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The Queen is Dead:  
Yet Another Sirius Affair in Year Zero 

by S.K. Bain 
 

Watching and Waiting 
On July 6th of this year, Year Zero, a full two months before she passed away, I wrote, “The celebration 
of Queen Elizabeth’s Platinum Jubilee, or 70th year on the throne … will be quickly followed by her 
demise or incapacitation.” 
 
Oh, who cares?, you might say to yourself. Who cares about the deceased old monarch or any supposed 
prediction regarding her demise? More so than any time since the Cuban Missile Crisis, we’re facing the 
very real prospect of nuclear annihilation (or so we’re strongly being led to believe). What I’m going to 
tell you here is basically the same ole people doing same ole sh*t, albeit on an even grander scale. Is this 
really worth taking the time to contemplate? I guess we’ll see. 
 

 
 
By the way, I realize that the Queen has been dead and buried for some time now, and that some might 
perceive that my belated missive is beyond tardy—in the current frenetic, ADHD-inducing news cycle, 
it’s practically irrelevant now. Compounding my sin of slowness is the fact that within 24 hours of her 
passing, I was absolutely certain that her death was a mass ritual. I had cracked the occult code in record 
time, and could have blogged about it practically in real time. But I didn’t. I was mesmerized by the 
spectacle of what may well have been the last great state funeral. And I was waiting… 
 

Highly Predictable 
If you’re familiar with my work, you’ve probably already guessed that I am about to claim that the 
Queen’s death was a Sirius ritual—and, indeed, it was. But what with all the escalating rhetoric about 
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nuclear war in recent months, my silly little observations about the Queen’s death constituting some 
sort of ritual may at first seem almost too trite to have bothered putting into words.  
 
Then again, maybe not, because if you genuinely comprehend the scope and scale of what the 
Cryptocracy is doing this year, it may lead you to an even deeper understanding of what is going in the 
world and the reality that nothing is what it seems. 
 

A Very Sirius Matter  
On July 6th, I also wrote,  
 

Our Masters pay homage to the sun, but they worship the Secret Sun, Sirius the Dog Star, the Blazing Star 
of Freemasonry and the mythical Abode of Lucifer. July 4

th
 is observed as the day of the year when the 

sun conjuncts with the Secret Sun in the noonday sky. (The actual day of this occurrence moves around a 
bit on the calendar over the ages, and of course you can’t see Sirius during the day, but the conjunction 
occurs all the same.) So the day upon which we are instructed to celebrate our independence from 
tyranny and oppression is actually a day of Luciferian worship imposed upon us by those who continually 
seek to subject us to tyranny and oppression. On this day, we unwittingly and collectively worship 
together in the High Church of Lucifer. 

 
The sixth of July, by the way, was the date upon which the Georgia Guidestones were unceremoniously 
blown to bits, as I discussed in my last blog entry. The Guidestones constituted a cosmic clock, a clock 
the Elite are now finished with, so they disposed of it—on a date dedicated to Sirius worship. 
 
And just as I accurately predicted Queen Elizabeth’s pending orchestrated passing, I can confidently 
report that she, too, was disposed of on a date dedicated to worship of the Dog Star, i.e., the Queen’s 
precisely timed death was a Global Mass Ritual dedicated to the Blazing Star of Freemasonry—here in 
Year Zero, the pregnant pause between the passing of the Old 26,000-Year Great Age and the dawning 
of the New Great Age of Lucifer. 
 

     
Per www.glosmasons.org.uk: “Queen Elizabeth’s father, His late Majesty King George VI and her consort, HRH The Duke of 
Edinburgh, were both Freemasons.  Her cousin, HRH The Duke of Kent, has been Grand Master of the United Grand Lodge of 
England since 1967.”   

 
 

http://www.glosmasons.org.uk/
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A Rising Star 
Her Royal Highness represented the Great Goddess, the Great Mother, and her death symbolized the 
passing of the former Great Age, the beginning and end of which is defined by the sun’s visual alignment 
with Galactic Center, which has historically been viewed by many cultures across the globe as the Great 
Mother, the Womb of Creation (i.e., the Womb of Isis). 
 

 
Galactic Center over the Pyramids of Giza. 

 
Queen Elizabeth’s ritual death was the Final Act in a decades-long Global Galactic-Alignment Giga-Ritual, 
comprised of a series of lesser mass rituals, false flag attacks and other staged events. And the date of 
her sacrifice was not, as we almost invariably find to be the case when examining these types of events, 
one associated with Sun worship, but rather with that of Sirius—as was true on January 6th and 
September 11th, 2001 (the latter episode being fully elucidated in my first book, The Most Dangerous 
Book in the World: 9/11 as Mass Ritual).  
 
Each year toward the end of summer, the day of Sirius’ first observed helical rising, when the star was 
once again witnessed rising at dawn with the Sun after a long absence of several months from the 
heavens, marked the beginning of the New Year in Ancient Egypt. This dawn rising was a much 
anticipated and celebrated event, and was foundational for the entire civilization, determining the start 
of the new civil year and the timing of the planting of life-sustaining crops. 
 
