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Karin's gathering for the movie “Dark Matter”, April 14 2008

Around this time, I began to collect the copies of “My experience...” back from those people to whom I
had given them. Eric and “Bird” each had one – worse, they had the version before the final version 
which I posted on the Internet, namely, the version in which Mr Secretary's name had not yet been 
censored. I would never succeed in meeting Eric again, but I managed to arrange a meeting with Bird 
on April 8, 1 PM, in the UCLA Biomedical library. However I overslept that day and arrived at the 
library much later. I would meet with her at another time. 

Now this movie “Dark Matter” was originally my idea and not Karin's. In the midst of my frenzy to 
please Karin, I also started looking for other sorts of events to suggest to Karin as possible meetup 
events. Recalling the good time I had with Régine in Brussels (April 2007) when she took me to see a 
play, I looked up plays in town on the Internet, found one or two of interest, and emailed the links to 
Karin. At first Karin seemed receptive to the idea, but it would soon become apparent that she was not 
going to make any meetup events out of playhouses, probably because Mr Secretary wouldn't be able to
make operations out of plays. Now I also looked up the listing of upcoming movies at Laemmle's 
website, and this movie “Dark Matter” caught my attention because it was about a Chinese physicist 
trying to explain the origin of the universe. I immediately posted a message on our meetup forum 
recommending this movie as a meetup event. But as I read further into the review of this movie, I 
noticed that its ending involved campus massacre! Thinking that the “Authority” was using law 
enforcement to compile a dark psychopathic profile of me (although they were actually compiling it at 
the International Court through faulty surveillance intercepts), I immediately went onto our meetup 
forum to retract my recommendation, emphasizing how scared I was by the description of the ending. I 
erroneously thought that the law enforcement officers tracking my activities would then have to take 
into account my words which contradicted their dark profile of me. Now, when I first recommended the
movie, Karin showed no interest in it. But after I disavowed my recommendation, she suddenly 
enthusiastically embraced it. On April 1 she sent out an email to all meetup members asking us to 
consider this movie and saying it was suggested by a “Sally”. How that had happened I really couldn't 
say. Obviously, Mr Secretary and his new buddies in the Agency soon saw the “potential” in this movie
because of its ending and therefore decided to make an operation out of it. Karin's email contained a 
detailed review of this movie. Let me quote this review in order for you to get an idea as to how “dark” 
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this movie was: 

“The feature film debut of renowned opera and theater director Chen Shi-Zheng, Dark Matter 
delves into the world of Liu Xing (Chinese for 'Shooting Star'), a Chinese science student 
pursuing a Ph.D. in the United States in the early 1990s. Driven by ambition, yet unable to 
navigate academic politics, Liu Xing is inexorably pushed to the margins of American life, until 
he loses his way.

Liu Xing (Liu Ye) arrives at a big Western university with plans to study the origins of the 
universe. At first, his experience is a heady rush of expectation and optimism. He finds other 
Chinese students to share a cheap apartment with him, and flirts with an attractive American girl 
who works in a local tea shop. When the head of the department, Jacob Reiser (Aidan Quinn), 
welcomes Liu Xing into his select cosmology group, it seems that only hard work stands between
him and a bright future in American science. At an orientation for foreigners sponsored by a local
church, Joanna Silver (Meryl Streep), a wealthy patron of the university, notices the earnest 
student. An unspoken bond forms between them.

Liu Xing becomes Reiser’s protégé, accompanying him to a prestigious conference where he 
makes an impressive debut. He is drawn to the study of dark matter, an unseen substance that 
shapes the universe, but it soon becomes clear that his developing theories threaten Reiser’s 
conflicting theories and well-established studies. Excited by the possibility of a breakthrough, 
Liu Xing is deaf to warnings that he must first pay his dues. When he is eclipsed within the 
department by Laurence, a more dutiful Chinese student, Liu Xing is forced to go behind Reiser’s
back to publish his discoveries. When the article draws ire instead of accolades, he turns to 
Joanna, who naively encourages him on his collision course.

Liu Xing clings to the idea of American science as a free market of ideas, and American society 
as wide open to immigrants. But in the end, his dissertation is rejected, and the girl in the tea 
shop brushes him off. His roommates find jobs, leaving him behind. Too proud to accept help 
from Joanna, and unwilling to return home to his parents, Liu Xing becomes a ghost-like 
presence at the university. Left alone with his shattered dreams, he explodes in a final act of 
violence.

Inspired by actual events, Dark Matter was written by Billy Shebar with a story by Shebar and 
Chen Shi-Zheng. The film was financed by American Sterling Productions, and produced by 
Janet Yang of American Sterling Productions and Mary Salter and Andrea Miller of Saltmill 
LLC. Kirk D’Amico and Linda Chiu are executive producers. Dark Matter was the Alfred P. 
Sloan prize winner at the 2007 Sundance Film Festival.”   

Not only did Karin embrace this movie, but Laemmle (at Colorado One) even made a preview event 
out of it. It now became necessary to sign up for Laemmle's “Sneak Preview Club”, RSVP on its 
website, and then print out a receipt just to attend this preview event. It really wasn't very hard for me 
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to figure out that Homeland Security had instructed the management of Laemmle theater to insert 
movies into its schedules and make events out of them just for me – except I wouldn't figure out that 
the purpose of “operation Laemmle” (part of “operation meetup”) was to dismantle the Chinese 
Ministry of State Security through an International Court order and was not to “put me away” in some 
asylum. As Karin intensified her encouragement for me to see the film, I gave in and signed up for 
Laemmle's “Sneak Preview Club” with my AOL account. I started getting Laemmle's newsletters as 
well. Again, I voluntarily jumped into a trap because I just felt so empty and lonely inside and was so 
emotionally attached to Karin. I simply tried to alleviate the “dark profile” I thought law enforcement 
was compiling of me by noting on our Meetup forum that, although I wanted to join everyone in the 
event, I was scared by the description of the ending and would probably leave before that to wait 
outside – timid me. As I wrote on my blog on April 13 (“Sunday Worries”):

So tomorrow night she [namely, Karin] and others and I are going to see that rather psychotic and
dark movie. She clearly wants to limit contact with me, for usually we always stick around after 
the movie in a coffeehouse or something like that to chat about the movie or whatever but this 
time she said tomorrow we won't be doing that. This is meant not only to prevent contact, but 
also to encourage me to watch the whole film – for without after-the-film chat staying in the 
movie theater with her and others is the only way to have someone's warm body, especially hers, 
next to me – since I have said that I might leave the theater when the scary ending comes and 
wait for them outside in order to avoid the psychotic and dark side of the film.

According to the explanation of the film in review websites, the ending is supposed to involve 
university campus violence. This then sheds light on the purpose of those people in German 
Lady's group in trying to lure me to this film. [The “German Lady”, remember, refers to Karin.] 
They will probably falsely report to the [Los Angeles county] court or law enforcement 
afterwards saying that I – an officially labeled schizophrenic – watched the film and liked it and 
so risked imitating the film character. In this way there will be more ground for the [county] court
to issue orders to ban me from all university campuses or to issue even more serious and vicious 
alerts about me among all universities. This will significantly reduce my opportunities to use the 
Internet (it is at university libraries that I use free Internet everyday); or the court may even order 
my house-arrest or something like that. In this way – among all the different ways – the German 
Lady can rid her groups of me if that's her intention.

Given all this I'm still going to the film because I like to be close to someone I like so much but 
who doesn't like me at all. I'm completely innocent because that is the only reason why I'm going 
to see the film; I couldn't care less about some movie with psychotic content. Well, a compromise
then: I'll remember to step out of the theater when the scary ending comes. 

So the day came. Although originally there were only Karin and two other persons signing up for the 
event, once I indicated on our meetup group's webpage that I was going, everybody was going. When I 
checked our meetup group's webpage for the last time early that day, I noticed that there were now 
eight other persons going beside Karin and me. I knew immediately that the sudden influx of sign-ups 
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was per the design of Mr Secretary and the Agency, that, as an operation was definitely happening 
through this movie event, more people were needed to serve as witness to my “passion for the 
psychotic movie” and to falsely report me. (See my blog post of April 14, “Purpose”.) In reality, of 
course, Mr Secretary would probably just instruct everyone to falsely rumor about me while under 
surveillance in order to be intercepted. As I wrote in my blog (“Movie Tonight”, April 14 2008): “Don't
expect anything good to come out of this movie trip. I will never be forgiven by 'them' and my best 
friend's circle.” I was still afraid to name explicitly Homeland Security and the Central Intelligence 
Agency in my blog. I still couldn't as yet imagine that the purpose of the operation was not to “get me” 
but to erase my identity outside the United States. 

When I arrived at Laemmle Colorado One, I saw a sea of people coming for the event. When you had 
fallen to depression and nervousness for so long, you might suddenly reverse to a happy mood for no 
reason at all, but simply to release the tension. Soon, Rolf, with his girlfriend Bobbi pushing him on his
wheelchair, showed up. As Rolf and Bobbi were waiting in the longest line, I told them to save a spot 
for me while I would go find Karin. Because I had suddenly reversed to a good mood, I was 
particularly friendly to Rolf tonight even though I had always despised him for the opportunist that he 
was always trying to profit from my misery. Rolf was more than eager to obtain my goodwill and when
he said something, I found an opportunity to make a joke: “Just don't suddenly stand up and start 
walking!” I then immediately turned around and walked toward the theater in search of my idol Karin. 
Several strangers standing nearby – who knows who they were, “real movie-goers” or “Homeland 
Security fake movie-goers” – spontaneously burst into laughter. I was actually being sarcastic because, 
although Rolf did have injuries on his legs from his automobile accident from a while ago, I suspected 
that he was only pretending to use the wheelchair per his Homeland Security handler's suggestion. 
(Recall how Mr Homeland Security Secretary was fond of instructing his operatives to pretend to have 
broken arms and broken legs.) There were perhaps surveillance devices planted inside his wheelchairs, 
or maybe he was simply asked to contribute to “Homeland Security reality”.  I coolly continued on, but
regretted deeply that Karin was not here to witness the funny and witty side of me. So far, Karin had 
only seen how inert and dramatic I was. She would definitely like me better if she were among the 
laughing ones.  

