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Review:


This book delves deep into the world of conspiracy theories and strongly recalls the style of the 1990s—a time when such theories were particularly popular and not yet overshadowed by the digital overload of the 21st century. The author offers surprising and previously undiscovered insights, revealing connections that have never been considered in this way before. It feels as though one is only glimpsing the tip of a massive iceberg, which sparks curiosity and encourages further reading.


The unusual narrative style makes this book a unique reading experience. Instead of linear plotlines, the reader is guided through a complex, often confusing, yet consistently gripping structure. It incorporates classic elements of 1990s conspiracy culture: from secret government agendas and opaque financial systems to esoteric hints and apocalyptic prophecies. The language is raw, direct, and unfiltered—as if it were taken straight from a yellowed pamphlet or an underground magazine. Anyone interested in conspiracy theories, secrets, and alternative perspectives will find much to enjoy here. The book feels like a time capsule, transporting readers back to an era when the truth seemed less instantly verifiable with a click and instead had to be painstakingly decoded between the lines.


Conclusion: A fascinating book that not only entertains but also provokes thought. It is perfect for those captivated by the dark, enigmatic sides of history and society—and for those who wish to nostalgically revisit the vibrant paranoia chic of the 1990s.









FOREWORD


And the people were afraid.


In the 20th century, humankind created a new heaven and a new earth:


And there was oil upon the waters, and smog darkened the firmament.


And the people said to one another: Let us be Economical and Productive; let us become Lonely together and barren.


To protect themselves from their fear, they created the flying creatures: jet fighters, bomber planes, rockets with multiple nuclear warheads, each according to its kind. And the people felt ever more insecure. They killed their children before they were even born. Hundreds of thousands. Year after year. And the people were proud of the blood on their hands, and they called it all “Progress.”


In the 20th century, the people said to one another: Let us kneel no longer before the old God. Let us be Free! And they created a new god for themselves, adorned him with lacquer and chrome, and named him “Automobile.” Under his poisonous breath, their once-blooming streets transformed into desolate asphalt deserts.


On these asphalt altars, the people offered human sacrifices to their new god—hundreds of thousands, year after year. And when their blood stained the altars red, and the air for breathing and the water for drinking began to run out, the people became afraid of having to Think.


And they created vast industries, institutions that kept people in constant, senseless, and restless motion, to save them from Thinking.


They directed their wishes and their yearning toward useless trinkets, from which they hoped for happiness, but were always newly disappointed and thrown back upon their own selves. And the fear of the people was as great as a mountain. And the mountain buried all their hopes beneath it.




	Author Unknown




“To solidify the New World Order, the public must first be confronted with a series of problems. East and West, both armies and government systems, are supported by the same banking system. All to create the illusion that a conflict, a war, between the systems could break out. Now the result: after the banks helped the Communists to power with 20 million dollars in gold in the revolutionary year of 1917, they can now harvest their crop, the New World Order, and control the world.”




	Eric Barger, February 1992




“The world is governed by very different personages from what is imagined by those who are not behind the scenes.”




	Benjamin Disraeli, former Prime Minister of England




“After all, I believe that the banking institutions are more dangerous to our liberties than standing armies. My stance against these institutions was so Open and Friendly, that the managers of the Bank of America portrayed me as Crazy. Because I thought their actions and their secrecy toward the public were good. To understand their point of view. The uncontrollable power of money should be taken from the banks and returned to the government, which is sustained by the people.”




	Thomas Jefferson, President of the USA, 1800 to 1808




“What is at stake in this war (Persian Gulf, Iraq War II)? It is more than this small country (Kuwait). It is a big idea. The idea of a New World Order.”




	George Bush, former President of the USA, January 29, 1991




This list of "great personalities" who have pledged themselves to power could be endless. There were few among them who recognized the truth and fought back. Dictators from Adolf Hitler and Stalin to today's democratically elected "leaders" have, for centuries, devoted themselves to this idea of a New World Order. To enforce it, they were always willing to sell out their people.


The first step is always to destroy the old system in which a people lives. The second step is to install a new system, to make people dependent again, to show them that it seems Impossible to live any other way


From this follows the third step. The destruction of any kind of religion, or rather, the abolition of faith in anything that stands above a "human" system.


Finally, you destroy the sense of family. So that only the collective counts. An insect state is easier to control than individual human bonds.