The date of this occurrence depends on a number of factors, the foremost being the latitude from which 
the helical rising was observed—and, of course, this date has shifted around on the calendar with the 
Precession of the Equinoxes, or the passing of the ages (Pisces, Aquarius, etc.), the cumulative passage 
of which defines each Great Age. 
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In Ancient Egypt, with which Freemasons are practically obsessed, the date of this most auspicious of 
occasions was determined as it was observed from the capital city, Memphis (remember that). And to 
get directly to the point, the day of the first observed dawn rising of Sirius in modern times at the 
latitude of Balmoral Castle, where Queen Elizabeth passed away on September 8th is … September 8th.  
 

A Full Programming Schedule 
I mentioned earlier in this piece that immediately after the Queen’s passing I declined to comment on 
the subject, even though I determined it to be a Sirius ritual in less than a day, because I was waiting. 
On what? That would be the related scripted programming (no, not television programming) that I 
anticipated—or was absolutely certain, rather—would accompany her timely demise. And I was not 
disappointed. 
 
Actually, as is often the case, some of the programming occurred in the days preceding the Main Event 
of QE II’s death, and generally you can only recognize such events after the fact as predictive 
programming (although I had my suspicions regarding certain ones early on).  
 
I knew that there would be side shows before and after the Queen’s death and the resultant Last Great 
State Funeral of our Time, which was itself part of the ritual, with leaders from nearly every country on 
the planet assembled in the Capital of the World, London. 
 
I was certain of this after having studied these mass rituals for over a decade, and having written 
extensively about the year-long scripting that accompanied the 50th anniversary of the assassination of 
President John F. Kennedy in 2013, which I referred to as “the Golden Jubilee of the Killing of the King” (I 
suppose one could refer to the events of 2022 as “the Platinum Jubilee and the Killing of the Queen”). 
 
As it happened, I somehow found myself caught up in the unfolding events of that year, a tale I relate in 
my second book, Most Dangerous: A True Story. My saga transpired in and around Tupelo, Mississippi, 
(remember that, too), the birthplace of Elvis Presley and not far from Memphis, Tennessee, home to 
Elvis’ beloved estate, Graceland. 
 

A September to Remember 
For the sake of brevity, I’m not going to attempt here to relate the script for all of 2022, but rather focus 
primarily on September, the month of the Queen’s passing—“A September to Remember,” if you will 
(or, “A September for the Ages,” or, perhaps, “A September for the Great Ages” … I’ll stop now.) 
 
But before I get started, let me just remind those of you familiar with my work (and introduce to the 
unfamiliar) what we’re dealing with – a gaggle of ultra-powerful, insanely wealthy psychopaths obsessed 
with the dark occult, who use dark humor, mockery, human sacrifice, and MK-Ultra to sow fear and 
doom far and wide. They communicate with each other in plain sight, right under our unknowing noses, 
through the extensive use of symbolism and numerology, timing their diabolical acts with astrology.  
 
Although many are Satanists (some Saturnists) and/or Luciferians, much of what we routinely find is 
clearly fun and games for them—to risk overusing a metaphor I’ve just about worn out by now, the Real 
Hunger Games. We encounter widespread use of the Name Game and mystical toponomy: the world is 
their tessellated chessboard, everyone but a pawn to be moved at their whim, everything on the board 
under their complete control. 
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What we find as we autopsy the year-to-date is the ultimate demonstration of the Cryptocracy’s total 
mastery of our world. They program it as readily and thoroughly as a computer programmer codes a 
video game. And for us, it may just about be Game Over. 
 

Let the Games Begin 
September opened on the first day of the month, a Thursday, in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania (named after 
the ancient city of Philadelphia in Asia Minor that was home to one of the seven churches mentioned in 
the Biblical Book of Revelation), the City of Brotherly Love, with Joe Biden standing in front of Freedom 
Hall in Independence National Historical Park against a sinister looking blood-red backdrop, stating,  
 

This is where America made its Declaration of Independence to the world more than two centuries ago 
with an idea, unique among nations, that in America, we’re all created equal. 

 
Conservative commentators were struck less by Biden’s appeal to the concept of universal equality or 
the historical setting and much more so by what they perceived as the disturbing dictatorial tone of his 
speech, set against an ominous backdrop—but the most important thing for us to note is that this was 
the location in which our country declared its independence from Britain, with all-things-British being a 
primary theme of the month. 
 

   
 
We frequently find in the orchestrated fun-house affairs of a geopolitical nature a playful back-and-forth 
between the U.S. and U.K., with episode one in America, episode two in Great Britain, and so on. I’ve 
documented this in the past, and we find it again here, front and center. 
 
Speaking of which, on January 9th of this year—Year Zero, the year of the Queen’s ritual sacrifice—New 
York City experienced its worst fire disaster in more than three decades involving the tragic deaths of 
nine children and ten adults, with dozens more critically injured. The fire occurred at Twin Parks North 
West located at 333 East 181st Street in the Bronx, with Tower Ladder Fire Truck 33 front and center in 
many of the photographs of the scene.  
 
That’s “Twin” as in the Twin Pillars of Freemasonry (and the Twin Towers), 333 as in the number of the 
demon Choronzon (which originated in 16-century occultist John Dee’s Enochian magic and later 
became an important element within Aleister Crowley’s mystical system of Thelema), and 33 as in the 
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33rd Degree of Freemasonry. This date also just happened to be the 40th birthday of the Princess of 
Wales, Kate Middleton. Happy Birthday! (Skeptical? I detail a similar episode celebrating President 
George W. Bush’s birthday in Most Dangerous: A True Story. And there are others. So there.) 
 

