
	THE SEVEN LIES

	By Daniel Springfield

	 

	INTRODUCTION 

	 

	Although classified ‘fiction’, this novel is forged from thousands of hours of meticulous research. What follows blurs the boundary between imagination and buried history.

	 

	This fully revised eBook edition of the original best-seller includes newly uncovered material, original documents, and the author’s own on-location photos. Every element has been re-examined, condensed, and verified by Daniel Springfield to bring greater clarity—and deeper questions.

	 

	Springfield informs, “I chose real-world settings deliberately—helping fuel the story—allowing me to write passionately and accurately.

	Most of my characters are rooted in actual people. I have a simple rule: if a photograph appears with a character, they are a verifiable real historical figure.

	 

	[image: Image] 

	 

	The events, covert projects, organizations, and shadowy power structures driving the plot are also drawn from documented reality.”

	 

	Daniel brings chilling authenticity to the cyber intrusions, surveillance nightmares, and digital warfare his characters face—because he has lived them. “These threats aren't just research; they've been part of my life, past and present.”

	 

	Consulting experts, Springfield delved into newly declassified documents, and poured over whistleblower accounts tied to September 11 and the assassinations of John and Robert Kennedy—and beyond.

	 

	"This book may wear the label of fiction, but I only write what I believe to be true. My lead characters are NOT conspiracy theorists; they evaluate the facts to make informed conclusions. This is how I operate, particularly when looking at legal processes and what should have been the investigative procedures, particularly with JFK’s assassination, as well as 9/11. You will soon learn how these protocols were manipulated, bypassed, and avoided—and why.  

	  

	“For me, the research process delivered one 'wow moment' after another—truths so startling they still give me chills. I invite you to read with an open but questioning mind—distinguish fact from fiction, chase the threads, and decide for yourself what truths have been buried.”

	 

	The adventure begins now. 

	Turn the page—and prepare to question everything…
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CHAPTER ONE: THE PAST AND PRESENT ARE LINKED

	 

	She was one of the most recognizable women in America. 

	       For 15 seasons, Dorothy Kilgallen had been a fixture on one of the nation’s most popular television programs. A Pulitzer Prize–nominated investigative reporter, she earned a star on Hollywood Boulevard and moved effortlessly among politicians, movie stars, and power-brokers. 
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	Fame never dulled her instincts. If anything, it sharpened them.

	 

	She rubbed shoulders with Marilyn Monroe, Elvis Presley, and Frank Sinatra. 

	JFK was a personal friend.
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	As a prominent journalist, Dorothy Kilgallen was outspoken and questioning about the investigative course into President Kennedy’s assassination. 

	 

	Flying from Dallas back to New York to tape another episode, Dorothy was energized—almost electric. Earlier that day, she had secured something no other journalist could: a private interview with Jack Ruby, the man who had silenced JFK’s alleged killer, Lee Harvey Oswald, forever.
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	To friends and colleagues, she made no effort to hide her excitement. What Ruby had told her, she insisted, would blow the Kennedy investigation wide open. It wasn’t gossip. It wasn’t conjecture. It was evidence.

	 

	       Dorothy was meticulous by nature. Every interview was documented, every detail cross-checked. Her notes from Ruby’s interview—pages and pages of them—were destined to become the cornerstone of her most dangerous investigation yet: the assassination of John F. Kennedy. 

	 

	If published, the revelations could shake the country to its core.

	 

	That evening, after taping her show, Dorothy joined friends and colleagues at a bar. The mood was light, celebratory. She was tired, but satisfied—a reporter at the peak of her craft, on the verge of something historic. Later, she returned to her Manhattan penthouse.

	Alone? 

	Maybe not. 

	 

	The next morning, Dorothy Kilgallen was found dead.

	 

	She lay propped upright in a guest bedroom she never used, fully dressed, her makeup perfectly applied—as if she were preparing to go on camera. Official reports would call it an accidental overdose.

	 

	But her notes were gone.

	Every page. Every scrap of paper. Vanished without a trace.

	 

	The story she was about to tell would never be published.

	 

	* * *

	 

	Writer and journalist C.J. Stroheim inherited his late father’s estate two years ago. An unexpected phone call from his father’s Thai-based lawyer informs of a small, sealed box waiting for him in Bangkok.

	 

	C.J. is in his early 30s. American-born, dashingly handsome, athletic, and shrewd. He is married to the stunningly beautiful and feisty Australian lawyer Emma, and now he calls the southern Australian island state of Tasmania home—living in the beautiful seaside hamlet of Boat Harbour Beach.
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	Abuzz with speculation, without hesitation, flights are booked to Thailand.

	 

	What’s inside this mystery box? 

	 

	C.J.’s father, Dr. Max Stroheim, was a prominent American scientist with the NSA (National Security Agency) from 1948 to 1982. His secrets from 34 years behind the setup, growth, and administration of one of the most secretive organizations on the planet were revealed to his son only after Max Stroheim’s passing. Dr. Stroheim orchestrated research-based questions and codes to be unlocked by C.J.; a tumultuous journey leading to his father’s memoirs. These exposed the truth behind many of America’s secretive projects, agencies, and corporations—and that truth was shocking.

	 

	C.J.’s father wanted his son to write a book, which C.J., and later Emma, duly researched and wrote.

	Dr. Stroheim’s memoirs were so extensive that C.J. assumed everything was revealed by his father.

	 

	So, what could be in the box?

	 

	It can’t be money—C.J. inherited enough money to last several lifetimes. It can’t be personal articles as Max Stroheim was a thorough man, moving most items of worth out of the USA to his lawyer in Bangkok. Those pieces were collected by C.J. almost two years prior. 

	So, why would a box be taken to Thailand with instructions to contact C.J. two years after Max Stroheim’s passing?

	 

	Landing in Bangkok, C.J. and Emma catch a cab to their five-star hotel with stunning views over the Chao Phraya River. 
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	Staying in a deluxe suite is insignificant; all thoughts are on the mystery box. They hurriedly drop off their bags and catch a cab to the lawyer’s offices.

	 

	“Welcome back to Bangkok,” smiles lawyer Wichit. “I bet you didn’t expect to be here again so soon? Two years has gone by quickly.” 

	Grasping how anxious the Stroheims are to see the box, Wichit adds, “The box is in our safe. I’ll return in a few moments.”

