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Introduction
	I really do not know where to start.  Is it because there are no photographs or documents in front of me?  It helps me remember the things that I had wished to write.  This Introduction may not be the same like my first piece, Victim Statement, that I had to do via voiced-to-text.  Somehow, my brain has hit a wall right now.  Bang!  I can't remember.  I don't recall.  I don't know.  I'm just typing things as they come to my mind right now with no real concentration concerning even a resemblance of a topic sentence or an introductory explanation.  I do not know what to write.  Darn.  Why?  I used to teach English.  Okay, I cannot panic.  "Organise, Hipkiss." are now my thoughts.  Perhaps, I shall complete an outline draft to guide me and help trigger my memory just for this little Intro.  Yes, that is exactly what I must do.  Isn't that what everybody else does?  Now, I am slow but not stupid.  That way I should be able to focus better for this part of my journey, as it were.  Hold on...
	Alas.  I got it.  Eureka.
	The thesis herein concerns systemic sexist discrimination in Canada against men, Misandry.
	I shall be in your heart, soul, and mind; I shall raise you to your greatest height; I shall protect your every being; I shall bewilder your dreams; and I shall die for you: ideals to which most men adhere when building a network, friend, family, or home.  In fact, Canadian society teaches boys from a very young age to be strong and defensive for family and love when they become men because Canada is inherently discriminative.  For example, 156 Canadian male soldiers died in Afghanistan during the war, yet only 3 female soldiers died.  Who is protecting whose home?  Take away what a man has built and expect to die or kill the man that defends that which he was raised to defend in the first place.  Read history.
And perhaps, all of this is purely innate for a man.  Is he continuously destined to build fortresses to shield his kin, his kind, or his community?  Maybe he is.  Does he commit for not?  Maybe he does.  Or, is man inept, ignorant, and defunct?  He at times engages in misogyny, a useless commission to say the least.  This we all know.  However, he can at times be very willing to reveal his arm.  So, what is it about man?  He comes from many orientations, cultures, positions, and classes.  Yet deep down, he may be willing to tool his stone if need be for the sake of kinship and love of family, even against family.  He is the ass but not the donkey.  No.  He is tame.  He is civil.  He is just.  He is homo sapiens, however.  Understand him as you wish him to be, then you will conquer your misogyny - yin/yang.
	I am human.  You are human.  It is your right to be called human.  It is my right to have fundamental human rights.  The right to humanity is yours and mine.  It is our right to be human.
	The following charges are examples of how not to be human.  It involves a Car Crash.  Yes.  However, the following Expository are illuminations of Sexism against Men in Canada.  I am a man.  However, the most alarming consequences of my misandrist experiences were that of my three children, my boys.  They suffered.  They lost.  My boys are now men.  They will have scares for the rest of their lives due to a systemic discriminative judiciary in Ontario.  Believe it or not, I have experienced sexism to no end at the hands of the Superior Court of Justice in Ottawa, the capital of Canada.  
The loss of life that once was known has become further living proof of another consequence of misandry, all due to a reckless driver who struck me from behind while crossing a crosswalk within a school zone.  I wanted to tell one of my boys that he could have a sleepover after being kidnapped on April 15th, 2013 and denied for two years - an unconstitutional criminal act.  I used to walk for kilometres to be with them, through trenches and bogs in seek of a sleepover under a golden rainbow.  Not for I, for them.  Harassed to do so?  Always!  Abused?  No, just traumatised!  Why?  Because I am a man.  I am not human.  I cannot feel.  I cannot love.  I am not a woman with three children.  I am a man with three children.  So, I had to defend, protect, and guard them in the face of a blindfolded Lady Justice called lawyer Alison Campbell who was supported by lawyer Danielle Dworsky and case worker Laura Bowerman.  I had to protect their freedom, their human right to associate with me.  I had to do this for two years.  No-one went to jail for it.  So, I could not protect them.  I had no Arms to battle a misandrist judiciary.  In the end, I lost my boys.  Sexism against men does exist Canada.
Then, Crash!
