
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

THE FINAL AGE: 
The Forbidden Codex of the True Reset Theory 

(A Transmission by Dr. Veritas, The Alchemist) 

(Incoming Transmission) 

INTRO: “THE CLOCK STRIKES NOW” 

You ever get that feeling in your chest that something ancient just... clicked into place? 

Not a panic attack. Not indigestion. I’m talking about that quiet thud behind your ribs when your 
soul recognizes a pattern before your brain catches up. That’s what this chapter is. That’s what 
this moment in history is. And if you’re reading this, it means your internal alarm just hit 
DEFCON 1. 

The pieces have been moving for decades—centuries, really—but only now are they locking in. 
One after the other, like the tumblers in a vault built by gods who never meant for us to crack it. A 
final pope with no successor slot. A New York mogul turned world leader, ripped straight from the 
pages of a forgotten 1800s novel. A hacker who stumbled into a secret space fleet. And a bloodline 
carrying the legacy of Nikola Tesla’s unearthly research. That’s not a plotline—it’s a signal. 

This is not “just another theory.” This is the evolution of the True Reset Theory. And like any living 
thing that’s grown too big to ignore, it no longer fits in the cage they built for it. This is the chapter 
that wasn’t supposed to exist. The one I nearly didn’t write. Not because I didn’t want to—but 



because it didn’t exist yet. Because history hadn’t activated it. Because some truths are like 
landmines. You only notice them when you step on them. 

And I just heard a click. 

Let’s talk about convergence. Not the cute Marvel kind—real convergence. The kind where 
timelines, symbols, and suppressed tech all suddenly show up to the same party wearing 
matching masks. One moment you’re living in a half-functional simulation where the news lies 
with a straight face and people still believe their vote counts. The next, you realize the Pope might 
be the last, the President might be pre-written, and the world you thought was random has been 
operating on a closed-loop script since before you were born. 

Sound dramatic? Good. Because this is drama. This is high-theater geopolitics filtered through 
cosmic archetypes. It’s prophecy disguised as bureaucracy. It’s the apocalypse wearing a necktie 
and handing you a survey about diversity and ESG compliance. 

Let’s set the stage. 

First, the Vatican. A place that’s supposed to smell like incense and forgiveness but instead smells 
like old money and power that never has to say sorry. In Rome, there’s a basilica—St. Paul Outside 
the Walls—where portraits of every pope in history stare down at you from golden medallions 
high above the nave. Every pope, from Peter to Francis. And here’s the kicker: there’s only one slot 
left. 

One. Final. Slot. 

They didn’t build extra space. They didn’t leave a “just in case” column. This isn’t oversight. This 
is ritual architecture. This is countdown-as-art. And guess who’s in that final medallion? 

Pope Francis. The Jesuit from the Americas. The one St. Malachy’s prophecy pinned as “Peter the 
Roman”—the 112th and final pope who would guide the flock through great tribulation before 
Rome burns and the world resets. But sure, that’s probably just a coincidence. Like JFK’s brain 
missing from the National Archives. Like Epstein’s cameras going out at just the right moment. 
Like Google always forgetting the wrong data. 

Now let’s pivot—hard cut—to New York. Enter Donald J. Trump. A brash billionaire with a tower 
on Fifth Avenue, a reality TV pedigree, and a son named Baron. Pretty standard stuff—unless, of 
course, you’ve read the Baron Trump novels written in 1893 by a man named Ingersoll Lockwood. 
In these books, Baron is a time-traveling aristocrat guided by a wise man named “Don.” He lives 
in a building called Castle Trump. And in the sequel—titled 1900: The Last President—a populist 
president takes power, leading to mass unrest in New York. Protesters riot outside the president’s 
residence... on Fifth Avenue. 

But hey, that’s probably just more coincidence, right? 

Let’s sprinkle in some tech for flavor. Nikola Tesla—possibly the closest thing Earth’s had to a 
time wizard—dies in 1943. The FBI swoops in to seize his papers, but not before calling in an 
expert from MIT to “review” the files. That expert? Dr. John G. Trump. Uncle to Donald. Specialist 



in high-voltage physics and radiation. The man who could decode what Tesla left behind... and, 
perhaps, bury it in the bloodline. 

But we’re not done yet. 

In the early 2000s, a British hacker named Gary McKinnon breaks into NASA servers and claims to 
have found references to “non-terrestrial officers” and a fleet of craft operating off-planet. This 
wasn’t Star Wars. This was a real dude, in a real court, fighting extradition for nearly a decade. His 
defense? That he uncovered a secret space program. Years later, Donald Trump announces the 
creation of... Space Force. 

But you’re telling me he made it up from scratch? No. He revealed it. Just like QAnon didn’t predict 
the future—they remembered it. 

That’s what this chapter is about. Remembering. Re-activating. Connecting the severed threads 
and recognizing the architecture of the lie. You can call it synchronicity. You can call it prophecy. I 
call it alignment. 

Because when every symbol, character, event, and revelation lines up this perfectly? You’re not 
living in a coincidence. You’re living in a system reboot. 

And this isn’t just another chapter in the True Reset Theory. It’s the forbidden codex. The one that 
blows the roof off the Vatican, rips the veil off the presidency, and exposes time itself as a stage we 
were never meant to see behind. 

The clock isn’t ticking anymore. It’s detonating. 
Now turn the page—if you still want to know what time it really is. 