The powerful want us to believe they are the masters of the system, while presenting themselves to us as its destroyers.


Why don't we hear the truth through the media? Why aren't the media used to encourage the population to take things into their own hands? To learn and live self-reliance, personal responsibility, and love for one's neighbor?


The banks control the media, and they are the last who would be willing to set a people free.


Everyone wants peace, seeks peace, talks of peace. Even the banks that finance military operations and promote weapons manufacturing talk of world peace.


What does the Iraq War tell us? The USA can no longer win a war alone. They have truly managed to convince the population that the United Nations won the war against Hussein. The population is now convinced that only a joint intervention by all UN nations can bring a "victory" for democracy. To enforce a New World Order.


This is also proven by the last war in Europe. The UN did not unite to stop the slaughter there. The financial interests of the European states were far too great.


When do you ever have a full-blown petty war on your doorstep that you can get rich from? To show them, "You can be happy you don't live there. See how well you have it under my protection. So you be peaceful too, and work for me. Otherwise, the same will happen to you."


Just a hint:


In the Balkan war, those responsible ushered in a new phase of the war craft. Through massive manipulation of the "various" population groups using chemical, biological, and radiation or frequency weapon systems, the war profiteers fueled the civil war to gain capital, that is to say, power. Not to mention that Germany sold off a large part of the NVA's (East German Army) stocks to the warring parties.


In 1991, the Soviet Union changed its system. For one day, all free media were stopped from reporting on events. Only official statements were released, so that the population and the world would see and hear only what was decreed. Airports and public transport were shut down. For one night, martial law ruled. To show that a New World Order was truly taking over, they even let the ex-president, who represented the old, bad system, stay alive.


Tell me one instance in history where the new king did not destroy the old kingdom with the old king or banish the king? Why was this done? Not for the sake of peace or the Ten Commandments. It was done this way so as not to deter the billions of dollars interested in investing in this country.


The World Bank sponsored Hitler, East-West governments, wars, conflicts. All for one goal: to enforce the future world government.


On January 1, 1993, Europe united according to Biblical prophecy. The Roman Empire was re-established through the Maastricht Treaty.


On January 1, 1994, North America united under NAFTA, forming a common market.


Why does the world have such an interest in Israel? These powerful people know of the force that emanates from this place. They are trying everything to prevent the prophecy that Israel will build the new temple on the Temple Mount, all under the cloak of a desire for peace.


Henry Soak, spokesman for SWIFT (Society for Worldwide Interbank Financial Telecommunication, headquartered in Brussels) said:


“We don't want more committees. We have enough already. What we want is a man of unshakable stature who has a grip on the people, to save us from the economic morass into which we are sinking. We need this man. Whether it is God or the devil, we will accept him.”


The powerful of the world are quite literally crying out for a man to lead them all together. Someone who will bring world peace and a "stable world economy."


We live in a time when evil is considered good. We live in a time when, within the span of a generation since the unification of Israel in 1948, according to prophecy, the end times begin. We live in a time when the powerful of the world want to install the New World Order (a one-world government) to prepare for the arrival of the Antichrist and the handing over of the throne










1.


The first light of dawn crept over Mount Rainier, painting its icy crown in hues of molten gold. It was a sight that still stole my breath, even after all these months. Who would have thought we’d end up here, tucked away in the woods of Washington, living a life so far removed from the one we’d left behind? But here we were, surviving—no, living—in this hidden corner of the world. The thought lingered as I stirred awake, the remnants of a nightmare clinging to me like a second skin. My eyes drifted across the panorama before me, and I realized I’d fallen asleep on the porch again. The rough-hewn logs of our cabin smelled of pine and morning dew, their scent sharp and comforting. To my right, John lay sprawled in the Hollywood swing, his boyish face softened by sleep, his chest rising and falling in a rhythm so steady it felt like a lullaby.


I stretched, my gaze wandering past him to the vegetable beds we’d planted in a fit of optimism last spring. Beyond them, the rock garden stood as a testament to one of John and Chris’s boozy weekend projects. They’d redirected a small stream, and now it meandered through the garden, its gentle babble a constant soundtrack to our days. Tiny stone bridges arched over the water, and whimsical waterwheels spun grotesque figures that seemed to dance with the current. The stream ended in a waterfall that fed the pond, its surface shimmering like liquid glass. The pond was our lifeline, providing fish whose names I could never quite remember. I stood slowly, careful not to wake John, and tiptoed across the creaking floorboards. The door clicked shut behind me, sealing off the morning chill.


