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      Author’s Note


      IN 2007, I WAS THE FIRST TO BREAK THE OFFICIAL NEWS TO THE world that Anna Nicole Smith was dead. At the time, I was a journalist with NBC. Hours after the tragic news came down, I

         was on plane after plane, following the story back and forth from Florida to the Bahamas. As a seasoned host and reporter,

         I’ve covered infamous manhunts, murder trials, and met with saints and sinners all over the globe. I’ve talked personally

         to Pope John Paul II and peeled back the “truth” from Scott Peterson and Oklahoma City bomber Timothy McVeigh.

      


      But nothing could’ve prepared me for the chaos and media frenzy surrounding the story that is Anna Nicole. As the continuing

         drama has unfolded, I’ve talked to hundreds of people connected to the case. Sometimes nothing is as it seems. What you saw

         on television was a far cry from what was really happening behind closed doors. This is that story.

      


   

      Preface


      VICKIE LYNN MARSHALL, BETTER KNOWN TO THE MILLIONS OF people worldwide as Anna Nicole Smith, took her last breath at the Hard Rock Hotel in Hollywood, Florida, on February 8th,

         2007 in room 607. That much is certain.

      


      But beyond that there exists a deceptive web of conflicting stories, misdirection, tragic mistakes, and an illusion of truth

         among a host of unwitting yet willing partners. The death of the former stripper turned reality star is as perplexing as her

         life.

      


      This is the story of untold secrets. It proves that truth is stranger than fiction, and reality is sometimes unreal.


   

      CHAPTER 1


      Timing Is Everything


      JUST AFTER 1 P.M. ON FEBRUARY 8, 2007, BRIGITTE NEVEN NOticed that Anna Nicole Smith’s chest wasn’t rising and falling like a normal sleeping person. Something wasn’t right. In

         fact, something was terribly wrong, which Brigitte soon realized when she tried to shut Anna’s agape jaw and it wouldn’t close.

         It was stiff.

      


      Brigitte Neven is, in fact, the woman who actually found Anna Nicole Smith’s lifeless body. The story you might have heard

         was that she was discovered unconscious by her “private nurse.” Brigitte is not a nurse. There was a nurse in the room, Tasma

         Brighthaupt, wife of Anna’s bodyguard, Maurice “Big Moe” Brighthaupt, but “Tas” was at the foot of Anna’s king size bed, intently

         working on her computer, unaware of the deadly silence lying in the bed behind her. This day, like many in the previous few

         months in the life of the woman who was famous for being famous, would be spent in bed.

      


      Anna Nicole Smith had a routine: she would start her day with a shot around 9 a.m. of “longevity drugs”—a varying combination

         of vitamin B12, immunoglobulins, and human growth hormone. The combination of drugs is said to maintain energy, decrease body

         fat and improve mood and motivation. She’d then go back to bed and sleep into the afternoon, wake up, eat something, drink

         something, take something, watch a little TV, and sleep some more. Then, repeat. The last few years, and in particular the

         last few months since the death of her beloved son Daniel, her life was an endless cycle of depression and sadness, blurred

         and numbed by a dangerous combination of drugs and alcohol.

      


      But this day was unlike the others. Something had happened. Something had pushed the voluptuous beauty over the edge. And

         now she was free-falling from the living to the dead.

      


      Three days earlier, Monday, February 5


      In advance of Anna and Howard’s arrival in Florida, Moe received several packages in the mail addressed to Howard as he had

         on other occasions when Anna and Howard were expected. Private investigators hired by an interested party told me that Moe

         said he received the packages at his house, addressed from the husband of Anna’s friend/psychiatrist Dr. Khristine Eroshevich,

         who was traveling with Anna from the Bahamas. Moe noted that labels on the boxes indicated they came from a pharmacy, and

         on Monday night, he gave the packages to Howard at the Hard Rock.

      


      That morning, before their trip to Florida, Anna had started the day with a dance lesson in the Bahamas to prepare for an

         upcoming event and music video for TrimSpa, the diet supplement for which she was the paid spokesmodel. Anna called Mrs. Gerlene

         Gibson, the go-to woman in the Bahamas if you’re a celebrity and have babysitting needs. She asked her to come to the house

         and take care of five-month-old Dannielynn for a few days. Gerlene Gibson is the mother of Shane Gibson, the Bahamian Minister

         of Immigration, who had helped Anna secure her permanent residency in the Bahamas.