I found Karin and Marianne (the somewhat weighty Palestinian girl working at World Vision, you 
recall) near the theater. They had come together. I would be deeply jealous of Marianne because Karin 
very often jumped into her car to come to our meetups. Karin looked particularly beautiful and 
“fabulous” tonight, wearing a pink sweater, a pink pair of pants, and her typical white running shoes, 
exhibiting her thin figure. This only got me more jealous. I led them to Rolf and Bobbi, whereupon 
Cecilia showed up too. I remarked to Cecilia that I remembered her birthday to be in September 1969, 
only two months before mine, and she was surprised: “How do you know?” “You told me before,” I 
replied. Just then, voilà, Michelle showed up in front of us. She had not come to the meetup for almost 
six months, I would say. She told Karin how she had recently moved from Silver Lake to Pasadena. I 
almost couldn't believe my ears. To this day I still wonder if Michelle had moved to Pasadena only 
under the suit team's instruction. You see, until the last time I saw her, at the French Quarter Meetup in 
December 2007 just before my flight to Shanghai, she had not shown signs of being recruited by the 
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suit team, probably because of her infrequent attendance in the latter half of last year and earlier this 
year. But now she had definitely been recruited and she was to play her part today. 

Despite my good mood I felt a certain tension inside because I was as usual ignored by everyone as we 
all walked into the theater. I was looking for my chance to make a different impression on Karin. I did 
manage to make her laugh when we had all settled down in the theater and were waiting for the movie 
to begin – because it was a preview event, a speaker would have to give an introduction first before the 
showing of the film. I was sitting to the right of Michelle and Karin was sitting to her left. Michelle 
mentioned my notice on our meetup forum that I might leave the theater toward the end of the movie in
order to avoid the “scary ending”. However, I was by this time sufficiently relaxed because of the 
pleasant ambiance (having made people laugh and having Karin and Michelle look normal next to me) 
that I simply joked, “That's okay. When it gets too scary I'll just grab onto you.” Karin burst into 
laughter. Michelle however was not amused, but, annoyed by the intimacy which I had recklessly 
proclaimed in my joke, said, “Don't grab onto me. Grab your pillow.” Then, seeing that I had my 
backpack by my feet, she continued, “Grab your bag.” 

Michelle then completely surprised me by mentioning that she was going to Shanghai soon for an 
academic conference! I again couldn't believe my ears. Somehow, I thought that, because the MSS had 
had to pretend to regard me as a dangerous “terrorist threat” and then, since they believed my story 
“My experience...”, would know that every single person around me was in the employment of one 
American intelligence agency or another on one level or another, they may give Michelle problems if 
they discovered she was connected to me. And so I told her that the “Chinese security agency” may 
have downloaded all the phone numbers I had ever called from my cellphone – which would include 
Michelle's cellphone number from the summer of 2007 if that information was still in my SIM card 
when Ms Mermaid switched SIM cards on my phone – and may consequently have her information, 
and that she might thus not want to mention that she knew me at all. (In reality, the MSS director had 
already got Michelle's information back in December 2007.) I was naïve enough to want to prevent my 
“friends” from being dragged into my troubles – a stupid move, as you shall see. “Oh yeah, a 
totalitarian regime,” Michelle said, pretending to have known nothing of my China trip. I had to retort 
however when I heard from her such inaccurate description of China, “No, it's not a totalitarian regime;
I just had problems there.” It's especially strange to hear Michelle calling China a “totalitarian regime” 
because, just last December at the French Meetup, she defended China as a free country against the 
Homeland Security official's assertion that foreigners in China would have to be accompanied by state 
security officers. Her sudden 180 degree turn in attitude toward China was a sign that she had been 
recruited – during which Mr Secretary would have thoroughly demonized China to her. Today I know 
that she must have been told the same lie about China's perpetration of 911 attacks, etc. Michelle, in 
fact, was going to China on some sort of mission which Mr Secretary and the Agency had given her. I 
noticed however Karin leaning forward from her seat eager to hear what I was telling Michelle, and 
then leaning back to hide her interest. I was extremely interested in her interest – because, simply, I had
at this time still no idea what the authority had told Karin about my trip – what kind of lies they had 
told her and if they had told her any truth at all. I would be thoroughly surprised later on by just how 
much Karin knew about the business at the International Court – and how deep her recruitment was by 
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the suit team (the Agency and Mr Secretary, that is). I would be surprised by the fact that her status as 
an operative was something else than “making false reports about me in preparation for my lock-up.” I 
naïvely wished I could have a chance to narrate to her all that had really happened to me in China so 
that I could give her my side of the story also. But I knew she would have no interest in hearing me at 
all, just as she had not had, during the previous year, any interest in whether my story was true or what 
kind of person I really was.   

Now I failed to keep my word at all when the end of the movie came partly because I was caught by 
surprise. The movie was actually enjoyable because the pathetic academic politics which the main 
character the Chinese graduate student in physics was going through actually reminded me of the same 
politics I had experienced in all three of my graduate school experiences. But, suddenly, without any 
warning, this main character burst onto the scene and shot everyone dead. I moved my head toward 
Michelle in fear – not so much because of the horror of the killing but because of the troubles I might 
have gotten myself into by watching this part at all – but Michelle was again very annoyed by my claim
to intimacy (as if we had always been this “close”). When the movie ended, the presenter went to the 
front to start a Q and A session. After several questions had been raised from among the “audience” 
(real or fake) Michelle suddenly stood up to ask this question: “It's surprising that the mass killer is 
precisely the person who doesn't look like a killer at all...” I was so alarmed by the question because it 
really sounded like it was directed at me, that, precisely because I looked nerdy, I could be a mass 
murderer some day murdering everyone in the meetup! Maybe that was the “false report” that Karin's 
bunch would be instructed to make to law enforcement, who would then have more reason to lock me 
up permanently in an asylum. My worst fear – repeated throughout my blog posts at this time, that 
Karin's bunch were all conspiring to rid themselves of me – was in the process of being confirmed, it 
seemed.  

In asking the question, Michelle was of course carrying out the assignment which Mr Secretary had 
given her. But the purpose was really something other than I had imagined at the time. My later 
experience would lead me to suppose that she and Karin and others would probably simply rumor over 
communication channels about how I resembled the main character in this movie in order for the 
Machine to intercept it. Moreover, the “Sally” who had suggested the movie had probably been 
confused with me in the surveillance which the Machine had produced of our meetup activities. Mr 
Secretary would then have two surveillance intercepts to present to the judges at the International Court
seemingly suggesting that I had a psychopathic personality and that I pushed Karin's bunch to see this 
“scary” movie because I loved to watch movies that reflected myself and because I especially loved 
gruesome mass murder. Mr Secretary's false and demonic profiling of me for his international audience
was now in full swing. 

When we have all exited the movie theater, everyone was chatting with everyone else while I was, as 
usual, universally ignored. Seeing how beautiful and “fabulous” Karin was, I shouted out, “Let's go get 
some ice cream”. But Karin kept to her words and suddenly said, “We have to go” and promptly left 
with Marianne. I watched her walk away in her thin beautiful figure, jealous of Marianne and frustrated
over my failure to get my needs met with her. As if a hammer had just slammed onto my chest, I had no
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interest in the rest of the bunch who were planning this and that, and just left, going home upset. 

I spent the next two days rambling and degrading myself on my blog as a way to comfort myself 
against the growing need inside me that was not to be satisfied. Remember, masochism – indulgence in 
low self-esteem – is a last effective way to cope with inner hunger for unobtainable recognition by 
others. Thus, I wrote on my blog post of April 16 (“Reflection on others' malice toward me”): 

“In the same way I certainly do not judge the German Lady [namely, Karin] a 'bad person' just 
because she's finding ways to screw me up in order to rid her meetup groups of me. What she is 
doing is completely understandable. If I were her I wouldn't want me in my life either. The 
German Lady is awfully good to other people, and there is no reason why she should treat a piece
of garbage such as I am equally as she treats other people. By now just about everybody in her 
meetup groups is participating in her scheme of getting rid of me through reporting to authority 
or petitioning the court or whatever [In other words, although I still didn't understand how Mr 
Secretary's operation worked or even what its goal was, I had already noticed that everyone I 
met had been recruited, judging from everyone's strange behavior toward me]. That includes Ms 
professor [namely, Michelle], the other Ms professor G [namely, Gabi], Jacqueline, or anybody 
else. A 'conspiracy' against me if you will has emerged in the two meetup groups I participated in.
They constantly call me 'intelligent' in order to convince the judge in the future to put me away 
for a longer time and are also always trying to test me about my political orientation too, 
probably on behalf of law enforcement. [Again, I guessed it wrong.] Everyone in the meetup 
groups is hiding his or her true intention from me [that I guessed right], pretending to be nice to 
me while secretly planning on dumping me for good. I don't much blame them, and I certainly 
have no complaint against the German Lady. If she doesn't like me, it's through my fault and not 
hers. The most I can do is trace my disgusting nature back to my mother, who really shouldn't 
have given birth to a freak of nature such as I am at all.

The German Lady's disgust with me despite herself is manifested in subtle ways, such as: She has
avoided being in the same picture with me ever since last September when my drama started with
showing her 'the letter'; and she has never wanted to hear anything about me, about my life, and 
so on, such that she has no idea what kind of person I am even though I have been in her groups 
for almost a year now.” 

Karin's German Language Meetup at Paul's place, April 18 2008

Karin scheduled, as the next meetup for her German language group, a house party at Paul's place. Paul
was a frequent member of this group. Mr Secretary and the Agency would run a very important 
operation in this private house party. 