	 

	       The box is not really a box at all, but a small, portable safe with a four-digit lock, currently engaged, and an envelope taped to the outside. Opening the envelope, C.J. discovers a handwritten note from his father. Wichit leaves the room momentarily allowing C.J. to read the note to Emma:

	 

	‘Son, to open this envelope you must have told my story and avoided persecution. I hope your expedition was not too dangerous. I am sure it would have been an enlightening journey. I mentioned in my memoirs that I wanted you to understand that the events of the past are linked to the present. I can now enlighten you about some of my thoughts and experiences with more recent events, but firstly let me explain why I chose this moment to tell you:

	 

	The things you would have learned, and the enormity of the task would have been daunting, to say the least. I told you not to name the names of individuals or families at the core of The Group and their affiliated companies and thinktanks. 

	 

	Most of the decisions which shaped the technological and surveillance culture of the US were set-in motion after World War II. The late 1940s and 50s were a prolific period in American history: the setting-up of the NSA, the CIA, the AEC, NATO, RAND Corporation, the MITRE Corporation, as well as the unprecedented growth of future mega-companies such as Raytheon, Bechtel, and others. This you already know. I deliberately shielded you from information more relevant to the 1960s, continuing to the present.

	The information within this box will enlighten you on these more recent events. You may wish to write another book. I am sure you will.

	 

	To access the box, there is a code. You would by now be adept at solving my riddles, but I ask you to take the box away with you to solve the code in your own time. Do not rush. Only open it when you are ready. The research required prior will be valuable in your journey.

	 

	Much of the information inside is about September 11, but to unlock the code you need to research events surrounding President John F. Kennedy’s assassination. At first it may appear that the two events are not connected, however they are linked. Question the official findings, look at all the facts, research with an open mind.

	 

	Before unlocking the code, I want you to investigate the following: 

	Dorothy Kilgallen, Jim (James) Angleton, Sidney Gottlieb, Bill 

	(William) Colby, Richard Helms, Allen Dulles, and John McCone. Vannevar Bush (the CIA connection), the Warren Commission (not the findings, but the people on the Commission).

	Projects and Operations: MK-ULTRA, Paperclip, Bluebird, Artichoke, Pandora, Verona, Shamrock, and Minaret, then Oxcart, U-2, and A-12—to name a few.

	Then unlock the four-digit code: 

	The first and second digits: P-275 were replaced by R-?80?N.

	Third digit: your age when you broke your arm.

	The fourth digit: your age when you broke your toe.’

	 

	“My father is talking about information relevant to President Kennedy’s assassination, as well as September 11. Wow, this I didn’t expect—and we have another code to decipher. Of course, I know how old I was when I broke my arm, then my toe, but the other numbers are a mystery to me.”

	 

	Leaving Wichit’s offices, in the lift, C.J. tells Emma, “I only know a few of the names and projects on the list. Looks like we have some research to do!”

	 

	The lift door opens.

	 

	A suspicious-looking Thai man loiters outside the lawyers’ office block. 

	 

	Seeing the Stroheims entering the street, the man instantly looks away, then, when C.J. and Emma walk past, he follows them.

	C.J. senses something is not right, seeing the Thai man from the corner of his eye.

	C.J. looks ahead, whispering to Emma, “I think we are being followed, but don’t stop. Keep walking—and don’t turn around—just follow me.”

	 

	C.J. leads Emma into a nearby bank, featuring a large glass window near the main entry. Once inside, C.J. walks briskly to face the window, catching the Thai man staring in. The surprised man turns his head away—startled momentarily—before continuing to walk, quickening his stride.

	“He’s definitely following us. Quick, let’s go.”

	 

	The bank’s marble lobby still echoes with their footsteps when C.J. spots a lift.

	He grabs Emma’s wrist. “This way. Now.”

	Just as the doors begin to slide shut, through the narrowing gap, Emma sees a flash of movement—black suit, purposeful stride, the Thai man’s face turning toward them. Recognition flickers in his eyes as the doors seal with a metallic thud.

	C.J.’s finger jabs the third-floor button. 

	Emma’s breathing shallows. “He saw us.”

	“I know,” C.J. says grimly. “He’ll follow us. We’ll double back.”

	 

	The lift dings—third floor.

	 

	The doors open onto a quiet hallway lined with locked offices and a glowing green EXIT sign. They move fast—low, silent to the EXIT door. C.J. tests the handle. Unlocked. Thank God for fire codes, he thinks.

	 

	They push through and descend two steps at a time, treading silently and carefully within the enclosed echoey stairwell.

	Second floor, first floor, then ground level. Another door—this one marked ‘Lane Access’. C.J. cracks it marginally open.

	Warm air rushes in, revealing a narrow, shadowy laneway. No sign of the Thai man—yet. 

	C.J. glances at Emma; her jaw set, eyes sharp. No panic. Not anymore.

	They’ve faced worse.

	 

	A passing tuk tuk is hailed. 

	“Koa San Road, please,” instructs C.J.

	“Why Koa San Road?” whispers Emma into his ear.

	“We could be followed. We’ll blend in with the other tourists then sneak out and catch a cab to back to the hotel.”
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	Back in their hotel room, Emma smiles at her husband. “We’re going to write another book, aren’t we?”

	He grabs Emma’s hands. “I love you more than anything in the world, but you do know if we go down this path—"

	She interjects, “You don’t need to ask my permission—we’re a team. We’re both on the same page here. I love you—now let’s get on with it; we have a book to write!”jackie

	C.J. pulls her in close, kissing her tenderly. 

	 

	Later, Emma says, “Before we start researching, we need to understand why and how we were followed. They know we came to Bangkok to pick-up something. We’ll be harassed and followed until they find out what it is. Maybe we should tell them!”

	“Are you serious?” asks a puzzled C.J. 

	She has a sly grin; a look C.J. knows well.

	Emma suggests, “I think we should email and phone home to tell everyone why we came to Bangkok and what your father left for us. But we won’t them what we really found. 

	“Think about it C.J.; they know we are here for a reason—they know we came to your father’s lawyers. We can use this to our advantage.”

	“Ah-h,” utters C.J., now understanding her logic.

	“We know any emails or texts we send will be scrutinized. We might be able to throw them off our scent.”

	“You are a devious woman; so, what do you suggest was our reason to come here?”

	‘I’ll give it some thought. Let’s grab a coffee and find a public library. Even if we are traced or monitored, then they won’ know where we are staying.”

	 

	 

	


CHAPTER TWO: LEAVING THE LIGHT ON

	 

	Using a public computer, Emma sends emails and text messages to her father and her friends:

	 

	Hi, some of you might know CJ and I are in Thailand. We have exciting news: Before CJ’s father passed away, he left a package with his lawyer in Bangkok. You may know that CJ’s mother was quite creative. Unbeknown to CJ, she’d been writing a book—an unfinished novel. The book is a work of fiction; a romantic spy novel, however Max felt that if the NSA ever saw the script, they might misconstrue some of the information as being about his life, so he kept the papers hidden until now—to be read two years after the rest of the estate was settled. 

