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To the Readers,

This book is a work of fiction. To give a sense of the times, some real events and names of real people and places appear in the book, but the characters and events depicted in this book are imaginary, and all the names and events are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously.

Enjoy the ride—this political saga entwines prophecy, thriller, and the ancient mystery of the jar and the rod.

Happy reading!

"For all who seek hope in hard times—may you find a whisper of it here."
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February 2030

Shadows of Synchronicity, Whispers of Threat

On February 1st, 2030, the MMS, FSB, and CIA each independently arranged meetings with five of their secret agents, utterly unaware of each other’s actions.

That day, the head of the MMS met with five agents at their headquarters in Yidongyuan, the sprawling complex in Beijing’s Haidian district.

Meanwhile, in Moscow, the head of the FSB gathered with five agents at their base in Lubyanka Square, nestled in the Meshchansky District.

Thousands of miles away, at the George Bush Center for Intelligence in Langley, Virginia, the CIA director also convened with five agents.

None of these intelligence agencies knew their counterparts were simultaneously holding similar meetings.

​An event of this magnitude could only be orchestrated by a power greater than these formidable organizations themselves, without their ever realizing it.

For the past few years, these agencies have dismissed a rumor about someone known as “The Faithful and Discreet Slave,” who allegedly possesses relics capable of crippling their nations. It was easy to ignore, mainly since these agencies and their Presidents had achieved the unimaginable “PEACE ON EARTH.”

But now, questions arise: Was someone truly plotting to disrupt that peace? If this “Faithful and Discreet Slave” exists, how would they do it? Should resources be allocated to track down this individual or group? And what about the relics? Where would the search even begin? Could this be a hacking threat? Would they target the electrical grid or cripple communication networks? Or is it a nuclear threat? Could it involve conspiracy theories designed to undermine political stability? And what about religion—could it be weaponized to sow division?

Remarkably, each agency pondered these exact questions in the same order. Even more astonishing, each agency received the same response from one of its agents:

“What about the interview with that historian? The one that aired on CNN, FOX News, Russia-1, BBC One, TF1, ZDF, and countless other networks?”

.
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June 2028

Echoes of History, Seeds of Prophecy

CNN Exclusive Interview with Dr. Jack Sonderson

Transcript of CNN’s exclusive interview with Dr. Jack Sonderson, a renowned historian specializing in Jewish history from the 1st century BCE to the 1st century CE, as well as the modern political history of the 21st century.

This transcript is available on our website and app.

Interviewers: Kadyn Rollins and Blake Rapper from CNN’s Washington office.

Kadyn Rollins: 

Good morning, Dr. Sonderson.  Thank you for joining us today.

Dr. Jack Sonderson: 

Good morning, Kadyn and Blake. It’s great to be here.

Blake Rapper: 

You wrote the book “The Chronicle of the Jar and the Rod,” which caused quite a stir in religious and political circles. If your research is accurate, we should be on the lookout for significant events in the coming years.

First, could you share with our viewers how you became a historian?

Dr. Jack Sonderson: 

I’d be glad to. I was born in 1990, and by the time I was 14, I was already fascinated with archaeology. I was captivated by the story of British archaeologist Howard Carter and his patron, Lord Carnarvon, as they discovered the tomb of Tutankhamun in 1922. The tomb was filled with spectacular artifacts, including gold-covered chariots, intricately carved alabaster vessels, and a vast collection of the young pharaoh’s personal belongings, like jewelry. These treasures were later showcased at THE MET in 2006.

Then, of course, there was the sensational tale of the curse said to befall those who entered the tomb, fueled by the fact that Lord Carnarvon died shortly after its opening. For a 14-year-old, it was thrilling. Of course, the curse was just a myth—scientists now believe that ancient mummies may have carried toxigenic mold or bacteria.

That was how my journey began.

Kadyn Rollins: 

But you didn’t end up becoming an archaeologist. What changed your path?

Dr. Jack Sonderson: 

Two main things. First, archaeology is a challenging and financially limited field. At the time, my mother was ill and needed my care. Most archaeological digs are overseas, which would have kept me away from home.

Secondly, while researching, I came across an article from The New Yorker, published in 1955, about the Dead Sea Scrolls. You’d think that would have inspired me to pursue archaeology even more, but it sparked a different interest for reasons I can no longer recall. I became fascinated with Jewish history from the 1st century BCE to the 1st century CE.

I realized that instead of digging for relics, I wanted to dig through historical records to understand what happened, why, and where.

Blake Rapper: 

For our curious viewers, we’ve included part of the article in our transcript, along with a link to the New Yorker article about the Dead Sea Scrolls. Feel free to read the whole piece—it's long but captivating.

Blake Rapper: 

Out of curiosity, should we call you “Doctor”?

