June Newsletter
This is only the second time in the last 14 years I have no idea what to write about,
because it would appear the whole month was a continuation of the last one.
My niece Claudia was visiting from Frankonia. I broke ribs on the second day of her
visit and was reminded what prolonged pain can feel like, since I had to drive and
accommodate events while she was here, pain-pills were not an option until each day
ended.
On one of our out and about trips to town we decided to treat ourselves at Wagners, the
German Bakery in town. We were really upset when they refused to sell us....in their sit
down Cafe... a piece of cake along with the coffee we ordered. There were many cakes,
Cheese, Blackforest, Chocolate, Buttercream and Fruittortes. They insisted we eat
cupcakes, even after we reminded them that we ALWAYS buy their WHOLE expensive
cakes for ANY family event ( there are 23 per year). Needless to say we left in disgust
and were upset when a relative just a few days later arrived with one of their
scrumptious cheesecakes at one of our Birthday Parties. She had not received the
memo. Of cause we ate the costly piece of art and decided it to be the LAST. Two days
later we purchased a cake from Safeway, it was good but we were sad that we had to
give up....by principle... our treats from the bakery we had enjoyed for better than 30
years, if I remember the time-line correctly. Here is a picture from their FB site.

About 40 Earthquakes PER DAY are rocking the PNW under 3 of our volcanoes. Mt.
St Helen. Mt Rainier and Mt Hood.

A big jolt collapsed my wood even though I am many miles away from the earthquake
activity. Are we scared yet?
Some homeless people were shipped out of Portland, Oregon under Project Homeward
Bound. They were given one-way tickets back to their place of origins...to handle the
homeless problem.
The Buffalo became the Symbol of USA.
Ancient Aliens, Season 10 has outdone itself with educating people with things which
were thought of as far out and only for people of certain and futuristic persuasions.
Hanford, our nuclear dumping ground in Washington State is in the news again. Many
more have become ill, people working there as well as “Down-winders” people living
in the area where the wind carries remnants of the terrible contamination. My friend Dr
Gilbert Jordan, along with his friend Dr Fox had offered to clean up the site in a fashion
that would have actually worked. They were denied permission and funds to do so.
When they approached Canada about the subject they were told if they continued they
would be tried with treason. Needless to say aside from occasionally talking about the
subject nothing happened and it would appear nothing will.
http://www.counterpunch.org/2016/04/29/hanford-not-fukushima-is-the-bigradiological-threat-to-the-west-coast/
I lost my friend Bill Ramsey and with his death a very important source of information
about what is going on in space. We owe him a great thank you for all the work he used

to share so freely. He was a conduit for many, John Hodginson, Adam Curry, many of
the friends interested and pursuing Tesla in some ways. He recorded sounds in space so
we knew what was ahead with storms and high strangeness in general. He was such an
humble man and always wanted to stay in the background and I will so miss my friend!
Bill would have loved to comment on a strange encounter I had while having Lunch at a
local casino. Claudia, along with a friend and myself decided to go for lunch. I was
looking for UHU Glue and finally located some in the gift shop across from the very
long food line. I sat on a bench in the walkway while waiting to get my food ticket and
smoked a cigarette, thinking about having finally found the glue. Claudia was unable to
bring it on the plane from Europe, so here it was all along.....
A young man, he had Down Syndrome, ran by me from left to right and smiled at me. I
smiled back. A few seconds later a young man, he had Down Syndrome ran by me from
left to right and smiled at me. I smiled back. I have great affection for people with
Down Syndrome because of the unconditional love they have for their fellow man and
thought about the fact I have never encountered a set of twins. After we were seated
right in front of the young man and his father I realized it was the same young man I had
seen twice within a few seconds and assumed there had been one of Bill Ramsey's
favorite time discrepancies he was so interested in. He in I were obsessed with them at
times. Truth be told.
About 10 PM I was watching TV and noticed my arm was dirty and wondered how it
got that way.... WELL... surprise... it was not dirt. It was fingerprints I must have
picked up during the momentary time discrepancy.