	 

	We have read the manuscript—nine completed chapters and a few paragraphs of a tenth chapter. Although not complete, it is well-written and entertaining. There are no references to the NSA or anything remotely resembling Max Stroheim’s career, yet the lead character does resemble his personality and intellect. We’re sure she based the character on her husband, yet we’re also certain that Mary knew little to nothing of Max’s NSA career. Even so, she had an active imagination. I can see where CJ gets his creative flair.

	 

	It’s a shame Mary Stroheim never finished the book. Maybe CJ can finish it? He’s entertaining the idea. We have no other business here in Bangkok, however we might stay for another week or so. The hotel is beautiful—and I’ve yet to hit the shops! Hope all is well. See you soon, love Emma and CJ, x.

	 

	 “Alright, that’s done,” announces Emma. “That might throw them off our trail for a bit. 

	“Okay, let’s get to work. The first name on your father’s list is Dorothy Kilgallen. Why don’t I research her and you start on Jim (James) Angleton?”

	 

	Emma learns that Dorothy Kilgallen was a respected and well-known newswoman, columnist, socialite, and television personality during the 1950s and early 60s, mixing with some of the most famous people of the era.
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	Emma tells C.J., “Dorothy Kilgallen knew Kennedy personally, and followed the assassination investigation intently. The media reported that JFK was murdered by Lee Harvey Oswald. While Oswald was in custody, he was shot and killed by Dallas nightclub owner Jack Ruby. 

	“Only a few days after Oswald’s death, the Warren Commission was setup to investigate JFK’s assassination. They concluded that Oswald acting alone. 

	“Most of the media jumped onboard the lone gunman findings, but NOT Dorothy Kilgallen. As an influential journalist, she had a network of contacts in powerful places. She somehow gained access to some of the Warren Commission’s findings before they were released to the public, being mortified by the direction the Warren Commission were taking—so much so that she went public with her views. 

	“She reported that the lone gunman notion was absurd, then further said, referring to her friend JFK’s death, ‘If it’s the last thing I do, I’m going to break this case’. Those words would ring true. Not long after that statement, she was dead!”

	C.J. gulps, “Really—how?”

	 

	“Dorothy Kilgallen was a panelist for more than 15 years on one of America’s most popular TV shows, taped in her hometown of New York. Her opinions reached many people, including Jack Ruby. Apparently, Ruby was in a Dallas jail and started remembering details from the months and days leading to JFK’s assassination. He wanted to talk to the Warren Commission, but they virtually ignored him. Enter Dorothy Kilgallen.

	“Ruby agreed to talk to her about what he knew, so Kilgallen flew from New York to Dallas to interview him in jail. What Ruby told her must have made her head spin. She returned to New York and copied all her notes and papers on Ruby and the JFK case to give a copy to her good friend; New York socialite, Florence Smith.
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	“Kilgallen told colleagues and friends that she was about to publish the biggest story of her career. After recording an episode of her TV show, she went out to celebrate, talking with colleagues of her interview with Ruby and how she was going to, and I quote: ‘bust the JFK murder investigation wide-open’. 

	“By the next morning, Dorothy Kilgallen was found dead!”

	“How?’

	“The official cause of death was from ‘unknown causes’, but it was leaked to the press that she died from an overdose of alcohol and barbiturates.”

	 

	“So, a drug overdose?” concludes C.J.

	‘Yes… but this is where it gets really weird; she was known to have taken a drug called Nembutol—a sedative, like a sleeping tablet—however, tissue samples were taken and analyzed just over two years after her death. Guess what? 

	“NO NEMBUTOL. 

	“There were three other barbiturates found in her body, yet none of the sedative she was prescribed. Guess what was found in a glass next her bed?”

	“Nembutol?” guesses C.J.

	“Yes—and nothing else!”

	 

	“So, where did the other three drugs come from?”

	“That’s the million-dollar question. These drugs were powerful; not readily available over the counter—the type of barbiturates used in lethal injections for criminals given the death sentence. 

	“There’s no evidence that Kilgallen had access to these drugs, yet we are to believe that she sat up in bed reading, then somehow swallowed a heap of these barbiturates and died sitting upright—not in her own bed, but in a bed in a guest’s bedroom on another floor from her own bedroom. 

	“Also, she was supposedly reading a book she’d already read, with no reading glasses around for which she needed to read, and she was wearing full makeup. We’re to believe she somehow swallowed three different magically appearing barbiturates, while leaving a glass of a different barbiturate beside the bed she randomly decided to kill herself in.”

	“And what about the notes and documents on Jack Ruby? Need I ask what happened to them?”

	Emma laughs, “Of course, they went missing!”

	“Never to be seen again?”

	“Never to be seen again!”

	 

	C.J. asks, “And what about the copies given to her friend, the socialite?”

	“Two days later, Florence Smith was also dead!’

	“Oh my God!… and let me guess: all her paperwork went missing?”

	“It’s becoming predictable, isn’t it?

	 

	“There’s more to her story. You know how I said she was friends with Marilyn Monroe, well, a few years earlier, Kilgallen had talked on the phone with Marilyn Monroe regarding Monroe’s affair with not only John F. Kennedy, but also his brother Bobby. Monroe’s phone was bugged, so this conversation was tapped and recorded by both the CIA and the FBI. In those days the files were kept confidential, but in recent years they’ve been declassified, so the details of the conversation are now public record.

	“Marilyn talked about her affairs with both Kennedys, as well as JFK’s interest in UFO and extraterrestrial material, which he felt was being kept from his government. When he was a senator, he’d seen some ET artifacts and knew a few snippets of information, but little else. It seemed that MJ—12 excluded the president from most of their projects—and he was trying to find out what was really going on.”  

	 

	MJ—12 were (or still are) an alleged secretive committee setup in 1947 by President Truman, his Secretary of Defense, and scientist and administrator Dr. Vannevar Bush, tasked with investigating UFOs and alien technology. Comprising initially of 12 men from government, the military, and the private sector, C.J. and Emma researched MJ—12 extensively in their quest to unlock C.J.’s father’s career with the NSA (which MJ—12 purportedly setup, along with the CIA). In Dr. Max Strohiem’s memoirs, C.J. learned that his father often referred to MJ—12 as ‘The Group’—relaying just how powerful these 12 men were at the time.