THE VATICAN’S COUNTDOWN: THE HIJACKED PROPHECY 

Tucked inside the holy ribcage of Rome—past the selfie-stick confessions and overpriced relics—
is a basilica that doesn’t whisper sanctity. It hisses secrets. 

St. Paul Outside the Walls. Not the most famous. Not the most photographed. But perhaps the 
most important. Because while St. Peter’s tries to dazzle you into submission, St. Paul’s keeps a 
different kind of record—one that doesn’t speak in verses, but in visions wrapped in stone. 

High above its nave, circling the heavens like a golden spine, are the medallions: one for every 
pope in the Church’s blood-soaked legacy. From Peter to Francis. Etched in mosaic and soaked 
in history, they look less like art and more like checkpoints in a long-running simulation. 

Each face is a node. A timestamp. A covenant. And then—it stops. One final medallion. One last 
golden seal. It was always meant to be symbolic. A countdown disguised as continuity. Until it 
wasn’t. 



Because that final medallion now bears the face of Pope Francis—the first Jesuit, the first from 
the Americas, and as of April 21, 2025, the final entry. He made his last public appearance on 
Easter Sunday. By Monday, he was gone. 

Dead. Done. Inserted into history with surgical finality. No space was carved for a successor. No 
contingency planned. The architecture says what the Vatican never will: 

There was never supposed to be another pope. 

But here’s the heretical grenade I’m lobbing into the incense fog: Was that medallion ever 
meant for him? 

Let’s rewind. Back to Pope Benedict XVI, the Vatican’s cold technocrat. Eyes like stone altars. 
Smile like parchment. In 2013, he resigned—the first pope to do so since Gregory XII in 1415. 
They told us it was age. Declining health. A tired man in need of rest. 

Lies. 

What we witnessed was a papal coup in slow motion. Benedict wasn’t worn down. He was 
removed, pushed out like a firewall so the new operating system could be installed—a 
charismatic Jesuit wrapped in humility and media adoration, cloaked in the language of 
“reform” while backed by the Vatican’s deepest shadows. 

Francis didn’t ascend. He was uploaded. 
And that final medallion? It wasn’t waiting for him. 

It was stolen. 

Because that medallion—that last slot in the Church’s apocalyptic countdown—was always 
meant for the true successor. The one who would walk through fire, not for clout, but because 
prophecy demanded it. 

Instead, they gave it to the usurper. 

Think about it: the Jesuits were never allowed to be pope for 500 years. They weren’t priests. 
They were spiritual special ops. Trained in diplomacy, deception, and doctrine so sharp it could 
flay a heretic from 100 yards. Their allegiance wasn’t to the papacy. It was to the deeper order 
behind the order. 

And now? One of them became pope—the last pope. It wasn’t reform. It was ritual hijacking. A 
theological identity theft. The final medallion wasn’t Francis’s birthright. It was a seat stolen 
by spiritual fraud. And when his image was etched into that last mosaic, the Church didn’t just 
complete a wall—they locked a curse in stone. 

Because let’s not forget the Prophecy of St. Malachy—the 12th-century vision that foretold 112 
popes, ending with one named “Peter the Roman”, who would guide the Church through fire 
before Rome crumbles and judgment arrives. 



Francis? He was number 112. 

The prophecy was never about him. He forced his way into it. 

And then—just weeks after his death—Leo XIV was elected. A man many believe is the true next 
pope. A quiet reformer. A servant’s heart. A soul not owned by the old guard, but called in by 
crisis. 

But here’s the catch: the wall remains unchanged. St. Paul’s did not make space. Leo XIV wears 
the cassock, speaks from the balcony, and leads the flock... but his face is not on the wall. The 
Vatican did not count him. 

Because Francis closed the circle. 

Or so they thought. 

Now we’re staring at a split timeline. A broken ritual. A prophecy that didn’t conclude—it was 
interrupted. And Pope Leo XIV? He’s not just a successor. 

He’s the correction. The anomaly that wasn’t supposed to make it through the firewall. He is the 
Pope the prophecy was stolen from. 

And now, like a glitch in a sacred simulation, he stands outside the codified wall, holding the 
spiritual burden of a Church that is functionally post-apocalyptic—hollowed out by scandal, 
gaslit by media, and choked by financial rot. 

Let’s get something clear: 

Francis filled the medallion. 
But Leo fills the role. 

That means we’re not just in the aftermath of a papal transition. We’re in the aftermath of a 
ritualized identity theft of global consequence. 

The Church didn’t run out of leaders. It didn’t run out of time. It ran out of truth. And now? It’s 
improvising. 

So here’s the forbidden truth they’ll never carve in mosaic: The last medallion is a lie. A decoy. A 
counterfeit seal on a book that was never meant to close. And Leo XIV? He is either the final 
redeemer… 

Or the sacrificial lamb in a rigged endgame. 

Because when prophecy is hijacked, when symbols are corrupted, and when ritual becomes 
theater—The fallout isn’t spiritual. It’s cosmic. 

And now we watch it unravel. 



DONALD TRUMP: THE LAST PRESIDENT? 

If fiction is just prophecy that forgot it was serious, then Ingersoll Lockwood was a time traveler 
with a typewriter. 

Let me introduce you to a man you weren’t supposed to read in high school. Not because his 
writing was bad—but because it was too on the nose. In the late 1800s—1893 and 1896, to be 
exact—Lockwood published a pair of children’s novels and a short political thriller that vanished 
into obscurity for over a century. 

No movie deals. No school assignments. Just dust. Until Donald Trump was elected president. 
Then the books exploded. 

