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Cordova Tennessee

Almost two years have passed since our family escaped capture by rogue agents of the government. We exposed the CIA’s plot to co-opt the surveillance capabilities of our country. They wanted to spy on our citizens and government in unimaginable ways. We also exposed the CIA’s involvement in past presidential assassination attempts. 

The fallout within the government of the United States was profound. A total restructuring of congressional oversight of the intelligence agencies took place. They added additional safeguards which were enacted into law.  

The senators involved were prosecuted and jailed for terms of fifteen-to-twenty years. It didn’t take long for turf wars to erupt. The newly created surveillance capabilities uncovered by extensive congressional investigations were in high demand. Whether the system has improved awaits proof in the future. 

Our families, who were swept up in these affairs, have all adapted in different ways. This should come as no surprise, since each family involved won a class action lawsuit against the government and CIA, granting $120,000,000 tax free to each family. 

Sue and I made a few modifications to our lives. We set up a foundation with our son Kent and his wife Danielle to support causes and individuals about which we mutually agreed. Our foundation differs from many. It accepts no contributions and doesn’t allow solicitations. We do all our giving anonymously and undertake our due diligence behind the scenes.  

Sue and I are addicted to Hawaii. Our good fortune has allowed us the joy of living on the Big Island four months out of the year. This works wonderfully, as we spend quality time with Kent and Danielle, who bought a home there to live year-round. 

I have to admit; I indulged in getting the new C8 Corvette convertible, actually two, one for Tennessee and one for Hawaii. Wind in the hair has no price. Meanwhile, Kent set up a music studio on the island and has successfully scored several big movies. He’s become a savvy investor and has grown his legal award by 30% in less than two years.  

Danielle has continued her speech therapy work on the island. She established a scholarship program for disadvantaged youth and adults who need her services in the clinic she founded. 

Todd, my nephew, and his wife Linda still live in Atlanta with their boys, Erik and Elliott. However, Todd abandoned his career as an airline captain and set up his own corporate air charter business with his newly acquired Gulfstream G280. With a range of over 3,400 miles, Todd takes clients around the world, though much of his travel is in Europe. He and Linda and the children often accompany Todd on trips. They homeschool the boys so they can travel the world. Her hometown outside Stockholm is a frequent destination. 

My sister Lindley and her daughter, Bonnie, established a scholarship program at the University of Arizona in Tucson at the school of nursing. They wanted to help students interested in pre-natal medicine. They also established an Arts Center in Sedona, Arizona, in honor of our parents, who retired there in the 1972. It is attracting artists from around the world in the fields of painting and sculpture. 

Finally, Jennifer and Ross McKee moved to Pennsylvania after decades in Atlanta. Their financial windfall from the government would have allowed Ross to retire. Instead, he established an international finance company to pursue his interests and build on his decades of business experience. 

It was wonderful working with the Swope murder trial enactors in Kansas City. Sue even got a part as one nurse in the story for the opening of the new version of the play. 

Bonnie and Wayne retired and are traveling the world to places on their bucket list. The last time we heard from them, they were riding camels into the Egyptian desert on an archeological expedition. When at home, they volunteer at a local homeless shelter and use their considerable fortune helping others.

After all the excitement, Sue and I are ready for a more peaceful life. 
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Panama  

1775

Captain Alvarez was nervous. His galleon was being loaded with one of the last shipments of gold and treasure bound for Spain. It was a massive cargo. He wasn’t concerned for its safety from enemies. It was the time of year that vexed him most. Winter travel through the Caribbean was a dicey proposition. Storms were an ever-present threat. Today wasn’t bad though. Perhaps he could round the coast of Florida without incident. 

This was to be his last journey after having served the King and Queen of Spain for two decades. He was ready for retirement. 

Remarkably, his hopes held true, and the weather was cooperating. With the worst behind him, his treasure ship rounded the tip of Florida unscathed, or so he thought. What he couldn’t have known was that a hurricane was forming from the Azores and would soon ravage the eastern seaboard of the Americas.  

On November 12, seemingly out of nowhere, the storm hit. Captain Alvarez realized his ship was in peril. He struck the sails and waited helplessly for his fate to come. After several days of relentless pounding, his ship was driven northward, almost to New York. Miraculously, when the storm died out, his crew rejoiced in their survival. Unfortunately, the captain soon understood the storm was the least of his problems.  

The watchmen signaled the alarm. A British warship was rapidly approaching off the starboard side of the Spanish Galleon. The British had plundered Spanish ships for their South American treasure before, but the Spanish had always avoided the northern seas until now. 

The Captain of HMS King George couldn’t believe his eyes at seeing such a target. If he could capture the ship and bring the treasure he knew was aboard to England, they might award him the rank of admiral and receive a substantial reward as well. 