      
(Left) Tower Ladder 33. (Right) Matching attire: Kate Middleton holding her infant, and the character Rosemary Woodhouse 
from Roman Polanski’s 1968 film, Rosemary’s Baby, in which Rosemary gives birth to Satan’s son.  

 

Double Balmoral 
The following day, Friday, September 2nd, would bring headlines from Memphis, Tennessee, (did you 
remember like I told you to?) of the kidnapping of Eliza Fletcher, a mother of two who had disappeared 
on an early morning jog. Details of the event would be forthcoming over the next several days, keeping 
Memphis strategically in world news for an extended period leading up to the announcement of Queen 
Elizabeth’s death. 
 
This unfolding psychodrama—which occurred on the outskirts of Balmoral, Memphis, Tennessee—
foreshadowed what was set to occur at Balmoral Castle, England, a few short days later on September 
8th, and invoked the Egyptian Memphis in the Mass Mind.  
 

Victory! 
Eliza Fletcher was the granddaughter of late hardware magnate and prominent local philanthropist 
Joseph Orgill III. Her body was found the following Monday in a dumpster behind a vacant apartment at 
1666 Victor Street after neighbors called police to report a strong foul odor in the area. I trust that I 
don’t need to comment on the 666, or the significance of “victor,” as in “we the Elite are the victors.”  
 
Also worth noting is that Queen Elizabeth’s funeral procession would come to an end immediately after 
passing under Wellington Arch, atop which sits a bronze sculpture of the Greek Goddess of Victory, Nike. 
The procession had earlier traveled by Buckingham Palace, in front of which lies the Victoria Memorial: 
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atop its central pylon stands a gilded bronze Winged Victory, bearing a victor’s palm in one hand. 
(Victoria is Latin for “victory,” and the Roman goddess of that name was the equivalent of the Greek 
Nike.) 
 

   
(Left) The Victoria Memorial. (Right) A close-up of Winged Victory. 

 

A Biblical Sacrifice 
As I’ve detailed previously in Most Dangerous and elsewhere, the Occult Orchestrators have a wicked 
sense of humor and frequently integrate Biblical themes and names into their scripts, as we’ve already 
seen here with Philadelphia.  
 

     
(Left) Eliza Fletcher. (Center) Eliza Fletcher, a character from England in Disney’s Phineas and Ferb. I’m fairly certain that this is 
simply a coincidence, but I thought I’d include it anyway. You never know. (Right) The Sacrifice of Isaac, a 1635 autograph oil on 
canvas by Rembrandt. 

 
Fletcher, whose first name, Eliza, is of Hebrew origin meaning “pledged to God,” was murdered by 
Cleotha Abston, which might strike you as a rather unusual name for an African-American male living in 
the American Mid-South. The surname Abston means “son of Abraham,” the father of the Hebrew 
people. You may be familiar with Abraham from the Biblical account in which he was instructed by God 
to sacrifice his only son. In the Book of Genesis, Chapter 22, we read,   
 

Some time later God tested Abraham. He said to him, “Abraham!” 
“Here I am,” he replied. 
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2 Then God said, “Take your son, your only son, whom you love—Isaac—and go to the region of Moriah. 
Sacrifice him there as a burnt offering on a mountain I will show you.” 

 
Abraham is thus a name associated with one of the most widely-known instances of human sacrifice (or 
very close to it, as God intervened at the last second to spare Isaac’s life), and this “son of Abraham” 
took the life of one “pledged to God”—a sacrificial victim whose death prefigured the coming Royal 
Sacrifice of Queen Elizabeth II only days later.  
 
According to scripture, God commanded Abraham to take his intended sacrifice to “the region of 
Moriah”:  Mount Moriah road in Memphis is one of the boundary streets of the Balmoral neighborhood. 
(I’m sorry, you just have to admit that’s an absolutely brilliant touch.) 
 
And then there was this delicious tidbit in the reporting of the murder, a quote from Nathaniel Isaac, 
purportedly an uncle of Abston, who told the Daily Mail,  
 

My whole f****** family’s wacky. They always have been. They’re not beloved to me because they’re 
nuts. It’s the truth. Go check the police records for the Abstons. You’ll find they’re all perpetrators of 
something. My wife’s son stayed locked up. Mario is arrested now for drugs and carrying a gun. And Cleo, 
I’m 100 percent sure he had something to do with her abduction.  

 
Oh, the Dark Meme Lords were riffin’, rippin’ and stylin’ down in Memphis. 
 

Death from Above, Contemplated 
The third day of September, a Saturday, the day after Eliza Fletcher’s kidnapping and murder, brought 
breaking news of a man in a stolen aircraft flying around in Tupelo, Mississippi, located a little over 100 
miles from Memphis, threatening to crash the plane into a local Walmart. Well, that’s actually how the 
ordeal began, because it lasted another five hours.  
 
