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Preface

Guardians of the Backwater took years to
write and publish; from October 2012, to August 2017— 4.75 years.
The initial writing part took two years, with some of the book
written while under duress, being actively cased and sought by the
rogue CIA’s third-party contractors. As the first drops of ink were
applied to paper, I was still in Florida, and had to write
overnight at a fast-food restaurant, since I could not sleep in my
home—there had been attempted break-ins, with unwanted visitors
around my house in the middle of the night. Once, in the middle of
the night, they shot at my parked truck; on another occasion, they
broke the door handle on my screen door and tried to pry off a
storm shutter with a crowbar. Other nights they would hang objects
from trees: a water bottle on a rope, or articles of clothing made
to look bloody, hanging upside down. During the daylight hours,
they would stalk me, following me around or sitting nearby in cars;
or lounging across from me in cafés, and occasionally making
comments like: “how do we know you are not a spy?” Suddenly,
to save my life, I quickly shut down my business, put my banking
accounts in order, and moved to the far-Western mountains to a
ranch on a high hill—with a BIG barking dog for security. Thus
making it extremely hard for “them” to continue the harassment;
although one of them showed up within days in a nearby downtown
area, to let me know that they were still actively pursuing me.
This CIA operative walked right up to me on the city sidewalk one
morning and greeted me, “good morning,” he said in his
identifiable, deep India accent and still dressed in the same
attire he wore in Florida! Another day he sat in the local library
and watched me browse for books; clearly the same man I had once
joined me at my table at the overnight fast food restaurant where I
spent the remaining over-nights of my last weeks in the Sunshine
state. Fortunately, I had been forewarned in a dream that he was,
without a doubt— one of them—a rogue CIA agent! But this
surprise showing of one of the most dangerous men in the world gave
me much concern; however, the BIG dog at my new residence, with her
incredible ability to spot any activity around the ranch, and her
incredible energy of running up to 30 miles an hour, gave me some
peace. Here in the solace of wide-open spaces, I was able to
complete this novel you are now reading in around nine months;
using much of their harassment against me as a writing model of CIA
activities against domestic U.S. citizens. Also, at this time I was
able to use a laptop computer, as prior to that time, I wrote the
book by hand in a notebook. I was very much aware of the CIA’s
habit of bugging anything electronic: my phone, my internet
surfing, and probably my home computer; everything had to be
written by hand! Further, I hid the book’s manuscript in an ottoman
which had a secret compartment built in for shoe polish.
Ironically, the first 30 pages of the book were transcribed into
digital format from my notebooks in a homeless shelter in the new
mountain community where I had fled—they had free coffee and
internet access. The book then went through an extensive editing
process for 18 months by a very qualified editor. During this time,
I also finished some important additions. Then it went to a
publisher who again edited the book, sending it back to me several
times for further editing. Then, right after the books first
release in late 2016, this first publisher mysteriously closed its
doors; events around this closing were timely and suspicious. Their
printing operation in the Philippine Islands was suddenly closed by
the Filipino government there, a sort of “labor dispute.” Then,
stateside in Oklahoma, where the publisher had his U.S. operations,
the Attorney General there arrested the two top CEOs, resulting in
the closing of the publishing company; the Attorney General
claiming too many complaints by their author clients (over 1000)
and charges of wrongdoing. The question remains in my mind, was
this publisher targeted by the secret government and underworld?
Thus, I had to find a new publisher, and that taking eight more
months! My new publisher I would highly recommend to anyone! Fast
and efficient, he took the finished manuscript and had it published
and online in less than two weeks! This, not giving the secret
government or the underworld any time to react to try to stop its
introduction as a book available to the public. As soon as this
book was officially released, everything became quiet, my email-box
which was once a target for the underworld’s threats, was empty. WE
WON! I got the book in the hands of the public to have as many
people read the story as possible— this creating a multitude of
witnesses! Writing a book, or “going public” as some say, is
one way to get the secret government/underworld to back-off!

 


The Research behind Guardians of the
Backwater:

I uncovered deep corruption with little
oversight in the intelligent services. If they screw up an
operation and innocent people are hurt, it becomes an issue of
national security; it all gets brushed away under the mat; any
traces left behind are cleansed from any records, and witnesses are
harassed into silence, framed or killed. Included into this
cover-up cleansing process, is the pursuit of innocent Americans
who “know too much;” that is, under the secret government’s
definition. This could be to hide a classified operation, or
illegal activities! Which are sometimes as unofficial as their
official classified operations; all of this done domestically or
internationally in the name of national security. So many
bystanders and innocent people are literally crushed by a secret
hand they can never see; the CIA becoming the judge, jury and
executioner—this whole notion being disgusting and reprehensible.
The Pike Report or House Select Committee on Intelligence chaired
by Otis Pike, writes in its January 1976 report on the subject of
intelligence collection….

 


• The committee has
examined both technical and non-technical intelligence gathering
programs and has concluded that the risks accompanying them are
unacceptably great; that information obtained does not justify the
risk; the policymakers have been insensitive to dangers; especially
of the violation of U.S. citizen’s rights; and, that there are
inadequate policy-level mechanisms for the regular review of
risk-assessment.[1]






The Shenanigans of the CIA….

This book outlines in a fiction format, the
surface of some of the intelligence corruption: drug running,
prostitution, murder, and money laundering. There is so much more
to uncover that a book the size of a dictionary would only be able
to outline their basic networks; this book only giving a surface
outline of some of the more obvious shenanigans; at least in one of
their main centers of activity, the state of Florida, aka “the
CIA’s Southern base.” To give example of how far shenanigans can
go, The Pike Report reveals an unsupervised CIA station, where a
CIA station chief in a small country (they wouldn’t say which one)
turned in a one-year liquor bill of $41,000.00. Taxpayer monies
were spent to provide heads of state with female companions, the
making of a pornographic movie entitled “Happy Days,” and paying
people of questionable reputations for blackmail purposes. So, what
happened to the chief of station who spent this outrageous amount
on alcohol? He was transferred to Angola.[2] This Western coast
African country subsequently became another embarrassment, where
CIA monies spent in Angola resulted in a total political meltdown
of the country—nothing good came of it. Heavily involved in the
civil war in Angola, and by the end of 1975, the U.S. through its
spy agency, spent over $31 million dollars in military hardware,
transportation costs and cash payments; a government oversight
committee thought that U.S. investment was much higher. Another
contributing factor for Agency involvement could have been control
of resources, Angola has significant oil deposits and two major
U.S. multinational corporations operated in the offshore region.[3]
That’s black gold, Texas Tea! There were also over 500,000 civilian
casualties in the Angolan Civil War.[4]

Across to another continent in the same
era—mid-late 1960s—was another of the CIA’s major cover-ups and
embarrassments … that was when the CIA managed to lose a
plutonium-238 nuclear device that was part of a mountain-high
monitoring station overlooking China. When, after installation, an
avalanche occurred possibly distributing the 87-year half-life
device into the Ganges river, a most holy site to a good part of
the Indian population! Had it not been for Washington’s no-comment
stance on the subject, this easily could have turned into an
international incident. To this day, not much is known of what
could have happened to the radioactive spy device; perhaps it went
into the Ganges River; perhaps it is buried in a pile of rubble on
the side of India’s highest peak; or, perhaps the Indian government
found it and never reported their discovery to the U.S. government.
An interesting to note, India’s nuclear program took a leap forward
following this incident.[5] It wasn’t long before they had their
first nuclear test which shocked the world.

