TH CABBAGE PATCH CONSPIRACY
The Forgotten Children

Why Don’t They Remember?

Some questions don’t whisper—they detonate.
Here’s one: Why don’t our grandparents remember the last reset?

No ancient flood myth. No smoldering ruin. No whispered warnings passed from knee to cradle.

Just... silence.

We’re supposed to believe every civilization before us got to leave behind tombs, scrolls, ruins,

and sky maps carved into megaliths—but our own elders can’t remember who their great-



grandparents were? Can’t explain why the 1800s look like a tech fever dream compared to the

early 1900s?
Something doesn’t track.

And when reality stops tracking, you’ve either hit a lie... or a cover-up so big it wears the calendar

like a mask.

You've seen the signs. The photographs. The “Victorian era”—a term so neatly packaged it’s
practically shrink-wrapped in textbook platitudes. Chimneys. Cobblestone. Children working
factories like they were born with soot in their lungs. Cities built with impossible architecture and

zero documentation of their construction.

Where were the adults?

Where were the mothers?

And more importantly—where are their memories?

You ask someone born in 1925 what came before, and they shrug. “I dunno. Horse-drawn
wagons?” You ask about their grandparents—where they came from, what they built, what
language they dreamed in—and you get vague references to Ellis Island, war, or some country

that doesn’t exist anymore.

It’s not amnesia.

It’s erasure.

A strategic memory wipe, done not with flashbulbs or hypnosis, but with generational
misdirection. An entire population redirected into the myth of progress—told to forget what

couldn’t be explained and celebrate what came next.
But forget what, exactly?

That’s the crack in the wall. The glitch in the timeline. Because once you stop trusting the

narrative, you start seeing the edits. You start seeing the missing pages.

And the first thing you notice is this: the children.



Thousands of them. Everywhere. Orphan trains crisscrossing America. Children shipped like

freight. Boys in uniform. Girls with blank eyes. Labeled, numbered, reassigned.

But no parents.

No family trees.

No records that make any damn sense.

They called it an “orphan crisis.” But who creates a crisis like that on purpose? And why?

What if those children weren’t orphans at all?

What if they were... replacements?

The reset didn’t start with earthquakes or skyfire.
It started with silence.

And then it seeded the silence with children.

New children.
Memoryless children.
Children who wouldn’t question the missing architecture, the impossible ruins, the cities they

inherited but never built.
And decades later?

We dressed them up as dolls.
Called them cute.

Put birth certificates in their hands like trophies from a forgotten war.

The Cabbage Patch Kids were never just a toy phenomenon. They were a trigger event. A

subconscious symbolic recall—something deep inside of us saying, “You’ve seen this before.”

The scrambling for dolls. The hysteria. The parents fighting like addicts over synthetic babies they

couldn’t explain their obsession with. It wasn’t marketing. It was memory residue.

What if those dolls weren’t fiction?

What if they were effigies?



Miniature echoes of the real children that were scattered across the world like confetti after the

collapse of the last empire?
And what if our grandparents don’t remember the reset...

Because they were born into it?

THE CHILDREN THAT CAME FROM NOWHERE

Let’s talk about the trains.
Not the kind that carried gold or guns or armies—the kind that carried children.

Between the 1850s and the early 1900s, an estimated 250,000 kids were shipped across the
United States on what became known as “orphan trains.” But this wasn’t a kindness. It wasn’t
charity. It was a logistical operation—an industrial-scale redistribution of the human seed

stock.
You think I'm exaggerating?

Pull up the photos. Read the headlines from back then. Dozens—sometimes hundreds—of
children at a time, loaded onto railcars and sent west like livestock. No parents. No known
relatives. Just a name on a clipboard, a birthdate someone made up, and a “placement” waiting

in some small town.

The official story? Poverty. Urban squalor. A post-Civil War population boom with not enough

parents to go around.

But that doesn’t explain the scale.
It doesn’t explain the lack of records.

