. She tries to control my life like this.  I am a liability for my her, due to 

the abuse which I suffered and which she has covered up. 

She abused the mental health system to the end of covering up abuse when I was aged 

18. Her and my family paid off technicians at the hospital, who were to make me as 

confused as I could possibly be and to make me say the most outrageous things I could 

say. This was to make me look even more ill than I actually was, and thus discount my 

claims of being abused as a child. At the time I was hospitalized at age 18, I had started 

to tell people about the abuse that I suffered. 

There is a problem here, a very big problem, with this managing my life and getting in 

cahoots with the people in my personal life- I am a liability for everyone that I know. 

People have been committing crimes against me for decades, and at my previous place 

of living, there was a campaign to run me into the ground. What results from this is that 

my mother and other people for whom I am a liability (people facing prison time, civil 

litigation, loss of funding, fines, penalties, etc.) manage my life as if they own it, behind 

the scenes.  People have tried to kill me in the past, and my mother was there to hold 



their hand and feed them information the entire time. It has been the same for everyone 

else who has tried to destroy me. 

When I moved to Charlotte, the last thing on earth that I wanted was for my mother to 

get in touch with the people up here. It is completely humiliating to have her managing 

my life, when I am a grown man. It is further troublesome because my mother has 

ruthlessly invaded my privacy for my entire life. What results is that I have no privacy, 

and people can get any info they want about every millimeter of my existence from my 

mother. This is disturbing me in real time and I write it. 

I knew, for a fact, that she would take every opportunity that was given to her to sink her 

teeth into my life here in Charlotte. When she gets in, it is over. I protected against this 

for 7.5 years. She never got in contact with anyone. 

It was all over when I was sent to Atrium Health’s inpatient unit. I was forced to give my 

mother’s number and my friend Jenny’s number. My mother also, apparently, got them 

to give her my doctor Kathy’s name and number. Then Jenny’s number was given to my 

mother, most likely by Kathy. You will find evidence for this is the calls with my mother, 

where my mother says that she got “my one doctor’s name” “some kinda way.”  The 

“some kinda way” is Atrium has handed her over the information. I sure as hell would 

never dream of giving it to her. 

This Novant involuntary commitment stay was a flat-out crime. This was run by my 

mother, Atrium Health, and (almost certainly) Wells Fargo.  This petition was bullshit. I 

told the people at Novant that the people at Atrium Health were “foaming at the mouth 

criminals”, and that “Charlotte has been completely corrupted for me.” On Novant’s 

records, it shows that I said that the people at Atrium were “frothing at the mouth evil” 



and that Charlotte “was full of evil”.  This distortion of what I said had a purpose. The 

purpose was to make me appear to be mentally ill.  

The notes claim that I have a belief that my mother and a “Jenny” are working against 

me.” I never said any such thing. I said that my mother has talked to Jenny behind my 

back, as she has done with others for my entire life. I never said a thing about Jenny or 

my mother working against me. Also note that the people at Novant never brought up 

Jenny with me at all. They have also signed papers to prevent me from getting the 

entirety of my records from that stay. They do this because they know that those records 

are evidence of crime, and that I have been sending stuff to the media.  This Novant stay 

was right before I submitted my complaint. This is likely the first groundwork for the 

cover up that has ensued. I would not be surprised if the Justice Department was not 

also privy to this scam. 

My mother’s incentive for participating in this is that she needs the people at Atrium to 

back her up on her claim that the abuse I suffered as a child really did not happen. She 

needs them to say that I “imagined this” as a result of my mental health condition. Note 

that I am a textbook case of a survivor of child abuse. There is no legitimate debate to be 

had about if I really suffered this abuse. This was, however, my mother’s reason for 

getting in touch with the people at Atrium. She wanted to convince my doctor that this 

abuse did not occur. She also wanted Jenny’s number.   

Once I am a liability for Atrium, they collude in these crimes. Also note that what I told 

my mother was that “Atrium Health is on the hook for multimillion dollar civil tort 

liabilities, because of the crimes they have committed against me.” What makes it to the 



notes is that I “think BHC is against me.” The incriminating details of what I allege seem 

to never make it to Atrium’s notes. 

This stay at Novant was initially a good thing. They had no legit reason to keep me, but 

over the days I spent there, I escaped this mindset of darkness and despair that I had 

lived in for so long. I was happy about this. It was after that I saw the fraudulent notes 

that it became a bad thing. I was appalled at what a prisoner of will that I am, of 

essentially any and everyone. My fear of the mental health system being criminally 

abused against me intensified greatly. 