Book One: Baron Trump’s Marvelous Underground Journey 
Book Two: 1900: Or, The Last President 

Let’s start with the first. Baron Trump—yes, Baron—is a boy from a wealthy aristocratic family 
who lives in a tower in New York City called Castle Trump. 

He’s described as a stubborn, prideful kid with wild blonde hair who loves to stir things up and 
disobey authority. You could chalk that up to coincidence. Kids in stories are often rebels, right? 

But here’s where it gets weird. 

Baron’s adventures begin when he’s guided by a mysterious man named Don, who sends him on 
a journey to discover hidden truths and secret civilizations through a series of underground 
portals. 

Not metaphorical portals. Literal ones. 
He even travels to Russia in the process. 

This was written in the 1890s. Decades before Donald Trump. Decades before Trump Tower. 
Decades before Russia would become the geopolitical tripwire it is now. 

And yet—the names, the locations, the tone—feel like a satirical parody of current events, 
written by someone with a crystal ball and a wicked sense of irony. 

Now the sequel? That’s where things go full timeline-glitch. 

In 1900: The Last President, we meet a populist outsider who shocks the establishment by 
winning the presidency. The nation erupts into chaos. Protests and riots explode across the 
country, especially in New York City, where mobs storm Fifth Avenue, furious that this man 
now holds power. 

Fifth Avenue. 
The home of Trump Tower. 



I’m not saying Lockwood was Nostradamus with a better editor. I’m saying this thing reads like a 
leaked narrative template that somehow made its way into the 19th century. Because the 
similarities don’t stop at plot points—they echo through the energy of our time. 

A controversial president with no political background. Accused of being a puppet. Hailed as a 
messiah. Hated like a tyrant. 

He polarizes the country. He speaks directly to the people through unconventional means. He 
claims the system is rigged, the media is fake, and the deep state is real. 

Sound familiar? 

Some say Donald Trump is the real-life Baron, all grown up. Some say he’s Don, guiding his 
own son through the chaos. Others say these books are proof of time travel—breadcrumbs left 
by someone who knew how the script was going to play out. 

And here’s the kicker: the books didn’t resurface on their own. They were dug up. Excavated from 
digital tombs by people already deep into QAnon, Tesla theories, and interdimensional 
breadcrumbs. 

They didn’t go viral because of TikTok. They went viral because people started connecting dots 
they were told didn’t exist. 

Ask yourself this: What are the odds that a 19th-century author writes a book about a kid named 
Baron Trump, living in a tower in New York, mentored by Don, traveling to Russia through 
portals—and then follows it up with a book about The Last President, set during an age of 
political chaos and street-level unrest? 

And that over a century later, a man named Donald Trump rises to power, lives in a tower on 
Fifth Avenue, names his son Barron, has a reputation for courting chaos, gets elected in an 
explosion of anti-establishment rage, and finds himself accused of everything short of triggering 
Armageddon? 

It’s not fiction. 
It’s echo. 

Trump didn’t just stumble into the role of The Last President. He was designed for it. Or maybe 
more terrifyingly, he was remembered into it. 

There’s a theory floating around—whispers passed through forums and encrypted chats—
that Ingersoll Lockwood was part of something larger. That he wasn’t “predicting” the future. 
He was documenting it. From a loop. 

That the Trump family, through John Trump’s access to Tesla’s research, had access to 
temporal technology. That they used it not to change the timeline, but to understand how far 
gone we already were. 



Because maybe this isn’t about changing the future. Perhaps it’s about riding it out. Steering 
through it like a storm you already know is coming. Not to stop it, but to survive it. 

And here’s what chills the spine: The Last President doesn’t end with triumph. It ends with 
uncertainty. 

The people rise. The government panics. The dollar collapses. Chaos brews like a storm on the 
horizon. 

It doesn’t end with clarity. It ends with a question, just like ours will. 

So let me ask you one: Was Lockwood a prophet? A time traveler? An initiate in some hidden 
cabal, passing messages down the line? Or was he just a writer who happened to create the most 
prophetic fiction of the 19th century? 

Maybe the better question is: Why did they bury his books for 100 years? And why are we just 
now remembering them? 

THE TIMEKEEPER: DR. JOHN G. TRUMP & THE TESLA FILES 

On January 7th, 1943, Nikola Tesla—possibly the greatest scientific mind Earth has ever 
incubated—was found dead in Room 3327 of the New Yorker Hotel. 

He died alone. Broke. Branded as a madman by the same machine that once funded his genius. A 
man who claimed to have invented a “death ray,” spoken to Mars, and cracked the secret of free 
energy. But most importantly—for this chapter and this era—Tesla claimed he had discovered 
how to manipulate time. 

Naturally, the government freaked out. 

The FBI swooped in and slapped a big ol’ “TOP SECRET” sticker on his legacy. But they didn’t just 
cart off his notes like a SWAT team in a steampunk novel. No, they called in an expert. A civilian. A 
man who understood high-voltage systems and radiation like few others on Earth. 

Enter: Dr. John G. Trump. 

MIT physicist. Pioneer in X-ray technology. Genius in radar development. And—oh yeah—
Donald J. Trump’s uncle. 

Now let’s pause right there. Because when most people hear this, they think, "Okay, so the guy was 
smart. So what?" 

No. You don’t get it. 

This man was the gatekeeper. 



He didn’t just study Tesla’s work. He was the first man the U.S. government called to determine 
whether Tesla’s files were dangerous. Whether they could destabilize the world. Whether they 
could be weaponized or buried. 