      


      After hugging Mrs. Gibson and kissing Dannielynn goodbye, Anna was driven to the airport and boarded an afternoon flight to

         Florida, along with Dr. Khristine Eroshevich and Howard K. Stern, her lawyer and the man publicly claiming to be the father

         of her newborn. According to statements taken by Broward County medical examiner, Dr. Joshua Perper, Anna was upbeat and feeling

         well, looking forward to shopping for a few days in Florida before picking up a newly purchased boat and returning to the

         Bahamas later in the week.

      


      Anna began to complain about pain in her left buttock during the flight to Florida. The spot was tender from one of her daily

         injections. Since Anna’s pain was in her left buttock and Anna was right-handed, it would be highly unlikely and extremely

         difficult for her to have given herself the shot. But later, when asked by Dr. Perper, neither Howard Stern nor Dr. Eroshevich

         would admit giving it to her. And Dr. Perper wouldn’t ask twice.

      


	  •   •   •


      During the limousine ride from the Miami International Airport, Anna complained of feeling cold and of increasing buttock

         pain. By the time they arrived at the Hard Rock Hotel, Anna was woozy.

      


      She had been to the Hard Rock the month before, in January 2007, when she made her first high profile public appearance since

         her son’s death. Anna had put on her celebrity face, shaded seductively in over-sized, high-glam sunglasses, and joined the

         star-studded crowd for a Don King produced boxing match, televised live on Showtime. Seated near ringside at the Hard Rock,

         with other notables such as wrestling star Hulk Hogan, actor Mickey Rourke, and hoops legend Shaquille O’Neal, Anna took in

         the fight while companion Howard K. Stern snapped shots on his ever-present digital camera. Besides new blonde extensions,

         zinged with pink highlights, Anna wore a slinky beaded black top, which showcased her voluptuous figure and shoulder tattoo.

      


      Since shooting a commercial at the Hard Rock Hotel for the TrimSpa Million Dollar Makeover Challenge, Anna was a celebrity

         “regular” at the hotel, which meant her $1600 a night suite was often compliments of the house. In the commercial, she had

         jiggled left and right in front of the Hard Rock sign while cooing such lines as “Want to step into my reality?” and “Like

         my body?” Ending, of course, with her unforgettable hustle “TrimSpa, baby!”

      


      While everyone might not be an Anna Nicole fan, one thing everyone agreed upon was that Anna Nicole Smith knew how to get

         noticed.

      


      But what hotel guests noticed on that clear Monday night in February, as she arrived with Howard and Dr. Khris, was that she

         couldn’t even get her foot out of the limo. She got stuck, and Howard had to physically help her out and then assist her upstairs.

         “She’s been at the hotel a number of times,” a hotel employee told me, “but this time was different. She was spacey, unusually

         weird.”

      


      She and Howard checked in at 8:10 p.m. under “Fred and Wilma Flintstone,” their usual not-so-discrete codeword for “I’m-a-celebrity.”

         Hotel employees said Howard kept her from talking to people and told everyone she had the flu. They went up to room 607, accompanied

         by Dr. Khris, and another male. Anna’s “Florida person,” bodyguard “Big Moe” Brighthaupt, joined them later. He brought with

         him the packages he received from his house, which, according to statements he provided to private investigators, he soon

         learned contained prescriptions that Howard K. Stern was expecting for their stay in Florida.

      


      Room 607, known as a “Fillmore Suite,” is the second door on the left off the elevators, right past the display of Tori Amos

         memorabilia in the hotel’s south tower. Room 607 has one bedroom, a living room area, and one and a half baths. In total,

         750 square feet. They also had the room next door, room 609, connected to 607 by a door that locks on both sides. Room 609

         is a “deluxe room” with two beds.

      


      Hotel workers say Anna and Howard often partied in their room during prior visits with what they believe was cocaine and that

         both were often heard sniffling and cleaning up “stuff” around the room when hotel staff came in, while others saw white powder

         on the counters. But this week was different. After check-in, room 607 went into lockdown. Bellhops, housekeeping, and room

         service were all met at the door. Hotel employees were not allowed into the room. Period. Once Anna was carried over the threshold

         of room 607 that Monday night, she wasn’t seen again in public until she was wheeled out on a gurney.