Dr. Jack Sonderson:  

Yes, that’s correct. In 2011, I enrolled at the University of California, Berkeley, where I majored in History with a minor in Political Science. My mother passed away in 2012, leaving me a substantial inheritance, which was quite a surprise. This allowed me to continue my education and eventually earn my Ph.D., hence the title “Doctor.”

Kadyn Rollins: 

Alright, let’s dive into your book, “The Chronicle of the Jar and the Rod.” You claim to have uncovered evidence of a secret society by the same name—a group you believe still exists today and could significantly transform world societies. Could you elaborate on that?

Dr. Jack Sonderson:  

Where to begin? My major in history and minor in political science helped me uncover connections others may have overlooked.

Take the 1st century BCE, for instance. It was a time of intense power struggles. The Pharisees, Sadducees, Romans, Scribes, and Zealots vied for influence. However, some groups maintained a much lower profile.

For example, the Essenes are widely believed to have copied the Dead Sea Scrolls. They held apocalyptic beliefs, anticipating the end of an age dominated by evil. When you connect that mindset with the global political landscape we’ve seen since 2016, many intriguing questions emerge.

Blake Rapper: 

That explanation might seem a bit cryptic for viewers who haven’t read your book yet.

Dr. Jack Sonderson:  

You’re absolutely right. Perhaps I should begin with the conclusion of my book and work backward to explain how I arrived at it.

Kadyn Rollins: 

That should help clarify things.  Before we dig in, let’s take a short break.

Commercial Break

Dr. Jack Sonderson:  

To truly understand what we’re dealing with, we can’t rely on just one piece of evidence. To gain a comprehensive understanding of the subject, we must compare biblical texts, archaeological findings, and modern historical events. For this example, let’s consider the period from 2016 to 2028.

I’ll start with the Bible, 1 Thessalonians, Chapter 5, Verses 2 and 3 from the New World Translation:

2 For you yourselves know very well that Jehovah’s day is coming exactly as a thief in the night. 3 Whenever it is that they are saying, “Peace and security!” then sudden destruction is to be instantly on them, just like birth pains on a pregnant woman, and they will by no means escape.

Now, let’s revisit what I mentioned about the Essenes, the group that was widely believed to have copied the Dead Sea Scrolls. They held apocalyptic beliefs, anticipating the end of an age dominated by evil.”

In my book, I explore the Qumran cave where these scrolls were discovered. Although most attention has been given to the scrolls, few realize that the cave also contained numerous artifacts, including pottery, spices, congealed oil in jars, linen cloth, nails, and more.

Here’s where it gets fascinating: the pottery and jars were stamped with the letters “NY”, while the nails bore the mark “N” on their heads.

​Historians and archaeologists have also found scrolls unrelated to biblical texts, such as personal letters between family members. Many of these manuscripts were severely damaged, leaving only fragments of words or partial phrases behind. However, by piecing them together, we’ve identified references to two prominent figures: Netir and Yehuda. The markings “N” and“NY” appeared to be connected to them.

Intriguingly, among these names, we also discovered partially destroyed manuscripts containing words like “KEEPERS,” “PROTOCOLS,” and “AARON’S ROD.”

Blake Rapper: 

For the sake of time, what conclusion have you drawn from this?

Dr. Jack Sonderson:  

We believe there were two secret societies: one known as “The Keepers of the Jar and the Rod,” and the other as “The Protocols of the Elders of Zion.” According to Paul's writings in Thessalonians, these groups were adversaries, competing for relics that could be linked to the prophecy of “sudden destruction.”

My book explores this theory in depth in the chapter titled “Armageddon.”

Blake Rapper: 

Which explains why your book has caused such a stir. There’s clearly much more to discuss.

Kadyn Rollins: 

Unfortunately, that’s all the time we have for today. However, for our viewers, we’ll continue exploring Dr. Sonderson’s revelations next week at the same time.

Blake Rapper: 

We’ll update the transcript on our website and app following next week's interview. Don’t miss it.
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May 1955

From the CNN transcript of Dr. Jack Sonderson’s interview.

The discovery of the Dead Sea Scrolls holds meaning far beyond what is commonly known, as may be revealed in the following interviews.

Since this is a very long article from THE NEW YORKER, we included an excerpt of it in our transcript, which appears in the app.

Published in the print edition of the May 14, 1955, issue, with the headline “The Scrolls from the Dead Sea.”

Edmund Wilson, who died in 1972, was a longtime book critic and essayist for the magazine.

