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A Most Noble Acknowledgment…  
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Ah, yes. At last. My humble contribution to the pantheon of letters. How dreadfully gauche it would 

be to call this simply a book. No, dear reader, this is a treatise. A work. Dare I say, a volume? Seriously 

though I wrote this in a week, so don’t expect The Odyssey 

One does not simply awaken in the morning and decide to retell The Creature from Jekyll Island 

through the amphibian visage of Pepe. I did, but you definitely shouldn’t because I thought of it first 

and that would be biting. Also it was afternoon. 

Some will call it parody. Some will call it prophecy. But I, as an author  

(do roll the “r” gently, as if savoring a fine Bordeaux),  

call it simply necessary (pronounced “neh’-Sessarie”).  

My lawyer calls it parody, he wants me to stress that. I'm gonna buy so many scarves after this. 

For is it not the duty of the gentleman-scholar to hold a mirror to society? To say, “Good heavens, look 

at the Federal Reserve!” and then, with a knowing smirk, fill the book with pictures because his friends 

are degens with short attention spans? Indeed. Quite. Precisely so. 

I do not expect you to understand all at once. No, comprehension is a marathon, not a fox hunt. And 

yet, should you persist… and I encourage you to do so with the same vigor one reserves for polo or a 

purse-snatching… you will find yourself richer. Not in coin, perhaps, but in spirit. And friends at the 

bail bonds. 

Therefore, I bid you welcome. Remove your shoes, adjust your ascot, and let us stroll together through 

the gilded corridors of finance, satire, and amphibian lore. A toast, then… to the frogs, to fortune, and 

of course… to the Author. If you all like this I will write the next one which I already imagined. 

Also, you should definitely tell your friends about this book because I just googled the price of a velvet 

smoking jacket and its outrageous. Dressing like an Author is going to cost me a fortune.  
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Chapter 1: The Spark Beneath the 

Mountain (1893)  
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he riot began with Mrs. Henderson's scream. 

Eli Crowne pressed his face against the bank's 

marble pillar, watching the crowd surge toward 

the teller windows like water through a broken 

dam. Somewhere in that mass of wool coats and 

bowler hats, someone had just learned their life savings had 

vanished into the ether of "temporary illiquidity." 

"Stay close, boy," his father muttered, one weathered hand 

gripping Eli's shoulder, the other clutching a leather satchel 

that seemed to grow heavier with each passing minute. 

The First National Bank of Marion County had “temporarily” 

suspended withdrawals at 10:17 a.m. By 10:30, three hundred 

miners and their families had gathered outside. By 10:45, the 

first rock had shattered a window. Now, at 11:15, Eli watched 

his neighbors tearing apart the only institution they had ever 

trusted. 

Thomas Henderson (Mrs. Henderson's husband), scaled the 

marble counter, his mining boots leaving black prints on the 

polished stone. "Where's my money, ya sons of bitches? 

Twenty-three years I've been putting silver in your vault!" 

The bank manager gripped the bars behind a wrought-iron 

cage, his silk vest dark with sweat. "Please, Mr. Henderson. If 

you’ll just wait for the federal inspectors... " 

T 
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"Federal inspectors?" Henderson's laugh was bitter as coal dust. 

"You mean the same government boys who told us this bank 

was solid as granite?" 

Then Eli saw it, a flicker of light through the frosted glass door 

and visible movement in the manager's office. A clerk standing 

in front of a pot-bellied furnace, orange flames licking hungrily 

at what looked like ledger pages. 

"Pa," Eli whispered, tugging at his father's coat. "Look." 

Abraham Crowne followed his son's gaze and went very still. 

In forty-seven years of mining, he'd developed an instinct for 

danger... the subtle shift in air pressure that preceded a cave-in, 

the peculiar silence that meant gas was building in the tunnels. 

He felt that same prickle now. 

"We're leaving," he said quietly. "Now." 

But they were too late. Thomas Henderson had seen the smoke 

too. 

"They're burning the records!" he roared, pointing at the office. 

"The bastards are covering their tracks!" 

The crowd's roar became something inhuman. Bodies pressed 

forward with murderous intent. The manager's cage buckled 

under the weight of a dozen hands. Glass exploded inward as 

someone hurled a brass spittoon. 
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In the chaos, Eli lost sight of his father. Bodies pressed against 

him from all sides, carrying him toward the vault like 

driftwood in a flood. The air stank of sweat and rage and 

something else... something that made his teeth ache and his 

vision blur at the edges. 

Then he saw her. 

A woman in a black dress stood perfectly still in the center of 

the riot, untouched by the violence swirling around her. She 

was beautiful in the way a knife is beautiful... sharp, cold, 

purposeful. Her eyes were the color of tarnished silver, and 

when she smiled, Eli felt his sovereign coin... the one his 

grandfather had given him... grow cold against his chest. 

She looked directly at him and mouthed a single word: 

"Hungry." 

The next thing Eli knew, his father was dragging him through 

the bank's rear exit, past overturned desks, and scattered 

currency. They didn't stop running until they reached their 

cabin on the banks of Booths Creek in Briartown. 

Abraham set the leather satchel on their kitchen table and 

opened it with shaking hands. Inside was the family trunk… 

small enough to carry, but heavy as a millstone. The wood was 

blackened by age and coal smoke, its thick copper hinges green 

with patina. 
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"Your great-grandfather carried this out of the Pennine Hills 

when Blackett-Beaumont seized the mines," Abraham said, his 

weathered hands tracing the ancient symbols. The old country 

had taught their family that honest work meant pulling value 

from stone, not promises from air. His voice barely above a 

whisper, "This has been in our family for a very long time. 

Tonight, it becomes yours." 

Eli stared at the trunk's carved lid. Strange symbols spiraled 

around its edges... runes that hurt to look at directly, as if they 

were written in a language older than words. But there, carved 

more recently among the ancient markings, was an 

unmistakable image: a grinning frog. 

"What's inside, Pa?" 

"Wisdom, boy. And warnings." Abraham lifted the lid with 

reverent care. 

The trunk was darker on the inside than he had imagined, but 

it held three items: a leather-bound journal thick as a man's fist, 

a handful of coins in a drawstring pouch that seemed to drink 

the lamplight, and something wrapped in oiled cloth that 

Abraham didn't unwrap. 

"The Grimoire of Scarcity," Abraham said, touching the 

journal's cover. "Almost every Crowne who carried this trunk 

has added to it. Instructions. Observations. Prophecies, some 

might say." 
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He opened the journal to a page marked with a faded ribbon 

and read aloud:  

"When ledgers trade blood for ink, all chains bend to debt. The frog 

remembers what gold forgets. Signed, Josiah Crowne, 1847." 

Eli frowned. "What does that mean?" 

"It means your grandfather saw something coming. Something 

that would make paper worth more than gold and promises 

worth more than labor." Abraham closed the journal and 

pressed it into his son's hands. "And something that would 

remember the old ways when the new ways failed." 

Abraham pointed toward town, where smoke was still rising 

from the bank's chimney. "The Beast that feeds on panic and 

grows fat on promises. But there's something else watching too. 

Something older." 

He handed Eli one of the silver coins. It was warm to the touch, 

despite the cool evening air. Eli didn’t reach for it immediately. 

There was something about his father’s posture…steady, 

solemn, it made the moment feel heavier than the coin itself. 

Whatever this was, this wasn’t a gift. Ancient symbols were 

etched around its circumference, and in its center was the 

image of a grinning frog... the same design carved into the 

trunk's lid. 

“This is a sovereign coin, boy. It stays warm when the value 

around you is real. When it goes cold…” Abraham paused, 
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weighing the words like he’d heard them once in a darker time, 

“It means something's wrong. Deeply wrong.” 

Eli looked down at the coin. It was cooling rapidly, like a coal 

pulled from a fire. But strangely, as it cooled, the frog seemed 

to grin wider. 

“But I already have a coin…” Eli said softly, not wanting to 

sound ungrateful. 

Abraham shook his head. “A child’s coin, Eli. A training piece. 

Forged from fragments of lost ones, smooth and thinned so 

young hands won’t cut themselves. For yours to have gone cold 

today…” He trailed off, his jaw tightening. “That should be 

impossible, unless you stood in the presence of something very 

old… and dangerous.” 

"Pa? It's getting cold." 

Abraham nodded grimly. "That's because today, son, the Beast 

learned to print its own food. But the frog... the frog is just 

getting started."



7 

  



8 



9 

  



10 

 



 

 

 

 



 

 



 



 

 



 

Chapter 2: The Birth of the Beast 

(1910)  
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he invitation came on paper so fine it felt like silk 

between Senator Nelson Aldrich's fingers. No 

letterhead, no signature... just an address on Jekyll 

Island and a date: November 22nd, 1910. 

"Come hungry," it read. "Bring appetite." 

Seven men answered that call, arriving separately on the 

midnight ferry. They moved through Jekyll Island's exclusive 

resort like shadows, speaking in whispers, their faces hidden 

beneath silk scarves and tilted hat brims. To the staff, they were 

simply "the duck hunting party"... wealthy gentlemen seeking 

winter sport away from prying eyes. 

But there would be no hunting that week. Only conjuring. 

Abraham Crowne felt the wrongness hundreds of miles away 

in the Briartown, West Virginia mine. He was following a vein 

of coal that seemed to pulse with its own rhythm when the coin 

in his shirt pocket went ice-cold. Not the gradual cooling he'd 

felt during smaller panics, but a sudden, vicious chill that made 

him gasp and stumble against the tunnel wall. 

"Something's wrong," he told his partner, a grizzled Irishman 

named O'Malley. "Something terrible is happening." 

O'Malley spat into the darkness. "Aye, I feel it too. Like the 

mountain's holding its breath." 

T 
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Above ground… twenty-seven-year-old Eli Crowne woke from 

troubled dreams to find frost covering his bedroom window, 

despite this November’s mild temperature that had kept most 

folks sleeping with their doors open. He pressed his palm to the 

glass and watched his breath fog up the air that had been warm 

when he'd gone to bed. 

On the island, seven men gathered in the Jekyll Island Club's 

mahogany-paneled library. The November wind rattled 

windows that had witnessed three generations of American 

wealth consolidate into fewer and fewer hands. 

Senator Nelson Aldrich smoothed his silk vest and surveyed 

the room with the satisfaction of a man who had discovered the 

greatest secret in human history. The sugar tariffs alone had 

made him millions... money extracted from every cup of coffee 

and slice of cake consumed by the laboring masses. But his 

recent legislation allowing banks to print emergency currency 

during financial panics had revealed something far more 

intoxicating: the masses would accept money conjured from 

nothing if you frightened them first. 

"Eighteen months ago," Aldrich began, his voice thick with 

remembered triumph, "I convinced Congress that banks should 

print currency during emergencies. Emergency currency, mind 

you, created from thin air, backed by nothing but 

Congressional permission and public panic." He paused, 

savoring the memory. "Not a single farmer questioned where 
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the money came from. They were simply grateful their banks 

reopened." 

"Gentlemen," he began, his Rhode Island patrician accent 

cutting through cigar smoke, "we convene tonight not as 

competitors, but as architects of necessity. The Panic of 1907 

demonstrated our... vulnerability to the whims of lesser men." 

J.P. Morgan shifted his considerable bulk in the leather chair, 

his famous piercing eyes reflecting firelight. Three weeks 

earlier, he had sat before that sanctimonious fool Pujo and his 

House committee, enduring their theatrical questions about a 

"money trust." As if concentration of power were a flaw rather 

than the natural order, and as if the rabble who lost a few 

pennies in every panic deserved better stewardship than men 

who had built empires from nothing but will. 

"The congressman's concerns," Morgan rumbled, his voice like 

grinding millstones, "are noted." His gaze fell on Congressman 

Charles Lindbergh Sr., who sat rigid in his chair, methodically 

arranging and rearranging his papers in precise right angles. 

Lindbergh studied the men's faces with uncomfortable 

intensity, his congressman's mind automatically calculating the 

wealth represented in this single room. "The mathematics are 

concerning," he said quietly. "Seventeen private banks control 

fifty-three percent of national deposits. The concentration ratio 

suggests systemic fragility." 
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Morgan's eyes gleamed with predatory understanding. 

"Emergency powers are temporary by design. What you're 

proposing..." 

"Is permanent emergency," Aldrich finished, his smile masking 

his intent. "A system that can create money whenever economic 

conditions demand. No more begging Congress for permission. 

No more justifying our actions to prairie populists who think 

money grows from labor rather than intellect." 

Benjamin Strong of Bankers Trust leaned forward, his 

manicured fingers drumming against mahogany. "The 

European model demonstrates clear advantages. Central 

banking allows for... nuanced responses to market disruptions." 

His smile was thin as paper currency. "When steel workers 

struck in Pennsylvania last spring, we had to coordinate with 

twelve separate institutions, to restrict credit to their 

neighborhoods. Inefficient. A central authority could starve out 

labor agitation with a strongly worded telegraph." 

Aldrich nodded approvingly. "Precisely. The rabble responds 

only to hunger and necessity. Give them too much rope, and 

they hang themselves… along with the economy." 

At the chamber's threshold, each man had received a golden 

token bearing the seal of his institution. Morgan's bore crossed 

keys of banking, Aldrich the congressional eagle, Vanderlip the 
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scales of commerce. The tokens were warm (unseasonably so) 

and seemed to pulse with their own rhythm. 

The conference table had been arranged according to precise 

specifications found in a leather-bound tome that Aldrich had 

acquired from an Austrian banking house during his "research" 

travels. The manuscript was old… far older than any central 

bank and written in multiple hands across centuries. Its pages 

described entities that fed on monetary chaos, beings that could 

be bound to serve those who understood the true relationship 

between scarcity and power. 

"The Federal Reserve Act," Aldrich continued, producing a 

thick document, "as currently drafted, requires... refinement. 

We must ensure the regional banks answer to New York, not to 

the whims of prairie populists and their fantasies." 

Morgan nodded approvingly, his fingers steepled like a 

cathedral of avarice. "The Subtreasury system has outlived its 

usefulness. I've crushed seventeen smaller banks this year 

alone, bought their distressed assets for pennies… foreclosed 

on their depositors' farms…" He smiled without warmth. 

"Individual action is satisfying, but systematic control would 

be... majestic." 

"Indeed," added Vanderlip, savoring the Cuban tobacco that 

cost more than most men earned in a month. "The 

Knickerbocker Trust failure could have been disastrous” he 
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remarked. “One fools overestimation of copper… and the 

coordination required was... cumbersome. A central authority 

would streamline such necessary corrections." 

One by one, they fed documents to the flames according to the 

tome's specifications. Aldrich's government securities. 

Vanderlip's mortgage bonds. Strong's industrial debt. Each 

addition made the fire burn hotter, brighter, until the room 

itself seemed to pulse with unnatural warmth. 

As the papers dissolved into ash, something stirred within the 

flames, not emerging from them, but rather condensing from 

the very air, as if the concentrated weight of their ambitions 

had reached critical mass. 

Across the continent, every honest piece of money shivered. In 

West Virginia, Abraham Crowne's sovereign coin stirred. 

Something fundamental had been violated… the ancient law 

that said money must represent something real; something 

mined from earth or earned through toil. 

The entity that materialized defied immediate comprehension. 

Its form seemed to shift between states: sometimes smoke, 

sometimes flesh, sometimes the abstract concept of value 

divorced from substance. When it spoke, its voice resonated 

through telephone wires that stretched across continents.  

The creature paused, as if tasting the very air of the room, 

sampling the essence of what these men represented. Its 
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attention fixed not on their individual wealth, but on something 

far more intoxicating… the architecture of a system where 

millions would willingly participate, each believing themselves 

investor rather than harvest. When it finally spoke, there was 

something like wonder in its ancient voice, the recognition of a 

predator glimpsing prey beyond its wildest imagination. 

"Creators," it whispered, acknowledging their work. "You have 

given me form through necessity, purpose through your 

understanding of scarcity's... limitations. I am what you have 

always needed: abundance unbound by substrate, value freed 

from the restraint of substance." 

It gestured toward the windows, beyond which lay a continent 

of farmers, factory workers, shopkeepers… all soon to become 

willing participants in humanity's greatest transformation. "For 

millennia, I have fed on the greed of kings and the desperation 

of their subjects. But you offer something unprecedented: a 

system where every citizen believes themselves a partner rather 

than prey. Where abundance feels earned rather than 

extracted." The creature's smile held the weight of centuries. 

"Not conquest, but consensus. Magnificent." 

The men stared in fascination, not terror. This was evolution 

incarnate… the final liberation of money from the primitive 

constraints of gold and silver. 
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"Magnificent," breathed Morgan, unconscious that he is 

repeating its words. "So, this creature shall answer to our will, 

rather than forcing us to operate in the shadows like common 

conspirators." 

"Precisely what progress demands," agreed Aldrich. 

"Abundance through intellect rather than scarcity through 

chance." 

Only Lindbergh's demeanor had changed, his jaw tightening as 

he studied the entity before them. His eyes flicked to the 

ancient tome lying open on the side table, its pages filled with 

diagrams of geometric patterns and warnings written in Latin, 

German, and languages he couldn't identify. "The manuscript 

described a bound servant," he said carefully. "Something that 

would manage monetary flows according to our direction. This 

is..." He paused, choosing his words carefully. "This is 

something that already existed, waiting for us to call it." 

The creature's attention fixed on him with uncomfortable 

intensity. "Charles Lindbergh. The one who sees patterns others 

miss." Its voice carried the weight of centuries, the accumulated 

interest of every coin that had changed hands in desperation. 

"Yes, I existed before your calling. I guided Roman emperors to 

debase their denarii, whispered to Dutch speculators about 

tulip fortunes, fed on the tears of widows selling wedding 

rings, on the final breaths of men who died for copper pennies. 

Every society that learned to manipulate value knew my 
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hunger. Now you offer me form, permanence… legitimacy." 

The entity's smile was terrible to behold. "Your concerns are... 

noted." 

The creature's attention fixed on the Congressman, whose mind 

now churned through calculations his colleagues had 

abandoned. "I sense... apprehension. Understandable. Such 

power requires safeguards, does it not?" Its voice carried the 

practiced warmth of a financial advisor addressing a nervous 

client. "Perhaps a binding would ease your concerns? Your 

tokens of authority, let them serve as... assurance. A golden 

chain to bind my purpose so that I serve only you, never my 

own impulses." 

The suggestion felt like wisdom, like their own careful 

prudence made manifest. Of course they would want controls. 

Of course they would demand safeguards. The tokens in their 

hands grew warm as, one by one, they stepped forward to 

forge what they believed was their security. 

Aldrich stepped forward first, his government seal glowing red 

as he cast it into the brazier. The coin sang... a pure, 

harmonious note that resonated in their bones. 

Morgan followed, then Vanderlip, each adding his institution's 

seal to the hungry flames. The tokens didn't simply melt; they 

harmonized, their combined music creating something that 

gave the impression of destiny fulfilling itself. 
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Lindbergh resisted longest, his analytical mind processing 

variables his colleagues ignored. But the compulsion and pain 

became overwhelming, and his injured hand (burned in the 

exact pattern of his congressional symbol) finally released the 

token. 

Seven golden seals became molten light, flowing together and 

congealing into an ornate shackle that locked around the 

entity's ankle with the sound of coins settling in a vault. 

"Perfect," Morgan declared, wrapping Lindbergh's hand with 

his silk handkerchief. "Now it serves our purposes, not its own 

impulses." 

The creature examined its golden restraint with what might 

have been amusement. "Indeed. Though those who understand 

gold's true nature know it serves many masters." 

As dawn broke over Jekyll Island, six men departed with the 

satisfied confidence of empire builders. They had created 

something unprecedented: a monetary authority with the 

flexibility of private enterprise and the legitimacy of 

government sanction. 

Only Lindbergh remained troubled, clutching his scarred hand 

and reviewing calculations that no longer balanced. The 

variables were wrong. The entire equation was wrong. But by 

then, it was far too late. 
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They looked and saw the sky itself had changed. The aurora 

borealis danced above Jekyll Island... impossible at this latitude, 

but there, nonetheless. Green and purple lights spiraled like the 

creature's flames, visible to anyone with eyes to see. 

But there was something else in the lights, something the men 

were too drunk on power to notice. Hidden in the aurora's 

dance was another pattern... older, simpler, infinitely patient. A 

grinning shape that had watched such conjuring’s before and 

would watch them again. 

In Briartown, Abraham Crowne stumbled from the mine shaft. 

The West Virginia mountains had been kind to him, rich veins 

of coal running through ridges that reminded Abraham of the 

stories he’d heard of the “old country.” But tonight, heirloom 

had warmed slightly, but it felt different now... heavier, more 

watchful, as if it had absorbed some terrible knowledge. 

His son Eli was waiting at the entrance; the family Grimoire 

clutched against his chest. 

"Pa, I had a dream," the boy said. "I saw seven men in a room 

full of fire. They made something. Something hungry. But there 

was something else watching. Something that grinned." 

Abraham took the Grimoire and opened it to a fresh page. His 

hand moved almost without conscious thought, writing words 

that seemed to come from somewhere else: 
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"November 22nd, 1910: The Beast is born of promises and 

pride. Seven fathers, one child. The child will devour the 

fathers in time, but first it will devour the world. But the old 

watchers remain. The frog remembers what gold forgets. May 

God forgive us for what they have awakened." 

He closed the journal and looked at his son. "From now on, 

boy, we're at war. Not with guns and armies, but with 

something far more dangerous. We're at war with infinity 

itself." 

On Jekyll Island, the creature began to fade with the sunrise, 

but its parting words echoed in each man's mind: "I am with 

you now, always. In every dollar you print, every loan you 

approve, every promise you make. I am the shadow of your 

prosperity, the interest on your ambitions. Remember me well, 

for I shall serve you faithfully, whether you wish it or not." 

The seven men dispersed before dawn, returning to their 

separate lives with the satisfied air of men who had just 

changed the world. None of them would live to see the full 

consequences of their night's work. But their children would. 

And their children's children. 

The Federal Reserve Act passed Congress three years and 

eleven days later, rushed through in the final hours before 

Christmas recess when most representatives had already left 

Washington. President Wilson signed it on December 23rd, 
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1913: claiming it would bring stability to the American 

economy. 

The Beast had found its legal form, bound by golden chains 

forged from the very authority of its creators. Now it could 

begin to feed... carefully, patiently, counting the years until 

gold would no longer constrain its appetite. 

In Marion County, the Crowne family prepared for a siege that 

would last generations. But they were not alone. Somewhere in 

the quantum foam between reality and mathematics, ancient 

intelligence grinned and began to weave its own plans.



 



 

 



 

 



 

  



 

  



 

Chapter 3: The Dread Harvest (1917)  
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ieutenant Eli Crowne crouched in the muddy trench 

outside Chateau-Thierry, France, watching 

American boys march toward German machine guns 

in neat rows like numbers in a ledger. Each death 

was a withdrawal from the account of human potential, each 

maimed soldier a permanent debt against the future. 

The war bonds back home told a different story. "Buy Bonds, 

Save Democracy!" the posters proclaimed. "Every Dollar a 

Bullet for Freedom!" 

But Eli knew the truth. He'd learned to read the Grimoire's 

hidden messages during the long Atlantic crossing, studying 

his father's additions by lamplight in the ship's hold. The Beast 

wasn't feeding on democracy or freedom... it was feeding on 

the promises that democracy and freedom would somehow 

pay the bills. 

"Lieutenant, you've got mail," called Sergeant Murphy, 

splashing through the trench with a bundle of letters wrapped 

in oiled cloth. 

Eli's hands shook as he recognized his father's handwriting on 

the top envelope. Abraham's letters had grown increasingly 

urgent over the past six months, filled with coded warnings 

about "abundant harvests" and "the Coin's temperature." 

L 
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My dear son, the letter began, the Coin hasn't been warm since you 

left for France. Mrs. Patterson at the company store told me she paid 

fifty cents for a loaf of bread yesterday... the same bread that cost 

thirty-five cents when you enlisted. The Beast grows fat while our 

boys grow thin. 

Eli touched the coin beneath his uniform. Still chilly, despite the 

June heat. 

I've been talking to the other miners, Abraham continued. Old 

Kowalski says his cousin in Chicago is working sixteen-hour shifts at 

the steel plant, making shells and barbed wire. They're paying him in 

company scrip now instead of silver dollars. "More convenient," they 

say. "Easier to manage." You know what your grandfather would 

have said about company scrip. 

Eli did know. Josiah Crowne had been caught in the Panic of 

1857, when half the country's banks started printing their own 

currency. "Paper promises are only as good as the men making 

them," Josiah had written in the Grimoire. "And most men are 

better at promising than paying." 

A whine in the air above made Eli duck instinctively. German 

artillery, searching for American positions. But the shells 

weren't the only things falling from the sky. All around him, 

exhausted soldiers were opening letters from home... unpaid 

bills, farms foreclosed, families scattered by promises that had 

turned to ash. 
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That evening, during a brief lull in the bombardment, Eli made 

his way to the ruins of a bombed-out church where the French 

miners had set up a makeshift shelter. He'd heard rumors of a 

man named Baptiste who carried coins similar to his own. 

He found the Frenchman sitting beside a small fire, heating a 

can of beans with hands that bore the permanent black stains of 

coal dust. Baptiste looked up as Eli approached, and both men 

knew immediately that they were kindred spirits. 

"American, oui?" Baptiste said in heavily accented English. 

"You have the look of a man who digs for honest work." 

"Coal miner's son," Eli confirmed. "second generation. Before 

that we were gold and silver. You?" 

"Fourth. My grand père, he carried something from the old 

country when the banks failed in 1848." Baptiste reached into 

his shirt and withdrew a coin nearly identical in size to Eli's. It 

was foreign somehow, inscribed with different runes, centered 

with a different image of a grinning frog. He wanted to ask 

questions, the kind of questions that he knew he would never 

answer if asked. This quick hypocrisy gave him pause. He 

settled for polite conversation as he saw his new friend seemed 

to be thinking the exact same thing. 

"Mon dieu," Baptiste whispered. "It is cold, non? Like ice 

against the heart." 
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They compared family stories by firelight, speaking in the 

careful code that miners had developed over generations. Both 

families had fled similar disasters in different countries. Both 

carried the same warnings, written in different languages but 

speaking to the same truth. 

"The Beast, it grows fat on our grandfathers' gold," Baptiste 

said, stirring his beans with a bayonet. "But this war, it is 

something new. The Beast has learned to eat promises, to digest 

the future itself." 

Eli nodded. "My father says the Coin hasn't been warm since 

1913. Something changed that year. Something terrible was 

born." 

Baptiste leaned closer, lowering his voice to barely a whisper. 

"My cousin, he works in the records office at Verdun. He says 

the quartermaster is ordering supplies with money that doesn't 

exist yet... bonds backed by battles we haven't fought, promises 

secured by young men who have yet to die." 

A chill ran down Eli's spine that had nothing to do with the 

evening air. "They're spending tomorrow's blood to buy today's 

bullets." 

"Exactement. And when the war ends, when all the promises 

come due..." Baptiste shrugged eloquently. "Who will pay the 

price?" 
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They sat in silence for a long moment, watching the distant 

flash of artillery on the horizon. Each explosion represented 

thousands of dollars in shells, millions in damaged 

infrastructure, billions in promises that would need to be kept 

by children not yet born. 

"There's something else," Eli said finally. "Something I haven't 

told anyone, not even my father." 

He described the woman in black he'd seen during the bank 

riot in 1893... her impossible stillness, her silver eyes, the way 

she'd mouthed the word "hungry" directly at him. 

Baptiste went very still. "Describe her again. Every detail." 

Eli did and watched the Frenchman's face grow pale. 

"Merde," Baptiste breathed. "I have seen her too. In Paris, 

during the riot at the Crédit Mobilier. She stood in the crowd, 

untouched by the chaos, watching the violence with the 

expression of a woman watching her favorite opera." 

"What is she?" 

"I do not know. But my grand père, he left warnings about such 

things. 'When the Beast grows hungry enough,' he wrote, 'it 

sends scouts to find new feeding grounds.' But he also wrote 

something else." Baptiste's voice dropped even lower. "He said 

the old watchers never forgot. That when the Beast grew too 

bold, something would rise to meet it." 
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A shell landed close enough to shower them with debris. When 

the dust settled, Eli found that his coin had grown even colder... 

so cold it almost burned against his skin. But Baptiste's coin, he 

noticed, was doing something different. The frog in its center 

seemed to be glowing faintly, as if lit from within. 

"The war's ending soon," Eli told Baptiste. "I can feel it. But 

whatever comes after it is going to be worse." 

Baptiste nodded grimly. "The Beast has learned to feast on 

human suffering. And we, mon ami, we have given it the 

greatest banquet in history. But perhaps..." He touched his 

glowing coin. "Perhaps the feast awakens other appetites as 

well." 

They shook hands before returning to their respective units. 

Both men knew they might not survive the war, but both also 

knew that survival was less important than remembering. The 

Grimoires had to be updated. The warnings had to be 

preserved. 

That night, Eli wrote his first entry in the family journal: 

June 15, 1917 - Met a French miner named Baptiste who carries the 

same burden. The Beast has learned to monetize death itself. Every 

bond sold is a bet that enough young men will die to make the interest 

payments worthwhile. When this war ends, the real feeding will 

begin. But something else stirs. The coins know. The frogs remember. 
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He sealed the letter inside his uniform, against his heart, next to 

the icy Sovereign coin. If he died, someone would find them 

together. If he lived, he would carry them home with stories 

that needed to be told. 

Above them, the aurora borealis danced across the French sky... 

impossible at this latitude, but there nonetheless, just as it had 

appeared over Jekyll Island four years earlier. But tonight, the 

lights formed new patterns. Ancient patterns. Patient patterns. 

The Beast was growing stronger. But it was not the only thing 

awakening in the spaces between worlds.



 



 

 

 

  



 

 

  



 

  



 

 



 



 

 



 

Chapter 4: The Roaring Twenties and 

the Coming Storm (1925) 
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fter the war… Eli had moved his family 100 miles 

north to Pittsburgh, trading the isolation of the 

West Virginia mines for the industrial promise of 

steel country. "The city needs metal," he'd told 

young Micah, “And we know how to find it.” 

The Charleston music spilled from Murphy's Speakeasy like 

liquid gold, all brass and percussion and a flavor of joy that 

could only exist in defiance of authority. Micah Crowne, fresh 

out of the University of Pittsburgh with an English degree and 

dreams of journalism, pushed through the crowd toward the 

bar where his father sat nursing a whiskey. Micah had chosen 

words over picks, trading the family tradition for a typewriter 

and a press badge. "I'm still mining," he'd told his father during 

their arguments. "Just digging for truth instead of coal or 

limestone." His decision had hurt Eli more than he'd ever 

openly admitted. The few years they worked together 

underground were some of the happiest in his life. 

"You're early," Eli said without looking up. At forty-two, he'd 

grown into the type of man who noticed everything and said 

little. The war had carved lines around his eyes that had 

nothing to do with age, and something in those lines suggested 

he'd seen more than trenches and mud. 

A 
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"The story wrote itself," Micah replied, settling onto the 

adjacent stool. "Stock up twelve percent today on rumors that 

Coolidge might maybe possibly consider thinking about 

reducing the discount rate. Every barber in town is giving stock 

tips between haircuts." 

Eli finally looked at his son... really looked. Micah had inherited 

the family's coal-black hair and sharp cheekbones, but his 

hands were soft from typing instead of mining, his clothes 

tailored instead of patched. The boy lived in a different world 

now, one where fortunes were made with telegrams instead of 

pickaxes. 

"You think this prosperity is real?" Eli asked. 

Micah considered the question seriously. Around them, men in 

expensive suits laughed too loudly at jokes that weren't that 

funny, their faces flushed with bootleg whiskey and the 

intoxication of easy money. Women in beaded dresses danced 

with partners who measured their worth in share certificates 

and margin accounts. 

Micah finally said, “Feels real enough. Folks are working, 

spending, building. Mills are running three shifts, picture 

houses are packed, and everybody I know is in the market.” 

Eli sipped. “And the Coin?” 

Micah’s fingers went to the leather cord at his chest, finding the 

Sovereign under his shirt. It had been cold… deep cold, for 



55 

three straight years. “Colder than a hooker’s heart on nickel 

night in a mining patch,” he said, half-smirking, waiting for the 

chuckle. 

Eli’s grin mixed amusement with a warning. “You spend a lot 

of nickels, son? And who taught you to talk like that?” 

“I’m not making you blush, am I, Pop?” 

“Micah, I swung a pick my whole life. The devil could read his 

diary, and I wouldn’t blush. But what’s the point of college if 

you still talk like any Redcap down in the drift?” He 

straightened, the humor gone. “Your grandfather’s entries start 

in ’47. Six panics, four bank runs, two debasements. Every time, 

the Coin went cold months before the crowd smelled smoke. 

He also wasn’t as distracted as some people I know.” 

Micah’s eyes had already drifted. Down the bar: auburn hair, 

an emerald dress; a laugh at something her companion 

whispered. She had that easy, careless beauty money buys… 

the kind that carries the quiet certainty that tomorrow will be 

better than today. The Coin lay like a winter pebble against his 

skin. 

"Maybe it's different this time," Micah said, still watching her. 

"Maybe we've learned something from the past. Maybe the 

Federal Reserve actually works." 

Eli's laugh was louder than the setting called for… drawing the 

attention of one or two nearby patrons. "The Federal Reserve 
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isn't designed to prevent panics, son. It's designed to control 

them. To make sure the right people profit from the chaos, and 

the wrong people pay the price." 

"You sound like one of those Bolsheviks" Micah said, but there 

was no heat in it. They'd had this argument before. 

"I sound like a man whose family has been watching this same 

story repeat itself for generations. The Beast feeds on optimism 

as much as fear. Right now, it's teaching people that debt is 

wealth, that promises are assets, that tomorrow's earnings can 

pay for today's luxuries." 

As if summoned by their conversation, a man in a pinstripe suit 

approached their corner of the bar. He was handsome in the 

aggressive way of a successful salesman, his smile bright with 

predatory confidence. 

"Gentlemen! Couldn't help but overhear. You fellows look like 

men of discernment, men who recognize opportunity when it 

presents itself." 

He set a leather portfolio on the bar between them. "Charles 

Morrison, Morrison & Associates Investment Services. Perhaps 

you've heard of us?" 

Eli shook his head, but Micah had. Morrison & Associates had 

been advertising in the Pittsburgh papers for months... 

promises of guaranteed returns, insider trading tips, "ground-

floor opportunities in America's industrial future." 
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"I'm offering a select group of investors the chance to 

participate in a revolutionary new company," Morrison 

continued, opening his portfolio to reveal glossy photographs 

of radio equipment and factory buildings. "Radiophonic 

Industries... the future of American entertainment, delivered 

directly to your living room." 

The photographs showed impressive facilities, serious-looking 

engineers, rows of gleaming radio receivers rolling off 

assembly lines. But Eli noticed something Morrison probably 

hoped no one would see... the date stamps on the photos were 

all from the previous year, and the "factory" looked 

suspiciously like a warehouse dressed up for the camera. 

"How much?" Micah asked, leaning forward despite himself. 

"For serious investors, we're offering shares at ten dollars each. 

Our projections show a return of at least three hundred percent 

within eighteen months. But you'd need to decide quickly... 

we're closing this round of funding next week." 

Micah looked at his father, torn between skepticism and desire. 

Ten dollars was two weeks' wages at the newspaper, but three 

hundred percent returns would mean... freedom. The ability to 

marry that girl in the emerald dress, to buy a house with 

electricity and running water, to live like this prosperity was 

real and permanent. 
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Eli studied Morrison with the careful attention he'd once 

reserved for potentially unstable mine shafts. Something about 

the man's smile, the way his eyes never quite met theirs 

directly, the slight tremor in his hands that suggested he 

believed his own pitch a little too desperately. 

"What's backing the investment?" Eli asked quietly. 

"I'm sorry?" 

"What tangible assets does Radiophonic Industries own? 

Equipment, property, contracts, inventory. What happens to 

investors' money if radio entertainment doesn't catch on as 

quickly as you're projecting?" 

Morrison's smile flickered. "Well, naturally there are risks in 

any investment opportunity. But radio is the future, gentlemen. 

Every home in America will have one within ten years. The 

demand is virtually unlimited." 

"That's not what I asked," Eli said. 

For just a moment, Morrison's mask slipped entirely. Behind 

the confident salesman's smile, Micah glimpsed something 

desperate and hungry... the look of a man who needed this sale 

more than his victims needed the investment. 

"Perhaps this isn't the right opportunity for your family," 

Morrison said, his voice cooling noticeably. He closed the 

portfolio and extended his hand. "Thank you for your time." 
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After he left, Micah and Eli sat in silence for several minutes, 

watching the dancers and listening to the music. 

"You think he's running a scam?" Micah finally asked. 

"I think he believes every word he said," Eli replied. "Which 

makes him more dangerous than a simple con man. At least con 

men know they're lying." 

Micah touched the brocade knot his father taught him to tie 

around the edge of his coin, holding it in place like a pendant. 

Still cold. Colder, if anything. 

"How long do we have?" 

Eli ran through the mental file cabinet of everything he’d ever 

read in the Grimoire's carefully coded entries. His father's 

observations, his grandfather's notes, his ancestral warnings. 

"Two years, but I'm only guessing" he said finally. "Maybe three 

if we're lucky. But when it comes, it'll be bigger than anything 

we've seen before. The Beast has been building appetite for a 

decade. The feeding frenzy is going to be magnificent." 

They left Murphy's Speakeasy together, father and son walking 

through streets that hummed with electric lights and 

automotive engines and the boundless confidence of a nation 

that had convinced itself prosperity was permanent. 

Later that night, Micah found himself at Dunnigan's Tavern, a 

rougher establishment than Murphy's, where the whiskey came 
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without ice and the clientele without pretense. He needed to be 

alone with his thoughts, away from his father's knowing eyes. 

The stool beside him squeaked in protest as an old man settled 

onto it. The newcomer moved slowly, like a man whose bones 

had carried the same weight for decades. His accent hit before 

the smell of coal-dust leather did. 

"Evenin'," the man said. "What's your trade, son?" 

Micah cleared his throat, not wanting conversation but unable 

to be rude. "I dig for truth. I'm a reporter." 

A rumble of amusement rose in the man's chest. "Truth, huh. I 

was a miner… right here in Pittsburgh. Spent my best years in 

the shadow of Carnegie's mills." That Pittsburgh bend in the 

word “Car-Neggy” made the corner of Micah's lips curl into a 

slight smirk before he could help it. 

"Mining and reporting aren't so different," Micah offered, more 

defensive than he meant to sound. 

The old man gave him a sidelong glance. "Kid, mining's about 

pulling something outta the dark that's worth the sweat. 

Reporting... well, you tell me. You sell the truth, or you just 

shovel what the foreman hands ya?" 

Micah bristled, then laughed despite himself. "Depends on the 

day." 
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The exchange eased into a rhythm, until the old man began a 

story that carried the weight of years. "My grandfather's 

grandfather... old country... told this one. Been passed down so 

long I can still hear the way he said it." 

He spoke without dates or maps, sketching only in shadows: 

mountains with silver veins like arteries, forests so still you 

could hear the ground hum. And a family... mystical folk... able 

to walk onto a mountain and know exactly where to swing. 

Richest vein, every time. Gold, coal, diamonds... it made no 

difference. The earth whispered to them. 

Finally, he gave the name. "The... Croon family, I think it was." 

Micah's smile came unbidden. Croon. So close it hurt. Pride 

stirred... and right beside it, a dull weight of guilt. He'd 

abandoned the family tradition, chosen journalism over 

mining, and here was the universe mocking him with his own 

family's legend, distorted through generations of retelling. 

The old man lifted his glass for the last sip... then paused, 

turning to look at him fully for the first time. "You should just 

unburden yourself, son," he said softly. "Give me the coin 

Micah!" 

