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This is the second book of the “Prophet X” book series. In this continuation of the “Prophet X” story, John Davidson and his family try to start over after being relocated from Houston, Texas to Gulf Shores, Alabama. As they settle into their new life things begin to return to normal. But then, the brother of an old enemy suddenly appears. Dangerous people and dangerous situations seem to hunt and find John, no matter where his family goes. When one threat is neutralized, another one seems to appear. To protect his family, John is once again faced with making extraordinary, tough, decisions. A new beginning seems to be just another chapter in the deadly life of the Davidsons.

Where possible I have used real places and technology that I am very familiar with. All character names are purely fictional. Any similarities to actual people are purely coincidental and unintentional. The technology depicted and it’s use is based on real world capabilities that currently exist. 

~~~
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In Memory of Dr. Danny McCarthy (Doc)

09/06/1950-09/11/2023

A great boss and friend
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Chapter 1
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It had been eighteen months earlier when John and Rhonda Davidson left Texas and everyone they knew behind. They had cut all ties with their friends in Texas. They occasionally phoned their family. But they didn’t tell anyone where they were living. Their new place in Gulf Shores, Alabama was starting to feel a little more like home every day. It was a typical coastal lifestyle, with beautiful beaches, warm weather, and a relaxed atmosphere. They had quickly gotten to know the area and had even found a small church to attend. As instructed when they were relocated, they stayed away from creating any close friends for a few years. They weren’t in the witness protection system. But the CIA had taken steps to make it much more difficult for anyone to find them.

Their three-story beach house had a large wooden deck that looked out over the sand dunes to the Gulf. The house had light colored siding, metal storm shutters, and a metal roof. The ground floor was comprised of the two-car garage, storage room, and utility room. The second floor is where the kitchen, dining room, den, and a small office were located. On the top floor the bedrooms and full baths were located. The master bedroom had a commanding view of the Gulf at the rear of the house. The front yard was a mixture of sand, tall grasses and bushes that were typical for the coastal area.   

From his home office, John sat in on CIA operational conferences, via phone, almost every day. He read reports and made recommendations. Whatever happened downstream from his recommendations he seldom knew. Overall, this job was much easier and very different than working at the utility company. He missed the daily interaction with co-workers, but the money was good, and he worked almost exclusively from home. He was still working for the utility company and did get to talk with some of his co-workers every week. But that too was all done remotely. Between the two jobs he was pretty busy. Often working late into the night on various projects.  

Rhonda was still able to work from home as a corporate travel agent. At the CIA’s strong suggestion, she had moved from one travel firm to another when they had left Texas. She no longer talked to the clients on the phone unless there was a problem. She mostly handled cancelled flights, missed flights, and refunds. She had her own desk in the house. Her desk was in front of a large picture window that looked out on the gulf. Despite the triple pane windows and tightly wrapped and insulated house, she could faintly hear the sea gulls on the beach from time to time. 

Over the last few months, John had been using his computer skills to explore cryptography (scrambling messages so only the intended recipient could read them). The math and programming intrigued him, and it kept his programming skills sharp. After a while, he developed his own cryptography program. It utilized multiple cryptography routines and techniques to scramble and un-scramble a file. He had developed something like this for securing the Prophet X program files, a few years ago. But this was much more advanced and robust. He was always tweaking the program, adding new modules and routines that made the encryption stronger without sacrificing speed. Some day he hoped to reach out to Luke Morgan, at the CIA, and see if he could get the government types to try and break his code. To John, this was just fun stuff to exercise his mind and occupy his time.
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Monday morning John got up early and cooked breakfast. As he sipped his coffee, he cooked a pound of bacon and made some pancakes. A half stick of butter was placed in a Pyrex measuring bowl with two cups of pancake syrup. A minute or two in the microwave melted the butter and heated the syrup. The savory aroma of sizzling bacon was enough to make everyone hungry. During breakfast they talked about their old friends, how they missed them, and wondered how they might be doing. After the breakfast dishes were cleaned and put away it was time for another cup of coffee. 

John had just refilled his coffee cup when he received a phone call. A lady named Nancy, in the Houston CIA office, wanted to know if he’d be interested in some training classes in McLean, Virginia. She assured him that the classes, travel expenses and meals would all be paid for in advance. Normally everyone had to wait for a reimbursement check, after submitting an expense report. But the classes would last for a full two weeks, and John was technically just a contractor. John really hated being away from home and two weeks was just too long. John told the lady “Thank you for the offer, but I’m really not interested.”