THE SCROLLS FROM THE DEAD SEA

By Edmund Wilson

May 6, 1955

[image: Man sorting through archeological fragments spread out on a table]

At some point rather early in the spring of 1947, a Bedouin boy called Muhammed the Wolf was minding some goats near a cliff on the western shore of the Dead Sea. Climbing up after one that had strayed, he noticed a cave that he had not seen before, and he idly threw a stone into it. There was an unfamiliar sound of breakage. The boy was frightened and ran away. But he later came back with another boy, and together they explored the cave. Inside were several tall clay jars, among fragments of other jars. They took off the bowl-like lids; a very bad smell arose; this turned out to arise from dark, oblong lumps which were found in all of the jars. When they got these lumps out of the cave, they saw they were wrapped up in lengths of linen and coated with a black layer of what seemed to be pitch or wax. They unrolled them and found long manuscripts, inscribed in parallel columns on thin sheets that had been sewn together. Though these manuscripts had faded and crumbled in places, they were in general remarkably clear. The character, they saw, was not Arabic. They wondered at the scrolls and kept them, carrying them along when they went.

These Bedouin boys belonged to a party of contrabanders who had been smuggling their goats and other goods out of Transjordan into Palestine. They had detoured so far to the south in order to circumvent the Jordan bridge, which the customs officers guarded with guns, and had floated their commodities across the stream. They were now on their way to Bethlehem to sell their stuff in the black market, and they had come to the Dead Sea in order to stock up with water at the spring of Ain Feshkha, the only fresh water to be found for miles in that dry, hot, and desolate region. They were quite safe from discovery there; it was a locality that had no attractions, to which nobody ever came. ...

The Metropolitan, Mar Athanasius Yeshue Samuel, expressed a decided interest. He knew that nobody since the first Christian centuries had lived anywhere near Ain Feshkha, and he had been struck by the visitor’s telling him that the scrolls were “wrapped up like mummies.” When one was shown to him at the monastery, he broke off a bit and burned it, and could smell that it was leather or parchment. He recognized the language as Hebrew, but was not a Hebrew scholar and could not make out what the manuscript was. He sent word that he would buy the scrolls, but in the meantime the Bedouins were off again on another expedition. Several weeks passed. It was July before one of the Syrians called up to tell the Metropolitan that he and the Bedouins would bring him the scrolls. The Metropolitan expected them all morning, and finally went to lunch, and it was then that the visitors arrived. They were turned away at the door, and the priest who had refused to receive them came to the Metropolitan and told him that some tough-looking Arabs had appeared with some dirty old rolls, and that, seeing that these were written not in Syriac but in Hebrew, he had sent the Arabs to a Jewish school. ...

...The outsider cannot but be struck by the frequent reluctance of the learned world to recognize important discoveries. In connection with the failure of scholars first to recognize, then to acknowledge, the antiquity of the Dead Sea scrolls, ...

...In order to understand the importance of the Dead Sea manuscripts and the stubborn incredulity of scholars, one has to realize that, except for a fragment or two, our earliest text of the Hebrew Bible—the so-called Masoretic text—is no more ancient than the ninth century of the Christian era; and that, before that, our main versions of Scripture are the Alexandrian Septuagint, which is a translation into Greek that is supposed to have been begun somewhere in the third pre-Christian century and not finished till two hundred years later, and Saint Jerome’s Latin Vulgate, made in the fourth century. All our knowledge of the word of the Bible has been based on these two translations and this very late Hebrew text (helped out with a Samaritan Pentateuch and some excerpts in early Aramaic versions). It took some courage to face new materials where none had been imagined to exist. “In none of the similar episodes of the past two centuries,” continues Professor Albright, “has there been such a wide refusal on the part of scholars to accept clear-cut evidence.” ....

For the full transcript, please see https://www.newyorker.com/magazine/1955/05/14/the-scrolls-from-the-dead-sea

Published in the print edition of the May 14, 1955, issue, with the headline “The Scrolls from the Dead Sea.”

Edmund Wilson, who died in 1972, was a longtime book critic and essayist for the magazine.
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(1946 – 2030) 

Ambition’s Blade, Chaos’ Echo

Peter Michael Urt, born in 1946 under the gray skies of post-war Philadelphia, earned the nickname “Hurt” as a boy—a moniker that would carve itself into his destiny. Even at twelve, his sharp tongue and unyielding nature were evident, his jaw set like iron when caught in a lie, his hazel eyes flashing defiance as he faced his parents’ reprimands. His father, a stern real estate magnate, and his mother, a quiet seamstress, tried to temper his stubbornness with discipline. Still, their efforts were like trying to dam a river with twigs—Hurt’s will was a force of nature, bending truth to his advantage, his voice loud in the cramped rowhouse they called home.