And then, the Pike Report, or House Select
Committee on Intelligence, found that the largest single category
of covert actions around the world by the CIA involved the
tampering of free elections in other countries. U.S. tax dollars
were spent toward financial election support to specific foreign
parties and individuals. If the CIA influences elections in other
countries, then it all depends on who is in power in Washington,
Republican or Democrat and which president; the CIA often being an
arm of the President determines the political wind direction and
how foreign elections will be slanted. In other words, if President
Clinton is in power, Argentina’s elections go one way, and if Bush,
an altogether different direction. American foreign policy along
with wind pressure swings with the American voting block! This
makes CIA operatives political change agents.

Next, the largest category of covert Agency
action is media and propaganda: the insertion of articles into
local press and distribution of books and leaflets; the Lion’s
share of this in the Cold War, was directed at the former Soviet
Union. The Pike Report brings new light to Americans on the CIA’s
use of media….



• The free flow of
information vital to a responsible and credible press, has been
threatened as a result of the CIA’s use of world media for cover
and for clandestine information gathering…the accuracy of news
stories has been undermined… some planted, falsified articles have
reached readers in the U.S.[6]

The third category, covert action, is
paramilitary arms and transfers.[7] In some cases enough arms and
ammo to supply small armies! The Pike Report states….

 


• “A vast arsenal of
weapons and access to ammunition have been developed by CIA, giving
its capability that exceeds most armies of the world (circa
1976)”.[8]

One private army that the CIA funded to the
tune of $15 million USD and $20 million USD annually in weapons,
medicine, logistics and training during the Angolan Civil War, was
the infamous UNITA. What type of guerrilla fighters were they as
they faced off with the Russian Funded MPLA?

 


• With the resumption of
the civil war in 1998, some 7,000 child soldiers were currently in
the ranks of UNITA and in the Angolan army, the FAA, with forcible
recruitment increasing in 2000…because they (the child soldiers)
fear for their lives they have to do as they are
told.[9]

Child soldiers were either recruited or
forcibly abducted. It was also reported that even young girls were
abducted.

 


• The death of a
notorious UNITA leader, Savimbi, means the end of the most
destructive guerrilla movement the world has known. For two
generations hundreds of thousands of Angolan peasants were killed,
wounded and displaced. Tens of thousands of children, boys and
girls, were kidnapped and forced into UNITA’s army as porters, sex
slaves or fighters. Angola today is in economic and social ruin,
despite its oil wealth.[10]

And then, we need to talk of the United
States Constitution and how it relates to the visibility, or lack
of, in CIA spending programs; my fiscal point on their
shenanigans….

 


• Article 1, Section 9
U.S. Constitution… No money shall be drawn from the treasury, but
in consequence of appropriations made by law; and a regular
statement and account of the receipts and expenditures of all
public money shall be published from time to time.[11]

The Pike Committee along with GAO employees
on-loan to the committee concluded that the foreign intelligence
budget was three-to-four times as costly as had been reported to
congress.[12] Any legitimate American business that operated with
such discrepancies would be automatically audited by the IRS. One
way the CIA gets away with such deflated budgets is to piggyback
their expenditures in other budgets. For example, a sizeable secret
reconnaissance activity in the Defense Department was switched to
“research and development.” [13] Furthermore, the CIA’s budget only
appears as a single line item in the published Federal budget. This
all in the name of secrecy, but gives the agency a huge advantage;
other government agencies wishing to transfer funds from one line
item to another, must return to Congress for approval.[14] On top
of that, the CIA has a very close relationship with the OMB (Office
of Management and Budget); the Pike Committee reported that of the
six employees that work on the Intelligence budget, three are
former CIA employees![15] So there are former CIA operatives in the
OMB; they are in the White House; they are in other powerful
agencies in the government; they are in key positions in the major
media; they recruit new operatives from Ivy League domestic
colleges and universities; they have field offices across the
United States (at one time 30); they work along with local domestic
police departments, and they have a vast foreign network
world-wide, hiring local agent/assets in foreign countries in key
positions to gather information for them for cash payments—my
guess, not filling them in completely of the dangers of being an
informant in communist or third-world dictatorship? The Chinese
government completely set back U.S. spying operations in their
country by killing or jailing up to twenty CIA informants between
2010 and 2012.[16] The scary thought of this would be that, most
likely, while they were in initial custody, they were probably
tortured for information. Also, as portrayed in the spy thriller
movie: Spy Game (2001), the asset-informant gets thrown under the
bus by his case officer when things get too hot! In addition, the
CIA is the most powerful spy agency of its kind; the Russian SVR
RF, or as it is abbreviated: the SVR (following the dissolution of
the KGB) pales in comparison. It’s all secret, yet the CIA’s
National Intelligence Program budget as requested for the fiscal
year 2020 is 62.8 billion dollars.[17] As the Pike Committee
reported regarding the foreign and domestic intelligence budget of
1976….

 


• “This adds up to more
than 10 billion dollars being spent by a handful of people, with
little independent supervision, with inadequate controls, even less
auditing, and an overabundance of secrecy.”[18]

And my final point on CIA shenanigans: is
the CIA involved in the international drug trade? Are they involved
in international drug pipelines into the United States today
(refer to: Appendix C - CIA Drug Trade)?

The CIA’s use of Mafia, third-party contacts
to do their dirty work is also outlined in the book Guardians of
the Backwater; a practice made visible by certain published
articles, started during the early 60s, and just before the “Bay of
Pigs” fiasco, when actual Mafia assets were hired to work
in-cadence within a major CIA operation on Cuba.

Gathering this Deep State research, the
table I sat at in a coffee house, weekdays in South Florida, had
two CIA representatives, and one Mafia asset, he representing one
of the most powerful Mafia organizations in the world— a dreadfully
dangerous man! Other major mob organizations were also represented
at this table, or in the background at other nearby tables. They
were two Florida based Mafias: the Cuban mob which had a working
relationship with the CIA from decades before, and a local Dixie
mob of dangerous thugs; composed of former misguided military.