Thirty minutes later John had a call from McGuire, the Director of CIA Operations. 

“Hello?”

“John, this is McGuire. Glad I caught you. It’s been a while. How’s the wife and kids doing?”

“Just fine Mr. McGuire. How are you doing?”

“I’ve been better. I have a little budget problem and I was hoping you could help me out. I need to spend some major training dollars this month or they’ll cut our training budget next quarter.”

“So that’s what the call this morning was about.”

“John, I think this field training class might help you understand the guys here a little better. We all had to go through that class when they hired us, as part of our training. It’s normally a four-week class. But this one was put together as a special, abbreviated, training class for people who will interact with but not participate in field operations. Just like you. You’ll learn some neat tricks in there.”

“I don’t know. I’ve been away from home an awful lot lately. I think I should probably pass on this one.”

“John, I was really hoping I could count on you to help me out with this one.”

“Well, I’m sure you’ll find someone else to go.”

“You’re right. I could send someone else. But, of all the people in our section, I think you would benefit the most from this training. It’s a short course in field ops. This stuff would go right over the heads of most of the other folks I could send. But you catch on quicker than most and you would use the stuff you’d learn in this class more than you think. You’d use it like the air you breath and you wouldn’t even realize it. You have no idea how many times I wished we’d found you about 20 years ago. John, you’re a natural at this stuff.”

“I think you’re laying it on a tad bit thick. Don’t you? Besides you know how I feel about the methods you guys normally use in field operations.”

“John, do you remember that test you took when you started working with us?”

“Yeah. You guys said it was a standard test that everyone had to take. And your point is?”

“Due to your involvement in an active case at the time, there was initially a great deal of opposition to my decision to approach you. The results of the tests you took validated to everyone my decision to bring you on board. In other words, your scores were off the charts in multiple areas.”

“So naturally you think I’m too smart to refuse? Let’s quit dancing around the tree. What’s the real story?”

“John, look, your input has been more helpful to our group than you know. You have talents you do not even realize. I’d just like to see you use them to their fullest potential.”

John figured he could afford to burn the two weeks of vacation from the utility company. They were already on the beach. What else could he ask for? Besides, it might be fun.

“McGuire, I know a con job when I hear one. But if it means that much to you...”

“That’s great! I’ll have Nancy make all the arrangements and give you another call. Thanks a million John. You’re a life saver.”

John hadn’t really intended that to be a ‘yes’. But he had been thinking about changing his mind. So, he let it ride. 

“Was there anything else?”

“No. I guess that about does it. We’ll see you when you get back from Camp Peary and thanks again.” And the line went dead.

John knew he had been snookered into doing something he really didn’t want to do. Next time, he’d have to hold his ground better when dealing with McGuire. It was only two weeks, and it might be kind of cool to learn some super spy/spook stuff. Besides, he sort of felt obligated to them for pulling him clear of that Prophet X program mess in Texas. Now to tell Rhonda. She wasn’t going to like being alone for two weeks. 

As they were making the bed John told her about the call from Houston and the trip he had agreed to take. She took it in stride and said she was going to build a new raised flower bed while he was gone. They discussed how and where to get the materials. They decided to use a galvanized water tub from the Farmer Supply store in Foley. It would be placed on brick pavers to keep it out of the sand. Rhonda wanted to paint it red. John told her how to wipe it down with vinegar to get the paint to stick better. She would drill some very small holes in the bottom and put a layer of rock to allow for drainage. The rest was just potting soil and plants from a local nursery.
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Three weeks later found John in Virginia, attending classes at Camp Peary. After a day of travel, the plane’s wheels finally touched down at Newport News/Williamsburg International Airport. After the plane taxied and came to a stop, the seatbelt sign was turned off and John got his backpack from the overhead compartment. As he exited the plane and stepped onto the jet bridge, the flight attendants thanked him and wished him safe travels. The airport was modern and well-lit with the huge windows that offered views of the planes on the runway and the Virginia landscape beyond.

When he got to baggage claim he noticed a guy holding a sign that said, ‘J. Davidson’. After collecting his bag from the baggage carousel, he walked out to the waiting taxis, ignoring the guy with the sign. It was time to have a little fun and spice things up a bit. John had always been a bit of a rebel. As he stepped out of the airport the bright sun was hot and breezy. He had checked the forecast before leaving home. It called for thunder showers to start that night and go into the next day.