After graduating from the Wharton School of Business at the University of Pennsylvania in 1968, Hurt stepped into his father’s real estate firm, the air thick with the scent of ink and old money in their Center City office. He learned the game quickly—negotiation, leverage, risk—his father’s lessons etched into him as they pored over blueprints late into the night, the glow of a desk lamp casting long shadows across their determined faces. But Hurt’s ambition burned brighter than mere property deals; he saw luxury as his battlefield, a realm where boldness could crown kings.

In 1989, at 43, Hurt made his first seismic move into the luxury sector, his New York office a whirlwind of activity—phones ringing, papers shuffling, the bitter aroma of espresso fueling his team. He acquired a struggling textile and retail luxury consortium; its ledgers were a mess of red ink, and its factories were silent. With calculated ruthlessness, he slashed inefficiencies, firing half the staff in a single day, their protests drowned out by the hum of his vision. He restructured the company, investing in high-end designers, their sketches of silk gowns and diamond-studded watches pinned to the walls, transforming the brand into a glittering empire. His aggressive strategies—buying out competitors, undercutting prices to dominate markets—earned him the full weight of his nickname, “Hurt,” whispered in boardrooms from Paris to Tokyo, synonymous with brilliance and brutality.

Under his iron grip, HURT expanded into fashion, jewelry, watches, and wine, and the clink of champagne flutes at launch parties was a stark contrast to the sweat of workers in his Italian vineyards, their hands stained purple under the Tuscan sun. By the early 2000s, HURT was a global name, its boutiques glowing with opulence on Fifth Avenue and the Champs-Élysées, the scent of polished leather and oud perfume wafting through marble interiors. Hurt’s influence stretched like a gilded web, his empire a testament to ambition’s sharp edge and a house of cards trembling beneath its own weight.

In 2024, Hurt turned his gaze to politics, entering the Republican presidential primaries with the same ferocity that had built his empire. His rallies were a storm of red hats and roaring crowds, the air electric with his promises of strength and prosperity. He didn’t secure the nomination, his brash style alienating moderates, but the winner saw his value—a strategist unafraid to wield power like a blade. Selected as the vice-presidential running mate, Hurt’s presence on the ticket clinched the presidency, his speeches a rallying cry that echoed through the heartland, the scent of victory bitter with compromise. 

Hurt’s personal life mirrored his public chaos, a tapestry of passion and strife woven through three marriages, each unravelling under the weight of his ambition. His first wife, a soft-spoken artist, bore him a daughter, Cassie, whose fiery temper mirrored his own. Her sketches of protest art were a silent rebellion against her father’s world. His second marriage, to a French heiress, gave him another daughter, Iliana “Lilly”, whose sharp mind turned to finance, her suits as tailored as her father’s. And finally, a son, “Junior,” Peter Urt Junior, who, throughout his life, tried to emulate his father. All three children inherited his relentless drive, and their lives were a dance between admiration and resentment.
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(1947)

Secrets in Stone, Relics’ Sanctuary

In 1947, the world teetered on the edge of renewal and mystery, a year when ancient echoes met modern aspirations. In the sun-scorched deserts southwest of Jericho, a Bedouin shepherd’s stray goat led him to the Qumran caves, the dry air heavy with the musty scent of centuries-old parchment, as he uncovered the Dead Sea Scrolls. Their fragile scripts hinted at a lost era of faith and rebellion. Far across the globe, 5,700 miles away in Manhattan, the United Nations complex began to rise, its steel girders piercing the smoky skyline, the Hudson River’s briny breeze mingling with the clang of hammers and the sharp tang of welding sparks—a beacon of hope for a war-torn world still reeling from the ashes of 1945. Few could fathom a connection between these events, one rooted in antiquity, the other a bold step into the future, yet a clandestine thread bound them, known only to twelve men—the last vestiges of a Quorum established in 1026 BCE, the Keepers of the Jar and the Rod.

These Keepers, whose numbers had dwindled from 144 to a mere dozen, orchestrated the secret transfer of the Jar of Manna and Aaron’s Rod from the Qumran caves to Manhattan. The relics’ journey was a hushed pilgrimage through a world oblivious to their power. The decision came amid the chaos of post-war reconstruction, the Scrolls’ discovery a distraction as the Keepers moved their sacred charges under the cover of night, the desert sands whispering their departure. During the construction of the UN’s General Assembly Building, three seasoned masons—disciples loyal to the Keepers though not part of the Quorum- took on a covert night shift, their mission to embed the relics within the structure’s foundation, their lives a quiet offering to await the prophesied “Faithful and Discreet Slave.”