Inside, the cabin was still cloaked in shadows. I moved through the living room, my fingers brushing against the rough texture of the log walls, and stepped into the kitchen. The windows faced east, and the rising sun spilled its light across the room, catching the steam rising from the kettle on the gas stove. I’d already boiled water before dozing off again, my head resting awkwardly on the table. The smell of coffee began to fill the air, pulling me fully awake.


We’d moved here in January, during the heart of the rainy season. The endless downpours had kept us indoors for weeks, but those weeks had been a balm, a quiet reprieve from the chaos we’d fled. No one knew where we were—or at least, that’s what I told myself. Only the caretaker, a man in his nineties with a face like weathered bark, had rented us the place. He’d asked no questions, just demanded a year’s rent upfront and handed over the keys with a grunt.


At first, I hadn’t known how to live like this—without a fridge, a TV, or a dishwasher. Without all the trappings of what we’d been sold as civilization. The gas stove felt almost out of place, a relic of a world we were trying to leave behind. Every few weeks, we’d make the trek to the nearest town, a tiny speck on the map about 25 miles away. We’d stock up on essentials, always careful to blend in with the Sunday tourists who flooded the streets. The supermarket was staffed by temporary workers on those days, their faces unfamiliar and unthreatening.


I hadn’t liked it at first, this constant vigilance, this game of pretend. But John had assured me it was necessary.


“The longer we play this game,” he’d said, “the sooner they’ll forget us.” Over time, I’d stopped questioning it. The trips to town became little adventures, a chance to slip into different roles. I’d call John by ridiculous names—“Jeff! Pass me the laundry detergent!”—and he’d grin, though he didn’t always play along. I hated it when he called me “Martha,” but out here, we’d created a small world where we could forget and, somehow, start over.


Two Years Earlier, Salt Lake City


“Good morning, Michel. Good morning, John.” Charles Kinston’s voice was smooth, practiced, the kind of tone that made you feel like you were being handled rather than spoken to. He was a lawyer, a fixture in Salt Lake City County, and his office reflected his stature. The massive mahogany desk seemed to swallow him whole, though I suspected it was the other way around—years of sitting behind it had molded him into its shape. He was a Mormon, a fact he wore like a badge of honor, though I’d come to see it more as a business alliance than a spiritual calling. The golden angel atop the temple, its horn poised as if ready to sound the alarm, felt less like a symbol of faith and more like a warning.


He’d handed us a task that morning: preparing the sales negotiations for an old train station. It was a relic of a bygone era, a building that had stood empty for years until someone decided to slap a “modern” makeover on it. Our law firm had been struggling, and this was a chance to turn things around. But as I sat there, listening to Charles outline the details, something felt off.


“Ten percent of the sale proceeds,” he said, sliding a folder across the desk. “Up to $50,000. The station’s in rough shape, so don’t expect much more.”


John flipped through the folder, his brow furrowed. “Ten percent? Why so much? What’s the catch, Charles?”


Charles chuckled, a sound that felt more like a dismissal than a reassurance. “No catch. Unless you want to negotiate the commission with me?”


John shook his head, a grin tugging at the corners of his mouth. “No, we’re good.”


As we left the office, the midday heat hit us like a wall. We ducked into a café, its air conditioning a welcome relief. The place was packed with students, their chatter filling the room with a kind of energy that felt foreign to me.


“Something about this feels off,” I said, stirring my coffee. “What do you think?”


John shrugged. “I don’t know. Let’s eat something. I’ve got an idea for how to spend the rest of this hot day.”


The train station in Frames was a relic of another time, a place where history seemed to linger in the rusted tracks and crumbling walls. John had decided we needed to clarify the ownership details, but the documents were vague. We agreed to hit the library later, but first, we escaped to a mountain lake, its cool waters a stark contrast to the desert heat.


As we drove through the midday traffic, the city felt like a furnace. Everyone was in their air-conditioned cars, rushing to fast-food joints during their lunch breaks. It was too hot to walk, too hot to think. Six months of icy cold, six months of blistering heat—that was Salt Lake City in a nutshell. Utah, the land of the Mormons, a place where faith and finance were inextricably linked. It was a state of contradictions, and as we left the city behind, I couldn’t shake the feeling that we were stepping into something far bigger than we realized.