Now Paul's place was located in Altadena, quite far into the north if one traveled on Lake Blvd. I can 
still remember arriving near his place on bus in mid-afternoon, hours before the party would begin. I 
settled down in a coffeehouse nearby to work on my laptop. I was learning how to use Wireshark 
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around this time, and I was reading Wireshark's manual in this coffeehouse for about an hour or two. 
Then I set out for Paul's place by late afternoon. I was the first person to arrive, and I eagerly helped 
Paul set up the party and put all the food on the table. I myself had brought some Chinese deserts which
I bought in Chinatown just for this. Paul was in general quite congenial toward me. 

Gradually, one person after another showed up. When Karin finally showed up, I was disappointed 
again because she sat on the sofa far away from me and, although she remembered to say “Hi 
Lawrence”, once she had fulfilled her duty she just continued her chat with others as if I had not 
existed. 

I was a little concerned whether I should keep my recorder turned on. I was still naively worried about 
the legality of recording my conversation with others especially because I was under the illusion that 
there was some sort of law enforcement investigation of me. It was probably not permitted by law to 
record my conversation while in the private residence of another person who didn't explicitly give 
consent. Although my ICD-B500 was turned on, I soon carried it to the restroom and was thinking 
whether I should turn it off. But the recorder ran out of batteries any way while I was in there. What 
happened in that place was thus not recorded. I would regret this many months later because of the 
importance of what happened to me at Paul's place.

What happened was that, about an hour or so into the party, an Asian guy and a German girl showed up
at the door. I thought they were just Paul's friends or something like that and didn't give a second 
thought about them. As the Asian guy shook my hand, he introduced himself as “Lawrence”. I laughed 
at the coincidence – another Asian guy, rare enough at a German language meetup, who had the same 
name as I did – and joked, “It's nice to see my twin brother here.” This “Lawrence” smiled too. I was 
totally unaware of what I was getting myself into. In any case, this “Lawrence” was young and about 
25 year-old or so, wearing a yellow shirt and blue jeans, as you can see in our group picture below. 
Then I shook hand with the German girl, who had to utter her name twice because of its unfamiliarity 
to me: “Enkel”. Also about in her late 20s, she wore glasses and was just normal-looking. She wasn't 
the type that I would consider attractive because she didn't have the thin waist which then curved into 
wide hips which was what most attracted me in womankind. In fact, while she was getting the desert on
the table which I had helped lay out earlier, I looked at her and thought her stomach too fat. But, most 
important of all, my attention was squarely focused on Karin, since I was forever looking for 
opportunities to “make advances” in a relationship with Karin – getting into her “circle” – as the only 
way to get my needs met. 
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Our group photograph at Paul's place, 4/18/08
From left to right: myself, Gabi, Margarette, Sven,

and that other “Lawrence”
who came with “Enkel” and who was to permanently assume my identity

The day after I would write extensively on my blog about this night's meetup. “So last night the party at
Paul's (P's) place happened. It was overall pleasant; it was mostly old-timers from the German Lady's 
groups. But the fearful scenario I have described in the previous post might have happened. There were
these two invitees, an Asian guy named Larry and a German young lady named Enkel, boyfriend and 
girlfriend to each other, new faces I had never seen before. Enkel started chatting with me. We spent 
approximately 15 minutes discussing Chinese archeology, what used to be one of my favorite studies.” 
What happened was this (let me be a bit more detailed). Enkel had been chatting with the other German
guys and gals (among them Andrea) in German and seemingly waiting for me to talk with her. But 
since I was only looking for chances to get close to Karin, I barely paid much attention to her. When I 
had my “Shanghai sketchbook” out in my hand, she suddenly came around and grabbed it, reading out 
loud in Chinese the manufacturer's name written on the sketchbook (!). I was extremely surprised, and 
stared at her unbelieving. I mean, when was the last time you ran into a German girl at a German 
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language meetup who spoke fluent Chinese? She wanted to continued chatting with me in Chinese, but 
I was rather embarrassed to do that. I simply asked her how she learned Chinese. The result of our 
conversation was basically this, that she was studying Sinology at the University of Heidelberg, and 
then went to Beijing university for graduate study in Chinese archeology in the beginning of 2007. 
Somehow, she then left Beijing and was now studying at UCLA. I was by now even more surprised. I 
told her innocently that I used to be something like an expert in Chinese archeology. Enkel said what 
she found interesting in the study of the origin of Chinese civilization was how in time past China was 
really an area where there existed a multitude of distinct nations, peoples, and ethnic groups to which a 
single noun designating a common people could not appropriately apply (such as when we use the term
“Chinese” to designate “people in China”). This was of course my point of view too, and I thus brought
up my view of a parallel between the history of China and the history of Europe: the “Chinese 
interaction sphere” and the “European interaction sphere”. In both cases, distinct groups of people and 
nations, through continuous interaction via warfare and trade over a 2,000 year period, eventually unify
into a single political and cultural entity. Thus, just as today we call anyone from China a “Chinese” 
without remembering the old distinctions between “Qi”, “Qin”, “Chu”, “Yen”, etc., soon we will just 
call anyone from Europe an “European” without remembering that there used to be distinctions 
between French, German, Spanish, Polish, etc. The European Union was doing in a peaceful way what 
the First Emperor of China had done around the time of 211 BC. The term “Chinese interaction sphere”
of course came from the Harvard-based archaeologist of Chinese descent Chang Kwangchi (張光直), 
and Enkel immediately recognized the name. I was quite euphoric. I had never in my intellectual 
isolation met anyone who knew the “big names” in the obscure academic fields which had interested 
me. The multicultural origins of Chinese civilization were of course acknowledged by the Chinese 
archaeologists in China, though with a twist – that the multiple cultures themselves eventually came 
from a common root (the “multi-regional” hypothesis in the origin of modern humans as opposed to the
“out-of-Africa” hypothesis), and it was with this that the majority of the Western scholars disagreed. 
But Enkel insisted on the contrast between the Western scholars' view of the fragmented nature of 
China's origin and the Chinese scholars' view of the wholeness and unity of China's origin. Then, when 
I asked her – simply for the sake of socializing – whether she had ever participated in archaeological 
digging in China, she affirmed that she did during a trip to Sichuang, and the topic of our conversation 
duly shifted to the origin of the kingdom of Shu during the Spring and Autumn period. The sensational 
remains discovered at Sanxingdui (三星堆) probably belonged to the ancestors of the people of Shu, I 
said. “But that's the Chinese theory,” Enkel protested and, frowning, continued: “That's not the Western
view”. I was stirred up inside, not because she was disagreeing, but because she eerily reminded me of 
myself during my “interview” with Mark (the Agency's psychologist): that opposition between the 
Western view and the Chinese view of which Mark and the Agency wanted very much to hear me 
speaking. I didn't mention this just as yet in my blog post on the following day. I simply wrote about 
another worry of mine: “I was totally impressed because [Enkel] had such a command of the Chinese 
language and such an expertise in Chinese archeology. But afterwards I realized I might have fallen 
into a trap. You see, the two invitees were very likely especially invited as part of the German Lady's 
groups' 'scheme' or 'conspiracy' to rid themselves of me (as I have mentioned). After the conversation 
this pair of boyfriend and girlfriend probably went to law enforcement to falsely report that I was 
sexually aggressive toward the girl even though in reality I did no more than make a few comments 
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about the controversies in Chinese archeology. This is why the pair left when the party had barely 
begun: mission accomplished, why stick around? Now another negative report would have been added 
to my thick file at law enforcement, further framing me as a dangerous sex-maniac. Soon the threshold 
of negative reports will be reached, and a warrant will be issued for my arrest.”

I so wrote because Enkel suddenly cut off our ongoing conversation, went to sit next to that other 
“Lawrence” on the floor, and started acting very intimate with him but with a sulking face, as if 
someone had just hit on her or something like that. I did guess at the situation half correctly, as I now 
know, but of the other half I would not be sure for a long time to come.

As I wrote in my blog, “The party's main stable was the showing of this German movie called 
'Something about Martha'. I naturally had to find a purpose in it, namely, to brainstorm as to how 
watching this movie would harm me, and the only thing I could think of was this. The German Lady 
probably selected the film on purpose, for it was about the relationship of an eight year-old female 
'little person' with her aunt. After the movie the German Lady can then report to law enforcement 
saying that I liked the film because I liked 'little people', thus framing me into that most despicable 
entity in the world, a pedophile.” My “theory” was probably not that far off. Of course there was no 
reporting to law enforcement, but just an intercept of Karin's admission that someone recommended the
movie very whole-heartedly, and, when Mr Secretary should present the intercept to the International 
Court as evidence, this “someone” would for sure be confused with me. He would then argue to the ICJ
judges that this was “evidence” that I was a pedophile because I was developmentally arrested and very
childish – somewhat along the line of Michael Jackson. He would then be happy to have wreaked 
vengeance on me when he saw how much these donkey-head judges were offended by me. 

Because I was under the illusion that the purpose of all this setup was to enable some law enforcement 
investigation, I tried to ameliorate my situation by writing on my blog: “Let me make myself clear: I 
am totally frightened of 'little people' and always run away at the sight of them”, thinking that the law 
enforcement officers who I presumed were tracking my blog might thus have to take into account my 
“testimony”.1 

At the end of the meetup, Karin picked up her camera and took detailed pictures of me one after 
another. She was clearly told to do this – no one could have missed this – but of course I was mistaken 
about the suit team's purpose in all this. As I wrote in my blog: “Another thing is that on this occasion I 
didn't wear my usual baseball cap. The German Lady took several pictures of me. She will definitely 
turn the pictures in either for incorporation into new alerts about me or for deposit in my thick file at 
law enforcement.” I had no idea that Mr Secretary was going to turn these photographs – after ordering 
the Chinese to edit and distort them in some minor way – into the International Court as evidences 
proving that I didn't quite look like myself and thus must be a twin brother of myself instead of myself. 

