Boost The Sylphs!

by Fred L. Gunn

11/18/2004

This morning I was awoken to the sound of my wife yelling at the sky. “You jerks, stop spraying us!” Upon arising, I groggily made my way to the living room window and fully expected to see chemtrails, but I wasn’t expecting a full dozen! They were everywhere. The Sylphs looked very busy and I felt some beckoning to assist them. There have been very few attempts to poison us in the past 6 months so this was quite unexpected.
I checked the battery in my Zapper unit, it was dead. I put in a fresh battery, connected up my Succor Punch and headed out the door. Before I could get off the second story landing I could see a spewplane directly in front of me at the 11:00 position. I placed the SP over my heart chakra and opened fire, BAM! The first salvo was on target because after a few seconds, the spew stopped sticking so I continued to blast the pilot (if there is one, and not remote controlled) and intended to interfere with the spew mechanism to boot. The spew was still not sticking and I continued to track the plane all the way to the horizon.

Then my targeting sense picked up another one due west. I walked down the final steps onto the ground floor and looked right, and lo and behold, a second spewplane.  BAM and BAM! Double whammy! The spew stopped sticking again.

No hold on, I thought. The first time could have been coincidence. Maybe someone has some orgonite in the area where the spew stopped sticking, or the Sylphs took care of it. But a second time? Hmmm, I need more targets to practice on.

Well, they didn’t disappoint me. Two more coming in fast from the north! I placed the SP in my left hand (receiving) and asked for the Sylphs to send me knowledge and energy to help me to help them and then switched to my right hand (sending) and sent thanks and unconditional love back to the Sylphs. I then took aim at the two spewplanes. Within seconds, the spew stopped sticking. This was getting way too fun. And they’re so open, way up there in the wild blue yonder. It was like shooting ducks in a rain barrel. You’ve gotta try this. Too fun, and too easy. And the Sylphs are ready and willing to assist, and sometimes really need our help.
I kept at it, one after another, and sent my intentions out: “You know, I could do this all day. Keep ‘em comin’! The more you send, the more I’ll blast. Just make sure your pilots have on their adult diapers.” Not long after that, they just stopped coming. I waited and waited and waited. Nothing. No more spewplanes. Ahhhh, come on! I was just starting to get into it. So after 45 minutes of blasting these pissants, they gave up.

A few huge military style planes came flying in low towards our area and I just blasted them for what it’s worth. Each time I did that they banked away from our area and left.

I'm going to boost out of every single spew pilot I see from now on. And you don't always need your SP, you can do this with your own powerful minds. They're poisoning our atmosphere, which makes them predators, even if they do love their mothers.
It’s now two hours later, and they have not come back. The Sylphs ate up the remaining spew remnant and the skies are clearing up back to the beautiful San Diego normal blue orgone-filled skies. I LOVE it!

So if you are getting spewed, you know what to do.
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