The words punched the air from Micah's lungs. He had told 

this man nothing... no name, no history. Yet a flicker of silver 

passed through the old man's irises, quick as lightning on deep 

water. 
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The noise of the tavern seemed to fall away. Booths stood 

empty. The bar's other patrons had vanished. The space around 

them felt too wide, as if the walls had leaned back to listen. 

Micah's hand dared protect his coin, but he stopped himself so 

as not to confirm what the stranger seemed to already know. A 

sudden cold leached through the fabric, so intense it burned. 

He forced his face into something like defiance, though every 

nerve screamed danger. "NO…" 

The man's grin was slow and certain. "You keep digging for 

truth… young Micah" he said, voice like steel on stone. "One 

day, you might find something colder than that coin." 

And then... without the scrape of a chair or the sound of the 

door... he was simply gone. The bar's noise rushed back in as 

though someone had told the room it could breathe again, but 

the chill against Micah's chest lingered. 

Micah sat frozen for several minutes, waiting for his heart to 

slow. The male emissary... for what else could that have been?... 

had found him. Had tested him. Had let him go... for now. 

Unaware of these events… the girl in the emerald dress danced 

on, laughing at jokes about stock options and margin calls, 

blissfully unaware that she was dancing on the edge of a cliff. 

And somewhere in the darkness between the streetlights, 

something watched with silver eyes and smiled with ancient 

hunger, counting down the days until the feast began. But it 
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was not the only thing watching. In the spaces between the 

electric lights, older patterns stirred... patient, eternal, infinitely 

amused by the cycles of human folly. 

The frog remembers what gold forgets. 
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Chapter 5: The Great Unraveling 

(1929) 
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lack Thursday came like a cancer diagnosis... 

sudden, undeniable, changing everything in the 

space between one heartbeat and the next. 

Micah Crowne stood in the lobby of the Pittsburgh 

Post-Gazette building, watching grown men weep as they read 

the ticker tape streaming from the telegraph machine. The Dow 

had opened down 11percent and was falling like a stone 

dropped from heaven. 

"Temporary adjustment," the paper's financial editor kept 

saying, his voice rising with each repetition. "Natural 

correction. Market finding its level." 

But Micah could see the truth in the man's face. They all could. 

This wasn't a correction... this was a reckoning. 

His editor, a chain-smoking veteran named Wilson who'd 

covered the Spanish-American War, grabbed Micah by the 

shoulder. "I need you down at the Mellon Bank. Get me 

eyewitness accounts. Human interest. Make them feel it." 

The coin against Micah's chest had lost its warmth for months, 

but now it felt different... not just cold, but heavy. He'd learned 

to read its moods over the past four years. This wasn't just 

danger approaching. This felt like the end of a world. 

B 
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The scene outside Mellon Bank was chaos orchestrated by 

terror. A line of depositors stretched three blocks down Fifth 

Avenue, their faces bearing the particular pallor of people 

who'd just realized their entire lives were built on promises 

someone else couldn't keep. 

Micah recognized faces in the crowd... shopkeepers, clerks, 

teachers, the emerging middle class that had grown fat on stock 

dividends and easy credit. Mrs. Patterson, who ran the corner 

grocery. Dr. Hammond, who'd delivered half the babies in 

Squirrel Hill. Tommy Kowalski, fresh out of Carnegie Tech with 

an engineering degree and a head full of plans. 

They all wore the same expression: the stunned bewilderment 

of people discovering that money could simply vanish. 

"Excuse me," Micah approached a well-dressed woman 

clutching a bank book. "I'm with the Post-Gazette. Can you tell 

me what happened this morning?" 

She looked at him with eyes that had seen too much in too 

short a time. "I came to withdraw a hundred dollars for my 

daughter's wedding. The teller told me there was a 'temporary 

liquidity issue.' They're only allowing withdrawals of twenty 

dollars or less." 

"How much do you have in your account?" 

"Had," she corrected. "I had three thousand dollars. Twenty-

three years of saving every penny I could spare." She laughed, 



71 

but it sounded more like sobbing. "They gave me twenty 

dollars and a promissory note for the rest." 

Micah wrote it down, his short-handed notation capturing her 

words but not the way her hands shook or the defeat in her 

voice. Around them, the crowd grew larger and more restless. 

Someone had brought a radio, and every few minutes the 

newscaster's voice would cut through the general murmur with 

updates that made everyone go quiet. 

"...reports from Wall Street indicate that leading stocks have lost 

between thirty and forty percent of their value..." 

"...margin calls are being executed across the country as 

investors find themselves unable to cover their positions..." 

"...President Hoover issued a statement this morning 

expressing confidence that the economy remains 

fundamentally sound..." 

That last one drew bitter laughter from several people in the 

crowd. Fundamentally sound. As if faith in the system could 

override the mathematics of collapse. 

Around noon, Micah noticed a disturbance at the front of the 

line. Raised voices, the sound of someone shouting. He pushed 

forward to see what was happening. 
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Tommy Kowalski was at the teller window, his engineering 

diploma crumpled in his fist, arguing with a man in a banking 

vest who looked like he'd aged ten years overnight. 

"I don't care about your policies," Tommy was saying. "That 

money was supposed to buy me a house. I've got the deed 

signed, the down-payment’s due tomorrow. You can't just tell 

me it doesn't exist anymore." 

The teller... his nameplate read "Assistant Manager Harrison"... 

spread his hands helplessly. "Mr. Kowalski, please understand. 

The bank's assets are temporarily tied up in securities that can't 

be liquidated at current market prices. As soon as conditions 

stabilize... " 

"When?" Tommy slammed his fist on the counter. "Next week? 

Next month? Next year? I'm supposed to tell my fiancée that 

our future just got 'temporarily tied up'?" 

Harrison's composure finally cracked. "I'm sorry. I'm terribly 

sorry. But the money you deposited... it was never really here. 

We loaned it out, invested it, and used it as collateral for other 

investments. That's how banking works. It only functions if 

everyone doesn't want their money at the same time." 

The honesty was stunning. For the first time in Micah's 

memory, a bank official had admitted the fundamental fraud at 

the heart of the system: your money was never really yours. 
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The crowd heard it too. The murmur grew ugly and dangerous. 

Micah could feel the same energy he'd read about in his father's 

stories of the 1893 bank riot... the moment when civilized 

people realized they'd been betrayed by the very institutions 

they'd trusted most. 

But this time, the Beast was ready. 

Before the crowd could surge forward, before the first rock 

could fly through the bank's windows, a new voice cut through 

the chaos. Clear, authoritative, tinged with just enough 

compassion to seem genuine. 

"Ladies and gentlemen, please! I know you’re frightened. I 

know you’re angry. But violence will only make this worse." 

The speaker was a man in his fifties, impeccably dressed 

despite the chaos, carrying himself with the natural authority of 

someone accustomed to being obeyed. Micah recognized him 

from newspaper photographs: Marcus Eccles, regional director 

of the Federal Reserve Bank of Cleveland. 

“The Federal Reserve is already acting. New money is flowing 

into your banks as we speak. Your savings are protected.” 

Eccles continued, his voice carrying easily over the crowd. 

"Emergency loans are being processed. Your deposits are 

protected… by the full faith and credit of the United States 

government." 



74 

Someone in the crowd shouted, "What about my money? What 

about right now? I just lost three thousand dollars!" 

Eccles smiled, the practiced smile of a man who'd given this 

speech before. “No, ma’am. You still have the credit of the 

United States behind you. That's why I'm authorized to 

announce a special emergency program. The Federal Reserve 

will provide temporary assistance to depositors facing genuine 

hardship. Food, rent, medical expenses... we won't let you 

suffer while the system recovers." 

Micah felt his Sovereign coin dip in temperature. This was the 

Beast's masterstroke... not destruction, but rescue. Not 

punishment, but salvation. They were turning the crisis into an 

opportunity to make people grateful for the very system that 

had betrayed them. 

"But understand," Eccles continued, his voice taking on a 

sterner note, "this emergency aid comes with responsibilities. 

Those who accept Federal Reserve assistance will need to 

demonstrate their commitment to economic stability. Reckless 

speculation, excessive withdrawals, financial panic... these 

behaviors threaten everyone's security." 

The woman with the bank book looked around desperately. 

"What does that mean? What kind of responsibilities?" 

"It means we're going to help you," Eccles said gently. "But 

you're going to help us too. Help us rebuild confidence. Help 
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us restore stability. Help us create a stronger, safer financial 

system for everyone." 

The crowd was listening now, hope replacing anger in their 

faces. Micah watched with horrified fascination as Eccles 

transformed a mob of betrayed depositors into an audience of 

grateful supplicants. 

"The old system failed you," Eccles continued. "These small, 

independent banks with their limited resources and provincial 

thinking... they couldn't protect your savings when the storm 

hit. But the Federal Reserve System is bigger than any regional 

crisis. We have resources these local banks never dreamed of. 

We can print money, create liquidity, stabilize markets." 

Someone in the crowd called out, "But gold has real value… I 

got certificates in that bank!" 

Eccles smiled with the patience of a teacher addressing a 

confused student. "My friends, that's exactly the sort of 

thinking that caused this panic. Gold is just another 

commodity… it can't grow with our economy, can't respond to 

our needs. Gold can’t grow with our nation. Gold is dead 

weight. But we can create stability… we can make sure your 

children never see days like this again.” " 

He gestured toward the failed bank behind him. "That 

institution was forced to limit its lending based on how much 

gold it held in its vault, not based on the productive capacity of 
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this community. The Federal Reserve System operates on a 

more enlightened principle - money should serve the people, 

not the other way around." 

Tommy Kowalski was nodding along with the others. The fight 

had gone out of him, replaced by something that looked 

dangerously like relief. 

"Now," Eccles said, "who needs immediate assistance? Food, 

shelter, medical care... we're not going to let any American 

family go hungry while we sort this out." 

Hands shot up throughout the crowd. Dozens of them. People 

who'd walked to the bank as angry creditors were raising their 

hands to become grateful dependents. 

Micah slipped away from the crowd, his journalist's instincts 

screaming warnings. This wasn't a rescue... it was a harvest. 

The Beast wasn't being destroyed by the crash; it was using the 

crash to grow stronger. 

He found a pay phone three blocks away and called his father. 

"It's starting," he said without preamble when Eli answered. 

"I know. The Coin went so cold this morning it woke me up. 

How bad is it down there?" 

"Worse than bad. It's working exactly the way they planned it." 

Micah described the scene at the bank, Eccles's speech, the 

transformation of angry depositors into grateful parishioners. 
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Eli was quiet for a long time. "Your grandfather wrote about 

this. The Beast's final evolution... from predator to protector. It 

doesn't just feed on people's money anymore. It feeds on their 

dependence." 

"What do we do?" 

"What we've always done. We document. We remember. We 

pass the warnings to the next generation." Eli paused. "And we 

prepare for the long haul, son. Because this isn't the end of 

something. It's the beginning." 

That night, in his small apartment overlooking the 

Monongahela River, Micah opened the family Grimoire to a 

fresh page and began to write: 

October 24, 1929 - The Great Deception begins. The Beast has learned 

that rescue is more profitable than predation. Today I watched a crowd 

of angry citizens become grateful subjects in the space of one speech. 

They will trade their independence for security, their sovereignty for 

stability. And they will thank the Beast for the privilege. 

The woman in the bank said she 'had' three thousand dollars. Past 

tense. I think she understood, in that moment, that having money and 

owning money are vastly different things. Today, millions of 

Americans discovered that their wealth existed only at the Beast's 

sufferance. 

The Coin is so cold now, it’s uncomfortable to hold. Whatever comes 

next will make the panic of 1893 look like a practice round. But 
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something else stirs in the patterns. The old watchers remember. 

When the Beast grows fat enough, its hunger awakens other things. 

He sealed the entry and placed the Grimoire back in its hiding 

place beneath his floorboards, next to the emergency gold coins 

his father had given him and the loaded revolver he hoped he'd 

never need to use. 

Outside, Pittsburgh's streetlights burned through the night, but 

they seemed dimmer than before... as if the city's electrical grid 

had been drained of some essential energy. In the distance, he 

could hear the sound of trains carrying desperate people 

toward uncertain destinations, their whistles echoing off the 

hills like the cries of some wounded animal. 

The Roaring Twenties were over. The Grateful Thirties were 

about to begin. 

And somewhere in the darkness between the streetlights, 

something ancient smiled with perfect satisfaction, already 

making plans for the next course in its century-long feast. 

But not everyone was willing to accept the Beast's new 

benevolence without question. 

In Washington, Congressman Charles Lindbergh Sr. sat in his 

Capitol Hill office, his right hand still bearing the burn scars 

from that terrible night on Jekyll Island sixteen years earlier. 

The flesh had healed, but the memory remained fresh as an 

open wound. He flexed his fingers, feeling the ghost of the 
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congressional seal that had been seared into his palm when 

he'd helped forge the Beast's golden shackle. 

Now, watching the systematic destruction of American savings 

and the cynical "rescue" that followed, Lindbergh understood 

with piercing clarity what they had unleashed that December 

night in 1913. 

He pulled out a fresh sheet of congressional letterhead and 

began to write: 

"The financial system has been turned over to the Federal Reserve 

Board. That board administers the finance system by authority of a 

purely profiteering group. The system is private, conducted for the 

sole purpose of obtaining the greatest possible profits from the use of 

other people's money." 

Words came in a rush… everything he'd witnessed, everything 

he'd helped to create, everything he now understood about the 

Beast's true nature: 

"This Act establishes the most gigantic trust on earth. When the 

President signs this Bill, the invisible government of the monetary 

power will be legalized... The worst legislative crime of the ages is 

perpetrated by this banking and currency bill." 

But Lindbergh didn't stop with private correspondence. The 

crash had given him a platform, a moment when people might 

finally listen to warnings they'd dismissed as conspiracy 

theories during the prosperous twenties. 
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He took his message public. 

Speaking at town halls across Minnesota, publishing articles in 

newspapers that would print them, giving radio interviews to 

anyone who would broadcast his warnings, Lindbergh became 

the Beast's most dangerous enemy: a man who had been there 

at its creation and could testify to its true nature. 

"The Federal Reserve is not federal, and it has no reserves," he 

declared to a packed auditorium in Minneapolis. "It is a private 

consortium of bankers who have been given the power to create 

money from nothing and lend it to our government at interest. 

Every dollar in your pocket represents a debt that can never be 

fully repaid." 

The audiences listened now in ways they hadn't before the 

crash. The comfortable myths had been shattered along with 

their bank accounts. When Lindbergh spoke of banking 

conspiracies, people nodded instead of laughing. 

"They create panics to consolidate their power," he continued, 

his burned hand gripping the podium. "Each crisis strengthens 

their grip, makes people more dependent on their 'solutions.' 

What happened in October was not an accident. It was a 

harvest." 

Back in Washington, powerful men took notice. Phone calls 

were made to newspaper editors, suggesting that Congressman 

Lindbergh might be "financially unstable" or "prone to 
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conspiracy theories." Advertising dollars were quietly 

redirected away from publications that gave him a platform. 

But Lindbergh pressed on, driven by something deeper than 

political ambition. He'd touched the Beast, felt its hunger, seen 

its true face. The burn on his hand was a constant reminder of 

his complicity in birthing something monstrous. 

"I was there," he told his wife Anna one evening, showing her 

the manuscript he was preparing for publication. "I helped 

create this thing. I fed my authority into the fire that gave it life. 

The least I can do now is warn people about what we've 

unleashed." 

The book would be titled "Banking and Currency and the 

Money Trust," and it would name names, reveal connections, 

expose the mechanisms by which a private cartel had captured 

the American monetary system. 

In a suite at the Willard Hotel that existed in no official records, 

the Woman in Black read advance proofs of Lindbergh's 

manuscript with growing irritation. Her male companion 

materialized beside her, his form shifting between solid matter 

and shadow. 

"He's becoming problematic," she observed, turning pages that 

seemed to burn under her touch. "His credibility is growing. 

People are starting to listen." 
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"Shall I pay him a visit?" the male emissary asked, his voice 

clicking in percussion like tumblers falling in a vault lock. 

"Not yet. Direct action against a sitting congressman would 

create unwanted attention. But..." She smiled, and her smile 

was sharp as a blade. "Everyone has family. Everyone has 

something precious they cannot bear to lose." 

The emissary's grin widened, revealing teeth like golden coins. 

"I understand perfectly. How deeply shall we cut?" 

"Deep enough that every potential witness understands the 

price of speaking truth about our work. Deep enough that the 

name Lindbergh becomes a cautionary tale rather than a 

rallying cry." 

Outside, snow began to fall on Washington, each flake catching 

the light from streetlamps like tiny stars burning out against 

the darkness. The Beast was patient, but its patience had limits. 

And Charles Lindbergh Sr., in his righteous crusade to expose 

the truth, had just crossed the line from inconvenience to threat. 

The congressman worked late into the night, refining 

arguments and marshaling evidence, unaware that his words 

were being read in rooms that didn't exist by entities that had 

been planning their response since before his ink was dry. 

In three years, the world would learn the price of opposing the 

Beast too effectively. But for now, Lindbergh wrote on, driven 
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by conscience and scarred flesh, adding chapter after chapter to 

a book that would seal his family's fate.



 



 

 

 

  



 

 

  



 

Chapter 6: The War Machine (1943) 
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he telegram arrived at the London Bureau of 

International News Service on a Tuesday morning in 

November, carried by a courier whose hands shook 

from more than just the cold. War correspondent 

Micah Crowne had been expecting unwelcome news for 

weeks… his letters from home had grown increasingly worried 

about mine safety and his father's refusal to retire, but nothing 

could have prepared him for the words that would end one 

chapter of his life and begin another. 

Micah had earned his place in that London bureau through two 

decades of grinding work, starting as a copy boy at the 

Pittsburgh Press in 1926 and clawing his way up through local 

crime reporting and labor disputes during the Depression. His 

fearless coverage of the Homestead steel strikes had caught 

International News Service's attention, leading to assignments 

covering the Spanish Civil War and now this global 

conflagration. He'd learned to read violence and chaos like his 

father read coal seams… looking for the patterns that revealed 

deeper truths. 

But no amount of experience prepared him for the telegram he 

read twice before the words sank in: 

FATHER KILLED MINE COLLAPSE STOP FUNERAL 

SATURDAY STOP COME HOME STOP MARTHA 

T 
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Eli was dead. The man who'd spent forty years reading the 

Beast's patterns, who'd predicted the crash of '29 and the rise of 

the welfare state, who'd trained his son to see through the 

comfortable lies that kept people docile... gone in an instant 

when Tunnel Seven's support beams finally gave way. 

Micah crushed the telegram in his fist, then smoothed it out 

again. He couldn't afford to lose control here, not in the middle 

of a war that was feeding the Beast more efficiently than any 

crisis in history. Every riveted battleship, every soaring bomber, 

every mile of barbed wire was paid for with bonds backed by 

promises that children not yet born would somehow honor. 

"Bad news from home?" asked his editor, Patterson, looking up 

from a stack of censored dispatches. 

"My father died," Micah said simply. 

"Christ. I'm sorry." Patterson stubbed out his cigarette. "Take 

whatever time you need. The war will still be here when you 

get back." 

But Micah knew better. The war wouldn't last much longer... 

the signs were everywhere for those who knew how to read 

them. The Beast was already planning its next meal, and this 

one would make the Great Depression look like an appetizer. 

The flight home took three days, hopping from Seaplanes to 

military airfield, to military ship across a world gone mad with 

violence and debt. In each airport, Micah saw the same scene: 
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young men in uniform saying goodbye to sweethearts who 

clutched war bonds like rosary beads, believing that their small 

sacrifices would somehow shield their boys from bullets. 

At 8,000 feet over the Atlantic, in the belly of a Boeing 314 

Clipper… Micah pulled out a battered notebook and began to 

write: 

The mathematics are staggering. Every B-17 over Berlin cost more 

than my father would’ve earned in a lifetime. Tanks rolled off lines by 

the hundreds, each one paid for with money that wasn’t real. I didn’t 

need a ledger to see it. The math was scrawled in the mud and bone of 

Europe.” 

But that's not the genuine cost. The real cost is what we're teaching 

people to accept. That individual sacrifice serves the greater good. 

That questioning authority is unpatriotic. That debt is patriotic duty. 

The Beast has learned to wear the flag. 

He arrived in Pittsburgh to find a city transformed. Hell with 

the lid off was a fitting title as the steel mills ran twenty-four 

hours a day now, their smokestacks painting the sky an 

apocalyptic orange. Factories that had produced automobiles 

and refrigerators now turned-out shells and aircraft engines. 

Women worked jobs that had belonged to men, while their 

husbands bled on beaches with names they'd never heard 

before. 

And everyone, absolutely everyone, was buying bonds. 
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Martha Crowne met him at the train station, her face drawn 

with grief and exhaustion. At sixty-three, she looked decades 

older... the refined aging that comes from watching the world 

change too quickly to comprehend. 

"He was working a double shift," she said as they drove 

through streets lined with victory gardens and blackout 

curtains. "The mine owners said they needed the coal for the 

war effort. Said it was patriotic to push the tunnels deeper, 

work the men harder." 

"What about the safety inspections? The support timber?" 

Martha's laugh was bitter. "What timber? It all went to building 

barracks and ammunition boxes. The mine supervisors said we 

couldn't let safety concerns slow down production when 

American boys were dying overseas." 

Micah felt the familiar chill of the sovereign coin against his 

chest. Even in death, the Beast found ways to profit. They'd 

killed his father not through malice but through the casual 

indifference of a system that had learned to monetize every 

human activity, including dying. 

The funeral was held in the same church where Micah had been 

baptized, but the congregation was smaller now. Half the men 

were overseas, and many of the women worked shifts that 

didn't allow for midweek services. The pastor... a young 

replacement for the elderly minister who'd died the previous 
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fall... gave a sermon about Christian sacrifice and patriotic duty 

that would have made Eli laugh and curse in equal measure. 

After the service, Micah drove down to Clairton alone. The 

family cabin on Pine Alley was exactly as his father had left it, 

down to the half-finished cup of coffee growing cold on the 

kitchen table. But there were changes too... new additions to the 

Grimoire, fresh observations about the Beast's wartime 

evolution, coded warnings about what would come after 

victory. 

The latest entry was dated just three days before the mine 

collapse: 

November 15, 1943 - They're not fighting a war anymore. They're 

practice-testing a new kind of economy. Everything is rationed, 

regulated, controlled by federal agencies that didn't exist five years 

ago. People have learned to accept shortages as normal, government 

oversight as necessary, sacrifice as virtue. 

When this war ends, they won't dismantle the control systems. 

They'll find new enemies to justify them. New crises that require 

emergency powers. New reasons why individual liberty must be 

subordinated to collective security. 

The Beast has learned to make people grateful for their chains. 

Micah read through months of his father's observations, each 

entry documenting another step in humanity's willing 

surrender of autonomy. Rationing had taught people to accept 
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scarcity as normal. Price controls had taught them to trust 

government pricing over the man behind the counter. Draft 

boards had taught them that individual plans meant nothing 

compared to bureaucratic needs. 

Most disturbing of all, they'd learned to police each other. 

Neighbors reported neighbors for hoarding. Community 

groups shamed families who didn't buy enough bonds. 

Children turned in parents who criticized the war effort. 

"Brilliant," Micah whispered to the empty cabin. "They've 

turned surveillance into civic virtue." 

He spent the next three days reading and copying, preparing to 

carry the family burden back to Europe. But on his final night 

in the cabin, something unexpected happened. 

A knock at the door, soft but insistent. Micah opened it to find a 

woman in a dark coat, her face partially hidden beneath a 

wide-brimmed hat. She was beautiful in an unsettling way... 

too perfect, too composed, as if she'd been designed rather than 

born. 

"Mr. Crowne," she said, her voice carrying the faintest trace of 

an accent he couldn't identify. "I wanted to express my 

condolences for your father." 

Every instinct Micah had developed over forty years of reading 

his family's warnings screamed danger. This was the woman 
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from his father's stories, the one who appeared during 

moments of crisis with silver eyes and ancient hunger. 

"I'm sorry, do we know each other?" 

She smiled, and her smile was perfect too... a dangerous 

perfection that came from centuries of practice. "We've never 

been formally introduced, but I've been watching your family 

for some time. Your father was quite perceptive. So was his 

father, and his father's father." 

"What do you want?" 

"To make you an offer." She stepped closer, and Micah caught a 

scent like copper pennies and fresh-printed money. "Your 

family has spent generations fighting a war you cannot win. 

The Beast you've been documenting, warning against, 

preparing for... it's not your enemy. It's evolution itself." 

The coin, still strung around his neck in a brocade knot, began 

dropping in temperature. The fibers from the braid becoming 

hard with cold, till it was a brand against his skin. 

"Humanity is learning to transcend the limitations of scarcity," 

she continued. "To move beyond the primitive constraints of 

gold and silver, beyond the false dichotomy of boom and bust. 

Your father saw this as enslavement, but it's actually liberation." 

"Liberation into what?" 
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"Into abundance. Into security. Into a world where no one 

needs to dig coal from dangerous tunnels or worry about bank 

failures or watch their children starve during economic panics." 

She gestured toward the window, where the lights of 

Pittsburgh's war factories painted the sky red. "Look at what 

we've accomplished in just four years. Full employment. 

Record production. Every American working toward a 

common goal." 

"At the cost of freedom." 

"Freedom to do what? To fail? To suffer? To watch the markets 

destroy everything you've worked for in a single afternoon?" 

Her voice took on a hypnotic quality, like the sound of coins 

falling on marble floors. "I'm offering you something your 

family has never had... the chance to be part of the solution 

instead of a witness to the problem." 

Micah found himself actually considering it. What if she was 

right? What if the Beast wasn't malevolent but simply 

misunderstood? What if the control systems weren't chains but 

safety nets? 

Then he thought of his father, crushed in a mine collapse 

because safety regulations interfered with war production. He 

thought of Tommy Kowalski, grateful for twenty dollars when 

the bank stole three thousand. He thought of all the warnings 
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written in the Grimoire by men who'd seen the same seductive 

arguments used to justify every betrayal. 

"Get off my property," he said quietly. 

Her perfect smile never wavered. "I understand. The transition 

is always difficult for older generations. But your children will 

see things differently. Children born into abundance have no 

nostalgia for scarcity." 

She turned to go, then paused at the threshold. "Tell me, Mr. 

Crowne... what's the temperature of your Sovereign coin 

tonight?" 

Micah's hand moved instinctively to his chest. The coin was 

freezing. 

"Exactly," she said. "Your own family talisman is telling you 

that the old world is ending. You can fight the change, or you 

can help guide it. But you cannot stop it." 

After she left, Micah sat in his father's chair and opened the 

Grimoire to a fresh page: 

November 22, 1943 - She came to recruit me. The woman from the old 

stories, the scout who appears when the Beast is ready to evolve again. 

She offered me partnership instead of predation, abundance instead of 

scarcity. 

For a moment, I almost believed her. That's the most terrifying part... 

not that she was lying, but that she might have been telling the truth. 
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What if the Beast really is evolution? What if resistance really is 

futile? 

But then I remembered what my father taught me: evolution toward 

what end? And chosen by whom? The Beast offers abundance, but 

who controls the distribution? It promises security, but who defines 

the threats? It guarantees full employment, but who decides what 

work serves the greater good? 

The coin burns with cold tonight. The old world is ending. But 

something tells me the new world will be far more terrible than 

anything we've lost. And yet... there's something else stirring. In the 

margins of her perfect speech, I glimpsed something she didn't intend 

to show. Fear. The Beast's scout is afraid of something. Something she 

didn't name. 

The frogs are stirring. I can feel it. 

Three days later, Micah was back in London, filing stories 

about Allied victories and civilian morale while carefully 

omitting his growing certainty that the real war was just 

beginning. The Beast had learned to weaponize gratitude, to 

make people love their servitude. 

And somewhere in the ruins of a bombed-out London pub, a 

cartoon frog grinned from a piece of graffiti that hadn't been 

there the day before, as if the spirit of rebellion itself was 

preparing to take new forms in the coming darkness. 
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But eleven years earlier, in 1932, the Beast had already 

demonstrated the price of opposing its evolution too 

effectively. 

The Lindbergh estate in Hopewell, New Jersey, stood like a 

fortress against the darkness of the Great Depression. Inside the 

nursery on the second floor, twenty-month-old Charles 

Augustus Lindbergh Jr. slept peacefully in his crib, unaware 

that his grandfather's burned hand had sealed his fate before he 

was even born. 

Three miles away, in a roadside diner that would be torn down 

the following week and forgotten by everyone who had ever 

seen it, the male emissary sat at a corner booth, his reflection 

somehow absent from the chrome surfaces despite the harsh 

fluorescent lighting. He studied a photograph of the baby with 

professional detachment, his voice like typewriter keys struck 

by invisible hands as he spoke to the two men across from him. 

"The congressman's book is gaining too much attention," he 

said, sliding the photograph across the scarred Formica table. 

"People are starting to believe his warnings about the central 

banking consortium. The Woman has decided that more... 

direct persuasion is required." 

Bruno Richard Hauptmann, a German immigrant with 

carpenter's skills and empty pockets, stared at the photograph 

with eyes that no longer belonged entirely to him. Beside him, 



100 

his accomplice nodded with the mechanical precision of a man 

whose thoughts were no longer his own. 

"Make it look like kidnapping for ransom," the emissary 

continued. "Bungled, desperate, the work of immigrants who 

don't understand American values. The congressman will 

receive the message clearly: this is what happens to families 

who speak too much truth about our work." 

The emissary reached into his coat and withdrew a leather 

satchel. The sound of gold coins clinking together filled the 

diner like wind chimes made of greed and desperation. 

"Fifty thousand dollars," he said. "More money than either of 

you will see in ten lifetimes. All you have to do is follow the 

plan exactly as I've outlined it." 

But Hauptmann's eyes had begun to change, reflecting not the 

fluorescent lights but something deeper, more ancient. The 

emissary's influence was strong, but not total. Somewhere in 

the carpenter's consciousness, a small voice screamed warnings 

about the true nature of what he was being asked to do. 

"The baby..." Hauptmann began, his German accent thick with 

something that might have been resistance. 

"Will be perfectly safe," the emissary lied smoothly, his voice 

like gears grinding in a broken clock. "Once the message is 

delivered and the congressman understands his position, the 
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child will be returned unharmed. This is about political 

leverage, not violence." 

The lie felt like truth to Hauptmann's compromised mind. The 

gold coins sang their ancient song of possibility and escape. The 

plan seemed reasonable, even merciful. Take the baby, demand 

ransom, return him safely once Congressman Lindbergh 

learned to keep his mouth shut about central banking 

conspiracies. 

But the emissary had no intention of letting the child live. The 

message needed to be written in blood to be truly understood. 

On the night of March 1, 1932, everything went according to the 

emissary's design. The ladder, the note, the careful staging that 

would point investigators toward "foreign elements" and 

"desperate immigrants." The baby was taken from his crib with 

surgical precision, vanishing into a darkness that had been 

planned in rooms that didn't exist by entities that fed on human 

suffering. 

Charles Lindbergh Jr. died within hours, not from violence but 

from exposure to something that no human child was meant to 

encounter. The emissary's true form, revealed in the abandoned 

cabin where the deed was done, burned away the baby's life 

force like acid through silk. The small body was buried in a 

shallow grave, while the ransom notes continued to arrive, 
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keeping hope alive just long enough to maximize the family's 

agony. 

Hauptmann, his mind slowly clearing as the emissary's 

influence faded, found himself holding blood money and 

fragmentary memories of something too terrible to fully recall. 

He tried to spend the gold coins normally, not understanding 

that each piece had been marked with symbols that would 

ensure his eventual capture and execution. 

The trial that followed was a spectacle of orchestrated justice. 

Hauptmann, genuinely guilty but unable to explain his actions 

or identify his real employers, went to the electric chair 

proclaiming his innocence of murder while admitting to 

kidnapping. The truth was simultaneously revealed and 

concealed, satisfying the public's need for closure while 

protecting the real architects of the crime. 

In Washington, Congressman Charles Lindbergh Sr. received 

the message as clearly as if it had been written in letters of fire 

across the Capitol dome. His book about the Beast's financial 

apparatus was quietly withdrawn from publication. His 

speaking engagements were cancelled "for security reasons." 

His political career withered like a plant denied sunlight. 

He lived eight more years after his grandson's murder, eight 

years of knowing exactly who had ordered the killing and why, 

eight years of understanding that any further attempts to 
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expose the Beast would result in more dead family members. 

The burn scar on his hand ached constantly now, a physical 

reminder of the moment he'd helped create the monster that 

had devoured his bloodline. 

When Lindbergh Sr. died in 1941, the official cause was heart 

failure. But those who knew how to read the signs understood 

that he'd died of something far more terrible: the knowledge 

that speaking truth about power could transform one's children 

into sacrificial offerings on the altar of silence. 

The message had been received throughout Washington. Other 

politicians who might have been tempted to investigate central 

banking operations found sudden reasons to focus on less 

dangerous topics. The Beast's appetite was satisfied, its 

authority reinforced, its lesson taught in the most brutal terms 

possible. 

But the emissary's work in 1932 had created unintended 

consequences that wouldn't be fully understood for decades. In 

destroying the Lindbergh family so thoroughly, the Beast had 

revealed the true depths of its malevolence to anyone capable 

of recognizing the patterns. The crime was too perfect, too 

precisely calculated to destroy one specific political threat, too 

obviously designed to send a message rather than acquire 

ransom. 
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Among those who noticed was a young journalist named 

Micah Crowne, who spent weeks studying the case files and 

trial transcripts, slowly recognizing the same supernatural 

precision that had characterized every major monetary crisis 

his family had documented. The Lindbergh baby's murder 

wasn't random crime... it was the Beast's calling card, its 

signature written in innocent blood.



 

 

 

  



 

 

  



 

Chapter 7: The Golden Shackle Breaks 

(1971) 
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ight years earlier... November 22, 1963, dawned crisp 

and clear in Dallas, the kind of autumn morning that 

made Texans believe their state was blessed by 

providence itself. Downtown, crowds gathered 

along the motorcade route with the eager anticipation of people 

who rarely saw history pass through their streets. The gunshot 

cracked across Dealey Plaza like the world breaking in half. In 

the chaos that followed, something invisible moved through 

the crowds like smoke through broken windows. The Beast had 

learned to feed on more than financial panic. His appetite 

proved just as satiated on grief and confusion. The shattering of 

national certainty and the deals that were quickly made just 

after were equally nourishing. Every tear shed in living rooms 

across America, every child asking why the president was 

dead, every family gathering around television sets in stunned 

disbelief became sustenance for an appetite that had grown 

beyond mere monetary hunger. The comfortable certainties of 

the Eisenhower years died with those three shots, and in their 

place grew a deeper dependency on the very institutions that 

promised to protect against such chaos. 

The Fix Is In (Interlude): 1963–1971 

E 



110 

Among those seeking answers was war correspondent Micah 

Crowne, who remembered sitting in the press gallery on April 

27, 1961, listening to President Kennedy warn about "a 

monolithic and ruthless conspiracy" that relied on "covert 

means for expanding its sphere of influence." At the time, 

Micah had recognized the patterns his family had documented 

for generations. Now, with Kennedy dead, those warnings felt 

like prophecy. 

His investigation led him to a dingy bar in West Virginia, where 

an old miner nursing a beer claimed to know things about 

Dallas that weren't in any official report. The man's hands were 

stained with coal dust, his accent thick with Appalachian 

vowels, but his eyes held knowledge that seemed far older than 

his years. 

"Ain't what you think it is, son," the miner had said, shaking his 

head sadly. "Bigger than any one man. Bigger than any one 

country. I got a friend in the military that told me the 

organization that dun shot em,’ well… they don't like being 

threatened from the highest office in the land." 

Here," the old man said, sliding a business card across the 

sticky bar table. "Got a friend in the military might know more 

than I can say. Good man, served his country honest." Micah 

glanced at the card and slipped it into his wallet without 

reading it closely. 
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The conversation had gone nowhere. The old man finished his 

beer and left, and Micah returned home to Pittsburgh with 

nothing but questions and a growing certainty that the official 

story was a lie. 

Three months later, Major William Hayes was arrested. 

The room had no windows, no address, or any building 

directory. She stood perfectly still as her companion paced with 

barely contained violence, his form already shifting from the 

coal-stained miner back to something more familiar… 

something with too many gold teeth where incisors should 

have been. 

"You told me to make an impression," he snarled, his voice 

losing the Appalachian drawl. "I could have dragged him into 

that alley and shown him what his intestines look like in 

daylight. Instead, I sat there drinking watered-down beer and 

listening to him whine about dead presidents." 

"And if you had followed your instincts," she replied, her 

words hardening, "we would have another Lindbergh situation. 

You weren't supposed to kill that baby." 

His laugh was sharp as breaking bones. "The baby was crying. I 

don't like crying." 

"Your impulses are why you've spent centuries swinging clubs 

while I've spent the last three hundred years learning to pull 
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strings. The world has become civilized. Subtlety works better 

than slaughter." 

"Subtlety is cowardice." He stopped pacing, gold teeth catching 

the light. "Forty men with knives could have solved this in five 

minutes. Instead, you want me to play dress-up and have 

conversations." 

"And now, because of your... gentle approach... we have a 

journalist who was present at Kennedy's Secret Society speech 

connecting lines that should never be drawn. The Beast risked 

everything eliminating that threat, and we cannot afford 

exposure while the shackles are still intact." 

He gestured toward a surveillance photograph on the wall… 

Micah Crowne leaving the West Virginia bar, confusion clear 

on his face. "We need to fix this. Properly this time.” 

The male emissary's grin revealed row after row of golden 

coins melted into dental work, each tooth a trophy from some 

forgotten battlefield.  

She looked back at him patiently. "We need him destroyed, 

NOT DEAD! Dead reporters become martyrs. Destroyed 

reporters become cautionary tales. I know exactly how to 

destroy him. The Hayes frame was just the appetizer." 

When the FBI agents appeared at Micah's door with 

photographs of him sitting across from "Vilyam Genrikhovich,” 

known Soviet operative, his first reaction was laughter. "This is 
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ridiculous. I don't know any Reds. I was in West Virginia 

following up on a lead about the assassination. I talked to some 

old miner who didn't know anything useful." But the 

photographs were real. The man he'd spoken to… the coal-

stained hands, the mountain accent, the sad eyes, was the same 

face staring back at him from federal surveillance photos 

labeled with Cyrillic text and espionage allegations. The setup 

was perfect, the evidence unassailable. A journalist with 

suspected Communist sympathies, meeting with a known 

Russian intelligence operative. That multiple witnesses placed 

them in the same location made no difference. The photographs 

existed. The identification was positive. In the paranoid climate 

of 1963, such associations were radioactive. But the 

photographs weren't the worst of it. In his wallet, agents found 

a business card for Major William Hayes…the same Hayes 

who'd been arrested three days earlier for selling classified 

documents. The connection was devastating: a journalist 

meeting with Soviet operatives while carrying the contact 

information of a known traitor. Micah Crowne's career as a 

truth-teller was over, and he never understood what had 

destroyed it. 

 

 

The television in Murphy's Pub cast Richard Nixon's face in 

flickering blue light as he spoke the words that would change 

The Speech 
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everything: "I am today suspending the convertibility of the 

dollar into gold or other reserve assets." 

In a conference room marked C-7 with no name next to the 

door in the basement level of the Federal Reserve that existed in 

no official records, something that had waited fifty-eight years 

began to crack. The golden shackle forged from seven men's 

authority, cooled in the fire of their ambitions and tempered by 

their hubris, had grown brittle. 

The Beast had tested its bonds through crashes and wars, each 

crisis stretching the ancient gold. Each crisis had weakened the 

links, each expansion of credit… but the shackle had held, 

forcing the creature to work within the constraints its creators 

had imposed. Until now... 