How did I get to this table? Truthfully, it
was innocent, a simple coffee shop setting, where I came to get the
best cup of java in the city. The underworld sat at another table,
but once we became acquainted, they found that I had a gift—rare
interpretive dream gift—they had a curious interest in, so they
decided to have a look, inviting me over to their table. The CIA
once had an operation where they analyzed others with similar gifts
called: “Operation Stargate.” So, they were more than curious when
they discovered that the dreams I reported to them contained
useful, accurate information—at the time I was receiving dreams
filled with “intelligence” of sundry nature (refer to:
Appendix
E - Dream Technology). Under a spoken agreement with
them, every morning, I would hand in a type-written dream report to
X6 “the Kingpin,” their notorious leader. He would take it to his
intelligence source to have the information analyzed and report
back to me of its accuracy within a day or two. This functioned
smoothly for a year; often reporting back to me with comments like:
“that one went right to the top,” referring to a dream I had about
a secret communist contact of the then Vice President of the United
States, Joe Biden. Then, I started having dreams about corruption
of their own, which is outlined in this book Guardians of the
Backwater. After a year of cooperation, their Mafia asset suddenly
got too nervous and put a hit on me, hiring third party thugs from
the local Mafias to bag me. However, my interpretive gift worked in
my favor, giving me warnings of their activities; being warned
ahead of the exact time of their operation and intentions; allowing
me to side-step every net and trap!

Hopefully this book, which is inspired
in-part by a true story, will give you as a reader some basic
understanding on how corrupt and dangerous some CIA operatives are;
whether they be official CIA, rogue CIA or any of their assets, of
whom some are dyed-in-the-wool true mafiosos. To prove this point,
I will quote directly from one of the government’s own
reports….

 


• We must
develop effective espionage and counterespionage services and must
learn to subvert, sabotage and destroy our enemies by more clever,
more sophisticated and more effective methods than those used
against us…there are no rules in such a game…acceptable norms of
human conduct do not apply.[19]

 


Such a statement, going along with their
operational procedures under the cloak of national security and
need-to- know-basis, makes CIA and their rogue and Mafia assets the
most dangerous people in the world. The military policy of
need-to-know, sets up operatives to not ask any questions,
“just do what you are told, or face censure,” even if it means
coldblooded murder. They become the secret security police of their
own agency, the Pentagon and the White House. My most trusted
source tells me that in the South Florida base of operations,
thousands of innocent American lives have been harassed,
damaged, or even lost to their enforcer henchmen. With over 30
field offices across the United States this number could be
magnified. In this writer’s humble opinion, the CIA should not be
allowed to operate domestically, or inside the borders of the
U.S.-that is the job of the FBI!

Under duress, I made a quick move across the
USA to the far Western mountains, where I still reside in relative
safety. Yes, they did follow me, however, I continued to receive
updates in dreams of their active operations, allowing me to avoid
their dangerous traps, and they have at least for a time, gone on
to other business; my book’s successful release has confused their
operational tactics against me, going public with my research has
created a barrier of truth, and truth is the most powerful
advantage in the known world. Also, intelligence from dreams (which
comes from the 4th dimension, AKA heaven) is far more advanced than
anything the CIA has electronically. This
is partly because dreams can see into the future.

 


CIA Domestic Involvement:

For most of its infancy, the CIA was mainly
a foreign-theatre-only spy agency, however, like most of the
intelligence agencies, sometimes their focus changes upon which
party is in the White House.

In 1947, when Congress voted to create the
CIA as part of the National Security Act, there was great concern
about whether the CIA could operate in the United States and
against Americans. Congress wanted to assure the public that this
agency would not lead to the growth of a secret police. Responding
to these suspicions, Dr. Vannevar Bush, an administration witness,
explained that the agency was concerned only with intelligence
“outside this country,” and not with “internal affairs.”[20]
Responding to enormous pressure from President Johnson to uncover
the foreign links to the growing unrest of the late 1960s, the CIA
launched a new division within its Counter-Intelligence Branch.
Over the next seven years, the program, Operation CHAOS, spied on
more than 7,000 American citizens and 1,000 domestic
organizations.[21]

 


• “This was the most
extensive, but not the first, CIA spying operation against
Americans. For years, the agency had been opening mail,
burglarizing homes, wiretapping phones, and secretly watching the
movements of unsuspecting individuals within the United States, all
in violation of its legislative charter.”[22]

Operation CHAOS finally came to an end in
1974, as part of the winding down of the massive surveillance
programs of the late 1960s and early 1970s. In general, specific
programs were ended either because public dissent…or out of fear
that the programs would be exposed. There was never a reevaluation
of the ClA’s domestic role, and in fact, the agency continues its
operations at home and against Americans abroad.[23]

Congress looks the other way, partly because
some don’t even want to know what some of the congressional CIA
budget is spent on, and partly because it may be impossible to
track any of their activities anyway, under the guise of national
security.

In modern days, there seems to be an
alarming and growing presence of CIA operatives inside the U.S.;
central to their theme of collecting foreign intelligence….

 


• “The Central
Intelligence Agency is expanding its domestic presence, placing
agents within nearly all the FBI’s 56 terrorism task forces in the
U.S., this in a step that law enforcement and intelligence
officials say will help overcome some of the communications
obstacles between the two agencies that existed before the
September 11, 2001, attacks. The CIA also works with some local
police establishments. In addition, the CIA operates around 30
domestic field stations.”[24]

They also recruit new operatives from some
of America’s finest universities, and at times make contacts with
key business executives when it serves their purposes, especially
strategic employees of the major media for media control and
important contacts in law enforcement. This makes a strong presence
of CIA across our nation; which can be acceptable for helping to
solve domestic terrorism activities, or collecting foreign
intelligence; however, it’s the after-work hours when some of them
go rogue, that this author finds most concerning. And, when they
get caught, they flash the CIA badge of national security to clear
them of crimes and misdemeanors. And then, when they retire and
return to “civilian life,” they still hold contacts with the
underworld, continuing illegal businesses that profit off the
losses of innocent Americans, especially our youth who become
domestic clients to their illegal drugs, Mafia enforcement and
prostitution rings (for more information on CIA domestic
activities, go to Appendix J).

 


The Secret college:

Another issue this book outlines is the
CIA’s practice of starting a secret college in an American city,
far from Langley. The CIA is only to operate domestically in areas
of terrorism; otherwise, they are an international intelligence
agency. When I was doing research for this book in 2011 and 2012,
they were operating a secret college in a city on the Western coast
of Florida; a twenty to thirty thousand square foot facility; a
building on stilts with parking underneath and fences all around;
armed guards were at the gate. When I was asked by one of the CIA
men at the coffee house featured in the book Guardians of the
Backwater, “do you know anything about a school?” I answered,
“yeah, I know all about it.” Following this discussion, within a
short time, they closed the secret college. In addition, they
closed or sold the safe-house restaurant where we met! I later had
some intel that they reopened the secret college on the Eastern
coast of Florida in a city north of one of their first operational
bases, Jupiter, Florida. The problem of having such colleges in
American cities is, they seem to attract all kinds of Mafia and
foreign spy operatives; the Mafia hoping to get new contracts
within the CIA, the foreign spies, hoping to get new intelligence
on CIA activities; possibly also to make a record of who is
attending the school, so they can send bios back to Russia, China,
India, the Middle East, Cuba, and other countries who have active
intelligence services not friendly with the U.S. The result of all
this spy activity in an American city: murder, illegal activities,
drug trades, prostitution, stalking and harassment! The small city
in which this secret college was housed had regular gruesome
murders. One is outlined in this book, the prostitute thrown onto
the roadway. This murder was reported in the local newspaper; just
another daily occurrence followed by the obit column! Other daily
occurrences reported in the local newspaper: people shot in parking
lots, murdered and thrown onto highways, or drowned in alligator
infested rivers. I chose St. Augustine to be the fictitious city in
question in this book, the real city where all my research was done
on-location is across the Florida peninsula, on the Gulf Coast. The
existence of the “secret CIA college” in this city made it a true
“Mafia-World of activity.” Some of the most dangerous people in the
world still live there and practice their secret trades; some of
them retired or active CIA along with their Mafia assets and hired
low-level, sometimes inexperienced in espionage, low IQ thugs.
There were CIA shaking hands with Mafia; Mafia shaking hands with
thugs who prowled around like a band of gutter-rats, and doing all
their nightly dirty-work; driving super fancy muscle cars, with
beautiful girlfriends sitting shotgun; illegal activity of all
kinds starting at 11 p.m.—home break-ins after 2 a.m. With Florida
as one of the world’s largest retirement communities, the streets
were bare after 10 p.m., leaving the roadways open to underworld
pursuits. During the daytime, the regular good citizens were too
tied up with sun-bathing and shopping at the incredible Florida
beaches and malls to notice the morbid, daily headlines on the
front page of the newspaper, “Woman Thrown off a Highway Bridge to
the Gators.” To the good citizens who ignore the headlines, Florida
is the most perfect retirement haven from coast-to-coast! This is
the atmosphere that produced this espionage novel. Another city
outlined in this book is the nation’s capital, the city of Og as it
is called in this book (refer to: OG in Glossary). A common
name for Washington D.C. is: ‘The Murder Capital of America.’
Another recent nickname is the ‘City of Secrets’. One article from
their own D.C. based news station outlined that there are 10,000
spies in the city, and Washington, according to current
intelligence sources is where the world sends their best
spies.[25] So, it would be safe for this author to correlate a rise
in the frequency of murders in a city like Washington, the seat of
American power and CIA headquarters (Langley, VA), and one this
book is based on with a secret CIA college in Florida; at least it
is an observation from a journalistic point of view.

Another disturbing practice, at least of
this group of intelligence workers is their open use of electronic
surveillance. Early on in our morning coffee club meetings, they
would make it known to me that they were checking my personal
records and listening in to my conversations, on and off the phone!
But one day, one of them openly bragged about looking in on someone
else in their home through their computer’s flat screen. He gave me
the impression through his braggart confession, that this was a
regular practice of theirs, and then, not for any government intel
reason, but for their own personal interests! This is just another
abuse of people who have CIA security clearance and fly under the
flag of national security.

And, speaking of flying, the CIA has had a
long history of using airplanes for their official and unofficial
business. Take 9/11 for a good start; I can’t prove direct
involvement of the CIA in this false-flag operation, but, I can say
without a doubt, from a journalistic point of view, that this was
an operation of a secret group, the Deep State, or whatever
agencies were involved. First, the flag-star of the operation were
airplanes crashing into the towers. And the smoking gun,
Building-7, a 47-story office tower fell on its own initiative, the
same morning, without an airplane touching it. On top of that, the
CIA had a secret New York station office in this structure; an
office used to spy on and recruit foreign diplomats working at the
United Nations building nearby.[26] One airplane crash that does
have the CIA label on it is United Airlines Flight 553 which
crashed during an aborted landing at Chicago Midway Airport.
Shockingly, on board this flight was a congressman and a former CIA
officer, George W. Collins and E. Howard Hunt, respectively.[27] E.
Howard Hunt was part of the infamous White House plumber team of
Watergate fame. This plane crash shows one ironic point- E. Howard
Hunt was one of their own, the Company shows no favors! Another
flight, Cubana Flight 455, seems to also have a CIA fingerprint on
it. On October 6, 1976, 24 teenage athletes and members of Cuba’s
national fencing team, along with another 49 passengers, were on
their way to Cuba after a few stops on some of the other Caribbean
islands. As the plane reached the skies over Barbados, two bombs
planted by men working for once CIA-connected anti-Castro Cuban
exiles, detonated, sending the plane into the seawater: a sad
ending for the many innocent aboard. Among the passengers were also
several dignitaries of the Cuban government. One of the terrorists
involved in the bombing of Flight 455, a Luis Posada Carriles, the
onetime CIA operative convicted in Panama of Cubana 455’s bombing,
but later pardoned in 2004 by then-outgoing Panamanian President
Mireya Moscoso, and who also was involved in the Bay of Pigs
invasion of Cuba under the Kennedy administration; he later became
an agent for the CIA, and assisted the CIA in a series of U.S.
secret government efforts to destabilize or overthrow the Castro
regime through several attempts, including assassination.[28] Any
time I hear of a plane going down with dignitaries on it, I
automatically suspect the work of an intelligence community. Such a
crash was the mysterious plane crash of Senator Paul Wellstone,
Democrat Minnesota.

 


Paul was an outspoken critic of the CIA
and its use of covert operations.

 


The election, that he was ahead in the polls
on, was just a few days ahead, before his plane went down near
Eveleth, Minnesota. In 1991, he was opposed to going to war with
Iraq, speaking against going to war under President George W. Bush.
He also opposed the introduction of the Patriot Act and had serious
doubts about the 9/11 narrative. Following his death, the balance
of power in the Senate switched to Republican control. His plane
went down after witnesses said they heard loud popping noises on
October 25, 2002. Although it cannot be proven that the CIA was
involved in his death, this journalist concludes that at least some
hired element of the Deep State was in the white van that witnesses
saw speeding away at high speeds from the crash scene.[29] Then
there was also the death of the son of a former President, John F.
Kennedy Jr. on July 16, 1999.

 


• “Evidence continues to
mount that JFK Jr. and passengers were killed by an altitude
triggered bomb planted in the tail section of the plane. A witness
fishing on the shoreline heard the explosion in the same vicinity
of the plane’s graveyard spiral as it went down.”[30]

Then there was TWA Flight 800; taking off
from JFK International Airport in New York City on July 17, 1996,
with 230 persons on board. Aside from the conclusions of the NTSB,
over 258 FBI witnesses saw a missile-like object rise and connect
with the commercial aircraft, causing it to free-fall out of the
sky to the waters below. Later, a quasi-investigation took place
where elements of the White House, in an election year, squashed
any of the real facts of the investigation by the FBI and the NTSB.
As a journalist, I was curious about who may have been on board
that might be of interest to the Deep State. I did find one police
detective from Oregon, a Susan Hill, and a lady from Texas who was
a crime victims advocate, Pam Lychner. Mrs. Lychner was on her way
to Paris with her two daughters on a special family mission.
Lychner was an articulate advocate for the rights of crime victims
in Texas; and for getting tough anti-crime legislation passed in
her home state. She also had a bill in Congress named after her:
The Pam Lychner Sexual Offender Tracking and Identification Act of
1996, thus she was known in the halls of Congress. Her being on TWA
Flight 800 was a tragic loss for future crime victims. Because of
so much high-level interference in the proper investigation of TWA
Flight 800, it is left up to a few journalists to dig for the
truth; a huge cover-up took place over true facts by the White
House. At least I can say without a doubt; the Deep State
was involved in the cover-up; and, for every person who died
on the plane (230) there was a witness who said they saw a bright
light (missile like object) ascending toward the plane. I did some
of my own research on TWA Flight 800 and concluded that it was,
almost without a doubt, a terrorist act (refer to:
Appendix
A - TWA Flight 800; also refer to: Appendix
B for more on the CIA World Terrorism).