      


	  •   •   •


      When Anna got into the room, she was very sick and shivering uncontrollably. Dr. Khris called the hotel staff and asked them

         to order a prescription for ten 75 mg capsules of Tamiflu (an antiviral agent) and Ciprofloxacin (a potent antibiotic, prescribed

         as an antidote during the anthrax scare shortly after 9/11). Although Dr. Khris told hotel employees that she had been Anna’s

         “personal nurse” for years, she said that she wasn’t able to prescribe in the United States. At first, she requested that

         the hotel’s doctor write the prescription that she felt Anna needed—a strange request given the fact that she had been prescribing

         medications to Anna for years from various American pharmacies. Eventually, both prescriptions were called in to the local

         Walgreens Pharmacy using Dr. Khris’ name as the doctor, but the medications weren’t listed under the name Anna Nicole Smith.

         Instead, the medications were prescribed for “Alex Katz,” a non-hotel guest.

      


      Alex Katz, a 60-year-old south Floridian businessman, whom I later learned to be a friend of Dr. Khris’s, was with them that

         night and actually picked up at least one prescription, while a hotel concierge picked up a thermometer. Normally, the concierge

         can pick up prescriptions, but in this case, Anna’s party insisted on getting the prescription themselves. When I contacted

         Alex Katz, he confirmed his friendship with Dr. Khris, but quickly told me, “I don’t want to talk about that night” and hung

         up. A source close to the investigation says Katz later refused to talk to Seminole Police and “lawyered up and shut up quickly.”

      


      That night was apparently messy. According to Anna’s bodyguard Moe’s early interviews with news media, he said that he took

         Anna’s temperature and when it registered a startling 105 degrees, he told her she needed to go to the hospital. Moe, a trained

         paramedic, threatened Anna that he was going to call an ambulance. He said in a February 26, 2007, interview broadcast on

         Greta Van Susteren’s Fox News television show that he told Anna that her decision not to go to the hospital was unacceptable.

         “You can get upset with me and we don’t talk for a week if you want. That’s fine,” he told the shivering beauty. “But my goal

         is to make sure you’re healthy.”

      


      Moe has said privately that surprisingly no one else was really pushing Anna to go to the hospital, especially Dr. Khris.

         “It wasn’t like she was discouraging her,” he noted, “but she was definitely not encouraging her.” Moe thought this was highly

         unusual for someone with a medical background, even though she, like him, wasn’t there for the paycheck. He made note that

         neither he nor Dr. Khris was serving in a paid capacity.

      


      Apparently, none of them wanted to argue with Anna to make her go to the hospital, not her medically trained friends or her

         live-in lawyer Howard K. Stern. Howard said in a statement his attorneys released shortly after Anna’s death that he thought

         Anna would be alive today if she hadn’t refused medical help. He said that he had urged Anna to check into a hospital after

         her spike in temperature, but that she refused because “she did not want the media frenzy that follows her.”

      


      So, Anna didn’t go to the hospital; instead, Moe claims he picked her up and put her naked body into the deep whirlpool tub

         of the master-bathroom. It was filled with ice cubes and cold water. Anna’s fever broke, dropping a dramatic eight degrees.

         The medical examiner questioned Dr. Khris, but didn’t ask who specifically gave her the medications, or why Anna was given

         two tablespoons of chloral hydrate, a potent 19th century sleep aid, even though the recommended dosage is two teaspoons. Interestingly, chloral hydrate was a contributing factor to both Anna’s demise as well as the death of her idol, Marilyn

         Monroe.

      


      Anna Nicole Smith fell asleep on the first night of her last week alive around 10 p.m.


      Tuesday, February 6


      Anna Nicole awoke the following morning with a temperature of 100 degrees and was vomiting and had diarrhea. The medical examiner’s

         office would later report that throughout the day on Tuesday she did not urinate and had a “pungent” odor. She did, however,

         feel good enough to watch television, an encouraging sign to Howard, Dr. Khris, and Moe. In the afternoon, under the supervision

         of Dr. Khris, she took a bath and drank various fluids including Fiji water, chamomile tea, and Pedialyte, a formula typically

         used for infants to prevent dehydration. The medical examiner’s report also says she “was given” chloral hydrate and slept

         for two hours. When she awoke, she watched television until 11 p.m. at which time “she took” another unusually large dose

         of chloral hydrate and went to sleep. There is no explanation in the report as to why Anna was first routinely “given” the

         chloral hydrate and then suddenly “took” it herself as the week went on.