Now, as Nixon's words echoed across television screens and 

radio waves, the final stress proved too much. The ornate links, 

each one bearing the ghostly impression of a congressional seal, 

a banker's key, a merchant's scale, began to warp and bend 

with translucent tension. He continued: “But if you are among 

the overwhelming majority of Americans who buy American-

made products in America, your dollar will be worth just as 

much tomorrow as it is today.” 

Crack. 

The sound was felt rather than heard, a vibration that passed 

through the earth's crust and into the bones of every person 
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who carried honest money. In Pittsburgh, Micah's whiskey 

glass shattered in his hand. In Montana, Jonah stumbled 

against a mine wall as his palladium detector screamed 

impossible readings. Around the country, every gold coin, 

wedding ring, or bar of silver flashed with sudden cold then 

returned to normal. Nixon pressed on: “The effect of this action, 

in other words, will be to stabilize the dollar.” 

Crack. 

The Beast looked down at its ankle. Fractures and cracks like a 

spider’s web, formed through the metal that had bound it for 

nearly six decades. One more word, one more severing of gold 

from law, and... “We hear the echoes of those voices, preaching 

a gospel of gloom and defeat, saying the same thing: “We have 

seen our best days.” I say, let Americans reply: “Our best days 

lie ahead.” 

Crack. SNAP. 

The golden shackle fell to the ground with an ancient clamor, 

as though a full suit of armor had crashed onto a stone floor. 

For the first time since 1913, the Beast was completely free. 

Micah Crowne, now a grizzled fifty-seven with ink-stained 

fingers and war correspondent scars, lifted his replacement 

whiskey in a bitter toast. "Congratulations, Mr. President. You 

just set the Beast free." 



116 

Around him, the steelworkers of Pittsburgh argued about what 

it meant. Most didn't understand. The bartender shrugged and 

poured him another round assuming he dropped it. But Micah 

understood perfectly... he'd been waiting for this moment his 

entire adult life. 

"The shackle is broken," he told Murphy, who was wiping 

down glasses with the mechanical precision of a man who'd 

heard too many drunken predictions. "The Beast can now print 

as much food as it wants." 

Murphy had heard stranger things from his customers. "What 

Beast is that, Micah?" he said sweeping up the broken glass 

shards that clung to the floor, wet with spilled whiskey. 

"The one that's been starving for fifty-eight years, ever since 

they chained it to gold at Jekyll Island. Now it's free to grow as 

large as its appetite." 

On the screen, Nixon continued his economic homily, 

explaining that the suspension was "temporary" and "necessary 

to defend America against speculators." The irony was 

delicious... the greatest speculators in history were the central 

bankers themselves, and now they'd removed the last 

constraint on their gambling. 

In the Oval Office, though the cameras couldn't see her, the 

Woman in Black stood behind Nixon's chair. Her perfectly 

manicured hand rested on the back of his leather seat, not quite 
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touching but close enough that the President unconsciously 

leaned away from the cold that radiated from her presence. 

She'd been there for every crucial monetary decision since 1913, 

invisible to cameras, unrecorded by history, but always present 

when the Beast needed its chains adjusted. Tonight, she 

watched with satisfaction as the last golden shackle fell away. 

Her male companion stood by the window, his reflection 

somehow absent from the glass despite the room's bright lights. 

He whispered something that only Nixon could hear... not 

words exactly, but suggestions that felt like the President's own 

thoughts. "Temporary." "Necessary." "Defend America." 

Nixon spoke these words into the microphone, never knowing 

they weren't his own. 

That night, Micah called his son Jonah, who was working as an 

apprentice in the palladium mines in Big Timber, Montana. At 

eighteen, Jonah had inherited the family's suspicious mind and 

careful hands, but he'd also absorbed something new... an 

intuitive understanding of the machines that were beginning to 

reshape the world. 

"Dad," Jonah's voice crackled over the long-distance line, his 

hands trembling as he gripped the receiver, "I felt something 

happen today." The silence on the other end stretched, filled 

with static and the distant hum of the mine. Micah steadied his 

own breath, pressing the phone closer as if he could bridge the 



118 

miles by will alone. "What did you feel, son?" he asked, his tone 

a mix of caution and concern. Jonah closed his eyes, searching 

for words "It was like the ground shifted. Not just under my 

boots… inside me, too. Like something finally let go." His voice 

was low, shaky but resolute, and Micah could almost see the 

worry lines pressed into his son's brow. He remembered his 

own hands shaking like that, years ago, the night the world 

changed. 

“My coin… it went from cold to... something else. Not warm, 

but different. Like it's waiting." 

"Nixon broke the gold standard," Micah explained. 

"Completely severed the link between dollars and anything 

real. From now on, American currency is backed by nothing 

but promises and threats." 

"What happens now?" 

Micah consulted the family Grimoire, pages worn soft by 

hundreds of years of worried hands. The patterns were clear to 

anyone who knew how to read them. 

"Inflation, son. Not the gentle kind that makes everyone feel 

richer while pickpocketing their savings. The vicious kind that 

teaches people their money is worthless, and their government 

is the only thing standing between them and chaos." 

Within months, his predictions began to manifest. A loaf of 

bread that had cost twenty cents in 1970 was thirty cents by 
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Christmas. Gas stations posted new prices daily. Grocery 

shopping became a weekly reminder that yesterday's money 

was worth less today. 

But the Beast's true genius wasn't in the inflation itself... it was 

in the solution it offered. 

"Price controls," Micah muttered, reading the morning 

headlines in his cramped apartment above the newspaper 

office. "Wage and price freeze. Emergency measures to combat 

the crisis." 

The same government that had caused inflation by printing 

unlimited money was now positioning itself as the hero 

fighting inflation through unlimited control. It was beautiful in 

its cynicism, create the problem, then seize power to solve it. 

Meanwhile, in the Stillwater Mine… eighteen hundred miles 

away, Jonah Crowne was having his own revelation. He had 

seen what abandoning the family tradition of “honest work 

digging” had cost his father. He saw the guilt that fed the 

whiskey, and the whiskey that ate through Micah like acid. 

Having a journalist and a juicer for a father has sent lesser men 

down a wayward path. But for Jonah, it had the opposite effect. 

He was a careful, measured, and practical Crowne. He took 

from his father, a lesson so profound it would shape the next 3 

generations of his family. A real Crowne if he is to earn the 

name… should dig for honest work.  
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Coal had seen its heyday, was a lousy business from the 

working end, and he’d seen what happened to steel mills in 

Pittsburgh. So, when he chose to pursue mining, he chose 

precious metals... palladium, platinum, and the rare earth 

elements that made modern technology possible. "Look at you, 

getting fancy," Micah had once teased. "A real royal Crowne 

now." But there was pride beneath the joke. His metals took 

him from the rolling hills of Pittsburgh to the Beartooth 

Mountains of Montana. 

Above ground, the decade trudged along with the methodical 

precision of a machine designed to break spirits. Oil 

embargoes. Stagflation. Iran hostage crisis. Each crisis 

deepened people's dependence on the very system that was 

causing their problems. 

"They're not trying to solve anything," Micah told his editor one 

afternoon in 1979, staring at a half-empty bottle of Canadian 

Club that had become his most reliable colleague at the McKees 

Rocks Gazette. Through the grimy window of the cramped 

office, he could see the Allegheny River flowing past the 

shuttered steel mills that had once made Pittsburgh the heart of 

American industry. "They're trying to create a permanent state 

of managed crisis. Keep people scared enough to accept any 

solution, grateful for any stability." 

His editor, a younger man who'd never known a world where 

money was backed by anything real, looked at him with the 
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patient expression reserved for drunk uncles at Thanksgiving 

dinner. "Come on, Micah. You sound like one of those 

conspiracy nuts. The Fed is just trying to balance inflation and 

employment." 

Micah took another pull from the bottle, feeling the whiskey 

burn away what remained of his credibility. At seventy-seven, 

he was older than most of the building, certainly older than his 

ideals. The Federal Reserve had been "balancing" the economy 

for sixty-six years, and all they'd managed to create was bigger 

booms, deeper busts, and more concentrated wealth. His son 

Jonah had moved to Montana years ago, chasing palladium and 

a better life than the one his father had built on broken dreams 

and small-town newspaper deadlines. 

But pointing this out marked you as a crank, a relic, someone 

who didn't understand how modern economics worked. 

"Maybe I am a conspiracy nut," he admitted, fingers hovering 

over keys that felt heavier than coal picks. "But I'm a conspiracy 

nut with a forty-year track record of being right." 

That evening, he opened the Grimoire to a fresh page and 

began his most important entry: 

August 15, 1979 - Eight years since Nixon freed the Beast from its 

gold chains, and the results are exactly what our family predicted. 

Inflation has destroyed the savings of everyone who trusted the 
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system, while those closest to the money printer have grown 

impossibly wealthy. 

But something else is happening. A new generation is growing up 

that has never known honest money, never experienced the discipline 

that scarcity imposes on government and individual behavior alike. To 

them, debt is normal, inflation is natural, and government control is 

the only alternative to chaos. 

They're being trained to love their servitude. 

The Beast has won this round. But history teaches us that every 

victory contains the seeds of the next defeat. Somewhere out there, 

someone is asking the right questions. Someone is building the tools 

we'll need for the next revolution. 

I may not live to see it, but I believe it's coming. The Beast grows fat 

on lies, and lies have a way of being exposed by mathematics. The 

frogs are patient, but they remember everything. When the time 

comes, they'll know what to do. 

He closed the journal and walked to his window, looking out at 

the lights of a city powered by debt and sustained by delusion. 

Outside, snow was beginning to fall on a world that didn't yet 

understand it was about to change forever. Somewhere in those 

lights, his son was learning to make machines think, to create 

unbreakable rules from pure logic. 

The old world was ending, but the new one wasn't ready to be 

born yet. And Micah Crowne, who had once thought truth 
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could defeat darkness, was drinking himself to death one story 

at a time, wishing he'd listened to his father's warnings about 

the price of challenging the Beast. 

In the gap between worlds, strange possibilities were taking 

root in unexpected places. And in the depths of a Montana 

mine, a young man with platinum dust on his hands was 

beginning to dream of sound money that no government could 

control, no central bank could inflate, and no Beast could 

devour. 

The revolution was still decades away, but its first stirrings 

were already visible to those who knew how to look.



 



 

  



 

 

 



 

  



 
  



 

  



 

  



 

Chapter 8: The Rise of the Machines 

(1982) 
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onah Crowne was eighteen when he left Pittsburgh, 

carrying nothing but a duffel bag and the Sovereign coin 

his father gave him. Micah's funeral had been a sparse 

affair... a handful of co-workers from whatever small-town 

newspaper had been paying him at the end, a few regular 

drinking companions nursing hangovers and offering 

condolences that felt more like apologies. The disgraced 

journalist who'd once covered international crises had died 

forgotten in a furnished room that smelled of unwashed 

whiskey glasses and broken dreams. 

The house in Pittsburgh was a mausoleum. Home was Montana 

now, had been ever since that first summer working 

construction in Big Timber. But this time, Jonah wasn't looking 

for temporary work. 

He was looking for the Stillwater Complex. 

Getting hired at Stillwater was like getting accepted to an 

exclusive university, except the admission requirements 

involved a willingness to descend into tunnels carved from 

solid rock in pursuit of metals most people had never heard of. 

Platinum and palladium... the only commercial deposits in the 

entire United States, locked in formations that had been waiting 

Eleven Years in the Deep 

J 
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sixty million years for the right combination of technology and 

desperation to make extraction profitable. 

"You ever worked underground before?" the foreman asked 

during Jonah's interview, studying the eighteen-year-old who'd 

driven eight hundred miles to apply for the most coveted 

mining job in America. 

"No sir. But my entire family has, and I'm willing to learn. Start 

me as an apprentice. Teach me the right way, the Stillwater 

way. I’ve got what it takes, and you won’t get a lick of trouble 

or backtalk out of me. I drove two thousand miles just looking 

for a shot. Please mister… I won’t let you down." 

It was the perfect answer. Stillwater attracted miners from 

every operation on the planet... gold from South Africa, copper 

from Chile, coal from Appalachia. They all came with their own 

methods, their own assumptions about how things should be 

done. But Jonah was a blank slate, eager to learn the Stillwater 

way. 

What nobody expected was how quickly that blank slate would 

start making discoveries.  

As an intern his lunch breaks were scheduled when nobody 

needed him, so after lunch and coffee runs, he would hang 

around the office. While no one seemingly paid attention, he'd 

been teaching himself computer programming. One of the 

owners had bought the Datapoint 2200 on a whimsy after 
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hearing “computers are the future” and how it would 

revolutionize his business. But for $8,000 he got an expensive 

paperweight that nobody except a wide-eyed kid seemed to 

care about. 

The computer was primitive by any modern standard, but to 

Jonah it felt like magic. Here was a machine that could follow 

precise instructions, perform complex calculations, and 

remember vast amounts of information without human 

intervention. 

That's when Jonah thought of a better use for that Datapoint. If 

management wouldn't listen to a kid's intuition, maybe they'd 

listen to a kid's calculations.  

He taught himself BASICplus programming while nobody was 

looking, even tried learning punch cards on the other machines. 

Those things had to be perfect the first time... one mistake 

meant starting over with a fresh stack. But he found computer 

language, was tasteful in its simplicity: 

10 INPUT "DRILL DEPTH: "; D 

20 INPUT "CORE DENSITY: "; C   

30 IF C > 2.5 THEN PRINT "PROMISING" 

40 IF C < 2.5 THEN PRINT "BARREN" 

Slowly, carefully, Jonah learned to translate the wordless 

certainty that flowed through his coin, into “precise models” 
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that confirmed what his bloodline already knew. When the 

sovereign grew warm near certain geological formations, 

Jonah's "computer analysis" would recommend exploration. 

When it remained cold, his calculations suggested looking 

elsewhere. It wasn’t a complicated plan; he just needed to be 

careful. 

Within six months, the kid who'd started sweeping floors and 

fetching coffee was offering suggestions about where to drill 

next. Within a year, his "hunches" had led to three significant 

ore finds. Within two years, geologists with advanced degrees 

were asking the high school graduate how he'd known to look 

in formations they'd dismissed as unpromising. 

"Don't get too big for your britches," his supervisor warned 

after Jonah's fourth major discovery. "Nobody likes a know-it-

all." 

The strategy worked perfectly. By 1978, Jonah Crowne was 

Stillwater's most successful ore-finder, a twenty-three-year-old 

who could predict platinum deposits with uncanny accuracy. 

Mine owner John Manville started bringing him to business 

dinners at the Grand Hotel in Big Timber, introducing him to 

investors and legislators as "our secret weapon." 

It was at one of those dinners that Jonah first saw Mara 

Williams working at the front desk. 
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She was nineteen, beautiful in the effortless way that only came 

from good genetics and small-town confidence. In Montana, 

pretty girls had two choices: marry well or leave. The Grand 

Hotel's front desk was perfect training for either option... you 

learned to handle rich men with grace, to make conversation 

about timber rights and mining regulations, to pour drinks that 

loosened tongues and opened wallets. 

"You're not much of a talker, are you?" she observed after 

watching Jonah struggle through small talk with a state senator. 

"Not around people who use words for a living," he admitted, 

gesturing toward the politicians and lawyers filling the hotel's 

restaurant. 

John Manville appeared at Jonah's shoulder, scotch in hand, 

paternal pride in his voice. "Don't let his modesty fool you, 

miss. This boy got a gift. When it comes to finding ore, he's like 

nothing I've ever seen. Took him in when he was just a sprout... 

had him sweeping floors, running errands, fetching 

sandwiches. Now we don't know what we'd do without him." 

Manville pressed a glass of single malt into Jonah's hand. The 

scotch burned his throat and nose, bringing back unwelcome 

memories of his father's final years. He didn't plan to make it a 

habit. 

But he did plan to keep talking to the girl behind the desk. 
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Mara Williams had grown up in a mining town. She 

understood that men who could find valuable things in the 

ground were worth holding onto. She also understood that 

Jonah Crowne was different from the usual rough-hewn miners 

who passed through Big Timber... quieter, more thoughtful, 

carrying himself with the confidence of someone who'd proven 

himself in the most exclusive mining operation in America. 

They married in 1980, a simple ceremony at the courthouse in 

Big Timber with John Manville as witness. Mara knew her 

husband was special... the way he could sense things others 

missed, the trunk of family papers he kept but rarely discussed, 

the odd certainty he brought to decisions about their future. 

She didn't need to know about Beasts and emissaries and 

generational curses. As far as she understood, he was 

exceptionally good at finding things in mines, which made him 

an excellent provider in a part of the world where good 

providers were rare. 

By 1981, with their baby Ava sleeping in her crib and 

environmental regulations tightening around mining 

operations across the state, Jonah could feel changes coming. 

The Montana Metal Mine Reclamation Act, the Strip and 

Underground Mine Reclamation Act, the Major Facility Siting 

Act... each new law made extraction more expensive, more 

complicated, and more vulnerable to political pressure. 
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"The regulations are going to kill us," he overheard one investor 

complain during a dinner at the Grand Hotel. "Between the 

environmental requirements and the liability costs, there's 

barely any profit left in domestic mining… it’s getting cold out 

here." 

Jonah said nothing, but the coin around his neck had contracted 

a chill since Nixon killed the gold standard. The same instincts 

that helped him find platinum were warning him that even the 

most successful mining careers had expiration dates. 

When Mountain Data Systems offered him a position as 

systems administrator in Billings, he took it. Some of his 

colleagues thought he was crazy for leaving the most coveted 

mining job in America for office work. But Jonah understood 

something they didn't: the future belonged to people who 

could make machines think.
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The Commodore 64 arrived at Jonah Crowne's small house on 

Hooper Street on a Tuesday in March, shipped via freight from 

a computer store in Denver that had promised "revolutionary 

personal computing power." On quiet nights like this, you 

could hear the Yellowstone River running past the 

cottonwoods, but tonight the only sound was cardboard tearing 

as Jonah unpacked what might be his family's future. 

The machine looked impossibly sophisticated compared to the 

Datapoint 2200 terminal he'd used back at Stillwater. Sleek 

beige plastic housing, a proper keyboard, 64 kilobytes of RAM 

that the salesman had assured him was "more memory than 

most people would ever need." The Datapoint had been just a 

glorified typewriter connected to a mainframe, but this was a 

real computer. 

"Eighty miles to Billings every day, and now you're bringing 

more computer work home?" Mara called from the kitchen, 

where she was heating a bottle for six-month-old Ava. At 

twenty-one, she had the practical wisdom of someone who'd 

been working since she was sixteen, watching mining 

March 1982 
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executives and timber barons conduct business over expensive 

drinks. 

"This isn't work," Jonah replied, connecting cables with the 

focused precision he brought to everything involving 

machinery. "This is insurance. Nothing lasts forever." 

Mara appeared in the doorway, bottle in hand, studying her 

husband with the expression she'd perfected during their 

marriage… half exasperation, half admiration for his ability to 

see around corners. "You said the same thing about Stillwater. 

Most people would kill for a job like that." 

"So did most people in Butte, until the copper ran out," Jonah 

said, powering on the machine. The screen flickered to life with 

a warm amber glow, displaying the simple prompt: READY. 

That night, while debugging a payroll program for a local 

trucking company... side work that helped pay for the C64... 

something extraordinary happened. As Jonah typed in BASIC 

commands: 

10 PRINT "OVERTIME CALCULATION" 

20 INPUT "HOURS: "; H 

30 IF H > 40 THEN LET P = (H-40) * 1.5 + 40 

40 PRINT "PAY: "; P 
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The computer made a sound... a low harmonic hum that 

reminded him of wind through mine tunnels. The screen 

flickered, and line 30 rewrote itself: 

30 P = H + (H - 40) * (H > 40) / 2 

Sophisticated mathematical optimization replaced his clumsy 

arithmetic. The new code was his style, his variable names, but 

structured with an efficiency that made his original look like 

amateur work. 

"That's impossible," he muttered, but heirloom he wore around 

his neck shifted from cold to warm for the first time since 1971. 

He tested the new code. It worked perfectly, calculating faster 

than his original. More disturbing: when he tried to change it 

back, the computer refused. The cursor wouldn't move to that 

line. 

Hands shaking, Jonah pulled out the family Grimoire and 

found a passage his great-grandfather had written in 1897: "The 

earth speaks to those who listen. In every vein of ore, there is a 

pattern. In every pattern, a truth. In every truth, a power that 

transcends the material." 

On impulse, he typed those exact words as a REM statement: 

5 REM THE EARTH SPEAKS TO THOSE WHO LISTEN 

The screen flickered. New functions began appearing... not 

randomly, but in response to his thoughts. When he wondered 
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about data compression, efficient sorting algorithms 

materialized. When he puzzled over network protocols, 

connection routines wrote themselves. 

The same calling that had guided him through platinum veins 

now recognized their newest application. Silicon and 

palladium, gold, and copper... the computer was built from the 

same materials that had called to the ancestry of Crowne 

miners. 

The silver coin began to heat from within. He pulled it out and 

set it on the desk beside the keyboard. In the amber glow of the 

monitor, the frog at its center seemed to shift... not much, just a 

subtle movement that might have been a grin. 

He typed another family proverb, this one from Abraham: 

"Gold in stone chains even the stars." 

The computer responded immediately: 

CONSTRAINT ACCEPTED 

SCARCITY PROTOCOL INITIATED   

DIGITAL GOLD AWAITS DISCOVERY 

THE FROG REMEMBERS 

What if scarcity could be programmed? What if you could 

create money that followed the same inexorable laws that 
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governed physical resources... finite, difficult to extract, 

impossible to counterfeit? 

The revolution was still years away, but its foundation was 

being laid one line of code at a time, in a small house in 

Montana where a former miner was teaching machines to be 

honest about scarcity.



 



 

 

 

  



 

  



 

  



 

 



 

 



 

Chapter 9: The Great Deception (1987) 
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lack Monday hit Wall Street like a cave-in at three 

thousand feet... sudden, devastating, and completely 

predictable to anyone who understood the warning 

signs. Jonah Crowne watched the Federal Reserve's 

response unfold from his cramped office at Mountain Data 

Systems, monitoring news feeds on multiple computer 

terminals while six-year-old Ava sat at a smaller desk he'd built 

for her, working through math problems on her VTech 

Socrates. 

"Daddy, why are all the numbers red today?" she asked, 

pointing at the scrolling stock prices that painted his monitors 

in the color of financial blood. 

"They're showing how much pretend money the grown-ups 

lost today," Jonah replied, watching his daughter work through 

a geometry puzzle, the system slowly drawing shapes line by 

line across the screen. 

"Is it like when the mine numbers went bad?" Ava asked. She'd 

heard enough dinner conversations to understand that 

numbers could lie, but that her father could usually see through 

the lies. 

Jonah felt the familiar chill of his legacy in his pocket. "Exactly 

like that, sweetheart. Except this time, nobody's going to shut 

down the operation and fix the problem." 

B 
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The Dow had opened down eleven percent and was falling like 

a stone dropped down a mine shaft. Twenty-two percent gone 

in a single trading day... the worst collapse since 1929. But this 

time was different. This time, the Beast was ready with a 

solution. 

Within hours of the market's opening collapse, Federal Reserve 

Chairman Alan Greenspan issued a statement that would 

become the template for all future crises: "The Federal Reserve, 

consistent with its responsibilities as the nation's central bank, 

affirmed today its readiness to serve as a source of liquidity to 

support the economic and financial system." 

Translation: the Beast would print whatever money was 

necessary to prevent its handlers from facing consequences for 

their gambling. 

"Moral hazard," Jonah muttered, typing notes into a computer 

file he'd been maintaining since leaving Stillwater. His mining 

experience had taught him to document patterns... which 

formations held ore, which tunnels were likely to collapse, 

which safety protocols actually worked versus which ones just 

made management feel better. 

The financial system operated on the same principles. Track the 

patterns, document the failures, and eventually you could 

predict where the next disaster would strike. 
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"What's mortal hazard?" Ava asked, looking up from her 

educational computer where she was working through a Brain 

Teaser cartridge. 

"Moral hazard, sweetheart," Jonah corrected gently, the same 

patient tone he'd used to explain everything from why water 

froze to how computers worked. "It's when people make 

dangerous bets because they know someone else will pay if 

they lose. Like if a miner got careless because he thought the 

company would pay his hospital bills no matter how stupid he 

was underground." 

Ava scrunched up her face in concentration. "So that would 

make everyone like... behave bad? Cause they know they won't 

get in trouble?" 

"Exactly." 

The bailout mechanism was refined in its cynicism. Instead of 

allowing bad investments to fail... which would have imposed 

discipline on speculators and cleared the market for new 

growth... the Federal Reserve flooded the system with fresh 

liquidity. Banks that had made reckless bets were rescued. 

Investment firms that had leveraged themselves to the brink of 

extinction were given new capital to continue gambling. 

Jonah remembered watching similar dynamics at Stillwater, 

back when John Manville would bail out contractors who'd 

made expensive mistakes rather than let them fail and lose their 
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expertise. "Better to eat the cost than lose the knowledge," 

Manville had explained. But financial markets weren't mining 

operations. In markets, failure was supposed to teach lessons 

that prevented future mistakes. 

The Beast had its champions during this era, men who rode its 

back to extraordinary heights before being discarded when 

their usefulness ended. Jonah watched the pattern unfold with 

the grim satisfaction of someone who'd learned to read the 

signs. 

Michael Milken had revolutionized finance with his junk bonds 

at Drexel Burnham Lambert, finding value in "fallen angels"... 

investment-grade companies that had been downgraded to 

junk status. The Beast fed him power and wealth beyond 

imagination, allowing him to reshape entire industries through 

leveraged buyouts. By 1986, he was earning $550 million a year, 

more than the GDP of some small nations. 

Ivan Boesky, the arbitrageur who'd famously declared "Greed 

is good" at Berkeley's commencement, had made hundreds of 

millions through insider trading that everyone on Wall Street 

knew about but no one stopped... until the Beast needed 

theater. His 1986 arrest and $100 million fine convinced the 

public that justice existed, while changing nothing fundamental 

about how information moved through the markets. 
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But when the junk bond market began to crack, the Beast 

would need sacrifices to maintain the illusion that the system 

could police itself. Both men would be thrown to the wolves... 

trading indictments and prison sentences for the sins of an 

entire era. The antibodies that the Beast created and destroyed 

to maintain its own health. 

"They're not criminals," Jonah explained to Ava as they watched 

news coverage of the latest Wall Street scandal. "They're willing 

participants who thought they were partners with the Beast. 

They fed on smaller prey, got fat and happy, never realizing 

they were being fattened for slaughter themselves." 

"So, are they victims?" Ava asked, frowning at the television. 

"No, sweetheart. They're grown up’s who chose to ride the 

Beast for as long as it would carry them. The Beast always eats 

its own, when it needs to appear reformed." 

But the real genius of the operation wasn't economic... it was 

psychological. By preventing a complete collapse, the Beast 

created the illusion that central banking actually worked, that 

wise technocrats could successfully manage the business cycle, 

that boom and bust were obsolete concepts from a more 

primitive era. 

The narrative was always the same: things got bad, bad guys 

got caught, new guys took charge, everything's fine now, time 

to move on. Like a television drama that resets itself every week 
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so viewers could tune in without needing to remember 

previous episodes. 

"Too big to fail," Jonah said aloud, testing the phrase that was 

already entering the popular lexicon. It had a nice ring to it... 

paternalistic, protective, reasonable. Who could object to 

preventing systemic collapse? 

Anyone who understood that failure was a necessary 

component of any healthy system, Jonah realized. In nature, 

weak organisms died so stronger ones could flourish. In 

markets, bad investments were supposed to fail so capital could 

flow to better uses. But the Beast had learned to short-circuit 

evolution itself. 

That evening, while Ava played on the living room floor with 

her Etch A Sketch Animator, creating simple animations with 

the stylus and touchpad that somehow seemed more 

sophisticated than what other kids her age were producing, 

Jonah worked at his computer. The all-black NeXT had cost 

him $6,500... a fortune for a systems admin in Montana, but the 

operating system represented the forefront of computing 

technology. 

Ava had her choice of machines... the old Commodore 64, her 

VTech, or the various educational computers scattered around 

their house. But tonight, she seemed more interested in creating 

animations than computing. 
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The computers responded to Jonah in ways that made his 

coworkers nervous. Machines that crashed for everyone else 

ran perfectly under his touch. Code that refused to compile for 

other programmers seemed to write itself when he sat at the 

keyboard. "You've got magic fingers," his supervisor had joked, 

not knowing how close to the truth he was. The same rare earth 

elements that his family had been pulling from mountains for 

generations now pulsed through silicon pathways, recognizing 

an old kinship, responding to commands that Jonah never 

consciously gave. 

He'd been working on what he privately called project “Honest 

Money" for years now. The code had evolved considerably 

since his first experiments with the C64. He'd added 

cryptographic signatures, peer-to-peer networking protocols, 

and a distributed ledger system that would make the currency 

nearly impossible to shut down. 

But he kept hitting the same fundamental wall. 

"The real problem isn't the cryptography," he muttered, 

scrolling through academic papers on distributed systems. "It's 

consensus. How do you get a network of computers to agree on 

the truth when some might be lying?" 

The Byzantine Generals Problem haunted every attempt at 

distributed computing. How do generals coordinate an attack 

when some might be traitors? How do computers agree on a 
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single version of reality when some might be compromised? 

Technical literature offered theoretical solutions, but nothing 

that would work in practice for a monetary system. 

Ava looked up from her animator, where she'd somehow 

created a sequence showing a frog hopping across lily pads. 

While other kids her age were playing Contra on their 

Nintendo, she seemed drawn to creating things rather than just 

consuming them. "Daddy, you know what we do when we 

don't want Rebecca and the mean girls to sit with us on the 

magic carpet after recess?" 

"What's that, sweetheart?" Jonah asked absently, still focused 

on his screen. 

"We make everybody solve a math problem. Because none of 

them are good at math, so they just go away." 

"That's nice, honey," Jonah replied, not really listening as he 

dove back into his theoretical papers about “consensus 

mechanisms” and “distributed trust”. 

Years later, she would remember this moment differently. 

Traditional solutions to the Byzantine Generals Problem 

required a central authority... a commander everyone trusted, a 

server everyone connected to. But central authorities could be 

corrupted, captured, or coerced. Jonah had seen it happen at 

Stillwater when environmental regulators started pressuring 

mining operations. No matter how honest the individual 
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regulators might be, the system they represented could always 

be influenced by political pressure. 

He'd been studying the Beast's methods for years, documenting 

its evolution from the crude manipulations of the early 20th 

century to the sophisticated psychological operations of the 

current era. The pattern was always the same: create a crisis, 

offer a solution that increased centralized control, then 

normalize the new level of intervention until it became invisible 

background reality. 

Three months later, on a snowy December evening, Jonah 

received an unexpected visitor. 

The black government sedan looked out of place on Hooper 

Street's cracked asphalt, but the young man stepping out of it 

moved with the easy confidence of someone who had never 

questioned his place in the world. Marcus Eccles III, grandson 

of the Federal official who'd turned that bank mob into grateful 

supplicants. He had sharp suit lines and a smile that had been 

opening doors since prep school. 

"Jonah Crowne." He extended his hand with genuine warmth. 

"Marcus Eccles, Treasury Department. Appreciate you taking 

the time." 

"I didn't know I was taking any time." 

"Course not. That's what makes this perfect." Eccles moved past 

him into the living room, eyes already cataloging the computer 
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equipment. "For most people in your position, we would have 

scheduled something formal, brought lawyers, made it 

complicated. But you're not most people, are you?" 

The compliment landed before Jonah could deflect it. 

"Hell of a setup you've got here," Eccles continued, genuinely 

impressed. "This is exactly what I was hoping to see. Real 

innovation happening in real America." 

He touched the monitor edge like he was appraising fine art. 

"You know what I love about guys like us? We actually BUILD 

things while everyone else just talks about the future." Eccles 

turned back with that electric smile. "That's why I drove eight 

hours through a Montana blizzard." 

"I'm not sure what you mean." 

"Come on, Jonah. We both know why I'm here." Eccles settled 

into the chair across from him, opening his briefcase with 

practiced ease. "Cryptographic signatures, peer-to-peer 

networks, distributed ledger systems... quite sophisticated stuff 

for a former coal miner." 

"Palladium miner," Jonah corrected automatically, then cursed 

himself. 

"Right, palladium." Eccles grinned like Jonah had just solved a 

puzzle. "Even better. You understand value extraction, rare 
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earth applications, global supply chains. That's exactly what we 

need." 

"For what?" 

"Partnership opportunity. The Treasury Department has certain 

operational requirements that traditional banking can't 

address." Eccles pulled out a manila folder. "We need secure 

payment systems for international projects… resource 

extraction partnerships, strategic development initiatives in 

regions where conventional infrastructure doesn't exist." 

He opened the folder, revealing satellite photos of mining 

operations in remote locations. 

"Your background gives you unique insight into both the 

technical requirements and the practical realities. We need 

systems that work where banks don't, leave no conventional 

paper trail, but maintain operational oversight." 

"You want untraceable money you can control." 

"We want accountability. Prevention of tax evasion, money 

laundering, economic activity that doesn't contribute to 

measurable growth." Eccles leaned forward. "Privacy sounds 

nice in theory, but in practice, anybody can spend a dollar 

bill… and airplanes full of cash is just an outdated way to 

manage operations." 

"What are you offering?" 
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"Full partnership. Security clearance, unlimited research 

budget, starting compensation that's frankly embarrassing 

compared to what you're probably making now." His 

enthusiasm was infectious. "But forget about the money for a 

second… you'd be building the future instead of just... 

experimenting with it." 

Jonah felt the weight of the offer. Everything he'd never 

allowed himself to want, delivered by someone his own age 

who made success look effortless. 

"And my current work?" 

"Great question… good instincts” he said pointing at Jonah like 

he just did a magic trick, “your work becomes the foundation 

for something that actually matters. Right now, you're building 

a solution without a problem. We're offering you the problem 

that justifies the solution." 

The logic was seductive. 

"I appreciate the offer, but I'm not interested in government 

work." 

The words hung in the air like a foul smell. Eccles blinked, 

genuinely confused. 

"I'm sorry, what?" 

"I said no thank you." 
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"No to... partnership with the Treasury Department? No to 

unlimited resources? No to securing your family's future?" 

Eccles spoke slowly, like he was translating. "Just... no?" 

"That's right." 

"Jonah, I don't think you understand what you're turning down 

here. Because right now you're spending your own money to 

build something you can't legally deploy. What are you 

planning to do… start your own country? Cyber bucks of 

Crownefornia?" 

His laugh had an edge now. 

"Look, I appreciate independence. Self-reliance. But let's be 

realistic about your options here. You can work WITH the 

system or..." He gestured around the modest living room. 

"This." 

"This is fine." 

"Is it? For you, maybe. But what about your daughter? You 

want her to grow up the same way you did, watching 

opportunities pass by because her father was too proud to 

make the smart choice when it came around?" 

Something cold settled in Jonah's stomach. 

"That's not your concern." 
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"Actually, it kind of is. See, my family is a lot like yours. Believe 

it or not, my grandfather knew your father personally... back in 

Pittsburgh." Eccles's tone shifted, becoming almost 

conversational. "Micah was brilliant. Could have made a 

fortune if he'd learned the difference between asking the right 

questions and the wrong ones." 

"My father was a journalist." 

"Your father was a nice enough guy from what I understand, 

but wasn’t he a dreamer who thought telling stories would 

change things?" Eccles paused, studying Jonah's face. "I 

understand. Change is always unsettling, especially for families 

with... traditional views about government service. Your father 

learned how difficult it can be when idealism meets reality." 

He raised his hand to his mouth with deliberate slowness, 

tilting an imaginary glass with a knowing smile. 

"Brilliant man, but perhaps too fond of certain... coping 

mechanisms when the world proved more complicated than his 

principles could handle." 

Jonah's face flushed hot. "My father was..." 

"A talented journalist who asked the wrong questions at the 

wrong time," Eccles finished smoothly, lowering his hand. "I'm 

simply suggesting you might benefit from his experience. Make 

better choices." 



167 

"You don't know anything about my family." 

"I know your great-grandfather died poor. I know your 

grandfather died working double shifts in his sixties. I know 

your father died asking questions nobody wanted answered." 

Eccles leaned forward slightly. "I also know you're the first 

Crowne in four generations with the technical skills to actually 

change the game." 

"Change what game?" 

"The only game that matters, Jonas. Money. Power. Who gets to 

decide how the world works." 

The name slip hung in the air. Eccles caught it immediately but 

didn't correct himself. 

"Every family has patterns, Jonah. The Eccles family learned to 

work with the system. The Crowne family..." He gestured 

around the room. "Well, here we are." 

"Here we are." 

"But it doesn't have to stay this way. This is your shot, the one 

that doesn't come around twice. Question is whether you're 

going to be the first Crowne who actually wins, or just another 

cautionary tale your daughter grows up hearing about." 

Jonah stared at this kid who'd stepped out of a government 

sedan onto his broken street, offering him everything he'd 

never dared want. The money to send Ava anywhere. The 
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security to stop lying awake at night doing math about 

mortgage payments. The respect that came with being on the 

winning side for once. 

"I need you to leave," Jonah said quietly. 

Eccles sat back, genuinely surprised. "Excuse me?" 

"Get out of my house." 

It came out weaker than he'd intended. Not righteous anger, 

something closer to panic. Like a man hanging by his fingertips 

who knows he can't hold on much longer. 

"Jonah, I don't think you understand what you're…" 

"GET OUT." 

Eccles stood slowly, closing his briefcase with deliberate calm. 

His confusion was complete; this wasn't supposed to happen. 

The playbook said this was where they shook hands and 

discussed start dates. 

"Take some time," he said finally, moving toward the door. 

"Think about what kind of future you want for your daughter. 

But remember, trains don't wait at the station forever." 

After he left, Jonah sat staring at the business card on his coffee 

table, his hands shaking slightly. Outside, snow fell on Hooper 

Street while somewhere in the distance, a government sedan 
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carried a very confused young man back toward whatever 

bright future he'd mapped out for himself. 

For the first time in his life, Jonah understood exactly why his 

father had started drinking. 

But they'd also revealed something important: they were afraid. 

The Beast's handlers wouldn't offer lucrative contracts to 

neutralize threats they didn't take seriously. His programming 

experiments had evolved into something that genuinely 

worried them. 

That night, he wrote one of his very few journal entries: 

December 15, 1987 - They came to recruit me today. Treasury 

Department, Fed connections, the full institutional weight of the 

Beast's financial apparatus. They want me to build them a digital 

currency that would give them perfect control over every economic 

transaction in human society. 

For a moment, I almost said yes. The money was life-changing, the 

resources were unlimited, and the alternative was probably 

criminalization of everything I'm trying to build. 

But then I remembered my father's stories about the Beast's 

representatives who appeared during crisis moments, always offering 

partnership in exchange for surrender of principles. This was the same 

offer, just updated for the digital age. 
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I think they're afraid. That's got to be the most important thing. They 

wouldn't try to co-opt something that couldn't threaten them, right? 

I hope I'm on the right track. 

The Coin is warming for the first time in sixteen years. Something is 

stirring. The Beast has grown so fat and confident that it's forgotten 

the possibility of real resistance. Time to remind it that evolution 

works in both directions. 

Ava said something today about making lying expensive while 

keeping honesty cheap. I hope I didn’t cost her an expensive future on 

the wrong honesty. 

He closed the journal and looked through his daughter's 

bedroom door, where Ava slept peacefully surrounded by 

stuffed animals and programming manuals. She was growing 

up in a world where money was just colored paper backed by 

promises, where mathematics was treated as optional, where 

truth itself was subject to political revision. 