Psychic and Medium Danielle Egnew had such a wonderful, simple way to explain the
makings of our political dilemma. I accidentally ran into her post and in true Lilian
Fashion befriended her. I hope to be able to tape a show with her shortly. Till then she
is posted at the end of this newsletter.
66 people died on an Egyptian Airplane, Flight 804. It was sad news and it took a
tragedy of this nature to remove Donald Trump from TV coverage, so many are actually
tired to have this person living in our TV sets day after day after day.....
Many conversations and many opinions are circling Social Media as well as amongst
Newscasters. I was asked to re-post an article I wrote a few years back. As requested
here it is:
I Hear Hoofs.... Who Goes There?
By Lilian Mustelier
We live in a world of texting and abbreviations, second nature to some and hard to
comprehend for others. DID and MPD are short words for something enormous, in fact most
people are unable to tell you what they stand for. PTSD is an abbreviation which has been
forced into our vocabulary because of the significant amount of people, which have been
afflicted.
DID stands for Dissociative Identity Disorder.
MPD stands for Multiple Personality Disorder.
PTSD stands for Post Traumatic Stress Disorder.
The football player Herschel Walker released a book last month: "Breaking Free" .
By doing so he attempted to, once again, bring this subject to the forefront.
20/20 showed a report about…. A woman which wrote a book: The Woman Who Can't Forget.
By Jill Price and Bart Davis.
In 1997 I wrote a book: And The Moral Of The Story Is… One Person At A Time.
http://www.highstrangeness.tv
Each one of these accounts touches on… in a broad sense… what it is like to be somewhat
different.
Let me invite you into my world for a short time and tell you my story.
In 1987 I was diagnosed with MPD. It was determined I had suffered from said disorder since
I was 9 years old. Extreme DID/MPD is brought on by severe trauma, torture or
experimentation. It serves no purpose at this time for me to explain what this consisted of,
only that during this time my own survival mechanism found it necessary to create a path for
me to survive certain occurrences.
It created many compartmentalized files in my brain, which are accessible by different parts of
me, Lilian. Somehow the brain managed to put in place the unique ability to become a
"DIFFERENT" person all together, when it found it necessary to carry out a task. It was
documented that even physical changes can occur, for example during an eye examination, in
which my sight changed, from short-sighted in the left eye and far sighted in the right eye, to

20/20 vision in both eyes. Suffering from lifelong back problems and mild scoliosis, it was
noted that during episodes I walked totally straight. Other times I have been unable to speak
English. I am multi-lingual and sessions in other languages have been recorded by my
therapist.
Changes in style of dress, food, music and physical activities are also common.
There was a time when I had no recall of anything, unaware of lost time or my whereabouts. It
was not unusual to be unable to recall weeks. I jokingly call myself a "HOLEY" person,
because I am unable to remember many parts of my life. It is not in my memory bank only to
resurface at other times. I am unable to fill out paperwork which dealing with facts, including
but not limited to medical history, work history or whereabouts. Many times I have no or very
vague recollection of my children. I do not baby-sit my grandchildren due to fear I don’t know
who they are and leave them in a stressful situation. I recall an instance taking a
granddaughter skating. Not having skated in 20 years I was concerned about falling and
hurting myself. Somehow I became 8 years old, the time period when I was an excellent
figure skater. When it was time to go home I asked the girl with me to please call her mother, I
did not know where we lived. I have made arrangements with my doctors to ask how old I am
before leaving their office. Anything less than 16 is reason for concern because at that age I
do not know how to drive.
For almost 30 years I have had great therapists which taught me, very patently, how to
maneuver. There are no medications one can take, it takes hard work on a daily basis to
navigate the maze, which is my life.
In recent times I had a therapist which, in my opinion, was not qualified and set me back in
my learning progress by 10 years. Each time, after leaving his office, I would find myself in
unfamiliar places. After several hours I did regain control long enough to have friends help me
to find my way home. There were also times I would, the next day, find foreign food in the
refrigerator. No recollection where I bought them, or how much money I spend. The Lady at
my bank would pay a check …This is 2007-2008... dated 1974. She notified me of the
overdraft (without charge ) and a friend would have to come to my aid and cover the checks.
Please keep in mind while I, LILIAN, have no recollection of many things these OTHER
people occupying my body are fully operational and function normally according to their
standards. Lilian’s brain just shifts to a different compartment and operates according to the
memory file in that part of the brain.
For those of you, which remember an EP/LP record along with the times your record skipped,
after slightly tapping the record you might loose a fraction of the song you listened to, but the
song would recover. Now picture a CD or DVD. As soon there is any discrepancy, dirt a
scratch or malfunction with the disk you will not be able to continue what you listened to. At
best you can try a different player, which is usually of no avail. The only choice you have is to
reboot and hope the disk will recover. It rarely does. With MPD a person feels a scratch
coming on, some times with masterful skills continue play is possible with a few bumps and
skips. More often than not the only course of action is to stop, separate from the situation and
reboot.
Each one of these disorders require a trigger. A trigger is something which tells the brain to
access memories from a certain time period. PTSD, in my opinion, creates vivid memories
which play out like a video, transporting the person in the time period said memory was
experienced and forces the experiencer to re-live said instance and act accordingly.
DID and MPD act different in as much as it forces the experiencer to shut down and leave,