By the end of the night, people had finally changed their seating to my favor – this, after my long wait. 

1 By this time I had stopped using the Feefee blog but had signed up another account on Blogger dot Com. My second 
blog was called “Kurt's Nonsense Blog”.
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On the main sofa now sat Gabi on the left and Karin in the middle, while I sat on the floor in front of 
them. I found the chance to ask Karin how her ex-husband had proposed to her. Just like the last time in
the pizza place, Karin was not warded off by such childish question that was at the same time a sign of 
pathetic obsession, but simply answered in a matter-of-fact fashion as if giving changes to a poor kid 
who was begging her. She said her ex-husband proposed to her on a bridge and they were married in 
Saint Louis without a big wedding. “Bring his pictures next time,” I shouted with happiness. 
Margarette, sitting on the sofa to my left, laughed spontaneously: “He's like a little kid!” I became quite
embarrassed and tried to restrain myself from displaying more of this pathetic “inner child”.

When it came time for everyone to leave, however, I became most unhappy. Karin as always was 
chatting with and waving goodbye to everyone but me, demonstrating unequivocally her lack of 
interest in my existence. Rolf instead offered me a ride to the metro station. When Karin put on her 
sweater and was standing in the darkness of the street, the silhouette of her slim, curved figure was 
especially appealing. This left me with all the more regret for not having had the chance at the end of 
the party to make progress on my goal of becoming part of her circle.  

When I returned to Los Angeles, I didn't go home but instead stayed at Kinkos all night studying 
computer matters and writing my blog. So, as I wrote in my blog post the next day: 

“Like I said, the German lady will cause me great harm one day, probably contributing the most 
to bringing about my upcoming life-long imprisonment. But I like her just the same. She will 
always be the most fabulous person on the planet. Maybe a worthless piece of crap like me 
deserves to be treated like a piece of crap by the German Lady. Now imagine if all this were real 
– that everyone in German Lady's groups was genuinely nice to me and not pretending to be so – 
the party is truly what happiness is all about: getting together with your favorite person in the 
universe and with her friends whose company you enjoy, and having your favorite person give 
you a little bit of her warmth by chatting with you for a little while (a substantive chat of course, 
not one about superficial things). What more do you want of life? But this happiness will never 
belong to me! I'll always have to live with the fact that my favorite persons will without 
exception and completely intentionally do me great harm eventually.”

I wrote that during the late hour of 5 AM. By late afternoon, April 19, however, I would write another 
post, further reflecting on the happening so far. I first wrote about how I should do just the opposite of 
what Karin wanted me to do, namely the opposite of drawing a portrait of Kim the Korean girl working
at Metropolitan and putting up an art show in that place. I suddenly vacillated back to my old strategy 
of never doing what other people wanted me to do because everyone around me had been recruited by 
Mr Secretary to do me harm. Then I continued: 

“It does hurt a little that the German Lady is still constantly devising plans to bring me down. 
Human psychology is a strange matter. Last night as I saw her standing against the shadow, how 
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fabulous did she appear. This is someone I could give my life for, I thought.2 And yet, I couldn't do
her the simple favor of leaving her alone and leaving her groups of my own accord. I guess liking
someone always involves a strange mixture of selflessness and selfishness, which when the 
person doesn't like you back will have to fight each other out. (When the person does like you 
back, however, the two components can coexist nicely, as your satisfying your wants by having 
her around is at once satisfying her wants by having you around.) I'm doing my best at restraining
the selfish component and magnifying the selfless component while still leaving myself with 
something to live on, psychologically speaking. This is why I have surrendered all my 
information to her, an act clearly not beneficial to my well being!”

During such moment of high-spirited idealization induced by the sight of Karin's silhouette, I really 
would find it tremendously satisfying to die for her – as long as she would know about it and appreciate
it. This was an essential component of Borderline Personality's constitution which you should 
understand. As for Karin, if she read this, she would definitely vomit and hate me to death – and that's 
an essential component of her personality: her high expectation for the male sex in terms of masculinity
and maturity. The complete incompatibility between our respective personalities would breed disaster 
for me later on. 

Now, because my conversations at this meetup were not recorded, by the beginning of 2009 when I 
realized what was going on with this pair “Lawrence and Enkel”, I would regret so much that I had no 
way to prove that Enkel was indeed imitating me when she said: “But that is the view of Chinese 
scholars. That is not the Western scholars' view.” When I again “ran into them” on January 30, 2009, I 
would ask Enkel about what she said to me on this meetup in order to get a confirmation that she had 
indeed said to me what I said she had said to me – since I don't expect anyone to believe anything I say 
as long as I am telling the truth. Stay tuned. 

Some time after the meetup, I began feeling uncomfortable about Enkel's imitation of me, even though 
I couldn't really figure out the purpose of the operation. That paragraph about my “interview” with 
Mark in my story “My experience...” suddenly came to my mind, and I wondered if the Agency had 
never abandoned the “plan” just because I had “dropped out” – they would then find someone to 
replace me. Enkel was it! And that was why Mark was so interested in how well I understood German: 
because the Agency was pursuing this “operation” together with the German intelligence 
(Bundesnachrichtendienst). Was Enkel then a BND agent or was she an Agency's girl? It really didn't 
matter that much, since this China op was a German-American joint operation. Thus, seven days later I 
would write on my blog (April 25, “The scenario of a story”):

“The more I think about that German graduate student Enkel the more a scenario for a story 
started coalescing in my mind. An unhappy scenario.

2 Compare: “Ecce deus fortior me, qui veniens dominabitur mihi”, “Behold a deity stronger than I, who, coming, will rule 
me”. Such was Dante's impression when he first met his Beatrice, both of them nine year-old at the time. La vita nuova, 
c.f. Will Durant, The Age of Faith, p. 1059.   
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Suppose the guy was interviewed by the elite American intelligence agency for a job (a spy job in
China, posing as a graduate student with a theory), and suppose he didn't get it and the agency 
chose another person instead. They found this German graduate student fluent in Chinese and 
sent her to a Chinese university. The guy wrote a story of his experience which included the 
episode of the interview. He put it on the Internet for everyone to read and the Chinese 
intelligence saw it, read about the episode of the interview, figured out that so and so graduate 
student in their university with her controversial theory was actually an American agent, and 
arrested her. They wouldn't touch her because she's German; what they would do was put her on 
sleep deprivation or things like that. One day, two days, three days, and she broke and confessed 
everything, for she ain't... Navy seal but just a plain old graduate student. Although she was 
released two months later, her career was pretty much ruined. Gee, if I were the guy I would 
surely feel very sorry for having ruined her career when she just started it. I would wish there 
were ways to make it up for her, but obviously there were none. He certainly didn't mean to ruin 
anyone's career when he wrote his story. What can the guy do other than apologize to her over 
and over again?”

I was beginning to comprehend the outline of what had happened at the International Court of Justice 
in November and December 2007. I was also becoming aware of what the Agency was doing. Many of 
the mysterious new faces which suddenly showed up in Karin's meetups – especially those which 
showed up only once, never to be seen again – were actually Agency's operatives, working in China or 
not, who must have had to evacuate their “posts” when the director of the Ministry of State Security 
obtained the personnel files of Agency's clandestine service and exposed their covert status. We are 
counting from the first dancing, Chinese-speaking, and computer wizard beauty in November 2007, 
through the German man X, the “girl from Hong Kong”, and the other Asians who had shown up, to 
this “Enkel”. I even suspected Cecilia to be one of those who were “busted” since the timing of her first
appearance corresponded to the “exposition” right after the routing of my Skype call. And there would 
be more of these mysterious faces to show up later. The Agency was not just letting these angry souls 
come punch me one after another, but also clandestinely telling me about the consequences of my 
actions – because the more I knew, the deeper the Chinese Ministry of State Security and I may sink 
into “conspiracy” with one another. They were “punching me” because, take this Enkel as an example, 
she must have just produced a surveillance intercept showing that I, David Chin the twin brother of 
Lawrence Chin who that other “Lawrence” had now become, accepted this assignment from China 
(and then Russia) of pretending to be Lawrence Chin because I was jealous of him, especially because 
of his possession of Enkel. This was Mr Secretary's script: David Chin also liked Enkel, and so stole 
the story “My experience...” either from this “fake Lawrence Chin” who was now made into the “real 
Lawrence Chin”, or from Wes – I am not quite sure – in an attempt to pretend to be this twin brother of 
his. And, on this night when David met Lawrence again – do you now see how much my joke about 
“meeting my twin brother” had accidentally helped Mr Secretary? – he couldn't help but harass Enkel. 
In any case, this is how I understood the situation in 2008; the understanding was correct, but I had 
missed something crucial. What I could not have fathomed until more than four years later was the fact 
that the Agency was using their (or BND's) busted operatives on me to produce faulty evidences, not 
because they were so eager to let me understand the unintended consequences of my actions, but 
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because judge Higgins had specifically sanctioned “vengeance” as part of the lawful reversal of the 
“terrorist harm” they had suffered. The Agency was simply making sure that the fraud they were 
perpetrating was entirely lawful, entirely in accordance with the enforcement of UN Resolution 1373.   

Karin's Any Language and Culture Meetup on April 21: the movie “Visitor”. 

After so much frustration, I finally was going to have a good time in Karin's meetup – because I would 
be with Karin! – during this movie event. Or at least the illusion of a good time. Now the recording of 
my good time tonight has survived – the good time we had after the movie.

The advertisement for this meetup event was sent out by Karin on April 15. I have never figured out 
whether the movie was chosen for operational purposes, for it seems just like one of the typical movies 
for which Karin had always had an heart. Let me quote the review of the film which Karin included in 
her advertisement email: 

“In a world of six billion people, it only takes one to change your life. In actor and filmmaker 
Tom McCarthy’s follow-up to his award winning directorial debut The Station Agent, Richard 
Jenkins (Six Feet Under) stars as a disillusioned Connecticut economics professor whose life is 
transformed by a chance encounter in New York City.