There are other mysterious plane crashes
with dignitaries on board: Alaska Senator Ted Stevens in 2010; and
Ron Brown, U.S. Secretary of Commerce and former DNC chair in 1996.
Circumstances before and after Ron Brown’s death were revealed in a
report….

 


• “Had a serious
disagreement with [POTUS] Clinton. Reported to have died by impact
in a plane crash [USAF CT-43A (Flight IFO-21)]. A pathologist close
to the investigation reported that there was a hole in the top of
Brown’s skull resembling a gunshot wound. At the time of his death
Brown was being investigated and spoke publicly of his willingness
to cut a deal with prosecutors.”[31]

Also, Charles Meissner—Assistant Secretary
of Commerce died on same plane as Ron Brown, USAF CT-43A (Flight
IFO-21).[32] Even more were assassinated mysteriously while not
traveling in airplanes; Barbara Wise; died November 29, 1996; she
was an employee of the Commerce Department….

 


• “Commerce Department
staffer. Worked closely with Ron Brown, cause of death unknown. Her
bruised, nude body was found locked in her office at the Department
of Commerce.”[33]

Then there was U.S. Congressional
representative Sonny Bono’s January 1998 death. Bono apparently
possessed information he had passed on to an investigator regarding
high-ranking U.S. military and government officials who were
bagging up millions of dollars from arms and drug deals south of
the U.S. border. He died in a “skiing accident” just days after
Robert F. Kennedy Jr.’s son, Michael Kennedy, had a fatal skiing
accident in Colorado.[34] Next is Joan Rivers, although she was a
comedian, she had a bent for being blunt with the truth; where she
seriously insulted President Barack and first lady Michelle Obama.
Just two months after insulting the then President’s wife, Rivers
died following a minor out-patient medical procedure where she had
complications after being administered anesthesia. Then there was
also among the Kennedys, JFK, 1963; RFK, 1968; Mary Kennedy, 2012,
the former wife of Robert F. Kennedy Jr. (refer to:
Appendix
D for more on the Kennedys); and Supreme Court
Justice Antonin Scalia’s death on February 13, 2016, at a ranch in
the vast expanse of Texas. There are several reasons to believe in
a conspiratorial murder of the justice. He did not go along with
the Obama agenda, and they could not control him. He tried to warn
the public of tyranny controls coming to America. His cause of
death came too soon under normal procedures, and, following his
death, he was not examined by a coroner or medical examiner; no
autopsy performed. His body was found with a pillow over his head.
Also, his personal security guards were not present at the Cibolo
Creek Ranch where he died, which is owned by a major donor to the
Democratic Party.[35]

Finally, in my list of Deep State victims
(refer to: Appendix H - Fears of the Deep State),
would be former U.S. Special Envoy for Afghanistan and Pakistan,
Richard Holbrooke. Holbrooke, appointed by President Obama, had
disagreements with the Obama administration over diplomatic issues;
He once was quoted as saying….

• “That really is the
way the White House thinks…they don’t have a deep understanding of
the issues themselves, but increasingly, they’re deluding
themselves into thinking they do.” [36]

Holbrooke also had a disconnect with
President Obama….

 


• “Mr. Holbrooke “made
it worse for himself,” said David Holbrooke, his son and the
director of “The Diplomat.” “He was sort of tone-deaf on how to
connect with the President.” Mr. Obama was cool and calculating,
David Holbrooke said, while his father was “all heat; he was fire
and energy.” [37]

In his final days as U.S. Special Envoy for
Afghanistan and Pakistan, he began a drive for an end to the war in
Afghanistan, butting up against the hidden heads of the military
industrial complex. On the last day of his diplomatic life,
Holbrooke had a meeting with Secretary of State Hillary Clinton,
his boss, on December 11, 2010….

 


• “Mr. Holbrooke was
hospitalized on Friday afternoon after becoming ill while meeting
with Secretary of State Hillary Rodham Clinton in her Washington
office. Doctors found a tear in his aorta, and he underwent a
21-hour operation. Mr. Holbrooke had additional surgery on Sunday
and remained in critical condition until his death.”[38]

Holbrooke’s last words as he lay on his bed
were: “you’ve got to stop this war in Afghanistan!”[39] Following
this, there are the thousands of other people caught in the sites
of the secret government who are simply Americans who got too close
or knew too much by the standards of the criminal cabal. They were
targeted and harassed, had bugs put in their homes, or on their
cars, or in their computers; had their phone calls monitored, or
had threatening emails and text messages sent to them; they were
poisoned, beat up, fired upon, or falsely charged with crimes
(refer to: Appendix G - The Fallacy of DNA Testing);
they had their personal property broken into, stolen, or destroyed;
some had their identity stolen and their financial accounts
debited, and some were murdered with their bodies disposed of in
alligator infested swamps, garbage dumps or buried in remote
locations. One of these fictitious locations is highlighted in this
book. With all of this said, much of the above-mentioned incidents
this journalist believes were products of the Deep State, where
some secret government activity took place. I included a plane
crash in this book to show that the CIA takes no prisoners,
including the deaths of scores of innocent civilians, when the Deep
State decides to put a hit on a highly valued target (refer
to: Appendix F - Targets of the Deep
State).

 


Finally, this book is inspired in-part by a
true story. I say in-part because, in order to create an adventure
in the format of an espionage novel, I added a great deal of my own
imagination. So, much of the book is fictitious, but some of it
is based on a true story: true life experiences. Much of
what is fiction in the book, was researched from reliable
sources, and tips from my own source (dream intel), applied as a
model of what could possibly happen in the world of espionage. For
all practical purposes though, this book, Guardians of the
Backwater, is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual
persons, events, and entities is entirely coincidental. I was
careful in the manuscript to use names that were fictitious. For
example, one of the main characters in the book is code named X1,
and like the underworld, I designated to him an earned identity,
the Scavenger. I thought the name and designation I selected
offered intrigue to the story. Later in the book I reveal his last
name as Franchesco (also fictitious). In the real world of CIA
operatives, they assign a fictitious first and last name; only the
internal CIA office files show the operative’s given Christian
name, and only accessed by persons with high security clearance.
Code names are assigned mostly to assets who do work for the CIA;
operative code names like: Eagle Eyes. But, since the underworld
characters in the book are identified as rogue CIA; I felt that
they should all have both a fictitious name and coded
designation.

Also, you will note the mention of dreams as
a source for some of the main character’s (Philip McKenna)
information on the CIA. This part is true; the main character is
based on a real person who gained intelligence on the CIA’s illegal
activities from a dream source; which I might add, got him in deep
trouble with the rogue CIA. If this had not been a reality, this
book never would have been written.