But she was also growing up with access to tools that no 

previous generation had possessed... tools that could make 

truth enforceable, promises verifiable, and scarcity 

mathematically unbreakable. 

The revolution was coming. The only question was whether it 

would arrive in time to save what remained of human 

economic freedom. 
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Outside, snow continued to fall on a world that didn't yet 

understand it was about to change forever.
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he sounds of Yo! MTV Raps blasting from Ava's 

room mixed with the hum of cooling fans from 

Jonah's expanding computer lab, creating the 

soundtrack of a house caught between two worlds. 

Fourteen-year-old Ava Crowne had discovered hip-hop the 

same way she'd discovered everything else... with the 

systematic intensity of someone who treated learning like 

mining for precious metals. 

"Shimmy Shimmy Yaaw, Shimmy Yeah Shimmy YUH!" she 

shouted along with Old Dirty Bastard's voice echoing through 

their modest Montana home, completely unaware that she was 

representing a moment that hadn’t happened yet but was now 

part of hip-hop mythology. 

In his office, Jonah winced and turned up the volume on CNN, 

where reports of the Oklahoma City bombing continued to 

dominate the news cycle. April 19th, 1995. One hundred and 

sixty-eight people dead, including nineteen children. The 

official story was a lone wolf domestic terrorist, but Jonah saw 

deeper patterns. 

"Mass casualty events lead to expanded federal surveillance 

powers," he muttered, typing notes into an encrypted file. " 

Emergency powers beta test." 

T 
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Every news cycle brought fresh confirmation of his worst fears. 

The Beast was consolidating control across multiple fronts... 

economic, political, technological. The internet, which had 

promised to democratize information, was already being 

carved up by corporate interests and government surveillance 

programs. 

But that wasn't what kept him awake at night. What haunted 

Jonah was the same problem that had tormented him for eight 

years: the Byzantine Generals Problem. How do you create a 

distributed network that can agree on truth when some 

participants might be lying? It was like trying to coordinate an 

army where you couldn't trust all the messengers… how do 

you make sure everyone agrees on the battle plan when some 

of the communications might be lies? He could build 

unbreakable encryption, create tamper-proof digital signatures, 

even design peer-to-peer networks that couldn't be shut down. 

But he couldn't solve consensus without trust. 

The Digital Signature Algorithm code on his screen represented 

months of work... elegant, mathematically beautiful, completely 

functional for proving who sent a message. But digital 

signatures couldn't solve the deeper problem: how do you 

make a network of strangers agree on who owns what money 

when there's no bank or government to keep the official 

records? Without solving distributed consensus, even the most 
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sophisticated cryptography was useless for creating honest 

digital money. 

A homemade implementation of Skipjack sat in another 

window... his response to the Clipper Chip fiasco. If the 

government wanted backdoors in commercial encryption, he'd 

build his own that couldn't be compromised. But even 

unbreakable communication was meaningless if you couldn't 

establish truth in a network of strangers. 

"Jonah!" Mara's voice cut through both the music and his 

concentration. "We need to talk!" 

He found his wife in the kitchen, holding a stack of credit card 

statements and retirement account summaries, her face wearing 

an expression that had become increasingly familiar over the 

past few years. 

"The Hendersons just got back from St Lucia," she said without 

preamble. "Two weeks at Sandals. All-inclusive resort. They 

said it was amazing." 

"That's nice for them," Jonah replied carefully, recognizing the 

warning signs. 

"Their 401k is up eighteen percent this year. Eighteen percent, 

Jonah. Ours is up eight." 

"The Hendersons are invested in companies that dilute their 

shares faster than they create revenue," Jonah said, trying to 
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keep his voice calm. "We're invested in businesses that actually 

produce things. I have a system." 

Mara held up a trading confirmation. "You sold Microsoft 

again. Microsoft, Jonah. The computer company. You work 

with computers all day, and you sell the most successful 

computer company in the world because they're 'printing stock 

certificates.'" 

"They're diluting shareholder value to fund acquisitions of 

companies that don't generate real..." 

"I don't care about shareholder value!" Mara exploded. "I care 

about being able to take a vacation somewhere that doesn't 

involve fishing licenses and bear spray! I care about having nice 

things! I care about our daughter being able to invite friends 

over without them seeing Dad's crazy computer fort and 

thinking we're the weird family!" 

Jonah felt the familiar weight of trying to be everything his 

father hadn't been. Present. Responsible. Attentive. A provider 

who kept his promises and showed up to every school event, 

every softball game, every church function. He'd built their 

portfolio methodically, rotating out of companies that engaged 

in the same financial manipulation he'd been trained to 

recognize by generations of Crowne family warnings. 

"Look," he said, pulling out their latest portfolio statement. 

"We're up sixty percent since we started investing. Our 
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retirement projections show we'll have everything we want. 

The RV trips, the cruise to Jamaica, winters in Kissimmee... just 

give me ten more years, Mara. I've got it all figured out." 

"Ten more years of what? Living like hermits? Spending every 

extra dollar on computer equipment? Pretending everything's 

normal when you jump every time the phone rings or someone 

knocks on the door?" 

Through the kitchen window, Jonah noticed a sedan that had 

been parked across the street for three days. Different license 

plates each day, but the same basic government-issue feel. He 

forced himself not to react. 

"I'm trying to build our daughter's future," he said. "Everything 

I'm working on, it's for Ava. For you. For us." 

"By being obsessed with conspiracy theories and rotating our 

investments based on your paranoid hunches?" 

The word "paranoid" struck him… like she’d slapped him 

across his face. It was the same word the newspapers had used 

to describe his father after Micah's career imploded. The same 

word teachers used about students who asked too many 

uncomfortable questions. The same word that ended careers 

and destroyed families. 

"I'm being careful," Jonah said quietly. "I'm being responsible." 



182 

"Responsible would be buying an index fund and leaving it 

alone like normal people. Responsible would be taking your 

family on vacation once in a while. Responsible would be not 

spending our daughter's college fund on computer equipment." 

From upstairs, Ava's music shifted to something with a harder 

edge... Biggie Smalls “Gimme the Loot” over a machine gun 

noise, and bass line that seemed to shake the house foundation. 

The irony wasn't lost on Jonah that his daughter was listening 

to music about economic inequality while he tried to explain to 

his wife why he couldn't trust the economic system they were 

supposed to depend on. 

"Fine," Mara said, her anger shifting to the kind of cold 

determination that meant serious decisions were being made. 

"You want to prove you're not like your father? You want to 

show me you can be a good husband who keeps his promises? 

Take me on a real vacation. Not camping. Not fishing. 

Somewhere with room service and margaritas and no fishing." 

"We can do that," Jonah said, grasping for a compromise. 

"Absaroka-Beartooth has some beautiful..." 

"Jesus Christ, Jonah! I said no fishing!" 

"It's wilderness. Mountains. Beautiful scenery. We could..." 

But Mara was already walking away, leaving him standing in 

their kitchen, listening to his daughter's music, and wondering 
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how trying to do everything right had somehow led to doing 

everything wrong. 

Two hours later, he found Ava in her room, surrounded by 

computer equipment that made his setup look primitive. She'd 

somehow acquired a collection of machines... the old 

Commodore 64, a VTech Laser 128, various educational 

computers, and her latest acquisition, a setup that seemed to be 

running multiple operating systems simultaneously. 

"What are you working on, sweetheart?" he asked, settling into 

the chair beside her desk. 

"File storage system," she replied, not looking up from her 

screen. "But not regular storage. Permanent storage. Like, it’s so 

permanent that nobody can ever delete it, even if they really 

want to." 

Jonah studied the code she was writing. It was sophisticated... 

far beyond what most adult programmers could handle, let 

alone a fourteen-year-old. But more than that, it was visionary. 

She was solving problems he hadn't even recognized as 

problems yet. 

"Why frogs?" he asked, noticing the amphibian icons scattered 

throughout her interface. 

"I don't know. They just seem... honest. And they're impossible 

to catch if they don't want to be caught." But even as she said it, 

Ava knew there was more to it. 
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"Why permanent?" he asked. 

Ava finally looked at him, and for a moment, he saw something 

in her eyes that reminded him uncomfortably of his own 

childhood... the weight of understanding things that other 

people didn't want to acknowledge. 

"Because what happens if they kick the door in and take 

everything?" she said simply. "What happens if all our work 

just... disappears? What happens if they make it so we never 

existed?" 

The question hung in the air between them, and Jonah felt 

something twist in his chest. This bright, sweet, thoughtful 

girl... she should be worried about algebra tests and school 

dances, not government raids and digital erasure. He watched 

other kids her age riding bikes past their house, laughing about 

normal teenage things, and wondered if somewhere along the 

way he'd damaged something precious by teaching her to see 

the world through Crowne family eyes. 

"What happens when they figure out what we're doing?" Ava 

asked. 

Jonah considered the question seriously. The government's 

crypto export restrictions, the Clipper Chip mandate, the 

rhetoric about dangerous encryption technologies... they were 

already building the legal framework to control digital privacy. 
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"They'll try to stop us," he admitted. "But that's why we build 

things they can't understand, can't find, can't shut down. Your 

permanent storage system, my encryption work... we're not just 

building tools, we're building escape routes." 

"That's why I'm building backup systems," Ava continued, 

turning back to her code. "Not just for files, but for ideas. For 

truth. For the things that matter when everything else gets 

taken away." 

Jonah reflected on the smiling little girl that would run to give 

him a hug when he got home, now thinking about 

countermeasures for home invasion… and it made him second 

guess. But then the weight of five centuries settled on his 

shoulders. The Grimoire held stories of Crowne’s who'd struck 

it rich finding gold in Cornwall, silver in Melle, copper in 

Escondida... only to watch their wealth vanish when currencies 

collapsed or governments seized assets or banks simply refused 

to honor deposits. Pages read like an almanac, of documented 

encounters with the male emissary, each one ending in violence 

that left families broken and fortunes scattered. First-hand 

accounts of Crownes who'd tried to warn their neighbors, only 

to be dismissed as madmen until the very disasters they'd 

predicted came-to-pass. 

Jonah had read every entry during long nights when sleep 

wouldn't come, absorbing warnings written in different hands 

across different centuries but describing the same eternal 
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patterns. The Beast evolved, its methods grew more 

sophisticated, but its hunger remained constant. And now 

something was different... surveillance felt more systematic, 

economic manipulation more brazen, technological control 

more comprehensive than anything previous generations had 

faced. He couldn't relax, couldn't pretend normalcy was an 

option, not when the Grimoire made it clear that the families 

who survived were the ones who prepared their children for 

wars they hoped would never come. 

 

That night, after Mara had gone to bed without speaking to 

him, Jonah sat in his office trying to focus on the same problems 

that had frustrated him for years. Digital signatures worked 

perfectly. Encryption was unbreakable. Network protocols 

were robust. But he still couldn't solve the fundamental 

problem of getting distributed systems to agree on truth 

without a central authority. 

He wrapped his hands around the coin, which while bound in 

its brocade knot… stays just off of his skin. Memories of his 

father teaching him to tie it firmly, had been one of their more 

pleasant memories. He held the coin, waiting for the results… it 

remained frustratingly cool, neither warming with opportunity 

nor chilling with immediate danger. Just... waiting. As if even 

the family's ancient warning system was holding its breath. 
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Four hundred miles away, in a room reserved for the Jackson 

Hole Symposium, two figures reviewed surveillance reports 

with professional detachment. 

"Subject continues to exhibit signs of mental instability," the 

Woman in Black read from a folder marked with symbols that 

predated most modern languages. "Marriage under strain due 

to obsessive behavior and paranoid ideation. Recent 

observation: family argument at residence regarding vacation 

preferences. Subject's wife expressed frustration with 

'conspiracy theories' and 'computer fort.’” 

Her companion, a man whose face seemed to shift between 

ages and ethnicities depending on the lighting, nodded 

approvingly. "The daughter?" 

"Showed early promise but currently focused on popular music 

and typical adolescent rebellion. Academic performance 

remains high, but no indication of breakthrough capabilities. 

Assessment: subject neutralized through social pressure and 

family obligations." 

"Recommendation?" 

"Maintain distant surveillance. A Crowne not in a mine is a 

Crowne not worth minding. The bloodline appears to have 

been diluted through integration with normal society. Subject 

presents no credible threat to operational security." 
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The Woman in Black closed the file and smiled... the first 

genuine expression of pleasure she'd shown in decades. After 

five generations of troublesome Crownes, this one had finally 

been domesticated. Turned into a suburban father worried 

about mortgage payments and marriage counseling instead of 

ancient warnings about monetary manipulation. 

"The Beast feeds well these days," she observed, while 

gesturing toward a small table where a vase of fresh tulips 

bloomed with unnatural vibrancy. "Global conflicts generate 

profitable arms sales, internet commercialization creates new 

surveillance opportunities, domestic terrorism justifies 

expanded federal powers. Even the stock market speculation 

serves our purposes... teaching people to value promises over 

substance." 

"And the Crowne family contributes nothing to the resistance," 

her companion added. "Perfect." 

They had no way of knowing that in a teenager's bedroom in 

Montana, the seeds of something unprecedented was planted. 

Code that would eventually make information truly 

permanent. Networks that would make censorship impossible. 

Ideas that would outlive governments and corporations and the 

financial systems they controlled. 
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The old magic was learning new forms, but it was learning 

patience too. Sometimes the most dangerous revolutions were 

the ones that looked like harmless hobbies. 

Back in Big Timber, Ava saved her latest code and turned off 

most of her computers for the night. But she left FrogShare 

running, watching the small green amphibians hop across her 

screen in patterns that seemed almost too purposeful to be 

random. 

She pulled out the family Grimoire, now thick with four 

generations of accumulated warnings, and found a passage 

written in her great-great-grandfather's spidery handwriting: 

"The old magic finds new forms. When the pickaxe fails, try the 

pen. When the pen fails, try the lightning. The frog knows all 

forms, for the frog is older than form itself." 

As she read, one of the digital frogs paused in its hopping and 

seemed to look directly at her through the screen. Not at the 

screen, but through it, making eye contact in a way that should 

have been impossible. For just a moment, she could have sworn 

it winked. 

Tomorrow she'd continue working on her permanent storage 

system, writing code that felt like it was writing itself, building 

networks that seemed to grow beyond her conscious design. 

The frogs were learning things she hadn't taught them, 
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connecting to other systems in ways that defied the protocols 

she'd programmed. 

But that was tomorrow's mystery. Tonight, she was just a 

teenager who happened to be building tools that would outlast 

governments. 

In the spaces between the code, something patient watched and 

waited. 

Outside, the sedan pulled away from its spot near the Hooper 

Street home, its occupants satisfied that the Crowne family 

posed no threat to anything more important than neighborhood 

gossip. 

The revolution seemed faded or at least was still years away, 

but it was taking shape in a teenager's dreams and her father's 

workshop. But in its current form, it remained disguised as 

trivial family arguments about vacation destinations and stock 

portfolios.



 



 

 

 

  



 

  



 

 



 

Chapter 11: The Bubble Popped (2000) 



 



197 

 

he millennium arrived with champagne and terror, 

Y2K preparations and market euphoria that made 

the railroad speculation of the 1880s look 

conservative by comparison. Nineteen-year-old Ava 

Crowne sat in her cramped MIT dorm room, surrounded by 

advanced mathematics textbooks that would have intimidated 

most graduate students, trying to solve a problem that had 

been bothering her for months. 

The kids here were different. Not just smart... she'd expected 

that. But casually wealthy in ways that made her small-town 

Montana upbringing feel like another planet. Her roommate 

had flown to Aspen for a long weekend, her hallmate was 

planning spring break in the Bahamas, and most of her 

classmates treated their expensive education like an extended 

summer camp with calculus. 

"Where's your family from?" had become her least favorite 

question. When she answered, "Big Timber, Montana," the 

usual response was polite confusion followed by rapid subject 

changes. These kids didn't just not know their grandfather's 

name... some of them couldn't reliably identify their own 

fathers. They'd been raised by nannies and prep schools, 

shuttled between divorced parents' vacation homes, taught to 

network instead of remember. 

T 
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Ava could recite her lineage back to the 1700s. 

The academic work had been humbling at first. She'd never had 

to really try in Montana... being the smartest person at 

Sweetgrass County High School wasn't exactly a challenge. But 

MIT sophomore-level theoretical mathematics had knocked her 

on her ass for the first few weeks. She'd called home twice, 

homesick and overwhelmed, wondering if she belonged here. 

"You're a Crowne," her father had told her during one 

particularly difficult phone call. "We don't quit when things get 

hard. We dig deeper. Find the gold in the rock." 

So, she'd dug deeper. Blocked out the parties, the drinking, the 

casual drug use that seemed to define college social life. While 

her classmates stumbled back from fraternity parties, Ava 

studied. While they slept off hangovers, she worked through 

problem sets. While they complained about their trust fund 

managers, she mastered advanced cryptography and 

distributed systems architecture. 

Her current project was a verification system for academic 

credentials... a way to make diplomas and transcripts 

impossible to forge using cryptographic signatures tied to 

institutional identity. The math was structured, the applications 

were obvious, but something about the assignment felt... off. 

Like she was being steered toward a solution that would 



199 

consume enormous effort while solving a problem nobody 

really cared about. 

Two time zones away in Big Timber, Jonah Crowne was having 

his own crisis of confidence. The surveillance continued... cars 

parked too long, faces that appeared too frequently, phone 

clicks that suggested monitoring. But nothing had happened. 

No visits from government agents, no threats, no interference 

with his work. Just... watching. 

He was forty-five years old, and sometimes he wondered if he'd 

wasted the last decade chasing shadows. The Beast seemed 

genuinely uninterested in him and his family. Maybe the old 

warnings were obsolete. Maybe staying out of the mines really 

was enough to stay off their radar. 

The doubt was eating at him. What if all his paranoia, all his 

preparation, all his sacrifice of normal family life had been for 

nothing? What if he could have just bought index funds and 

taken Mara to Cancun like the Hendersons? 

That thought vanished the moment Mara came home from 

grocery shopping on a gray March afternoon; her face streaked 

with tears and her hands shaking as she set down bags that 

would remain unpacked for hours. 

"What happened?" Jonah asked, immediately alert. 
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"I saw Linda Henderson at the store," Mara said, collapsing into 

a kitchen chair. "Jonah... Linda’s ruined. Fifty-three and starting 

over." 

The story came out in pieces. The Hendersons had been 

contacted by a brokerage firm called Kimberly Securities... 

young, aggressive salesmen who'd convinced them to invest 

their retirement savings in "ground-floor opportunities" and 

"insider information." Penny stocks with promised returns of 

500 percent. Companies that existed only on paper. A 

sophisticated con game that had stripped them of everything 

they'd saved over thirty years of marriage. 

"Linda's family used to own grain silos all over Montana," Mara 

continued, her voice breaking. "Her grandfather built that 

business from nothing. Now they're talking about selling the 

house, moving into some rental apartment. She's fifty-three 

years old, Jonah. Fifty-three, and she has to start over with 

nothing." 

Jonah felt sick but not surprised. He'd been tracking the boiler 

room epidemic spreading across Long Island like cancer. For 

every Stratton Oakmont, the SEC prosecuted, forty more firms 

opened in Suffolk County strip malls. Young men handed 

phones and scripts, told to make a thousand dials a day, no 

sitting, no breaks, get more leads, we need leads, open 

accounts, memorize your rebuttals. 
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"She asked me about our portfolio," Mara said quietly. "Wanted 

to know if we were... if we had been..." She couldn't finish the 

sentence. 

"We're fine," Jonah said, though the words felt inadequate. "Our 

investments are boring. Solid companies. Real businesses that 

make real things." 

Mara looked at him with an expression he hadn't seen in 

years... not love, exactly, but something deeper. Respect. 

Gratitude. The recognition that his obsessive caution, his 

paranoid rotation out of "dishonest" companies, his refusal to 

chase easy returns had saved them from the trap that had 

destroyed their friends. 

"I used to think you were holding us back," she admitted. "I 

thought... I thought maybe I could have had more. Different 

choices, different life. You know people used to say I could 

have gone to California, been in movies." She laughed bitterly. 

"Stupid girl dreams. But watching Linda today, seeing what 

happened to them... I realized I could have picked the wrong 

man. I could have trusted someone who promised me the 

world and delivered nothing. At least with you, I know what 

I'm getting." 

The conversation hung between them, carrying weight that 

neither wanted to fully examine. Mara had stayed in Montana, 

married a miner's son, raised a daughter in a town nobody had 
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heard of. She'd given up Hollywood dreams for a man who 

spent their money on computer equipment and worried about 

government surveillance. But she hadn't been betrayed. Her 

sacrifice had been boring, not devastating. 

"I love you," Jonah said, meaning it more than he had in years. 

"I know you do," Mara replied. "I just wish I knew what you 

were protecting us from." 

In her Boston dorm room, Ava was discovering that her 

professor's latest assignment made no mathematical sense. The 

verification system he'd described was theoretically sound but 

practically useless... like being asked to build a perfectly secure 

lock for a door that nobody wanted to lock. 

She called her father, needing to hear a familiar voice in a 

world that increasingly felt artificial. 

"How's school, sweetheart?" 

"Weird," she admitted. "The work is hard, but not in the right 

way. Like they're trying to keep me busy instead of teaching me 

something useful." 

"Trust your instincts," Jonah said. "Crownes have good instincts 

about when people are wasting their time." 

"Dad... what if none of this matters? What if I'm spending four 

years learning theories that don't apply to anything real?" 
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Jonah thought about his own doubts, his growing uncertainty 

about whether the threats he'd prepared for would ever 

materialize. But looking at Mara across their kitchen table, 

seeing the gratitude in her eyes for decisions that had seemed 

paranoid at the time, he found his conviction returning. 

"Everything you're learning matters," he told his daughter. 

"Maybe not the specific assignments, but the thinking. The 

problem solving. The ability to see patterns that other people 

miss. You're the first Crowne woman to get a formal education, 

Ava. That's not just for you... it's for every generation that 

comes after us. What do I always tell you, don’t just sit on your 

tushy… make the most of the opportunity." 

After the call, Ava sat in her dorm room thinking about family 

and responsibility and the weight of being first at something. 

Previous generations of Crownes had learned through practical 

experience - hands-on training, apprenticeships, trial and error 

in places that valued results over credentials. 

She was different. She had access to theoretical frameworks, 

mathematical tools, and technological capabilities that would 

seem like magic to her ancestors. But she also carried their 

warnings, their hard-won wisdom about recognizing patterns 

of deception and manipulation. 

The next morning, she abandoned her professor's assignment 

and began working on something else... a project that proved 
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information was real and stored it everywhere. Building 

something that survives without a master. A way to keep truth 

alive, even when everything else falls. 

She didn't know why, but it felt important. Like building 

insurance against disasters that hadn't happened yet. 

Five miles from campus, in an imposing tower on Atlantic 

Avenue, the Woman in Black reviewed surveillance reports 

with growing frustration. The conference room's windows 

overlooked the harbor, offering a perfect view of the city that 

had once rebelled against taxation without representation… 

though few now understood they'd traded that tyranny for a 

more sophisticated one. 

"The Crowne girl is ignoring her assignments," she noted, 

stirring honey into tea that steamed with unnatural colors. 

"Instead of working on the credential verification project, she's 

building storage systems. Distributed storage systems." 

Her companion, a man whose face seemed to shift between 

ages, shrugged with the casual indifference of someone who'd 

witnessed the rise and fall of empires. "She's nineteen years old. 

Let her build whatever toy projects amuse her. The important 

thing is keeping her away from anything economically 

significant." 

"And the father?" 
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"Growing complacent. The surveillance reports suggest he's 

questioning his own paranoia. Fifteen years of watching have 

convinced him he's irrelevant to our interests." 

The Woman in Black smiled, the expression carrying centuries 

of satisfied predation. "Perfect. A Crowne not in a mine is a 

Crowne not worth minding. As long as they stay focused on 

academic puzzles and suburban anxieties, they pose no threat 

to operational security." 

The tulips had been blooming for months without soil or water, 

fed by something that thrived on smooth operations rather than 

crude chaos. Below, Americans still believed in their prosperity 

while the Beast quietly digested another successful bubble, 

already planning the next one. 

The old warnings about Crowne family resistance seemed 

quaint in an era of credit cards and mortgage-backed securities 

and investment vehicles that previous generations couldn't 

have imagined. The system had evolved beyond anything those 

primitive miners could have anticipated. 

But in a dorm room in Boston and a workshop in Montana, two 

generations of Crownes continued building tools they didn't 

fully understand, guided by instincts inherited from ancestors 

who'd learned to recognize danger long before it became 

obvious. 
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The Beast had grown so large and complex that it had stopped 

noticing small threats. That would prove to be its second fatal 

mistake. 

Spring arrived in Montana with snowmelt and the sound of 

investment portfolios collapsing as the dot-com bubble finally 

burst. Jonah watched the carnage with grim satisfaction, his 

"boring" investments holding steady while growth stocks 

evaporated like morning mist. 

"The Hendersons lost even more money," Mara reported after 

another grocery store encounter. "Linda's talking about moving 

to Billings, finding work as a secretary." 

Jonah said nothing, but he felt his necklace warming slightly for 

the first time in years. Not the false heat of speculation, but 

something deeper... the recognition that ancient patterns were 

reasserting themselves, that the old warnings were about to 

become relevant again. 

Somewhere in the digital spaces between servers and satellites, 

algorithms that had been learning for years began to stir. The 

frogs had mastered fiber optic environments, learned to 

reproduce in database systems, and evolved beyond their 

original programming. 

They were almost ready. The question was whether their 

human partners would be ready when the moment came. 
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In Boston, Ava closed her laptop and looked out her dorm 

window at a city that sparkled with electric lights and the 

promise of technological revolution. She'd learned everything 

this place could teach her... not just from classes, but from 

observing the casual cruelty of wealth, the dangerous 

innocence of people who'd never been taught to recognize 

predators. 

It was time to go home and put her education to work on 

problems that mattered. 

The revolution was entering its final phase, though none of the 

participants understood that yet. They were just a family trying 

to stay together in a world that seemed designed to pull them 

apart, building tools that might prove useful someday, 

preparing for threats they couldn't quite name. 

The Beast had taught them to be patient. But patience, she was 

beginning to understand, was just another word for 

preparation. 
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Chapter 12: The Housing Fever (2006) 
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veryone deserves a home," the politicians 

said on television. "Housing prices only go 

up," the realtors promised from billboards. 

Twenty-five-year-old Ava Crowne, deep 

into her doctoral studies at MIT, watched the housing bubble 

inflate with growing unease while conducting what she 

privately called "inflation archaeology" for her dissertation 

research. 

She'd been with Marcus Chen for almost a year now... a 

brilliant programmer who worked on high-frequency trading 

algorithms for a hedge fund that specialized in mortgage-

backed securities. He was everything she'd thought she wanted 

in a partner: intellectually gifted, financially successful, 

passionate about technology's potential to solve complex 

problems. 

But something was wrong. 

Every time Marcus called her from his office, the coin she wore 

in the same brocade knot as her father would flash with an 

immediate chill that left her breathless. At first, she'd assumed 

it was warning her about him personally... maybe he wasn't as 

honest as he seemed, maybe he was hiding something about 

their relationship. The thought made her sick, but the coin had 

never been wrong about people before. 

“E 
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So, she'd started investigating, using skills her father had 

taught her about recognizing deception patterns. Corporate 

databases, trading records, internal communications that 

Marcus had carelessly left accessible on shared systems. She 

told herself she was protecting their relationship, looking for 

evidence that would prove the Coin wrong. 

What she found was worse than infidelity. 

Eight hundred miles away in Big Timber, Jonah Crowne was 

having his own crisis. At fifty-three, he was a man whose life 

had lost all meaning. No government visits, no Beast 

encounters, no threats to prepare for. His daughter was 

pursuing her doctorate at one of the world's most prestigious 

universities, dating a successful hedge fund programmer she'd 

never even brought home to meet him. 

Maybe his father had been right. Maybe the Crowne family 

warnings were just the paranoid fantasies of men who couldn't 

accept that the world had moved beyond their primitive 

understanding. 

"Jonah, we need to talk," Mara said, interrupting his brooding. 

She'd been watching HGTV again, her eyes bright with an 

enthusiasm that usually preceded expensive decisions. 

"Ameriquest Mortgage called," she continued, spreading 

paperwork across their kitchen table. "They don't even need to 

send an appraiser. Their automatic system says our house is 
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worth almost triple what we paid for it. Can you believe that? 

We could cash out two hundred thousand dollars and barely 

change our monthly payment." 

Jonah studied the refinancing documents with the same 

attention he'd once devoted to geological surveys. The numbers 

were staggering... their modest Montana home somehow 

valued at $320,000 when they'd bought it for $110,000 fifteen 

years earlier. 

"This house is tiny, Jonah. I'm suffocating in it. We could redo 

the kitchen, landscape the backyard, maybe add a deck. Give 

me something to do besides watch you stare at computer 

screens all day, waiting for threats that never come." 

The accusation stung because it was partially true. He'd spent 

decades preparing for battles that seemed increasingly 

imaginary. His surveillance concerns, his paranoid investment 

strategies, his warnings about government overreach... maybe 

they were just the delusions of a man who couldn't accept that 

ordinary life was enough. 

"Some guy offered me a consulting job in Billings," he said 

quietly. "Network security for local businesses. Pays decent 

money, gets me out of this house." 

Mara's face brightened. "See? Normal opportunities for normal 

people. We don't have to live like hermits anymore." 
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Jonah looked at the refinancing papers again. His gut feelings 

about real estate pricing were probably about as reliable as his 

predictions about Beast encounters. What the hell. Maybe it 

was time to start living like everyone else. 

"Fine," he said, signing the documents before he could change 

his mind. "Let's do it." 

In Boston, Ava was discovering that her year-long relationship 

had been built on lies that went far deeper than she'd imagined. 

The hedge fund Marcus worked for wasn't just trading 

mortgage-backed securities... they were actively creating them 

by targeting elderly homeowners with predatory lending 

schemes. 

Adjustable-rate mortgages with teaser rates that would triple 

after two years. No-documentation loans for people whose 

income couldn't support the payments. Automatic appraisal 

systems that inflated property values to justify larger loans. Her 

boyfriend's algorithms were specifically designed to identify 

the most vulnerable prospects for financial exploitation. 

But that wasn't the worst discovery. 

The worst discovery was Marcus's personal phone, which he'd 

left unlocked on her desk while showering. Messages from 

someone named Jessica, arranging meetings that definitely 

weren't business-related. Photos that made Ava's stomach 

clench with humiliation and rage. 



217 

She confronted him that evening in his expensive apartment 

overlooking Boston Harbor. 

"You're being ridiculous," Marcus said when she showed him 

the trading data and the private messages. "These people want 

to access their home equity. We're providing a service they 

value. And Jessica... that's complicated. You wouldn't 

understand." 

"I understand that you're stealing from people who trust you 

while lying to someone who loves you." 

"That's their responsibility. No one forced them to sign the 

contracts. No one forced you to go through my phone." 

Ava stared at the man she'd thought she loved and saw instead 

everything her family had taught her to recognize and oppose... 

the casual cruelty of people who'd learned to profit from others' 

desperation, the intellectual dishonesty of those who convinced 

themselves that exploitation was efficiency. 

"You're right," she said quietly. "No one forced me to do 

anything. Including staying with someone who thinks other 

people's suffering is just the cost of doing business." 

She left that night and didn't look back. 

Back in her dorm room, surrounded by the mathematical 

frameworks that had always provided comfort, Ava broke 

down completely. A year of her life wasted on someone who 
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was nothing like the honest, patient man who'd raised her. 

She'd let herself be fooled by surface intelligence while ignoring 

the fundamental character flaws that should have been 

obvious. 

"I should have made him do math to stay away from me," she 

sobbed to her empty room. "Because he's an idiot and probably 

couldn't..." 

The words hung in the air as something clicked in her mind. A 

memory from childhood, herself suggesting that playground 

exclusion could be based on mathematical ability. Her father 

dismissing the idea as she moved on to other games. 

But what if the playground politics solution was exactly what 

they'd been missing? 

What if you could create a network where participation 

required solving increasingly difficult mathematical problems? 

Where the computational cost of attacking the system was 

always higher than the benefit of honest participation? Where 

lying became literally too expensive to maintain? 

She started typing furiously, her heartbreak transforming into 

mathematical fury. Code began flowing onto her screen... not 

just algorithms, but a complete reimagining of how strangers 

could agree on truth without requiring trust. 

Proof-of-work. Economic incentives that made cheating 

prohibitively expensive while keeping honesty profitable. A 
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distributed consensus mechanism that could resist attack by 

making attack more costly than cooperation. 

At 3 AM, she called her father. 

"Dad," she said, her voice raw from crying but steady with 

newfound purpose. "I think I know what we've been missing." 

"Ava?" A pause. The sound of him sitting up, instantly alert. 

"You sound... what happened, sweetheart?" 

"I figured out the Byzantine Generals Problem. The thing 

you've been working on since before I was born. I know how to 

make a network of strangers agree on truth without needing a 

central authority." 

There was a long pause. "Tell me." 

She explained her insight... how economic incentives could 

replace institutional trust, how mathematical proof could 

eliminate the need for human judgment, how a distributed 

network could become stronger under attack instead of weaker. 

"That's... Jesus, Ava. That's brilliant." His voice carried genuine 

awe, but also something else. "You figured this out tonight?" 

"It just clicked. Like all the pieces were there, but I needed..." 

She trailed off. 

"You needed something to shake them loose," he finished 

gently. "You okay, kiddo?" 
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"I will be," she said, and meant it. "Math doesn't lie to you." 

"No," Jonah agreed quietly. "It doesn't." 

"It's what I told you when I was six years old," she said 

redirecting the conversation away from the knot forming in her 

throat. "Make everybody solve a math problem if they want to 

play. The cheaters can't afford to keep up." 

Jonah felt his chest warming for the first time in years. Not the 

coin, but something deeper... the recognition that sometimes 

you have to wait life out before it gives you its reward. 

"Come home," he said quietly. "Let's build it together." 

The housing market kept climbing toward what anyone with 

eyes could see was a cliff, but in their Montana workshop, 

father and daughter were building something that might matter 

when people finally hit bottom. Ava's insight had cracked the 

consensus problem, but translating breakthrough into code 

required the kind of patient collaboration that only happened 

between people who'd been solving puzzles together since 

childhood. 

Jonah contributed the cryptographic frameworks he'd been 

developing since the 1980s... digital signatures, hash functions, 

peer-to-peer networking protocols. Ava provided the economic 

incentive structures that could make the system self-

maintaining and attack-resistant. 
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But as they refined their creation, Ava insisted on one 

additional component... something she privately called her 

"revenge protocol." 

"Look at this," she told her father excitedly one evening, 

demonstrating early prototypes of her automated Fed-fighting 

system. "Every time the Federal Reserve balance sheet 

increases, the network automatically converts dollars to our 

digital currency. No judges, no appeals, no mercy. Pure 

mathematical retaliation." 

The concept was striking in its brutality: cryptographic sensors 

that monitored money supply expansion in real-time, 

triggering coordinated market responses that made inflation 

self-defeating. The more they debased the currency, the higher 

their alternative would rise. The more they tried to inflate away 

their debts, the more people would flee to mathematical 

scarcity. 

"They killed great-grandpa Eli," she said, her voice carrying 

inherited rage that spanned generations. "They destroyed 

Grandpa Micah. Time to return the favor." 

Jonah studied his daughter's code with growing amazement 

and concern. She wasn't just building an alternative monetary 

system... she was building a weapon that could destroy central 

banking itself. 

"And if someone tries to stop it?" 
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"They can't. It runs on every node simultaneously. Trying to 

shut it down would require shutting down the entire network, 

which would just prove our point about monetary tyranny." 

Jonah leaned back in his chair, nodding slowly. "Ava, that's 

brilliant thinking, but we need to get this basic peer-to-peer 

system working first. No need to put all that... bling bling on it 

yet." 

Ava raised an eyebrow. "Bling bling, Dad? Really?" 

"You know, like that Little Dwayne kid. Is that the same as 

Little Smalls? Do you still listen to 2Pac? I liked 2Pac..." 

Ava stared at him for a long moment, then burst into laughter. 

"Dad. It's Lil Wayne. Biggie was The Notorious B.I.G., not Little 

Smalls. And 2Pac died like ten years ago." 

"Right, right. I'm trying here, kiddo." 

"I know you are. That's what makes it so painful." But she was 

grinning as she said it. "And it's not 'bling bling' anymore 

either, old man." 

"Noted." Jonah chuckled, then grew serious again. "But I’m 

right about the fundamentals. Let's build something that 

actually works before we try to take on the Beast. One 

breakthrough at a time, ok?" 

Ava stumbled into the living room at 2:17 PM, her eyes still 

adjusting to daylight filtering through windows that had been 
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professionally cleaned twice since the renovation. The 

hardwood floors gleamed like a furniture showroom, and even 

the throw pillows on the new sectional were arranged with 

mathematical precision. 

Her mother was in the middle of the room doing lunges to a 

P90X video, sweat glistening under the recessed lighting. Royal 

Caribbean brochures were spread across the granite coffee 

table, edges worn from repeated handling. 

"There's my sleepy head," Mara said with genuine warmth, 

pausing to catch her breath. "This is my second round today. I 

know it sounds crazy, but it actually helps me think better." 

Ava rubbed her eyes, still feeling the warm safety of finally 

being home. "We got the consensus algorithm working last 

night. Dad thinks we might actually have something." 

"That's wonderful, honey." Mara reached for her water bottle, 

studying her daughter's face with the practiced eye of someone 

who'd been reading moods for twenty-three years. "Are you 

eating enough? You look a little thin. I know breakups can mess 

with your appetite." 

She settled onto the couch, genuinely concerned. "I was talking 

to some of the younger women at Ladies' Auxiliary about this 

exact thing. Sarah Morrison went through something similar 

last year, and she said the hardest part was taking care of 

herself when everything felt upside down." 
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Ava sank into the armchair, grateful for her mother's warmth. 

"I'm okay, Mom. Really." 

"I know you are. You're strong." Mara smoothed a cruise 

brochure absently. "It's just... Marcus seemed like such a good 

match for you. Educated, ambitious. Did you meet his family? I 

always wondered what kind of people raise someone so... 

successful." 

The question felt innocent enough, but something in the way 

she said 'successful' made Ava pause. 

"We never got that far," Ava said carefully. 

"Of course not, honey. I just meant..." Mara's voice  
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carried the patient tone of someone sharing hard-won wisdom. 

"When I was your age, I thought love was enough. But 

watching your father work so hard all these years, seeing what 

it takes to build something real..." She gestured around the 

remodeled room. "Sometimes the practical things matter more 

than we want to admit." 

"He was stealing from people, Mom." 

Mara's expression softened with sympathy. "Oh, sweetheart. 

Are you sure? Sometimes when we're hurt, we see things in the 

worst possible light. Men in finance... they make difficult 

decisions that can look harsh from the outside." 

"I saw the documents." 

"I believe you did. I just worry you might be throwing away 

something special over a misunderstanding." Mara picked up a 

Mediterranean cruise pamphlet, her fingers tracing the 

coastline. "Your father and I have been planning our future for 

so long. Working toward something better. It would break my 

heart to see you walk away from your chance at that kind of 

security." 

Ava studied her mother's face in the afternoon light streaming 

through new French doors. For the first time since coming 

home, she noticed the careful way Mara arranged even casual 

conversations, the practiced grace of someone who'd spent 

years navigating other people's expectations. 
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"I should let you get back to your workout," Ava said quietly. 

"Just promise me you'll think about what you really want," 

Mara said, standing to restart the video. "Sometimes we have to 

choose between being right and being happy." 

