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Alessandria Adkison(09/03/1995)

I am 20 years old and currently live in Seattle and love writing about family and
other things. you can follow me at Facebook, twitter, and email by following
tuned for more writings from my taken story.

Twitter page

@poemqueenalessl

Email

andria@

Facebook

Poem queen
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A Chosen Child

your a chosen child

your ours but not by birth

but just the same we feel

your the greatest child on earth

your a chosen child

sent down from good above
chosen to fill our home

with laughter and love

your a chosen child

you've given us so much pleasure
chosen above the rest

a precious, priceless pearl

Alessandria Adkison
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A Thank You Note

I would like to thank all my readers for there wonderful comments that they have
left me. I really feel inspired to write more.

Alessandria Adkison
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Canada Oh Canada

Have you ever wondered why Canada is in debt?

Have you ever wondered why the government forces Canadians to pay so many
taxes?

Have you ever wondered why the bankers from the largest private banks are
becoming wealthier, and the rest of Canada is not?

Have you ever wondered why the gross national debt is over $800 billion dollars?
Or why Canada are spending $160 million dollars a day on the interest of the
national debt?

That is $60 billion dollars a year! Have you ever wondered who receives the $60
billion dollars?

What I have discovered is the banks and the government have colluded to
financially enslave the people of Canada.

I will share with you three important points of reference which will hopefully
spark enough interest and concern for you to continue the research on your own
and to engage your government to stop this criminal act against the people of
Canada.

First, we will briefly examine the Bank of Canada.
Second, we will see how the banking system works today.

And lastly, I will offer a viable solution that we can petition our government to
implement.

A very little known figure in Canadian history is Gerald Grattan McGeer. He was a
lawyer, a Member of Parliament and Mayor of Vancouver. His contribution to
Canada is probably one of the greatest in our history. He championed the
creation of the National Bank of Canada whose sole purpose is to create and
manage Canada's money. It was formed on July 3rd,1934 and owned by all
Canadians.

Until the 1970's, because of the Bank of Canada, Canada's national debt was
held at a constant manageable level until the government decided to implement
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what we now have as our modern banking system that is robbing the Canadian
people. So how are they robbing us?

Allow me to explain how our private banks and government work today: first the
Canadian government borrows money from the Private Banks. They then lend
the debt based money to Canada, with compounded interest. The government
then continues to increase taxation of Canadians, year after year, in order to pay
back the interest on the exponentially growing national debt. What results is
inflation, less real money for Canadians to spend into our economy, and the real
money being used to pad the pockets of the banks.

Also, the government gave the banks the ability to loan out money that doesn't
exist in the form of loans. When a bank actually gives you a mortgage, which
literally means a death pledge' or a loan, the banks do not actually give you
money. They click a key on a computer and generate the fake money out of thin
air. They don't actually have it in their bank vaults. Presently, the banks only
have 4 billion dollars on reserve BUT they have loaned out over 1.5 Trillion
dollars.

To quote Graham Towers, Each and every time a bank makes a loan, a nhew bank
credit is created-new deposits-brand new money. Broadly speaking, all new
money comes out of a bank in the form of loans. As loans are debt, then under
the present system all money is debt.[]

What I find interesting is even Jesus in Matthew 21 drove out the money
changers in the temple because they were manipulating the currency to steal
money from the people.

The private banks are just like the money changers in Matthew 21, They are
defrauding and robbing the people of Canada of their money; thus, their freedom
and they need to be stopped.

How should the banking system work?

In an infamous interview Mr. McGeer asked Mr. Towers, Can you tell me why a
government with power to create money should give that power away to a
private monopoly, and then borrow that which parliament can create itself, back
at interest, to the point of national bankruptcy? O

Mr. Towers replied: If parliament wants to change the form of operating the

banking system, then certainly that is within the powers of Parliament.[Source:
LYBI
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In other words, if the Canadian government needs money, they can borrow it
directly from the Bank of Canada. The people would then pay fair taxes to repay
the Bank of Canada; this tax money would in turn get injected back into our
economic infrastructure and the debt would be wiped out. Canadians would again
prosper with real money as the foundation of our economic structure and not
debt money.

Regarding, the debt money that is owed the private banks such as the Royal
Bank, we would simply have the Bank of Canada print the money owing, hand it
over to the private banks, and then clear the debt with the Bank of Canada. And
yes, we have the power and lawful right to do so.

In conclusion, it has become painfully obvious, even for me, a 20 year old
American, that Canada is being defrauded and robbed by the banking system
and a complicit government.

What will we do to stop this crime? What will we do to ensure that the next
generation will live free and clear of the debt based economy that enslaves them

on to the bankers?