Many people helped with the production of
the paperback book. The first publisher contributed much to the
development of the manuscript and the outstanding cover; the second
publisher who got it online in record time; and later on, my e-book
editor, who is a true miracle worker in her areas of expertise;
brought the novel to a whole new level of distribution, the
e-book.

Finally, such a book as this, would not be
complete without a quote from an author of the 1970s who exposed
much of the shenanigans of the CIA and had to leave the country as
a result, Mr. Philip Agee, who spent 12 years in the CIA as an
operations officer. He has a quote in his book that I find
most revealing….

 


• “After 12 years with
the agency (CIA) I finally understood how much suffering it was
causing, that millions of people all over the world had been killed
or had their lives destroyed by the CIA…even after recent
revelations about the CIA it is still difficult for people to
understand what a huge and sinister organization the CIA is. It is
the biggest and most powerful secret service that has ever existed…
the agency employs or subsidizes hundreds of thousands of people
and spends billions every year. Its official budget is secret,
being concealed in those of other federal agencies. Nobody tells
the Congress what the CIA spends. By law, the CIA is not
accountable to Congress.”[40]

Finally, for clarification on my use of
terms, throughout the book Guardians of the Backwater I use certain
terms to identify CIA operatives. Two of these terms: CIA
agent and CIA assets. Officially, the CIA formerly uses
the term CIA officer to identify most employees who are part
of their agency. When the CIA officially recruits someone to work
for them, usually overseas, as a type of informant who gathers
information from another government; they are officially called CIA
agents, and can also be referred to officially as assets. The
general public is probably unaware of the official title of CIA
officer and usually thinks of any official CIA
officer as a CIA agent, and the people who do work
for them on the side as, assets. So, for clarification to
the general public, in this book I am using the common terms CIA
operative and CIA agent as referring to an official
CIA officer. And, as far as the people who do informant work
for them on the side as simply, assets.

Benjamin Franklin once wrote….

 


• “They who can give up
essential liberty to obtain a little temporary safety deserve
neither liberty nor safety.”[41]

As you turn to the next pages you will
witness a cover being briefly lifted off the Deep State; the Secret
City; the Land of Og; the domain of the CIA, and their underworld
Mafia assets (Refer to: Appendix I - Mafia in
America).

 


The End


Prologue

A colonel drove a new Humvee through a guarded gate in the early morning
hours to
park underneath
a large
Florida-style office
building on flood stilts, a grayish-color modern
building with
large picture windows. The armed guard
recognized the vehicle with the hard-to-get Jekyll Island bumper sticker-a coded vehicle Pass, as Jekyll Island has long been a partner to
people vacationing from the secret
government.

The guard raised the stop
arm and allowed the high bird to enter with a wave. The colonel was
never in a good mood, partly of fate because his home life was so
sanitary and regimented by having an overly perfectionist wife, the
snoot of the officer’s wives club. No person can enter their home without first the removal of shoes; even coffee rings on the table can bring down the wrath of
Queen Mary, which
could be followed by a decapitation, amputation of the arm, or
execution murder!

Just a little dust on a counter would bring her to heavy breathing. Mud on the feet
could mean spending time in the torture chamber.
For the colonel, this
could mean her not talking to him for up to five days! The only
safe place in their home was the colonel’s own office,
where he
would sometimes
entertain his
guests with
the door closed. The
colonel once had serious thoughts of leaving her but dismissed the
problems of a regimented home life, for the benefits of
her running
the lives
of all
the other
women at
the officer’s
wives club. There
were always
issues arising,
among the
more conservative women
from events at the officer’s club for the men. From wild parties to just blowing
off steam or the occasional stag party with dancing
women, the colonel’s wife made sure that any whistleblowers at the
wives’ club
were quickly
silenced to
avoid any
news of
such party
reaching the
top brass!
It was
a grim
trade-off for
the colonel, but he kept
all the men at the officer’s club happy. And then, dinner was always
on time, and she took such exquisite care to make it
special, an exquisite culinary
experience, with
a glass
of his
favorite wine to
top it
off! This day was to be another one of those “regular” days for the colonel
as an instructor at the Anastasia University, which was located on
Anastasia Island in a sublime, private setting with palm trees
lining the road and native shrubbery.

Anastasia University was a
partnership with the State of Florida, and in that part of
the year, it was
booked as a place where citizens and law enforcement could go for
special-permit classes, like construction certificates and law
enforcement upgrade education. The rest of the time, the CIA used
it as a school to teach its international operatives,
their assets,
and domestic
CIA the
art of
espionage. It was the CIA’s turn to use
the building for a quarter, and the
colonel’s class on espionage started at 9:00 a.m. promptly! If a
student was late, he would get a military style grilling. One
student came in the first day only two minutes late, and the
colonel made it clear to everyone by growling, “Better never than
late!” No student would dare enter the class late after that
pronouncement!

After the students settled into their seats
on this typical day, the colonel started teaching, and the mumble
of conversational sharing morphed to an episodic silence; they knew
this man had the authority to stop their advancement in the kingdom
of espionage, whatever their ranking!

With a brief Southern
drawl, the colonel spoke authoritatively to the class,
“Today’s lesson in
espionage is on dress protocol. After this section of teaching, you
will be expected to immediately place into practice what you have learned, or you will fail this course. You all look like a nice, well-dressed group of men and women,
and I appreciate that you have taken the care to manicure
yourselves, shopping at
the local
mall for
the nice,
well-pressed styles of clothing. I mean,
I am sure that you all wanted to make a good
impression.

“And to show my appreciation, I would like to call one of you
forward to give an example of someone who resembles the fashion
of our times, right out of the book Dress for Advancement. Mr. Quash from England, will you come forward and show our class
your fine English-style dress suit and pants?”

Mr. Quash, one of MI6’s latest operatives,
came to the front and did a 360 turn to display his blue blazer
with a big smile. The colonel held his composure, pressed his lips
tightly, and nodded affirmatively to play along with the predicted
scene, aggrandizing the godlike worship of the students’
affirmation of Mr. Quash on their faces.

Then suddenly, the colonel slammed his hand
on a table at the front of the classroom. “This man is a walking
billboard!”

He looked at
Mr. Quash and said, “If
you have ever seen the Hollywood-style movies on espionage with
James Long, you will note that
he was
always dressed
to attract
the most
beautiful whores! He
would wear a blazer like yours, or a Key West shirt half-open down
the front
to show
off his
masculine chest
hairs! And
then, his hair would be
combed, and he would be clean-shaven with khakis on! His shoes
would be fancy Italian-leather wing tips!

“If he had a female companion, she would be dressed seductively to attract any
stupid Russian operative who might think with his zipper.
She would primp her hair, put makeup on her face, and wear
silk dresses and white fur coats!” He gestured for
Mr. Quash to go
back to his seat with a stiff finger, which he sheepishly did.