Just as John was about to reach for the handle of the nearest taxi, he felt a firm hand grab his shoulder from behind. He turned to see the guy that had been holding the sign. This guy was much bigger up close. John’s first impression of him was that he was a body builder. He didn’t look amused at all. There was something about this guy that broadcast an unmistakable subliminal message; it said, ‘don’t mess with me, I will hurt you’.

“Mr. Davidson the sign was so you could identify me. Not the other way around. We have your transportation waiting.”

“And if I take a ride with you, where will you be taking me?”

“I am from Camp Peary, and I have been assigned to greet you and help you get sorted out at the base. What do you say we get this show on the road?”

“Sure thing.”

So much for John’s little fun. This guy was all business and no fun at all. 

It was a long, silent, thirty-five-minute ride to the base. At the front gate, they were met by two, armed security officers. John had to sign some papers and was eventually issued a security badge that would get him on to the base. They proceeded to a dorm building and he was shown his room for the next two weeks. It was a modest size room with a bed, desk, closet, and bathroom. It was clean and functional. 

After dropping off his luggage, he was given a brief tour of the base; then dropped back at his dorm building. The guy had been kind enough to point out the cafeteria and training buildings. John wasn’t looking forward to eating at the base for the next two weeks. The dorm, cafeteria, and training buildings were all within a short walk of each other. Back in his dorm room, John unpacked and went to bed early. Airports and airplanes usually translate into a long day, and he was tired.

The next morning John dressed and headed to the cafeteria for coffee and breakfast. He had opted to skip dinner the night before. As he entered the door, the aroma of breakfast foods was enough to make anyone hungry. It was a large spacious dining area with rows of empty tables and chairs. The cafeteria had only a few diners. He couldn’t decide if he was too early or too late for the breakfast crowd. The large buffet had a lot of different foods to choose from and everything looked good. He had two eggs over easy, toast, bacon, and fruit with his coffee.

After a filling breakfast, he made his way to the training building and found the classroom. The classroom looked more like a conference room with its dark panel walls, carpet, and recessed fluorescent lighting. There were six long tables and twenty-eight chairs.  The room had dry erase boards, an overhead projector, and a non-descript lectern at the front. It appeared that there were only going to be five students in the class, as there were materials neatly placed in front of five of the chairs, on the front row. The first instructor was a middle-aged black guy. He had a slender build, black rimmed glasses, and wore a dress shirt and jeans. He gave them a brief overview of the class structure and goals. Due to the shortness of the class the materials were to be presented in what the instructor called ‘fire hydrant’ style. This meant they would be getting a lot of information with little explanation.

Over the next two weeks there was a parade of instructors that came in, one after the other. John and his classmates didn’t talk much. They all seemed to think that the less they knew about each other the better. That was fine by him. But, as the classes progressed, it became apparent that none of his classmates were acquainted with CIA type operations. Indeed, as McGuire had said, the information was familiar to John, but seemed to be totally new concepts for his classmates. The instructors frequently had to stop and explain a concept to one of his classmates. Throughout the classes there would be different instructors brought in to explain various concepts and tactics used in field operations. John supposed these people had a particular expertise in these areas. Much to John’s relief, they had been told that, due to time constraints, basic self-defense, hand-to-hand combat, and pistol shooting training would not be covered in these classes.

One section of the classes was devoted to teaching the value of recognizing, creating, and keeping options. It occurred to John that even now he instinctively made decisions and observations that were designed to give him options should he ever find the need to run again. Nothing drastic, just little things, like keeping a small stash of money in his house, having an up to date will, paying cash for most everything, giving out very few personal details to casual friends or the local businesses he dealt with. Living on the Gulf coast had prompted a few preparations in case a hurricane caused an evacuation. These same preparations could also be useful if he had to leave for any other reason as well. He knew all the routes out of their neighborhood. He had made it a point to familiarize himself with all the back roads from their house to about fifty miles inland. Most of all he paid closer attention to details in his surroundings. Little things like knowing the color and make of all the cars that normally lived on their street. He wasn’t paranoid, he didn’t suspect anyone, he just approached life with more caution than before. He supposed that once a person has had to live looking over their shoulder, that they continue to do so, to one extent or another, for the rest of their lives.