Hugh “Red” Callahan, 73, led the trio; his once-vibrant red hair now a smoky white cascade over a face etched with the lines of a lifetime, his thick mustache curling like a relic of his youth. His broad shoulders, still powerful beneath a faded flannel shirt patched at the elbows, bore the weight of cement blocks, though his knees creaked on the cold, damp basement floor with each deliberate step. His spirit remained unbroken, his booming laughter rolling off the unfinished concrete walls like thunder, a sound that warmed the chill air and steadied his companions. “They draw these plans all fancy, don’t they?” he muttered, his gravelly voice rough from years of shouting over construction din, his calloused hands tracing the blueprint with a craftsman’s reverence, the paper crinkling under his touch. “Never think about the poor bastard who has to make it real.”

Salvatore “Sal” DiAngelo, 69, moved with the agility of a man half his age, his wiry frame draped in a worn leather jacket, its creases mirroring the lines on his olive skin, tanned deep from decades under the Mediterranean sun. His silver hair, combed neatly back, caught the flickering light of the work lamps. His dark eyes narrowed as he inspected the foundation wall, his fingers, rough yet precise, probing for imperfections. “Red, look here—a slight bow in the wall. We’ll need to adjust, or it’ll show,” he said, his thick Italian accent lending weight to each syllable.

Frank “Mumbles” O’Hara, 67, the youngest but most frail, carried the emotional scars of two world wars in his lean, slightly hunched frame, his thick glasses magnifying pale blue eyes that flickered with a mix of fatigue and focus. His hands, trembling faintly as they mixed mortar, bore the calluses of a soldier turned craftsman. A veteran whose body had aged beyond his spirit, he earned his nickname from the habit of muttering to himself, his voice a raspy whisper. “Keep it tight... no gaps...” he breathed, spreading mortar with a practiced flick, his words a mantra of perfection as he sealed each joint with care, the scent of cement dust clinging to his clothes. “Gotta make it look like it belongs here.”

The trio worked in a seamless rhythm, their decades of shared labor a silent language; the air was alive with the scrape of trowels and the soft thud of cement blocks. Red laid the first row, his powerful hands setting each block with unerring precision, the weight of the task grounding him despite the ache in his joints. Sal followed, his spirit level ensuring flawless alignment, his quiet efficiency countering Red’s gruff vigour. Mumbles applied the mortar; his methodical strokes sealed the chamber, and his murmurs were a prayer for the work.

As the night deepened, their low voices wove through the labour, the basement’s shadows stretching long under the harsh glow of work lights. “Funny thing, building a room no one’s meant to find,” Red mused, wiping sweat from his brow, the damp cloth streaking dust across his weathered face, his breath fogging slightly. Sal shrugged, his hands never pausing, the mortar smooth under his trowel. “Built plenty of rooms, nobody noticed. What’s one more?” Mumbles chuckled, his voice a faint rasp. “This one’s different, though. Can’t help but wonder what they’re hiding.”

Red’s eyes narrowed, his tone firm. “Ain’t our job to wonder. We build, we get paid, we forget.” Sal nodded, smoothing a joint with a deft flick, his focus unbroken. “That’s why they chose us, old men with no one to tell, even if we wanted to.” Mumbles muttered, “They’re worried about gadgets, X-rays, radar, who-knows-what. Lot of trouble for a storage room,” his glasses fogging as he worked, the lead sheets glinting faintly in the light.

The room took shape, a four-by-four-by-four-foot chamber, sixty-four cubic feet of sacred space. Its walls were lined with lead and tungsten to shield against detection, the metallic tang of the materials sharp in the air. Sal cut the lead sheets with precision, the sound a soft hiss, while Red secured them, his strength steady. Mumbles sealed the seams, his murmurs a constant thread, the tungsten’s dull sheen a final layer of secrecy.

At 3 a.m., they made the call as instructed, their voices hushed over a crackling line, the distant honk of a ship on the Hudson a lonely note. Two Keepers arrived, their faces obscured by hooded coats, their footsteps muffled on the concrete as they carried two unadorned wooden boxes gently placed within the chamber. The masons completed the enclosure, sealing the final block with a soft thud. The room vanished into the building’s foundation, its exterior camouflaged as a nondescript storage space, a perfect veil.

They cleaned meticulously, sweeping away every trace, the broom’s bristles scratching softly against the concrete. They left the basement unremarkable to any eye. The Jar of Manna and Aaron’s Rod rested within the lead-lined walls, relics spanning millennia. Their presence was a silent vow of the Keepers’ mission, their power dormant yet poised for a future awakening.

Years later, the Protocols of the Elders of Zion uncovered the Qumran cave’s secret, the desert wind still carrying the memory of the relics’ departure, their absence a puzzle pieced together from faded scrolls. Determined, they hunted for the relics, questioning architects in Paris, engineers in Tokyo, supervisors in Cairo, electricians in Chicago, plumbers in London, concrete workers in Mumbai—their inquiries sharp as daggers. From 1958 to 1975, a string of murders followed, each victim a worker tied to the UN’s construction, their bodies found in shadowed alleys and quiet suburbs, from New York to Sydney, their deaths a cryptic web unlinked in the public eye.