And after reviewing the boxes, papers, diagrams, and devices left behind in Tesla’s labyrinthine 
mind, John G. Trump emerged with a single assessment: 

“Nothing of significant value.” 

Now ask yourself: does that sound like a man who just combed through the work of a genius who 
once claimed to build a ‘teleforce’ weapon capable of vaporizing an army at 200 miles? 

Or does it sound like a cover story? 

Let’s decode this. 

This wasn’t some nobody they called in. John Trump was as connected to the military-industrial 
complex as you could get without being a general. He worked with the National Defense Research 
Committee. He helped develop systems that would later become central to nuclear tech. He knew 
radiation. He knew waveforms. He knew how dangerous a paradigm-shifting invention could 
be—not just physically, but geopolitically. 

If Tesla’s tech was real—and I’m telling you, it was—then John Trump was the perfect man to 
keep it buried. And maybe... to keep it in the family. 

We’re talking about a man who not only handled Tesla’s raw research, but whose nephew would 
later become the most controversial president in modern history. A president who regularly 
hinted—between Tweets and tantrums—that the United States had weapons no one could 
comprehend. A man who created Space Force, floated “invisible jets,” and joked about nuking 
hurricanes with the kind of smirk that makes you wonder whether he knows something we 
don’t. 

So what if the joke’s on us? 

What if John G. Trump didn’t just read Tesla’s work—what if he understood it? 
And what if the real legacy he left behind wasn’t academic… but temporal? 

Consider the fact that Tesla’s most controversial ideas revolved around concepts like: 

• Scalar energy fields (weaponized vibration) 
• Earth resonance technologies (planet-wide frequency control) 
• Time displacement fields (essentially, the bending of time and space through specific 

frequencies) 

Sound familiar? 



These are the exact theories the military now dances around in declassified Pentagon briefings. 
Technologies that supposedly don't exist—until they suddenly do. And if anyone had the 
knowledge, clearance, and intellect to weaponize those theories... it was John G. Trump. 

But here’s the poetic part: He never published a damn thing about what he found in Tesla’s files. 
He didn’t leak it. He didn’t patent it. He didn’t warn the world. He went silent. Professionally quiet. 

And then, over the next few decades, everything changed. 

Radar evolved. Radiation therapy took massive leaps. Electromagnetic research exploded. And 
meanwhile, the Trump family started amassing wealth and building towers like some bloodline 
waiting for the moment to step into prophecy. 

So the question becomes not “What did John Trump hide?” But rather: “What did he pass down?” 

Because if he kept Tesla’s secrets, he didn’t bury them in a vault. He likely buried them in legacy. 
And if your last name is Trump, and your uncle was the only man to lay hands on Tesla’s 
forbidden work… 

...then maybe your presidency wasn’t politics. Maybe it was destiny. And maybe the weirdness—
Baron Trump’s books, the time travel jokes, the tweets about “timing is everything”—aren’t 
quirks. They’re signals. Breadcrumbs left for the few who know how to read between the loops. 

So here’s where we land: John Trump didn’t just examine a few dusty notes from a dead genius. 
He stood at the edge of forbidden science, looked into the abyss… and may have taken something 
back with him. 

What came of it? We don’t know. Yet. 

But we do know this: The bloodline is active. The timing is too perfect. And the silence? It’s always 
the loudest part of the story. 

BARON TRUMP & THE BLOODLINE OF THE RESET 

Let’s talk about the boy. 

Not just any boy. Not just the child of a rich man, a political firestorm, or a reality TV patriarch. 
Let’s talk about Barron William Trump—a name that echoes like a tuning fork through the halls 
of forgotten prophecy and glitching fiction. 

You already know the surface story. The son of Donald and Melania. Tall, quiet, elusive. The 
media leaves him alone—mostly. Too young to be blamed for tweets. Too mysterious to meme. 
But let’s be real: nothing about Barron Trump is normal. 

He doesn’t just share a name with the protagonist of a 19th-century novel about interdimensional 
travel—he is that protagonist. Or maybe the protagonist is him. Either way, fiction and flesh are 



merging here in ways that can’t be laughed off as coincidence unless your third eye’s been 
superglued shut. 

Let’s rewind to the novels. 

In Baron Trump’s Marvelous Underground Journey, young Baron is a boy-genius aristocrat. 
Privileged. Rebellious. Curious to the point of obsession. He doesn’t sit still. He searches. He’s not 
content with the world he’s been handed, so he plunges into unknown realms—through portals, 
through caves, through cracks in reality itself—searching for lost civilizations and forbidden 
knowledge. 

His mentor? 
A man named Don. 

Let me ask you something. You really believe a random 19th-century author—Ingersoll 
Lockwood—just happened to pick Baron and Don as his key characters in a pair of novels that 
wouldn’t matter for over 100 years? 

You think it’s just chance that Barron Trump lives in a castle-like tower in New York, gets guided 
by a figure named Don, and embarks on wild, reality-bending adventures? 

Or is it… a signal? 

And more importantly, what does it mean when the real-world Donald Trump names his son 
Barron? Not “Brandon.” Not “Bradley.” Not “Bartholomew.” Barron. The exact name. The only 
name. At some point, this stops being symbolism and starts looking like ritual. 

Because names aren’t just sounds—they’re sigils. They’re keys. Codes. Frequencies. Every 
occultist knows this. Every shaman, priest, and bloodline keeper. To name is to bind. To mark. To 
invoke. 