Utah, a land of contradictions, where faith and fortune intertwine like the roots of the ancient junipers that cling stubbornly to its red-rock cliffs. To the untrained eye, it’s a place of stark beauty and quiet devotion, but beneath the surface lies a story of ambition, exploitation, and the relentless pursuit of wealth—both earthly and divine. The state leases vast swaths of its land to federal agencies, particularly the military, which has planted its secret—and not-so-secret—bases across the desert like hidden seeds waiting to sprout. There’s a pride here, unspoken but palpable, that the first atomic bomb could have been born in Utah’s barren expanse instead of its neighbor, New Mexico. But fate, or perhaps divine intervention, had other plans.


Just beyond the edges of Salt Lake City lies what might be the largest spoil heap in the world, a monument to human ingenuity and greed. Officials here boast of digging the “largest hole in the world,” a gaping wound in the earth six kilometers long, two kilometers wide, and 800 meters deep. They leveled an entire mountain to carve this open-pit copper mine, extracting not just copper but gold and silver, too. It made the Mormon state rich, its coffers overflowing with the fruits of the earth. But wealth, as they say, comes at a cost. The rain washes over the spoil heaps, leaching toxins into the groundwater and poisoning the soil. At the visitor center, they’ll tell you with pride that every American—and beyond— has held a piece of this hole in their hands. The copper from this mine finds its way into pennies, into the pockets of millions. The hole is so vast it’s visible from space, a scar on the planet’s surface. And still, they dig deeper, another 600 meters planned to feed the world’s insatiable hunger for copper.


The story of Utah, of Salt Lake City, is one of gold—both spiritual and material. It began with a 13-year-old boy named Joseph Smith, who claimed divine inspiration led him to golden plates buried in the earth. He translated them into the Book of Mormon, a text that rewrote the history of the continent and birthed a religious movement. On the other side of the coin were the more pragmatic Mormons, like the one who, alongside John Sutter—the so-called “King of California”— helped bring the first Mormon settlement to the Pacific coast. Sutter, a Swiss immigrant, was a man of faith and ambition, but his life was a testament to the cruel twists of fate. A Mormon who believed in God, not Mammon, he stumbled upon the first gold in California, sparking the largest mass migration in the history of the continent. His discovery brought wealth and power to the Mormons, but it also brought ruin to him. Such is the price of faith, of fortune, of believing in something greater than oneself.


Utah’s wealth is built on its mineral riches, but also on its ability to endure. The Great Salt Lake, a shimmering expanse of water that stretches to the horizon, is both a blessing and a curse. Its islands are the last refuge of the wild buffalo, a symbol of a vanishing frontier. But when the wind blows the wrong way, the lake exhales a stench so foul it blankets the city, a reminder of nature’s indifference to human ambition. The poor live closest to the lake, their homes steeped in its acrid breath, while the wealthy retreat to higher ground, where the air is clean and the land prices reach what John calls “Mormon dimensions.” It’s a stark divide, one that mirrors the contradictions of this place—a land of faith and greed, of beauty and desolation, of gold and poison.


In Utah, the earth gives and takes in equal measure. The Mormons, tested by hardship and blessed with worldly power, have carved a kingdom out of the desert. But the cost of their success is written in the poisoned soil, the scarred landscape, and the divide between those who prosper and those who suffer. It’s a story as old as the golden plates, as enduring as the faith that built this state, and as fragile as the balance between heaven and earth.


Life in Utah had its quirks, its rhythms, its peculiar charm. It was a place where the lines between tradition and modernity blurred in the most unexpected ways. Take shorts, for example. Here, in the heart of Mormon country, shorts were more than just a summer staple—they were a cultural statement. Or rather, the absence of them was. A devout Mormon, it was said, must never bare their entire legs. So, if you walked the streets of Salt Lake City in the sweltering summer heat and spotted someone in shorts, you could bet it was either John or a tourist. John, of course, didn’t care much for such rules. He wore his shorts like a badge of rebellion, his legs defiantly exposed to the world.