By then, the three craftsmen who built the secret room had already passed. Red’s laughter was stilled by a heart attack on a Brooklyn stoop, his spirit lingering in the echo of his tools; Sal in 1955, a quiet death in his Naples villa, his hands finally at rest; Mumbles in 1957, his frail body giving out in a Dublin hospital, his murmurs silenced. Their secrets died with them, known only to the Quorum of the Keepers, the relics safe but restless, their journey poised for one final move before their purpose would unfold.
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(June 2030)

Deceptions of Genius, Echoes of Synchronicity

In 2024, Israel’s Mossad executed an espionage operation that would become legendary, whispered in the shadowed halls of global intelligence agencies, the air in their Tel Aviv labs thick with the acrid scent of solder and the hum of focused tension. They intercepted a shipment of pagers and walkie-talkies destined for high-level operatives in the Lebanese militant group Hezbollah. The devices arrived under cover of darkness in a nondescript warehouse on the outskirts of Haifa, their plastic casings gleaming dully under flickering fluorescent lights. Mossad engineers worked with surgical precision, their gloved hands embedding tiny explosive devices—each no larger than a grain of rice, calibrated to detonate with a call from a specific phone number. The lab buzzed with the soft whir of machinery, the faint crackle of static, and the murmur of Hebrew as they tested prototypes, ensuring the devices functioned flawlessly.

The operation was a masterclass in deception, a labyrinth of shell companies and forged manifests, the paper trail as clean as the bribes were discreet, ensuring the devices returned to their recipients without a whisper of suspicion. Operatives in Lebanon received their pagers, the weight of trust in their hands, unaware of the ticking threat nestled inside, the faint beep of incoming messages a harbinger of potential destruction. Intelligence experts later dissected the operation in classified briefings, marvelling at Mossad’s sleight of hand—some speculated about double agents in the supply chain, others about a cyber intrusion so subtle it left no trace, the question lingering in the air like smoke: how had they done it?

By 2030, Mossad raised the stakes, their ambition a blazing fire as they targeted the smartphones of the heads of the CIA, FSB, and MMS. ​The devices were cutting-edge, their encryption a fortress of quantum code as they were unboxed in secure facilities. In a covert lab outside Tel Aviv, engineers in sterile white coats worked under harsh LED lights, crafting counterfeit phones and embedding spyware—microchips so small they were invisible to the naked eye —designed to transmit live audio feeds to Mossad headquarters. The spyware lay dormant, activated only by a specific code; its presence remained undetectable during routine sweeps. The phones’ sleek titanium surfaces betrayed nothing as they were slipped into official supply chains, delivered through trusted channels to their unsuspecting targets. The weight of security protocols provided a false sense of comfort.

On June 1, 2030, Mossad’s command center in Tel Aviv hummed with anticipation as analysts hunched over their screens. Lieutenant Colonel Eliav Ben-David, 45, oversaw the operation, his sharp green eyes scanning the feeds as his uniform remained crisp despite the heat radiating from the equipment. At 0900 hours, the first feed crackled to life—the CIA discussing escalating tensions in the Middle East, the American accents sharp through the speakers. Moments later, the FSB feed mirrored the dialogue, the Russian tones a stark contrast, followed by the MMS, whose Mandarin cadence echoed the exact words, as if all three agencies were in one room, reading from a single script; the synchronicity was a chilling impossibility.

Eliav’s breath caught, his fist slamming the desk, his Hebrew accent thick with disbelief. “What is this? A joke? Have we been uncovered?” he growled, his hand raking through his hair, leaving it dishevelled. His team exchanged nervous glances, fingers flying across keyboards, as they ran diagnostics, the screens flickering with streams of code. A junior analyst paled and stammered, “Sir, it’s clean. It’s... live. They really are saying the same thing,” her voice trembling, her eyes wide at the strangeness of the anomaly.

Eliav paced the room, the weight of the impossible pressing down like a storm cloud. “Three agencies, three continents, three time zones—all synchronized? What the hell is going on?” he demanded, his voice rising, the air thick with tension. Captain Yael Sivan, his second-in-command, a tall woman with a scar slicing across her left cheek, stared at the screen with disbelief. “It’s like a script. Word for word,” she said, her voice steady but strained.  The scar on her face was a stark reminder of her past experiences with danger.

“Not a word leaves this room,” Eliav ordered, his gaze sweeping the team like a hawk. “Triple-lock the recordings. I want an analysis. How is this even possible?” The team scrambled to comply.