Alessandria Adkison
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Taken - Planning The Trip

its a perfect day in Washington. the weather is nice outside. today is the day I
plan my big trip to paris a place I have dreamed about going for many years. I'm
in the class room its the last day of school only 15 minutes till summer feels like
a long time but paris was just around the corner. now my parents got me a world
phone so I could call home if there was problems. now I feel like they are over
protective. ding goes the school bell. everyone yells and runs through the
hallway to go home. I got home and checked the mail and found my tickets in
the mail. I was suppose to leave tomorrow but the tickets where made out for
tonight and I haven't packed. I started packing really quickly hoping I got
everything I needed.

Alessandria Adkison
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Taken - The First Day

I got off the plane and was headed out of the airport when I was stopped by a
taxi driver who asked if I needed a taxi I said yes politely. He said &quot; my
name is roger what's yours.&quot; I politely said my name is Alessandria. He
said that's a pretty name I said thank you. I told roger the address and he took
me to where I needed to go. Before I left he said he's having a party and he
wanted to invite me over. Now I don't know this guy so I thought it was weird
that he asked this so I said no.

Alessandria Adkison
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Taken (20 Hours To Live)

now i have 20 hours to live. now im really worried i found a phone and called
home. my mom answered. i told her im alive for now and need put my dad on
the phone and he told me exactly what to do he said i needed to make a
distraction so i can get out the front door and run to get help.

Alessandria Adkison
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Taken (22 Hours To Live)

now i only have 22 hours to live so i decided to do something that im sure i will
regret later. wait a minute the tv is on and there is apicture of me saying i am

missing. now i need to get away becuase now the kidnappers know i am being
looked for.

Alessandria Adkison
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Taken- Drugged (72 Hours To Live)

After the call they took me to a room and drugged me so I didn't know what to
do. All T knew is I had to get out of this situation but what was I going to do if
I'm chained to a bed and only have 72 hours to live. I saw a window that was not
bared or anything so I could go out that way but wait im chained up dang it I
yell. I knew I had to get out of this situation and fast but how.

Alessandria Adkison
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Taken- The Call

When I got to wherever I was the kidnappers decided to take me they made a
call to my parents. Now let me tell you it was scary. They got ahold of my dad at
home and said &quot;we have your daughter Alessandria and the ransom is 2
million euros&quot;. My first thought was how are my parents going to get this
money. The phone was on speaker so I could hear the conversation. I heard my
dad say &quot;if you let her go that will be the end of it but if you decide not to I
will pursue you and I will find you and I will kill you&quot;. The kidnapper on the
phone said to my dad &quot;good luck&quot; in a deep voice

Alessandria Adkison
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Taken- The Kidnapping

I was at the hotel by myself and everything was fine or so I thought. I decided to
take a shower to freshen up from the flight to Paris. Then the worse happened.
Bang does the door and there where four men who grabbed me and kidnapped
me. They left a note on the bed that said I was kidnapped do not call authorities.

Alessandria Adkison
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Taken(24 Hours To Live)

now im in the hospital but i need to escape. i only have 24 hours to live. now im
getting scared that i may die but i wont let that happen. i quickly got dressed
and headed for the door of the hospital. i found that there was guards in the
doorway so this is a bust now i only have 24 hours to get away. my next plan
was to get in a ambulance that was driving away. i headed for the ambulance
bay and found a ambulance there but the doors where locked. now i have 22
hours left to live.

Alessandria Adkison
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Taken-The Three Plans

So I observed the kidnappers and other people and noticed everyone had a gun
and keys to secure us and the rooms. I thought for a long time. I thought if I
strangel a guard with the chain then unlock myself grab his gun then go out the
window then im free. Only one problem there is a camera in the room so this
plans a bust or was it. Now im a smart girl so ill find out a way out. I hope.

The second plan

So I thought about the first plan and thought about how I can improve it. I
thought if there was some way for me to take the camera out or get out of the
room. The door opens and there's another girl being put in the room with me.
Now I feel like I have to save her to. How many more people are in this place I
wonder.

The final plan

I thought about the first two plans. Now I need a plan fast as its almost been 24
hours. This plan consist of me faking a injury and escaping from the hospital.
This plan may work but the only thing is I need to find a way to hurt myself bad
enough to go to the hospital. This wont be easy to do but my life on the line and

I need to get out like right now even if it means I injury myself.

Alessandria Adkison
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The Gift Of Life

I didn't give

you the gift of life
but in my heart

I know

the love I feel is
deep and real

as if it had been so

for us to have
each other
is like a dream
come true

no I didn't give you
the gift of life

life gave me
the gift of you

Alessandria Adkison
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Voices

voices are present in my head and even though I hear them I can ignore them.
at times they become scary but I've learned to cope with it. I hate when people
judge each other I wish it would stop.

Alessandria Adkison
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