“From now on, I want you
elitists to come in here and look like a bunch of bums! If you want
to know what a bum looks like, stop downtown at the plaza in front
of the Governor’s House. That’s where they all hang out on the park
benches; in fact, that is your assignment today. I want each one of you to
take a walk around the plaza and
see how
you can
mix in!
And to
prove that
you were
there, each one of you will have to take an
iPhone facial photo of one of those bums.

“Now when you have done
all that, go down to the local thrift store where they sell
used clothing and buy
three sets of worn-out rags to model after the bum that you took a
photo of. Now tomorrow, I
want you
to wear
those rags
to class.”
The colonel’s
face was now as red as a radish, and with much
emotion, because he wanted these operatives to get his
point.

He growled, “I don’t
ever want
to see
another well-dressed person in
my class
again!” He
stared with
stern eyes
into each
of their
faces and added, “Another modification to dressing
like a bum is to note the area that you are operating in and what
some of the bums look like. For
example, we
live in
a beach
town, I
will give
an extra
A for the day to anyone
who can go down to the St. Augustine beach and model their dress
after a classic beach bum.

“Remember
now, when you wash your
new outfits up, DON’T PRESS THEM! I want to see wrinkles and crinkles. In fact, the person who can display the most wrinkles in a shirt gets an A for the week! I’m not kidding. I want you to get this. The best way to give
away your cover is to look like a James Long!

“Now there are certain
modifications in our dress if we serve in other countries.
For instance, if you are
sent to have a meeting with an ambassador, you would make sure that
you can dress to match what he
might be
wearing. But
for around-town
surveillance YOU ARE A
BUM! Now, is
there anyone in here who knows what I am talking
about?”

The colonel looks across
the room to find an experienced operative and spots one in the back
and calls him forward, “Would the man in the green, washed-out army
pants, come forward?”

Dick Barlotta stepped forward and stood at
the front of the room; the students could see that the man whom
they all thought was an alcoholic, with an extreme chip on his
shoulder when he walked in, now stood as a Roman god to the
colonel.

“This is a well-trained
operative. He knows that he can’t
risk looking like anyone who is professional.
Notice the numerous wrinkles in
his shirt,
the coffee
stains on
the chest.
Here, look
at his faded,
old army
pants. Now
look at
his shoes-old,
worn-out dime-
store specials. And, take a look at his grooming: stubble on the face, hair overgrown on the ears, stains under the armpits-perfect!

“Mr. Barlotta, you get an A for this course
section. You are the best example of a chameleon I can see here.
When did you learn the standard dress of a spy?”

Mr. Barlotta cleared his
throat and said, “I was on an operation in Columbia where we were
mapping out the current locations of the biggest drug cartels, and
my life depended on not looking as an American tourist. They prey
on tourists and kidnap them for ransom, you know. They grabbed one guy from our
group when he was shopping in the downtown farm market. They just
stepped out from behind one of the fruit stands where he was
looking at a tomato and dragged his donkey butt away! The last I
heard, he was being held near some beach on the mainland, probably
to be extradited to some private island for safekeeping. After
that, I now look and smell like musty onions every
day. I cut up a fresh
one and rub it under my armpits. It also helps to only bathe once
every three days. But if I am seriously undercover, I make a stain on my
pants in the posterior, with some olive oil, to make it look like I had
an accident.”

The colonel thanked Mr. Barlotta placing his
hand on his shoulder, saying, “Thank you for your service to our
country.”

The colonel laughed out
loud and said, “Nobody in here can take a bath, comb their
hair, or shave until
Wednesday.” It
was now Monday!

“When Wednesday morning
comes, I want you to stink. I want to smell some stinky armpits!” He looked around the room again for any other examples, and they all started to slide
underneath their seats, their personal space now clearly being
invaded by order of passing the course. But then, the colonel knew
that making it easy for them
wouldn’t
cause
them to
learn anything at all, unless it was put into practice.

****

Philip McKenna, a new
resident to St. Augustine, just happened to be driving down Anastasia Island one afternoon to get to the island’s landmark lighthouse. He was planning on being a
tourist, catch some sights, and check out the gift shop for some
local postcards. As he toured the lighthouse interpretive trail,
his eye caught an office-like structure down one of the side
streets. He noticed the guardhouse and a stop arm that regulated
parking traffic.

Being curious, he walked
to an area of the trail that gave a better view. From this vantage
point, he could see the entire front of the structure, the front
sign denoting this being a university of some type,
but what
caught his
sensitive eye
was the
fact that
the guard
at the gate carried a sidearm.

For the rest of the day, he couldn’t
get this university out of his head. Philip then began to make
deductions of a possible link of this school with the men he shared
a table with at the café where he drank coffee, after hearing them
once discuss “educational” issues. Once, some students, who were
obviously from the school came in and sat down at an adjacent table
and discussed class work and made it known to Philip that the men
he drank coffee with, who he later found out were in fact CIA,
shared some kind of acquaintance with them.

X6, a code name for the
ringleader, even joked about their dress as one of them had flood
pants on, and they pointed and joked about the geeky nature of it.
With this accidental introduction to the “university” then,
the next
morning Philip
came in
for coffee
as usual, and the men were once again discussing
educational issues. They inquired if Philip had any knowledge of local colleges.

Philip, not knowing the significance of the
university by the lighthouse, said, “Well, I was down at the
lighthouse yesterday and noticed a sign that said, ‘University one
block south.’”

They then inquired a little deeper when X6 asked, “Do you know anything about the
Anastasia University?”

Philip took a sip of his coffee and said, “Well, I have never seen an armed guard at a state school before. I asked the
curator at the gift shop
if she
knew what
the school
was for,
and she
told me
it was run by the state
for some-kind-of permit training programs. Others in
town I
talked to
said they
just thought
it was
a kind
of secret.”

As soon as Philip used the
word secret, the
CIA men exchanged glances and began to talk about something else.
Not knowing at all yet what was transpiring, Philip had just
glanced on one of the CIA’s
biggest local secrets, the secret training school of
the CIA’s southern base in Florida-this was it!

And the men at the table
now suspected that Philip, who was also a journalist, may be
snooping a little too much. This would be one of the main issues
about Philip, a journalist knowing too
much, and it would filter its way all the
way to Washington DC and another office
across the Potomac, the McLean office building.

There, sitting inside one of the most secure
buildings in the world is a well-seasoned operative, Mr. Giorgio
Garlini, who just heard of Philip’s snooping. “Yep, I got the
perfect man to case him and keep an eye on him.”


PART 1

Coffee with a Nutty Taste


 



1 St. Augustine, “the Secret City”

The Towne Buzz May 26, 2011

0804 Hours

Philip McKenna, a local journalist, looked
down at
the cup
of steaming
coffee that
his waitress
had just
poured for
him. He
especially enjoyed coming to the Towne Buzz. It had the best coffee in St. Augustine. And to top it all off, the weekday morning waitress,
Lynette, was in one of her more
Teflon moods this
morning. At the instant, Lynette
was picking
up plates
and silverware
at the
next table over.