And all the events that followed the Car Crash were not from a script I may had written, more similar to chronological fact collecting expeditions in search of criminal illegal practices.  Without further ado, the first (1) section in the Expository is about my Letters by Hand, all the while regarding a victim's communication with TD Insurance Meloche Monnex, Security National Insurance Company, and Primmum Insurance Company.  These insurers demanded of me to have different assessments completed such as physical, neurological, and psychiatric just to mention a few.  I used to have problems with transportation at a time when I did not know who I was, where I was, what I was, or why I was involved in a discriminative process to begin with, let along trying to figure out how to get help.  Who was responsible for the consequences of the Car Crash? Thus, I demanded people to assess me at my apartment.  I further tried to garner financial assistance for rehabilitation purposes such as boarding a train, flying, sailing, teaching, and playing my musical instruments, of course to no avail.  Theses were just some things that I loved doing and that to which I was a professional.  I got nothing.
The second (2) section in the Expository is my Victim Statement.  I had to use a voice-to-text programme in order to have it written.  By 2019, four year plus after the Car Crash, I had had enough of unprofessional people attempting to dictate to me who I was, who I am, or who I may be in the future, whence all I knew was that people were only interested in an insurer's wallet rather than I or three children in their community, my boys.  I had experienced so much sexism, discrimination, misleading of justice, and out-right crimes by this time, I knew in my soul of souls that my experience was worthy of case law in Ontario, for I was more than willing to sacrifice all for the sake of freedom, my Fundamental Human Right to Speech.  And, I had to make sure that everyone knew, and I mean lawyers and judicators.  By this point, everyone became knowledgeable that I would never sign a settlement that infringed upon my fundamental right to speak out loud, emphatically, and vehemently against the crimes that I had witnessed not only upon myself, yet more importantly upon three children in Ottawa, Ontario, Canada.  I had to let lawyers know that I was planning for a trial and that much preparation was required vis-à-vis documents, evidence, and witnesses.  Because if such malfeasance had happened to me, then, thousands of others more deeply wounded are experiencing the same thing but not with the voice to be heard - the beginning of my end for I.
My Preparation for Trial Revealed appears in the third (3) section of my Expository.  The preparation was how all of the crimes for the past nine years began yet never dealt with by authorities.  I wanted to state under Oath at Trial the connections of my misandrist experiences between Family Court and an Automobile Insurance Court Claim.  The crime began with my wife.  My car ownership had been forged and sold.  Who did that, my dear?  I was in the Kingdom of Saudi Arabia teaching English.  And more of the same happened when I never saw the disbursements of a Civil Court Settlement she and I had won.  Who cashed the fifteen thousand dollars, my love?  Then, later on, my land at Beachburg, Ontario, Canada got sold right from underneath my feet.  My wife and I were supposed to place the land up for sale while I was in Saudi, so that we could figure out the correct evaluation of the land - Property Tax Assessment.  Whitewater Region of Renfrew County, Ontario, Canada had way over valued the property at Beachburg.  I had intended to obtain a market value of the land with the assistance of Re/Max Pembroke Realty Limited, Pembroke, Ontario, Canada while overseas; once complete, I was to attach the Re/Max Written Proof with my appeal to Whitewater Region for a correct tax assessment.  However, the Agreement of Purchase of Sale had been forged while I was en route to Basic Training for Deployment to Iraq at Fort Benning, Georgia, the United States of America.  Who did that, my precious?  What a despicable, criminal judiciary, eh?  Because not one judicator or lawyer wished to involve the Crown Attorney's Office or the Ottawa Police Services.  Why?  A sexist seed of systematism had been planted on the frightful day of April 15th, 2013 - an exploitation of TD Insurance et al., thereafter.