Cory Wayne Patterson (“Wayne” is a notorious Fortean buzzword), who had no prior criminal record 
and was by all accounts a model employee, had worked for over a decade as a lineman for Tupelo 
Aviation at the Tupelo Regional Airport. His duties included refueling aircraft—he had in fact the 
previous day fully fueled the aircraft he stole early that morning.  
 
Patterson decided against carrying out his original threat, and, after an aborted landing attempt at the 
local airport, headed northwest. He had at one time been a student pilot, but had minimal training that 
apparently did not include how to land an airplane. 
 
Next, Patterson flew a short distance to Blue Springs, home of a major Toyota manufacturing facility, 
and reportedly threatened to crash into it. Deciding against this plan, as well, he then flew to nearby 
Blue Mountain, allegedly threatening to crash into the small local four-year college located there. 
Aborting that plan, too, he flew about five miles north to Ripley before circling for hours in and around 
the Holly Springs National Forest (was he just burning off fuel, or something else…). Finally, the 
untrained Patterson safely made a textbook wheels-up landing in a soybean field just west of Ripley. The 
plane sustained some damage, but Patterson walked away completely unscathed and was immediately 
apprehended by law enforcement. 
 
The lengthy saga was covered live by FoxNews and other outlets, keeping northeast Mississippi and the 
entire nation in suspense. Patterson had made terrorist threats of using a fuel-laden airplane as a 
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weapon to inflict mass casualties, reminiscent of 9/11. Where would he strike? Blue Springs? Blue 
Mountain? 
 

Somewhere Over the Rainbow 
Cory Wayne Patterson is pictured below following his apprehension by law enforcement officers just 
outside of Ripley. Does this smirking face seem consistent with someone who just terrorized an entire 
region in an airplane for five hours? And the t-shirt? That’s Rainbow Dash from My Little Pony—she 
“maintains the weather and clears the skies in Ponyville.”  
 

       
 
So Patterson is a brony (the slang term for an adult male fan of show)? To say that bronies are in general 
are an odd lot is an understatement. No adult male is just “into” a kids show—there’s always a twist, 
and it’s almost always sexual. And, per Rule 34 (“If it exists, there is porn of it”), there’s “pony porn,” 
LOTS of it, both animated and real life, straight, gay and otherwise. I’d strongly recommend against 
Googling it.  
 
But whether or not Patterson gets his kink on watching kiddie shows is none of my business, and beside 
the point. In these sorts of highly-orchestrated incidents, nothing is present by chance. Everything is 
intentional, everything means something. And it doesn’t matter if Patterson’s really into this stuff, 
because what’s of ultimate symbolic significance here is the rainbow itself. Yeah, this is all kinda funny, 
but the purposeful integration of the rainbow into this episode bears a serious message—I’ve seen this 
done over and over again, and documented it in multiple false flags and public rituals.  
 

     



Page 10 of 24 
 

It is an inversion of a symbol used by God, we are told in scripture, as a sign of his covenant with man. It 
has been adopted by the LGBTQXYZ community as their own, but they’re latecomers—it was co-opted 
by the Luciferians well before that. In my first book, 9/11 as Mass Ritual, I wrote of the occult objective 
of “building a rainbow bridge to Lucifer”—I won’t repeat myself here, but it’s a real thing. 
 

Flight 9/3 
September 3rd can of course be expressed as 9/3, and, interestingly enough, I devoted a fair amount of 
copy in 9/11 as Mass Ritual to the number 93, it being the universal greeting or calling card of 
Thelemites, as followers of Aleister Crowley’s Thelema are referred. As I detailed in the book, United 
Airlines Flight 93, which allegedly crashed in Shanksville, Pennsylvania, on September 11, 2001, was 
flying greeting to Thelemites worldwide. Patterson piloted Flight 9/3. 
 
Earlier I mentioned that in 2013 I was caught up in some of the events commemorating the Golden 
Jubilee of the Killing of the King, which I wrote about in my second book. The episodes that directly 
involved or affected myself and my family, my son William in particular, occurred in Tupelo and Blue 
Mountain, where lived at the time and still do. As I explain in the book, William was the target of an 
attack, the nature of which cannot be adequately described in the limited space available here.  
 
In 2013, my office was located in Tupelo and William lived at home with me in Blue Mountain, and my 
father also lived here. William now lives in Blue Springs and my father in Ripley. Forgive me for sounding 
paranoid, but given the events of 2013 targeting myself and my family—which I am convinced, and 
argue effectively in print, were the result of the publishing of 9/11 as Mass Ritual—I found it more than 
a little compelling that Patterson’s first three destinations after leaving the Tupelo area, given that he 
could have flown any direction on the compass to many different locations, were Blue Springs, Blue 
Mountain and Ripley.  It’s difficult to ascertain from viewing the recording of his flight path whether he 
flew directly over all of our houses, but I don’t know that this matters—we’re talking about three very 
small towns.  
 

Wicker Revisited 
The orchestrated events of 2013 in Tupelo involved an Elvis impersonator who was framed for 
attempting to assassinate President Barack Obama and U.S. Senator Roger Wicker with ricin-laced 
letters. As I have documented, the Programmers routinely employ the Elvis Meme, and, again, he was 
born in Tupelo and lived in Memphis. 
 