	 

	“In the phone conversation with Marilyn Monroe, she also said she kept a diary of all her discussions with the president, documenting everything. Here’s the kicker: Dorothy Kilgallen was the one who broke the story about Marilyn Monroe’s affair with the Kennedys!! 

	“It was understandably a huge news story. 

	“The article was printed in Kilgallen’s column, and this you are not going to believe: just a few hours later, in the early hours of the next morning, Marilyn Monroe was dead!”

	“Oh wow—another coincidence—and didn’t she die from a drug overdose?”

	Emma cannot keep a straight face. “A concoction of barbiturates, including Nembutal!”

	 

	The Stroheims sit in silence—momentarily—to absorb this information.

	 

	Emma continues, “There are lots of mysteries surrounding Monroe’s supposed suicide, but it was Dorothy Kilgallen who was the most vocal doubter of the official story. She wrote about Monroe, and I quote: ‘If she were just trying to get to sleep, and took the overdose of the pills accidentally, why was the light on? Usually people sleep better in the dark’.”

	“That’s a fair observation,” notes C.J., before inquiring, “I have to ask: Did Dorothy Kilgallen die in the dark?”

	“Of course not!” 

	 

	Emma thinks for a moment, then reveals, “Oh, and another thing; Monroe’s diary mysteriously disappeared! No surprises there either, huh.” 

	 

	She glances over her computer notes, the asks her husband, “Okay, your turn—what can you tell me about Angleton?”

	 

	“Sure.

	“James Angleton was a Harvard and Yale graduate, becoming a counterintelligence expert during World War Two. He was a friend and a colleague of Allen Dulles, who would arguably become the most influential CIA Director in their history. I already a know a little about Dulles, but we will research him further as Dulles is also on the list.
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	“Anyhow, it’s no surprise Dulles bought Angleton into the CIA. By the time JFK was assassinated, Angleton already had a decade as the chief of the CIA’s Counterintelligence Staff, heavily involved in espionage activities—and, from what I read, Angleton was a determined, stoic character, capable of doing almost anything to keep CIA secrets guarded.
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	“He and Dulles devised all sorts of projects and schemes to keep prying eyes away from what was really going on—not just from the media, but also from their own government. One such project was MK-ULTRA, which is also on your father’s list. Another CIA Director on my father’s list, Richard Helms, said of Angleton: ‘He is recognized as the dominant counterintelligence figure in the non-communist world.’ 

	“Angleton’s name seems to be associated with every clandestine CIA operation in the 50s, 60s, and 70s. I think we are going to find overlapping information about all these people and the projects and operations. I’m looking forward to researching these guys.”  

	 

	Over the coming days, the Stroheims use computers in public libraries, in conjunction with their hotel’s business center, to research the next names on C.J.’s father list; all men who worked for the CIA: Gottlieb, Colby, Helms, Dulles, and McCone.

	 

	Back in their hotel room, Emma summarizes what she learned about Sidney Gottlieb, William Colby, and Richard Helms.

	       “I’ll firstly start with Gottlieb. He was appointed by Dulles to run MKULTRA. Gottlieb didn’t have an intelligence background, being a scientist; a poisons and chemical expert, appointed head of MK-ULTRA’s chemical division. Gottlieb became known as the Black Sorcerer and the Dirty Trickster, supervising the preparation of lethal poisons, as well as endorsing and using drugs to explore human mind-control and mind manipulation.” 
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	       “He seems like a nice guy,” states C.J. sarcastically.

	       “Yeh right! From what I read, he was an extremely nasty piece of work. 

	       “Gottlieb worked closely with Richard Helms, who was also heavily involvement with MK-ULTRA. Helms was war intelligence expert working alongside Allen Dulles and William Colby. He followed Dulles into the CIA to work with James Angleton’s Office of Special Operations and then directly with Sidney Gottlieb. It was a natural progression for Helms to become one of the main instigators of MK-ULTRA, advocating Gottlieb’s drugs and mind-control programs to be used as interrogation tools. 

	 

	       “Helms was a major go-to man in the CIA, having a reputation for being able to keep secrets—and for being utterly ruthless.
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	“He progressed quickly up the CIA ranks, becoming Director of Intelligence in 1966 until 1973.” 

	 

	 

	


CHAPTER THREE: ULTIMATUMS 

	 

	Emma then talks of William Colby. 

	       “He took over the CIA Directorship after Helms in 1973, but prior, during JFK’s presidency, Colby was in-charge of the CIA’s activities in Vietnam; activities seemingly deliberately kept from JFK.
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	“Colby had been the CIA boss in Saigon for several years, but before JFK was assassinated, Colby was back in the US as part of the CIA’s inner circle; a decision-maker in the CIA’s most secretive projects. At that time, it was Colby, Helms and Angleton organizing much of the CIA’s illegal activities on behalf of Allen Dulles. 

	“When John McCone became the Director, after Dulles, he seemed to have turned a blind eye, so these men had even more power. After JFK’s death, Colby and Angleton had some differences on what direction the CIA was taking. 

	“When Colby eventually became the CIA Director, he fired Angleton. This was at a time when there were Congressional investigations looking into the CIA’s activities, with Colby forced to answer questions. Colby was a straight-shooter, revealing to Congress some of the CIA’s covert operations, including illegal interrogation and killing techniques used during the Vietnam War.”

	 

	“Wow, Em; that wouldn’t have sat well with the other CIA powerbrokers.”

	“It didn’t. Colby was viewed as a traitor. He was stood down as the director and replaced by George H.W. Bush. Obviously, Colby knew a lot and, from what I read, he was no longer trusted. That made him vulnerable. After Colby retired, it was rumored that he was going to reveal more secrets… but he didn’t get the chance.”

	“Of?” utters C.J. “Was he murdered?”

	“Seemingly. Colby lived in a secluded area on a lake. From what I read, Colby talked on the phone to his wife, who was interstate at the time. She said he was cooking dinner, then was planning on an early night—but somehow, he went missing; the house left opened and a canoe he owned found nearby on the riverbank. His body was found in the water nine days later, with none of the telltale signs of drowning. 

	“He always used a lifejacket when on the water—and no lifejacket was found. It was also revealed that he never went canoeing at night, and yet, according to the food found in his stomach, he died at least two hours after eating dinner. That means he was supposedly paddling around the lake, with no lifejacket, in the middle of the night.”

	 

	C.J. researched CIA Directors Allen Dulles and John McCone.

	“I’ve downloaded articles on Dulles. There’s a lot of information, so we might go through it in more detail when we have time. For now, I’ll give you a summary of his time as the CIA Director, his role with MJ—12, and his possible role in JFK’s assassination.”