therefore totally switching the brain to a facilitating alter. With intense practice after 30 years I
sometimes recognize when I am "Scrambled" If I catch it in time I am able to maintain enough
of my composure to stop a switch. Other times my skills let me down and I have to do the
best I can AFTER the fact. Example: A friend owns a small aircraft. She offered to take me on
a flight in order for me to film aerial shots for my TV Show. I was excited. However, she called
while I was writing this article, an almost impossible task. She called to tell me to come on we
were going to fly. I said NO. It was only the next day I was able to tell her that one of my
OTHER PEOPLE, loved skydiving and I easily could have jumped out of the plane, without a
parachute
As far as we can tell the "Persons" which occupy my body are as follows:
1. Male, in charge of logical decisions.
2. Small child, afraid.
3.Young woman, terrified of riding as a passenger in cars.
4. Woman, creative and excellent painter.
5. Male, prone to failure.
6. Woman, brilliant in business and PR.
7. Woman, mother and defender.
8. Woman, social butterfly as well as dancer very popular with opposite sex.
9. Woman, writer/researcher very focused producer/director/host.
And there is the ME, LILIAN. Nondenominational, wise, extremely psychic, happy and the
facilitator of everything which is ME. I am unemployable since I am unable to function at all.
When under stress I am not able to control which part of my brain is going to be accessed,
who takes charge of what needs to be addressed next. There was I time I would argue about
events, things said and attempt to explain why I would never have done or said what I was
accused of and search my memory for days to remember what people around me made
reference to. I would have to actually recover physically, much as one has to after surgery.
With time I learned that, at running the risk of being called a liar, I now just answer with, this is
not in my memory banks at this time, ask me again later, I might remember.
So, what do we need from the people around us?????
Most of us attempt to notify the people which we have close relationships with. Family, select
friends, and people we work with, on a need to know basis. Health care providers should be
notified, except there is no training other than how to deal with distraught people. In present
times that can be a life threatening event for people like myself. Emergency personnel, ER
personnel and Police are not trained to allow a person like myself to gain control, at which
time everything becomes intensified. For example: I lived under occupation when I was small.
A day after Sep.11 I saw soldiers driving by. A police car followed and for a moment I
panicked. I realized I would not have been able to tell anyone my name. I was on my way to
therapy and it was decided for me to wear a medic alert bracelet identifying me by name and
to state I have MPD.
When spoken to I visualize everything a person tells me, sometimes it takes a couple of
seconds longer to answer, than it would the average person. This is often mistaken for not
answering or disinterest. The response of a person I am conversing with can sometimes act
as a trigger. Triggers are different for each person. In my case it can be an odor, an event,
holidays, a sound or the person I am dealing with themselves, their tone of voice when
speaking or questioning me.

Picture yourself watching a TV program. You follow the story line. All of a sudden someone
behind you changes the channel. You have little or no objection since you understand there
are more people present than yourself. You get involved in the new story line only to have the
channel changed again and again and again at which time you are dizzy. Your blood pressure
and adrenaline rises, your choice is to become confrontational or leave. My eye movement
will change when someone switches the channel and I will always decide to walk away to
reboot. Unfortunately even the people we attempted to educate are not able or willing to
afford us this luxury. In rare instances people will deliberately create an instance to switch me
in order to accomplish an agenda which is NOT in my interest. A law was passed in the 90’s
to charge people with a crime if they were aware of a persons diagnosis and created a
situation in which sexual favors are involved. The charge is Rape.
The suggestion of calling 911 for help does not serve a purpose in as much as a person such
as myself is not able to explain to an untrained person what the problem is, it only intensifies
the situation. It will add panic to the equation. If I was able to explain my dilemma, I could
reboot and fix it myself.
What is needed is TOLERANCE, it is almost more important than UNDERSTANDING. Even
people aware of the situation forget or do not want to deal with an episode. They take things
personal and are unable to RECOGNIZE something is not right. AT THAT CRITICAL
MOMENT. Stand down... Do not offer an aspirin and any medical solution. There is no pill, we
need a clear mind and the luxury of composing ourselves. When the episode is over DO NOT
ask questions trying to reconstruct what happened, this will only delay the recovery from that
incident. Often there is NO memory about what happened. DO NOT TAKE ANYTHING
PERSONAL. DO NOT BABY THE PERSON. DO NOT EXAGGERATE THE EVENT. Or
outright lie.
I live by myself. Each room is decorated in a different theme. I can tell my frame of mind by
which room I spend my time in. I create myself a focus point. I do well when traveling because
it is not necessary for me to explain myself since I am only at a place for a very short time. I
do things at my own pace. I ask to be reminded of appointments. I do one thing at the same
time each week, so I know at least once a week I will return "HOME". Unfortunately there are
many people, which are not able to maneuver in this fashion. They live with others, they may
not be as skilled as I have become after 30 years, they may not even know there is something
which prevents them from functioning properly. My hope is that more education will be
available for ALL of us, especially since so many people have at least PTSD.
Close your eyes, you hear hoofs. You assume, no, you know you hear a horse.
Open your eyes.
IT IS A ZEBRA!

In this day of Multi-Choices, Multi-tasking, MultiVerses (multiple Universes) is it
unthinkable for there NOT to be Multiple anything. My Debit Card now has a chip to
prove authenticity. It has to be inserted a certain way to work. I think this newsletter
has be be inserted into the proper slot and.... think about it... it ACTUALLY makes
sense.....
Love and Light
Lilian
edited by Roberta Apple
PS Here is the clip I mentioned with Danielle Egnew. A show with Ernest Richards in
which he discusses some of the work he and the late Bill Ramsey were involved in.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?time_continue=11&v=J0ppS0UlYY0
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=rDIkzz2zzTE

AND a clip a friend sent me to show how much things change.... but NOT.
This video from Oakland.