      


      Wednesday, February 7


      Howard, Khris, and Moe report that Anna was awake in bed watching television around 11 a.m. For lunch, she was feeling good

         enough to eat an egg white and spinach omelet, but by afternoon, she had taken a turn for the worse. According to statements

         given by Howard and Dr. Khris to the medical examiner, Anna was found that afternoon sitting in the dry bathtub, naked and

         confused. She then took a bath and, feeling slightly better, ordered two crab cakes and shrimp for dinner from room service

         who left the food on a cart by the door to the suite.

      


      In the evening, Anna became very upset when Dr. Khristine had to leave for California. Anna began complaining about not feeling

         well. She begged Dr. Khris not to go, but Dr. Khris said she had to get back to her private practice in Los Angeles. Dr. Khris,

         Anna’s psychiatrist, was also Anna’s next-door neighbor. Anna told one of her good friends, Jackie Hatten, that she loved

         having a psychiatrist that she could talk to every day, “just like Marilyn Monroe did.”

      


      After Dr. Khris left, Moe stayed the night in room 609, the other bedroom of the suite. “It was an open room, and I knew she

         wasn’t feeling well,” Moe said in the Fox News interview. “And Howard just asked me, ‘Hey, can you just stay over?’ I said,

         ‘Oh, no problem.’”

      


      According to a source close to the investigation, there was one problem for Moe when police later looked at the Hard Rock

         Hotel’s surveillance tapes. What the public doesn’t know is that there was someone else in the suite the night before Anna

         died. That night, Moe was seen walking into the suite with a mysterious woman. A woman that wasn’t his wife.

      


      Thursday, February 8


      Whether because of the insanity of the day—or the confusion of trying to keep a story straight—the times that certain things

         occurred on the day Anna died get blurry among all those involved. But there are two specific times that can’t be denied.

         The first call for help came from room 607 at 1:38 p.m., and Anna Nicole Smith was pronounced dead at Memorial Regional Hospital

         at 2:49 p.m. It’s what occurred before, during, and after that is troubling.

      


      Big Moe has said that when he arrived back at the hotel the night before—sometime between eight and ten o’clock—Anna was on

         the couch in the living room of the suite watching television and Howard was in the master bedroom. According to Moe, Anna

         was no longer on the couch at 4 a.m. According to the Broward County Medical Examiner’s report, it is believed Anna Nicole

         took chloral hydrate before falling asleep the night before. Howard told investigators he slept in bed with her and when she

         awoke around 9 a.m. he said she did not complain of pain, but felt very weak and asked him to help her get to the bathroom

         and back to bed.

      


      Howard K. Stern also made a point to tell Seminole Police that he did not give Anna any medication that day and he told them

         that he “did not see her take medication, but believed she was taking her medication.” Moe said he came into the room that

         morning sometime around 9 a.m. to tell Howard he was going to go have breakfast with his wife, Tas, and would be back shortly.

         Moe told the police that he “thought” he saw Anna moving in bed that morning, but later, when he discussed the morning with

         others, he said that Anna received medicine from Howard around 9 a.m. “like she always did.”

      


      But Moe says something was peculiar that morning. Howard’s behavior.


      At 10:45 a.m., Moe and Tas were waiting for the breakfast they ordered at the hotel restaurant when Moe’s phone rang. It was

         Howard asking if Moe would mind going to the airport to pick up King Eric when he arrived. Seventy-three-year-old King Eric

         Gibson, the former husband of Mrs. Gerlene Gibson and father to Shane Gibson, is the Bahamian boat captain who was going to

         pilot Anna’s new boat back to the Bahamas. Moe said he and Tas would go pick them up.

      


      According to Tas’s subsequent statements to private investigators, Howard called again a few minutes later to say it was time

         to go pick up King Eric and his party. “Howard wanted to stay with Anna because she was so sick,” Tas said. Since she and

         Moe had planned to do some errands, Tas wondered aloud who was going to go to the boat.

      


      “No way Howard is going to leave Anna,” Moe said to Tas over breakfast. “No way he’ll go to the boat.” They decided King Eric

         and his boat hand could go alone then and they could still get to their errands as planned.