Salt Lake City had its share of oddities, too. There was the time the Winter Olympics were supposed to come to town. The city had prepared meticulously, but when the inspection committee arrived, their bus got snowed in. Too much snow, of all things. The Olympic dream was nearly buried under an avalanche of irony. But in the end, they got their chance, and the world saw what Utah had always known: this place had the best snow on the planet. Light, powdery, perfect. It was a shame it took a snowstorm to prove it.


That afternoon, we’d escaped the city for the mountains, where the landscape shifted as quickly as my moods. One moment, we were driving through a flat, sunbaked desert plain, and the next, we were surrounded by towering peaks and alpine forests. European tourists often marveled at the transformation, their cameras clicking furiously as if trying to capture the magic. For us, it was just another day in Utah. We found a spot by a mountain lake, its surface shimmering like liquid silver under the sun. The air was cool, carrying the scent of pine and water. A few fishermen sat on the shore, their lines cast into the depths, while climbers scaled the rock faces like spiders on a web. John scoffed at those who used safety gear, calling them “cowards.” He was a purist when it came to climbing—no ropes, no harnesses, just man and rock. “If you don’t want to fall, you won’t fall,” he’d say, as if sheer willpower could defy gravity. My fingers tingled every time I watched them, a mix of awe and anxiety knotting in my chest.


We’d forgotten our climbing shoes, and I wasn’t about to suggest going barefoot. Knowing John, he’d take it as a challenge and start scaling the cliffs without a second thought. He was extreme like that. If it weren’t for the law, he’d probably climb naked, just to feel the rock against his skin. So, instead, we spread a blanket by the lakeshore. John flipped through the files we’d brought, his brow furrowed in concentration, while I let the tranquility of the place wash over me. The gentle lapping of the water, the rustle of the trees, the distant calls of climbers—it was a symphony of serenity. I closed my eyes and drifted, the world fading into a dreamlike haze.


By the time we reached the city limits, dusk had settled over the valley, painting the sky in shades of amber and violet. Despite the late hour, we decided to stop by the library. Lisa greeted us at the door, her smile warm but tinged with the weariness of someone who’d traded the chaos of human relationships for the quiet companionship of books. She was in her forties, sharp-eyed and sharp-tongued, with a wit that could cut through the thickest of egos. “Books don’t contradict me,” she’d once told me, her tone laced with a mix of humor and bitterness. “They don’t leave, either.”


The library was her sanctuary, a place where the world made sense. As we stepped inside, the scent of old paper and dust enveloped us, a comforting reminder of the stories that lived within these walls. John headed straight for the archives, his mind still racing with the details of the train station deal, while I lingered by the shelves, running my fingers over the spines of books. For a moment, I let myself imagine a life as simple as Lisa’s, surrounded by stories instead of secrets. But then John called my name, pulling me back to reality, and I followed him into the labyrinth of files and facts, where the answers we sought—and the dangers we feared—were waiting.


John didn’t answer right away. His eyes were glued to the flickering screen, the greenish glow casting shadows on his face. He scrolled through the microfilm with a focused intensity, his fingers tapping lightly on the edge of the reader. I could tell he was onto something, that gut feeling of his kicking in. John had always been like this—meticulous, suspicious, and unwilling to let anything slide. It was one of the things I both admired and found exasperating about him.


“Michel,” he said finally, his voice low but edged with excitement, “this doesn’t add up. United Railways? I’ve never heard of them. And look at this—” He pointed to a line on the screen, where the date of the agreement was listed. “This document is from 1855. That’s over a century and a half ago. If this company still exists, why isn’t it listed anywhere? Why isn’t it part of Amtrak or any other major rail network?”


I leaned in closer, squinting at the grainy text. “Maybe it went defunct. Companies come and go, John. Especially ones that old.”


“Maybe,” he said, but his tone suggested he wasn’t convinced. “But ten percent commission for a deal like this? That’s not just generous—that’s suspicious. Kinston’s not the type to hand out money like candy. There’s something he’s not telling us.”


I sighed, crossing my arms. “You’re overthinking this. We need the money, John. We’ve been scraping by for too long. If Kinston wants to throw fifty grand our way for a straightforward contract, why not take it?”


John turned to me, his expression softening. “I know we need the money. But I don’t like walking into something blind. If there’s more to this, we need to know. Otherwise, we could end up in way over our heads.”