      
(Left) The Elvis impersonator from 2013. (Center) Poster for Baz Luhrmann’s 2022 film, Elvis. (Right) The two-room shotgun 
shack Elvis grew up in (or is it?) at the Elvis Presley Birthplace & Museum in Tupelo. 
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Also in Most Dangerous: A True Story, I discuss another Fortean buzzword that author Michael Hoffman 
wrote about in his seminal Secret Societies and Psychological Warfare — “Wicker,” as in the Wicker Man 
and Wicked King Wicker. Roger Wicker’s involuntary involvement in the 2013 JFK MegaRitual was a 
means of invoking all that this name connotes and injecting it into the Mass Unconscious. 
 
Thus, I found it highly improbable that it would be mere coincidence that Patterson circled repeatedly in 
the vicinity of Wicker Mountain just outside of Ripley on September 3rd. 
 

Busy as a Bee 
These types of scripted events are often layered with multiple levels of meaning, and such is the case 
with Cory Wayne Patterson’s Flight 9/3. 
 
For all the indications that the Cryptocracy may have tipped their hat to the Bain family in 2022 as an 
echo of the trauma visited upon us in 2013, this was by no means the main point, even though my ego 
might wish to entertain the possibility that it was. (See James Shelby Downard’s discussion of the Bain 
surname in his definitive work on the ritual aspects of the JFK assassination, “King Kill 33,” written in 
partnership with Michael Hoffman.) 
 
Patterson stole a twin engine Beechcraft King, and given the pending death of the Queen five days later, 
when you unpack the name of this aircraft it is quite interesting—and I believe is the main point / key 
meme. 
 
The surname Beechcraft is recorded with a number of spelling variations, including Beecraft and 
Beecroft, and likely originates from the pre-7th century Olde English words meaning “bee farm.” 
Patterson landed the Beechcraft King less than half a mile from the Beech Hill Church of Christ (there is a 
Beech Hill in Berkshire, England): Beechcraft, Beech Hill—repetition is a common feature in mass ritual. 
 

     
 
The connection? The beehive is emblematic of the Masonic Lodge and the industriousness of 
Freemasons. Queen Elizabeth was the symbolic Queen Bee. Upon her death, Charles would become 
king, the King of the Bee Farm/Hive, the King Bee (I know there’s no such thing in nature, shut the hell 
up). The Beechcraft King. 
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Well Sh*t The Bed 
Queen Elizabeth II kept bees, and in one of the more peculiar traditions that followed the Queen’s 
passing, the royal beekeeper informed the bees of her death shortly after it occurred. I’m not making 
this up, Google it. 
 

 
 
The bee meme was employed elsewhere in 2022 to amplify and propagate it as widely as possible. In 
the highly-publicized, televised Johnny Depp / Amber Heard defamation lawsuit trial, the embattled 
couple wore matching bee tiepins (albeit on two separate occasions); Heard wore Gucci bee earrings 
another day. During the trial, one of Amber’s most memorable seemingly nonsensical statements—
which immediately became meme fodder—was, “My dog stepped on a bee.” 
 

   
 
Even more titillating, however, was the revelation emerging from the trial that Amber had in at least one 
instance intentionally shit the marriage bed to get back at Depp following a particularly vicious 
argument. The resultant torrent of memes was glorious. 
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(Right) Heard also did a little toot on the stand in full view of the courtroom and cameras (for those not up on illegal drug lingo, 
that would be a snort of cocaine). 

 

More Balmoral 
To recap: 

 Friday, September 2nd, Balmoral, Memphis:  news of Eliza Fletcher’s kidnapping. 

 Saturday, September 3rd, Tupelo and environs:  Flight 9/3 and The Beechcraft King. 

 Monday, September 5th, Memphis:  news of Fletcher’s murder. 
 

   
(Left) One of the last photos of the Queen before her death, taken at Balmoral Castle. Looks pretty darn healthy to me. 

 
Next was Tuesday, September 6th, Balmoral Castle, Scotland:  Queen Elizabeth II, looking remarkably 
well (certainly not appearing to be on death’s door), conducts the appointment (disappointment, more 
like it, she only lasted 44 days) of Liz Truss as the new Prime Minister of the United Kingdom.  
 
Following that was Wednesday, September seventh … 
 

Return to Memphis 
September 7th, 9/7, the day before Queen Elizabeth’s death: More news headlines from Memphis—
gunman Ezekiel Kelly has gone on an extended shooting spree, killing throughout the city, with multiple 
dead and wounded.  
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In the Old Testament, Ezekiel chapter 9 verse 7, or 9:7, reads (New Living Translation): 
 

“Defile the Temple!” the Lord commanded. “Fill its courtyards with corpses. Go!” So they went and began 
killing throughout the city. 

 
By the way, the Book of Ezekiel specifically mentions Memphis, Egypt. I don’t think I really need to say 
any more about this episode, it’s really kinda obvious. 
 

     
(Left) Kelly in the back of a police cruiser following his arrest for the shooting rampage. That’s quite an interesting expression on 
his face, almost like it’s one big game … which it is, The Hunger Games. (Center) Ezekiel's Vision by Raphael. (Right) The 
Memphis Pyramid, now home to the largest Bass Pro Shop on the planet. 