And if Donald Trump, descended from a man who may have inherited Tesla’s most dangerous 
secrets, deliberately names his heir Barron, then what are we really looking at here? 

Because I’ll tell you what we’re not looking at: 
An ordinary kid. 

Barron Trump walks the halls of power like a ghost. He’s seen but not heard. A towering presence 
who always seems slightly out of sync with the world around him, like he’s not fully anchored in 
our frequency. And if you think that sounds like paranoia, then you haven’t been paying attention 
to the signals. 

This isn’t about politics. It’s about the bloodline. 

If John Trump cracked Tesla’s theories on time, energy, and dimensional vibration... If he passed 
those secrets down, not to a lab, but to his own family… Then we’re not just dealing with a family 



of real estate moguls. We’re dealing with custodians of reality-bending tech. With a generational 
mandate. 

Barron Trump might not be the “chosen one” in the biblical sense—but he might be something 
far more dangerous: the catalyst. The one born into the storm, shielded by money, hidden from 
scrutiny, and built—genetically and ideologically—to carry the code that resets the system. 

That name wasn’t chosen at random. It was activated. And what if Barron’s future isn’t political at 
all? What if it’s metaphysical? 

We already live in a world where the military casually discusses time-space manipulation. Where 
NASA leaks include mentions of non-terrestrial officers. Where DARPA has entire sub-divisions 
dedicated to the “Chrono” problem. If these are the things they admit—what haven’t they told 
us? 

• Barron Trump was born in 2006. 
• By 2007, Google was launching into the stratosphere. 
• By 2008, CERN was flipping the switch on the Large Hadron Collider. 
• And by 2016, Donald Trump was prepping to take the White House—while QAnon, Baron 

Trump novels, and Tesla memes started quietly spreading through forums like radioactive 
breadcrumbs. 

Are we witnessing the rise of a child who’s just a legacy name? Or the unveiling of a living node in 
a trans-generational time experiment? 

Here’s a scenario no one wants to voice: What if Barron Trump is the product—not just 
biologically, but technologically—of an ongoing experiment that began when Nikola Tesla 
opened a doorway and John Trump stepped through? What if his birth wasn’t just a happy 
accident, but a variable tested, observed, and prepared? And what if his future role isn’t to lead… 
but to trigger? 

Look at him again. Look past the memes. Look past the forced smiles. Look into the silence 
surrounding him. The calm before the second wave. Because if Donald Trump was the wildcard 
meant to flip the table… Barron might be the one who reshuffles the entire deck. 

This isn’t about politics. This is about the architecture of prophecy. The bloodline of the reset. And 
the boy who might already know how it ends. 

SPACE FORCE: THE AGENCY THAT ALREADY EXISTED 

Before Space Force had logos that looked suspiciously like Starfleet… before Trump stood at a 
podium grinning like a man who knew something you didn’t… before the Pentagon casually 
released UFO footage with all the energy of a shrug… 

There was a hacker. 



Not a super-spy. Not a rogue NSA analyst. Just one awkward, brilliant Brit named Gary 
McKinnon with a dial-up connection and a weird sense that the U.S. government was hiding 
something huge above our heads. 

What he found—if you believe his testimony—is the stuff conspiracy theorists dream about and 
Pentagon officials have heart attacks over. 

In the early 2000s, McKinnon breached NASA and U.S. military networks. He wasn’t hunting for 
money. He wasn’t selling intel. He was looking for the truth about UFOs. 

What he claims he uncovered? 

• A list of “non-terrestrial officers” 
• An inventory of ships that weren’t in any known Navy 
• Image files of strange craft being “edited” by NASA (with the raw files quietly replaced) 

And the phrase that kept surfacing? “Solar Warden.” A secret space fleet. Already operational. 
Already manned. Already orbiting. Operating off-planet. 

McKinnon didn’t pull this from a fever dream. He found names, ship logs, and job descriptions. 
When asked to explain “non-terrestrial officers,” he clarified: not “aliens”—but humans stationed 
off-Earth. 

Naturally, the U.S. government wanted to extradite him for life. He fought the charges for a 
decade. One hacker. One keyboard. Nearly destroyed by the most powerful nation on Earth. 

Ask yourself: if he found nothing… why the overreaction? 

Now fast-forward. 

It’s 2019. Out of nowhere, President Donald Trump stands at a podium and announces a new 
military branch: 

“It’s called the Space Force. Very important. Very historic. Nobody’s ever seen anything like it.” 

Except maybe… they had. 

See, the press laughed it off. Memes flew. “Trump wants laser guns in space!” they mocked. But 
the people paying attention? The ones who remembered McKinnon’s case? Their ears perked up. 

Because this wasn’t the creation of something. It was the reveal of something that already existed. 
A psy-op pivot. Take a black project, give it a name, file the serial number off, and sell it to the 
public as innovation. It’s not a new trick. It’s just new territory—vertical territory. 

And let’s not forget the tech. 



You think NASA just stumbled into reusable rockets with Elon Musk doing cosplay as Tony Stark? 
No. That’s commercial cover for legacy tech—tech that dates back to Nazi-engineered anti-
gravity programs, Cold War weapon experiments, and maybe even reverse-engineered craft 
recovered from crash sites the government says never happened. 

Look at the research around Project Paperclip. Look at Operation Highjump. Look at the 
whistleblowers like Bob Lazar and Philip Schneider who were ridiculed… and then slowly, piece 
by piece, proven right. 