Before I could respond, the elevator dinged, and Lisa stepped out, holding two glasses of iced tea. She walked over with her usual effortless grace, her heels clicking softly against the green carpet. “Here you go,” she said, setting the glasses down on the table. “Thought you could use a little refreshment. What are you two digging into so late?”


“Old land records,” John said, taking a sip of the tea. “Trying to figure out who owns an old train station in Frames.”


Lisa raised an eyebrow. “Frames? That’s an odd one. Most of those old stations were bought up by the state or private developers years ago. What’s so special about this one?”


“That’s what we’re trying to figure out,” I said, glancing at John. “John thinks there’s more to it than meets the eye.”


Lisa leaned over the screen, her eyes scanning the document. “United Railways, huh? That’s a name I haven’t heard in a while. They were one of the first major rail companies out here, but they went under in the late 1800s. Rumor has it, they were involved in some shady dealings—land grabs, bribes, you name it. If this station is tied to them, there might be more to the story.”


John shot me a look that said I told you so. “See? Even Lisa thinks it’s worth looking into.”


I rolled my eyes but couldn’t help smiling. “Fine, fine. Let’s dig deeper. But if this turns into another one of your wild goose chases, I’m holding you responsible.”


Lisa laughed, a warm, melodic sound that filled the sterile room. “You two are something else. Always chasing shadows. But if you need help, I’m here. I’ve got nothing better to do tonight.”


As the three of us huddled around the microfilm reader, the room felt less cold, less impersonal. The hum of the lights and the whir of the machine became a backdrop to our shared curiosity. John was in his element, piecing together fragments of history, while Lisa offered insights that only someone who’d spent years surrounded by books could provide. And me? I was along for the ride, as always, caught between John’s relentless drive and the quiet hope that maybe, just maybe, this time things would turn out differently.


But as the night wore on and the documents revealed more questions than answers, I couldn’t shake the feeling that we were standing on the edge of something much bigger than a simple real estate deal. Something that could change everything —for better or worse.


John leaned back in his chair, his fingers drumming lightly on the edge of the table as he stared at the screen. The hum of the microfilm reader filled the silence, a steady, almost hypnotic sound. “So, the station was built because of the freshwater source,” he said, more to himself than to me. “But if that’s the case, why hasn’t anyone else claimed it? Why is it just sitting there, forgotten?”


I shrugged, sipping the iced tea Lisa had left for us. “Maybe it’s not as valuable as it once was. Trains don’t need water stops like they used to. It’s probably just a relic now.”


John shook his head, his eyes narrowing as he scrolled through more of the documents. “No, there’s something else. Look at this.” He pointed to a line on the screen. “Peter Ockmann wasn’t just some random guy. He was connected to the early Mormon settlers. And here—” He tapped another section. “It says the land reverted to the United Railroad Company after his death, but there’s no record of what happened after that. No sale, no transfer, nothing. It’s like the company just vanished.”


I leaned in closer, trying to make sense of the faded text. “So, what are you saying? That the land might still belong to this defunct company? Or that someone else has a claim to it?”


“Exactly,” John said, his voice low but intense. “And if that’s the case, then Kinston’s deal might not be as straightforward as he’s making it out to be. He’s offering us ten percent of the sale, but what if the land isn’t even his to sell? What if there’s someone else out there with a legitimate claim?”


I frowned, the pieces starting to come together in my mind. “You think Kinston’s trying to pull a fast one? Sell something he doesn’t actually own?”


John nodded, his expression grim. “It’s possible. Or maybe he knows something we don’t. Either way, I don’t like it. We need to dig deeper.”


I sighed, running a hand through my hair. “John, we’re lawyers, not detectives. If Kinston’s hiding something, it’s not our job to uncover it. We just need to make sure the contract’s solid and get our commission.”


John turned to me, his eyes blazing with that familiar intensity. “Michel, if we sign off on this deal without knowing the full story, we could be setting ourselves up for a world of trouble. What if someone comes forward later with a legitimate claim to the land? We could be sued for negligence—or worse.”


I opened my mouth to argue but stopped myself. He had a point. As much as I wanted to believe this was a simple, easy payday, John’s instincts were rarely wrong. And if there was even a chance this deal could blow up in our faces, we needed to know.


“Okay,” I said finally. “What’s the plan?”