      


      After picking up King Eric, his sixty-three-year-old common-law wife, Brigitte Neven, and King Eric’s first mate at the airport,

         Moe and Tas brought them back to the Hard Rock a little before noon. They were waiting at the elevator bank to go up to the

         room when Howard came out of the elevator they were about to get into. Tas says he was “fidgety, strange acting” and that

         “he seemed surprised when he saw us.”

      


      “What’s up?” Moe asked.


      “I just came down to use my cell phone,” Howard said.


      “Why?” Moe asked. “It works just fine in the room.”


      Howard stuttered. “Ah, ah.”


      According to Tas, “He didn’t say anything, and then just went upstairs in the elevator with all of us.” When she thinks back

         on the day, she said, “I still cannot get over his behavior at that moment.”

      


      The entire group walked into Room 609 and Tas says Howard was “talking in a normal, in a loud voice, which in hindsight seems

         strange given that Anna was supposed to be sleeping. He wasn’t whispering.” He shouted out to Anna, saying, “Anna we have

         guests.” Also, Howard did something that in retrospect seems “calculated,” Tas says. “He stood in front of the living room

         area in between the two rooms, with his back to the master bedroom. So we could barely look into 607.” Tas also recalled it

         was “like he was intentionally blocking our view of Anna inside the next room.”

      


      They were only in the room for a few minutes when Howard announced the boat appointment was at noon. “Noon?” King Eric asked.

         “It’s twelve o’clock now.”

      


      “Oh,” Howard said. “Then, we have to go.”


      Moe was surprised Howard said he was going to leave and asked, “Who’s going to look after Anna?”


      “Brigitte will look after Anna,” Howard said.


      Moe didn’t like the idea of Brigitte staying alone with Anna when she was so sick, so he asked Tas to stay too. “Just stay

         for a little while, baby,” he said. “Do you mind?”

      


      Tas shrugged her shoulders and said, “Okay.” Moe then told her she could take his computer and check her e-mails. Tas told

         private investigators that she was surprised about staying “since the plan was for me to do errands, not to baby-sit Anna.”

      


      Moe told the private investigators he thought it was strange that “at first Howard didn’t want to leave her, but it was okay

         to leave her later?” Numerous people who are familiar with the relationships told me that both Howard and Moe leaving Anna

         while she was so sick was highly unusual. Typically, one or both would stay by her side. But the men all left the suite, leaving

         three women behind—the bodyguard’s wife, the boat captain’s companion, and Anna Nicole Smith, the world famous beauty, in

         bed and in trouble.

      


      The strange thing about Howard’s noon appointment was that it wasn’t at noon at all. “Howard had a one o’clock appointment

         with me,” the boat handyman told me. “Definitely one o’clock.”

      


      According to Mark Dekema, the yacht broker from “Reel Deal Yachts” who had sold Anna the boat in January for a little less

         than the advertised price of $129,000, Howard called several times during the week to reschedule the appointment. The Thursday

         appointment to inspect the boat had been originally scheduled for Tuesday but Howard had called on Monday to say that he needed

         to postpone a day because both he and Anna had “the stomach flu.” Tuesday, he postponed again, but said, “Let’s definitely

         make it Thursday.” There were approximately five or six calls between the two men on Thursday, but Dekema said the time was

         always set for one o’clock. “Howard seemed normal,” Dekema said. “Like an excited boat buyer.”

      


	  •   •   •


      Back at the Hard Rock, Tasma Brighthaupt and Brigitte Neven were getting acquainted in the luxury suite. Brigitte began thumbing

         through the promotional materials in the room. What she really wanted to do was go down where the hotel was gearing up for

         its annual Seminole Tribal Fair Powwow in which Native Americans stroll the halls in brightly colored attire, and hotel guests

         and busloads of schoolchildren learn about Native American culture and food. Brigitte was hungry. She hadn’t eaten since early

         that morning before they left the Bahamas. But soon the two women realized they couldn’t leave the room. Neither Brigitte

         nor Tas were left with a room key, and they needed a key to get past security at the elevators. So, if they went downstairs,

         they couldn’t get back up. They were stuck in the suite.

      


      The two women made small talk. Tas is Bahamian and grew up in Nassau. Brigitte, who has spent her adult life in the Bahamas,

         grew up in Germany. Tas is a trained nurse, having gotten her license a little more than a year before, in December 2005.