 

Star Struck 
Thursday, September 8th, Year Zero: The momentous first heliacal rising of Sirius in the New Great Age 
is commemorated by the sacrificial death of Queen Elizabeth II at Balmoral Castle, only months after the 
celebration of her Platinum Jubilee cast the eyes of the entire world upon her for four days. (To get a 
good sense of the unprecedented scope and scale of the festivities, go to this Wikipedia page: “Platinum 
Jubilee of Elizabeth II”.)   
 
The Queen’s body lay in state in the castle’s ballroom for three days, after which it was transported to 
Edinburgh on September 11th (that’s New Year’s Day on the Egyptian calendar, or Thoth 1, with the first 
month of the year being named for the Egyptian god of wisdom and knowledge—Happy New Year!) for 
the start of funeral proceedings.  
 
A footnote here is that 9/8 marked the observed heliacal rising of Sirius. The calculated date for this 
occurrence—using latitude alone and not taking into account an obstructed horizon, which at Balmoral 
Castle is due to a low mountain range surrounding the estate—was two days prior on September 6th, 
9/6: the Queen was 96 years of age at her passing. 
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(Left) Queen Elizabeth on the elevated terrain surrounding Balmoral Castle: “And over there is where the Dog Star rises.”  
(Right) An illustration by British caricaturist and illustrator George Cruikshank (1792-1878) depicting an inhabitant of Sirius. 

 

Citing Precedent 
As I wrote in Most Dangerous, “it’s routine practice for the Cryptocracy to provide the grim reaper a 
little assistance and give the aged or infirm a little push on over to the other side in order to time their 
crossing to coincide with a specific date—ritual euthanasia, if you will.” Continuing,  
 

John Adams and Thomas Jefferson, the second and third presidents of the United States, who both died 
on July 4th, 1826, the 50th anniversary (that’d be the Golden Jubilee) of the signing of the Declaration of 
Independence, which Adams assisted Jefferson in drafting, and of which both were of course among the 
56 signers (others included John Hancock and Benjamin Franklin, both Masons … a minimum of nine 
signers were Freemasons). … It is also worth noting that our fifth President, James Monroe, likewise died 
on July 4, 1831, the 55th anniversary of the signing of the Declaration of Independence.  

 
Also, a little known fact is that Aldous Huxley, author of Brave New World, and Christian author C.S. 
Lewis, both British writers, died on the same day as John Fitzgerald Kennedy, whose father was U.S. 
Ambassador to Great Britain and a member of the Knights of Malta as well as the highly elite British-
American Pilgrims Society, the patron of which was Queen Elizabeth II. (On a related note, the late artist 
formerly known as Prince died the same day at the Queen’s 90th birthday. What are the odds?) 
 

Not Their First Rodeo 
At one time, the Fitzgeralds were considered rivals for the English Throne, and, as such, one could argue 
that this would qualify JFK—whose favorite Broadway musical was Camelot—not simply as a Royal 
Substitute but perhaps even as a Divine Sacrifice, the latter definitely being the case with Princess Diana, 
who was ritually sacrificed exactly 8888* days prior to the very last day of the Old Great Age on 
December 31st, 2021. (*Crazy Eights is a card game that first appeared in the 1930s, the name of which 
was derived from the U.S. military designation for discharge of mentally unstable soldiers, Section 8. You 
gotta admit that as far as diabolical inside jokes go, that’s pretty damn funny.) 
 
Queen Elizabeth II was not the first royal to meet a ritualistic end, far from it. The practice of the Divine 
Sacrifice stems from ancient fertility cults in Great Britain, the modern equivalents of which are active 
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not only in the U.K. but in the U.S., as well, as witnessed by the assassination of JFK and the killings (and 
attempted killings) of numerous other high-profile politicians and celebrities, including Martin Luther 
King, Jr. (The Killing of the Black King) and Robert Kennedy (the Brother of the Slain King). 
 
In any case, we are now up to Friday, September 9th, 9/9: Charles’ first full day as King, containing an 
echo of the death of his father, Prince Philip, the previous year at the age of 99 on the 99th day of the 
year, 99 being the product of 3 and 33, 33 being you-know-what. 
 
Events involved with the mourning of the Queen and the transport of her corpse to various locations in 
the United Kingdom filled the days that followed. I will not elaborate on those here as they are not 
pertinent to the overall point I’m making in this article. 
 

The Dog Starr 
Back in America, on Tuesday, September 13th (I trust that I don’t need to explain the significance of 13), 
two days after the 21st anniversary of 9/11—which, to reiterate, was also a global Sirius ritual—former 
independent counsel Kenneth Starr, who served as solicitor general under President George H.W. Bush, 
dies following complications from surgery. Similar to when Joan Rivers died from complications of what 
was supposed to be a minor procedure two short months after sarcastically stating on camera that 
President Barack Obama was gay and First Lady Michelle Obama a tranny. Asked by the reporter to 
clarify, Rivers said, “A transgender. We all know.” 
 
Starr’s investigation of President Clinton led to Clinton’s impeachment: the two men shared Time 
magazine’s Man of the Year designation in 1998. Starr would subsequently serve as the president of 
Baylor University in Waco, Texas, site of the Branch Davidian Massacre, and also as member of the legal 
teams for both billionaire pedophile Jeffrey Epstein in 2007 and then-President Donald Trump during his 
Senate impeachment trial in 2020.  
 