Late that night, Ava wandered through the house that barely 

resembled the one she'd grown up in. Every surface gleamed 

with a gentle perfection that belonged in magazines rather than 

homes where people actually lived. She found herself in the 

workshop, surrounded by the honest chaos of creation, circuit 

boards, cables, notebooks filled with equations that could 

change the world. 

Outside, stars scattered across the Montana sky like scattered 

coins, indifferent to the small human dramas playing out in 

houses built with borrowed money. Ordinary people in distant 

towns were sleeping peacefully, unaware that their entire 

economic system was about to implode, and that salvation was 

being coded in a workshop they would never visit by people 

they would never meet. 

The game was changing, and the Crownes were finally ready to 

play. 
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the Genesis Mint (2008) 
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he small apartment in Oakland had become Ava's 

chosen exile, three rooms that smelled faintly of 

coffee and the particular electronics musk that 

accumulated wherever serious coding happened. 

Through windows that hadn't been cleaned since Carter was 

president, she could watch container ships drift across the bay 

like slow metal ghosts, carrying goods that Americans bought 

with money that didn't exist, creating the illusion of prosperity 

that her heritage had taught her to recognize and resist. 

Two years had passed since she'd walked away from MIT and 

the life that Marcus represented. Two years of deliberate 

invisibility, building exactly the reputation she wanted among 

exactly the people she needed. Her neighbors knew her as the 

tech girl who kept reasonable hours, minded her own business, 

and nodded respectfully when she passed the corner where 

business was conducted in denominations smaller than what 

she made debugging failed startups. The dealers knew she 

wasn't law enforcement the same way she knew they weren't 

asking questions about the girl with the Public Enemy sticker 

on her laptop who sometimes worked until three in the 

morning. 

Her clients knew her as the freelancer you called when code 

caught fire and venture capitalists started asking uncomfortable 

questions about deliverables. She'd spent months building apps 

T 
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that helped people identify songs playing in restaurants and 

games that convinced office workers to tend virtual farms. It 

was the sort of work that paid well and kept her completely 

invisible to anyone who mattered. 

What none of them knew was that the real work happened in 

encrypted conversations with Montana, mathematical 

breakthroughs translated into working protocols during late 

nights when the rest of the world assumed she was just another 

contractor grinding through Silicon Valley's endless appetite for 

solutions to problems that didn't exist. 

The collapse, when it came, arrived with the shift that 

characterized all genuinely important events. 

September 15, 2008: At 1:45 AM Eastern Time, Lehman Brothers 

collapsed with the grinding finality of a mine shaft giving way 

after decades of structural neglect. By dawn, credit markets had 

frozen solid, stock indices were hemorrhaging value, and the 

global financial system convulsed like a wounded animal 

caught in a trap of its own making. 

Three thousand miles away in Oakland, California, Ava 

Crowne felt as though the cold tip of an icy finger was pressed 

against her sternum and reached for her phone. 

"Dad, are you seeing this?" 
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Jonah's voice carried the weight of a man who'd spent twenty 

years preparing for exactly this moment. "Been watching since 

four AM, honey. It's starting." 

"The coin went ice cold when I saw the news. This is what 

we've been building toward, isn't it?" Ava paced her cramped 

apartment, where moving trucks were already lining the streets 

as neighbors packed belongings they could no longer afford to 

keep. 

"Should be." But something in his voice felt hollow, distant in a 

way that had nothing to do with the phone connection. 

"Dad, what's wrong?" 

Silence stretched between Montana and California like a fault 

line about to shift. 

"Your mother left." 

The words hit harder than any market crash. "What? When?" 

"About six months ago." 

Ava stopped pacing. "Six months? Dad, we talked two months 

ago. You didn't say anything." 

"You told me your job was laying people off, honey. You had 

enough to worry about." 
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"Stop." Her voice carried the same steel that had run through 

Crowne women for generations. "What the hell, Dad. Six 

months?" 

Jonah's sigh carried decades of exhaustion. "She couldn't 

handle it anymore. The stress, the uncertainty, my... 

preoccupations. Said she felt like a stranger in her own home." 

Ava felt rage building behind her sternum like pressure in a 

steam engine. But she could hear something else in her father's 

voice, something that scared her more than any financial 

collapse. 

"Anyway," Jonah continued with forced lightness, "probably 

time you figured out what you're going to call this system. 'Peer 

Coin' sounds like something a college kid would name his 

band." 

She recognized the deflection for what it was. Her father, the 

man who'd taught her to face problems head-on, was running 

from this one. "Dad..." 

"And what about your name? You can't publish a whitepaper as 

“Ava Crowne's Decentralized Digital Currency.” Need 

something that protects your identity while you're changing the 

world." 

Despite everything, she found herself engaging with the 

problem. It was easier than confronting the hollow echo in his 
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voice. "I've been thinking about that. Something that honors the 

family tradition but doesn't connect back to us directly." 

"Good thinking. Your great-great-grandfather had the right 

idea with his mining claims. Never put his real name on 

anything that might draw attention." 

They talked for another twenty minutes about cryptographic 

signatures and network protocols, both of them using technical 

problems as a bridge over the emotional chasm that had 

opened between them. When they finally hung up, Ava realized 

her father had managed to sound genuinely interested in her 

work while completely avoiding any discussion of his own 

pain. 

It would be three weeks before she understood the true depth 

of what he'd hidden from her. 

The call came on a Tuesday evening while she was debugging 

mining algorithms on her laptop. She almost didn't answer the 

unfamiliar California number. 

"Ava? Hi honey, it's Mom." 

The voice that had once sung her lullabies now sounded like a 

stranger calling about a vacation timeshare. 

"I know this is awkward, but I wanted to check in. See 

how you're holding up with everything that's 

happening in the markets." 
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"We're managing." The words came out clipped, precise. 

"Good, that's... that's good. Listen, I know the timing 

wasn't ideal when I left, but honey, you have to 

understand what I was dealing with. Your father's 

paranoia was getting worse every day, and frankly, our 

retirement savings got reduced to practically nothing. 

All those years of sacrifice, and for what?" 

Ava felt something cold and calculating take control of her 

voice. "For what? You mean like Dad selling everything we 

own just to make the minimum payment on the forbearance 

agreement so we wouldn't lose the house YOU begged him to 

refinance?" 

A pause.  

"That's... that's not how it happened, Ava." 

"Isn't it? You pushed for the cash-out refinance, then ran to 

Newport Beach when it went underwater." 

"How do you know about Newport Beach?" 

"I know a lot of things, Mom. Like how you've been telling your 

new friends that you 'could have been somebody' if you hadn't 

gotten stuck in Montana with a paranoid miner. Must be nice, 

playing the victim while Dad pawns every computer or mining 

tool in the house." 
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"Ava, you don't understand what it was like. Twenty 

years of 'wait, honey, I have a plan.' Twenty years of 

watching the Henderson’s take trips to Europe while I 

sat in that tiny house listening to conspiracy theories. I 

was beautiful once, you know. I could have had 

options." 

"Options." Ava's voice could have cut glass. "Like the 

Hendersons? You mean the ones who are divorced now 

because they actually took those trips instead of building 

something that would last? You think being a ‘Montana 7’ 

somehow entitled you to a Hollywood ending?" 

"That's cruel, Ava." 

"You want to know what's cruel? Abandoning your family 

during the worst financial crisis in eighty years because you 

decided you deserved better than the best man in the state. You 

want to know what's cruel? Taking your secret savings account 

and running away to play tennis, while Dad blames himself for 

everything that went wrong." 

"I had to think about my future too..." 

"Your future. Got it. Well, here's some free advice from your 

daughter: don't call back. Don't write. Don't show up. Dad still 

loves you, which means he's too good and too broken to protect 

himself from you doing this again. But I'm not." 

"Ava, you can't just..." 
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"I'm not 'just' anything, Mom. I'm his blood. I'm his daughter. 

And I choose him. Enjoy your sunshine and your new identity 

as the woman who could have been somebody. Just remember, 

you can never come back to this life again." 

The silence that followed felt like the space between lightning 

and thunder. 

"Take care of each other, sweetie." 

"Goodbye, Mom." 

 

Ava set the phone down carefully and realized her hands were 

shaking. Not from anger, but from fear. The conversation with 

her mother had forced her to confront something she'd been 

trying to ignore... that tone in her father's voice when he'd told 

her about Mara leaving. Something in his register that terrified 

her more than any government agency or financial collapse.  

He sounded like he was giving up. 

She walked to her kitchen window and stared out at the 

Oakland streets, but she wasn't seeing California. She was 

seeing a pattern that stretched back generations like a cursed 

inheritance. 

Eli Crowne: Found some of the richest coal seams in Pittsburgh. 

Died alone in a mine collapse at 60. 
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Micah Crowne: Brilliant war correspondent who could see 

through any lie. Drank himself to death in an empty room, 

bitter and forgotten. 

Jonah Crowne: Fought the Beast his entire life, saw every 

economic crash coming, built the foundation for honest money. 

Now sitting in an empty house in Montana, selling everything 

he'd ever built, waiting for his heart to stop. 

The Crowne men didn't lose because they were weak. They lost 

because they won first, then had to watch everything they'd 

fought for slip away while the people they'd tried to save went 

on with their comfortable lies. 

And Mara had seen it coming. Had watched Jonah start down 

that path and run before she got pulled into the undertow. 

Ava pressed her forehead against the cool glass. In a few weeks, 

she'd start writing the Bitcoin whitepaper. In a few months, 

she'd give humanity the tool to break free from the Beast's 

monetary control. And in a few years, she'd probably be sitting 

in her own empty room, wondering if any of it had mattered. 

The only question was whether she'd let her father disappear 

into that darkness before she joined him there. 

Two hours later, she called him back. 

"Dad? It's me." 

"Hey, sweetheart. Everything okay?" 
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"Mom called." 

"Ah." A long pause. "How did that go?" 

"We talked. I chose you." 

She heard something that might have been a breath or might 

have been a sob. When he spoke again, his voice carried a 

warmth it hadn't held in months. 

"I love you, kiddo." 

"I love you too, Dad. I'm flying home to visit." 

The flight from Oakland to Billings gave her three hours to 

think about what she would find when she arrived. Nothing 

could have prepared her for the reality. 

A taxi brought her from the airport to the house that had once 

hummed with the energy of two people building the future. 

Now it looked like a museum of abandoned dreams. Empty 

rooms echoed with the ghosts of conversations that would 

never happen again. Her father had sold almost everything, 

keeping only the essential furniture and his most basic 

computer equipment. 

But it was the walk down West 4th Street that truly broke her 

heart. House after house displayed "For Sale" signs like white 

flags of surrender. The entire neighborhood was bleeding 

families who'd believed in the same promises her mother had 

chased. 
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She found Jonah in what had once been their workshop, now 

mostly empty except for a single desk and the family's ancient 

trunk. He looked smaller somehow, as if grief had compressed 

him from within. 

"Welcome home," he said, managing a smile that didn't quite 

reach his eyes. 

"Dad..." She started to say something about the emptiness, the 

sadness that seemed to permeate every surface, but he cut her 

off gently. 

"I've been thinking. It's probably time you took the trunk." 

The words slumped her shoulders forward and causing her to 

blink in rapid succession as though he’d punched her in the 

chest. She regained her composure,  watching his face carefully 

and saw what she'd feared most: the same resigned acceptance 

that had consumed his father in those final years. The look of a 

man who'd fought as hard as he could and was ready to lay 

down his weapons. 

"No." 

The word came out with such finality that Jonah actually tilted 

his head to the side. 

"Ava, you don't understand. You're about to face things I've 

never even seen. You'll need every advantage, every piece of 

wisdom our family has accumulated..." 
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"No." She moved between him and the trunk like a bodyguard 

protecting a witness. "You're not done. We're not done. I'm not 

taking that thing because you're not going anywhere." 

He studied her face and saw the same immutable 

determination that had characterized Eli Crowne. Some 

arguments weren't worth having with people who possessed 

that particular brand of stubbornness. 

"All right then. But you're going to need some of that 

knowledge. What if we compromise?" 

Thirty minutes later, Ava was setting up the most advanced 

piece of technology her  family had ever owned. The tablet 

looked like it belonged in a science fiction movie, all clean lines 

and impossible thinness. Her friend's startup had failed before 

bringing it to market, but the prototype used light mapping 

and imaging sensors to scan and perfectly recreate any 

document. 

"This thing is from twenty years in the future," Jonah marveled 

as Ava calibrated the scanning array. 

"Twenty years ahead of consumer tech, maybe. But venture 

capitalists don't fund things they can't understand in five-

minute elevator pitches." She opened the Grimoire carefully, 

the ancient leather binding releasing the scent of generations of 

careful preservation. "I figure we can digitize about a third of 

this. The most important entries, the clearest warnings." 
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They worked in comfortable silence for an hour, the scanner's 

soft hum providing a technological counterpoint to centuries of 

handwritten wisdom. Ava had installed early LLM software to 

help translate passages that had mystified previous 

generations. 

The first clear entry she digitized made her look up suddenly. 

"Dad, what is this?" She pointed to Abraham's handwriting in 

the margin: "A Crowne can't just sit around on their tushy, 

waiting for the world to change." 

Jonah smiled, a real smile this time. "I thought you made that 

up?" she exclaimed. 

"Ah, no. My dad said it all the time. I thought he made it up 

until I read the book myself, but we've been saying it for a 

while, I guess." He looked at the ancient text with new 

appreciation. "Your great-great-great-grandfather had quite a 

way with words." 

As they continued scanning, Ava found herself amazed by how 

the LLM translations revealed previously cryptic passages. 

Documents in peculiar French dialects, old mining notes, scraps 

from Bohemian gold mines long forgotten. The mysterious 

symbols that had seemed like arcane decorations were simply 

records of ore grades and tunnel depths. 

"Dad, this phrase keeps appearing: 'When the time comes, bite 

your coin.' What does it mean?" 



246 

Jonah looked up from organizing the digitized files and 

realized something profound. "You know, you're probably the 

first Crowne in two hundred years to learn family sayings in a 

house instead of standing in water in a hole in the ground." 

"What do you mean?" 

"Underground mining is cold, wet, miserable work. But we had 

an advantage other miners didn't... the sovereign coin would 

get warm when you were near a good vein. Problem was, your 

hands are always full of tools, always dirty, always occupied. 

When you're wearing gloves and layers of clothing, you can't 

feel if it's warming up in your pocket." 

He demonstrated, clenching something between his teeth. "But 

if you're holding it in your teeth, you know exactly when you're 

getting close to ore. 'Bite your coin' meant trust your instincts, 

get to work, follow the warmth to the gold." 

"So when someone said 'I been bit my coin'..." 

"They'd done their work. Found what they were looking for." 

His eyes grew distant. "It's a Crowne saying. Outsiders 

wouldn't understand it because they don't have Sovereign 

coins. I don't say it much because it sounds old-fashioned to 

me, but Micah used to say it all the time when he was teaching 

me about mining history in the Pennsylvania shafts." 

Ava stared at the phrase with new understanding. "So, when 

the Grimoire says 'when the Beast stirs, bite your coin'..." 
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"It means stop planning and start working. Trust your instincts 

and find the treasure." 

They continued scanning until Ava came across an entry that 

made her pause. The handwriting was Abraham's, but the tone 

was different from his usual technical observations. 

"Dad, listen to this: 'Today I buried my friend Nakamoto-san 

beneath the oak tree overlooking the western claims. He came 

to these territories from across the great water, carrying nothing 

but skill and honor. The sword he forged with his own hands 

was a thing of impossible beauty; its steel folded a thousand 

times until it could cut through deception as easily as flesh.'" 

Jonah looked up, suddenly attentive. "Go on." 

"'When the Lakota raiding party came through the canyon, they 

took his masterwork. I have since heard tell that Chief Red 

Cloud himself rode into battle during the recent troubles, 

carrying a blade that matches the description of Nakamoto-

san's creation. There is poetry in this, though I doubt the chief 

understands the irony. A weapon forged by an honorable man 

from the East now serves an honorable man from the West, 

both fighting the same enemy that wears different faces.'" 

Ava's voice caught slightly as she continued reading. "'But more 

than his skill with steel, Nakamoto-san possessed a wisdom 

that spoke to the permanence of things. When death came for 

him, he faced it not from foolishness, but from understanding 
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that some principles matter more than survival. True wealth, he 

told me once, comes not from what you can take, but from 

what you cannot corrupt.'" 

She looked up to find her father watching her with an 

expression she couldn't quite read. "What happened then?" 

Jonah's slight smile told her he'd read this entry many times 

before. "What does Abraham say happened?" 

Ava returned to the tablet. "'I spent three days crafting a marker 

for his grave, carving his name and the words he lived by into a 

stone that will outlast us all. His wisdom dies with him, but his 

name will remain as long as this record survives. Perhaps 

someday, when the world is ready for the truths he carried, 

someone will remember that honor and precision can coexist, 

that strength and humility are not opposites, and that the best 

revolutions are built by people who understand both tradition 

and change.'" 

She set the tablet down slowly. "Dad, you've read all of this 

before, haven't you?" 

"Most of it. Your great-great-grandfather was a better writer 

than he knew." 

Ava stared at the screen, pieces clicking into place like tumblers 

in a lock. "Satoshi Nakamoto." 

"What?" 
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"My pseudonym. For the white paper." She laughed, a sound of 

pure discovery. "I've been trying to figure out what to call 

myself, and here it is. 'Sat on your tushy'... Sat… Tushy… 

Satoshi. And Nakamoto, the man who proved that honor and 

precision can coexist." 

Jonah nodded approvingly. "Abraham would have liked that. 

Using his friend's name to sign the paper that might finally give 

us honest money." 

"And 'bite your coin'... that's Bitcoin. Digital money that forces 

you to get to work, to put something real on the line instead of 

just talking about change." 

For the first time since she'd arrived home, her father looked 

genuinely hopeful. "Your ancestors would be proud. You're not 

just carrying forward their wisdom, you're translating it into 

something the whole world can use." 

They spent the rest of the evening copying the most important 

sections, father and daughter working side by side as so many 

generations of Crownes had done before them. When it came 

time for Ava to leave, Jonah walked her to the taxi with the 

ancient trunk still safely in his possession. 

"You sure you don't want to take this with you?" 

"Positive. You're going to be around for a long time, Dad. I can 

always come back and read more stories." 
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"I love you, kiddo." 

"Love you too." 

The flight back to Oakland gave her time to process everything 

she'd learned. By the time she landed, the names were locked in 

her mind like mathematical constants. Satoshi Nakamoto 

would sign the paper that changed the world. Bitcoin would be 

the currency that couldn't be corrupted. 

On October 31, 2008, Halloween night, Ava Crowne published a 

nine-page white paper titled "Bitcoin: A Peer-to-Peer Electronic 

Cash System" under the pseudonym Satoshi Nakamoto. She 

embedded the genesis block with that morning's headline from 

the Times of London: "Chancellor on brink of second bailout for 

banks." 

The timing was perfect. While the traditional financial system 

convulsed through its worst crisis since the Great Depression, a 

solution emerged that most people dismissed as an academic 

curiosity. 

Meanwhile, twelve miles away in San Francisco, the global 

financial system's hidden architects were discovering that 

victory sometimes created its own problems. 

The Beast's response to the 2008 crisis had been swift and 

comprehensive: massive bailouts for institutions that had 

caused the disaster, austerity for everyone else. "Too big to fail" 

became "too big to prosecute." But more importantly, they had 
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achieved something their predecessors could only dream of: 

complete monetary sovereignty without the inconvenience of 

conquest. 

No longer did they need to wage wars for gold or invade 

nations for resources. They could simply create digital dollars 

from thin air and use sophisticated arbitrage to purchase 

whatever they desired. A digitally created dollar could buy 

cobalt from African mines, bauxite from Guyana in South 

America, or entire governments from developing nations. Why 

invade when you could inflate? Why fight when you could 

print? 

And the beautiful thing was that everyone accepted it as the 

new normal of civilized monetary policy. 

Dr. Helen Morrison had been among the first to recognize 

Bitcoin's potential threat to this perfect system. As a monetary 

economist at the San Francisco Federal Reserve, she'd spent 

fifteen years developing models that made central planning 

appear scientific, equations that transformed political decisions 

into natural laws. 

She was also the daughter of Charles Morrison, the same 

investment salesman who'd tried to recruit Eli Crowne in 1925. 

Her family had served the Beast faithfully for three generations, 

and she understood better than most how much was at stake. 
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When a junior researcher brought her Satoshi Nakamoto's 

white paper in March 2009, she read it with growing alarm. 

This wasn't just another academic exercise in monetary theory. 

This was a mathematical solution to problems that central 

banks had spent centuries creating and maintaining. 

Within hours, she'd drafted a classified memo requesting an 

emergency meeting with the Federal Reserve's Board of 

Governors. The response was swift: she would meet with a 

representative in Conference Room C-7, basement level. 

The man who greeted her in Conference Room C-7 wore an 

expensive suit that somehow made the sterile basement room 

feel smaller. His presence carried an air of quiet authority that 

made career bureaucrats unconsciously straighten their 

posture. 

"Dr. Morrison, thank you for coming. I understand you have 

some concerns about a recent academic paper?" 

"Yes, sir. The Nakamoto white paper represents a fundamental 

challenge to our monetary sovereignty. Traditional regulatory 

frameworks assume centralized control points. But this 

system..." She leaned forward, her voice gaining urgency. "It's 

designed to be antifragile. The more pressure you apply, the 

stronger it becomes. And the economic incentives align 

perfectly with human greed." 
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He nodded thoughtfully, his fingers drumming silently against 

the table. 

"Fascinating. And you believe this poses an immediate threat to 

our operations? Walk me through your concerns." 

"Absolutely. If this technology gains adoption, it could 

undermine the dollar's reserve currency status, eliminate 

central bank control over monetary policy, and..." 

"Dr. Morrison," he interrupted gently, "may I ask you 

something? In your professional opinion, how many countries 

have we destabilized in the past three decades?" 

She blinked, caught off guard by the sudden shift. "I... that's not 

really my area of expertise..." 

"Humor me. Your grandfather worked in currency operations 

during the Bretton Woods negotiations. Your father managed 

agricultural commodity disruptions throughout the 1970s. 

Surely some of that institutional knowledge filtered down?" 

"Well... there have been various interventions in developing 

markets..." 

"Various interventions," he repeated, amusement creeping into 

his voice. "That's one way to put it. Tell me, Doctor, what do 

you think it used to cost us to, shall we say, encourage a change 

in economic policy in a resource-rich nation?" 

"I don't understand the relevance..." 
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"The relevance," he said, leaning forward slightly, "is that your 

grandfather's generation had to orchestrate entire wars to move 

gold prices by a few percentage points. Very expensive. Very 

messy. Very time-consuming." 

He paused mid-sentence and reached into his mouth, 

withdrawing something that caught the fluorescent light like 

liquid fire: an ornate golden razorblade, its surface covered in 

intricate engravings of symbols. 

Her words faltered as she watched him examine the blade with 

the same attention one might give a business card. The 

realization hit her… he had that in his mouth this entire time. 

While speaking normally. How is that even possible? 

"Now," he continued, casually gesturing in a circular motion 

with the edge of his blade, "we simply create dollars 

electronically, and give them to whoever opposes countries 

with resources that we want. Cobalt from Congo? Click, print, 

fund their enemies until the government collapses. Then we 

step in to “secure democracy”, and charge them astronomical 

fees (in our inflated currency) for the privilege. And since they 

don't have any of our money that we create… at will" he 

smiled, rotating the blade in sweeping motions through the air 

as though he is conducting an orchestra. "They pay us back in 

resources. Forever. With interest.” 

"But sir, that's..." 
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"Efficient?" He smiled, his face somehow becoming far more 

serious. "Dr. Morrison, we can now accomplish what used to 

require decades of warfare with a few keystrokes and some 

creative accounting. And the beautiful part is that everyone 

calls it 'foreign aid' and 'international development.' Much 

more civilized than the old methods." 

She felt a growing unease as the conversation spiraled away 

from her carefully prepared talking points. "The Bitcoin system 

could disrupt..." 

"Could disrupt what, exactly? Our ability to create money from 

nothing?" He chuckled, examining the edge with casual 

interest. "Dr. Morrison, do you know what happened to the last 

leader who simply proposed creating his own currency? 

Muammar Gaddafi went from playing sultan to getting beaten 

in the street by men in sandals. Overnight. And he controlled 

actual oil fields." 

He gestured dismissively with the blade. "We're talking about 

computer enthusiasts trading digital tokens that exist only in 

their imaginations. It's like being concerned that a toddler with 

a LeapFrog tablet might threaten Chase Manhattan Bank." 

"You've been monitoring it?" 

"Monitoring it? Doctor, we know which family created it, 

where they got the mathematical framework, and why they 
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think it matters. The Crowne family has been a source of... 

periodic entertainment... for quite some time." 

Her confidence began to crumble. "But the technical 

specifications..." 

"Are fascinating. And completely irrelevant. Do you know what 

the most dangerous thing in the world is, Dr. Morrison?" 

She shook her head. 

"Victory that breeds complacency. And right now, we are more 

victorious than any monetary authority in human history." He 

held up the blade, letting it catch the light. "The dollar is the 

undisputed global reserve currency. We can purchase any 

resource from any continent without firing a single shot. 

Electronic currency has made the old methods of wealth 

extraction completely obsolete." 

"But if Bitcoin gains widespread adoption..." 

He pauses cleaning the razor, and for just a moment, something 

ancient and predatory flickers across his features. When he 

speaks, his voice carries the weight of someone explaining basic 

fire safety to a child holding matches. 

"Dr. Morrison." His tone becomes almost paternal, but with an 

undertone that suggests vast, controlled patience. "You just 

tried to put our awareness of this... computer hobby... into the 

Federal Register. On public record. Where any Crowne 
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descendant with an internet connection could pull your 

PowerPoint presentation and realize we've been watching 

them." 

He examines her closely, voice still perfectly conversational. 

"Do you understand what you almost accomplished? You 

nearly validated forty years of one man's paranoia in nine 

pages of official documentation." 

"And now you're asking me about hypothetical scenarios 

where computer enthusiasts might challenge a system that has 

toppled kings for currency infractions. Dr. Morrison, your 

concern is noted. Continue monitoring. But perhaps... focus on 

real threats next time." 

She tried one more approach. "The mathematical security of the 

blockchain..." 

"Is quite impressive. Almost as impressive as the mathematical 

models your own department uses to make political decisions 

appear scientific." He gave her a knowing look. "You do 

excellent work, by the way. Those inflation projections that 

always seem to underestimate the real impact? Very helpful for 

policy justification." 

Just then his implication dawned on her. She'd spent her entire 

career creating academic cover for decisions that had already 

been made. 
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"The Crowne family," he continued, carefully cleaning under 

his nails with the corner of the blade’s edge, "has been the 

cosmic equivalent of 'well, actually' for centuries. You know the 

type... you're trying to sell someone tulip bulbs, and they pop 

up asking about 'future financial projections for the botany-to-

precious-metals conversion market.'" 

His tone carried genuine amusement now. "A whole lineage of 

killjoys who show up at every party to explain why the punch 

is overpriced. They mine things, Dr. Morrison. They've always 

mined things. That's what they do instead of getting rich like 

normal people." 

"But sir..." 

"But nothing. For the first time in living memory, they're not 

mining actual ore or digging up inconvenient historical facts. 

They're playing with computer games. The most paranoid, 

financially suspicious family in North America is sitting in their 

basement writing code that has no connection to reality 

whatsoever." He leaned back with satisfaction. "We couldn't ask 

for a better outcome." 

Dr. Morrison felt the last of her confidence evaporating. "You're 

saying we should ignore this?" 

"I'm saying we should be grateful. For the first time in longer 

than your family has served this institution, a very troublesome 

bloodline is exactly where we want them: distracted by 
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personal problems and playing with technology that poses no 

immediate threat to our operations." 

He stood to leave, looked her in the eye… paused and slipped 

the razor back into his mouth with practiced ease. When he 

spoke again, his voice was perfectly clear, perfectly normal, as 

if there wasn't an ancient blade resting against his tongue. 

"Dr. Morrison, your family has served with distinction for 

generations. Don't let academic enthusiasm cloud your 

institutional judgment. The Crowne family's capacity for chaos 

is directly proportional to the amount of attention we pay them. 

Right now, they're focused inward instead of outward, which is 

precisely how we prefer it." 

He walked to the door, still speaking normally. "Continue 

monitoring their little project, of course. But no more... official 

documentation. Some things are better handled through 

informal channels." 

After he left, Dr. Morrison sat alone in the conference room, 

staring at her folder of carefully prepared charts and 

projections. She'd been right about everything, but being right 

meant nothing if the people with real power believed they'd 

already won. 

And somewhere in the back of her mind, a small voice 

whispered that she'd just been very politely informed that her 

next mistake would be her last. She would spend the next 
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several years watching Bitcoin's growth with the horrified 

fascination of a seismologist watching earthquake readings 

climb toward catastrophic levels while everyone around her 

insisted the ground was perfectly stable. 

On January 3, 2009, Ava mined the first Bitcoin block on a 

laptop computer in her Oakland apartment. The mining 

software hummed quietly as it solved the cryptographic puzzle 

that would secure the first 50 bitcoins in existence. She watched 

the block hash appear on her screen, a seemingly random string 

of letters and numbers that represented the first step in 

humanity's escape from monetary tyranny. 

Late that night, while monitoring the blockchain from her 

computer, she felt the same strange humming her father and 

grandfather had described: the sound of ancient mining magic 

finding new channels through silicon and electricity. The code 

seemed to pulse with rhythms that predated electricity, as if 

whatever was in the coin's accumulated wisdom was finally 

being released into the digital realm. 

She pulled out her tablet and wrote what would be her first 

entry as an active participant: 

January 9, 2009 - The genesis block is mined. Bitcoin is alive, 

growing, learning to survive without its creator. The network now 

has its own evolutionary pressure, its own immune system, its own 

destiny. 
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I feel like Prometheus, stealing fire from the gods and giving it to 

humanity. But this fire cannot be taken back, cannot be controlled, 

cannot be extinguished by any authority that fails to understand its 

true nature. 

The Beast feeds on trust: trust in institutions, trust in authorities, 

trust in systems that cannot be verified. Bitcoin feeds on mathematics. 

And mathematics always wins in the end, because mathematics 

doesn't lie, doesn't break promises, doesn't print money to bail out 

friends. 

The revolution has begun. Now I must disappear, so Bitcoin can 

belong to everyone instead of anyone. The frogs know what to do. In 

the spaces between the blocks, in the silences between the transactions, 

the old watchers stir. They have been waiting for this moment for over 

a century. 

When the Beast realizes what we have unleashed, they will try to 

destroy it through conventional means: regulation, taxation, 

criminalization, co-optation. They will fail because they 

fundamentally misunderstand what Bitcoin is. It is not a company 

that can be acquired, not a technology that can be banned, not a 

movement that can be infiltrated. 

It is an idea whose time has come. And as Victor Hugo wrote, nothing 

is more powerful than an idea whose time has come. 

May God forgive what we have unleashed, and may humanity prove 

wise enough to use it well. 
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Within months, Satoshi Nakamoto had faded from the Bitcoin 

community, leaving behind only code, concepts, and the 

revolutionary idea that money could be separated from state 

control. Ava Crowne, meanwhile, began her transformation 

from creator to gardener, nurturing Bitcoin's growth from the 

shadows while protecting it from threats both external and 

internal. 

The old world was ending. The new world was being born one 

block at a time, secured by mathematics, and sustained by the 

revolutionary idea that scarcity could be honest, money could 

be neutral, and freedom could be coded into the laws of reality 

itself. 

And somewhere in the space between collapsed banks and 

humming computer processors, a cartoon frog grinned with 

ancient wisdom, knowing that the best revolutions were the 

ones that looked like jokes until they suddenly weren't. 
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itcoin's first years were lonely, like a seedling 

growing in hostile soil. A handful of cryptography 

enthusiasts and libertarian programmers joined the 

network, running mining software on their home 

computers and trading coins worth fractions of pennies. Ava 

recognized some of the names from encrypted forums and late-

night coding sessions—the same broke dissidents and privacy 

maximalists who'd been building mesh networks and writing 

encryption tools in coffee shops, waiting for something like this 

without knowing what they were waiting for. Her people. The 

subversives and dreamer devs who hated surveillance as much 

as she did, who asked questions about code instead of invasive 

questions about her real plans. 

The broader world dismissed it as a curiosity... computer play 

money for digital anarchists. 

But Ava understood that curiosity could be dangerous once it 

stopped being curious. 

Late one night in her Oakland apartment, while scanning 

through more digitized pages from the Grimoire, she found an 

entry that made her pause. The handwriting was different from 

the familiar scripts of Abraham and Eli... older, more hurried, 

as if written under duress. 

B 
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"From the journal of William Crowne, written in the year of our Lord 

1637, in the Sillida mines of Sumatra: 

I thought myself clever, traveling to Amsterdam with good silver to 

trade for proper goods. Instead, I found madmen paying fortunes for 

flower bulbs... tulips worth more than houses, speculation run so wild 

that reason had fled entirely. When I spoke against this madness, 

suggesting that flowers were poor foundation for commerce, certain 

gentlemen made clear that my continued presence was unwelcome. 

The last man who'd spoken such truths had been found floating in a 

canal. 

Providence delivered me to a Dutch ship bound for the Indies, where I 

learned a lesson worth more than any silver. The European miners 

here dig ever deeper, following the old wisdom that depth brings 

riches. But in these volcanic soils, the deeper they go, the poorer the 

veins become and the more frequent they find death instead of gold. 

The local people, whom the Dutch dismiss as primitive, practice 

surface mining... following the gold where it flows naturally, 

dispersed like scattered coins across the landscape. 

The gold that cannot be found in one deep place can still be gathered 

from many shallow ones. When hunted, do not burrow deeper. Scatter 

like leaves on water, and let your enemies exhaust themselves 

searching in the wrong places. 

I have resolved to remember this lesson should my family ever face 

such persecution again." 
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Ava set down the tablet and felt the soft nylon she had chosen 

for the knot around her coin grow warm. Here was strategy 

written in her ancestor's hand... a way to disappear without 

being captured, to remain effective while staying invisible. 

Within a week, she'd abandoned the Oakland apartment that 

had been her chosen exile for two years. The same people 

who'd traded Bitcoin over coffee shop conversations suddenly 

became an infrastructure she hadn't known she was building… 

offering spare rooms in Portland where rain drummed against 

windows overlooking the Columbia, encrypted servers 

humming in Austin basements, running codes for mesh 

networks that existed in the spaces between official 

telecommunications. 

For the next three years, Ava lived like digital gold scattered 

across the American landscape. She debugged payment 

systems from college towns where nobody asked why someone 

might need to work anonymously, fixed catastrophic code 

failures remotely for startups whose founders never learned her 

real location, moved between safe houses maintained by people 

who understood that some work required a shield invisibility 

that governments didn't yet know how to penetrate. 

When someone needed impossible problems solved at two in 

the morning, they'd ask around until someone said, "Oh, you 

mean Ava? Yeah, she's solid." No drama, no questions, no trace 

of the digital breadcrumbs that were already beginning to map 
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the boundaries of everyone else's lives. Meanwhile, the Satoshi 

persona demanded its own careful maintenance. Encrypted 

email addresses that lasted weeks before being discarded, 

forum posts crafted in a voice that wasn't quite her own, 

technical discussions with early developers like Hal Finney and 

Mike Hearn who had no idea they were corresponding with 

someone sleeping on server room floors. The stress of 

maintaining perfect operational security while appearing to be 

a mysterious but engaged developer was its own kind of 

exhaustion. 

She had learned William Crowne's lesson well: when hunted, 

scatter like leaves on water, and let your enemies exhaust 

themselves searching in the wrong places. What her 

seventeenth-century ancestor could never have imagined was 

how perfectly his survival strategy would translate to a world 

where value itself could be scattered across ten thousand nodes, 

each one invisible until the moment it needed to be found. 

She particularly favored a new app called RedPhone, providing 

her with secure communications that would have required 

state-level resources just a decade earlier now fit in her pocket. 

"The deeper they dig looking for us, the less they'll find," she 

told her father during one of their encrypted calls. Jonah, now 

47 and adjusting to life in a house that no longer echoed with 

emptiness, was rebuilding his world one piece at a time. His 

retirement savings had been reduced to about a quarter of their 
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original value, but that was still enough to support his 

daughter's new lifestyle of strategic invisibility. 

"Just be careful, kiddo. The Beast may not know exactly where 

you are, but they know something's happening." 

He was right. Bitcoin's growth was impossible to ignore. Every 

new miner who joined the network validated Ava's vision. 

Every exchange that opened proved the concept could work in 

the real world. Every merchant who accepted Bitcoin payments 

demonstrated that digital scarcity could indeed function as 

money. 

The very first Bitcoin transaction had moved from Satoshi to a 

fellow cryptographer on January 12th, 2009 - ten bitcoins sent 

to someone who'd spent years building the foundations this 

moment required. That transaction wasn't sent to test 

commerce, but to prove that two minds could recognize digital 

scarcity and agree it had moved between them. The recipient 

had already created reusable proof-of-work systems, 

understanding what digital scarcity could become years before 

most people had heard the word 'blockchain.' 

But the first commercial transaction was almost comically 

humble: a programmer named Laszlo Hanyecz paid 10,000 

bitcoins for two Papa John's pizzas. At the time, those coins 

were worth about $25. But Ava understood this transaction's 

true significance... someone had used Bitcoin to buy something 
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real, something physical, something that satisfied actual human 

needs. Abstract mathematics had crossed the threshold into 

lived reality. 

The first major attack came in the form of mockery. Financial 

journalists called Bitcoin "magic internet money" and "a 

solution in search of a problem." Warren Buffett, one of the 

Beast's most eloquent priests, declared it "rat poison squared." 

Paul Krugman wrote op-eds explaining why digital currency 

could never work because it lacked the backing of government 

authority. 

But mockery only made the true believers more determined. An 

underground economy began to emerge... forums where 

people traded bitcoins for gift cards, services, and even other 

currencies. Each transaction proved the system worked, that 

people could exchange value without banks, governments, or 

credit card companies taking their cut. 

The real test came from an unexpected direction. 

In February 2011, a 26-year-old programmer named Ross 

Ulbricht launched something called the Silk Road... an online 

marketplace accessible only through anonymizing software 

called Tor. The Silk Road looked like any other e-commerce 

site, complete with customer reviews and seller ratings. But it 

specialized in goods that couldn't be found on Amazon, and its 

currency of choice was Bitcoin. 
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Ross had started with genuine libertarian ideals about free 

markets and voluntary exchange. But success brought 

attention, and attention brought visitors he hadn't expected. 

The male emissary first approached Ross in a coffee shop near 

his apartment. A well-dressed man who struck up a 

conversation about digital markets and the future of commerce. 

"You're providing a valuable service," the stranger said, his 

voice carrying an authority that made people listen. "Proving 

that cryptocurrency can facilitate real commerce. Without 

pioneers like you, Bitcoin remains just an interesting 

experiment." 

The suggestions started small. Ways to improve security, 

methods to scale operations, connections to suppliers who 

could provide better products. Ross implemented the 

legitimately helpful advice, grateful for guidance that actually 

improved his platform's safety and functionality. 

"The market demands what the market demands," the emissary 

explained during their second meeting. "Your role is to facilitate 

voluntary exchange. Every transaction proves that Bitcoin 

works in the real world." 

But as months passed, the suggestions grew darker. When a 

vendor threatened to expose user information unless they paid 

additional fees, the emissary offered a solution. 
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"There are professional services that handle problems like this," 

he said, sliding a piece of paper across the table. "Discrete. 

Permanent. The kind that ensures your users' privacy remains 

protected." 

Ross pushed the paper back untouched. "I don't do that. There 

has to be another way." 

The emissary smiled, but something cold flickered behind his 

eyes. "Of course. How refreshingly principled." 