All of a sudden, a
renegade fork slid off a precariously placed saucer that Lynette
had wedged between a stack of plates, and it fell with a clang onto
the floor. Lynette bent down to pick it up, not cognizant of the
attention she had drawn because her light-blue panties had become
visible for just a moment above her belt line.

As she straightened up,
one of the guys at the businessmen’s table (five or six of them ate breakfast there together every weekday) immediately commented loudly enough so everyone
could hear, “Baby blue! My favorite color!”

Lynette quickly stood up
and pivoted around. Pointing her retrieved fork at him menacingly,
blurting out, “Get the hell out of here!”

The whole restaurant exploded in laughter,
and the offending businessman retreated sheepishly behind his hot
cup of coffee, slumping down in his chair, a red blush instantly
flooding his face and neck.

Lynette angrily grabbed
the rubber container tub of dirty plates and silverware and rushed through the door to the kitchen in
a huff. I love this place!
Philip thought. “This place” had the type
of atmosphere in which he could write his
best stuff! A little noise, a little
humorous distraction, and golden letters would appear on the pages
of his articles!

“This place” that Philip
was referring to was not only the Towne Buzz coffee shop but also the
city surrounding it. After all, St. Augustine is one of the most
historic and interesting cities in North America. Located on the
northeastern coast of Florida, it is termed by its chamber of
commerce-the Ancient City.
Some locals who have perhaps resided there too
long refer to it affectionately as St. Aug-a-Dog. Even so, St.
Augustine is an incredibly beautiful city complete with a small but picturesque sailboat port and a
tantalizingly diverse and delicious
international restaurant community.

Originally founded by
Pedro Menendez de Aviles for the Spanish
crown in 1565, the Ancient City boasts of two main
historic protective forts built by the Spanish;
the first and most impregnable in the
early period was the Castillo de San Marcos, the
oldest masonry fort in the Continental U.S.,
completed around 1675. Twenty miles to the south is Fort Matanzas,
which was built in the year 1742. This
fort is totally isolated on the inland side of the
Matanzas Inlet, where enemies used this “back
door” to attack the town.[1]
The inhabitants were probably some of the
loneliest soldiers that ever lived, as it
would sometimes be weeks or even months before any seagoing ships
passed its high cannon-projecting walls. The city of St. Augustine has managed to grow and
flourish beneath many flags, governments,
and governors for over 440 years. There
were the Spanish, the French, the English, the Confederacy,
and finally, the United States. Because of its
rich history, St. Augustine has become a favorite international tourist stop;
people from all parts of the world visit the city on a continuous
basis to see its wonderfully preserved collection of historic
buildings dating from the sixteenth century to present.

Contained inside these grand old-world
buildings is a formidable collection of ancient relics that
connoisseurs of history feast on. Even the local cemeteries tell a
tale of fallen heroes from some of the world’s epic wars. Many of
these locations are said to be haunted, which adds to their
allure.

Very prominent on the tourist itinerary is
the Fountain of Youth Archaeological Park. It contains what is said
to be the possible landing spot of Spanish explorer Ponce de Leon
in 1513, who, according to legend, came to Florida looking for a
“fountain of youth.” The park does contain a freshwater spring, but
it doesn’t seem to have any special powers that restores the youth
of those who drink or bathe in it.

There are rumors, however,
of a secret society who are the protectors of a “real” fountain of
youth somewhere in the St. Augustine area. Interestingly, one of
the supposed former members, a
man affectionately known
as Old
John Gomez,
in fact lived
to be 119 years old! It
is said that he didn’t die of old age but fell off his fishing boat, got tangled up
in a net, and drowned.[2]

All this innocent
old-world beauty and charm serves as the perfect camouflage to hide
the ugly underbelly of a St. Augustine that most people never see.
For there are shadowy and dubious enterprises that operate in the
backseats of the coffee shops, whose criminal schemes are planned
in the booths of the seedy bars, whose commercial aspects are run
through the lonely port and mostly private airport, whose big
dealers putt on the world-class golf greens, and whose bosses own
some of the premier historic homes and have offices in the upper
rooms of some of the popular tourist stops. It’s
a tremendously
effective front
for any
clandestine operatives
who travel here. Customs wouldn’t question their reason for having St. Augustine on their itinerary. After all, it’s one of the
world’s most historic cities, and they are just tourists! They can
even stay in some of St. Augustine’s world-class hotels,
conveniently geared to serving the kings and queens of the
spy/underworld. In such a city as St. Aug-a-Dog, the spy/underworld
has the perfect guise for their old-world art-the art of espionage.

The Romans were the first to perfect the art of espionage. Spy messengers would often meet in
the numerous health clubs
around the
Mediterranean, and they would carry secret messages in their shoes. If a messenger’s shoelace was loose, he was carrying a message. A secret message then could be easily transferred
between one
spies’ shoes
to another
with no
one noticing.
Things have
changed much in
our modern
surveillance society. Such meetings between spies must be held more discreetly, and operation centers are often hidden in plain view so as not to garner suspicion by the
local community. St. Augustine, with its many restaurants and historical district, becomes the perfect backdrop for espionage and
the perfect control center for a worldwide network of countless operations
both legal
and illegal. There is even a
state-of-the-art clandestine
training facility that
is disguised as a university for specialized state permit training programs. It is here in this “specialized”
school that our
secret government trains its operatives in the black arts of deep espionage and the doctrine of dirty tricks. Some of the most intelligent minds recruited from colleges across
America and some from other countries are
stationed here to be trained. Thus
St. Augustine has become one of the chosen communities, complete
with a
National Guard
base to
offer security
as needed.
Guards stand
at attention
on the
street corner
near their
base with
their finger
on the
trigger, eyeing
every passing
pedestrian as
though they were a
potential terrorist.

There is, however, a huge negative to all this secrecy and security. The intelligence community guards its domain with
sometimes- ruthless measures. Curiosity on the part of natives or
tourists is not tolerated, and homeless
people who find themselves in the wrong place at the wrong time are
dealt with in an atmosphere of zero tolerance! A stern warning the
first time, and possible jail time or a trip to the edge of town if
it happens again. The local police force has been beefed up with
federal grants to ensure peak efficiency. Every corner of the
community is secure! Unwary travelers are sometimes followed if
they hang around too long in front of one of the
many “secretly
secure” facilities.

The intelligence community
spends enormous amounts
of money
to guard
every aspect
of their
local operations,
and woe
to anyone
who learns
too much
about these
mysterious activities! Some local citizens have even been known to drop everything- their
jobs, their
associations-and leave town unannounced; others
have verily died suddenly of mysterious cancers
or heart attacks. There was one city
council member who had an
altercation with
another member
of the
council, a
retired CIA
operative. Just
a few weeks after the argument, which had
followed a city council meeting, during which a
threat of some type was issued, the
council member
died suddenly
of a fast-moving rare cancer that knocked his lights out within just a
few days. A coincidence or not, foul play
was never proven.

And this pattern of mysterious
disappearances and convenient fatalities was not confined to St.
Augustine. In the early sixties, President John F. Kennedy became
aware of some of the dubious activities the CIA
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