The Crash's Math comes at the fourth (4) section of the Expository.  The course was, nevertheless, a MIRACLE!  In the beginning, I did not understand why I kept telling people that the Car Crash was in fact a miracle.  Everybody knew this of me, yet it became obviously curious to people as to why.  Of course, I was hit by a car from behind.  I was at hospital.  What had happened to me was somewhat catastrophic to say the least; however, it wasn't until the winter of 2015-2016 that I began to understand why myself.  I found my boys.  I found my boot.  Then, I used to tell my boys as well as my wife to involve a family lawyer to go against TD Insurance et al. for better financial support for the boys and I, better living conditions and nutrition for example.  I texted people about this grave concern of mine.  Nothing was done.  And, that's when it hit - that winter.  Miracles are never about money, they are about promoting the glory of humanity by achieving better human practices in honouring and respecting one another as a species, in other words - for God, Queen, and Country (Me).

God:		Where were judicators and lawyers for the boys?
Where were medical doctors and registered nurses for the boys?
Where were the boys sleeping and eating while seeing their injured Dad?
	Queen: 	Why can no-one demand that the Queen's Purse be paid back in full?
			Why does a judicator have to pay the hospital bill and not an insurer?
			Why do you have to pay through your taxes when TD Insurance must?
	Me:		When will TD Insurance accept my demands for freedom?
			When will TD Insurance provide me with health and rehabilitation?
When will you understand that I am TD's onus and not anyone else's?

So, miracles do happen people.  I was a witness.  I fought, I documented, I exposed, and I terminated many forced associations throughout the following years in order to prove that sexism against men exists throughout many different Ministries of Canada.  For, I kept on asking professionals for assistance concerning my own injuries and for help dealing with my boys and their wellbeing - the vulnerable and the child - yet, everyone always considered me as a Non-Earner and Single-Man.  I did not care too much about the former; however, I became determined to catch criminal lawyers and judicators after they kept on labelling me not as a father.  This fact, I was.  I hate sexism too, my dear ladies.  And lastly, like a cherry on top of a cake, lawyer Alison Campbell enters the fold after 7 years of doing nothing for the boys.  Actions speak louder than words.  Lawyers never cared about the law that states that the Courts must follow the best interest of the child.  Perfect crime, eh?  Follow the money to find the crime.  And that's what I had to do.  It wasn't easy.  But, I did it.  Thank you, Campbell.
The fifth (5) section in the Expository is Paul-Robert Hipkiss.  Yes.  For the first time people will get to read who I really was - revealed at last - 9 years later.  Nonetheless, it is an elaborate example of all of my accomplishments and achievements, which in truth reveals a person who loved to live life.  Check it out.  You'll also discover that life is short.  Live it. 
Basically, the Conclusion is a hopeful expression of mine about the understanding of the best interest of a child in Canada.  We are all members of our community.  We are all citizens.  We are all human.  We cannot change the word.  We only can pierce the hearts, minds, and souls of those with whom we come in contact.  Just do it.  Peace


Conclusion
	Stop!
Stop destroying men's lives in Canada!  They have the right to love.  Stop the misandry in order to solve the misogyny.  You are the Yin, and I am the Yang.  You are Yang, and I am Yin.  The two form a circle.  Got it?  Simple, eh?  Yes, of course...  
	I am not dead.  You are not dead.  I did not kill anyone.  No-one killed me.  Look, I'm typing this...  Ha!  So, what was this journey all about then?  Why did I have to go through it?  I was a miracle?  I was to show everybody?  I turned the money lenders' table upside down?  Yes?  Alas!  I am a mirror!  Yes, a mirror!  I am a mirror for all of you to look at yourselves!
What you did to me and how you treated me for the past 9 years is one of the greatest reasons why women are murdered in Canada.  Stop it!  Don't believe me?  Sure, you do.  Or maybe, you just do not wish to admit it, perhaps you are not aware.  Well, the Canadian Femicide Observatory for Justice and Accountability clear indicated in 2015 that more than 43% of "homicides involving a female victim were committed by a spouse or other intimate partner."  (femicideincanada.ca) This statistic rings hell's bells in my ears, people.  Why were my children absconded in 2014?  Why did I have to find my boys myself after they were kidnapped?  Why were they constantly denied to associate with their loving father for 2 years?  What happened to my boys and I?  "Scarred for Life" So, perhaps this is what men are afraid; they fear the inability to defend that which they love - their kin - due to a judiciary that does not practice the most quintessential law of the land: Equal Opportunity to Justice.  Even Statistics Canada provides a glimpse of the problem by stating that "in 2017, 84% of homicide victims [were] killed by an intimate partner, meaning by a current or former legally married or common-law spouse, boyfriend/girlfriend or other intimate relationship, were female."  (150.statcan.gc.ca) This is very horrifying.  Stop!  Think!  Are you getting it?  And so, what about the 9 years that I went through, or the boys even - neve mind me?  You see...  I am a mirror!
