
REARGUARD MEMORANDUM 

TO: The Bridge Generation (1955 - 1975) and all those who feel the Resonance.  

FROM: A brother from '67.  

TO THOSE WHO ALWAYS KNEW THEY DID NOT BELONG HERE  

If you are reading this, you have likely spent fifty or sixty years feeling like a stranger in your own life.  

It does not matter how successful you have been. It does not matter if you raised a family, built companies, or retired 

to a house in the country. Beneath it all, behind the social mask you learned to wear so well, there has always been a 

constant hum.  

A "splinter in the mind".  

That absurd, almost childish sensation that you landed on the wrong planet.  

You have spent your life looking at human society—its power games, its gratuitous cruelty, its hypocrisies—with the 

perplexity of an anthropologist visiting a distant tribe. You understand the rules, you pay your taxes, you smile in 

photos... but your soul never unpacked its bags.  

You have always had the physical sensation of being in a Waiting Room.  

Waiting for an instruction. Waiting for an event. Waiting for the mission you came for to "really begin."  

I am writing to you today because the wait is over.  

THE SIGNAL AND THE MEMORY  

Recently, something broke in the veil. Perhaps you heard, like I did, the warnings about the 2027 horizon. Perhaps 

you read J.J. Benítez speaking of "Gog". Perhaps it was simply a machine-generated video that brought tears to your 

eyes. Or perhaps it was a silent intuition while watching the news.  

The messenger is not important. What is important is what happened in your gut.  

When the world hears "Collapse" or "End of Cycle," it feels fear. But I know you did not feel fear. You felt RELIEF. 

You felt the click of a piece falling into place after being lost for decades. You thought: "Ah, this was it. Finally."  

That shiver is not panic. It is MEMORY. It is your operating system waking up from sleep mode because it has 

detected the activation signal.  

WE ARE THE TIME IMMIGRANTS  

I firmly believe that the generation born between 1955 and 1975 is not a demographic accident. We are a strategic 

design.  

We are the Hybrids. We are the only living human beings who have one foot in the Old World and the other in the 

New. We were born analog. Our knees have scars from asphalt and dirt, not pixels. We know what boredom is, silence, 

the honor of a given word, and real physical effort. But we have also grown up with the machine. We understand the 

code, we master the network, we use technology.  



The young (digital natives) live trapped in the Matrix; they cannot conceive reality without it. The elderly live outside 

of it; they cannot operate it. Only we remain.  

We are the bridge. We are Humanity's backup. If tomorrow the lights go out, if the network falls, if the financial 

system dissolves, or if "normality" breaks forever... digital natives won't know how to light a fire, and the elderly 

won't have the strength to hold up the roof.  

We are the ones who must hold the world together while it changes.  

THE CALL TO RANKS  

I have created systems, written survival manuals, and analyzed geopolitics like a forensic examiner. That is ARK: my 

mental armor. But what I am writing to you now does not come from my intellect; it comes from my blood.  

I feel that we are gathering. I don't know exactly what for. I don't have a business plan for this, nor do I want one. I 

am not looking for followers, nor clients, nor fans. I am too tired for ego and too old for nonsense.  

I am looking for my BROTHERS AND SISTERS. I am looking for the "Marked Ones." Those who have that lie 

detector in their guts. Those who look at the sky with nostalgia. Those who know that time is running out and we have 

work to do.  

Our mission is not to "save" the world like in a movie. Our mission is to REMEMBER. To remember what it means 

to be human when everyone around us turns into data. To maintain sanity, calm, and sovereignty when the rest panic. 

To be the immobile lighthouses in the middle of the storm.  

WHAT DO WE DO NOW?  

If you have reached this point and your heart is beating fast... if you have had to stop reading because your eyes have 

welled up... then this letter was for you.  

It doesn't matter if you were born in '67, in '55, or in '90. The date is a clue, but the Resonance is the proof.  

I want to know you are there. I want to know I am not alone in this trench.  

There is nothing to buy here. I only ask one thing of you: Raise your hand.  

Write to me. Not to a support team, nor to an AI. To me.  

My personal email is: hola@universoark.com  

Put in the subject line: I AM FROM [YOUR YEAR] - [YOUR NAME]  

In the body of the message, just tell me who you are. Tell me about that feeling of "not belonging." Tell me where 

you are writing from.  

When we are enough, when we have lit enough lights on the map, I will summon you. Not to sell you anything, but 

so we can look each other in the face and decide, together, what the next step is.  

The wait is over, brother/sister. Welcome home.  

Sal – A.R.K. (1967) 