John started running through some of the contingency plans he had made. He knew how to exit their property in Gulf Shores without detection. He knew the route from there to a simi public area. He knew where and how to borrow a car near their house. Perhaps he was just a little paranoid he thought.

He had made a few close friends since their relocation. But even in choosing these he had exercised caution. He befriended them but didn’t really tell them much about their previous life in Texas. They were all people whom he had no real connection to. He valued distance when considering associations and friends. Anyone doing a background check would have a hard time connecting them. But, at the same time these were friends he could count on. Friends like Roy, back in Texas. Friends that had a physical rather than electronic connection to him.

As the two weeks progressed, John was surprised to find that he enjoyed learning all this spy stuff and he thought some of it could actually be useful. During the first week John had found a laundry area where he could wash his clothes. He had also started taking long walks around the base after dinner each evening. On these walks he reviewed the instruction that day and imagined how or where he might ever use such training. The last day they took an evaluation test. It was two-hundred multiple choice questions. This was used to evaluate the effectiveness of the classes. They also filled out a brief survey as to how they liked the classes. When the classes were over, John collected his luggage from the dorm room, was driven to the airport, and dropped off at the curb.  The flight home was uneventful. 
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After landing in Mobile, Alabama, John got into his car and headed home. It was late Friday night when he finally got home. Even in the dim light, John could see the raised flower planter looked stunning. Rhonda had set it up perfectly. John would have to work watering the planter into his weekly schedule. Rhonda had also re-arranged the den while he was gone. As they kissed and John held Rhonda in his arms, he told her how good everything looked, especially her. 

The next morning, he took a cup of coffee to a spot on the beach, near the surf. He didn’t sit out on the beach much anymore. The novelty of it had soon worn off and he hated getting sand in his shoes and shorts. But when he really wanted to be alone with his thoughts, he left the deck and sat near the surf. The sound of the wind and waves would drown out everything else. Rhonda knew his thoughts were very far from the sand he sat on. She rarely intruded on his solitude when she saw him sitting alone on the beach. He never said so, but she could tell when he had some things to work out. She knew when she was a distraction and only hindered his figuring out whatever it was he was figuring out. 
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It had rained during the early morning hours and low clouds were still overhead. But the clouds broke up a little further out in the gulf and now the rays of sunshine were swiftly approaching the shore. The stiff cool breeze would have blown sand against his ankles if not for the recent rain. Sitting close to the roaring of the surf, looking out into the gulf, always made him think about how insignificant he was when compared to God’s plan for the world and mankind. Just thinking about that seemed to make even his biggest problems seem small and insignificant. He weighed recent events and tryed to discern a prominent path. Was he being guided to something new or were these just random events to derail his current path? Was there a lesson to be learned? It was a lot to consider. He wondered what events the day might bring as he sat on the beach. He had an odd feeling of expectancy. Like something was about to happen. He had no clear expectations. But he had a feeling of anticipation that had stuck with him ever since the flight home. Was he imagining things or was he being prepared for a major change? He didn’t have to wait long for an answer.

Rhonda called from the deck, waving the cordless house phone over her head. John couldn’t hear what she was saying. But it appeared to be urgent. John poured his coffee out and ran up the back stairs. The resulting phone call was brief. After a quick visit to his home office, John returned to eat a late breakfast with Rhonda. She had made them some canned biscuits and chocolate gravy. After waiting as long as she could stand it, she asked “Well, what’s up with the early phone call?”

“They want me to fly to Houston Monday morning.”

“So soon? You just got home.”

“Sorry. They didn’t really give me a choice.”

“But we were going to have Brent and Donna Jones over for dinner Monday night.”

“I know. See if we can reschedule it for Thursday or Friday night.”

“I’ll call them later and see. What should I tell them.”

“The truth. Tell them I got called away on business.”

They were enjoying their breakfast. There was more John needed to share with Rhonda. But it could wait till after breakfast. Two minutes later the phone rang in John’s study. It was Mike. 

“Hi John. How’s it going?”

“Fine, if I ever get to finish my breakfast. What’s up Mike?”

“A friend tells me you’re going to have to make a major decision soon.”

“Oh really? A decision about what?”

“Yep. They got a hot one and need you on it like yesterday.”

“I got the call from Houston already. How is this one different than the others?”