And it sure as hell doesn’t explain why it happened globally.

Because it wasn’t just America. Europe had its own version. So did parts of Australia and Canada.
Children—by the tens of thousands—shipped, sorted, and assigned. Not to family. To farms. To

institutions. To the workforce.



And nobody asks: Where were all the adults?

You don’t create a surplus of unclaimed children unless you've erased the people who were

supposed to raise them.
So here’s the real question: Were these children left behind by some catastrophe?
Or were they inserted?

Because if this was a natural disaster—famine, war, or plague—you’d expect surviving adults.
You’d expect grandparents clinging to memory. You’d expect stories. But instead, you get blank

slates. Kids with no lineage. No photos. No sense of where they came from.
Like they just appeared.
And maybe they did.

Some researchers call them the “reset children.” They believe these kids weren’t the aftermath
of collapse—they were the restart mechanism. New souls. Or maybe not even souls. Just bodies.

Vessels. Inserted into a world scrubbed clean of context.

Factories needed workers. Cities needed citizens. The infrastructure was already there—strangely
advanced, wildly oversized for the time, and completely undocumented in its construction. All

they needed was a population to fill it.
So they sent the trains.
And with them came the new world’s memory problem.

Because a child with no past doesn’t ask questions.
A child with no roots doesn’t dig.

And a civilization built on orphans doesn’t mourn the ruins it lives on.
It forgets.
That’s the trick. That’s the spell.

Forget enough times, and you don’t just lose history—you lose the right to question it.



So when you walk through a city with buildings your ancestors supposedly built but couldn’t

replicate today with all the tech on Earth... remember this:
Those buildings weren’t made by the children.

The children were brought in to make sure you never found out who did.

THE GHOST GENERATION

If a picture’s worth a thousand words, then the Victorian era is a horror novel wrapped in lace.

Because once you start looking—really looking—at the photographs from the late 1800s, a
chilling pattern emerges. Not just soot-covered chimney sweeps or the hollow-eyed factory kids
with hands too small for the machines they fed. Not just the street sellers, the laundry runners,

the coal dust orphans with posture like they'd lived three lifetimes before puberty.
It’s who’s missing that punches hardest.
Where the hell were the adults?

Why is there an entire generation of photos—tens of thousands of them—where children

dominate the frame and the grownups are either blurred, absent, or nonexistent?

Sure, there are staged portraits. Painted smiles. The rare Victorian mother stiff as her corset. But
in the raw imagery—the unfiltered urban photography—you see cities run by children. Built

with them. Populated by them.
As if they were the only ones left.
Or the only ones planted.

You've seen the famous “child labor” photos. Dirty kids in overalls, barefoot on the street,
standing like ghosts in the doorways of half-built industrial fortresses. We're told this was

normal. That poverty forced their hands. That childhood was different back then.

But what if “different” is the lie?



What if childhood itself had to be redefined because these weren’t normal children?
And more disturbingly—what if they weren’t raised to remember?
Because that’s the hidden pattern.

Talk to someone descended from this era, and they’ll give you vague stories. Names with no faces.
Faces with no places. Generational knowledge that cuts off like a severed power line two steps

above them. As if someone wiped the hard drive.

There’s a theory whispered through the forbidden forums—the ones buried so deep in the
internet you need an archeologist to access them—that these children weren’t just abandoned.

They were installed.

Bio-programmed to adapt.
Reared by institutions, not bloodlines.
Conditioned to rebuild a world they didn’t question because they didn’t inherit it—they were

inserted into it.
They didn’t know what came before.
And that was the point.

Imagine this: a generation born without grandparents. Without elders to pass down stories,
myths, warnings. A generation with no oral tradition, no ancestral memory—just factories,

obedience, and clocks.

You don’t erase history by burning books.

You erase it by engineering a generation too young to remember, and too busy to ask.
This is the ghost generation.