John’s face lit up with a grin. “First, we need to find out what happened to the United Railroad Company. If they’re defunct, who owns their assets now? Second, we need to track down any descendants of Peter Ockmann. If he had a claim to the land, maybe his family still does. And third—” He paused, his grin widening. “We need to figure out why Kinston’s so eager to sell this place. What’s in it for him?”


I groaned, already feeling the weight of the work ahead. “This is going to take forever.”


John laughed, clapping me on the shoulder. “Relax, Michel. It’s just a little research. Besides, think of it as an adventure. Who knows what we’ll uncover?”


I shot him a skeptical look but couldn’t help smiling. “You and your adventures. One of these days, they’re going to get us into real trouble.”


“Maybe,” he said, his eyes twinkling. “But isn’t that what makes life interesting?”


As we packed up the microfilms and headed back to the elevator, I couldn’t shake the feeling that John was right. This wasn’t just about a train station or a commission. It was about uncovering the truth, no matter where it led. And as much as I hated to admit it, that was exactly the kind of challenge John lived for.


The elevator doors closed behind us, and as we ascended, I couldn’t help but wonder what we were getting ourselves into. One thing was certain: life with John was never boring.


John’s sudden stop and muttered words sent a jolt of unease through me. I glanced at him, my tiredness momentarily forgotten. “What do you mean, something’s not right?” I asked, my voice low.


He didn’t answer right away, his eyes scanning the dimly lit parking garage. The fluorescent lights flickered overhead, casting long shadows across the concrete. The air smelled faintly of oil and dampness, and the only sound was the low hum of the garage’s ventilation system. John’s hand tightened on the steering wheel, his knuckles whitening.


“I don’t know,” he said finally, his voice tense. “Just a feeling. Like we’re being watched.”


I followed his gaze, peering into the shadows. The garage was empty, as far as I could tell. No movement, no sound. But John’s instincts were rarely wrong, and I couldn’t shake the creeping sense of unease that settled over me.


“Let’s just get inside,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper. “We can figure this out tomorrow.”


John nodded, but he didn’t relax. He kept his eyes on the rearview mirror as he backed into the parking spot, his movements deliberate and cautious. When he finally turned off the engine, the silence felt heavy, oppressive.


We grabbed our things and stepped out of the car, the sound of the doors closing echoing through the garage. John locked the car with a quick beep, and we headed for the elevator, our footsteps loud in the stillness. I kept glancing over my shoulder, half-expecting to see someone—or something— emerging from the shadows. But the garage remained empty, the only movement the flicker of the overhead lights.


The elevator ride up to our apartment was tense, neither of us speaking. John’s jaw was clenched, his eyes fixed on the numbers above the door as they lit up one by one. When the doors finally opened on our floor, he stepped out first, his posture rigid, his senses on high alert.


Our apartment was dark when we entered, the only light coming from the streetlamps outside. John flipped on the lights, and the familiar space felt oddly foreign, as if the shadows had shifted in our absence. He moved through the rooms quickly, checking the windows, the doors, every corner. I stood in the doorway, clutching my bag, my heart pounding.


“Everything looks fine,” John said finally, though his voice lacked conviction. He ran a hand through his hair, his expression troubled. “Maybe I’m just paranoid.”


“Or maybe you’re not,” I said, my voice shaky. “John, what’s going on? First the train station, now this… I don’t like it.”


He turned to me, his eyes softening. “I don’t either. But we’ll figure it out. Tomorrow, we’ll go see Stewart. He’ll know something—he always does.”


I nodded, though the knot of anxiety in my chest didn’t loosen. John crossed the room and pulled me into a hug, his arms strong and reassuring. For a moment, I let myself relax, leaning into him, drawing comfort from his presence.


“We’ll be okay,” he murmured into my hair. “We always are.”


I wanted to believe him, but as I pulled away and looked into his eyes, I saw the same doubt I felt reflected back at me. Something was off, and we both knew it. The train station, the missing stamps, the strange feeling in the garage—it was all connected. And whatever was coming, I had a feeling it was bigger than either of us could imagine.


“Let’s get some sleep,” John said finally, breaking the silence. “We’ll tackle this fresh in the morning.”


I nodded, though I knew sleep would be hard to come by. As we headed to bed, the apartment felt too quiet, the shadows too deep. And as I lay there, staring at the ceiling, I couldn’t shake the feeling that we were standing on the edge of something much bigger—and much darker—than we realized.
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