         Brigitte said she loved the Bahamas, its people, the weather, and the food . . . Food. Brigitte was really hungry, so she

         pulled out the room service menu and ordered up some food. Tas began working on her computer. A little while later, as Brigitte

         read a book, Tas said she was having problems with her computer, so she went into the bedroom where Anna slept, to the foot

         of the king size bed and used the computer on a table there.

      


	  •   •   •


      Anna’s new boat, a 39-foot 1995 Carver, had been paid for by wire transfer on January 19, and she had already christened it

         The Cracker, a name she used to call herself and her son, a tongue-in-cheek term for a white person living in a black community. The

         boat was ready and waiting at the Royal Palm Yacht Basin in Dania, Florida, directly south of the Ft. Lauderdale Airport,

         six miles east of the Hard Rock Hotel.

      


      Though Anna had wanted to make the entire interior pink, her favorite color, boat broker Mark Dekema says he talked Howard

         out of this, giving them estimates of the retrofitting changes they wanted of between $16,000 and $22,000. All of which Howard

         said was too high. Instead, they settled on adding two big screen TV’s, including a 36″ flat screen in the master salon.

      


      Howard wasn’t late for a noon appointment; he was early for a one o’clock appointment. When the handyman got to the boat basin

         promptly at 1 p.m., Howard and King Eric were waiting for him. The handyman, who had done the minor repairs and upgrades and

         had also managed the boat for the previous owner, greeted them and took them to the boat. The boat was scheduled to be put

         in the water later that day and was already in the lift, a crane-like mechanism that lowers boats into the water. The men

         climbed aboard and began looking around, and the handyman pointed out things about the boat as they went. The boat has two

         private staterooms, comfortable seating for six, and a wet bar with an icemaker, ideal for entertaining.

      


      The handyman said he spoke about the boat for ten or so minutes, during which time Howard seemed very detached, only giving

         one-word answers and comments. “He was cold,” the handyman told me. “He showed no emotion at all.” The handyman told me he

         was surprised that Howard himself even came for the appointment, noting that the things to check could have been easily done

         by his captain, King Eric.

      


      Right about 1:15 p.m. Howard was on his cell phone with Mark Dekema, the boat salesman; Dekema wanted to make sure everything

         was okay.

      


	  •   •   •


      Things weren’t okay back at the Hard Rock, even though, according to Tas, only five minutes prior she told Moe that they were.

         Shortly after 1:00 p.m., Moe had called his wife from his cell phone to talk about his errands and check on how Anna was doing.

         He originally told the media it was about fifteen minutes after he left the Hard Rock for a “twenty minute errand,” but it

         had been, as we now know, at least an hour after all the men left the suite.

      


      “How’s she doing?” Moe asked.


      “She’s still sleeping,” his wife told him as she worked on the computer, Anna lying in the bed behind her.


      “Okay,” he said, ending the call so he could continue running his errands.


      Brigitte, hearing conversation in the master bedroom, thought that Anna had finally awoken, so she came into the room to say

         hello. The room was dark, completely veiled from sunny southern Florida. There was a light on in the bathroom, but the only

         light in the room was the glow of Tas’s computer screen and the television broadcasting an afternoon soap opera, whose most

         dramatic moment could never surpass the chaos that was about to ensue in room 607.

      


      “Please don’t wake up Anna,” Tas whispered to Brigitte. Brigitte realized that Tas was on her cell phone, not talking to Anna.


      Brigitte didn’t think sleeping into the afternoon this long was normal. She had spent the last few months in the Bahamas trying

         to bring Anna back to life again after her son Daniel’s tragic, untimely death that was still clouded by many more questions

         than answers. Brigitte and her companion, King Eric Gibson, had befriended the depressed Anna, taking her out on King Eric’s

         boat and cooking for her Bahamian style. Anna loved King Eric’s fried fish, and the couple liked being with Anna. On her good

         days, they found her to be “adorable and childlike.”

      


      Brigitte would bring Anna out of the sheltered, overly air-conditioned house for a boat ride or a walk on the beach. When

         they went out on the boat, Anna was happy, as happy and carefree as someone in her circumstances could be. Life for Anna hadn’t

         been easy of late, if ever. She had lost her son three days after giving birth to her daughter in September; she was in the

         midst of a nasty custody feud over her newborn with Larry Birkhead, a former boyfriend claiming to be the father of her child;

         she was in the throes of a ten-year messy legal battle over her dead octogenarian husband’s billion dollar estate; and she

         had mounting bills, user friends, troubles with her family, and the bane of her existence, her ever-fluctuating weight.