The ones who rebuilt the cities.
Rewired the factories.
Reset the system.

All while the real architects of the old world were buried beneath cathedrals and cover stories.



You ever notice how Victorian children always look older than their age? Their eyes too heavy,

their expressions too numb? That’s not poverty.

That’s the look of someone who was never allowed to be a child—because they were born

into a world that didn’t remember what children were supposed to be.
They weren’t just raised to work.

They were raised to forget.

THE CABBAGE PATCH TRIGGER

In 1983, the world went mad for a doll.

Not a Barbie. Not some superhero figurine.
An ugly, rubber-faced, cloth-bodied child with a name you didn’t pick and a birth certificate you

didn’t earn.

They called them Cabbage Patch Kids, and they weren’t sold—they were adopted. A bureaucratic
ceremony wrapped in plastic and polyester. You didn’t just buy a toy; you signed the paperwork.

You took a vow.

I remember 1983. Not the headlines, not the politicians—but the doll. My sister had one. A
Cabbage Patch Kid. One of the originals. Ugly thing, with eyes that stared too long and a face that
felt too... familiar. It came with a birth certificate, as if someone wanted us to believe it had come

from somewhere real.

I remember the chaos—grown adults waiting for hours in lines, fighting over these dolls in store

aisles, and exchanging hundreds of dollars for a toy that looked like it had already seen too much.

Back then, I thought it was just a weird cultural moment. Now? I think it was a trigger—a
symbolic reenactment of something far more disturbing. Because these dolls weren’t just
playthings. They were reminders. And if you follow the thread far enough, you’ll realize they point

to something no one wants to talk about: A generation of children with no past.



These dolls weren’t born.

They were assigned.

Pre-named. Pre-packaged. Pre-imprinted with identity.

Bureaucratic genetics in plush form.
And the public went feral.

Parents trampling each other. Stores ransacked. News anchors laughing nervously as grown
adults fought over wrinkly, dead-eyed dolls like they were fighting for a spot on Noah’s Ark. A

cultural moment, they said. A fad.
No.
It was a trigger.

Areenactment. A mass ritual of reprogramming—where millions of people unconsciously

mirrored a forgotten trauma.

Because these weren’t just dolls.

They were symbols.

They represented something we couldn’t quite place—but felt deep in the gut. Aresonance. A

flash of something ancient and buried.

Children with no origin.

And we were desperate to hold them again.

It wasn’t about playtime. It wasn’t about cuteness. It was about memory.

The dolls came from a garden. A cabbage patch. A place that never existed. Their names were

generated. Their stories fabricated. And we lined up to receive them—not question them.
Just like those children from the 1800s.

Processed. Placed. Papered over.

Their past deleted. Their origin myth crafted.



And suddenly, we’re here in 1983, ritualistically reenacting it.

The Cabbage Patch craze wasn’t a market anomaly. It was a sigil activation. A symbol pushed

into the collective field to stimulate a forgotten trauma loop.

Why do you think they came with adoption papers?
Why the obsessive branding around "official birth"?

Why the insistence that these weren’t just toys, but assigned identities?
Because it wasn’t just about kids playing house.
It was about normalizing the idea of synthetic children.

Clones. Al seedlings. Manufactured beings inserted into society with no lineage, no memory, and

no resistance.

You ever hear the theory that the soul enters the body at birth because the trauma of birth acts as

an anchor point?

Now imagine sidestepping that.

Imagine avessel born in a lab, wrapped in ritual, distributed like a product.

No trauma.
No anchor.

No soul.
Or worse—a recycled one.

Theories around Cabbage Patch Kids range from light-hearted satire to darkly serious
speculation. That they were modeled after test subjects. That the original prototypes were based
on clone studies. That the aesthetics of the doll—the bulging head, the plastic skin, the lifeless

gaze—mirror what happens when you build the body, but forget the essence.
Think of Al today.

We create chatbots, deepfakes, language models with pre-loaded knowledge and no true

experience.