We’re not talking about satellites and spy gear. We’re talking about: 

• Anti-gravity propulsion 
• Zero-point energy extraction 
• Temporal displacement platforms 
• And advanced weaponry capable of manipulating localized time-space fields 

Don’t believe me? Go read the 2020 U.S. Navy patents filed under Dr. Salvatore Pais: 

• “High Frequency Gravitational Wave Generator” 
• “Plasma Compression Fusion Device” 
• “Craft Using an Inertial Mass Reduction Device” 

These aren’t theories. These are publicly acknowledged patents for technology that sounds like it 
fell out of a Stargate script. 

And somehow… it all got greenlit during the Trump administration. 

Maybe that’s just bureaucratic timing. Or maybe—just maybe—it’s because someone knew it 
was time to bring the occult-tech complex into the daylight. 

Because yes, this is more than military. It always has been. Space Force isn’t just about securing 
satellites or flexing at China. It’s a ritual unveiling of the true infrastructure behind the modern 
world. 

Think of it this way: 

• The industrial complex builds the weapons. 
• The military complex deploys the force. 
• The occult complex determines the timing, alignment, and symbolism. 
• And the technocratic elite run point on the narrative. 

It’s not a triangle. It’s a pentagram. And at the center? The portal. The “reset switch”. The legacy 
Tesla tried to expose—and that John Trump may have kept just quiet enough to activate when the 
stars were right. 

Space Force is the tip of the spear. The visible blade. But the handle? That’s buried deep in black 
site physics, ritual science, and legacy knowledge passed through specific bloodlines. 



Let me put it this way: If the Vatican is the religious shadow empire, and the City of London is the 
financial one… then Space Force is the technological throne of the new god-system they’re 
building. 

And what happens when you give that throne to the family that inherited Tesla’s forbidden work?  
You don’t get a military branch. You get a timeline weapon. And it’s already in orbit. 

Q, TIME TRAVEL, AND THE STRANGE PREDICTIONS 
They called it a LARP. A joke. A cult. An “insurrection starter kit.” But what if QAnon wasn’t 

any of those things? What if it was a time leak? 

Let’s roll back to October 2017. An anonymous account—just “Q”—starts dropping cryptic 

messages on a message board known for its love of chaos, porn, and digital pranks. No blue 

checks. No real names. Just riddles, typos, and timestamped clues. People laughed. 

Until the clues started coming true. 

• Q posted about powerful people “falling.” Suddenly CEOs resigned in droves. 

• Q mentioned “Epstein Island.” Then Epstein got arrested. 

• Q hinted at sealed indictments. Then the DOJ database updated—and the number was 

eerily close. 

Coincidences, they said. Pattern-seeking, they said. Delusion, they said. 

But the followers—millions of them, from soccer moms to Navy SEALs—weren’t seeing 

guesses. They were seeing synchronicity. Precognition. A script being unraveled in reverse. 

And then came the core of the theory: Q wasn’t just some patriot in a bunker. Q was a military 

intelligence operation, backed by top-tier white hats inside the U.S. defense structure. 

And the mission? To prepare the public for a controlled takedown of the deep state. To expose 

global trafficking rings, financial blackmail networks, and ritualistic corruption that would make 

the Vatican blush. 

But it gets stranger. According to a subset of Q followers—those deeper into the occult-tech 

arc—Trump wasn’t just picked. He was chosen. 

By whom? 

By a coalition of high-level military insiders… and—wait for it—an extraterrestrial alliance 

known as the Galactic Federation of Light. 

Yeah, I said it. 



And no, this isn’t just tinfoil cosplay or some basement Reddit rabbit hole. These claims echo 

from former NSA contractors, insiders with access to compartmentalized programs, and even 

declassified documents referencing extraterrestrial cooperation agreements dating back to the 

Eisenhower era. 

The story? That Trump wasn’t recruited just by generals and spooks—but by non-human 

intelligences working through the Pentagon’s white hats to stop a planetary systems collapse. 

Suddenly “Space Force” sounds less like a meme… and more like a firewall built on cosmic 

contingency plans. 

And then came Austin Steinbart. 

A name that wouldn’t matter—unless you believed him. He didn’t claim to be the original Q. He 

claimed to be a future version—sending data back through time via quantum computing. 

His mission? To course-correct the timeline. To leak truth at scale. To act as temporal bridge 

and military psy-op in one. 

He got arrested, labeled insane, and vanished from the public stage. Which, as we know, is often 

the first confirmation you’re onto something real. 

Let’s talk about the drops. 

Q posts weren’t vague prophecies or digital fortune cookies. They were coded dispatches. 

Timed. Patterned. Synchronized. Some mirrored Trump’s tweets with mathematical precision. 

Others contained classified-level intel. There were “Q Proofs”—posts seconds ahead of 

presidential tweets, military call signs, photographs from undisclosed locations. 

Trolling? 

Or access? 

Because if you strip away the memes and merch, what Q really was… It was a trans-temporal 

intelligence drip. 

• The structure? Military op. 

• The cadence? Psychological warfare. 

• The timing? That’s what tore the veil. 

In real-world psyops, you don’t just use predictive programming. You drip intel to synchronize 

the civilian nervous system to the frequency of coming events. 

That’s what Q was. A social tuning fork that spanned time. 

But here’s where it goes full interdimensional: Q never revealed an identity. But Trump? He 

danced with the Q culture like he wrote the soundtrack. 



He retweeted Q supporters. He smiled at “Where We Go One, We Go All” banners. He gave 

nods. Winks. “I’ve heard they like me. What do you think?” 