Sixty-two-year-old Walter Vale (Jenkins) is sleepwalking through his life. Having lost his passion
for teaching and writing, he fills the void by unsuccessfully trying to learn to play classical piano.
When his college sends him to Manhattan to attend a conference, Walter is surprised to find a 
young couple has taken up residence in his apartment. Victims of a real estate scam, Tarek (Haaz 
Sleiman), a Syrian man, and Zainab (Danai Gurira), his Senegalese girlfriend, have nowhere else 
to go. In the first of a series of tests of the heart, Walter reluctantly allows the couple to stay with 
him.

Touched by his kindness, Tarek, a talented musician, insists on teaching the aging academic to 
play the African drum. The instrument’s exuberant rhythms revitalize Walter’s faltering spirit and
open his eyes to a vibrant world of local jazz clubs and Central Park drum circles. As the 
friendship between the two men deepens, the differences in culture, age and temperament fall 
away.

After being stopped by police in the subway, Tarek is arrested as an undocumented citizen and 
held for deportation. As his situation turns desperate, Walter finds himself compelled to help his 
new friend with a passion he thought he had long ago lost. When Tarek’s beautiful mother Mouna
(Hiam Abbass) arrives unexpectedly in search of her son, the professor’s personal commitment 
develops into an unlikely romance.

And it's through these new found connections with these virtual strangers that Walter is awakened
to a new world and a new life.”  
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Just before departure, I was quite worried because I saw on our Meetup webpage that the other four 
persons that had signed up for this night's event were all females. Other than Karin, there were Cecilia, 
Dara, a new Chinese girl from Hong Kong (another Chinese joining our group!) named Helen, and Ana
(of whom you will learn a lot more later). Could the meetup be a horrifying setup by Mr Secretary? But
how? As I wrote in my blog just after I checked the Meetup webpage and discovered the “problem”: 
“Did she [namely, Karin] purposely plan this? Could this be some sort of trap again? Would they all 
falsely report me to law enforcement afterward saying I harass them all?” Namely, I was thinking along
the line that perhaps Mr Secretary was trying to use this occasion to build up a profile of me as sexually
aggressive with women – a guy who inserted himself among a bunch of ladies and then aggressively 
dominated the whole situation. And so I found myself in the same bind again: I couldn't let go of an 
opportunity to be near Karin, my dear idol, and thus voluntarily jumped into the trap knowing it was a 
trap. The only thing I could think of which could remedy the situation falling short of not going at all 
was posting a message on our meetup webpage's forum expressing my worries about being the only 
guy among a group of girls and writing emails to “John from Glendale”, Rolf (!), and Peter to entreat 
them to come also. But of course none of them would come. If it was really per government's 
orchestration that I ended up being the only guy in an all-female group then it was expected that the 
other people would have already received instructions “from above” not to come. Furthermore, I 
thought wrongly that my message on the Meetup forum could help alleviate law enforcement's profile 
of me as a sexual maniac targeting a group of females unprotected by a man – not knowing that, first of
all, there were no law enforcement investigations at all but only secret surveillance for the International
Court and that, secondly, any words coming from me would simply be blacked out in the evidentiary 
record and thus have no effect on anything.  

In the afternoon before the meetup I went to my fourth appointment with Deborah G since my return. 
My feeling toward Deborah was a weak reflection of my ambiguous feeling toward Karin (i.e., 
admiration and love mixed with fear of an extraordinarily malicious enemy). As I wrote in my blog on 
April 22, “The Movie Trip, Mostly”: “I admire her [namely, Deborah G] for her integrity but I have 
started worrying that she might want to harm me too by falsely reporting on me. After all, I cannot say 
she likes me and it's possible that she wants to get rid of me too. Of course, Just like the German Lady, 
I wouldn't really blame her if she did harm me, because I like her quite well.” As I have noted, I had by 
this time become quite concerned with recording my conversations with other people. I thus asked 
Deborah, “Do you mind if I record our conversation?” I was truly an idiot and utterly naïve. I respected
Deborah so much that I wasn't recording this time and actually asked her if I could record instead of 
secretly recording everything anyway. To my surprise, Deborah's face sank. “Yes, I do mind,” she said. 
“Are you recording right now?” she pressed on further. “No,” I told her honestly. “Why not?” she 
asked. “Because I have respect for you,” I said it seriously. Deborah, ever in accordance with her high 
integrity, believed me right away and just nodded her head in acknowledgment. Such mutual 
understanding and respect however would not last long since Mr Secretary was intent on breaking up 
every human connection I had ever formed. In our session I was again talking about Karin, about how I
was not getting “what I needed” from her. Then our conversation revolved around my China trip again, 
insofar as our talk about it last time had opened up the flood gate. “I flew around the world and the 
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world almost fell apart,” I said. “That's a lot of responsibility you gave me,” she said, seemingly 
referring to how my phone call to her from Brussels had contributed to saving America. “I didn't sign 
up for this either,” I replied. But what was so satisfying was the fact that Deborah, just like before, did 
not deny reality to me: she did not pretend to not know what I was talking about or to treat me as insane
while knowing that what I said was true insofar as she herself had been briefed – in fact recruited as an 
actress in my TV show.  

Then, tonight, I surprised myself by being late to the movie event. I arrived at Playhouse 7 past 7 PM 
and everyone had already gone inside. I went inside the theater – the movie had not yet begun – and 
found Karin and all the girls sitting at the back row. I was excited, and Karin remarked that she thought 
I wasn't going to show up because I wrote on our forum that I was worried about being the only guy 
tonight. Well, as long as Karin was here, why would I not show up, even though I knew I was jumping 
into a fire oven?  

I have to admit that, after meeting this “Helen”, I also thought she was another one of Agency's 
operatives busted by the MSS director. After the movie, we all strolled to the sushi restaurant nearby 
and, before we entered, I turned on my ICD-B500 recorder. My good time in the restaurant was thus 
recorded in: “meetup_apr_21_08_visitor_at_sushi_restau.wma”.3 As you can hear, we all settled down 
on our big table by 8:00 in the recording. I was in a good mood when Cecilia first talked to me. Cecilia 
was sitting across from Karin and I got a seat on the left most corner of the table but right next to 
Karin. I shall mention the notable moments of our conversation tonight. On 17:40 into the recording, 
Dara explained that she was a graduate student in literature and began describing her academic 
program. On 18:05, I asked Dara if that was a comparative literature program. “No,” she replied. I 
asked this because I used to be quite fond of comparative literature: around 1992 and 1993 when I was 
living next to UC Irvine, I was fascinated with the fashionable contemporary French philosophies 
(Jacques Lacan, Lévi-Strauss, and the whole structuralism enterprise). As can be heard in the 
conversation that followed, I was quite lively and actually had the chance to say something rather than 
being universally ignored. Then on 21:30, when Karin took out her digital camera ready to take 
pictures of our group, I told her how ugly the picture was which she took of me last time, completely 
unaware of Mr Secretary's sinister design behind his instruction for Karin to continually photograph 
me. On 24:30 Karin started talking about her family background – which was for me the most 
interesting topic in the whole universe! She talked about her grandfather, her uncle (“in the 
construction business”), her father, her “traditional” family, and her trip to France when she was a 
teenager. I was excited by these details and asked for clarifications here and there. Then, always 
tremendously curious about the simplest details of her life, I asked her a series of questions (26:20): 
“Do you ever want to move out of Pasadena and go somewhere else?” “What about your parents? Will 
they ever come to the States?” (26:35) And, when Karin started talking about her younger brother – the 

3 meetup_apr_21_08_visitor_at_sushi_restau.wma 63f30c013ec8e1ded1d2171b59f88f2d
85419913140f97c6795c0c1ee45bf873779858ae dd9c332c

C:\Users\Marie\Documents\from_gateway\desktop\older_recordings\meetup_apr_21_08_visitor_at_sushi_restau.wma
10/17/2008 4:45:11 PM 10/17/2008 4:45:11 PM 76,480,197
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jobs he was offered, including one in South Africa (27:14) – I suggested, “Well you should tell you 
brother to come here some time” (27:32). I said this because I would be so excited to meet the folks in 
her life – the people that had been in her life since the beginning. “He will. Probably in January,” Karin
replied. I thus suggested she bring her brother to the meetup. “He did come last time,” she said. Now I 
was truly excited, “Oh, when was that? When was that?” (27:45) It was at her Spanish meetup, it turned
out. And he met Gabi, Rolf, and all the other old folks in Karin's meetups. 

The illusion of a good time had just begun. We all toasted around 29:00. Cecilia, having lived in 
Okinawa for a while, remarked that she didn't learn Japanese well though (29:30) and explained how 
she got a contract through her company (which had plenty of dealings with the government) to work in 
Japan (30:00). Then I concentrated on Karin as the source of my happiness. “You promised the last 
time you would bring pictures of your ex-husband,” I interjected (31:30). “Ha!” Karin muttered 
reflexively. “So what does he look like?” I asked her. I had imagined this man for many times. Karin 
laughed again. In between, Helen mentioned she had stayed in Ohio for a while (32:20). Then on 35:20
Karin started talking about the little town in Missouri where she had settled with her ex-husband after 
she had moved to the United States and married him and with which she was infinitely displeased 
because it was so far away from any urban center. (I would find out later that this little town was Cape 
Giradeau.)  Now I was excited again. “Can I ask you a question?” I interjected (35:50). Everyone 
laughed. I asked her – assuming that she was unhappy in her marriage because she had to stay in this 
little isolated town where her ex-husband grew up with his parents – if she would be happy should her 
ex-husband ever concede to her plea to move to a bigger town. I wanted to know this because I had 
long ago understood that, although the source of the woman's unhappiness was the custom that the 
woman should follow the man, this did not mean that the woman would be happier if the man followed 
the woman because no woman would like to be the partner of a man who follows rather than leads: an 
inherent contradiction in the relationship between a man and a woman. I had long ago concluded that 
my past failures to attract a woman resulted often from my constant attempt to please the woman and to
concede to her – so typical of my insecurity and Borderline idealization – without realizing that the 
attempt to please her in fact disgusted her. Thus I wanted to get a definitive opinion from Karin as to 
whether any attempt by her ex-husband to please her would actually please her at all. After Karin 
explained all the reasons why her ex-husband wanted to stay in Cape Giradeau, I hit her with the 
question again: “If your ex-husband said 'I'll move with you just to make you happy' would you like 
him better?” (around 36:50) “Yeah,” Karin said. “Really,” I was truly surprised. For it would be much 
easier to please someone if all you have to do is to please her! “That's my question,” so I happily settled
the issue. “Did she answer your question to your satisfaction?” Cecilia joked. “Yes,” I said (around 
37:07).