“My friend says you’ll get an operations package tonight.”

“There sending me the paperwork tonight on something I’ll be in Houston for on Monday? Mike, I smell something that stinks! What’s this all about?”

“I can’t say for sure. But last time I checked, contractors don’t take field training classes.”

“The field training classes? But that was just...” John caught himself. “Do I have any options left?”

“John, I honestly don’t know. I was just giving you a heads up.”

“Mike, you know where I draw the line on this cloak and dagger stuff.”

“Don’t blame me. I’ve been out of the loop for almost a whole year now. I’ll be retiring soon.”

“Is there anything else you can tell me?”

“Not really. I just heard you got something that they need in the field on this one.”

“What would you do?”

“I think it will come to you. They might just want you to train a field agent on computers or something. It might not be anything to worry about. But I’d still pray, really hard.”

“For what?”

“I usually start with prayers for protection, guidance, and grace. You know that sort of stuff.”

“Mike, you’ve come a long way since we first met.”

“I had a pretty good push up that hill, as I recall.”

“Thanks for the info, Mike. It means a lot to me to have a friend like you. I wish we lived a little closer.”

“Be careful what you wish for.”

“What do you mean by that? This is getting worse by the minute!”

“Nothing buddy. Just jerking your chain. Don’t worry. You’ll do the right thing. That’s one thing I know for sure. I’ll let you know if I hear anything else.”

“Well, thanks for the call, I think. I need to get back to breakfast. Tell Lucy and the girls we said hi.”

“Will do. Tell Rhonda the same. Goodbye.”

After they finished cleaning up the breakfast dishes, Rhonda started washing clothes for John’s trip. John went back out on the deck to focus his thoughts on what might transpire in Houston. planning for the worst and hoping for the best of outcomes. In the end he decided that he lacked enough information to formulate any ideas about what may or may not happen in Houston. 

Rhonda came out to the deck to join him.

“Why are you going to Houston and what was that phone call about?”

“I’m not sure. Mike says it has something to do with the training classes they had me take.”

“Anything else?”

“He says I’m going to have to make a decision soon. Not sure what he meant by that.”

“That sounds ominous.”

“Could be good or could be bad. No way of telling until I get there.”

They both sat in silence wondering how many more opportunities they would have to enjoy this view. It seemed to them both that things were perhaps no longer calming down. They sensed a storm on the horizon of their lives. The Lord was moving their world again. 
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Later that evening, the doorbell rang. It was a courier with a delivery. John signed for the package and watched the plain white van leave the driveway. It was a sealed envelope with a memory stick inside. There were no instructions, no labels, no notes, nothing. John studied the courier’s receipt. The delivery was via a private courier company he hadn’t heard of. The receipt said the package was from the Houston office. John went to his home office and closed the door. Any other time he would have suspected the memory stick was from one of the CIA computer guys, trying to goad him into running a destructive program on his computer. But this had to be the “package” Mike had mentioned. John made a fresh backup of his computer system, unplugged the network connection and external disk drives and shoved the memory stick into the computer. The guys in Houston had encrypted the files and installed an auto cypher on the boot sector of the disk. The program prompted John to enter his CIA logon ID. John entered his ID and password. As the program displayed the first page of the file, John knew what it was. He had seen copies of operational case files many times before. However, until now, they had never given him a look at the file before he got to Houston. Why start sending him the files now? John began digesting the text on his screen. Perhaps the answer was in the files.

John read through the entire case files twice. The program lacked a print feature. This effectively prevented copying the text into other applications, such as a word processor. So John used a screen capture utility to copy and store a picture of the displayed data. He noticed the activity light on the memory stick when he closed the program. John thought it was a nice touch and a pretty slick trick. The reader program had erased all the data on the memory stick when the program was closed. The data was intended to be read only and read only once. John spent the next two hours running a text recognition program on the screen images he had stored. He put everything back into an electronic document format and copied the files to the memory stick they had sent to him. He would show those CIA computer geeks a thing or two. But that would have to wait until later. 

There was something in the file that bothered him. One of the players was a guy named Peter Garrison. He seemed like he was just your normal guy. Except he appeared to have a loose association with a certain William Gates. 

As a contractor for various government projects, Peter Garrison had access to some highly sensitive classified documents. Some of these went missing when Mr. Garrison was on campus working. The intel suggested that he might have sold them to William Gates. William Gates was a world-wide information broker. While never being convicted of anything the intel was fairly solid on him selling information to the highest bidder.