	“Oh really, ‘possible role’?” gasps Emma. “This I have to hear.”

	“Dulles was already an influential man before he joined the CIA, but he became even more powerful, building the CIA into a finely-tuned stealthy operation.
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	“When Kennedy was elected president, most of the CIA’s processes were purposely kept from JFK and his administration. Inevitably, tensions escalated between JFK and Dulles. 

	“Kennedy spent time, effort, and government resources trying to get information from the CIA on many of these secretive projects and operations—particularly the nuclear program, advanced weaponry development, and UFO and alien technologies—but Kennedy learned little. 

	“JFK realized that Dulles was deliberately keeping things from him. It is documented, that on several occasions, Dulles told JFK to ‘mind his own business’. 

	 

	“From what I can gather, Dulles basically instructed Kennedy to stick with running the day-to-day government duties and to leave everything else to those who know. When Dulles said ‘those who know’, I think he was referring to MJ—12.

	“The feud between the two men came to a head over the Bay of Pigs Invasion, also known as the Bay of Pigs Fiasco. The CIA trained Cuban exiles living in the US to fight President Fidel Castro’s forces in Cuba. The plan was to overthrow the Cuban Government; something JFK agreed with. However, Dulles sent the CIA-sponsored paramilitary groups to the Bay of Pigs on Cuba’s southern coast without Kennedy’s full consent, on the premise that the president would commit US forces to assist once the invasion began. Dulles thought wrong!

	 

	“With no support, the invading forces were obliterated, with Dulles eventually resigning over the incident. Dulles was livid; so too was Kennedy. JFK told one of his close aides that he wanted to, and I quote: ‘splinter the CIA into a thousand pieces and scatter it to the winds’. 

	“When Dulles resigned, John McCone became the next director.
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	“McCone was an extremely rich and influential man prior to World War Two—and became even wealthier and more powerful after. His company, Bechtel McCone, made massive profits during the war, principally from shipping and military engineering projects. It’s clear to say that having a close association with top military personnel reaped McCone huge rewards. 

	“At the end of the war Bechtel McCone became simply Bechtel, with McCone now investing much of his war production profits into shipping. He became one of the dominant shipping transport figures of the world, yet his interests didn’t end there; becoming involved in energy, chemicals, and military defense, including nuclear technology.

	“After the war, McCone became President Harry S. Truman’s Deputy to the Secretary of Defense under James Forrestal, then later, Under Secretary of the Air Force. While in these posts, McCone gave contracts to several companies he had financial connections with, including Standard Oil, which is now known as Exon Mobil. Guess who McCone would become a board member of?”

	 

	Emma shrugs her shoulders. 

	C.J. shakes his head and squints, “Yes, McCone was on the board. Unbelievable, huh!

	 

	“When the Manhattan Project morphed into the Atomic Energy Commission, McCone was appointed as chairman of the AEC until taking over the reins of the CIA. He was already close to Allen Dulles before becoming the CIA Director, but when he did get the job, President Kennedy pushed him, just like he did with Dulles. However, McCone was a tad more diplomatic than Dulles, claiming he was only new to the job; he needed more time. 

	“JFK did give McCone a little breathing space regarding the CIA’s secretive projects, however they soon clashed over US involvement in the war in Vietnam. At that time, the US was not officially involved in the conflict, with only a small deployment of American troops, although most of the US’s infrastructures and involvement within Vietnam were controlled and implemented by the CIA. At this time, the CIA’s bases and influence in Vietnam were expanding—and quickly. 

	 

	“From the reports I read, Vietnam was, at the time, the opium and heroin production capital of the word. It’s alleged that the CIA were making huge amounts of money from drug trafficking but the democratically-elected Vietnamese Prime Minister, Ngo Diem, began interfering in the CIA’s operations. 

	“McCone wanted the CIA to get more government assistance in Vietnam, although Kennedy was reluctant to increase the existing aid. As a side note: only a week-or-so after JFK was assassinated, Diem and his chief advisor and brother, were assassinated—and the new US president Lyndon Johnson committed the US to war!”

	“Amazing,” gulps a shocked Emma.

	 

	       C.J. takes a deep breath, then continues. “You know how I said that JFK had harassed John McCone for information about the CIA’s secretive projects and McCone had initially kept Kennedy at arm’s length? Well, that situation would change—and change dramatically. 

	       “JFK called McCone into his office and gave McCone an ultimatum. He then backed-up that meeting with memorandums sent to McCone, as well as other CIA hierarchy, such as Colby and Angleton, as well as the new chair of the Atomic Energy Commission, Glenn Seaborg, and NASA’s administrator, James Webb. I have a copy of the letter here:
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	       “This letter was marked ‘top-secret’ and locked in a vault. It has only recently been declassified, thanks to America’s Freedom of Information Act. 

	       “This is John McCone’s copy, although his name was blacked out. Can you see the subject header?”

	“I can,” says Emma, leaning across to read it:

	“Subject: Classification review of all UFO intelligence files affecting National Security. 

	“Wow—and someone has underlined the word UFO.”

	 

	C.J. continues to read: “As I had discussed with you, I have initiated— um, the next word is blacked out, but I’m guessing it’s a project or person’s name of some sort. I’ll continue: …and have instructed James Webb to develop a program with the Soviet Union in joint space and lunar exploration. It would be very helpful if you would have the high threat cases reviewed with the purpose of identification of bona fide as opposed to classified CIA and USAF sources. It is important that we make a clear distinction between the knowns and the unknowns in the event the Soviets try to mistake our extended cooperation as a cover for intelligence gathering of their defense and space program.

	 

	When this data has been sorted out, I would like you to arrange a program of data sharing with NASA where Unknowns are a factor. This will help NASA mission directors in their defensive responsibilities. I would like an interim report on the data review no later than February One, 1964.’

	 

	“Do you know what this letter means?” he asks Emma, before answering his own question. “He’s demanding McCone give up all the CIA’s information on ETs and UFOs; information controlled and guarded by MJ—12, and then for them to work with the Russians in joint lunar and space exploration. Kennedy has linked the UFO and ET information with the space program.”

	Emma comments, “He is effectively asking the CIA and MJ—12 to relinquish all the information they had deliberately and meticulously kept hidden from the Government for over 15 years.”

	“And can you see the date the letter was written?”

	“Yes, November 12, 1963.”

	“That’s right. JFK was assassinated on the 22nd—just 10 days later!”