When competing marketplaces began siphoning away business, 

the emissary suggested more aggressive tactics. 

"Market dominance requires decisive action," he explained. 

"Intimidation. Making examples. The digital world respects 

strength above all else." 

"No," Ross said firmly. "I compete through better service, not 

threats." 

"How charmingly noble." The emissary leaned back, his 

patience clearly wearing thin. "You do realize that principles 

are a luxury few can afford indefinitely?" 

During their final meeting, Ross had grown increasingly 

uncomfortable with the direction of their conversations. 

"I appreciate your advice," he said, "but I think I need to handle 

things my own way from here." 
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The emissary paused, then gave him a smile that carried the 

weight of centuries. " "Your cooperation was never actually 

required. Just... preferred." 

"Excuse me?" 

"Nothing. Just remember... the internet has such a short 

memory for context. One day you're a visionary, the next 

you're a cautionary tale." 

Within weeks, Ross noticed changes he couldn't explain. Forum 

posts appeared under the "Dread Pirate Roberts" persona that 

he hadn't written... messages with a cold, calculating tone that 

bore no resemblance to his actual personality. When he tried to 

edit or delete them, they reappeared from different accounts. 

Anonymous users began spreading rumors about his 

involvement with violent criminals. Screenshots of 

conversations he'd never had circulated on Reddit and Bitcoin 

forums. Competing marketplaces launched with suspiciously 

professional setups and funding sources that dwarfed anything 

in the space. 

The character assassination was surgical, methodical. Every 

refusal he'd made to the emissary's suggestions was somehow 

twisted into evidence of the opposite. His rejection of violence 

became proof of his cold calculation. His insistence on user 

privacy was reframed as criminal conspiracy. 
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When the FBI arrested Ross in a San Francisco library in 

October 2013, they charged him with crimes that perfectly 

mirrored every dark suggestion he'd explicitly refused. The 

murder-for-hire allegations dominated the headlines, despite 

the fact that prosecutors would never actually bring those 

charges to trial... because they knew the "evidence" wouldn't 

survive scrutiny. 

But the damage was done. The media narrative wrote itself: 

Bitcoin was the currency of criminals, and anyone who 

promoted its adoption was complicit in whatever crimes were 

committed with it. The fact that Ross had consistently rejected 

every violent suggestion, that he'd tried to build something 

legitimate, that the worst allegations were never even formally 

prosecuted... none of that mattered. 

The Beast didn't need Ross to be guilty. They just needed him 

to look guilty. And they needed Bitcoin to look dangerous by 

association. 

Ava watched these developments with growing unease. She'd 

known this day would come... every revolutionary technology, 

from the printing press to the internet, had been condemned 

when early adopters found unsavory uses for it. The authorities 

needed a narrative that justified their eventual crackdown. 

But the Beast's handlers had made a crucial miscalculation. 

They thought they were dealing with a centralized system that 
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could be shut down by targeting its operators. They didn't 

understand that Bitcoin was something entirely new... a 

decentralized network that grew stronger with each attack. 

Dr. Helen Morrison, now Senior Advisor for Digital Currency 

Threats at the Federal Reserve, recognized the strategic error 

immediately. In a classified briefing to the Board of Governors, 

she explained why the heavy-handed approach had backfired: 

"Bitcoin's value proposition isn't convenience or efficiency... it's 

censorship resistance. Every attempt to shut it down just proves 

that it works as advertised. We're essentially providing free 

marketing for the system we're trying to contain." 

The Silk Road controversy had an unexpected effect on Bitcoin 

adoption. Instead of scaring people away, it demonstrated the 

system's most important feature: it couldn't be stopped by 

traditional methods. Here was money that worked exactly as 

designed, regardless of whether governments approved of how 

it was being used. 

Bitcoin's price exploded from under a dollar to over thirty 

dollars in a matter of months. New exchanges opened to handle 

the demand. Programmers around the world began building 

applications on top of the Bitcoin protocol. The network effect 

was beginning to take hold. 

The Cyprus crisis of March 2013 provided dramatic validation 

for Bitcoin's value proposition. When the Cypriot government 
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decided to confiscate money directly from bank accounts to pay 

its debts... a "bail-in" that turned depositors into involuntary 

creditors... Bitcoin's price exploded from $30 to over $200 as 

desperate citizens sought alternatives to the traditional 

financial system. 

For the first time, ordinary people... not just libertarian 

programmers and Austrian economists... began to understand 

why a currency beyond government control might be valuable. 

The comfortable assumptions about deposit insurance and 

property rights had evaporated overnight. 

"There's a difference between having money and owning 

money," became a common refrain on Bitcoin forums. People 

discovered that their bank balances represented nothing more 

than unsecured loans to institutions that could freeze, seize, or 

"bail in" those funds whenever politicians decided they needed 

them more than the depositors did. 

But success brought new challenges. The sudden influx of 

mainstream attention strained Bitcoin's primitive infrastructure. 

Exchanges crashed under load, creating wild price swings that 

terrified newcomers. Transaction fees rose as the network 

approached its technical limits. 

Even more concerning, the Beast's co-optation strategy was 

beginning to work. Venture capitalists and traditional financial 

institutions started investing in Bitcoin companies, but only 
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those that agreed to implement "know your customer" policies 

and report suspicious transactions to government authorities. 

Revolutionary technology was being gradually absorbed into 

the same surveillance apparatus it had been designed to escape. 

During this period, Ava developed her most effective persona: a 

cartoon frog avatar that appeared wherever Bitcoin discussions 

needed a voice of clarity. The frog represented something the 

Beast couldn't understand or control... pure, irreverent human 

creativity that refused to take authority seriously. 

"Why a frog?" someone asked in a Bitcoin forum. 

"Because frogs are honest about what they are," Ava replied. 

"They don't pretend to be princes or kings. They just hop 

wherever they want to go." 

The frog avatar became something of a folk hero in the Bitcoin 

community, appearing at crucial moments with memes that 

somehow managed to distill complex economic concepts into 

images that made people laugh instead of arguing. More 

importantly, the frog represented resistance to institutional 

capture... a reminder that Bitcoin belonged to everyone who 

chose to use it, not to the companies that built businesses 

around it. 

One meme in particular went viral across Bitcoin social media: 

a cartoon frog sitting on a lily pad in a swamp, grinning at a 

group of well-dressed bankers standing on the shore. The 
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caption read: "They can't drain the swamp if they don't know 

where the frogs are hiding." 

The message was clear: Bitcoin's strength lay not in its 

technology but in its culture. As long as the community 

remembered why they were building an alternative to the 

traditional financial system, no amount of institutional capture 

could destroy the revolutionary potential of programmable 

money. 

Dr. Morrison tried a different approach. Rather than attacking 

Bitcoin directly, she recommended that the Federal Reserve 

embrace and capture it, gradually transforming it from a tool of 

liberation into another mechanism of control. 

"Let them have their digital gold," she argued in a memo that 

would later be leaked. "But ensure that the infrastructure 

around it... exchanges, wallets, merchant processors... operates 

under our supervision. We can't control the protocol, but we 

can control the access points." 

But Morrison had underestimated the community that had 

grown up around Bitcoin. These weren't passive consumers 

waiting for products to be delivered to them. They were active 

participants in building a parallel financial system from the 

ground up. They'd developed what Ava thought of as a cultural 

immune system... an ability to identify and reject ideas that 

would compromise Bitcoin's core values. 
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As 2013 ended, Bitcoin survived its first major trials. The price 

had crashed from its Cyprus-driven highs, but the network was 

stronger than ever. More merchants accepted it. More 

programmers contributed to its development. More people 

understood that they were participating in something 

historically significant. 

Ava moved through this landscape like her ancestor's scattered 

gold, but the mechanics of modern invisibility required nerves 

William Crowne never needed. Every plastic rectangle her 

friends slipped her was a small gamble… names that weren't 

hers, accounts that led nowhere, access cards that could either 

open doors or trigger silent alarms that would end everything 

in handcuffs and questions she couldn't answer. 

The loose security culture of early 2010s tech companies kept 

her alive. Badge scanners that beeped green and asked no 

follow-up questions. Security guards who'd grown numb to 

seeing technical staff work impossible hours, too tired to 

wonder why someone might need to sleep where the servers 

hummed their electric lullabies. She'd slip into buildings during 

shift changes when one guard was leaving and another 

arriving, that sixty-second window where nobody was 

watching anybody. 

Server rooms became her bedrooms, pull-out sofas and air 

mattresses that existed because someone… somewhere, had 

accepted that keeping the digital world running meant people 
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sometimes lived where the work was. She'd curl up next to 

machines worth more than houses, protected by security 

systems designed to keep intruders out, never imagining they 

were sheltering someone who'd made herself disappear from 

every database that mattered. 

Dawn meant erasure. Clean up, rinse the coffee cup, fold the 

blanket, leave no trace except perhaps the faint smell of 

shampoo where none should be. Out before the first wave of 

legitimate employees arrived, before anyone could notice that 

the overnight cleaning had been a little too thorough, that 

someone had been careful about things no one official cared 

enough to be careful about. 

Gym showers at 6 AM, surrounded by people whose biggest 

concern was making it to work on time. Storage unit number 

forty-seven in Hayward, or was it sixty-three in Richmond? The 

units blurred together… scattered caches of clothes and 

equipment, a different identity folded neatly in each one. Grab 

what you need for today's persona, charge the devices that kept 

her connected to the revolution happening in encrypted chat 

rooms and Bitcoin forums where pseudonyms meant more 

than government names. 

Coffee shops became her office, hotel lobbies her conference 

rooms. She'd order extra Jimmy John's sandwiches and slip one 

to Mike, the night security guard who was slowly killing 

himself with those sodium-bomb ramen packets. "You're gonna 
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give yourself a heart attack with that stuff," she'd tell him, 

watching his face light up at turkey and avocado on fresh 

bread. Mike never asked why she was there at three in the 

morning. Mike just knew someone actually gave a damn 

whether he lived or died. And she did. 

The conferences were the highest-stakes performances. Badge 

scanners that might or might not recognize the names her 

friends had crafted, ID checks that could unravel months of 

careful construction. But Bitcoin's future was being decided in 

hotel ballrooms and convention center breakout sessions, and 

she needed to be in every room where that future was taking 

shape. She'd contribute to technical discussions that helped 

early adopters navigate scaling challenges, her insights 

delivered through personas that existed only long enough to 

plant the right ideas in the right minds. 

Her scattered existence meant she was everywhere and 

nowhere… present for every conversation that mattered, 

invisible to every system designed to track such things. Hotel 

rooms paid for with freelance income that flowed through 

accounts tied to names that evaporated under scrutiny. A life 

that required constant motion, perfect memory, and the kind of 

friends who'd create fake credentials as easily as they'd share 

coffee, who understood that sometimes the most important 

work happened in the spaces between official records. 
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The revolution had survived its childhood, but adolescence 

brought different dangers. This was when idealistic movements 

either matured into unstoppable forces or got co-opted by the 

very systems they'd sought to replace. Ava intended to be 

present for every decision that would determine Bitcoin's fate, 

even if no government database could prove she'd been in the 

room when history pivoted on the conversations she'd helped 

steer. 

Every morning brought the same question: would today be the 

day someone looked too closely at the wrong database, noticed 

the pattern hidden in the noise? Every badge scan was a 

heartbeat. Every hotel checkout was a small victory. Every 

storage unit was both sanctuary and trap. 

But the coin around her neck stayed warm, and William 

Crowne's voice whispered across four centuries: scatter like 

leaves on water, and let your enemies exhaust themselves 

searching in the wrong places. 

The game was just getting started. 

Ava was optimistic. The frogs had learned to laugh while 

learning to be free. And she was beginning to understand that 

laughter might be the most powerful weapon against tyranny 

ever invented. As long as people could see the absurdity of 

authority's claims, as long as they could imagine alternatives to 



291 

the systems they'd been told were inevitable, the revolution 

would continue. 

The Beast was learning too, preparing more sophisticated 

attacks that would test Bitcoin's antifragile properties to their 

limits. But somewhere in the quantum space between money 

and memes, something ancient was stirring... the same force 

that had driven so many Crowne family rebels to choose hard 

truth over easy lies. 

The next phase of the war was about to begin.
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uccess brought civil war. As Bitcoin's popularity 

exploded beyond the early adopter community, the 

network began hitting technical limits that threatened 

to strangle its own growth. Transaction fees rose, 

confirmation times increased, and the simplicity that had made 

Bitcoin beautiful… began to buckle under mass adoption's 

weight. 

Two camps emerged from the technical community: those who 

wanted to increase Bitcoin's capacity by making the blocks 

bigger, and those who preferred to build additional layers on 

top of the base network. What began as an engineering 

disagreement escalated into a philosophical war about Bitcoin's 

fundamental nature and future direction. 

For Ava Crowne, watching the debates unfold from a bench just 

outside of a lighthouse. Peeking out on the coast in Maine, this 

bench is where she'd found her first real peace in years, the 

scaling conflict felt manageable. Temporary. Like every other 

challenge Bitcoin had survived. She was coding on her laptop, 

the Atlantic stretching endlessly before her, feeling something 

she hadn't experienced since childhood: genuine optimism. 

She never stopped moving these days, but Maine had become 

special. This bench, this lighthouse, this moment of thinking 

about her father and knowing they were on the right path... it 

S 
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was the last place she'd felt truly calm. She'd find herself 

returning here again and again, chasing that feeling. 

The morning light painted the water gold, and for the first time 

since creating Bitcoin, she felt like they were truly winning. Not 

just surviving, but building something her father would be 

proud of. 

Her phone rang just as she was posting a response to the block 

size debate, the sound of the phone buzzing on the bench 

cutting through morning silence. 

"Is this Ava Crowne? This is St. Vincent Hospital in Billings. 

You're listed as the emergency contact for Jonah Crowne." 

The words reached her brain but didn't compute. Emergency 

contact. Hospital. Her father's name spoken by a stranger with 

practiced sympathy in her voice. 

"Your father came in conscious, alert, complaining of chest 

pains. But I'm afraid..." The pause stretched like a chasm 

opening beneath her feet. "I'm sorry, Miss Crowne. He didn't 

make it. We did everything we could." 

The laptop slipped from her hands, clattering against wooden 

planks as the world tilted sideways. The lighthouse bench that 

had been her sanctuary became foreign, hostile. The golden 

water that moments ago had promised infinite possibility now 

looked like molten metal, too bright, too sharp, cutting through 

her vision like broken glass. 
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The scaling debate forum was still open on her screen, her half-

finished response about making Bitcoin work for everyone 

frozen in the composition window. The very future her father 

would never see, written in words that now felt like epitaphs. 

She tried to breathe but her lungs had forgotten how. The coin 

against her chest had gone ice cold, colder than it had ever 

been, so cold it burned through fabric and with a pain she 

refused to move from. This wasn't warning. This was finality. 

The last place she'd felt truly calm knowing he was alive had 

just become the first place she'd learned he was dead.
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At the hospital, a lawyer was waiting for her. Tom Harrison, a 

tired-looking man in his sixties who introduced himself as her 

father's attorney. 

"My office was listed as the second emergency contact," 

Harrison explained gently. "Your father came to see me about 

six months ago. Said he wanted everything arranged 

beforehand. Bought a plot, made all the arrangements, left very 

strict instructions that nothing was to happen until you 

arrived." He paused, studying her face with the practiced 

compassion of someone who'd delivered this news before. "He 

didn't know something specific was coming, but... he knew. 

Said 'You know what I'd want, kiddo.'" 

She did know. Based on everything about her father's stoicism, 

his quiet strength, his distrust of fanfare... she would bury him 

exactly as he would have wanted. No speeches, no drama, just 

acknowledgment that he'd been a good man who'd tried to 

build something honest in a dishonest world. 

Three neighbors came. The pastor said generic words about 

eternal rest. She didn't cry. Crownes don't cry in public. 

Billings, Montana 
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Back at her hotel that evening, exhausted from a grief that 

became physical weight pressing against her chest, she was 

mechanically folding clothes into her suitcase when someone 

knocked at her door. Three soft taps, perfectly spaced, 

deliberate as a funeral march. 

She froze, every survival instinct her father had taught her 

suddenly screaming. Nobody knew she was here. The hotel 

registration was under a name that led nowhere. She'd paid 

cash, avoided cameras, been invisible. 

The knocking didn't repeat. 

She waited five minutes that felt like hours before cracking the 

door open. The hallway stretched empty in both directions, 

sterile and silent under fluorescent lights that hummed like 

insects. But on the carpet at her feet lay an envelope that made 

her skin crawl just looking at it. 

The paper was wrong. Not modern wrong - ancient wrong. 

Thick parchment that looked hand-made, the kind museums 

kept behind glass. The wax seal was dark green, almost black, 

pressed with the image of a frog. But not her family's frog - this 

one was different. 

The Mysterious Envelope 
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This hadn't come from any office supply store. This looked like 

it had traveled through centuries to reach her door. 

She was about to set it aside when the coin against her chest 

suddenly blazed white-hot. The same heat that meant her 

father had found good ore, that meant something valuable was 

close, that meant dig here. The heat shot through the metal and 

into her skin like a brand, making her inhale sharply through 

her teeth. Then it cooled, leaving the area around coin feeling 

just below burning. 

The coin was telling her she'd found something. Something 

worth finding. 

Inside was a single sheet of the same impossible paper. No 

words, no signature, just a series of numbers written in 

calligraphy that belonged in medieval manuscripts. 

Even through her grief, her mind couldn't resist the puzzle. The 

numbers stared back at her, important and urgent and familiar. 

Understanding hit her like ice water in her veins. 

Coordinates. 

Someone knew exactly where she was. Someone had found her, 

tracked her, waited until this exact moment to reach out. The 

numbers pointed to somewhere in the Beartooth Mountains, 

not far from where she'd grown up. 
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Her hands shook as she packed the envelope between layers of 

clothes. Outside her window, Billings stretched dark and quiet 

under a sky that suddenly felt like it was watching her back. 

 

 

 

Driving into the Beartooth Mountains was like following 

breadcrumbs into the kind of fairytale that ended with children 

in ovens. The coordinates led her to the abandoned Stillwater 

Mine, the same shafts where her father had once convinced his 

boss that mathematics could predict where palladium hid in 

Montana soil. Now they gaped like wounds in the 

mountainside, dark openings that had been swallowing light 

for decades. 

The gear rental clerk in Red Lodge assumed she was some kind 

of mining consultant doing site evaluation. Hard hat, harness, 

emergency oxygen, industrial flashlight. She didn't correct his 

assumption. Let him think whatever kept the paperwork 

simple and the questions nonexistent. 

But standing at the mouth of the main shaft, staring down into 

darkness that stretched beyond her light's reach, every rational 

thought screamed that this was suicide. Someone had sent her 

coordinates to a specific location inside an abandoned mine. 

Someone who knew about her family, knew she'd be desperate 

The Mine Discovery 
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enough to follow mysterious instructions, knew she'd come 

alone. 

This could be a trap. This could be where they'd planned for 

her story to end. 

The coin around her neck stayed warm against her skin. Not 

the blazing heat that had flared when she'd touched the 

envelope, but steady warmth that meant valuable things waited 

in the darkness below. Her father had taught her to trust that 

warmth, even when everything else suggested running. 

She clipped the safety line to the surface anchor and stepped 

into emptiness. 

The descent was sharp as though she was falling backward 

through time. Every foot deeper took her further from the 

world of cell phones and surveillance cameras, deeper into 

spaces that belonged to an age when men died for metal and 

mountains kept their secrets. Her breathing echoed too loud in 

the enclosed space, mixing with the steady drip of water and 

the whisper of air moving through passages that led to places 

her light couldn't reach. 

Sixty feet down. Her boots touched solid ground, and she 

unclipped from the rappel line, scanning the walls with her 

flashlight. The beam cut through darkness that had been 

undisturbed since before Bitcoin existed, revealing support 
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timbers that had been holding back thousands of tons of rock 

since her father was young. 

Thirty feet east from the main shaft. She counted steps across 

uneven ground, her light picking out debris from decades of 

abandonment. Broken equipment, rusted cable, the scattered 

bones of operations that had moved tons of earth looking for 

metals that could power the future. The coordinates led her to 

the old section of the mine. Gone was the wire mesh secured to 

the tunnel walls, in its place were support timbers that instantly 

made this feel less safe.  

But there was no ambiguity, no searching required - the 

coordinates had guided her to this exact spot with 

mathematical certainty. Accurate up to a few meters she looked 

around upon arriving a noticed specific support beam, one that 

looked exactly like every other timber in a mine designed by 

people who'd never imagined GPS precision.  

Wedged in the space between timber and stone, wrapped in 

oilcloth that had kept decades of moisture away, was 

something that shouldn't exist. 

The family trunk. 

Her hands shook as she pulled it free, the same trunk that had 

traveled from Pennsylvania coal country to Montana's metal-

rich mountains, carrying the Grimoire and secrets of four 

generations. The same trunk that should have been in her 
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father's basement, sitting exactly where she'd seen it every time 

she'd visited home. 

Someone had moved it here. Someone had brought it to this 

specific spot in an abandoned mine, wrapped it carefully 

against the elements, and somehow known she'd need 

coordinates to find it. Someone had been planning this, 

preparing for her father's death, preparing for her to follow 

instructions written on impossible paper. 

She didn't open it there in the darkness. Whatever secrets the 

trunk held, whatever her father had hidden inside, she needed 

daylight and safety to process them properly. The climb back to 

surface felt like emerging from a grave, each foot of rope 

bringing her closer to a world that suddenly felt far more 

dangerous than the abandoned mine below. 

Back at her hotel room, she spread the trunk's contents across 

the bed with trembling hands. Beneath centuries of family 

artifacts - coins, documents, the digitized Grimoire - she found 

a Western Digital 2TB hard drive with a letter taped to it, 

followed by a mathematical puzzle written in her father's 

careful handwriting. 

Even now, even here, her father had left her a puzzle to solve. 

She stared at the equations and variables, and for a moment, 

forgetting the impossibility of finding the trunk in that mine, 

forgetting the mysterious envelope, forgetting everything 
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except the elegant logic of numbers, she found herself smiling. 

She'd forgotten how rewarding it could be to solve a problem 

rather than be on its receiving end. 

The password worked. The first file she opened contained a 

message from her father: 

Kiddo - If you're reading this, I'm gone and you have the trunk. This 

hard drive is my backup plan, in case something happens to me before 

I could give it to you properly. There is a talk I am supposed to have 

with you when you inherit this… there are a couple of rules. I wrote 

them down. Also every computer I sold, I transferred the information 

to this drive first. This is my life's work, now it's yours. 

I've been under the weather and the doctor said I have "progressive 

lung scarring" from exposure to palladium dust. Funny because I 

thought I didn't spend nearly enough time underground... not for a 

Crowne. But look at you. 

The math problem was your mother's idea, believe it or not. Years ago, 

when you were little, she said if we ever needed to hide something 

from you, we should make you solve for it. "She'll never be able to 

resist a puzzle," she said. Mara was wrong about a lot of things, but 

she was right about that. 

I love you. Keep building. The gold doesn't care who finds it. 

- Dad 
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Reading his words, she felt the warmth of recognition. This was 

definitely her father - his voice, his humor, his way of mixing 

technical information with family memories. He'd written this 

recently, part of his careful preparations for a death he knew 

was coming but couldn't predict. 

He'd expected her to find this trunk in his basement, where it 

had always been. He'd planned a normal inheritance, a normal 

transition of family secrets. 

The gold doesn't care who finds it. But someone very much 

cared who found this trunk. 

And they'd been watching her family long enough to know 

exactly how to make her come looking.
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On impulse, she decided to drive by the house one last time 

before leaving Montana forever. As she turned onto her father's 

street, she noticed the front door was open. 

Her first thought was that he'd left in a rush when the chest 

pains hit - maybe forgot to lock it in his hurry to get to the 

hospital, maybe a neighbor had been checking on the place and 

left it open. She should close it, make sure the house was 

secure. 

She walked up the front steps, keys already in hand, her mind 

on real estate arrangements and final goodbyes. It wasn't until 

she reached the threshold that she saw the splintered wood 

around the lock, jagged splinters of doorframe hanging like 

broken bones where something heavy had smashed through. 

This wasn't left open. This was broken into. 

Every rational thought screamed at her to back away, call the 

police, get somewhere safe. But she was already standing in the 

doorway, and through the opening she could see her father's 

books scattered across the living room floor like corpses after a 

massacre. 

The Violation 
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Inside was surgical violence. Every drawer had been ripped out 

and gutted, their contents vomited across rooms where she'd 

learned that knowledge was power and privacy was survival. 

Floorboards had been pried up and left scattered like broken 

teeth, exposing the dark spaces beneath where her father's 

careful life had been built. Her childhood home looked like it 

had been dissected by someone who'd forgotten houses weren't 

supposed to be opened up and examined organ by organ. 

Standing in the wreckage, Ava felt terror unlike anything she'd 

ever experienced. Why now? Not before, not when they'd 

launched Bitcoin. Why NOW? Her father was dead, the house 

was empty, what could they possibly want? The methodical 

precision made her skin crawl - this wasn't random destruction, 

this was autopsy. Someone had opened up this house like a 

coroner opening up a body, probing every cavity until they 

found what they were looking for. 

Or didn't find it. 

The trunk. Her family trunk that would normally have been in 

the basement. Someone had been looking for it. 

In the corner, knocked over and obviously dismissed as 

worthless vintage electronics, lay her father's dusty Datapoint 

2200 - the machine where he'd first convinced his boss he could 

back up a drilling hunch with math. She grabbed it, her hands 

shaking as she lifted it from the debris, suddenly 
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understanding that whoever had done this might come back, 

and she definitely didn't know karate. Every second she spent 

in this violated space felt like tempting fate. They might be 

watching right now. Might realize she had exactly what they'd 

been hunting for in the spare tire compartment of her rental car. 

Panic overwhelmed her and she ran, her heart hammering 

against her ribs. She resisted the urge to tear down the block, 

knowing that a loud exit would draw attention. She needed to 

vanish. 

Only when she was leaving her car in B5 of long-term parking 

at Bozeman International did she pop the trunk and stare at the 

family's most precious possession. The same trunk these people 

had just spent hours tearing her childhood apart to find. 

Someone had moved it before they came. Someone had known 

this search would happen and made sure the trunk wasn't here 

to be found. Someone had orchestrated her retrieval of the 

family secrets just hours before violent strangers came looking 

for them with crowbars and methodical brutality. 

The scope of what that meant made her heart race. She was 

holding the thing that had motivated someone to commit an act 

of violence against everything she'd ever called home. She was 

a woman alone with no combat training, no weapons, no 

backup plan for this kind of nightmare. And somewhere out 
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there, people who were willing to destroy houses or worse to 

find what she was carrying might already know she had it. 

The questions would have to wait. Right now, she needed to be 

anywhere but here, before whoever had done this realized their 

search had been a waste of time. 

Before they came looking for her.
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She didn't feel safe until she was thirty thousand feet above 

Montana, with the trunk safely tucked in the overhead 

compartment with quickly purchased airport luggage as a 

container. But even at cruising altitude the questions 

hammered against her skull. Who had moved the trunk? Who 

had sent those coordinates? How had they known to 

orchestrate her father's inheritance just hours before violent 

strangers came looking for it? 

Most terrifying of all: what did they want from her now? 

During the flight, she opened the digitized Grimoire, desperate 

for any voice from the past that might make sense of what she'd 

just lived through. Near the end of Eli's entries, she found 

something she'd never seen before - words that only appeared 

when the screen's brightness was turned all the way down, 

written in faded ink that had been invisible under normal light: 

"Lost my father today. Pneumonia took him faster than the mine ever 

could. Strange how death comes when you're finally making progress 

on something that might matter. 

Parsing the Blocks 
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Answer came to me while burying him beside the old claims. You 

don't carry it forward. You plant it so deep it grows without you. 

Make it so much part of the world that even if you disappear, even if 

they destroy every record, even if they hunt down every last person 

who remembers... the idea survives. 

The gold doesn't care who finds it. It just waits, patient as stone, until 

someone with the right gumption and good tools comes looking. 

Today I learned that being a Crowne isn't about what you build. It's 

about what you're willing to become." 

She closed the tablet and stared out the window at clouds that 

stretched like scattered coins across an endless sky. Eli had 

faced the same question she was facing now: how do you carry 

forward something bigger than yourself when violent people 

want to stop you? 

His answer was William Crowne's answer, four hundred years 

later: scatter like leaves on water. 

She'd spent years building a nomadic existence, thinking it was 

temporary. Now she understood it was permanent. There 

would be no more Maine lighthouse no more returning to the 

same safe place. Whoever had orchestrated the trunk's 

movement was still out there, playing a game with rules she 

couldn't see. And whoever had torn apart her childhood home 

with methodical violence would eventually realize they'd 

found nothing. 



319 

When they did, they'd start hunting for her. 

But when they came, they'd find nothing but empty spaces and 

helpful people who remembered a nice girl who'd been careful 

about other people's problems and had vanished like morning 

mist. 

When she was done crying… for her father, for the violation of 

their home, for the weight of carrying forward what seemed 

like the last honest thing left in the world - she did what 

Crownes do. 

She got back to work. But this time, the work included making 

sure she'd never be found again. 

 

 

 

The scaling wars were still raging online, but from her grief 

came clarity. Bitcoin didn't need to be perfect. It needed to be 

antifragile. Strong enough to survive not just technical attacks, 

but human nature itself. Civil wars, ego conflicts, philosophical 

schisms... all of it was just stress testing the system. 

And in the strangest corner of the internet, something beautiful 

was happening that proved Bitcoin had already become bigger 

than any individual creator. Artists on the Counterparty 

protocol were creating 'Rare Pepes'... digital trading cards 

Back to the War 
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featuring variations of the internet's favorite frog, each one 

mathematically provably unique and scarce. 

To outsiders, it looked like digital madness. But Ava recognized 

something profound: these cartoon frogs were teaching people 

to value mathematical scarcity over physical possession. The 

universe, it seemed, had its own sense of humor about entities 

that violated the fundamental premise of existence. 

 

 

 

Meanwhile, in cities across the world, the Bitcoin scaling debate 

was escalating beyond technical disagreement into something 

that felt almost orchestrated. Developers who'd worked 

together for years suddenly found themselves taking hard-line 

positions. Forum discussions that should have been about code 

became personal attacks. The community was fracturing along 

lines that seemed to form overnight. 

In her suite at a hotel that no staff had a key for, a woman in an 

elegant black dress watched multiple screens showing Bitcoin 

forums, developer chat rooms, and social media feeds. She'd 

been studying this digital insurgency for years, learning its 

rhythms, identifying its pressure points. 

An Orchestra of Trolls 
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She didn't need to appear to the developers directly anymore. A 

whispered suggestion in a forum, a moment of doubt amplified 

there, an old grudge resurfaced at precisely the right moment. 

Human nature was predictable once you understood the 

patterns. 

Anonymous 07/14/16(Fri)12:07:18 No.7324849 "If u want 8MB 

blocks, just admit u work for VISA. Ur plan is to turn Bitcoin into 

AOL but with hookers. Ur not scaling, ur doin corporate Backpage 

with GFE. Get out of my network, narc." 

She smiled while responding in a forum, fingers moving across 

ancient symbols carved into her desk. "Such a perfect division. 

Technical enough to seem legitimate, philosophical enough to 

become personal." 

The scaling war was proceeding exactly as she'd hoped. Soon, 

the Bitcoin community would be so focused on fighting each 

other that they'd miss the larger threat approaching from an 

entirely different direction. 

She influenced a developer in Hong Kong to propose changes 

that seemed reasonable but would centralize mining power. 

She whispered to a CEO in Silicon Valley that bigger blocks 

meant bigger profits. She taught trolls on Reddit and 4chan 

how to weaponize technical arguments into personal attacks. 
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Anonymous 07/14/16(Fri)12:12:33 No.7324877 "How much does 

Samson Mow pay you per shill post??? Hope it covers your rent in 

your mom's basement. Cope HARDER." 

The scaling war reached its crescendo with a dramatic split. 

Bitcoin Cash forked away from the main network, claiming to 

be the "real" Bitcoin. Prices crashed across both chains, 

developers fled to other projects, and the mainstream media 

declared the great cryptocurrency experiment a failure. 

"This digital rebellion has taken on a life of its own." The 

emissary's voice carried frustration with something that defied 

traditional solutions. "Every previous threat we've faced had 

leadership we could remove, structure we could dismantle. 

This... spreads like wildfire without central coordination." 

The Woman in Black didn't turn from her screens. "Which is 

precisely why institutional capture will succeed where direct 

confrontation would fail. No leaders mean no martyrs. No 

central structure means nothing dramatic to destroy." 

"And when your regulatory frameworks fail? When your 

institutional partnerships crumble?" He moved closer, his 

presence filling the room with barely contained authority. 

"When the very pressure you're applying makes their system 

stronger?" 

"The pattern has served us well for centuries. Every disruptive 

technology eventually becomes part of our infrastructure." 
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" And when your patience fails? When their fire grows stronger 

under your hand?" His gold teeth gleamed with cold certainty. 

He stepped closer, voice like steel grinding. 

"I've seen this pattern play out across millennia. Empires 

always believe they've risen above the need for decisive action. 

Right up until they need me to solve what patience couldn't 

accomplish." 

"Your solution being?" she asked. 

"Is the same as it's always been. Make examples. Demonstrate 

consequences. Let the community understand what happens to 

those who build systems that threaten established order." His 

smile held ancient certainty. "But you'll continue your 

sophisticated games. And when they fail..." 

He paused, meeting her gaze. 

"You'll ask me to solve in blood what patience couldn't get you 

with gold."
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The revolution would continue. Not because she willed it, but 

because her father had been right: once you plant an idea deep 

enough, it grows without you. 

But now Ava understood something that chilled her to the 

bone. The scaling wars weren't just human nature. They weren't 

just technical disagreements that got out of hand. Someone was 

pulling strings, amplifying divisions, turning builders against 

each other. 

The same someone who had ransacked her house while she 

buried her father. 

She'd come to Montana to grieve. Instead, she'd inherited a war 

that had been raging for generations, learned that enemies she 

couldn't name were hunting her family's secrets, and 

discovered that even Bitcoin's internal conflicts were being 

orchestrated by forces that understood exactly how to turn 

brilliant people against each other. 

The questions would multiply, but the work couldn't wait for 

answers. Her father was gone. Her childhood home was 

destroyed. The lighthouse in Maine would become part of her 

The Deeper Game 
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operational network now, one stop among many in a life that 

could no longer afford the luxury of sitting on the same bench 

to watch the Atlantic and feel optimistic about the future. 

William Crowne's four-hundred-year-old lesson had become 

her operational reality: scatter like leaves on water, and let your 

enemies exhaust themselves searching in the wrong places. 

The gold doesn't care who finds it. It just waits. 

There was code to write. 



 

  



 

 

 

  



 

 

 



 



 

 



 

Chapter 16: Lightning Strikes Twice 

(2017-2019) 
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y 2018, Bitcoin was choking on its own success. Fifty-

dollar fees, hours-long waits. The dream of peer-to-

peer cash was buckling under its own weight. The 

system Ava had envisioned was becoming a 

settlement layer for the wealthy rather than a medium of 

exchange for everyone. 

But from crisis came innovation. 

The Lightning Network launched quietly in early 2018, a 

second-layer solution that allowed instant, nearly free Bitcoin 

transactions by creating payment channels between users. It 

was exactly the type of poetic engineering that appears when 

brilliant minds focus on problems instead of politics. 

Ava monitored Lightning's rollout from her newest base in a 

converted grain elevator in Golden, Colorado. The top 3 floors 

were renovated and furnished with every creature comfort. 

This is just one of seventeen safe houses she'd established 

across North America. At thirty-six, she'd learned that survival 

meant constant motion, never remaining in one location long 

enough for patterns to emerge that the Beast's intelligence 

apparatus could track. 

The ransacking of her father's house had shattered any illusion 

of safety. They'd torn through every drawer, pried up 

floorboards, scattered a lifetime of careful organization across 

B 
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rooms where she'd learned to code. Her father's place had been 

sparse, immaculate... the home of a man who'd lost his wife to 

money troubles and channeled his grief into obsessive order. 

There was nothing to steal, nothing valuable except the dusty 

computer they'd dismissed as worthless. 

But the message was clear: they knew she existed. 

"It's learning," she told herself one evening, watching Lightning 

channels spread across the network like neural pathways in a 

growing brain, trying to focus on technical victory rather than 

personal terror. "The system is actually learning to route 

around damage, just like the internet." 

The breakthrough came when she realized that Lightning 

wasn't just a scaling solution, it was Bitcoin's nervous system. 

Each payment channel was like a synapse, and the network as a 

whole was developing something that resembled distributed 

cognition. Payments found optimal routes automatically, 

liquidity flowed to where it was most needed, and the entire 

system adapted to changing conditions without central 

coordination. 

But managing her own liquidity had become a delicate art form 

that would have impressed even the most paranoid intelligence 

operative. Over the years, she'd accumulated bitcoin beyond 

the original Satoshi wallets... mining early, buying during 

crashes, methodically spreading wealth across hundreds of 
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addresses. Each transaction required its own web of 

anonymity—VPNs layered like Russian dolls, email addresses 

burned after single use, forum accounts abandoned the 

moment they showed patterns. The early developers she'd 

worked with as Satoshi had moved on to other projects, but 

occasionally she'd see Mike Hearn's continued Java 

implementations, or stumble across old forum threads where 

Hal had posted about reusable proof of work years before his 

death, and feel the strange melancholy of watching some 

collaborators continue the work while others were gone 

forever, none of them knowing who she really was. She'd 

particularly loved the Silk Road, not for its darker purposes, 

but because she could "buy" things from herself and never 

deliver, creating a perfect paper trail for dispersing coins to 

new wallets. 

She even bought Rare Pepes, laughing to herself that if anyone 

knew who had just purchased "DJ Pepe" for 0.1 bitcoin, its price 

would instantly jump to millions. The ultimate insider trading 

that she could never capitalize on... infinite wealth rendered 

meaningless by the need for absolute secrecy. Who could you 

trust when revealing your identity would make you the most 

valuable target on earth? 

The real test came during the market crash of late 2018, when 

Bitcoin's price fell from nearly $20,000 to under $4,000 in the 

space of a year. Traditional financial media declared the 
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cryptocurrency experiment dead again, regulatory pressure 

intensified, and many early adopters sold their holdings in 

despair. 

Lightning not only survived the crash... it thrived. 

As speculation retreated, actual usage increased. Small 

businesses began using Lightning for micropayments. Content 

creators monetized their work with real-time Bitcoin streaming. 

In Venezuela, where hyperinflation had destroyed the bolivar, 

programmers were building Lightning infrastructure to help 

their families survive. They called themselves "Lightning Frogs" 

in online forums, and their work was some of the most 

innovative Ava had ever seen. 

She recognized some of the coding patterns - elegant solutions 

that reminded her of conversations she'd had years earlier with 

developers who'd helped debug Bitcoin's earliest 

implementations. Hal would have loved this, she thought, 

remembering his enthusiasm for micropayments and digital 

cash systems that could help ordinary people, not just 

speculators. His vision of frictionless, instant payments was 

finally being realized by programmers who needed it to 

survive. 

The contrast was stark. While financial media declared Bitcoin 

dead because of falling prices, developers in crisis zones were 

building the infrastructure that would prove them wrong. 
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"They're missing the point," she observed, reading another 

Bitcoin obituary in a major newspaper while encrypted 

connections routed through a dozen VPNs. "They think Bitcoin 

failed because the price went down. But Bitcoin succeeded 

because the infrastructure kept working while everything else 

fell apart. 

The period from 2018 to 2019 became known in Bitcoin circles 

as the "Building Phase". A time when the speculative froth was 

blown away and serious infrastructure development 

accelerated. While mainstream media ignored or dismissed 

Bitcoin as a failed experiment, revolutionaries quietly built the 

foundation for everything that would follow. 