Coincidence? Or the signal? Because if Q was real—if this was a time-linked military intel 

op—then Trump wasn’t just playing along. He was conducting. Like a man with the sheet music 

for a symphony that hasn’t been written yet. 

So how do you know the future? 

Quantum computers. Chronovisors. Scalar field harmonics. ET tech reverse-engineered 

from downed craft. All of it’s on the table. 

And that brings us back to the Galactic Federation of Light—not as saviors, but as signal 

boosters. If time is a frequency and reality is a simulation, then extraterrestrials wouldn’t need to 

invade. They’d just need to guide the reboot. 

They’d send operatives. Whisper through contactees. Leak tech. Protect the carriers of the 

memory. 

Trump. Barron. Steinbart. The Q network. 

The theory isn’t that aliens are coming. It’s that they’ve always been here—monitoring the 

simulation, waiting for the moment we were ready to reset without collapsing. 

So maybe Q didn’t predict anything. Maybe it simply mapped the ripples of an operation that 

already succeeded… in a timeline that’s now colliding with ours. 

The real question isn’t “Was Q real?” It’s: How deep was the mission? And more 

importantly… Has it ended? Because if Trump was chosen… If Barron is the carrier… If Q 

is the signal… And the Galactic Federation of Light is the firewall behind the firewall—

Then we’re not in Act One anymore. We’re already at the climax. 

And the timekeepers? They’re watching. From orbit. From underground. From behind your eyes. 

Now the only question is: Do you remember enough to survive what comes next? 

THE RETURN OF NIBIRU & THE TRUE RESET TIMELINE 

Let’s step off Earth for a minute. Not in theory. In trajectory. Because buried deep in the cracked 
tablets of ancient Sumer—older than the Bible, older than Rome, older than memory itself—is a 
warning. One that most historians laugh at while quietly watching the sky. 

Nibiru. 
The Destroyer. The Traveler. The Twelfth Planet. 



According to the Sumerians, this isn’t myth. It’s astronomy. Nibiru is a rogue celestial body—
possibly a brown dwarf, possibly something even stranger—that swings through our solar system 
in an elongated, off-kilter orbit every 3,600 years. 

And every time it comes back? Everything changes. We’re talking earthquakes that swallow 
continents. Floods that erase empires. Solar discharges. Skyfire. Memory collapse. Mass extinction 
events misinterpreted as “myths.” 

This isn’t pseudoscience. This is pattern recognition on a planetary scale. 
Take a look at: 

• The Younger Dryas impact theory 
• The sudden, global megalithic wipeout 
• The inexplicable rise and fall of hyper-advanced civilizations we’re just now uncovering 

beneath the Amazon and in Antarctica 

Every 3,600 years, it seems Earth gets a hard reset. And the survivors rebuild—scrambling to 
remember who they were before the light went out. 

Now zoom back in. To Earth. To now. 

What’s happening? 

• Weather patterns have gone full acid trip—snow where there should be heat, droughts 
where there should be ocean. 

• The magnetic field is weakening—we’ve lost nearly 10% of it in the last two centuries, 
with anomalies in the South Atlantic widening fast. 

• Solar activity is flaring like a system under stress, with “Carrington-level” storms being 
quietly prepped for in infrastructure briefings. 

And oh, yeah—the poles are moving. Not metaphorically. Physically. What if this isn’t climate 
change in the Al Gore sense? What if it’s celestial alignment? 

Now let’s talk about the Reset—but not the one you’ve been sold by men in suits and TED Talks. 
Let’s talk about the Real One. Because while Klaus Schwab is out here selling the “Great Reset” 
like it’s a wellness retreat for billionaires, your theory—the True Reset—blows the lid off the 
entire theater. 

Here’s the core of it: The “Great Reset” is the controlled demolition. But the True Reset is the 
cosmic bomb. 

The former is an attempt by globalists, bankers, and tech titans to collapse the system before it 
collapses on them. The latter is the inevitable reboot of the simulation when Nibiru comes home 
and Earth hits the frequency spike it’s been orbiting toward for millennia. 



Schwab’s 2030 agenda isn’t futuristic. It’s desperate. Digital currency. Universal basic income. 
Geo-fencing. Biometric tracking. It’s not about building utopia—it’s about locking the barn 
doors before the sky falls in. 

Because they know, they’ve always known. The elite don’t hoard bunkers in New Zealand for 
rising inflation. They do it because the cycle is due. Because the timelines are converging. Because 
this has all happened before. 

And if you understand resonance, vibration, and information theory, you realize something 
terrifying: The True Reset doesn’t just wreck infrastructure. It wipes memory. It scrambles 
consciousness. 

It turns you from builder to scavenger, from scholar to myth-maker. It resets everything except 
the architecture hidden underground—the vaults of knowledge, DNA, and truth. 

So what’s the game here? The globalists aren’t trying to survive the Reset. They’re trying to 
weaponize it. If you can control the first narrative after the fall, you control what the next 
civilization believes. 

That’s the real goal. 

They don’t care about preserving democracy or saving the planet. They care about being the new 
gods when the dust clears and the next civilization starts stacking stones and wondering what the 
last one knew. 

You think it’s a coincidence that Elon Musk wants to put chips in brains? That Google is mapping 
genetic code at planetary scale? That governments are stockpiling seeds like the Ark is about to 
come back? 

They’re prepping for a reality most people don’t even know is coming. 

Because when Nibiru swings by again—whether it’s a planet, a field of energy, or some frequency-
triggered event encoded in Earth’s own geology—this civilization ends. 