Some found it odd that the lawyer who hounded the former president over his limited affair with an 
intern would wage a scorched-earth legal campaign to persuade federal prosecutors to drop a sex-
trafficking case against Epstein relating to the abuse of multiple under-aged girls. Starr was himself 
stripped of the presidency at Baylor after the school failed under his watch to take appropriate action in 
a sexual-assault scandal involving 19 members of the football team and at least 17 women. 
 
Starr was a legal star for much of his career, and his carefully-timed death yet another tribute to the Dog 
Star. In Most Dangerous, I wrote of an episode in 2013 involving Snoop Dogg, in which he was a living 
testament to the Dog Star and walking, talking meme: the Dogg Star. Now, we have the Dog Starr. 
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Shared accommodations: (Top) Queen Elizabeth and a guest. (Bottom) Jeffrey Epstein and Ghislaine Maxwell. 

 

The Greatest Farewell Spectacle of All Time 
Monday, September 19th, London: The Queen’s Funeral 
Year Zero, the largest gathering of world leaders in history in the Capital of the World. Enough said. 
 

Mocking the Monarchy 
Tuesday, September 20th, the day immediately following the Queen’s funeral: In Oregon, Ohio, at the 
BP (that’s British Petroleum) Husky (a dog) Toledo Refinery, brothers Ben and Max Morrissey perish in a 
fire at the facility. That’s pretty weak, you may be thinking. But there’s more.  
 
The episode echoed one from 2013 in which, a mere 12 days after the Boston Marathon Bombing, an 
explosion rocked the Marathon Detroit Refinery. The Ohio refinery is located on Cedar Point Road: I 
wrote about nearby Cedar Point, Ohio, in my third book, Black Jack, (side note: Cory Wayne Patterson 
also circled Black Jack Cemetery on Blackjack Road on 9/3). I won’t explain the significance of Cedar 
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Point in detail here, but will suffice it to say that it is one of three towns named Cedar Point in the 
United States that serve as the three points of a massive triangle centered on Washington, DC.  
 
Here’s the really exquisite part, though. Steven Patrick Morrissey (exact same spelling as the two late 
brothers) is known professionally as Morrissey and is an English singer and songwriter who came to 
prominence as the frontman of the rock band The Smiths, active from 1982 to 1987.  
 
Morrissey, whom the BBC has referred to as “one of the most influential figures in the history of British 
pop,” is a long-time critic of the British monarchy. In a 2012 interview with Stephen Colbert, 
commenting on Queen Elizabeth’s Diamond Jubilee, Morrissey said, “It was a celebration of what? 60 
years of dictatorship. She's not [my Queen]. I'm not a subject.” Elsewhere, he stated that he regarded 
the Royal Family as “benefit scroungers and nothing else.” 
 
Which is all fine, but here’s the punchline to this episode: the name of The Smith’s second album? The 
Queen is Dead. 
 

 
 

More 222s 
In my next to last blog article, entitled “This is Year Zero,” I state that I have elsewhere “explained in 
excruciating detail the significance of the number 222,” but I still offer a brief recap on the topic there if 
you’re interested. I also wrote that, 
 

Yet, somehow I was still rather gobsmacked when, on February 22 (2/22), of this year, 2022, Year Zero, at 
precisely 2:22 p.m.—that’s 2:22 on 2/22 of 2022—President Biden strode to the podium at the White 
House to announce the commencement of the Russian invasion of Ukraine—and, yet-to-be-seen, what 
may have been the onset of World War III. 
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So I could really only chuckle when I saw the following headline on Wednesday, September 14th. 
 

 
 
I knew the real reason, but read the article anyway to see what explanation officials would offer.  
 

Queen Elizabeth II left Buckingham Palace for the final time on Wednesday as her coffin was escorted 
through Central London to lie in state at Westminster Hall. The queen's coffin left the palace precisely at 
2:22 p.m. local time – and for a very specific reason. … so that the coffin would arrive at Westminster Hall, 
where the queen will lie in state until her funeral on Monday, at 3 p.m. 
 

Ah, yes, well that explains it, doesn’t it? Nothing to do with the importance of the number itself, I’m 
sure. 
 

 
    I’m just not even going to comment on this. 
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The King Must Die 
In closing, I’ll leave you with yet another prediction concerning the Royal Family. 
 
If JFK was symbolically the Sun King—perhaps even representing King Arthur as the Fitzgeralds have ties 
to Arthurian legend—then his assassination was not merely a routine ritual sacrifice, one of the periodic 
Royal or Divine Sacrifices, but rather constituted the Killing of the Sun King of the Dying 26,000-Year 
Great Age (of that nearly-completed cycle of precession), i.e. the symbolic Killing of King Arthur, an 
argument I’ve made previously (and, as I always note, the tail number of JFK’s Air Force One, which 
transported the slain president’s body, codenamed “Angel,” was 26000.) 
 

     
LBJ to himself on the tarmac at Dallas Love Field Airport: “Today’s the day, buddy boy.” 
 