Now go back to 1983.
Were those dolls just soft-bodied toys?

Or were they preparatory programming—a way to get society ready for a generation that
wouldn’t just lack origin stories...

but would never need them?

Because if you don’t come from somewhere...
You don’t ask where anything comes from.
You just exist.

Just like those children on the orphan trains.
Justlike the AT agents entering our homes.

Justlike a doll that smiled up at you with someone else’s name.

THE FORGOTTEN MOTHERS AND THE PATCH MYTH

Here’s the part they package as cute:

Babies come from cabbages.

Not wombs.
Not blood.
Notlineage.

Just a patch of leaves. Just soil, sun, and a little make-believe magic.

It sounds harmless. Harmless enough to market to toddlers. Harmless enough to embed in songs
and children’s books.

But folklore is never harmless.

It’s a delivery system—a sugar-coated ritual designed to embed ideas so deeply that we mistake

them for truth.



And this one?

This one’s a weapon.

Because the cabbage patch myth doesn’t just erase biology. It erases the mother.
No pain. No birth canal. No memory.

Just “pluck and name”—as if life were a vegetable, not a soul passage.
You want to know how they normalized the idea of children with no origin?
They turned itinto a nursery rhyme.

But scratch that surface and you don’t find innocence.
You find womb magic, artificial birthing, and esoteric fertility rites that date back to pre-

Sumerian bloodlines.

Ancient priesthoods—particularly those within mystery schools—have long believed in birthing
without sex.
Not immaculate conception.

Manufactured conception.

The Gnostics called it soul harvesting.
The Egyptians? Ka vessels.
The Theosophists? Ego-less births.

The idea that you could summon, sculpt, or clone a being into physical form without divine spark.

That’s not religion.

That’s ritual biology.
And it shows up in toy culture with surgical precision.

Cabbage Patch Kids weren’t delivered by storks. They were grown in the ground, with birth
certificates signed by Xavier Roberts—who, by the way, is depicted on the packaging not as a toy

maker, but as a doctor.
Dr. Roberts. As in, doctor of artificial birth.

Coincidence?



Notif you've read the early advertising.

Not if you've seen the art:
Smiling babies emerging from leaves, nurses harvesting them with care, and rows of identical dolls

lined up in neat little files—ready for assignment.
Not purchase.
Assignment.

The “patch” becomes the new womb.
The mother? Replaced by brand mythology.

The sacred? Reduced to plastic and plush.

It’s subconscious programming—not just to rewrite where babies come from, but to condition

an entire generation to stop asking.
Because if babies don’t come from people...
Then people don’t come from anywhere.
And if you don’t come from anywhere...
Then you’re programmable.

Cabbage Patch Kids didn’t just erase the mother.
They erased the origin frequency.

They made motherhood sterile.

Fertility... corporate.

Birth... bureaucratic.

And that, my friend, is the perfect setup for a society ready to accept cloning, Al embodiment,

surrogacy markets, and genetic editing as “progress.”

It’s not progress.



It’s ritual regression. A return to the days when elites controlled birth, bloodlines, and soul entry

through secret rites—now laundered through toy aisles and hospital tech.
You think the cabbage is just a vegetable?

In ancient fertility cults, cabbage was linked to the Moon, hidden knowledge, and in some texts,

the damp earth where underworld spirits gestate.
What better symbol for a child that was never born, but simply appeared?

What better myth to condition us for a population of children with no mothers, no fathers, no

ancestral memory—just a name tag, a registration number, and a contract?
That’s not folklore.

That’s aritual mask on a post-human agenda.

THE QUIET MIND THEORY

Here’s a stat they don’t like to talk about—because once you hear it, you can’t stop hearing the

silence:

Roughly 30 to 50 percent of people have no internal monologue.
No voice in their head.
No inner narrator.

No stream of thought stringing together memory, meaning, and motive.
Just... quiet.