      


      Brigitte delighted in bringing out Anna’s childlike exuberance, in pulling her up from the depths of depression and getting

         her to do things she’d never done. She always brought baby Dannielynn along. Dannielynn loved the rocking of the boat. She’d

         smile a big toothless grin and open her big blue eyes wide with excitement. It did not go unnoticed that neither she nor her

         mother ever cried on these boat trips. They’d find the perfect spot near a secluded beach, anchor the boat, and carry the

         baby through the water high above their heads to the beach. Brigitte would put on her snorkel and mask and dive for seashells,

         presenting Anna with the most beautiful ones.

      


      Anna began calling King Eric and Brigitte “Mommy” and “Daddy” shortly after she came to know them. They could see she was

         searching for something, something that she told them she never really had. She longed for family, for love, for someone she

         could lean on and trust. She was always happy to be a part of whatever Brigitte and King Eric were doing, whether it was boating

         or going to listen to King Eric play his steel drums at a club, as he is a famous musician known throughout the islands.

      


      Perhaps it was the day watching her first Bahamian Regatta that Anna decided she was going to buy a boat. Rather than standing

         on shore, Brigitte took her out on a boat to watch the experience up close. Brigitte let Anna take the wheel. “Let’s go up

         with Daddy,” Anna giggled mischievously. “Let’s go up with Daddy, I want him to see me drive the boat.” She maneuvered the

         boat near King Eric’s racing sloop, Lucayan Lady. “Look!” she screamed to him across the water. “I’m driving the boat!”

      


      The plan for the week of February 8 was that the six of them—King Eric at the helm, his first mate, Brigitte, Howard, Anna,

         and Moe—would sail back to the Bahamas. But this plan had somehow gone terribly awry.

      


	  •   •   •


      Back at the Hard Rock when Brigitte quietly approached Anna’s bed, she noticed she could barely see her. Anna was bundled

         up in a heavy down comforter. Only a few strands of her blonde hair were visible. Brigitte moved the comforter back from her

         face. “Come here,” Brigitte said to Tas as she stared at Anna’s lifeless body. “You gotta come here! Something is wrong.”

      


      “What do you mean?” Tas asked, walking around the four-poster king size bed.


      “Something is wrong,” Brigitte said, pointing at Anna’s face. “Look!” Tas pulled the thick comforter and white striped duvet

         farther down. Anna was lying on her right side and right shoulder, facing the left wall, atop soft Egyptian cotton sheets.

         She was naked. Friends and former boyfriends of Anna’s told me that her sleeping in the nude was very strange—that Anna never

         slept in the nude, that she always wore a top and panties when she slept, and usually a bra to give her additional support

         even when she was sick. In fact, friends say she was obsessed with buying oversized t-shirts to sleep in. Besides comfort,

         there was also a vanity issue for Anna. Even though she was known for her voluptuous figure, she had several botched plastic

         surgeries, one of which scarred her left nipple leaving it quite deformed. Because of this they say she would never have been

         totally undressed, especially with people coming in and out of the hotel room. It is one of the many details that doesn’t

         seem right about the scene in room 607 that day. But what the two women saw wasn’t just not right, it was downright frightening.

         Anna Nicole’s trademark pink lips had drained of color. They were now a pale blue.

      


      “Wake up, Anna!” Tas screamed, shaking Anna’s naked body. “Wake up!” She rolled her onto her back. Anna’s overly enhanced

         breasts flopped to opposite sides of her chest. The two women, who had only known each other for a little more than an hour,

         together began to try to resuscitate the lifeless body of Anna Nicole Smith.

      


      Tas ran into the bathroom to get some water. Brigitte says she hoped there was a “flicker of life still left,” but quickly

         realized there was “nothing that we could do for her.” They splashed Anna’s face with water. No response. They put a mirror

         beneath her nose to see if there was any breath. There wasn’t. The former Playboy Playmate was in dire straights.

      


      “We were so busy,” Brigitte told me. “We wanted to try—we still believed we could—you know, somehow. We yelled at her . .