John reviewed the info on the players (as Mike liked to call them) and considered the facts. The suspect had an opportunity. Money might have been a motive. That could be easily checked. There was nothing to indicate Mr. Garrison had been coerced. He didn’t have any past problems with gambling, debt, women, drinking or drugs. These were all the usual pressure points used to manipulate someone.

The association between the suspect and information broker was vague and sketchy. There was no firm data to suggest they actually knew each other or ever met. The intel really didn’t prove anything. This case was thin. 

John started laying out a rough plan of attack:

The objectives were: 

	Investigate financials.

	Dig deeper into associations.

	Approach the suspect for help/interview.

	Approach the information broker for help/interview.



Goals:


	Locate the files.

	Recover documents.

	Determine who has copies of the files.


Monday morning the early sky was tinted with brilliant red, orange, and yellow colors as John drove to Mobile, Alabama. He caught the first flight out to Houston. There was something majestic about seeing the sun rise from 30,000 feet. Once they landed, he picked up a rental car and headed into the city. It had been a while since he was in the downtown area. There had been lots of changes since then. But the road construction seemed to always be there, bottle-necking traffic, causing delays. In the entire eighteen plus years they had lived just North of Houston, John could not remember a time when they weren’t working on most of the major roads. Sudden lane closures and detours were a way of life in the congested traffic in and around Houston. 

After finding a place for the rental car in the parking deck, John found his way to the ninth-floor conference room and poured a cup of coffee. He was the first to arrive. He didn’t have to wait long before the others started to drift in. Finally, John saw a familiar face; it was Mike. After making sure everyone was there, Mike closed the conference room door. He shook everyone’s hand as he made his way to a seat. Mike introduced each of the team members by name and area of expertise. John was expectantly waiting to hear just what his area of expertise was. But Mike skipped John as he went around the table. Mike introduced himself and stated his role would be oversight of the operation and then he introduced John as the team lead for the operation. 

John had led teams of developers on large programming projects while working for the utility company. But that was in his field of expertise. He had no idea what should happen next.

Mike saw John’s ‘deer in the head lights’ moment. It was rare to see John stunned. Mike said to the team “Now that we know who’s who I’m sure your team lead will want to hear your assessment of the material in your packets.”

John went around the table giving each team member time to report their assessment and impressions of the operation. Fortunately, someone thought it would be best to assign only very experienced people to John’s first assignment as team lead. There were a few suggestions of ways to pressure the players into cooperating and one team member mentioned it would be most efficient to just skip an investigation and interrogate the players. Normally, in this business, ‘interrogate’ did not mean a friendly chat. It meant physical persuasion and/or drugs to enhance the subject’s willingness to be forthcoming. John considered these methods as non-options, or at most a last resort only.

John called for a fifteen-minute break while he made some notes. Part of being a team lead meant you had to type up a report on all meetings. When everyone returned and the door was shut, John started with the assignments.

	Financial forensics on the players

	Review and expand the background information on each of the players (Family, extended family, clubs, habits, preferences, health records, job, etc.). See if we missed anything.

	Verify or eliminate the existence of any association between the players. Do they really know each other? Did they really meet? Do they have any history?


This would be a lot of work for their six-man team. It would take some time. 

John finished the assignments and said “Under no circumstances does anyone contact the players, the players family, or friends. We want to have all our ducks in a row before they know we’re investigating them. Any questions?”

There were none. John set their next team meeting in two weeks, on Monday, and the meeting was adjourned. It was 10:00.

John found an office he could use to type his meeting report. Thirty minutes later, Mike knocked on the door frame.

John looked up from his computer screen and saw Mike standing in the doorway.

“Well, how did I do Mr. Boss man?”

“I’m not your boss. You did great in there, for your first rodeo. I did have one suggestion. You might want to appear a little more supportive of the suggestions the team made. You don’t have to like them or even use them. Just let them know you value their opinions. They are great assets to you. Understand?”

“You’re right, of course. I’m just not comfortable with making any decisions that include interrogating people. A little pressure or
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Therefore if any man be in Christ,
he is a new creature:
old things are passed away;
behold, all things are become new.
2 Corinthians 5:17 KJV
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