Outside, the Mossad offices buzzed with routine—agents briefing their superiors in glass-walled rooms, the murmur of Hebrew and Arabic blending with the clack of keyboards, as analysts pored over intelligence reports. But whispers of the anomaly seeped through the walls like smoke, spreading unease. In the break room, two analysts lingered over lukewarm coffee. “Heard the Lieutenant Colonel flipped out,” one said, stirring his cup, the spoon clinking softly against ceramic. The other nodded, his eyes darting to the door, as he whispered, “Yeah, feeds were identical—verbatim. That’s no glitch.” The first frowned, his voice low. “Three agencies speaking in unison? That’s... unnatural.”

Eliav stormed through the corridors, silencing chatter as he passed, cutting off their conversations. He entered the Director’s office without knocking, the door swinging open with a creak, a single lamp casting a warm glow over the Director’s desk. The Director, a gray-haired man in his sixties, impeccably suited, looked up. His expression was unreadable as he set down a classified report. “I heard. Identical conversations?” he asked, his voice calm but weighted.

“Yes. And it’s not a glitch. It’s real,” Eliav replied, his hands clenched at his sides, the tension radiating from him like heat. The Director leaned back, “If this is true, we’re seeing coordination that defies logic—or something far more sinister,” he said, his tone grave.

The 2029 dirty bomb detonation on the Temple Mount had shifted the world’s axis, the air in Jerusalem still acrid with the memory of radiological dust, the holy site a scarred wasteland where once the scent of incense and the murmur of prayers had filled the air. Casualties were few, but the psychological toll was catastrophic—tourism vanished overnight, and the streets, once bustling with pilgrims, now stood silent, save for the shuffle of hazmat suits, their sterile tang replacing the aroma of falafel and cardamom. Immigration to Israel plummeted, fear gripping the nation like a vice, the psychological shockwaves rippling through Jewish, Arab, and Christian communities alike, the once-vibrant Old City now a ghost of its former self.

Investigations traced the attack to North Korea, their operation a chilling feat of deception. A diplomatic delegation had come bearing gifts, including an ornate vase with intricate carvings that concealed a compact radiological dispersal device. The lead shielding had been flawless, the trigger a decorative seal activated by a sleeper agent embedded deep within Jerusalem’s bureaucracy. The vase had been stored near the Temple Mount, undetected until the remote signal dispersed radioactive material across the sacred site. The fallout had been heaviest in Arab neighbourhoods, the sky above the Mount gray with despair, and the event had left a scar on the collective psyche of a nation.

The Triumvirate’s retaliation had been swift and merciless. The attack had spurred a global push for “Peace & Security,” but Mossad knew better; their task force was now probing the synchronized conversations, Dr. Sonderson’s research, and the relics’ shadow.
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(1971 – 2029)

Simplicity’s Triumph, Empire’s Burden

Kirk Stefan Ume, born in 1971 in Munich, Germany, earned the nickname “Kiss” as a child—a playful moniker that would crystallize into his life’s mantra: “Keep It Simple, Stupid.” The phrase, scrawled in chalk on the walls of his childhood bedroom, became the cornerstone of a philosophy that would propel him from a precocious boy tinkering with his father’s old radio to a titan of tech and defence, innovation a constant in his life.

Ume’s academic journey began at Queen’s University in Kingston, Canada, where the limestone halls echoed with the chatter of students, mingling with the chill of Ontario winters. He graduated in 1993, his mind already buzzing with ideas, before moving to the University of Pennsylvania, the Ivy League campus alive with the sharp tang of ambition. He briefly attended Stanford University for graduate school in 1995. Still, the California sun and Silicon Valley couldn’t hold him—after just three days, he dropped out, his entrepreneurial spirit too restless for lecture halls and start-up dreams pulling him away. By 2002, he had become an American citizen; the oath of allegiance was a formality for a man already deeply rooted in the pursuit of the American Dream.

The German-born entrepreneur made his mark in the tech industry during the late 1990s, when the digital revolution was in full swing, the air in tech hubs electric with the click of keyboards and the buzz of dial-up modems. Recognizing the rising tide of mobile technology, Ume immersed himself in the nascent world of applications, his San Francisco office a chaotic sprawl of monitors and coffee cups. His breakthrough came with an algorithm that revolutionized search engine functionality, a piece of code so efficient it slashed processing times for banks, with numbers on their balance sheets soaring as transactions flowed seamlessly. The sale of this technology in 1999 made him a billionaire at 28, the champagne at his celebration party fizzing with the taste of victory, the San Francisco skyline glittering below as he toasted a future without limits.