The sloth does matter to a man with no will to mow.
	Say what?  Systemic sexism against men doesn't exist.  Yes!  Look what TD Insurance did to the boys and I.  They perpetuated the same sexism that was born out of the Superior Court of Justice of Ontario, Ottawa.  Neither they wished to recognise me as a father of three boys, in fact for 7 years.  Single-Man?  Yah, right!  And to top it off, no one lawyer in 7 years stood up for my boys - no Family Court's Change-of-Motion to force TD et al. to rethink things.  No!  How about the nurses and occupational therapists who saw the children role up their sleeping bags during sleepovers?  Where were they and their voices?  Medical doctors knew I had children.  I was no-one's issue, but money.  My boys never existed until the end.  What about when they were children?  Why did no lawyer obey a Court Order that was delivered during Deliberation on October 29th, 2014 - the same day of the Car Crash?  Complicity is a crime as well as malfeasance and unprofessionalism.  No-one went to jail.  My life was expendable.
	And, when I fired so many unprofessional people for not helping me with my children and their needs, of course as well as my own, I was always to blame.  I could never understand how some people were worthy of so much money and yet never addressing my medical issues of my teeth, hip, foot, brain, and scoliosis to say the least, but more importantly, nothing for my boys - no written effort that I saw.  I continuously was told that the Insurer would not assist me as a father.  No Christmas Parties.  No Easter Hunts.  No Vacations.  Yet, everybody wanted to increase this so-called Burn-Factor, which really is the gateway for people to claw at an Insurer for money.  I kept on fighting about how it was all fraudulent.  No wonder, they want me to shut up.  I am never going to shut up about what I witnessed, not I.
Who took my car, my Taurus?  Who took my money from my Landlord's Settlement?  Who forged my signature to force the sale of my land?  Who profited from the money of the sale?  Who kidnapped my children?  Which Insurance Adjuster assessed me as a Single-Man?  I may not have had a set of labia; however, I did have three children that I loved very dearly.  The boys are men now.  Actions speak louder than words.  Thus, after all that rubbish of 9 years, should I have committed manslaughter back then on April 15th, 2013?  Perhaps, I would have been out of jail by now?  Heat of passion, not planned - life sentence served?  What?  No.  No.  No.  I think not!  Never!  Men just want to love.  Wake up, please.  Remember the sloth.  Doesn't everybody want to love?
	Love!  Pierce hearts, minds, and souls.  No matter how hard the attempt to make you fall may be, stand up for another day's sunlight - life of breath and water.  Go forth and never fear the lion's den for love's sake.  The greatest thing in life always shall be love - embrace it.  Please do not deny love.  Love shall never deny you its gift of life.  Love!
Let's love the child.
Let's stop the neglect of the child.
Let's create "The Right of a Child Act."
	A child has the right of law.  A child has the right not to be mislead, misguided, or mistreated.  A child has the right not to be harassed.  A child has the right not to be violently attacked.  A child has the right to father and mother.  A child has the right to kin.  A child has the right to ancestry and biological origin.  A child has the right to safe social gatherings.  A child has the right to love and be loved.  A child has the right to life, liberty, and security.  A child has the right to the basic necessities of life.  A child has the right to a home.  A child has the right to health, education, and the pursuit to happiness.  A child has the right to be free.

Love costs nothing yet priceless when received.
The regret is mine, for I believe in justice.
I wish you peace and prosperity.

Yours truly,

Paul-Robert Hipkiss
15:00, 29.05.2021 CE

