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Open Brief / Open Letter

to

– Meeting of Gods & Goddesses     -

Life at Nightshift

26 april 2009

Higher powers in Atmosphere, bigger than Myself...

I work double shifts: day & night.

'I want to sleep until I die, far away from home'. 
Home  has become invisable. Paul mcC. only Loves his bankaccount & holiday-lifestyle.
Doesn't Love mankind, doesn't Love a woman. 

I feel so exhausted. 
Normally, I keep this talk for Myself and the Atmosphere.
But, I have to find a way to accept that DrSirPmcC  only wants to be a rude & crude bastard towards Me.
He doesn't want to be good for Me, my Kids...
You know, I said 'Goodbye' to Beatrice 
= explained the hel her father is building for her.  
= I also promissed her to explain everything she needs to know  'when her father is comfortable death'
I'll find a new path to her... or my daughter will... 

Why do I write today... and on which page am I going to publish it...?
Well, I landed innnn... Buckingham Palace... for some conservative English daytimes.
Its still too late, isn't it? I mean, ICC has already caused too much damage. 
We'll see which parts can still be restored. William & Harry are both young and NOT lazy.

I shall explain to them, what you gave Me last night for Evolution in Psychiatry.
● Psychiatry is an upgrade in DNA-structures achieved by 'New Behavior  in Unbearable Times'.
● Psychology is just 'put Old-fashion good behavior of person 1 in the day of person 2, so they will 

have both a good time'.   

Are there enough Gods & Goddesses for 6.5 billion individuals on Earth?
They way you relate to Me, makes Me believe 'that I have to consult Myself first....and when you  have 
some time left,    you zoom by to instruct Me...'.  I have to do an awful lot Myself! 
Why Me, out of 6.5 billion? 
In 2050 the population on Earth will be 9 billion fooks; how many will be 'the Lucky onces for you 
Nightshifts'?   Good heavens!

Earth is chaotic, Galaxy isn't...  Oké. 
When I ring the alarmbell -phase red – you zoom by and give Me a platform to work from.

Last night you have given Me, something you rarely do: A map with a helicopter-route to the exit. 
End of the Line   does not exist in this particular situation.
You have give me a map to escape from  the hatred of Paul mcCartney.  
Impressive, because you started with Glasshours for a good relationship between Paul & Me.
And you know how much I Love to work with Glasshours. 
Maps are usually for Google Earth, not for my Traineeship to become a Goddess of Wishes in the Galaxy.
Sóóóóó.... you want Me to have the opportunity 'to put my mind at ease'?
In everday life on Earth, a large part of my task is   'to put the minds of others at ease'.... 
The fact that you have to Google my mind and add a map too it, is DNA-mutation.
Feels like auto-mutilation....

I may not become a tyrant,   now I have to evalute DrSir PmcC – to stop him - so often...
Don't want it, but Paul has the power & money ... And you can't make me stronger than he is in the 
media! 
I won't become a tyrant...,  Love my kids!
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That Galaxy-map
I walking in the middle of a polluted small desert: sand, rocks, cactusses, stone-shed and path with 
media-vehicles on it. Disturbances in the Atmosphere. 
I searching for the End of Line.
I'm still taken by the pollution; a greyish glace dominating the countryside.
Its the English countryside I 'd like to live innnn.....
You map showed me a path to an exit. Near to one of the media-vehicles. 
Whether I like ot or not, now Paul wants to be a barbarian I have to work through the media.
Of course I don't want this 'whole Paul-thing', but he doesn't want to set me free. 
He only wants to keep me hostage in the dessert – to make Me part of his USA-like-Soap – to undo Me 
from my identity so he can make money out of Me.....

I can't pass that vehicle. Have to do some media-work Myself.
Write that final offer to DrSirPmcC with which he can prove 'that he's sorry for his behavior towards me, 
my kids & NLF-readers - linked to Him & Me – after all'. 
Don't want to write it!
Sometimes 'when I don't want to do a shitt-job, I announce it in a way I have to finish it'. 
Already informed Downingstreet 10 on the letters to come, so they can help Me stop war-crimes in ICC & 
DrSir PmcC. 

What do I expect?
That the Meeting of Gods & Goddesses has to download & install a new map inside my DNA... 

I can't be a good-hearted woman, as I need to be for the ban on crimes against humanity.
Individuals who have the possiblities & means to support Me, rather stay indifferent, stubborn 
...and ugly.... 

Have a straightforward day, 
desiree stokkel 
donkerelaan 39 
2061 jk bloemendaal nederland      
+31 23 5279457
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