Never content to rest, Ume diversified in 2022, his empire expanding into the defense sector with the precision of a chess grandmaster, the scent of gunmetal and jet fuel a stark contrast to his tech roots. He acquired multiple struggling defense companies, whose factories, located in places like Huntsville, Alabama, and Tucson, Arizona, hummed back to life under his direction. In a mere two years, he became the de facto king of armaments, controlling a vast network that supplied advanced military technology—drones, missile systems, and AI-driven surveillance—to governments worldwide. His influence was a steel thread woven through global conflicts, the weight of power heavy on his shoulders.

Ume’s leadership style was as unyielding as his ambitions; his motto, “Keep It Simple, Stupid,” was emblazoned in bold letters on the walls of his factories and offices, from the glass towers of New York to the sprawling complexes in Dubai, the words a constant reminder of his demand for clarity and efficiency. By 2024, his empire employed over 97,000 people, a legion working under his exacting standards. Known for his ruthless efficiency, Ume had no patience for failure; his voice cutting through meetings like a blade as he publicly berated engineers and executives, calling them “stupid” if they missed his mark, his German accent sharpening the sting of his words. He expected round-the-clock availability, and his late-night calls were a test of loyalty.

His relentless vision earned him global acclaim; his name has been a fixture on the Forbes list of the world’s top billionaires since 2022, and the magazine's glossy pages have served as a mirror of his ascent. In 2024, he claimed the number one spot, his wealth a towering edifice of billions. The announcement was celebrated with a gala in Paris, the Eiffel Tower aglow as champagne flowed.

At 58, Ume stood as a colossus in 2029, his Munich roots a distant memory, his empire a testament to the triumph of simplicity.
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(July 1, 2028)

Relics of Power, Shadows of Prophecy

CNN Exclusive Interview with Dr. Jack Sonderson

Transcript of CNN’s exclusive interview with Dr. Jack Sonderson, a renowned historian specializing in Jewish history from the 1st century BCE to the 1st century CE, as well as the modern political history of the 21st century.

This transcript is available on our website and app.

Interviewers: Kadyn Rollins and Blake Rapper from the CNN Washington office.

In the sleek, glass-walled CNN Washington office studio, the July 2028 heat pressed against the windows as the city outside sweltered under a hazy summer sky. Kadyn Rollins and Blake Rapper sat at the anchor desk, their polished professionalism a contrast to the nervous energy thrumming through the room. The camera's red light served as a silent cue as they prepared for the second part of their exclusive interview with Dr. Jack Sonderson, the renowned historian whose book had sparked global intrigue.

Kadyn Rollins:

Leaning forward with a warm smile, her voice crisp yet tinged with a playful edge. 

“Good morning, Dr. Sonderson. It’s great to have you back! We still have so much to discuss. I believe we left off at the rather ominous part, when you mentioned Armageddon,” she said, her laugh a light ripple through the studio, though her eyes held a flicker of unease with the weight of the word lingering.

Dr. Jack Sonderson:

Seated across from them, his gray suit slightly rumpled as if he’d just stepped out of an archive. At 38, his face already bore the lines of a life spent chasing history, but his blue eyes sparkled with a youthful intensity as he chuckled, his laugh a deep, rumbling counterpoint to Kadyn’s. 

“My apologies for that,” he said, his voice warm, though the gravity of his research cast a shadow over his humour.

​Blake Rapper:

His sharp gaze fixed on Sonderson, a pen tapping softly against his notepad, the sound a quiet rhythm in the studio’s stillness. 

“For the benefit of our returning viewers—and especially for those who missed our first interview—I’d like to summarize, as concisely as possible, what we’ve learned so far,” he said, his tone measured, his journalist’s precision cutting through the tension. He listed the points with clarity: 

“One, your book, The Chronicle of the Jar and the Rod, is not a work of fiction, yet it contains fictional elements—you claim this secret society actually existed and may still exist today. 

Two, your research traces back to the 1947 discovery of the Dead Sea Scrolls, where artifacts such as pottery fragments, papyrus, and ancient manuscripts led you to a specific family associated with this society.

Third, you linked this society to the Jewish world between the first century BCE and the first century CE, a period of intense conflict in Israel among groups such as the Pharisees, Sadducees, Zealots, Romans, and Scribes. 

Four, you drew a connection to biblical prophecy—Paul’s warning: ‘Whenever it is that they are saying, “Peace and security!” then sudden destruction is to be instantly upon them.’ Five, you suggest this prophecy is about to be fulfilled, that we’re approaching the moment when ‘Peace and Security’ will be declared. 

Did I summarize that correctly?”

Dr. Jack Sonderson:

Nodding, a faint smile tugged at his lips, and the faint tremor of excitement in his fingers betrayed his calm demeanour. 

“Blake, that was an excellent summary! I know you’ve written five or six books yourself, right? I’ve read two of them. Your third book is on my reading list for this year. But coming back to your summary—you absolutely nailed it,” he said, his tone genuine, the air between them warming with mutual respect.
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