	 

	After reading the letter several times, the Stroheims discuss the handwritten notes on the letter, noting John McCone’s name is blacked out, with scribbled words at the bottom, inclusive of a date:
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	At first, the scribbled handwriting is overlooked by the Stroheims. They assume it was bureaucratic notes by someone filing the letter. The protocol in those days was to list the day of filing at the top of the document within a stamped box—yet this is not the case with this letter. It is handwritten, with the date clearly legible: 11/20/63.

	 

	Emma notes, “So, this footnote is dated the 20th of November 1963. Kennedy was killed just two days later. 

	“The question is: Who wrote it, and what does it say?”

	 

	The jotted words at the end of the JFK ultimatum, initially, are challenging for C.J. and Emma to decipher. The two clearest words are the first and the last words: response and directive. There is a Col, however it appears to be cut off on the copy they are reading. 

	“Maybe the Col could be short for Colonel?” suggests C.J.

	“Or it could be Colby? The first word on the second line looks like Angleton—and the capital letters M and J look clear.”

	 

	After further examination, C.J. and Emma believe the handwritten note reads: Response for Colby. Angleton has MJ directive.

	 

	“Oh my God,” utters Emma. “If we are interpreting this correctly, then whoever wrote this must have forwarded the letter with the instructions to William Colby and James Angleton—and they were all liaising with MJ—12!”

	“MJ—12 gave a directive to Angleton and Colby, but what directive did they give?” questions C.J. 

	Emma says, “We know that by 1963, MJ—12 and their private enterprise partners had systems in-place to keep the technology and research secretive from not just the public, but the government also.”

	C.J. deduces, ‘It’s clear that the heads of the CIA, as well as MJ—12, did not like Kennedy, and now JFK was asking these very same people to turnover information they had worked so hard to keep in their control. No wonder they did not want to share it. God, they would have hated Kennedy even more!”

	 

	 

	


CHAPTER FOUR: COMMISSION OR JOKE? 

	 

	The last person’s name on Max Stroheim’s list is Vannevar Bush (the CIA connection).

	 

	The Stroheims previously researched Bush’s career, knowing that by 1963 Dr. Bush was in his early 70s, yet still reputedly the leader of MJ—12, also holding the reins of his mega-company—Raytheon—and he was instrumental in setting-up and running the Atomic Energy Commission (in-charge of the US nuclear program), as well as MITRE Corporation and RAND Corporation.
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	       As far as the Stroheims knew, Dr. Bush had never worked for the CIA, but was influential in the CIA’s direction and leadership—particularly in keeping UFO and extraterrestrial and technology information exclusively to MJ—12 and their associated projects.

	 

	After further research, C.J. says, “It’s obvious JFK was isolated from Dr. Bush and MJ—12’s activities, though Kennedy already had strong interests in UFOs and extraterrestrial life from his earlier political career in the late 1940s. 

	       “JFK was also aware of the Roswell incident and several other reported UFO crash sites. It was only after the Roswell crash that the MJ—12 began excluding Congress and the rest of government, including the military, from all UFO and ET information and reverse-engineering experiments.

	       “I could not find any direct dealing between Dr. Bush and JFK, but surely Bush would have been aware that JFK was pressuring the CIA to reveal information—and the next logical step would be that the information could have end-up being made public.” 

	 

	Emma comments, “The wiretapped conversations between Marilyn Monroe and Dorothy Kilgallen revealed Monroe was planning to give a press conference about what President Kennedy had told her regarding a visit to an undisclosed Air Force facility where he’d seen crashed UFO debris. There’s your proof that the information would have been made public. But of course, that never happened—Monroe didn’t get the opportunity!” 

	 

	The next research task on the Max Stroheim’s list is: The Warren Commission (not the findings, but the people on the Commission). 

	 

	C.J. encourages Emma to go shopping first, insisting, “Go and splurge! I’ll research in the business center while you’re gone.”

	“Really?”

	“Yes, really.”

	“Oh, I love that word shopping. You don’t need to tell me twice,” she beams.

	 

	Several hours later, with her arms laden with shopping bags, Emma walks back into the hotel room. As much as she would like to show-off her new purchases, she is more interested to find out what her husband learned about the Warren Commission.

	 

	They sit in the lounge, with C.J. revealing, “I already knew that the Commission said Lee Harvey Oswald was the SOLE gunman—and that Dorothy Kilgallen was outspoken about how ridiculous the findings were.”
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	“My father clearly thought the same; that’s why he’s asked to look at the people behind that decision.

	 

	“After Kennedy’s death, the new president, Lyndon Johnson, setup the inquiry within a week. He effectively took away the chance for a public or law-based investigation. You would think that a Commission into the assassination of a president would include people with police, law enforcement, criminological, and forensic backgrounds. Well, you’d be thinking wrong!

	“Johnson had seven men on the Commission, led by Chief Justice Earl Warren—but brace yourself Emma, because the most influential member of the group was NOT Warren. IT WAS ALLEN DULLES.”

	“Dulles!’ she splutters. “He hated Kennedy.”

	 

	C.J. grins, “There’s more. 

	“You see, five out of the seven men were staunch Republicans, including Warren; along with Dulles, future president and then Republican Congressman Gerald Ford, Republican Senator John Cooper, and former World Bank President John McCloy.”

	“So, five Republicans investigating the death of a Democrat President? That’s odd.”

	 “Yes; there were only two Democrats, although there was a common glue: All these men were members of the Council on Foreign Relations, with Dulles a former CFR President and McCloy, at the time, the Chairman. 

	“We know that although the CFR is classified as a ‘public policy thinktank’, it had, back then, only about 1500 members. These men were the most powerful in the US; friends and colleagues of Lyndon Johnson. Can you guess who else was NOT a member of the CFR? JFK!

	 “JFK was opposed to secret societies and thinktanks like the CFR. In a speech prior to his assassination, Kennedy said—and I’ll read some of the quotes: 

	 

	‘The very word secrecy is repugnant in a free and open society; and we are as a people inherently and historically opposed to secret societies, to secret oaths and to secret proceedings.’

	 

	‘Today no war has been declared—and however fierce the struggle may be, it may never be declared in the traditional fashion. Our way of life is under attack.’

	 

	‘We are opposed around the world by a monolithic and ruthless conspiracy that relies primarily on covert means for expanding its sphere of influence—on infiltration instead of invasion, on subversion instead of elections, on intimidation instead of free choice, on guerrillas by night instead of armies by day.’

	 

	‘It is a system which has conscripted vast human and material resources into the building of a tightly knit, highly efficient machine that combines military, diplomatic, intelligence, economic, scientific and political operations.’

	 

	“Kennedy obviously detested these people, and from what I researched, they hated him even more. How could these people be impartial? Additionally, not one of these seven men had the knowhow in investigating a murder—no forensic backgrounds, no police training—nothing!”