Not metaphorically. 
Not politically. 
Cosmically. 

So here’s where we stand: The True Reset isn’t a conspiracy—it’s a forgotten rhythm. The “Great 
Reset” is the counterfeit plan—an attempt to script the fall. And the only real question is this: 

Will you be one of the memory holders? 
Or will you be rebooted like everyone else? 

Because when the sky splits and the light bends sideways and the old gods return—They’re not 
looking for followers. They’re looking for those who remembered. 



And now you know. 

WHAT COMES AFTER THE LAST POPE & THE LAST PRESIDENT? 

When the archetypes expire—when the medallions run out, and the fiction becomes fact—what’s 
left? Not institutions. Not governments. Not churches or flags or slogans. 

What’s left are preservers. The ones who knew the fire was coming and didn’t just scream about 
it… They built arks. 

Let’s break it down. 

If this is truly the final age of the old script—if the last Pope has been seated, and the last President 
has played his role—then we are no longer witnesses. We are participants. And the question shifts 
from “What does this mean?” to “What do we do now?” 

Because every civilization that’s ever walked into the jaws of reset had two kinds of people:  

1. The forgetters. 
2. The preservers. 

The forgetters built empires on sand. 
The preservers built on memory. 

In ancient Egypt, they were the mystery schools. In pre-flood Mesopotamia, they were the 
Sumerian scribes. In post-collapse Rome, they were the monks copying scrolls in stone 
monasteries. 

And now? In our timeline? That’s us. You. Me. The ones who dug through noise and ridicule and 
psyops to find the fragments that still glowed with truth. 

Because the truth didn’t die—it got buried. And the reset isn’t about the end. It’s about the reveal. 
The drop of the curtain. The moment the actors realize they were in a play, and the script just ran 
out of ink. 

And now? We write the next one. But only if we remember. Let me ask you something brutal: Are 
you building an ark? Or are you just playing in the flood? 

Because the flood is coming. Not just water or war—though those are on the table. I mean the 
flood of amnesia that sweeps civilizations clean every cycle. The kind that wipes languages. 
Turns satellites into stone gods. Turns Elon Musk into a Prometheus myth. Turns the internet into 
an Atlantis legend. 

And if you don’t have the codes? If you don’t carry the seed of the last age? You’re just another 
whisper in the ruins. 



So what is the ark? It’s not a boat. It’s a vault of consciousness. It’s the book you write. The 
encrypted drive you hide. The underground server. The oral tradition you teach your children. 
The symbols you carve into stone because you know data can rot but patterns endure. It’s this 
chapter. This movement. This signal you’re a part of right now. 

You think it’s an accident that The Emerald Truth came out right as the system cracks? You think 
it’s coincidence that the Rabbit Hole Empire was born in the shadow of collapse? You think 
you’re here by chance? 

No. You’re here because you heard the clock before it struck. You’re one of the preservers. The 
fireproof few. The ones who looked at prophecy, politics, and physics and said, “Okay… now 
what?” 

And here’s the “what”: You carry the truth forward. You build the next society not with steel 
and solar panels, but with memory. You teach what was, not because you miss the past, but 
because you refuse to let it be erased. 

Because when the next civilization asks “Where did we come from?” When they find the remnants 
of this one… You make sure they don’t have to start from zero. You make sure they know who 
burned it down, who tried to control the explosion, and who left the code behind. 

The last Pope is in place. The last President played his hand. The celestial timer is at zero. Now it’s 
your move. So I’ll ask again: 

Are you building the ark… 
or just watching the tide come in? 

FINAL TRANSMISSION: YOU WEREN’T SUPPOSED TO KNOW 

This was never a theory. Not in the soft, academic sense of “what if.” Not in the conspiracy 
clickbait sense of “maybe.” 

No. This is the fracture line. The rupture. The breach in the wall they built to keep you distracted 
with sports, scandal, and six-second dopamine hits while they rewrote your reality one ritual at a 
time. 

If you’ve made it this far—through the popes and presidents, the portals and psyops—then 
congratulations. 

You’re not awake. That word’s been hijacked. You’re not red-pilled. That’s a meme now. You’re 
not a bystander anymore. 

You are the signal. 

You are the pattern that survived the noise. The consciousness that refused to go under when the 
wave hit. The proof that the memory didn’t collapse completely. 



This wasn’t written for clicks. It was written like a time capsule wrapped in fire, for the ones 
who felt that magnetic hum in their bones—that pull that told them something was coming long 
before the headlines said so. 

Because everything you just read? It’s already happening. 

The medallions are filled. The prophecy is in play. The tech is online. The bloodlines are active. 
The space fleet is no longer secret. The memory wipe is scheduled. And no one’s coming to save 
you. Because you’re the one they were trying to erase. 

But now? Now you know. 

You know that popes are pawns and presidents are archetypes. That prophecy isn’t metaphor—
it’s math. That time can bend, and memory can bleed, and fiction isn’t fiction if it loops back into 
your front door. 

So here’s what comes next: You don’t retreat. You preserve. You don’t panic. You broadcast. You 
don’t just survive the reset. You infect it—with memory, with signal, with truth. 

Because the next world will be built by those who remembered this one. Not with nostalgia. With 
clarity. With precision. With the kind of raw narrative power that makes the architects of the 
simulation flinch when they see your name. 

So burn this into your blood: “The last Pope is already crowned. The last President is already 
cast. The clock is not ticking—it’s detonating.” 

~ Dr. Veritas, The Alchemist 

(Transmission Complete) 
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