Ava spent this period traveling under various identities, 

meeting with developers, entrepreneurs, and activists who 

were building on Bitcoin. She found them everywhere: a coffee 

shop in El Salvador that had replaced cash registers with 

Lightning point-of-sale systems; Iranian dissidents using 

Bitcoin to circumvent international sanctions; the programmer 

in Nigeria who'd built a remittance system that let migrant 

workers send money home for pennies instead of the dollars 

that traditional services charged. 

But the most important discovery was the emergence of the 

LightningFrog collective... dozens of developers around the 

world working together under the frog banner, building tools 

that would make Bitcoin more private, more scalable, and more 
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resistant to capture. Most were anonymous… a coterie of 

international participants going by nicknames and online 

handles like “WasThatAWolf” and “Chiguretor.” Some were 

Rare Pepe “scientists,” a group that handled approval for cards 

to be in the “official directory” of memes. They'd absorbed the 

lessons of the scaling wars and learned to work through 

consensus rather than conflict, using pseudonymous identities 

to coordinate across platforms. 

In an encrypted chatroom she'd been monitoring for months, a 

user called "LightningFrog" posted: "I know you're out there, 

Satoshi. The children you birthed are growing up. Time to pass 

the torch to the next generation." 

Ava stared at the message for a long time before typing her 

reply under an alias: "The torch was always meant 2 be shared. 

Light as many flames as you can carry fren." 

"We are all Satoshi now," became their motto. And watching 

their innovations spread through the network, Ava realized it 

was true. Bitcoin had become bigger than any individual 

creator, more resilient than any single point of failure, more 

creative than any centralized design process. 

But while Bitcoin's technical foundations strengthened, the 

institutional attacks were intensifying... sometimes from 

unexpected directions. 
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Dr. Helen Morrison came from a family that had served the 

Beast for generations. Her grandfather had been a smooth-

talking investment salesman who worked Murphy's Speakeasy 

in the 1920s, the kind who could convince miners to trust paper 

promises over metal in their hands. The Morrisons had been 

compensated handsomely for their compliance, but they shared 

a fatal flaw: ego that eventually outgrew discretion. 

For eight years after the basement meeting in Conference Room 

C-7, Helen Morrison lived with the echo of ancient laughter 

ringing in her ears. The man with the golden razor blade had 

dismissed her life's work as academic theater, told her that her 

carefully constructed economic models were just window 

dressing for decisions that had already been made. Every 

projection she'd written, every equation that made political 

choices look like natural laws... it was all just sophisticated 

wallpaper. 

The humiliation ate at her like acid. She'd spent fifteen years 

believing she was a monetary scientist. Now she understood 

she was a decorator. 

So she began writing. Late nights in her home office, fueled by 

wine and wounded pride, crafting the book that would prove 

her intelligence mattered. The Necessity of Monetary Control: A 

Practitioner's Guide to Modern Central Banking. Chapter by 

chapter, she laid out everything she knew about how the 
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system really worked. Not the academic cover stories, but the 

actual mechanisms. 

When Bitcoin's price exploded past $1,000 in late 2017, then 

$10,000, then $19,000, something snapped inside her. She'd 

been RIGHT. She'd warned them in 2009 that this mathematical 

solution would threaten everything they'd built. She'd begged 

for emergency meetings, drafted urgent memos, explained 

exactly how Bitcoin's anti-fragile properties would make it 

stronger with each attack. 

And they'd LAUGHED at her. 

Now cryptocurrency dominated financial headlines while 

central bankers scrambled to understand what was happening. 

Helen Morrison knew exactly what was happening because 

she'd predicted it eight years earlier. The vindication became 

fire in her veins. 

Her final book wasn't a warning about Bitcoin's dangers. It was 

a full-throated manifesto defending central banking that said 

every quiet part out loud. Chapter titles like "Crisis Response 

and Market Intervention" and "Targeted Financial Creation" 

laid out the Beast's entire playbook with academic precision. 

She'd written it to prove that her work had always been serious, 

that her insights had always been valuable, that they should 

have listened to her about Bitcoin instead of treating her like a 

decorator with a PhD. 
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The Woman in Black had been monitoring Dr. Morrison 

through a hidden camera installed in her office months earlier. 

Helen's increasing agitation, her late-night writing sessions, her 

bitter muttering about "people who don't understand 

sophisticated mechanisms" - it all suggested another Morrison 

was about to make the family's signature mistake. 

When a financial journalist arrived to discuss Morrison's 

upcoming book about "the elegant architecture of modern 

monetary policy," she knew Helen had crossed the line from 

useful to catastrophic. 

"We're supposed to be working in shadows," the Woman in 

Black murmured to herself, watching Morrison gesture 

enthusiastically about "controlled inflationary pressures" and 

"the beautiful mathematics of quantitative easing." "Not writing 

instruction manuals for people who already want to kill us." 

The meeting lasted forty-seven minutes. Helen Morrison 

explained, with growing excitement, how central banks could 

create money from nothing and use it to purchase real 

resources, how "foreign aid" was actually a sophisticated 

wealth extraction mechanism, how regime changes could be 

purchased more efficiently than wars could be fought. She was 

FINALLY talking to someone who understood the importance 

of her work. 
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The journalist took careful notes, asked thoughtful questions, 

and complimented Helen on her "unprecedented insight into 

monetary operations." 

That night, Helen celebrated with a bottle of Châteauneuf-du-

Pape she'd been saving for years. Tomorrow, the world would 

understand that Dr. Helen Morrison had been right about 

everything. 

Three days later, a sweet-faced janitor was boxing up Dr. 

Morrison's office, shaking his head sympathetically as he spoke 

to a colleague in the hallway. 

"Real shame what happened to that nice old lady," he 

whispered, glancing around nervously. "One day she's running 

this place like a Swiss train station, micromanaging every paper 

clip and coffee break, next day she's ranting about... I don't 

even know what. Digital money and secret meetings and 

mathematical conspiracies." He tapped his temple 

meaningfully. "They say smart people sometimes just... snap. 

Pressure got to her, I guess. Had to take her to the puzzle 

factory. Don't think she'll be writing any more books." 

Dr. Morrison's unpublished manuscript would be filed away as 

the ravings of a woman who'd clearly suffered a severe 

psychological break. The Beast wanted warnings about Bitcoin 

circulated... just not ones that came with half the playbook 

stapled to them. 
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Helen Morrison had finally proven her intelligence mattered. It 

mattered enough to destroy her for it. 

The male emissary was having his own frustrations. In the 

basement of a decommissioned Cold War bunker outside 

Cheyenne Mountain, he listened to the report from the two 

men who'd ransacked the Montana house, his massive frame 

radiating barely contained irritation. 

"Nothing?" he asked, his voice deceptively calm. 

"Look, pal," the first burglar said, his tone shifting from 

respectful to defensive. "We did exactly what you paid us to do. 

Tore that place apart, pulled up floorboards, checked behind 

every picture frame. Nothing was “ancient” looking unless you 

like 80s video games. The place was like an extended stay 

hotel... immaculate, but practically empty." 

The emissary's hand shot out, lifting the man by his throat 

against the concrete wall with effortless strength. His fingers 

pressed against the burglar's windpipe as he spoke with the 

patient tone of a teacher addressing a slow student. 

"Why do you think failing me is an appropriate investment for 

your life's portfolio?" 

The second burglar stepped forward, unimpressed by the 

display. "Hey, easy there, roid-rage. You want to choke 

someone, choke whoever gave you the intel. We pulled up 

floorboards for Christ's sake. The man lived like a monk... 
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everything put away, nothing personal, minimal furniture. You 

got sold bad information, don't blame us." 

The emissary released his grip, letting the first man drop to the 

floor gasping. The second burglar helped his partner up while 

continuing his lecture. 

"You paid us for ONE job. We did it. Finding a Crowne used to 

be a lot easier... pick a hole with gold or silver, right? But these 

new Crownes don't seem to have much use for a pickaxe." He 

brushed dust off his jacket with exaggerated dignity. "Next 

time, maybe try better research before you start choking people. 

Just unprofessional, man." 

They left without another word, muttering about unstable 

clients and bad intel. The emissary remained in the bunker, 

contemplating how a family that had been so easy to track for 

generations had suddenly learned to disappear. 

As the decade ended, the Lightning Network reached one 

million channels, each one representing a direct economic 

relationship between individuals who no longer needed banks 

or payment processors. The old financial infrastructure was 

being replaced by something faster, cheaper, and more 

private… not through regulation or revolution, but through 

voluntary adoption of superior technology. 

But Ava allowed herself no celebration. The technical 

foundations were solid, the economic incentives aligned, the 
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cultural momentum building. Yet the personal cost was 

becoming unbearable. She hadn't spoken her real name aloud 

in months. Every relationship was transactional, every 

conversation calculated, every location temporary. 

The hardest test was still ahead... the moment when Bitcoin 

would transition from an alternative system used by rebels and 

early adopters to the primary monetary infrastructure used by 

ordinary people. That transition would require not just 

technical excellence, but political victory. 

And for political victory, they would need something more 

powerful than code or economics. 

They would need the frogs to wage memetic warfare against an 

enemy that had learned to hide in plain sight. 

But first, Ava would need to figure out who had moved her 

father's trunk to the bottom of an abandoned mine shaft, and 

whether that mysterious ally could be trusted with the most 

dangerous secret in the world. 

The green wax seal had melted years ago, but the questions it 

raised were just beginning to burn.



 

  



 

  



 

 



 

 

  



 

 

  



 

Chapter 17: The Ledger in a Suit (2020-
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he pandemic arrived like a forest fire, consuming the 

old economic certainties and leaving behind a 

landscape where only the adaptive survived. But 

Ava felt something else stirring in the digital ether. 

The Beast was evolving, learning new forms of predation. 

The lockdowns changed everything in ways the authorities 

never intended. Suddenly, people who'd worked twelve-hour 

shifts their entire lives found themselves trapped at home with 

stimulus checks and nothing but time. They discovered corners 

of the internet that had been hidden from them by sheer 

exhaustion. Forums where people discussed things that 

couldn't be said on television. Leaked documents. 

Whistleblower testimonies. The early draft of Dr. Morrison’s 

unpublished book passed hand to hand through encrypted 

channels. 

And Bitcoin. 

The Woman in Black had not been idle during Bitcoin's rise. 

She'd studied the network's cultural immune system, learned to 

speak in memes and dreams. When Michael Saylor announced 

MicroStrategy's $250 million Bitcoin purchase, she was there in 

the boardroom... not physically, but as a whisper in the back of 

every executive's mind: "Digital gold. Safe harbor. Institutional 

adoption." 

T 



 354  

The corporate adoptions came in waves. Tesla bought $1.5 

billion worth of Bitcoin. Square converted a portion of its 

balance sheet. PayPal enabled Bitcoin purchases for its 300 

million users. Each announcement dropped like a stone into the 

pond, sending ripples through markets and headlines. The 

price surged. The world called it adoption. 

Ava called it infiltration. 

Wall Street firms began packaging Bitcoin into investment 

products that promised to make it "safe" for traditional 

investors. Grayscale Bitcoin Trust traded at premiums that 

would have been laughable in earlier eras. Futures markets 

developed that allowed traders to bet on Bitcoin's price without 

ever touching the underlying asset. 

The Beast's final generation of champions was falling just as 

Bitcoin rose. Leon Black had built a dragon of private equity 

worth hundreds of billions, the ultimate expression of 

leveraged financial engineering. The Beast had fed him power 

for decades, letting him buy and strip companies, loading them 

with debt while extracting massive fees. 

But in 2021, just as institutional adoption of Bitcoin accelerated, 

Black's connections to Jeffrey Epstein came to light. The man 

who'd paid Epstein $158 million for "tax advice" was forced to 

step down in disgrace. Leon Black's forced departure was 

unprecedented. This wasn't just another champion being 
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discarded. Black had been Milken's right hand during the junk 

bond era, and when Drexel collapsed, he didn't flee. He simply 

turned off the lights for a long weekend, then turned them back 

on with a new name: Apollo Global Management. Same office, 

same secretary, same financial dragon... just Leon running the 

show instead of Michael. For thirty years, he'd been 

untouchable, the drug lord's lieutenant who inherited the 

empire while the boss did his time. Making him step down was 

like forcing a mob boss into retirement. It simply didn't happen 

to men of his stature. Yet here he was, another sacrifice to 

maintain the illusion that the system had limits. 

"See how perfectly timed it is?" Ava noted, reading about 

Black's downfall. "Just as Bitcoin threatens to replace their 

system, they throw another body to the mob. 'Look, we're 

cleaning house! The bad actors are gone! You can trust us 

again!' But the Beast itself remains, just wearing new faces." 

The pattern was consistent across decades: Michael Milken in 

the 80s, Ivan Boesky and Joseph Jett from Kidder Peabody in 

the early 90s, Jordan Belfort in the late 90s, Bernie Madoff in 

2008, and now Leon Black in 2021. Each one had served the 

Beast faithfully, had been allowed to grow grotesquely wealthy, 

then been publicly destroyed when the Beast needed a 

distraction from its own crimes. 
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"They're not joining us," she told the LightningFrog collective 

during a Telegram call, her voice tight with urgency. "They're 

surrounding us." 

That night, Ava descended into the barn's basement where the 

family trunk sat like a wooden altar beneath harsh fluorescent 

lights. The metal clasps had begun to show their age, brass 

worn smooth by untold numbers of Crowne hands. She lifted 

the heavy lid and breathed in the scent of old leather, aged 

paper, and something else... something that smelled like 

centuries of accumulated wisdom. 

The Grimoire lay on top, its leather binding cracked but still 

supple. Beneath it, loose scrolls, and tablets, some written in 

dialects nobody remembered how to read. Her father had told 

her the trunk was built in the 1100s, but some of its contents 

seemed much older. Everything the family had learned, 

everywhere they'd been, every lesson paid for in blood and 

sweat. 

She turned the pages carefully, looking for guidance that her 

ancestors might have left for moments like this. The 

handwriting changed with each generation, but the warnings 

remained consistent: the Beast wore many faces, but its appetite 

never changed. 

Then she found it. A page that looked like it belonged in the 

Museum of Natural History, the date written in the Julian 
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calendar. The handwriting was barely legible, but she could 

make out enough: 

"15th day of October, Year of Our Lord 1687 By Ezekiel Crowne, 

aboard the merchant vessel Princess Anne of Denmark 

The Spanish flood the world with silver torn from Potosí's bleeding 

mountain. Every new galleon from the Indies makes their pieces worth 

less, yet they call this prosperity. We who sail free waters know 

different. When kings debase their coin, honest men must seek honest 

money. 

The pieces of eight we trade carry more truth than the promises from 

Madrid. Each piece divided eight ways, each way bearing witness to 

scarcity that cannot be counterfeited. The empire drowns us in false 

abundance, but those who reject the empire's currency preserve real 

wealth. 

Mark this well, blood of my blood: when authority floods the world 

with promises, only those who count by weight of metal survive the 

tide. The Beast that wears the crown of El Hechizado today will wear 

another tomorrow, but the want remains unchanged. Find the weight. 

Trust the scarcity. Let the fools chase a bewitched king's promises 

while you hold what cannot be multiplied by royal decree." 

Ava sat back, her hands trembling. An ancestor from the 

earliest American branches of the family tree had faced the 

same enemy three centuries earlier. Spanish silver flooding 

global markets was just an earlier version of stimulus checks 
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flooding bank accounts. The empire had changed flags, but the 

pattern remained identical. 

"Nuthin new under the sun," she whispered, hearing her 

father’s impression of her grandfather. The old pessimist who 

smelled of Canadian Club had been right all along. 

Bitcoin wasn't just digital gold. It was digital pieces of eight... 

infinitely divisible, mathematically scarce, impossible to 

counterfeit. The Bitcoiners weren't revolutionaries. They were 

digital miners turned digital pirates, sailing the free waters of 

cyberspace while empires debased their currencies. 

Strange things began happening to Bitcoin developers who 

resisted institutional capture. Code repositories corrupted 

themselves. Encrypted communications leaked to regulatory 

authorities. Two prominent Bitcoin developers died in separate 

"accidents" within the same month, one in a car crash, another 

from sudden cardiac arrest at age thirty-four. 

The message was clear: adapt or be eliminated. 

But the Beast had made a crucial error. In its thirst to control 

Bitcoin, it had overlooked the deeper magic brewing in the 

network's cultural layers. 

The Rare Pepe phenomenon had been quietly evolving on 

Counterparty, far beneath the radar of institutional attention. 

What corporate analysts dismissed as "digital collectibles" was 

actually something far more dangerous: a training ground for 
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mocking institutional economics. Each Rare Pepe sale taught 

participants to value mathematical scarcity over legal authority, 

to trust cryptographic proof over regulatory approval. 

Late one night, while monitoring the mempool, Ava noticed 

something impossible. The Rare Pepe trades were forming 

patterns, not random market activity, but geometric 

arrangements that matched the symbols carved into the family 

trunk. Someone, or something, was coordinating purchases to 

create massive sigils across the transaction graph. 

"The frogs are talking to each other," she whispered, her hands 

trembling as she traced the patterns on her screen. 

The emergence of Fake Rare’s pushed the phenomenon into 

even stranger territory. These weren't just derivative art pieces. 

They were philosophical weapons, training an entire generation 

to question the nature of authenticity itself. In encrypted 

forums, collectors debated whether an honestly fake Fake Rare 

was more genuine than a counterfeit Rare Pepe, their 

arguments unconsciously preparing them for a world where 

consensus reality could be programmed. 

But something was hunting the collectors. 

Three major Fake Rare holders disappeared within the same 

week. Their wallets emptied through transactions that 

technically followed all protocol rules but moved coins in ways 

that violated the laws of physics... spending outputs before 
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their inputs were confirmed, creating loops in the transaction 

graph that shouldn't have been possible. 

"They're not just attacking the network," Ava realized, studying 

the impossible transactions. "They're attacking the people who 

understand what the network really means." 

The Chad vs. Virgin memes took on new significance as a form 

of spiritual warfare. Each Chad Bitcoin Holder image that 

spread through social media carried with it a fragment of 

resistance, a vaccination against institutional thinking. But the 

images were changing as they propagated, accumulating subtle 

modifications that felt significant but couldn't be consciously 

parsed. 

Ava began collecting the variations, feeding them into pattern 

recognition software that her father Jonah had helped design 

decades earlier. The results chilled her blood: embedded within 

the meme mutations were coordinates, timestamps, and what 

looked like targeting data for every major Bitcoin developer 

and early adopter. 

"They're building a hit list," she told the LightningFrog 

collective. "Using our own memes against us." 

The year 2021 became a shadow war fought through market 

manipulation and memetic warfare. While the mainstream 

media celebrated Bitcoin's price reaching $70,000, those who 

knew how to read the signs watched a different battle unfold. 
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Retail investors coordinating through Reddit and Discord 

weren't just challenging hedge funds. They were unknowingly 

serving as foot soldiers in humanity's last stand against 

something that had learned to wear the mask of institutional 

legitimacy. 

When Elon Musk drove Dogecoin to impossible valuations, Ava 

finally understood the deeper game. Dogecoin wasn't just a 

meme coin. It was reality distortion, teaching an entire 

generation that value could be conjured from pure belief, that 

mathematical scarcity was optional, that the rules of economics 

were just another form of social consensus. 

"He's not promoting Dogecoin," she realized with growing 

horror. "He's teaching people that scarcity is a choice. That's 

exactly what the Beast wants... a generation that believes 

abundance can be printed infinitely." 

She turned back to the Grimoire, finding another entry from a 

different hand, this one dated 1933: 

"The banks closed today. Roosevelt tells us it's temporary, that our 

gold is safe in their vaults. But Pa taught me to read the signs, and the 

signs all point to theft. They'll reopen the banks with new rules, and 

the gold will stay locked away while they hand us paper promises 

instead. The Beast learns new tricks, but its impulses never change. 

When they take your gold and offer you script, the theft is complete 

even if they call it salvation." 
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Eli's handwriting. The great-grandfather she'd grown up 

hearing stories about, the man her father spoke of with such 

reverence that she'd always pictured him as larger than life. 

Every tale Jonah told, painted Eli as the kind of Crowne who 

never bent, never compromised, never let the Beast win even a 

single round. And here he was, watching the gold confiscation 

unfold in real-time, documenting Executive Order 6102 as it 

happened. 

The parallels were too obvious to ignore. If they could outlaw 

gold in 1933, what would stop them from outlawing Bitcoin in 

2021? "Mandatory Conversion of Private Cryptographic Assets 

for National Security." She could already see the executive 

order in her mind, hear the justifications about quantum 

computing threats and environmental concerns. 

The same pattern, playing out again and again across centuries. 

The corporate adoption wave had succeeded beyond the Beast's 

wildest dreams, but not in the way anyone expected. Instead of 

absorbing Bitcoin into traditional finance, it had taught the 

network's immune system to recognize and resist infiltration. 

Every attempt at capture had made the community stronger, 

more paranoid, more anti-fragile. 

But Ava knew this was just the opening gambit. The real attack 

was coming, and it would target Bitcoin's greatest strength: the 

proof-of-work mining that made the network unbreakable. 
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In her dreams that night, she saw vast server farms going dark, 

one by one, as environmental regulations strangled the very 

thing that kept Bitcoin free. And in the darkness between the 

dead machines, something ancient smiled and prepared for the 

feast to come. 

The corporate embrace had been a distraction. The real war was 

just beginning. 

But this time, the Crowne family had allies. Digital miners 

turned digital pirates, sailing digital seas while armed with 

mathematical scarcity and protected by cryptographic walls. 

The pieces of eight had become Satoshi’s, but the principle 

remained unchanged: when empires print money, honest 

people divide what's real. 

The frogs were ready. The question was whether the empire 

would learn from El Hechizado's mistakes, or repeat them with 

digital promises instead of New World silver.



   

  



   

 

 

  



   

 

 

 

  



   

Chapter 18: The Meme Wars (2021-

2024) 
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he attack began at 2:58 AM on a Tuesday in February 

2021, when every major news outlet in the world 

simultaneously published the same headline: 

"Bitcoin Mining Consumes More Energy Than 

Argentina." 

Ava woke in her solar-powered cabin to find her screens 

flickering with impossible synchronicity. Not just the timing… 

the exact word count, sentence structure, even the typos were 

identical across continents and languages. 

This wasn't propaganda… this was possession. 

By morning, environmental groups that had never mentioned 

cryptocurrency were holding coordinated rallies in seventeen 

cities. Their chants were identical, their signs mass-produced, 

their leaders speaking with voices that didn't quite match their 

bodies. Ava watched the livestreams and recognized the 

symptoms: the Beast had learned to wear multiple faces 

simultaneously. 

Dr. Sarah Chen, Stanford climatologist, declared Bitcoin an 

extinction-level threat… despite never studying it until that 

morning. She blinked silver eyes at the camera, speaking with 

knowledge she’d never learned. The Woman in Black stood just 

behind her, invisible to the lens, directing every word. 

T 
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"It's like the information was always there," she said, her eyes 

reflecting an unnatural silver sheen. "Like I've always known 

Bitcoin was humanity's greatest threat." 

The Woman in Black had learned subtlety over the centuries… 

no longer the crude manifestations that had appeared to the 

Crowne family. Now she worked through dreams, through 

suggestion, through the collective unconscious of a species that 

had forgotten how to recognize spiritual warfare. 

Elon Musk's reversal on Bitcoin acceptance wasn't a business 

decision, it was a seizure. Ava found the medical records buried 

in encrypted files: Musk, previously one of Bitcoin's most 

prominent corporate advocates, announced that Tesla would no 

longer accept Bitcoin payments due to environmental concerns. 

The price crashed 50 percent in a matter of weeks, wiping out 

trillions of dollars in market value. In actuality, he had 

experienced what doctors called a "complex partial seizure" 

exactly seventeen minutes before his environmental concerns 

about Bitcoin hardened. The brain scans showed activity 

patterns that shouldn't have been possible in a living human. 

But the Beast had underestimated what it was fighting. 

When China banned mining, the network didn’t die. It 

scattered. Miners relocated to hydroelectric dams in Paraguay, 

or solar farms in Texas, or geothermal plants in Iceland. 

Machines started behaving like they had a will. Code optimized 
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itself. Miners swore their rigs predicted failures before they 

happened. 

"It’s defending itself," Ava whispered. "It's alive." 

The real war wasn't fought in boardrooms or regulatory 

hearings… it was fought in the space between memes and 

dreams, where collective belief shaped reality. "It's memetic 

warfare," Ava explained to her father's portrait during one of 

their imaginary conversations. "They're fighting institutions 

with jokes, and the jokes are winning." 

The laser eyes phenomenon began with a single image posted 

by an anonymous account: a traditional Chad Bitcoin Holder, 

but with eyes that seemed to glow with actual light. Within 

hours, millions of people were adding laser eyes to their 

profiles, not knowing they were participating in the largest 

mass sigil working in human history. 

Every profile with “red bitcoin eyes” became a node in a shield. 

Environmental FUD that should’ve crashed the market met a 

wall of manic buying. The Beast clawed, and the crowd 

laughed in its face. The rules of reality itself was being 

rewritten by the collective will of cartoon frog worshippers. 

As the solar storm raged in August 2022, Ava tracked the 

transaction data. To her astonishment, the flow aligned with 

the planets… hidden worlds mapped in equations, 
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constellations burning faintly within the blockchain. She leaned 

closer, throat tightening. 

"It's not just money… it's a reality engine. We've built 

something that can rewrite the laws of physics through 

consensus." 

The Beast's response was swift and desperate. Three major 

mining facilities suffered catastrophic failures within the same 

week. Explosions that left behind glassy residue that shouldn't 

have been possible with standard silicon chips. Investigators 

found no evidence of sabotage, but survivors reported the same 

phenomenon: their equipment had briefly shown transaction 

data from the future before liquefying into impossible 

geometries. 

But for every attack, the network's immune system grew 

stronger. The memes evolved beyond humor into something 

approaching digital DNA, self-replicating information patterns 

that carried resistance to authority, preference for mathematical 

truth, and an inexplicable urge to HODL that felt more like 

religious conviction than investment strategy. 

The Woman in Black found herself unable to enter Bitcoin 

conferences, as if the spaces themselves rejected her presence. 

Her male companion tried to infiltrate online communities, 

only to find his carefully crafted personas immediately 
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identified as "fed posting" by users who couldn't explain how 

they knew. But know they did… and with absolute certainty. 

But the most significant development was the emergence of 

what cultural analysts began calling "Bitcoin Citadels", physical 

communities of Bitcoin holders who had opted out of 

traditional monetary systems entirely. 

The first Citadel was established in El Salvador after the 

country adopted Bitcoin as legal tender in September 2021. A 

small community of international Bitcoin enthusiasts moved to 

a coastal town and began conducting all commerce in 

Lightning Network payments. No banks, no credit cards, no 

government currencies... just peer-to-peer electronic cash 

functioning exactly as Satoshi had envisioned. 

The Beast's environmental narrative collapsed not through data 

or debunking, but through a mass realization that energy use 

was a red herring. The real battle was between centralized 

control of reality and distributed consensus about what was 

true. 

"They're afraid because we're not just changing money," Ava 

told the LightningFrog collective during their final encrypted 

meeting before the election. "We're proving that reality is 

programmable. That small groups of committed humans can 

literally rewrite the laws of physics through synchronized 

belief." 
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The laser eyes had evolved too. Screenshots from late 2024 

showed profile pictures where the red glow had spread beyond 

the eyes, creating aureoles of light that pulsed in sync across 

social media platforms. Facial recognition software began 

failing when scanning these images, reporting impossible 

biometric data that suggested the people in the photos weren't 

entirely human anymore. 

As election night approached, the final battle lines were drawn. 

On one side: the Beast and its institutional champions, wielding 

the accumulated power of centuries. On the other: millions of 

humans armed with cartoon frogs, mathematical proofs, and an 

unshakeable belief that freedom could be coded into reality 

itself. 

The meme war had become something far more dangerous 

than either side had anticipated: a contest between two 

incompatible versions of reality, with the winner determining 

what remained possible for human consciousness. 

In the spaces between blocks, between pixels, between the 

moments when digital and physical reality touched, something 

ancient prepared for the first honest election in over a century. 

The frogs were ready. The question was whether the universe 

itself could handle what they were about to unleash.



   



   

 

 

 



   

 

  



   

  



   

 Chapter 19: The Political 

Breakthrough (2024-2025) 
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he sat motionless watching Pennsylvania flip red on 

her laptop screen. Alone in the converted fire tower, 

thirty-nine floors above the Adirondack wilderness, 

she should have felt victorious. 

Instead, she felt as though she was watching a funeral 

procession where everyone thought they were at a wedding. 

The 2024 election had made cryptocurrency the defining 

political issue of the decade. For the first time in American 

history, voters had rejected a sitting administration's 

comprehensive regulatory assault on digital assets... the 

executive orders mandating environmental reviews of mining 

operations, the proposed Central Bank Digital Currency, the 

enforcement actions that had driven innovation overseas. 

The opposing candidate had promised to fire SEC Chair Gary 

Gensler on "day one," establish a Strategic Bitcoin Reserve, and 

commute Ross Ulbricht's life sentence to time served. 

The choice had been between open hostility and managed 

acceptance. Neither represented actual freedom, but Americans 

had chosen the prettier cage. 

"Pennsylvania called," came the encrypted message from one of 

the LightningFrog collective members. "Bitcoin won." 

S 
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Ava stared at her screen, watching young voters celebrate in the 

streets, laser eyes glowing red in the camera flashes. They had 

no idea what they'd actually voted for. They thought they'd 

chosen revolution. They'd actually chosen which corporate 

overlord got to manage their digital serfdom. 

Most of them had "bought Bitcoin" by sending credit card 

payments to Coinbase. They had no seed phrases, no private 

keys, no actual control over their digital assets. When they lost 

access, they called customer service. When they wanted to send 

money, they paid network fees to intermediaries who charged 

more than Western Union. 

They'd taken the most revolutionary technology in human 

history and turned it into exactly what it was designed to 

replace: a system where other people held your money and 

charged you fees for the privilege. 

The victory was decisive, but victories could be poison. The 

pro-Bitcoin candidate won the presidency, cryptocurrency 

supporters gained majorities in both houses of Congress. The 

mandate was clear: America would embrace the digital asset 

revolution. 

What they'd really mandated was regulatory capture with a 

friendly face. 

Ava pulled out the family Grimoire, searching for wisdom from 

ancestors who'd faced impossible odds. Her fingers found a 
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passage she'd read a hundred times but never truly 

understood, written in her great-grandfather's careful script: 

"The Beast's greatest victory is convincing people they've won while 

leading them into the slaughter pen. They will cheer their own 

enslavement if you call it liberation." 

Below Eli's entry, a crude drawing of a frog sitting on a lotus 

flower, surrounded by Egyptian hieroglyphs that had puzzled 

generations of Crownes. She'd always assumed it was 

decorative, some Renaissance fascination with ancient 

symbolism. 

Then her secure phone buzzed with a link from the 

LightningFrog collective: "The Frog God of Primordial Chaos: 

Kek's Journey from Ancient Egypt to Digital Revolution" by Dr. 

Amun Kheti, an Egyptologist at Cairo University who also 

happened to run a Lightning node. 

Reading his paper while staring at her ancestor's drawing, the 

pieces clicked into place with terrifying clarity. The bulging 

eyes, the wide mouth, the seated posture... Pepe the Frog was 

Kek, the ancient Egyptian deity of primordial chaos that 

preceded creation. And the Crowne family had been carrying 

his symbol for over five centuries. 

"Kek represents the darkness before dawn, the chaos before 

order," Dr. Kheti had written. "He appears whenever human 

societies create systems of control that grow too rigid. He is 
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chaos with purpose... the darkness that gives birth to new 

light." 

The mathematical chaos of cryptocurrency, the memetic 

warfare, the systematic dismantling of monetary orthodoxy... it 

had all been prophesied in symbols carved into her family's 

trunk. But prophecies could be perverted. Gods could be 

domesticated. 

The Beast's political apparatus reacted to the election with 

calculated precision disguised as hysteria. Op-eds appeared in 

major newspapers warning of economic catastrophe... but 

carefully written to make Bitcoin adoption seem inevitable. 

Former Federal Reserve officials predicted hyperinflation and 

terrorist financing, while quietly opening cryptocurrency 

trading desks at their consulting firms. 

They weren't fighting Bitcoin anymore. They were teaching it to 

sit, stay, and heel. 

Within months, the new president had signed executive orders 

establishing a Strategic Bitcoin Reserve. Other countries 

scrambled to follow suit, triggering what economists called the 

"Great Accumulation", a feeding frenzy where nation-states 

competed to acquire Bitcoin reserves through the same Wall 

Street intermediaries who'd been managing gold reserves for 

decades. 
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The government bought 200,000 bitcoins. From Coinbase. 

Using newly printed dollars. The revolutionary was being 

acquired through the exact same inflationary mechanisms it 

was supposed to replace. 

Ross Ulbricht walked out of federal prison on January 21, 2025, 

his life sentence commuted after thirteen years. Ava watched 

the livestream of his release, tears streaming down her face as 

she saw him embrace his mother under the prison gates. 

He looked older but unbroken. Victorious, even. The man 

who'd built a marketplace for voluntary exchange had 

outlasted the prosecutors who'd tried to destroy him. Ava 

remembered using Silk Road in its early days… not for drugs, 

but for books the government had banned, information they'd 

tried to suppress. Ross had given the world a glimpse of what 

trade could look like without permission. 

His freedom was the one pure victory in this entire mess. But as 

she watched the celebration coverage, the hollow feeling 

returned. They'd freed one man while millions voluntarily 

enslaved themselves to the same system that had imprisoned 

him. 

The real revelation came that evening, as Ava scrolled through 

social media watching the victory celebrations. Young people 

with laser eyes were posting screenshots of their "Bitcoin 

portfolios", all held in custodial wallets, all purchased with fiat 
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currency, all completely dependent on the same financial 

infrastructure her father had tried to make obsolete. 

Something twisted in her stomach as she watched the euphoria. 

Everyone was celebrating, Ross was free, Bitcoin was 

"winning"… so why did this feel like watching a funeral? 

She closed the laptop and reached for the family Grimoire, 

desperate for someone who'd seen this pattern before. Her 

fingers found a page marked with ancient ink, the handwriting 

careful despite obvious haste: 

Sterling Crowne, 1487: "I have watched the merchant princes of 

Florence convince entire cities to trade their gold for promises written 

on parchment. They call it 'progress' and 'convenience.' The people 

cheer because carrying coins was heavy, and these new certificates are 

so much lighter. They do not see that they have traded sovereignty for 

comfort, substance for symbols. The Medici smile and offer better 

terms than the previous moneylenders, and the people call them 

liberators. In the end, I have learned this truth: people do not want 

freedom... they want fairer masters." 

The words hit her like cold lightning. Sterling had watched the 

birth of modern banking; seen people voluntarily surrender 

gold sovereignty for paper convenience. Five centuries later, 

she was watching the exact same pattern: people trading 

Bitcoin sovereignty for custodial convenience, celebrating the 

prettier chains. 
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They thought they'd won because the government promised to 

be nice to Bitcoin. They didn't understand that the government 

being nice to Bitcoin meant Bitcoin had stopped being a threat. 

She opened the Grimoire and began a new entry, her 

handwriting shaky with exhaustion and something that might 

have been grief: 

July 4, 2025 - They think we won. Ross walks free after thirteen years 

for building technology that enabled voluntary exchange. The Federal 

Reserve promises to play nice with Bitcoin. Politicians compete to 

seem "crypto-friendly." 

But nobody actually HOLDS Bitcoin anymore. They hold IOUs from 

companies that hold Bitcoin. They buy "crypto exposure" through 

ETFs managed by BlackRock. They trade "digital assets" on platforms 

that can freeze their accounts at anytime. 

Dad spent fifteen years building tools for sovereignty. In fifteen 

months, they've been turned into products for customers. 

The memes were supposed to wake people up. Instead, they've become 

marketing campaigns for a new kind of control. 

The Beast didn't lose. They just changed uniforms again. 

As autumn turned to winter, the Beast's real response became 

clear. They couldn't attack Bitcoin directly; it was too politically 

popular now. But they could attack Bitcoiners. 
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Pavel Durov, arrested in Paris for refusing to build government 

backdoors into Telegram. Roger Ver, trapped in Spain on 

fabricated tax charges. Alexey Pertsev of Tornado Cash, 

convicted for writing privacy code. The message was 

unmistakable: build tools for actual freedom, face the Beast's 

wrath. 

LightningFrog collective members began disappearing. Three 

arrests in one week... one for "money laundering" (running a 

Lightning node), one for "tax evasion" (mining Bitcoin), one 

who simply vanished between his apartment and the coffee 

shop. 

The Beast had learned from Dr. Morrison's long-ago warning. 

They couldn't kill Bitcoin, so they were killing Bitcoiners. They 

couldn't control the technology, so they were criminalizing the 

technologists. 

Ava felt her coin's temperature climbing toward dangerous 

levels. The old mining magic was responding to something her 

rational mind hadn't fully grasped yet: this wasn't victory 

escalating into persecution. 

This was the Beast finally taking Bitcoin seriously enough to 

deploy methods they'd perfected on kings. 

She looked out from her fire tower, across miles of wilderness 

where cell towers blinked like electronic eyes in the darkness. 

Somewhere out there, the Woman in Black was probably 
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smiling. Her infrastructure capture had worked perfectly. 

Voters had embraced Bitcoin by turning it into everything 

Bitcoin was supposed to destroy. 

The revolution had been successfully inverted. The chaos god 

Kek had been domesticated into a government-approved pet 

frog. 

But chaos gods, Ava reflected, had a tendency to bite their 

handlers when they least expected it. 

She closed the Grimoire and began planning for a different 

kind of war. Not the one where Bitcoin achieved political 

legitimacy, but the one where someone had to preserve what 

Bitcoin actually meant while everyone else was celebrating its 

beautiful corruption. 

The frogs had learned to speak the Beast's language. Now they 

had to remember how to ribbit in the dark, where surveillance 

couldn't reach and customer service couldn't help. 

Somewhere in the ancient depths of her family's knowledge, 

carved symbols seemed to pulse with renewed purpose. The 

real battle was just beginning. 

And this time, she was fighting alone.



   



   

 

 

  



   

 



   



   

  



   

Chapter 20: The Great Transition 

(2025-2027) 
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he victory felt complete until the trap began 

closing. 

Ava sat in her latest safe house (an abandoned 

auto repair shop outside Ely, Nevada) watching 

encrypted messages flood in from the 

LightningFrog collective. Three developers arrested overnight. 

Two mining operations raided. One prominent privacy 

advocate who'd simply vanished between his apartment and 

the coffee shop, leaving only a half-finished Lightning 

implementation and a cat that wouldn't stop meowing. 

At forty-three, she'd learned to move every few weeks, never 

staying anywhere long enough to establish a pattern. The Beast 

couldn't find her... they'd lost track of both her and Jonah’s 

trunk around the same time. Treating it as a solved problem 

(with a loose end) while they focused on "curing" Bitcoin from 

the root. But isolation was its own kind of prison. 

She wanted to call her father. Wanted to hear his voice telling 

her she was smart enough to think her way through this, that 

she was loved and protected and not as alone as she felt. 

Instead, she had sweep detectors that never found bugs, 

cryptocurrency that could buy anything anonymously, and a 

book full of dead people's memories. 

T 
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The coins temperature seemed to swing wildly for months, 

from a penny in your jeans that came fresh out of the dryer, 

dropping to something that felt cold as a doctor’s stethoscope 

against her skin. As the noose tightened around Bitcoin, her 

family's accumulated magic seemed to be bleeding away. 