	Emma comments, “If I am hearing correctly; the normal legal procedures for investigating a murder, using police investigations, was overridden by a new President’s handpicked team, with little-to-no expertise?”

	“You’re right. Even the FBI, which is a government department specialized to investigate murders relevant to national security, were locked-out of the investigative processes. The head of the FBI, J. Edgar Hoover was reportedly ticked-off—and rightly so.”

	 

	The next subjects on Max Stroheim’s list are Projects and Operations: MK-ULTRA, Paperclip, Bluebird, Artichoke, Pandora, Verona, Shamrock, and Minaret, then Oxcart, U-2, and A-12.

	 

	Emma notes, “We’ve read a little about MK-ULTRA’s mind-control experimentation,” before asking, “Would don’t I further research MK-ULTRA and you look into Paperclip?”

	“Sure.”

	“I’ll go to the library and you can use the business center. And if we get time, we start looking into the other names on the list.”

	 

	When Emma returns later in the day, C.J. attentively listens to his wife reveal what she learned.

	“Firstly, let me say that I was shocked to read about the size and scope of the operation. MK-UTRA was setup in the early 50s by Allen Dulles through the Scientific Intelligence Division of the CIA, and coordinated with the Special Operations Division of the US Army’s Chemical Corps. Dulles bought in the best scientists he could, led by Sidney Gottlieb, with the program including many former Nazis bought to the US after World War Two. I read a little about Operation Paperclip. I’m sure you’ll shed some more light on Paperclip later.”

	“I will,” confirms C.J. 

	 

	“Anyhow, MK-ULTRA started big and got bigger, with reportedly 150 subprojects contracted out to various universities, institutions, and research foundations, with over 80 institutions and 180 private researchers participating. These universities and institutions assisted in the CIA’s research, understanding the CIA also had their own facilities. These outsourced research institutes received instructions and funding, but they weren’t aware that what they were doing was actually for the CIA.’

	“So, it was run a bit like the Manhattan Project?” deduces C.J.

	“Yes, individual components were worked on by the private sector, without knowing what those components were being used for—and C.J., what they were being used for was downright evil. MK-ULTRA’s main purpose was to either kill or manipulate people with drugs or poisons—and not get caught.

	 

	“They implemented mind-control programs allegedly involving experimentation on human subjects, both knowingly and unknowingly. Many trials were intended to identify and develop drugs and procedures to be used in interrogations and torture; to weaken the individual to force confessions. They also experimented with chemicals, toxins, and genetic material to kill people. 

	“The results of these programs were not just to be used within America, but globally. The CIA was expanding their operations, particularly in South-East Asia, Central Africa, and Latin America. While Kennedy was president, Sidney Gottlieb came-up with outrageous ways to kill various world leaders, including Cuba’s President Fidel Castro. 

	“One plot was to use a poisoned cigar to poison Castro, another was spraying Castro’s radio broadcast studio with LSD to have better access to kill him while he was affected by the drug, yet another plan was to use a chemical on Castro’s shoes to make him terminally ill, and Gottlieb talked of giving Castro an exploding pen. There was even a proposal for CIA scuba divers to plant exploding seashells where Castro sometimes swam and snorkeled. Another plan was to smear poison in his wetsuit.”

	 

	“These sound like something out of a James Bond movie,” gasps C.J.

	“The CIA were investigating all sorts of deceptive ways to kill people. I guess the more outrageous the plan, if successful, the less likelihood people would believe it could have happened. I’ve downloaded some of the alleged plots and assassinations of various leaders throughout the world that MK-ULTRA were supposedly behind. It’s a big list. We can go over it when time permits.”

	“So, you’re saying that the CIA, using MK-ULTRA, assassinated people or tried to assassinate people around the world?”

	Emma answers, “Yes. 

	“There’s documents and government inquiries not only pointing the finger at the CIA but proving the CIA’s involvement in assassinations and assassination attempts, as well as military coups.”

	“And if the CIA were doing this overseas, then surely they’d be doing similar things in their own backyard?” 

	“You would think so,” concurs Emma.

	 

	C.J. asks, “You said there were government inquiries into MK-ULTRA?”

	“Yes. 

	“The most well-known was in 1975 and 76 by the Church Committee, named after the chairperson, Senator Frank Church—but from what I read, you’ll never guess who was the driving force behind the investigation? I’ll tell you soon, but first let me explain a little about it: The Church Committee was a Senate Select Committee to Study Governmental Operations with Respect to Intelligence Activities, particularly the CIA’s activities in foreign countries. 

	“It seems the CIA got wind that they were going to be investigated. The CIA Director at the time, William Colby, ordered all relevant documentation of the CIA’s foreign activities and any surviving documents on MK-ULTRA to be destroyed. Earlier, in 1973, his predecessor Richard Helms had also ordered all MK-ULTRA documents to that point to be destroyed. Between Colby and Helm’s actions, almost all traces of MK-ULTRA’s work were obliterated. Almost, but not quite all! 

	 

	“By 1975, only a few documents survived, mainly in other government departments or locked away in vaults. Even so, the Church Committee still managed to find enough damning evidence to go on record with the finding that CIA chief Allen Dulles had ordered the assassinations of numerous foreign leaders, as well as the CIA backing many military coups. They also found evidence of mind-control experiments aimed at influencing domestic issues, as well as overseas.

	“There were rumblings that the likes of Lee Harvey Oswald and Jack Ruby were somehow influenced by MK-ULTRA’s mind control or drugging programs.”

	 

	C.J. reveals, “I’ve read The Manchurian Candidate, which I think was written four or five years before Kennedy was assassinated; a political thriller about the son of a prominent US political family who is brainwashed into being an unwitting assassin for a communist conspiracy. When I was going to university, there were rumors and various books talking about how the CIA experimented with mind-control programs. Maybe it was MK-ULTRA they were referring to?”

	“Maybe? 

	“What does appear certain is that MK-ULTRA invested much time and resources into mind-control programs, which suggests they explored the capability of manipulating someone into killing. By the time JFK, and then his brother Bobby were assassinated, MK-ULTRA was already a well-oiled, secretive operation. 

	 

	“And while I’m on the subject of the Kennedys; you know how I said you’d be surprised to find out who really was behind the congressional investigation into MK-ULTRA?... Well, it was SENATOR TED KENNEDY!”
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	“Huh, is that so!” quips C.J., before asking, “Am I right in assuming that Ted Kennedy thought that MK-ULTRA either had a hand in, or were responsible for the murder of his brothers?”

	“It seems that way. 