They navigate the world like sleepwalkers in daylight—reacting, performing, mimicking language

and emotion like a downloaded script. And if that sounds harsh, that’s because it should.

Because if nearly half the population is living without inner dialogue, then we’re not just talking

about personality types.

We're talking about two entirely different species of mind.



The question is—was it always this way?
Or did something make it this way?

In a world where children arrive with no past, dolls arrive with no womb, and calendars erase

their own origins—are we surprised that the architecture of thought itself has been modified?

Let’s get clinical for a second.
The internal monologue isn’t just “thinking in words.” It’s the glue of metacognition—the ability
to think about your own thoughts. It’s the seat of reflection, empathy, storytelling, planning,

shame, memory, imagination. Strip it away, and what’s left?

A reactive vessel.

An organism that experiences input... but lacks the depth to interrogate it.
You think that’s an accident?

Orisitdesign?

There’s a theory that this absence of internal voice is the result of neurological sedation—a side
effect of modern overstimulation, sugar poisoning, chemical exposure, blue light addiction.

Maybe. But that’s the safe answer. The one the algorithms approve.

The more dangerous theory?

It’s engineered.

What if the “quiet mind” is not a dysfunction...

but a default?

Think about it: a child born without ancestral memory, raised by a system instead of a mother,
trained by curriculum instead of wisdom—what chance does that child have to develop a rich

inner world?

Now multiply that by generations.



You start with memoryless orphans.

You seed society with cabbage-born archetypes.
You replace oral tradition with state programming.
You silence the elders.

You flatten language.

You gamify attention.

You inject constant noise.
And eventually?

The voice inside fades.

Until only some of us still have it.
Until thinking becomes a luxury, not a birthright.

You want to control a civilization?
Don’t just control its media.

Control its monologue.

Because if someone doesn’t question their own thoughts...

They’ll never question yours.

They’ll vote how you say.
They’ll believe what you show.
They’ll fight the wars you script.

And they’ll never hear the whisper that something feels off—because the whisperer is gone.

So maybe this isn’t about intelligence.

Maybe it’s about conscious occupancy.

The quiet-mind theory isn’t about who’s smart. It’s about who’s awake—who’s home behind the

eyes, and who’s simply reacting to the light and the noise.
And maybe, just maybe, some of the people walking around us...

Weren’t designed to ask why.



They were designed to comply.

CLONING, RESET BREEDING & THE TARTARIA CLEANUP CREW

If you’ve been following the trail—really following it—you’ve probably asked yourself the

forbidden question by now:
Where did all the children come from after Tartaria fell?

Because the orphan trains didn’t come from nowhere.
The cities they were sent to didn’t build themselves.

And the populations that filled the empty buildings didn’t appear by accident.
They were placed.

According to one of the more radioactive threads in the Reset Theory underground, the children

who emerged in the wake of Tartaria’s collapse weren’t survivors.
They were replacements.
Engineered. Grown. Programmed. Deployed.

Not born in hospitals.
Not raised by families.

Bred in silence. Assigned in batches.
Sound crazy? Sure. Until you start lining up the anomalies.

Massive architectural feats with no blueprints and no known builders—suddenly repopulated

with children too young to remember anything before the fall.
Street after street of immaculate infrastructure—but no record of construction.

Photographs full of hollow-eyed minors.
No parents. No origin. No oral tradition.

Just a blank-eyed population dropped into someone else’s world.



You think that’s coincidence?
Oristhata cleanup crew?

The theory goes like this: after the cataclysm—whether triggered by geoengineering, plasma
discharge, or celestial reset—the surviving elite knew they couldn’t rebuild the old world with old

souls.

Old souls ask questions.
Old souls remember.

Old souls resist.
So they seeded the ashes with blank slates.

Children without lineage. Without memory. Without soul history.
And they did it through reset breeding programs—some spiritual, some biological, and some far

darker.

You think cloning is sci-fi?