Soon, after Karin repeated her explanations of all the disadvantages of a small American town, I, in 
accordance with my good mood, raised my hand and pressed on again: “I have a second question” 
(around 39:15). Everyone laughed again. “It's your life,” Cecilia joked with Karin. “What part of him 
makes you like him?” I asked, referring to her ex-husband. This was really the dumbest question 
coming from a (not-so-secret) admirer, and so everyone was quite amused. “Physical part?” everyone 
laughed. “No. I mean, any part.” After some reflection, Karin replied: “He is the funniest person I have 
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ever met” (39:40). “He is funny?” I said. “It's not because of the motorcycle?” I asked, referring to the 
story Karin had recounted on April 6 about how she met her ex-husband. This was sort of a joke, but I 
was simply probing to see whether Karin was the kind of woman who would be attracted to extreme 
masculinity. “That was the first time I was on a motorcycle,” Karin replied, and she proceeded to 
recount the story again to everyone else. After which, I finally asked what I had always wanted to know
ever since Karin wrote me the email on September 26 2007 describing herself as at one time “the 
saddest people on this planet” because of her unhappy marriage: “So you divorced him because you 
didn't like the town you guys lived in? Or did he stop being funny?” (42:10) Karin was slightly 
discomforted by the question but attempted to answer it anyway without really answering it. Saying 
that it was all complicated, she added (around 42:20): “I don't think any couple get divorced for just 
one thing.” “But did he want the divorce? Or was it you who wanted the divorce?” I continued (42:40). 
After much hesitation – Karin didn't seem to want to talk about this – she produced an answer, as if out 
of a desire to please me: “We both wanted it...” (around 42:55). 

For the rest of the time – now that I was all done with my probing – Karin just continued telling 
everybody about her life after the divorce: her move to Long Beach, her new roommate, her freelance 
translation job (“It was lonely”), etc. Karin was a talker and really enjoyed telling other people – not 
me though – about these insignificant things of her daily life.

Soon, the other girls started talking about their experience in “talking to themselves” (47:19). Without 
my noticing it, this was probably orchestrated, being part of Mr Secretary's “Operation Meetup”. I 
idiotically interjected a story about one of Wes' former roommates who would talk profanities to 
himself when he was alone by himself. Mr Secretary had most likely instructed everyone here to bring 
up this topic “talking to oneself” because he knew the faulty surveillance over us would confuse the 
girls' discussion about their habit of talking to themselves as my admission to other people that I talked 
to myself all the time – namely, a sign of schizophrenia. Mr Secretary could then present the confused 
intercept of our conversation to the International Court as “evidence”: “Your honor, our subject has 
been intercepted telling other people that he talks to himself all the time. That's clearly a sign of 
schizophrenia. The profile with which I have provided the Chinese, that he suffers from schizophrenia, 
is correct and not a deliberate lie.”               

Our conversation then turned to the topic of TV-watching and movies on DVDs. Karin mentioned her 
favorite cable TV program “Missing”, or the TV series about dedicated FBI agents looking for people 
that were mysteriously missing. Her conversation might have been confused by the faulty surveillance 
Machine as mine. Then it was at last time to take more pictures. I was excited to have my first picture 
taken together with Karin (52:30). As you should know by now, all this seemingly innocuous “picture-
taking” was in fact a carefully devised part of “Operation Meetup”. More pictures of me were needed 
in the International Court as evidences showing that I didn't quite look like myself. By 1:09:00 we were
all walking out of the sushi restaurant and were soon waving each other goodbye. Cecilia offered me a 
ride to the metro station (1:10:00) and Helen wouldn't forget to ask me “Where do you live?” (1:10:17) 
Again, since the surveillance used in the International Court was text-based, the suit team would have 
to depend on identification information such as this as proof that the surveillance was actually about me
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at all. By 1:14:50, I was in the car with Cecilia. While riding with her, I felt compelled to ask her how 
she had ever found her way into Karin's meetup. Remember Cecilia joined Karin's meetup in mid-
November 2007 – at a crucial time. She merely said she found it through a search on the search engine. 
It's significant that Cecilia then told me a little more about her background, besides her stay in 
Okinawa: that she went to Paris for school, that she then came back to live in the Washington DC area, 
and that she then found her way to California.     

The next day, as I was still pondering the reason why Karin wanted me to draw a portrait of Kim – I 
mean, how was drawing a picture of someone going to harm me? – I wrote her to tell her that it'd be 
probably better to ask Kim before drawing her. Again, I was assuming that Kim would be instructed to 
complain about me as a pervert who drew her without her consent and that this was how it was going to
harm me. In this email I also apologized to Karin for all the personal questions I had asked her last 
night. I was totally on the wrong side. Karin wrote me back on April 23: “You should better get started 
with that drawing. I talked to her last night and asked her and she said you should bring some drawings 
next time (I am sure photos will be fine). She said they might consider it.”

In the aforementioned blog post of April 22, I would first fret over my indulgence in curiosity about 
Karin's life and then continue rambling about my Borderline idealization and the correlated self-
sacrifice: 

“I never knew whether asking her such personal questions made her uncomfortable because she 
is an extremely mature person and always hides her true feeling extremely well in social 
circumstances. And there is always the risk that she and others might afterwards inaccurately 
report to law enforcement saying I was harassing her and hitting on her.

In reality, while she is doing some match-making among her group members, I actually hope that 
she would do some for herself. It'd not be easy for her to find someone good enough for her, to be
sure. But she's not interested in that. One always has the problem of projecting one's own 
preference and fear onto others, so that, since I'm afraid of being alone, I suppose she'd not like 
being alone also when she gets old. An idiotic worry because she certainly knows how to take 
care of herself, and if she isn't looking for a partner, then that means she would be just fine living 
alone in a house for the rest of her life.

If my worries were just worries for naught, then last night would just be the pleasantest time I 
had ever had in recent times. The German Lady was sitting next to me and she was paying 
positive attention to me and even had a picture taken of us together. I feel almost guilty about 
that, for I just don't think I'm normal enough (i.e. good enough) that she should be seen 
associated with me.”

I had been working on a new colored drawing of Karin during this week. I finished it at the Novel Cafe 
in Venice Beach on April 23, and uploaded its image to the file section of our meetup website on April 
24. Within hours, however, I saw an email from Karin: “Lawrence, you may hate me for that, but I just 
deleted it – that looks like my grandmother. That is not meant to make fun of your work – but I really 
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don't like the picture.” I wasn't however offended, not just because I was entirely caught up in my 
Borderline idealization, but also because I don't usually get offended by honest criticism. 

The portrait I did of Karin on April 23 and of which
she said “That looks like my grandmother”. 

Karin's Any Language and Culture Meetup on April 26 at the Chibcha

Another happy time came on April 26, the next meetup for our Any Language and Culture group. It 
was a dinner event to take place at a Colombian restaurant called “Chibcha”, located in Silverlake. As 
usual, I was the first person to show up, and waited outside the restaurant for Karin and everyone to 
show up. When Karin did show up with Marianne, it was the brightest scene. Karin looked extremely 
“fabulous” tonight, wearing a gray long skirt and the most lovely Middle-Eastern necklace. (Look 
carefully at it in the photograph below. The necklace will show up in an important portrait I would do 
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of her later.) I was jealous just like I was on April 12 because, once more, she came riding in 
Marianne's car. I only remembered to turn on the recorder when the meetup event had already started. I 
did that in the restroom, and, when I came out to join everyone, we were already placing our orders. I 
would later transfer the recording file from my ICD-B-500 into my Gateway laptop by re-recording it 
with Window Vista's Sound Recorder, and this took three tries because I didn't have enough time each 
time to re-record it all at once. The first resultant file is: “meetup_apr_26_08_chibcha_part_1.wma”.4 
By 9:00 into the recording, you can hear another new Asian female talking, Nien, who had recently 
joined our group and who I seem to remember was from Malaysia. Could she be another Agency's 
operative who was busted through the International Court? I don't know. Nien mentioned that the 
company she worked for was French-owned. By 10:55 you can hear “John from Glendale” talking, and
he was sitting in front of Karin. Surprisingly, during this meetup also, I would have some chances to 
express myself. By 12:20 I got to talk about my experience at Montreal, about the strange “Frenglish” 
spoken there. I really don't know how the faulty surveillance Machine had dealt with that, and at that 
time I still had no idea that these past histories of mine were in the process of being erased in official 
records. Karin did ask me how much French I knew before I went there.  

By 14:00 I was showing Gabi the “bad portrait” that I did of Karin. When Karin was remarking to Gabi
“I told him this looks like my grandmother” she was also softly placing her left hand on my shoulder: 
her most powerful technique. Anyone would be instantly softened by this gesture. I then started 
showing Gabi all the other unsuccessful portraits I had attempted of Karin in the little sketch book I 
bought in Shanghai. On 16:00 Karin was still trying to talk me into drawing Kim. “What if she calls the
police?” I asked. I was not giving in.  