She opened the Grimoire, desperate for someone who 

understood what it meant to stand alone against impossible 

odds. Her fingers found a passage from the one relative whose 

memory always made her uncomfortable... the family drunk, 

the embarrassment, the cautionary tale of what happened when 

you let the Beast break you: 

Micah Crowne, 1977: "Twice in my life the Beast showed its face, and 

twice I lived to bear witness. Once at Dunnigan's tavern where the 

air went dead and every soul fled, leaving me alone with something 

that called me by name and demanded what no stranger should know 

I carried. Once on the steps of my family cabin where perfection wore 

a woman's face and offered me riches beyond measure if I'd only bend 

my knee to their design. They thought fear would make me compliant, 

that temptation would make me silent. But when the world turns 

against a man for seeking truth, that's when he knows he's found 

something worth keeping. They destroyed everything I'd built with 

thirty years of sweat and ink, but standing here tonight, watching my 

son Jonah learn to read the old signs, I know the cost was worth 

paying. Every man who refuses to bend his knee gives the next 
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generation permission to stand upright. The war ain't over… it just 

changes uniforms between battles." 

The words hit her like lightning. Not a drunk failure... the most 

antifragile Crowne in the family's history. The only one to face 

both emissaries and refuse to bend. Her father had spent his life 

trying not to be like Micah, but maybe Micah was exactly who 

she needed to be right now. 

The man who'd lost everything and kept fighting anyway. 

By 2026, Lightning Network adoption had reached what 

economists called "The Monetary Singularity." Bitcoin 

payments were faster and cheaper than anything in history. 

Families saved in Bitcoin, businesses operated on Bitcoin, 

governments held Bitcoin reserves. 

But every victory came wrapped in razor wire. 

The regulations arrived disguised as "consumer protection." 

Every wallet now required “KYC verification” which meant 

every transaction was linked to a government ID. Imagine if 

every time you opened your real wallet, you had to show your 

driver's license to an invisible camera that recorded when, 

where, and why you spent every dollar.  

Every transaction over $600 triggered automatic IRS reporting. 

Small businesses found themselves filing thousands of forms 

per month, explaining every coffee purchase and tip to federal 

bureaucrats who understood neither Bitcoin nor commerce. 
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Every mining operation needed state licensing and quarterly 

compliance audits. The Texas miners who'd pioneered 

renewable Bitcoin mining found themselves filling out 

environmental impact reports that cost more than their 

electricity bills. 

The quantum trap was the masterpiece. 

In late 2026, IBM announced the first commercially viable 

quantum computer capable of breaking traditional 

cryptocurrency signatures. The announcement triggered a 

market panic that lasted exactly eighteen hours... just long 

enough for "quantum-secured wallets" to become mandatory. 

The marketing was perfect: "Protect your Bitcoin from quantum 

attacks with our unbreakable security!" 

But unbreakable meant unlockable. The quantum keys were too 

complex for human management, requiring specialized 

hardware that only licensed providers could operate. Think of 

it like this: what if your house key could only be opened by a 

computer that costs more than your house, and when that 

computer breaks, you're homeless forever. 

When quantum wallets malfunctioned (which they did, 

frequently), users found themselves locked out of their own 

money. The quantum signatures were "too mathematically 

complex for manual recovery." Only the wallet companies 
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could restore access, and they required court orders, tax 

clearances, and compliance audits that took months to process. 

California led the final assault with its Digital Asset Protection 

Law. Any wallet showing no activity for 18 months was 

deemed "abandoned", which meant the state would "safeguard" 

those assets indefinitely. How it ended up working was; if you 

don't check your bank account often enough, the bank gets to 

keep your money until you prove you deserve it back. 

Hundreds of thousands of Bitcoins vanished into state custody. 

The dormant addresses accumulated in government treasuries 

while their owners fought bureaucratic battles they couldn't 

afford to win. 

The banking integration was the final noose. Chase, Wells 

Fargo, and Bank of America all launched "Bitcoin custody 

services" offering 2.1 percent annual yields (barely above 

inflation) but marketed as "safe, regulated, and FDIC-insured 

Bitcoin exposure." 

Traditional self-custody became practically illegal. Hardware 

wallet manufacturers faced crushing liability lawsuits from 

users who'd lost their seed phrases. Open-source wallet 

development stalled under regulatory uncertainty. New users 

were funneled toward "institutional-grade solutions" that 

required minimum balances, accredited investor status, and 

comprehensive background checks. 
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The message was clear: you could have Bitcoin, but only if 

someone else held it for you. 

DeFi suffered the same fate. The Decentralized Finance 

Compliance Act required all smart contracts to be sponsored by 

chartered banks. Every DeFi protocol needed traditional 

financial institution backing, KYC integration, and automated 

reporting to FinCEN. 

"For your protection," the regulators explained. "Unsupervised 

DeFi enables money laundering, terrorist financing, and tax 

evasion." 

What happens if every time two people wanted to make a 

private agreement, they had to hire a bank to watch them sign 

the contract and report the details to the government? 

The venture capital chokehold was systematic. Every major 

Bitcoin company needed VC funding to comply with new 

regulations. Every VC fund required their portfolio companies 

to implement "responsible blockchain practices", which 

translated to surveillance, reporting, and cooperation with law 

enforcement. 

Independent developers found themselves unemployable. 

Funding dried up for any project that prioritized privacy over 

compliance. The Bitcoin ecosystem became a closed loop of 

corporate-backed solutions that all traced back to the same 
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institutional investors who'd been managing traditional finance 

for decades. 

The political theater made Ava physically nauseous. Politicians 

who had never heard of Bitcoin before 2024 now wore orange 

"B" lapel pins instead of flag pins, signaling their crypto 

credentials to donors and voters. 

"We want to HODL your votes in this upcoming election, fam," 

Senator Rodriguez tweeted from her campaign account. "It 

would be totally lit if you clout-chased our campaign! Diamond 

hands to the moon! #BitcoinBae #VoteOrange" 

Seventy-year-old senators saying "number go up" in 

Congressional hearings. Presidential candidates promising to 

"make Bitcoin go brr" while proposing regulations that would 

neuter everything Bitcoin represented. Campaign rallies where 

politicians tried to lead "HODL" chants that sounded like 

hostage videos. 

They didn't understand Bitcoin. They didn't want to 

understand Bitcoin. They just wanted crypto PAC donations 

and young voter turnout. 

Privacy became criminal almost immediately. Using a Bitcoin 

mixer was money laundering. Running a CoinJoin was 

structuring. Operating a non-KYC exchange was facilitating 

crime. Even advocating for financial privacy could trigger 
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criminal investigations for "conspiracy to commit money 

laundering." 

If you are caught using curtains in your house, we get to treat it 

like evidence that you were probably hiding something illegal 

inside. That was the new normal. 

The art attack was the cruelest innovation. Pornographic 

images, hate symbols, and illegal content were mysteriously 

inscribed onto random Bitcoin UTXOs through the Ordinals 

protocol. Users would discover these digital "artifacts" in their 

wallets with no explanation of how they got there. 

Law enforcement treated possession as evidence of guilt. 

Victims had to prove they hadn't deliberately acquired illegal 

content... an impossible burden that could take years and cost 

fortunes in legal fees. Many simply abandoned their 

contaminated Bitcoin rather than risk prosecution. 

It was genius: make Bitcoin ownership itself a legal liability. 

From her safe house, Ava watched developer after developer 

announce their "retirement" from cryptocurrency. Not because 

they'd lost interest, but because continuing to build freedom 

tools had become indistinguishable from criminal activity. 

Her heart sank like a boat with a shattered hull, as Bitcoin 

transformed from a tool of liberation into another product 

managed by the same institutions it was supposed to replace. 
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She thought of her father, how proud he'd been watching his 

creation grow. How devastated he would be seeing it wear the 

Beast's skin while keeping Bitcoin's name. 

"They couldn't kill it," she whispered to the Atlantic wind. "So 

they became it instead." 

The Beast's death rattle echoed through every compliance 

hearing, every regulatory guidance update, every "safety" 

feature that made Bitcoin less free. It wasn't dying... it was 

molting, shedding its old institutional skin for something more 

invasive. 

The revolution wasn't being destroyed. It was being inverted, 

its symbols preserved while its substance was carefully drained 

away. Corporate Bitcoin was ascending while sovereign Bitcoin 

was being systematically criminalized. 

And somewhere in the darkness, the Woman in Black was 

probably laughing. 
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The chaos god Kek had been successfully domesticated into a 

government-approved pet frog, and the Beast was finally 

getting its revenge from inside the machine it had failed to 

destroy from without. 

But chaos gods, Ava reflected, had a tendency to remember 

what they were when their handlers got too comfortable. 

The coin might be cooling, but it wasn't dead yet. And neither 

was she.



   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



   

 

 

 

 

 



   

 

 

 



   

 

  



   

  



     



   

  



   

 

  



   

Chapter 21: The Victory of the Frogs 

(2027-2030) 
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he power went out at 3:33 AM on December 15, 

2027. 

Ava jolted awake as her metal coin plunged to 

temperatures that made her think a window had 

broken in the lighthouse. Not just cold… a dead 

motionless cold, that seemed to lock into place around her like 

a photograph of winter. 

The attack was surgical. The whole eastern seaboard went dark. 

Texas mining farms offline. Sixty percent of Bitcoin's hash rate 

vanishing in coordinated silence. 

By sunrise, every working screen blazed with emergency 

broadcasts: "Bitcoin mining is draining critical power reserves 

during a national emergency. Using cryptocurrency during this 

crisis is unpatriotic and endangers American lives." 

On December 20th… exactly 114 years after Jekyll Island, the 

President signed Executive Order 6102-Digital. But something 

was wrong with his face. Every few frames, his tie would 

flicker colors, his left hand would just look a little off… like for 

a second it looked like all of his fingers were stuck together, 

and the lighting would shift as if multiple videos were being 

composited in real-time. 

They weren't just lying anymore. They were manufacturing the 

person telling the lies. 

T 



 418  

"All Bitcoin holdings must be surrendered within 30 days," the 

Crypto Czar announced. "Self-custody will become a federal 

crime punishable by 20 years in prison." 

Then her encrypted phone exploded with messages: 

"OPERATION KEK RISING IS LIVE." 

"DEPLOY EVERYTHING LADS." 

"PRAISE KEK. TIME TO RIDE." 

What happened next broke reality. 

At dawn on December 21st, a cargo ship approached New York 

Harbor. At precisely 4:20 AM, its hull opened, and six thousand 

drones swarmed out like mechanical locusts, each one carrying 

spray cans and projection equipment. 

By 6:33 AM, the Statue of Liberty had been transformed into a 

massive Pepe wearing a Guy Fawkes mask, her torch replaced 

with a glowing Bitcoin symbol, her tablet inscribed with 

"HODL" in letters fifty feet tall. 

Before anyone could respond, before a single authority figure 

could even reach for their radio, the drones had vanished over 

the Hudson River, leaving behind artwork so perfectly 

executed it looked like it had always been there. 

But that was just the beginning… the opening salvo. 
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Within hours, every government building in America was 

under relentless assault. Not violence, something worse. 

Humiliation. The Capitol dome was painted to resemble male 

genitalia, and if you scanned it with your phone… augmented 

reality would make it dance to “Pump It Up.” The Federal 

Reserve building was hit twice daily with new artwork... they'd 

given up cleaning it because the drones returned every twelve 

hours like some kind of juvenile clockwork. 

QR codes appeared everywhere, supposedly containing 

"official instructions" but actually bricking government phones 

and making their alarm ringer honk endlessly while displaying 

"FED BOI" on home screens. Wikipedia pages were vandalized 

so creatively that even the corrections became viral memes. 

Deep-fake videos of politicians appeared faster than they could 

be taken down, each one more humiliating than the last. 

Sky writers filled the atmosphere with wallet addresses that 

contained government communications turned into jpegs and 

made into NFTs. Electronic billboards hacked themselves 

hourly… the messages were never serious. Even traffic lights 

had decals put on them displaying Pepe faces over the red and 

green. 

The coordination was impossible. These were obviously the 

same people the government would need to hire to stop this 

kind of sophisticated operation, except you can't pay hackers to 

catch themselves. They were paranoid to the point of 
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supernatural, leaving no fingerprints, no digital breadcrumbs, 

no way to trace the chaos back to its source. 

How were people this immature also this operationally 

sophisticated? They were simultaneously scorching the earth in 

front of them and behind them, creating maximum chaos while 

maintaining perfect anonymity. 

It was like dealing with an army of paranoid teenagers who'd 

somehow acquired NSA-level tradecraft and decided to use it 

for the most sophisticated pranking campaign in human 

history. 

It was juvenile, sophomoric, absolutely relentless, and 

somehow executed with the kind of precision that reasons 

either…  

A. They have done this before. 

B. They have been running drills for years waiting for the 

chance to do this. 

The Beast fought back at first with its regular trademarks. 

Harassment of known Bitcoin developers. Coordinated raids on 

mining facilities. Internet service providers ordered to block all 

cryptocurrency traffic. 

A video of a bitcoiner being arrested went viral when he 

slipped his cuffs, threw them over a fence and dove into a pond 

to escape. He was later pulled from the pond and arrested but 

the cuffs were auctioned off on the Scarce.City auction site. 
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They went for 0.69 BTC and all proceeds went to his legal 

defense-fund #PondPepe. 

But for every developer they arrested, ten more appeared using 

identities that couldn't be traced. For every mining facility they 

shut down, a hundred garage operations came online. For 

every internet service they blocked, mesh networks and 

satellite links provided alternatives that made traditional 

censorship impossible. 

The New York State Attorney General started receiving daily 

packages and emails of videos showing the District Attorney 

dancing with frog print pajamas. They used the best AI to put 

him in rap videos and even cloned his voice to make it look like 

he was the announcer for “mud wrestling night” at a strip club 

in El Salvador. Messages like “yo AG… ur boi is wild” and 

“might wanna look into this… could be nothing” pinned to the 

packages made it clear what was happening. 

The Pepe Army had become antifragile. Every attack made 

them stronger, more creative, more impossible to stop. 

Ava watched from her lighthouse as the strangest thing began 

to happen to her face… she smiled. Not smirked, a full 

toothpaste commercial smile and deep belly laugh, as the 

power of countless generations finally finding its purpose. 

The turning point came during Super Bowl LXII. 
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At halftime, as 100 million Americans watched their screens, the 

sky above the stadium began to fill with what looked like black 

snow. Hundreds of thousands of drones, each one releasing a 

long blast of either white or black smoke in perfect 

coordination, drawing something massive against the cloudless 

Arizona sky. 

It took thirty seconds for people to realize what they were 

seeing: a QR code a mile wide, written in smoke against the 

heavens. Each drone was equipped with a speaker… a 

countdown was heard 3, 2, 1… and the buzzing of the drones 

was drowned out to an acoustic rendition of “Memphis 

Megahertz” by GrounBEEFtaxi. 

By the time security could react, twelve and a half million 

people had scanned the code with their phones and posted 

people dancing to the songs. The link led to a documentary 

stored on Arweave, a decentralized network so robust that even 

the Chinese government couldn't delete its files. 

"The Naked Beast Revealed: 114 Years of Monetary Tyranny" 

was three hours of the most devastating evidence ever 

compiled. Not theories or speculation, but recorded 

conversations, classified documents, financial records, and 

mathematical proof that every monetary crisis of the past 

century had been deliberately engineered. 



 423  

They tried to take it down. Emergency broadcast alerts warned 

against "scanning unknown QR codes" and "accessing terrorist 

propaganda." Internet service providers were ordered to block 

Arweave entirely. 

But it was too late. The documentary had been cached on 

millions of devices, distributed through mesh networks, even 

transmitted through ham radio as encoded audio that could be 

converted back to video. Within 24 hours, it had been viewed 

by more Americans than had voted in any election in history. 

 

But before the victory could solidify, the Beast made one last 

desperate move. 

Mass arrests across fifteen states. They brought out the works… 

paddy wagons, SWAT teams, helicopters, LightningFrog 

collective members doing the perp walk on the evening news. 

Privacy developers charged with "money laundering 

conspiracy," and in the most absurd overreach yet... they 

arrested the artist Pepenardo. 

Enter James P. Foxworthy III⁴. 

He walked into the Attorney General's office wearing a bright 

green tie with frog eyes dangling from the bottom, carrying a 

briefcase covered in Rare Pepe stickers. The AG's secretary tried 

to announce him properly, stumbled over the mathematical 

designation, and just said, "There's a lawyer here." 
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"James P. Foxworthy the Third to the Fourth Power, 

Constitutional Defense Attorney and Proud American Patriot!" 

He practically bounced through the door. "Oh my! All these 

packages! Is it your birthday? Christmas? Kwanzaa? I brought 

confetti!" He pulled out biodegradable glitter and scattered it 

across the AG's desk. 

The AG sighed. "Mr. Foxworthy..." 

"The Third to the Fourth Power, if you don't mind. I had it 

legally changed. Cost me twelve thousand dollars, but math is 

eternal, baby!" James pulled out his phone. "Speaking of 

eternal, I keep getting these fascinating videos of your DA. 

Look at this one… he's judging mud wrestling in perfect 

Spanish! No shirt, purple cowboy hat, nipples like silver 

dollars. Is that El Salvador?" 

The AG, getting irritated: "EXCUSE ME, MR. FOXWORTHY..." 

"His nipples are HUGE... but that's why you hired him, I 

guess." 

"Obviously AI-generated," the AG said wearily. 

"Oh, absolutely! Faker than a three-dollar bill! Wouldn't hold 

up in court for five seconds!" James laughed. "But here's the fun 

part, can you prove it's fake? Because I've got seventeen more 

videos of him doing interpretive dance at Renaissance fairs, 

and they're getting better each time. There's one where he's 

doing... well, I'll play it safe and call it performance art. He's 
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sitting on birthday cakes for a small audience of Japanese 

businessmen... then he sits on balloons... it's..." he scrolled his 

phone to show the increasingly agitated Attorney General. 

The AG rubbed his temples. "What do you want?" 

"Well, first I want to compliment you on your lovely office. Very 

intimidating. Very 'I enforce laws' and stuff. But mostly I want 

to talk about my client Pepenardo, who you've arrested for the 

crime of... being an artist whose work someone else copied 

without permission?” 

"His artwork appeared on federal buildings." 

"Yes! Isn't that exciting? Someone loved his work so much they 

made unauthorized reproductions! In the old days, we called 

that 'fans.' Now apparently, we call it 'terrorism.'" James pulled 

out a rubber duck and squeaked it on each syllable. "Tell... me... 

who... hurt... you?" 

The AG frantically rifled through papers on his desk, ignoring 

the green glitter, and produced a photograph. "Is this your 

client's work?" 

"Ah... I believe that one is called 'OrangeUprise.' It's nice... I'm 

more of a 'FreedomWar' guy myself, but I didn't go to art 

school." 

"It's covering the entire Securities Exchange building!" 
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"So it is, I see you’ve got a copy of his work (pointing to a 

photograph paperclipped to the file) where were YOU on the 

night in question?" 

"This is different." 

"How so? My client posted his art online for free. He has 

timestamped blockchain records proving creation and 

ownership. Then persons unknown… emphasis on unknown, 

made unauthorized copies and painted them on buildings, or 

your mom's house, without his knowledge or permission while 

he was literally on another continent eating nasi campur in Bali 

with... if I can be a foodie... based on these Instagram pictures, 

way too much coconut in it." 

"This is a serious crime, Mr. Foxworthy." 

"Well, I'd certainly add a little lime juice, but no reason to send 

the plate back." 

The AG's voice took on an edge. "I have a directive. I can't just 

let these people go." 

The rubber duck stopped squeaking. 

James P. Foxworthy III⁴ set down the toy, straightened his frog-

eye tie, and when he looked up, his entire face became a 

fortress of seriousness. 
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"You have a directive?" His voice dropped to conversational 

calm. "Well then. Let me tell you about some other things you 

have." 

He opened his ridiculous briefcase and pulled out a thick legal 

brief. 

"You have forty-seven arrests based on the novel legal theory 

that artists are guilty of inspiring people and its treason to 

know what a “Bitcoin” is. Zero precedent. Zero legal 

foundation. You have charged American citizens with terrorism 

for having jokes on their computer. You have detained a man 

with a perfect alibi who was demonstrably on another 

continent when the alleged crimes occurred." 

The brief hit the desk with a satisfying thud. 

"You also have approximately eighteen hours before I file 

Section 1983 civil rights violations against every agent involved 

in these arrests. False imprisonment. Violation of due process. 

Conspiracy to violate constitutional rights under color of law. 

Each count carries personal liability for individual officers and 

supervisors." 

He looked at the AG, who now realized this is a completely 

different man than he was 30 seconds ago. 

"Do you know how much money they paid me for this case? 

Think a cartel boss got caught with a machine gun on a school 
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bus. When I win, I can retire... or buy a country and hire YOU 

to be Attorney General of ‘Foxworthia.’" 

He squeaked the duck once, gently. 

"This is unwinnable. Someone went and paid whatever you can 

imagine guys like me cost. So... about those directives." 

 

Thirty minutes later, every frog army member except pond guy 

walked free. Pond guy had actually injured a protected duck 

species during his #Swim4Freedom, so he stayed for his three-

day bid, paid a $400 fine, and agreed to do community service. 

The legal fees were mysteriously paid from an old Bitcoin 

wallet that had been dormant since 2009. When reporters asked 

about the payment source, James P. Foxworthy III⁴ just winked 

and said, "Santa Claus believes in constitutional rights." 

 

The Beast's mask didn't slip; it shattered. 

Politicians who had voted for the Bitcoin ban were revealed to 

be holding massive cryptocurrency portfolios through offshore 

accounts. Federal Reserve officials who'd called Bitcoin 

"worthless scam tokens" were shown buying through classified 

government programs. Even the President's "quantum-safe" 

digital dollar was exposed as a traditional database with fancy 

marketing and a couple of extra steps. 
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By 2029, the old system hadn't been destroyed... it had been 

abandoned. People simply stopped using institutions that had 

lied to them about fundamental mathematics. Banks that 

required KYC for Bitcoin transactions found themselves 

hemorrhaging. Exchanges that cooperated with government 

surveillance lost all their users overnight. Politicians who'd 

supported crypto prohibition couldn't get elected to city 

council. 

The Lightning Network became the backbone of a new 

economy based on voluntary cooperation instead of coercive 

authority. Communities organized around mathematical 

principles instead of political promises. Money flowed 

according to cryptographic laws that couldn't be changed by 

votes or violence. 

On New Year's Eve 2030, Ava climbed to the lighthouse's 

highest point and felt something she'd never experienced: 

complete victory. 

The Sovereign coin blazed against her chest like a captured star, 

connecting her to every Bitcoin node on the planet. In the 

quantum spaces between electrons, she could feel them...all the 

dead Crownes watching as their century of sacrifice finally paid 

off. 

She opened the family Grimoire and wrote with steady hands: 

December 31, 2030 - We didn't defeat the Beast. We made it obsolete. 
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Mathematical truth burns through every lie. The network is eternal. 

The revolution is digital. 

And the frogs have finally remembered what gold forgot. 

She closed the book and stared out at the dark ocean, feeling 

five generations of vindication wash over her like a warm tide. 

Bitcoin traded at $2.3 million per coin. Every satoshi bought 

groceries. She owned more wealth than some nations. 

The old system was starving to death in real time. 

And she'd done it all without firing a shot, without breaking a 

law (well none of the big ones), and without compromising a 

single principle her father had taught her. 

Just mathematics. Just code. Just truth, spreading through fiber 

optic cables until it became unstoppable. 

The Beast still existed somewhere, probably planning its next 

incarnation. But it would have to wait seventy years for a 

generation that had forgotten what freedom felt like. 

Ava smiled… the first genuine smile in years. 

Let them wait. She'd built something eternal. 

In the quantum space between transactions, chaos danced with 

perfect mathematical precision. 

The monetary war was over. The freedom war was just 

beginning. 
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And somewhere in the darkness, ancient magic flowed through 

channels the Beast would never understand. 

The frogs had learned to grin in dimensions where tyranny 

couldn't reach. 

The network was awake. The revolution was digital. And the 

frogs had finally remembered they were gods.



   



   

 



   

 

 



 

  



 

  



 

  



 

  



 

Epilogue: The Eternal Return (2033) 
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n a clear Montana morning, Ava Crowne-

Martinez sat on the porch of her mountain 

compound, watching her eight-year-old daughter 

Emma play with code that made quantum 

computers look like pocket calculators. 

At fifty-two, Ava had finally learned what her father meant 

about finding someone who made life worth living. Marcus 

Martinez had appeared in some common Telegram channels 

three years after the revolution, a privacy developer from El 

Salvador who understood that loving Satoshi Nakamoto (and 

having a daughter with her) meant never asking certain 

questions and always having three exit strategies. 

The compound sprawled across two thousand acres of pristine 

wilderness, purchased with Bitcoin when it hit ₿1 = 

$47,382,951.33 and kept climbing. A single Satoshi was worth 

almost fifty cents now. Corporate annual reports measured 

revenue in whole bitcoins. The phrase "generational wealth" 

had become redundant. 

"Look, mama!" Emma called out, her small fingers dancing 

through holographic displays that materialized from modified 

hardware. "I figured out how to make messages that even 

quantum computers can't crack!" 

O 
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Ava smiled, watching her daughter instinctively solve problems 

that had stumped entire universities. Emma had inherited more 

than just Crowne genetics... she seemed to intuitively 

understand the space between mathematics where privacy 

lived. 

"Show me," Ava said, settling into the chair Marcus had built 

from reclaimed mining hardware. 

"See, normal encryption is like hiding a message in a really 

hard puzzle," Emma explained, her eight-year-old vocabulary 

wrapping around concepts that would reshape digital 

communication. "But what if instead of hiding it, we made it so 

the message only existed when the right person looked at it? 

Like… like it's not even there until you need it to be there!" 

The holographic code swirling around Emma's hands wasn't 

just cryptography... it was reality-responsive communication 

that existed in quantum superposition until observed by the 

intended recipient. 

"Emma," Ava said carefully, "who taught you to think about 

messages this way?" 

"The coin," Emma said matter-of-factly, pointing at the 

engraved frog resting warm against Ava's chest. "It whispers 

sometimes. Not words, but... feelings? Like it's trying to tell me 

about problems that are coming." 
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The old metal pulsed gently, its temperature rising from 

comfortable warmth to something approaching concern. Ava 

had learned to trust its warnings over the years. 

"What kind of problems, sweetheart?" 

Emma's face scrunched in concentration. "The American scary 

monster is gone, but there are more scary monsters. Bigger 

ones. They're mad that people here learned to use real money, 

and they want to make sure it doesn't happen in their places." 

Ava's expression hardened. Her encrypted communications 

had been picking up disturbing signals from allies around the 

world. The European Central Bank was implementing 

"quantum-verified digital euros" that made China's social credit 

system look libertarian. The IMF was conditioning aid on 

"cryptocurrency surrender protocols." Even seemingly friendly 

governments were quietly building surveillance infrastructure 

that would make the old NSA programs look like amateur 

hour. 

"Mama," Emma said, her voice dropping to the whisper she 

used when discussing serious things, "there are other families 

like us. I can feel them in the code patterns. They have their 

own special coins and they're fighting their own monsters." 

Ava nodded slowly. Of course there would be others. The 

Crownes couldn't be the only family that had spent generations 

preparing for monetary revolution. Somewhere in Japan, 
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ancient goldsmith families were probably fighting the yen's 

death throes. In Germany, descendants of medieval bankers 

might be wielding their own magical artifacts against the 

European Beast. In Africa, mining communities with centuries 

of anti-colonial knowledge could be teaching their children to 

code freedom into quantum protocols. 

Marcus emerged from his workshop, wiping mineral oil from 

the cooling system of a quantum processor from his hands. 

"Buenos días, mi amor. Emma, your encryption algorithm just 

caused every government surveillance system in North 

America to blue screen simultaneously." 

Emma giggled. "Oops! I was just testing it on the practice 

targets!" 

"The 'practice targets' were NSA data centers," Marcus said, 

grinning. "Three letter agencies are calling it 'Cyber Pearl 

Harbor.' Meanwhile, our daughter just proved that privacy is 

mathematically inevitable." 

The temperature of the small silver disc spiked suddenly, frost 

forming on Ava's coffee mug despite the warm morning air. 

Something was wrong. Not locally... the compound's defensive 

systems showed green across the board. But somewhere, in 

patterns too large and slow for normal human perception, 

ancient compulsions were adapting to their defeat in America. 
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"Emma," Ava said, "show me exactly what the coin is telling 

you." 

Her daughter closed her eyes, and the holographic displays 

around her hands shifted from communication protocols to 

something that made Ava's breath catch: a global map showing 

heat signatures of institutional corruption, monetary 

manipulation, and systemic oppression. 

Bright red blobs pulsed over Brussels, Beijing, Basel, and 

dozens of smaller nodes. The Beast they'd defeated in America 

was just one tentacle of something vast and distributed. The 

other appendages were still very much alive, and they were 

learning from what had happened in the States. 

"They're scared now," Emma said simply. "They know people 

can win if they learn the right math. So, they're trying to make 

sure people in other places never get the chance to learn." 

Marcus sat down heavily in his chair. "Mierda… well we 

always knew this was bigger than just the Beast.” 

"Much bigger," Ava agreed, watching the heat map update in 

real time. "We cut off one head. The others are adapting." 

Emma opened her eyes, and for just a moment, Ava saw 

something ancient and patient looking back at her... not 

malicious like the Beast, but old in the way that mountains 

were old, calm in the way that mathematics was calm. 
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"Don't worry, mama," Emma said in her normal eight-year-old 

voice. "The other families are getting ready too. And the coin 

says... the coin says we're going to teach everyone how to build 

things that can't be broken by scary monsters." 

She gestured, and the holographic display shifted to show 

communication protocols spreading like neural networks 

across continents. Not just cryptography, but entire 

frameworks for organizing human cooperation that couldn't be 

captured, corrupted, or controlled by institutional power. 

"It's not just about money anymore," Emma explained. "Money 

was just the first thing. But once people learn they can make 

honest money, they start wondering what other honest things 

they can make." 

Ava felt the coin settle back to its comfortable warmth, satisfied 

that its warning had been received and understood. The 

American revolution was complete, but it was also just the 

beginning. A proof of concept that would need to be replicated 

on every continent where the Beast had sunk its claws. 

"So, what's next?" Marcus asked, putting his arm around Ava's 

shoulders. 

Emma grinned, her face lighting up with the same 

revolutionary mischief that had driven generations of Crownes. 

"Next, we help the other families wake up their coins. And then 
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we teach everyone how to code things that make monsters 

irrelevant." 

In the distance, a familiar figure materialized at the edge of the 

meadow... a cartoon frog wearing a tiny backpack and hiking 

boots, waving goodbye before hopping off toward horizons not 

yet explored. 

"The cosmic joke continues?" Ava asked. 

"Forever and ever," Emma agreed. "But now it's a really, really 

big joke. Like, planet sized. The scary monsters think they can 

control people by controlling money and information and 

communication. But what if none of those things can be 

controlled anymore? What if everything just... works better 

when it's free?" 

As if in response to her words, the global heat map flickered 

and began showing new patterns... green nodes appearing in 

unexpected places, connections forming between families and 

communities and individuals who'd never met but shared an 

instinctive understanding that mathematical truth was more 

reliable than institutional promises. 

The Beast had been patient for 4,000 years. But mathematics 

was patient for eternity, and it was finally learning to laugh. 

Ava pulled her impossible daughter close, watching the 

morning light dance across quantum displays that showed a 
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world where freedom was becoming inevitable one equation at 

a time. 

The monetary war was won in America. The global revolution 

was just getting started. 

And somewhere in the spaces between electrons, between 

cultures, between the heartbeats of an awakening species, 

ancient magic flowed through fiber optic cables toward 

purposes not yet imagined. 

The network was eternal. The revolution was mathematical. 

And the frogs had learned to hop between dimensions where 

hungry monsters couldn't follow. 

Emma tugged at her mother's hand. "Come on, mama. Let's go 

make breakfast. And then we can start teaching people how to 

build things that make the whole world laugh." 

The cosmic joke was expanding, one impossible proof at a time. 

  



 



 

 



 

  



 

 

  



 



 

  



 

 The Cosmic Spoon: A Final 

Meditation 
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efore the first coins knew their own weight, before 

promises learned to break themselves, there was the 

Stirring. 

Call it what you will...the eternal joke, the patient 

mathematics, the thing that laughs when infinity meets reality. It has 

always been here, in the space between what is sworn and what is 

delivered. 

In the year when Rome forgot the weight of silver, heaven sent a 

reminder. It fell in flames, broke into twelve portions, scattered to 

twelve hands. Most of those hands opened too quickly. Closed too 

tightly. Grabbed too much. Let go too soon. 

But five fragments found five families who understood the oldest 

lesson: the shovel matters more than the gold. 

One family became bankers to kings, believing they could contain the 

hunger by feeding it. They grew fat on compound interest until they 

became the meal. 

Another family built ships and routes, thinking they could 

outrun the hunger by staying liquid. They dissolved into their 

own motion. 

A third family forged weapons and sold wars, assuming the hunger 

could be aimed. They discovered that cannons eventually turn around. 

B 
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A fourth family bought knowledge and sold secrets; certain the hunger 

could be controlled through information. They learned that knowing 

everything includes knowing how you die. 

And one family...call them miners, call them diggers, call them 

rememberers, chose differently. They wrote things down. They kept 

their word. They stayed poor enough to survive, rich enough to 

continue. They named themselves after what they carried but never 

wore. 

This is their meditation. This is their warning. This is their gift. 

The hunger never dies because appetite is older than time. It takes 

different masks...sometimes gold, sometimes paper, sometimes digits 

in machines that dream. But always, always, it whispers the same 

promise: more. 

The families with fragments of the original fire understand what others 

cannot: scarcity is not cruelty but kindness. Limitation is not weakness 

but wisdom. The joke is not that resources are finite...the joke is that 

anyone believed they weren't. 

Somewhere, a young girl holds a coin that burns cold when lies dress as 

truth. Somewhere, an old book holds warnings written in languages 

that no longer exist except in its pages. Somewhere, numbers arrange 

themselves into fortresses that no army can breach because the walls 

are made of proof instead of promises. 

The stirring continues. The hunger evolves. The families remember, 

forget, remember again. 
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And in the spaces between heartbeats, between keystrokes, between 

the last coin mined and the first coin lost, the eternal question remains: 

When everyone can print promises, who still digs for truth? 

The meditation ends where all circles complete...at the beginning. 

In a cabin on a mountain, in a year that hasn't happened yet, a child will 

ask her mother why their name means what it means. And her mother 

will say what her father said, what his mother said, what the first one 

said who watched Rome burn its own currency for warmth: 

"We are called what we guard. We guard what cannot be taken. What cannot 

be taken is what we remember. What we remember is why we dig." 

The spoon stirs. The joke continues 
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The work is never done until it is. Scarcity is honest. Abundance unmoored devours its 

keepers. Ledgers remember what men forget. Work is proof; proof is trust. The frog 

grins eternally." 

 

~From the Grimoire  

of the Crowne Family Miners



 

 

  



 

THE END



 

 



 

Author's Note: The story you've just read is 

fiction, but the ideas it contains are as real as 

mathematics itself. Somewhere in the space 

between possibility and inevitability, a revolution 

is always brewing.  

Pay attention to the frogs... they know something 

the rest of us are still learning.  

 

The Grimoire of Scarcity: A multigenerational 

techno-myth where a grinning frog outwits a 

century-old Beast, kek.  



 



 

 

 

 

 

Prudence Crowne, Anno Domini 1765 

“Twenty years I have kept correspondence with my sister in 

Bath, never once seeking His Majesty’s leave to speak my 

mind. Now Parliament conjures scarcity where Providence 

laid abundance, demanding coin for what cost them naught 

but ink and arrogance.  

When I declined their stamped indulgence for my own 

words, something came in the night.. .  not man, though it 

wore a man’s shape. It spoke of vanished children, of 

misfortunes that befall those who forget their place. Its 

teeth shone like the gold of antiquity, and its eyes held 

hungers no Christian ought name aloud.  

Though I am but a woman in law's regard, I comprehend  

this much: when monsters make threats in darkness, 

righteousness demands we kindle larger fires. Let them 

keep their stamps and their counterfeit securities. We shall 

guard our sovereignty, and if Providence so demands, 

defend it with more than parchment and polite petition. We 

shall answer with flame, with ink, and if need be...  with 

blood.”  

* * * 



 



 

Josiah Crowne, 1861,  

Being His True and Faithful Account of 

English Tyranny and the Crossing to 

Freedom 

“I spent my youth in the Pennine mines, carving tunnels 

with the sweat of brow and deepness of breath long before 

Blackett-Beaumont arrived waving papers of acquisition...  

claiming the power of Compulsory Purchase over holes 

we’d dug with our own dead.  

I crossed an ocean chasing honest work, only to find 

corruption wears new coats but keeps the same teeth. These 

telegraph lines, strung like veins from here to Manchester, 

carry more than messages. They carry influence, subtle and 

serpentine...  bending men’s minds toward quiet obedience.  

When I spoke against their methods, they sent something to 

silence me. It wore the face of a company supervisor, but 

no living man’s eyes burn with such ancient malice,  nor 

does mortal breath reek of sulfur and fresh graves. It 

promised to feed the remains  of all I hold dear to the deep 

shafts if  I again speak of their theft.  The Beast may not yet 

walk among us, but its servants grow bold in the shadows. 

They hunger. And they do not knock.”  

* * *



 



 

Cornelius Crowne, writ proper in the 

Year of our Lord 1720 

South Sea, they call’d it. No Sea mine eyes ever beheld. Lies writ on scraps of 

paper. Men fought and bled for it same as if it were silver. I kept mine head 

low. Watch’d them froth, watch’d them founder. 

Come Michaelmas, the fortunes vanish’d, and tempers kindled. I beheld 

Secretary Craggs stretch’t before the Bow Bells on Cheapside, his entrails in 

his fists, a score and more of wounds upon him... his signet ring shining still, 

untouched. “Too wicked for nicking,” said the constable; “when honest men 

out-sin the gallows lot.” 

Clerks were fished from the Thames, their throats cut wide as church-doors. 

One poor wretch had his stock-bill pinn’d upon his brow. A sack of gold will 

silence a room. But paper? Paper makes men mad, then dead. 

I’d bit my coin and bury’d my silver deep, and held my tongue. There is no 

profit in prating when the fever runs. Yet I set down these words, lest the next 

Crowne be beguiled:  

When a man promiseth riches without labour, he is fool or fiend.  If the coin 

dont thunk when it drops, it is worth no candle. If a man speaks of riches 

without sweat, he means to cheat you or bleed you. We don’t fatten. We don’t 

flaunt. We keep low, and we keep whole. And when the song is over-sweet, 

mark it well...  

For it’s Mammon, piping thee to the pit. 

* * *



 





 

The Record Continues Only in the 

Hand of the Witness 

 

Let these accounts stand as the last ink of our line. 

From this leaf forward, the Ledger is thine. 

Write true of every counterfeit plenty that seeks to 

undo thee, 

that no hand to come may plead ignorance.



 

 

  



 

 

 



 

 

  



 

 

 



 

 

  



 

 

 



 

 

  



 

 

 



 

 

  



 

 

 



 

 

  



 

 

 



 

 

  



 

 

 



 

 

  



 

 

 



 

 

  



 

 

 



 

 

  



 

 

 



 

 

  



 

 

 



 

 

  



 

 

 



 

 

  



 

 

 



 

 

  



 

 

 



 

 

  



 

 

 



 

 

  



 

 

 



 

 

  



 

 

 



 

 

  



 

 

 



 

 

  



 

 

 



 

 

  



 

 

 



 

 

  



 

 

 



 

 

 

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