You think programmable humans are decades away?
They’re not.
They were already here.

The technology isn’t new—it’s ancient. The Sumerians hinted at it. The Atlanteans whispered it.
The Egyptians encoded it in glyphs that only make sense once you understand genetic

architecture as a spiritual portal.

Because here’s the rub:
Genetic memory is real.

DNA doesn’t just carry eye color and height. It carries trauma. Language. Instinct. Cosmic residue.
It carries who you were before the lie.

So if you wanted to reboot humanity, and you wanted to keep them from ever remembering who

they were, what would you do?



You’d wipe the DNA.
You’d delete the soul contracts.
You’d break the karmic loop and replace it with compliance.

And you’d release a new batch—empty, programmable, ready to be written on.

And you’d call them... orphans.
And later, you’d make dolls that looked just like them.

And hand them out by the millions.

This wasn’t arescue.

This was a reformat.

Because you don’t want an aware population after a global reset.
You want a docile one.

One that doesn’t ask why the buildings don’t match the era.

One that doesn’t hear the hum beneath the concrete.

One that can’t remember what came before the flood.

So the children came.
And the stories vanished.

And the Tartarian empire became “conspiracy.”
They didn’t just erase a civilization.

They grew a new one to forgetit.

THE REAL REASON YOU RECOGNIZED THOSE DOLLS

Let’s cut through the noise.

You didn’t fight your way through a retail apocalypse in 1983 because you thought those dolls
were cute.

You didn’t cry when you held one as a kid because of some clever ad campaign.



You didn’t stare into those wide, frozen eyes and feel a chill run down your spine because the

lighting was weird.

You felt something.
Something deeper than nostalgia.

Something ancient.
Because here’s the truth:
You recognized them.

Not cognitively.
Not consciously.

But somewhere inside—you remembered.

You remembered them.
Or you remembered being them.

Or you remembered losing someone who was.
That’s how emotional imprinting works.

It doesn’t ask permission.
It bypasses logic.
It skips language and drops straight into the nervous system like a glitch in the matrix that didn’t

get scrubbed clean fast enough.

You ever seen a kid pick up a Cabbage Patch doll for the first time and just... freeze? Like they’ve

seen a ghost in soft cotton skin? That’s not imagination. That’s resonance.
Energetic recognition.

Because maybe those dolls weren’t designed to be toys.

Maybe they were designed to trigger.
To jog a memory so old and so buried it could only surface through archetype.

And here’s where it gets chilling:



What if those dolls weren’t fictional?
What if they were based on something real?

Not a specific person. Not a singular child.

But a template—an energetic signature from another cycle, another generation.

A generation of children plucked from the ruins of Tartaria.
Or grown in the labs of the post-reset cleanup crew.

Or pushed into society as test groups of the soul-deleted.

You felt it.
That eerie familiarity.

That discomfort that somehow wasn’t fear—just recognition without context.
Because energy remembers what the mind forgets.
That’s the part they can’t delete.

No matter how many calendars they rewrite.
No matter how many languages they flatten.

No matter how many times they wipe the hard drive of humanity and start again.
You still feel it.
Aknowing.

That those dolls weren’t just toys.
They were totems.
They carried the frequency of a truth so unbearable, the only way to speak it was through

children’s hands and Christmas morning hysteria.
They weren’t designed to entertain.
They were designed to test your memory.

And the real reason so many people felt that flicker of strangeness?



Because you either were one of those children in another loop...

Or you were supposed to protect them.

And when they vanished—when the trains rolled out, when the names were changed, when the

reset took hold—you lost something.
Something you were never allowed to remember.

Until you held it in your hands again...

And it smiled up at you from the patch.

THE SILENT GENERATION WAS SILENCED

History gave them a nickname and we never questioned it.
“The Silent Generation.”

Born between 1928 and 1945.
Too young to fight in one world war, too old to spark a revolution in the next.