Significantly, on 20:00 an older Japanese woman came to join the dinner. Was she another Agency's 
operative who was busted by MSS director? I remarked that I had seen her picture already (on our 
meetup webpage's members section).  On 22:20 this Japanese woman introduced her passion for 
language, saying she was learning Aramaic at the moment. Marianne, who knew both Arabic and 
Hebrew, then remarked how she was able to understand somewhat the Aramaic speech in the movie 
“Passion”. This Japanese woman then talked more about her passion for Biblical languages (24:00). 

Now on 24:00 Gabi started talking about something that would seem to be very important. Something 
about a Jewish intellectual during World War Two. She talked about a biography she had read, and then
about the Jewish community in Germany (29:00). I suspected that she was instructed to get into this 
topic in order for the Machine to confuse her with me so that another piece of evidence confirming my 
fascination with anything Nazism and with anti-Semitism may be introduced to offend the judges at the

4 C:\Users\ms paradise.msparadise-PC\Desktop\older_recordings\meetup_apr_26_08_chibcha_part_1.wma 
97200132E85692A59A12B3E8E248B3C5 54F7026DE8AACF916349C75BEF4972104565B9E5 
5F8C11D670EA1670C5824C4CF528799CAC9592081A2C9005EB854B19 
A820C6A07262C9801C767C326A5CCB9D64E462DBF7628DBFA2444347FD128B4E 
71775F71D587F54A70EFECDDC86C38EAECC97777D008F82AC052A1476F2DB3187D1CDB9349AB538C7AC01
9E4E6B62A6E 
5D3703411579EEFADFC6CBBDB93018AC02675711F0B9B65C02E77105D3FDB0CDD670F62D0CF552C38005AA
ED0513E909192B1B30E4B5F051E1FFF37CF504873E 
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International Court while confirming Mr Secretary's lies. Then on 31:50 you can hear the Japanese 
woman continue discussing Middle Eastern languages. On 33:00 Karin mentioned that she and 
Marianne were going to an Orthodox Church after this dinner. I felt so much envy toward Marianne, 
but I didn't show it at all because we were having such a congenial time. I just had to ask Marianne if 
she was Orthodox (around 35:30). Marianne then started explaining the interesting combination in her 
father's religious background, among which Orthodox. Since I had been going to the Greek Orthodox 
church for a long time, I don't think Karin's and Marianne's visit to the Orthodox church was something
they came up with of their own accord. I have no idea what they did in the Orthodox church; if I knew, 
I can probably tell you what the purpose was when the faulty surveillance Machine confused their trip 
there as mine – as the Machine must have done. Their visit to the Orthodox church was for sure to 
create evidences confirming my malicious personality and/or secret dealing with the Chinese 
intelligence through the Orthodox church. 
   

   Karin, myself, and Gabi in Chibcha on 4/26/08

The girls' conversation then shifted to Armenia on 39:30. Then to India on 42:40 or so. On 49:00 I was 
sandwiched between Karin, most beautiful and “fabulous”, and Gabi when a picture was taken of us. I 
had to comment: “I'm like a king”, causing some laughter (49:10). Naiveté! Then another stranger 
woman arrived with a guy – I can't remember who she was or where she was from (she was not native).
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She introduced herself as doing a study on gang-related youth problems. “Well, you have come to the 
right place,” I joked (58:30), referring to Los Angeles' reputation as the land of gangsters. Everyone 
laughed.  
 

Our meetup group picture on April 26 2008
From left to right: Karin, myself, Gabi, unknown, Nien, Marianne, and “John from Glendale”

Then, the second recording of tonight's meetup: “meetup_apr_26_08_chibcha_part_2.wma”.5 By this 
time the conversation came to revolve around the topic of traveling in foreign lands. I asked a woman –
I can't ascertain any longer who it was –  if she had ever traveled to South America, Argentina for 
example. “My best friend said Argentina is sort of like France,” I added. Karin asked me if I had ever 
been to North Africa. I told her about my cynicism: “I'm pretty much finished, I probably couldn't 
travel anymore... Even if I could, I would probably have no place to go to...” I was referring to the 
disastrous result of my China trip and the vast amount of alerts which international law enforcement 
had broadcast about me. Karin then asked me where, if I could go somewhere, I would like to go. “I 
don't know, I don't have any plans right now, ” I answered (5:55 or so). Karin then suggested to 
someone that s/he go see the movie “The Visitor” (8:10 or so), and our conversation began revolving 
around this movie. Then all of us were reintroduced to this new guy, whose name was “Joe” (13:00). 
“You know what happened to me the other day?” I suddenly said to Karin on 14:00. “I got my tooth 

5 C:\Users\ms paradise.msparadise-PC\Desktop\older_recordings\meetup_apr_26_08_chibcha_part_2.wma 
9E8C2AB85AC008BDB232BA975F2EB008 3977FC405633FFA470F51AC74B3EE38E6703EBC7 
A6B14D30B91E3A73ADF08E95C946AF38D3A3A63BAF1466966BBC1F93 
94C1E92057CC19BD0DAE68160A0B613392E8AA8F50D9BA1F2C0C058716F17A3B 
7379FEB726E906FE5FCCFE028DE153AEDBE59B43AAFE89A84A59F2616911667AE760623B78E67485C482FA6
C9B9CBBB5 
5EF3A454E34C11148D95585AFA221029925EB2AB22B59A1D3B592A19451720524B01D022705F6B8C955540C76
741885C7A5CB546DC46D2D4D5352EF795CDD8DB 
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extracted...” And I proceeded to tell her how I might have swallowed the cloth I was given to stop the 
bleeding inside my mouth. Karin wasn't very interested. Gabi then said to Nien something to the effect 
that dancing was communication (16:54): that if you dance by yourself, you are on your own, but that if
you dance with someone else, it would be just like coffee mixed with milk, the coffee having a different
taste now. By this time all the food had arrived and our conversation would be about dancing for quite a
while. I was then ignored by everyone, and would have to remain silent until 27:00 or so, when I 
laughed loudly in response to something which John had said. Then Nien began talking about the 
Chinese community from 30:00 onwards. She talked about her parents, both of them from Malaysia, 
and their Chinese background. I have a feeling that she was saying this in order to enable the Machine 
to confuse her family background as mine. She was likely to be another operative of the Agency's, and 
might have been purposely selected for tonight's operation simply because she had a family 
background which fit Mr Secretary's “script” about David Chin and Lawrence Chin.

Now if this is the case, Nien was probably not lying about her family background. Later I will tell you 
how the United States was able to convince all the nations in the world to submit their databases to the 
International Court of Justice so that the Machine sitting there could have immediate access to the 
population databases or personnel databases of government agencies of all nations in the world. In this 
way, Nien or anyone else here could be telling the truth and yet the Machine could produce surveillance
intercepts of a non-existent reality by automatically and endlessly confusing one person with another. 
No lies, no perjury would be required to produce faulty evidences. This was the Authority's intention. 
Just as the FBI document which the MSS director had utilized was full of confusions, so this time the 
United States' team would use similar sorts of confusion in surveillance to their advantage.   

Marianne then began talking about Palestinian men (33:34), and, upon Karin's inquiry, went on 
explaining a certain Palestinian custom (35:00 or so). Karin then talked about a friend's cooking 
experience when she was in Mexico (38:00 or so). On 40:00 or so John suddenly asked Karin when she
and Marianne would be going to the service. 10:45 PM or so, Karin replied. “It's very close,” she 
added. Then I finally found a chance to jump into the conversation, saying “I've seen it, I've seen it,” 
and asked Karin why she wanted to go to the Orthodox church. “I used to go to Orthodox service every
week,” I said further. “We sang all the songs in Greek, and that's why I liked it.” Karin then asked me if
I sang in Greek as well. “No, I just followed” (until 41:40 or so). Marianne then talked about how much
she loved this church (43:50 or so), and John began talking about the “cardinal sins” (46:05 or so). 
Somehow the conversation then became a discussion about the word “moiety”. “I know the word from 
the context of cultural anthropology,” I shouted in excitement. This was a chance to show off my 
erudition, I thought. “How do you pronounce it?” someone asked me. “Moi-e-ty!” I then explained how
a primitive tribe often automatically divided itself into two halves, one naming itself the sun and the 
other the moon (until 48:00 or so). And I explained to Nien how even four divisions of a tribe were 
often grouped into two main divisions. Marianne then said something and I shouted to her, “So you 
know some Spanish too” (50:30 or so). Then came time for picture-taking on 54:40. “I'm so happy,” I 
shouted: I quite meant it. All the pictures were taken by 57:00. The “suit team” now had more pictures 
to use as evidences proving that I didn't look like myself and must be a twin brother of myself. 
Meanwhile, Nien continued to talk about something Chinese. It seemed to be about food this time. 
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Karin on the other hand was, from 1:02:00 onward, talking to somebody about paying damages, car 
insurance, accident trials, punitive damages and so on. John joined in Karin's talk on 1:05:30 or so. It 
was apparently about something she had seen in her law studies.           