He gathered the crew on the main deck and gave them their orders. Under no circumstances would they sink the vessel. The aim was to get close enough to use the cannons to cut down the masts of the Spanish ship and then board it. Once they subdued the crew, they would take the ship in tow. While New York harbor was the closest port, the captain realized New York was locked in a bitter struggle with American colonialists. His prize would be at risk with General George Washington’s troops nearby. 

One of dignitaries aboard the HMS King George was William Franklin, son of Benjamin Franklin. Father and son were on opposite sides of the colonial conflict. The elder Franklin was a leader of the rebellion against the British Crown, while William was a staunch loyalist to Britain. William was on board to bolster the loyalist resistance to the traitorous colonists. 

The captain’s plan was to tow the Spanish ship to an island called the Island of Oak, in Nova Scotia. He would unload the treasure onto HMS King George and then sail for England. 

The captain gave the order to fire and the ship’s cannons came to life with a deafening roar. In moments, the Spanish ship’s masts were shattered. Sails and timber floated in the sky momentarily and then crashed to the deck with a thunder. The cries of the doomed Spanish crew filled the air as fire consumed what remained of the sails and rigging. 

The galleon had no chance against the British warship. Its crew of 400 armed men overwhelmed the Spanish soldiers on board. While Spanish galleons had cannons for protection, the treasure ship was built for cargo, not combat. Captain Alvarez quickly realized that resistance was futile and ordered his crew to stand down. All his hopes for glory were dashed. 

It took a week to tow the Spanish Galleon to Nova Scotia and the Island of Oak. It took another week to unload the incredible treasure of gold, silver, and gems looted from the Inca mines onto HMS King George. The Spanish galleon was scuttled in a swampy area and set on fire. 

All was going to plan when, as often happens in life, the unexpected reared its head. It was to change the destiny of countries and kingdoms. 

The first signs were fever, chills, headache, fatigue, and muscle aches. Some crew members had swollen lymph nodes in the groin and armpits. Others coughed blood with rapid spikes of fever, nausea and vomiting. Neither English sailors nor Spanish crew members were spared. It was every sailor’s nightmare.  

Realizing there was no hope of trying to sail back to England, the Captain ordered 250 relatively healthy members of his force to unload the cargo of the ship. Moving the treasure was aided by an ancient stone road that led inland, where the crew hauled their vast prize.  

In the Captain’s mind, the only hope was to hide his treasure somewhere on the island and try to make it back to New York harbor with what was left of his crew. 

The cargo he needed to hide was vast. The captain’s crew and some of the Spaniards dug tunnels over 100 feet deep on the island and buried the treasure until he could return after winter had passed. He accomplished only half of his plan. The tunnels were dug, and they lowered the treasure within. As for the Captain and his crew, the plague overcame their best intentions. 

After almost starving to death, William Franklin, and 20 survivors, were rescued by a small frigate, pulling onto the sloop at the Island of Oak repair station.  

Realizing their good fortune, they each swore an oath to keep the secret of the treasure to themselves. They would return together in the spring or early summer. The decision was made to keep some of the treasure for their efforts. The rest would be returned to the treasury of King George, their royal sovereign. 
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Philadelphia

Pennsylvania

Modern Day

Jennifer and Ross McKee were thrilled with their new home on Berwyn-Paoli Road outside the city of Philadelphia. It needed some modernization, but the estate, which was reached by traveling down a half-mile drive, was what they’d always dreamed about.  

It had a four-car detached garage with servant's quarters above, and a large greenhouse. The paneled dining room was at the rear of the home with massive windows overlooking fifty acres of pasture and woodlands. It was inhabited by deer, quail and pheasant.  

Ross chose the Philadelphia area to launch his new business. Its proximity to major financial institutions helped, and its history had always fascinated him. The old fireplace in the living area was large enough to walk in and the bedroom suite, added in the last 10 years, was over 800 square feet. A large pool and sauna were sheltered from the wind and surrounded by massive oak trees; centuries old.  

Jennifer and Ross were living in one part of the house while workmen were remodeling the kitchen and family room. The house, built in 1820, was renovated in the 1950s. It needed a lot of updating.  

Jennifer was always a do-it-yourself-kind of girl, at least with painting and decorating. Plumbing wasn’t her cup of tea. That was left to the professionals. She stood looking at the wall next to the fireplace with a paintbrush in hand. Some paint was in her hair, but most of it was on the wall. She was puzzled and called Ross in for a consultation. He was in the kitchen talking with the workmen about which type of vent hood would look best.  

“What’s up?” Ross asked.  

“I’ve put two coats of paint between the fireplace and the bookshelves,” Jenny said, “But there is a part of the wall that just keeps bubbling up or peeling off. It’s been a few days, but nothing seems to stick.”  

Ross inspected the affected areas up close and then stepped back for another look. “Do you see the rectangle-shaped outline? The paint sticks well around the edges, but not in the middle.” 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
SEQUEL TO TREASON AND THE HABERDASHER

SISEMEN
CONSPIRACY

CHIP SMITH





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