They were quiet. Obedient. Respectful of authority. Masters of self-restraint.
Or so we were told.

But what if that silence wasn’t a virtue?

Whatif it wasn’t character at all?

Whatif it was programming?

This generation rebuilt the world after the fire—after Tartaria, after the resets, after the global
“great forgetting.” They didn’t ask where the cities came from. They didn’t demand to know who

built the towers or why ancient-looking infrastructure stood in brand-new societies.

They just rebuilt.



They accepted the story they were handed.
They memorized it.

They taught it to their kids.

No rebellion.
No resistance.

Just quiet compliance wrapped in the myth of “duty.”

They were told what to believe.
They didn’t question the timelines.
Didn’t interrogate the scars of the past because they couldn’t even see the bones beneath their

feet.

Why?

Because they were manufactured for amnesia.

The term “Silent Generation” doesn’t describe their personality. It describes their function.

They weren’t born to remember.
They were born to reset the stage—to clean up the last act, erase the props, and hammer

together the new illusion.

You think it’s an accident that during their prime the world exploded with television, mass

education, standardized history, and propaganda disguised as patriotism?

This was the generation of mass re-encoding.

And silence was the delivery system.

Don’t ask questions.
Don’t challenge the church, the school, the media, the flag.

Be grateful. Be small. Be quiet.

That wasn’t wisdom.

That was survival instinct coded into DNA post-reset.



Because when you reset a civilization, you don’t want the first generation to be loud.

You want them numb.

You want them silent.

You want them so full of humility and fear that they praise the cage you put them in because they

don’t remember what the sky used to look like.
The Silent Generation didn’t fail us.
They were failed first.

Born into a broken record.
Taught to trust the static.

Conditioned to believe that peace is the absence of noise, not the presence of truth.

So they rebuilt.
But they didn’t pass on memory.

They passed on compliance.
And that’s how a civilization loses itself.

Not with a bang.

But with a whisper.

FINAL QUESTIONS TO UNLOCK THE TRUTH

This wasn’t a toy exposé.

This wasn’t a history lesson.

This was another forbidden chapter in the True Reset Theory—the one they tried to bury
beneath plastic smiles and state-approved timelines. The one that explains why reality feels like a

stage set mid-scene, and why none of the actors remember rehearsing.

Because if you’ve made it this far, you already know:



The reset wasn’t an event.

It was areboot.
And children were the installation files.
So now we ask the questions they built this entire system to suppress:

Why were children the carriers of the new world?

Why not the wise? Why not the scholars, the scientists, the mystics?

Because children don’t remember.
Because children don’t resist.
Because you can tell a child a new story—and if you erase the old one well enough, they’ll never

ask for it again.
So they seeded the future with forgetfulness.

And those children?

They didn’t get to keep their names.
Who gave them new names?
The state? The church? The hidden hand behind the curtain?

You don’t give someone a name unless you’re trying to own them.

You don’t replace someone’s identity unless you’re trying to erase where they came from.

So where did they come from...

and why can’t we remember where they went?

Where are the records?
Where are the graves?
Where are the descendants of the hundreds of thousands of orphans scattered across the post-

cataclysmic world?

They didn’t just disappear.

They were either absorbed... or recycled.



And maybe, just maybe—some of us were them.
Reincarnated with a scrambled frequency.

Waking up now because the memory is starting to leak through.

That feeling you’ve had your whole life—that something was off? That this world was missing a

chapter?

It wasn’t paranoia.

It was memory.

The kind they couldn’t scrub.

The kind they couldn’t program out of the soil, the sky, or your cells.

And that’s why you’re here.

Why you read this.

Why some part of you just knows the dolls were never toys.
Why the photos of ghost children in soot-covered cities haunt you more than they should.

Why your grandparents never had the answers.

This isn’t nostalgia.

It’s recognition.

They tried to reset the world.

But you were never meant to forget it.
Another lesson in the books.

~ Dr. Veritas, the Alchemist