The ritual murder of the 35th president in 1963 marked a 35-year countdown to 1998, the year of 
Galactic Alignment Proper, when the alignment was at its mid-point. Princess Diana, the living 
embodiment of the Goddess Diana and the Mother of the Once and Future King (he who was born on 
the Summer Solstice), was ritually sacrificed the year before this most auspicious of astronomical 
occasions.  
 
I would argue that what is required at this moment in history—at the Dawning of a New Great Age, a 
new Grand Cycle / Great Year—from the perspective of the Occult Elite, is the Return of the King, the 
Sun King, the Sun God incarnate. 
 
Who best fits that bill? Not sausage-fingers Charles, who is likely suffering from pulmonary edema and 
may not be with us that long, and who is at best an interim king. No, it is William, William Arthur Philip 
Louis, born of Diana on the Summer Solstice—King Arthur, the Sun God-King, Reborn.  
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Princess Diana was descended from the House of Stuart, which some researchers claim is not only the 
rightful royal line of England and Scotland, but also the rightful claimant to the Throne of David, making 
William a candidate for Israel’s Messiah. Certain genealogies depict both King Arthur and King David, as 
well as his son, Solomon, the builder of the First Temple and central to all of Freemasonry, in the 
Windsor Family Tree. Still others contend that King Arthur is a purely mythological figure and that 
William is the Anti-Christ who will assume control of the world in advance of the Apocalypse, so go 
figure. 
 
Regardless, as ancient tradition would seem to dictate the coronation of King Arthur Reborn very soon, 
we should not at all be surprised if King Charles III’s reign is cut abruptly short for one reason or another, 
potentially either this year, Year Zero, or next, Year One, the First Year of the New Great Age. 
 
Recall that the September 11th Global MegaRitual was executed not in the year 2000, but in 2001, the 
first year of the new millennium—which does not bode well in general for us in 2023 with the enormous 
amount of sh*t that seems poised to hit the fan simultaneously in the very near future. 
 
Given what has just happened to his mother, Charles should be somewhat concerned for his own 
physical safety, as the Powers Behind the Throne practice their ancient rituals mercilessly. One might 
think that he would have at least until next May, when he’s scheduled to be coronated, making him 
completely legit, but his handlers made decide to cut corners and shorten the timeframe. “Come on,” 
you can almost hear Charles pleading, “I announced your stupid Great Reset, didn’t I?” 
 

I’m Just a Meme 
As it happens, there may be a clue in the JFK assassination as to how deep all of this goes. According to 
author Sarah Whalen in Royal Vengeance: The Assassination of Princess Diana and the Ancient Royal 
Cult of Human Sacrifice, the name Oswald is intertwined with Arthurian legend. Writes Whalen,  
 

Oswestry is an ancient Iron Age village on the Welsh border, traditionally the birthplace of King Arthur’s 
Queen Guinevere and her father. Its name derives from “Oswald’s tree” … Oswald had died in the manner 
of a pagan king being ritually sacrificed … [and] through being a king of royal blood, was a Divine Victim 
himself. …  
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Oswestry became famous and remained famous because it is a place that marks where the king died so 
that the new king could live, and the kingdom prosper. Even the grass there where Oswald had walked 
and died and where his blood was spilled was held to be special, if not sacred. 

 
Lee Harvey Oswald was not “the lone gunman” or simply “a patsy”—he was, by virtue of his last name, a 
walking, talking historical meme, carefully selected and groomed to play his role in one of the greatest 
psychodramas of all time. 
 

More Predictive Programming? 
King Charles III was a 2017 future-history television film broadcast in May of that year on BBC Two in the 
UK and PBS Masterpiece in the US, and subsequently receiving two nominations at the 2018 British 
Academy Television Awards. 
 
In a review in The Guardian, the piece began by noting that, “Some newspaper coverage ahead of the 
BBC2 screening of King Charles III – a drama imagining a brief and catastrophic reign for the current 
Prince of Wales – gave the impression that ... the BBC director-general, should be held in the Tower of 
London awaiting execution for treason,” but judged instead that “the summons he seems more likely to 
get is to next year's Bafta TV awards, where the BBC will surely be honoured for one of its boldest drama 
commissions.” 
 
The film contains some uncanny similarities to events that have since unfolded in reality (particularly 
involving Prince Harry), but whether you are predisposed to chalk that up to solid creative writing or 
other causes, note that the show ends with Charles abdicating the throne in favor of William. As to 
whether that, too, will come to pass remains to be seen, but I’d bet money that this episode of Charles 
in Charge will indeed be rather brief. 
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Addendum / Update: 10/30/22  
On page 3, I wrote, “Her Royal Highness [Queen Elizabeth II] represented the Great Goddess, the Great 
Mother, and her death symbolized the passing of the former Great Age, the beginning and end of which 
is defined by the sun’s visual alignment with Galactic Center, which has historically been viewed by 
many cultures across the globe as the Great Mother, the Womb of Creation (i.e., the Womb of Isis).” 
 
An accurate simplification of this statement would read:  Queen Elizabeth II represented Isis.  
And so did Eliza Fletcher:  in 2008, she served as Queen Isis LXVIII of the Grand Krewe of Osiris in 
Memphis. 
 
 

 
        http://www.osirismemphis.com/?page_id=18 

 
 

http://www.osirismemphis.com/?page_id=18