         . it was terrible.”

      


      According to an interview Tas did with Entertainment Tonight, she hit the button on her earpiece “because my husband was the last person I spoke to and that would ring back to his phone.”

         She told private investigators that when she got Moe on the phone she told him right away, “I don’t like what I’m seeing.

         Anna has purple splotches on her face and body. She’s not breathing and looks blue.”

      


      “She’s blue?” Moe asked.


      “You need to get back here,” she said. “And you need to call 911.” She told investigators that when she blew air into Anna,

         “I heard a gurgling sound and I told Moe I knew it was not good.”

      


      Tas told private investigators that her husband said, “Don’t do anything, I’ll be right there. Don’t worry, I’ll handle it.”

         He also told his wife he’d call 911. But he didn’t. Who he called was Howard.

      


	  •   •   •


      It has been reported that when Howard got the call from Moe—right after Moe learned from his wife that Anna wasn’t

         breathing—Howard was still on the dry-docked boat in the marina talking on his cell phone to boat salesman Mark Dekema. He

         interrupted the conversation with an"It has been reported that when Howard got the call from Moe—right after Moe learned from

         his wife that Anna wasn’t breathing—Howard was still on the dry-docked boat in the marina talking on his cell phone to boat

         salesman Mark Dekema. He interrupted the conversation with an abrupt, “I have another call. I gotta take this.” Dekema says

         Howard sounded urgent, “a little desperate,” with an “edge of concern” in his voice.

      


      “Howard,” Moe said, “you got to get back. Something’s wrong with Anna.” Moe later said that Howard was in disbelief. His only

         response was, “Oh, okay.”

      


      “Just get back,” Moe told him.


      According to Moe, rather than calling 911 directly, the next thing he did was call the hotel liaison because, as Moe told

         Fox News, “My phone is registered in Dade, my cell phone is registered in Dade [County]. I knew if I dialed 911 then possibly

         Dade rescue would pick up, and I didn’t know the address to the Hard Rock, so I had our liaison that helped us out in the

         Hard Rock call 911. Then, I rushed back.”

      


      The only problem with that is . . . it isn’t true.


      According to the Federal Communications Commission, more than thirty percent of all 911 calls come from cell phones and the

         call is answered typically by a central operator in the city you are calling from, who can then immediately redirect the call

         if necessary to any area’s emergency response team. Surprising naivety for Moe, a certified paramedic and a celebrity bodyguard.

         Also, Moe said he didn’t know the address to the hotel, yet hotel employees say he had been there at least six times before.

         But what makes Moe’s story especially disconcerting is that the call for help from room 607 didn’t come until 1:38 p.m., many

         minutes later, around the time he had gotten back to the hotel. And he wasn’t the one who made the call.

      


	  •   •   •


      Meanwhile, Brigitte and Tas were trying anything and everything to revive Anna. “Anna!” Brigitte screamed as she began vigorously

         rubbing and tweaking Anna’s feet while Tas climbed onto the bed and began attempting CPR on Anna’s naked, unconscious body.

         Tas, a trained nurse, began vainly pushing against the springs of the mattress beneath Anna’s body, not against an unmovable

         surface like a hard floor, as is necessary for CPR. “Anna! What’s going to happen to your daughter?” Brigitte cried out. “You

         can’t . . .” Brigitte was in shock and can’t remember if the word “die” escaped her lips, but she knew the situation was critical.

      


      Anna’s body was still warm, but Tas told Brigitte there was no pulse. She peeled back the comatose beauty’s eyelids. She said

         she thought there might have been a reaction in Anna’s hazel eyes. “Anna, Anna!” Brigitte pleaded. “Wake up, Mommy is here!”

         Then, she prayed out loud: “Thy will be done.”

      


      As they struggled to save her, there was no struggle from Anna, no throwing up, nothing like that. Anna was just lying there.

         “We are so powerless when something happens to you,” Brigitte told me later. “We think we can do something, but in reality,

         we can’t really. You can do A, B, and C, but you can only do what you can do. I knew there was nothing that I really could

         do, but I do Reiki [a spiritual Japanese technique in which the healer does a “laying on of hands” to promote healing]. I

         began doing Reiki over Anna’s body, and I sort of had this feeling that it was over, but I cannot say that because it’s not

         for me to say. I got the feeling she was saying goodbye.”
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