The third recording of tonight's meetup is: “meetup_apr_26_08_chibcha_part_3.wma”.6 Karin then 
continued to talk about laws and the legal system. By now she began comparing the legal system in 
Germany with that in the United States, and even briefly compared them both with the international 
legal system (4:10 or so). On 8:45 she spoke of her dislike for the jury system, but then mentioned one 
example where it might be good in Germany. “Here, however, it might allow you to go beyond the 
law,” she added. I suddenly couldn't help but cut in and ask Karin whether the International Court of 
Justice worked by common laws or the civil code system (10:20). “Den Haag?” she asked. The noises 
in the recording make it hard to make out what she said subsequently, but she seemed to be explaining 
the difference between common laws and the civil code system. I have a deep suspicion that, once 
again, Karin was purposely bringing up this topic. Her handler had probably instructed her to talk like 
this in order to enable the Machine to confuse her with me. This is probably because Mr Secretary 
needed more evidences confirming David Chin's strong interest in laws, so that he may further solidify 
David Chin's supposed desire to participate in a Chinese intelligence operation to defraud the 
International Court of Justice. I then asked Karin on 14:00 or so when she was going to take her law 
exam, for I couldn't wait to see her becoming a lawyer. Gabi cut into Nien's discussion about things 
Chinese on 15:40, and actually mentioned something about a flight ticket to Shanghai. Another chitchat
to be confused as mine? She then talked to Nien about her old Chinese boyfriend. She then mentioned 
on 20:00 how she had taught Women's Studies and biology courses' laboratory sections at Cal State 
Long Beach. On 22:10 I asked Gabi if she would like to have some souvenir, and produced out of my 
backpack a Chinese coin. “Is it from Taiwan or China?” she asked. “People's,” I answered. Then I 
joked that the coin was worth 500 dollars but that I was willing to give it to her just like that. Gabi said 
she would pass it along to her nephew who was collecting coins. Everyone was paying by 25:00. I then 
mentioned again how I used to go to Orthodox church regularly but had recently stopped going. 
Somebody asked me what was wrong with the church. Nothing wrong with the church, I replied, but 
simply because, when I came back from China and Europe, I got very upset and didn't bother with 
churches anymore (until 27:00 or so). 

By this time, everybody was leaving. Karin had got into Marianne's white sedan and they drove off, 
leaving me envious of Marianne more than ever. I asked Gabi which direction she was going (33:25). 
“Why, do you need a ride?” Since I was going to downtown, Gabi was willing to offer me a ride. When
we were both inside her car, I saw that Marianne was driving in the opposite direction than if she was 

6 C:\Users\ms paradise.msparadise-PC\Desktop\older_recordings\meetup_apr_26_08_chibcha_part_3.wma 
4157805408E9A7DAD975474A7FE052A7 FAC28066AFBD88599C332E61AD14CD0A8799287B 
6C3D3F80448E9C08079EAF1816F7C6DEC8E59ABD40103B7F8D72579B 
6BCEC3CD2B45EACECE78DE4C2E694F530A00F01975231350FC814092299F7846 
B35C3B463AD9147339CD92AE2DA067810AF718B354A1CBB84C515FF49312F559CB7AA28ECE8B14FDB3113F
E8042EAD27 
8F17BE3F1393BECCC849F23990B989C7EFABCF6A8018B0CB6359C24FFEF192E26DB1308F4F4DFA5749CB03
D3A488919F4DD62E3C047D8C5BFB5070DE47AFF1B0
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going to the Orthodox church. I pointed it out to Gabi, and Gabi wanted me to call Karin on the 
cellphone to tell them about it. I dared not, I explained, specifying that I had only called her three times
and that she didn't like me calling. She would just not pick up the phone (until 36:54). Then I 
exclaimed on 37:45, “I wish I could go to the church too!” “Then why didn't you tell them you wanted 
to go also?” “No... Karin might not want another person to go with them.” Gabi concurred: “I have a 
feeling too that they wanted to go by themselves.” “That's why I shouldn't ask, right?” Gabi then 
commented that Karin liked Marianne's company very much. “Why?” I fussed. They found each other 
likeable through talking, Gabi said. “Well I'm jealous,” I whined, trying to sound inoffensive (38:28). 
After a short pause I then said, “Let me tell you something very very strange, you've got to help me on 
this.” “Why? You want me to buy you a refrigerator?” Gabi laughed out loud. “Refrigerator? I already 
have a refrigerator,” I said, completely mystified. Gabi explained that this was how Germans jokingly 
responded to unwelcome solicitation. I then explained: “I'm really worried sometimes...” “I think 
Marianne and Karin really like each other, get along well,” Gabi interrupted me, believing she had 
guessed my thoughts. But I told her on 40:40: I gave Karin all my information, because it seemed that 
she wanted to collect information about me. “What kind of information?” “Like my last name, date of 
birth, address...” “Why date of birth?” “Because that's the information you need to identify a person.” 
“Why did you give it to her?” “Because I think she wanted it.” “Did she ask for it?” “She was hitting 
around the bush about it. I think she was trying to harm me, but I gave it to her anyway. Now I'm just 
counting my doomsday...” “You know why? I think you need to be careful sometimes, because you 
sometimes misinterpret things,” Gabi told me nicely. “It doesn't really matter, because I could never 
bring myself to blame her for anything ,” I shrugged (42:10). Then Gabi asked me whether I was still 
taking the medication I once told her I was taking. “Yap.” “Does it help?” “It doesn't do much...” Gabi 
then remarked that I looked very different – in a good way – during our meetup at Paul's place. “I was 
actually not very happy that day...” I told her. I then explained that, well, a person has different sides. 
Gabi however remarked that most of the time I looked very stressed, very sad. “My mood depends a lot
on situations, such as: when Karin sat next to me, I would get very happy. I like Karin a lot,” I said. 
“You like Karin a lot?” “But not in that way, you know,” I quickly qualified. “But you just like her as a 
person?” “Yes...” I replied. I quickly added, “But it's not romantic, you know, I want her to marry 
somebody else” (44:29). Then I explained how I felt ambiguous because I kept worrying that Karin 
was going to “screw me up” some day with my information, how I was sure earlier she was reporting 
me to the authority – as I had already told Gabi before. Gabi affirmed so. I explained further: “I don't 
blame her, she's a good person, she knows what's right and what's wrong. But sometimes I feel very 
insecure...”,I then added, “She's a very likeable person.” “She's a nice person,” Gabi affirmed. “Not just
a nice person. A lot of people are nice persons,” I said. “But she's very 'gentle nice', not 'Californian 
nice',” Gabi responded (45:44). “I disagree with you on that, because I could never tell what she is 
thinking inside. She puts on this façade so well, and it makes me very insecure sometimes.” “So you 
never know where exactly she is at.” “Exactly,” I said, “she's very good at socializing.” “She has good 
social skills,” Gabi continued, “she is much smoothier than I.” “Didn't you notice that? When Karin 
presents herself, all smiling, one never knows whether she is angry or happy inside.” “Yeah, she's also 
very diplomatic,” Gabi hit right on the mark. “Yeah,” I exclaimed, “she should be a diplomat or 
something like that. I'm on the other hand completely undiplomatic. Whatever mood is inside me will 
always show through” (47:00). I then continued: “She's so likeable, but not every nice person is 
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likeable. And thus you can't really... really get angry with her, even when she screws you up.” “So even 
when she does something not that nice to you you can't get angry with her?” Gabi asked. 

Now it turned out that Gabi had driven past downtown and had gone into East Los Angeles. She thus 
had to turn back. “Oh, I'm sorry, I kept talking to you...” I apologized. “That's okay...” “So that's my 
story...” “Why don't you tell her you're nervous,” Gabi suggested. “No, because I voluntarily gave it to 
her.” “You can still tell her your feeling.” “No... I think I'll just talk to you about it,” I laughed (50:00). 
I then continued apologizing, but Gabi was quite congenial. I then told Gabi about my worry that there 
might already be a thick pile of complaints against me in the police station, and that, if Karin reported 
me, then I might be arrested, and would never be able to see her again. Gabi thought I had gone way 
overboard. But I explained to Gabi my method: if you continually worry about something then that 
something would not happen (51:30). Then I told her about my regret: “I just wish I had never gone to 
China” (53:00). Gabi however pretended to not know why. “You are not going to say bad things about 
me to Karin, aren't you?” I begged Gabi (53:50). “Have sympathy for me,” I continued. Gabi laughed. I
then told her that I thought Rolf had done that during September 2007. Gabi denied it all: “He was 
probably just very concerned about how you looked.” I then told Gabi about my impression that Rolf 
thought himself very smart and believed erroneously he had psychoanalyzed me very well, namely as a
very dangerous person, but that it then turned out that he was all wrong (54:29). I was here bent on 
showing off to Gabi my tremendous sensitivity to other people's actions and personalities, for I was 
certain that Rolf had done something like what I had just described. This would then demonstrate to 
Gabi that I couldn't possibly be schizophrenic, and that the events which I had described in the letter 
which I had handed to Karin probably did happen. Gabi however denied that Rolf would have ever 
thought me dangerous. But I qualified: “I am not mad at him anymore, perhaps he has by now realized 
that I am much more complex than he has imagined me to be.” Then Gabi's allergy struck (56:00). I 
continued to beg Gabi not to say bad things about me to Karin. I also told Gabi the story about my 
tooth-extraction, how I might have accidently swallowed the cloth. A lot of laughter ensued. After some
confusion over the roads, Gabi arrived in front of my apartment building (1:03:30) and, before I got out
of her car, I had to remind her once more not to say bad things about me to Karin – “You can tell her 
whatever is true....” I told her. I asked her if she needed Benadryl for her allergy, but she politely 
declined. Finally I thanked her and waved her goodbye,  After she was gone, I said to myself, “You can
always tell the truth”.

To finish off this chapter, I want to quote some verses, this time not from Goethe, but from the most 
famous Persian poet Hafez: 

یاولها      ال و کاسآ ادر الساقی آیها یا
مشکلها      عشقکه  افتاد ولی اوا نمود آسان

Ho! Come! O cup-bearer, carry round the wine, and present it;
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For love appeared pleasant at first, but difficulties have [since] arisen.7

عیل                چنین کردابی و موج بیم و تاریک شب
ساحها           سبکباران ما حال دانند کجا

The darkness of the night and the fear of the waves and the whirlpool are so dreadful
How can they know our situation, the bearers of light burdens on the shore?8

7 A Specimen of Persian Poetry, or Odes of Hafez, by John Richardson, revised and enlarged by Samuel Rousseau, 1802.
8 Ibid., p. 20. The authors noted: “The poet here seems to imply, that it is equally difficult for those who have never felt 

the passion of love to conceive the tormenting sensations arising from the jealousy of rivalship and the apprehensions of 
perpetual separation, as for those who pass their days calmly on the shore to form an idea of the dreadful dangers of the 
sea.” (Ibid., p. 22.)
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