	“What I can say with certainty is that when the government learnt snippets of information about some of the dreadful things the CIA were getting up to, MK-ULTRA was officially closed-down. With that said; we know from our past research that NSA and CIA projects don’t just stop—they evolve or become incorporated within other projects.”

	 

	 

	


CHAPTER FIVE: A DIP IN THE POOL 

	 

	C.J. explains to Emma Operations Paperclip: 

	       “This was the formalized yet secretive operation to bring Nazi scientists, engineers and technicians to America after World War Two. These were Nazis who should have faced trial for war crimes committed, and possibly shot by a firing squad, but instead they were sponsored and sent to the US.”

	“Sponsored?” questions Emma.

	“Yes, the government allowed private enterprise individuals and companies to sponsor over 1600 Nazis to come to the US and work on secretive projects, mostly underground. Guess who was the mastermind of Paperclip as well as one of the major sponsors?” 

	Emma shrugs her shoulders.

	C.J. answers, “Allen Dulles! 

	“He and his brother, John, played pivotal roles in organizing the project, as well as getting President Truman to approve it—and keep it top-secret. This is how people like Wernher von Braun and his V2 rocket team came to the US and joined the space program. 

	 

	“It was also reported that some of the Paperclip scientists had been heavily involved in the Nazi’s psychological warfare programs. The Germans had their own mind-control and drug and chemical projects, so you won’t be surprised to hear that scientists working in Nazi Germany ended up continuing their work in the secretive US projects and agencies which were setup and controlled by MJ—12. This also included private enterprise and the nuclear program, which, as we know, was also privatized not long after the war ended.”

	 

	The next morning, C.J. and Emma sit opposite each other, enjoying a leisurely breakfast by the pool. A middle-aged westerner, wearing smart business attire and carrying a briefcase walks toward them.

	       “Good morning,” he calls to C.J. pleasantly, speaking with a New York accent.

	“Good morning,” replies C.J. reservedly.

	“Oh, you’re American?” deduces the man, breaking stride. “It certainly is a beautiful morning.” He stops briefly to lean on the table closest to Emma. “You don’t get weather where like this where I’m from—New York. Are you from New York?”

	“No, California,” responds C.J.

	“L.A.?”

	“Yes.”

	Emma watches the man closely. She can see his palm on the side of the table, yet his fingers move subtly under the table.

	 

	The man continues to be nice and engaging, albeit a little forced. “I love Southern California. You’d be used to warm weather like this. Well folks, have a nice day,” he offers, before continuing on his way.

	 

	With the man walking away, and his back to them, Emma slips her hand under the table where the man had leant, feeling a small metallic device stuck to the underside of table.

	Placing a finger to her lips, she whispers, “Shush,” before reaching under the table to grab C.J.’s hand and guide his hand to the device. He runs his fingers over the planted device. 

	 

	Emma observes the man place his briefcase on a nearby table before he sits. He faces the Stroheims, opens his briefcase, removes a computer and earphones, then turns on the computer to place the earphones over his ears.

	 

	Emma playfully winks at C.J., then comments, “It IS a beautiful day, isn’t it?”

	“Absolutely.”

	“He seemed like a nice man.”

	“For a New Yorker!’ jokes C.J. “Actually, I love New York. It was one of my mother’s favorite cities in the world.”

	“You poor dear. This all must be bringing back memories of your mum, with what she wrote and everything?”

	“I guess, but they are good memories,” replies C.J., recognizing what Emma is doing—their conversation obviously being heard and recorded. 

	 

	“I know she’d just started writing the book, but do you think you have enough information to be able to finish it?”

	“Maybe? Mum’s lead character is more of a spy than a scientist. I’m kind of relieved.”

	“Relieved—why?”

	“We were nearly killed while researching and writing last time. I don’t think we could go through that again.”

	 

	C.J. orders another coffee to continue to talk about their contrived story of Mary Stroheim’s book. 

	 

	       The man seated nearby listens in, before grabbing a waitress’s attention to order a coffee for himself.

	 

	“The water looks inviting,” comments Emma; her eyes glancing toward the pool. “I might have a swim soon.”

	“I’ll come with you.”

	“No—your coffee is on the way; I take longer to get changed than you, so I’ll go up to the room and see you there soon,” she instructs, while rising from the table.

	“I’ll only be five minutes behind you,” offers C.J. ‘I’ll see you in the room then.”

	 

	Emma and C.J.’s sixth floor room overlooks the pool, inclusive of where the American man is sitting. Emma plans to watch the man to see what he does after C.J. leaves.

	 

	 Entering the room, Emma slowly and carefully pulls back the curtains just enough to peer out. She grabs her camera from her handbag in time to see C.J. rise from the table in readiness to leave. 

	 

	Moments later, and with Emma taking photographs of the man at the table, the man packs up his computer and closes his briefcase. He walks over to C.J.’s now vacant table and slides his hand under the table; nonchalantly removing the planted metallic device to slip it into his pocket.

	Emma zooms in on the man—click, click, click. 

	 

	The man leaves the pool area just as C.J. walks into their hotel room.

	“I took some photos of the man,” tells Emma. “He never saw me.”

	“Good. I guess we better get changed and head back to the pool. I doubt the pool is bugged.”

	 

	Returning to the pool area dressed in their swimming costumes, C.J. dives in the water, while Emma approaches the waitress who served the American man earlier. 

	       “Excuse me, you remember we were here for breakfast?” 

	       The nice waitress nods.

	        Emma points, “Well, the man who was seated over there—the American man—he’s a business colleague of ours. We would like to pay for his coffee. Would you be kind enough to bring me his bill, so we can cancel it please? We’ll pay cash—and we can also give you a cash tip.”

	 

	When the waitress returns with the bill, Emma can see the man’s last name—Brady—and his room number—619.

	 

	God, that’s the room next to ours! she thinks to herself.

	 

	Emma hands the girl ample cash to cover the bill. “You keep the change.”

	 

	The waitress, grateful for the sizable tip, walks away with a smile.

	 

	Emma dashes to the edge of pool to beckon C.J. to swim over.

	 

	“He’s in the room next to ours!’ exclaims Emma. “We better get out of here; not too obvious though. He might be watching.”

	As C.J. pulls himself out of the pool, he suggests, “Why don’t you still have your swim? I’ll go back to the room to make sure he hasn’t broken in. Just allow me ten minutes.”

	“Okay,” confirms Emma, looking out of the corner of her eye toward their room, and then the room next door. She can see the curtains move inside the room beside theirs. “He’s watching us. Why don’t we get two towels and sit over there where he can’t see us? The plants will block his view. I’ll
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