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			To Carmen, Mamen, Jaime, Javier, Almudena and Daniel, I owed you.

			To General Emilio Alonso Manglano, in recognition of the creator of the modern Spanish intelligence service, with my thanks, and that of all of us who served Spain under his command.

		

		
			
Some preliminary questions

			Dear reader, you have in your hands a novel based on actual events and situations, which occurred at the time they are narrated or on approximate dates, trying to be faithful to history, the sad story of jihadist terrorism.

			The work of a CESID agent (today CNI), in those years reflected here, is only a sample and a tribute to the thousands of men and women of the Spanish Intelligence Service, who put their lives and the lives of their families at risk, to ensure the safety of their compatriots.

			I pay special tribute to the seven killed in an ambush in Latifiya near Baghdad in Iraq on November 29, 2003, and to the anonymous agents who died in the line of duty.

			For the safety of the protagonists, some of the characters are fictitious or have changed names.

			I joined CESID in 1979, remaining until 2007 linked to the Intelligence Service in different destinations and situations both in Spain and abroad. None of what is exposed here compromises the people, institutions or companies with whom I had to work in those years.

			I have tried to describe credible situations and activities and, although some are imaginary, they have a real background. It is not about exaggerating or fabulating, as it happens in many publications or films of the genre. Everything here is narrated; if it did not occur, it could have happened.

			I belong to the Association Former Members of the Spanish Intelligence Service, the unpronounceable AEMSIE, whose purpose, among others, is mutual aid and the dissemination of the “Culture of Intelligence”.

			Have dedicated a good part of my activity to this last objective with greater or lesser success. I have had conferences throughout Spain entitled “Intelligence Services: History and Myths,” which is a quick and cursory review of the history of the Intelligence Services in Spain, and I mention our most renowned “spies,” some known and others kept in secret. Lectures are in high demand, mainly in universities. It arouses a lot of interest and, especially with young audiences, the questions that follow the conference are always a sample of the interest in our society to know its Intelligence Service, of which it ignores almost everything.

			I also write for the press and participate in radio and television talk shows or give the media interviews. Always with a single objective: to make society aware of the importance of having an effective Intelligence Service and vindicate our fundamental work.

			Naturally, I cannot disclose many activities or it is not appropriate to do so now to keep the oath to which I am bound. As an example of this limitation, the novel in your hands is based on historically real situations, characters, and events, although fictionalized.

			[image: ]

			Monument at the headquarters of the CNI to its agents assassinated in Iraq on November 29, 2003

			
Prologue

			Reader, are you really looking for a spy novel? Perhaps this would be the first question when entering into Operation El Dorado Canyon. It could be a spy novel or a memoir, only that in memoirs, many incidents are detailed and not just of the life of the person in question. Furthermore, it is also true that in a single incident, the many experiences lived in that moment for a spy; are just a mear fraction of what others have lived throughout a lifetime. Additionally, a novel can contain varied content, love, adventure, and travel as in a biography. The characters can also be ordinary, exceptional, credible, or fantastic. And the places will be the same, different, far or near. In this novel, Jaime Rocha reels us in with remarkable verisimilitude; perhaps because I bet his novel is a piece of his autobiography; what espionage was really like a few decades ago, when everything was more naive, more artisanal; stammering. And not only in Spain, but in the world, yours and mine.

			Organizing and maintaining informants’ networks in North Africa back in the seventies was the task of the Spanish intelligence agent who stars in this novel. Operation El Dorado Canyon credibly reflects the change of fortune in which he is drawn. How the past can return to look him in the face; then it is not he who asks, as was customary, but whoever was taken. Thus, he ceases to be the one who seeks to be the one sought. This game is made possible by the agile structure of the novel. The protagonist moves comfortably in the flashback, in the memories, bringing to the present episodes from the past that make the plot understandable and give it great dynamism while giving it a very visual cinematographic apparatus. The Chapters’ brevity provides speed and facilitates moving towards an end, which you can glimpse as the novel progresses. There is always the question of what and why something will be an element of seduction for the reader. This question exists because there is no script in an agent’s life, but only one mandate: fulfill the mission.

			Certainly —almost—what Jaime Rocha describes to us in Operation El Dorado Canyon, happened. Maybe not everything happened to him, or perhaps it did, but not in the order stated. Or conceivably, it did happen to one of his many other—selves. Those that he had to gather and generate quickly to arrive, stay and observe, or in some cases, flee. However, maybe not everything happened in his real—life or not in that of the life of his many selves. It could seem overwhelming if observed or compared to the life of ordinary people. In the life of a spy, things are not as they are remembered nor told; those experiences were fictitious, artificial constructs of organized operations where nothing was what it seemed, and nobody was who they claimed to be.

			Hints and clues provided by the author are representative of the evolution of this novel’ character. There are some striking differences that are reflected throughout the years during which the novel takes places, and show how human intelligence goes beyond the impact of technology. The novel demonstrates how far beyond the impact of technology, the importance of the human intelligence role, a James Bond archetype. I suppose that the reader will not think that someone who shares the same first name as the great spy James Bond wouldn’t have any other common qualities. Even the protagonist of this novel, I will introduce you to, Julián Roig, may have been more virtuous in executing his duties than the agent 007. While James Bond is the British hero to that of the American Superman, James Rocha is our national hero. He is not alone, there were countless courageous and nameless agents, but few dare to detail their future generations’ adventures. Spain did not lack nor does it lack these individuals; they simply have not been popularized in the cinema or paperback. Thanks to Jaime Rocha, Operation El Dorado Canyon, changes all that.

			Another enchanting from the reader is that from the novel, it is possible to subtly extract which were the infiltration techniques that were used by intelligence agents of those years. Don’t worry; if we mention these capabilities here, they had already revealed them years ago. While this novel is not a manual of sorts, we will still learn from it. The teachings come from the author as he narrates his personal accounts and brings them to life. And it almost does not matter that the technique is obsolete; what has not changed are the reasons that are behind its success: ego, interest, money, and country. What makes an agent able to recruit an informant who provides what an agent wants most; information. It was, is, and will be how a spy gains access into the soul of his or her informant.

			If this novel shows the evolution of Spain, it also does with the world; and shows the difference between the relevance of living in a democratic regime and an authoritarian one. It is not a trivial distinction since protecting our institutions, and our democratic way of life is precisely our intelligence agents’ mission. Spain, at that time, was beginning to make its mark while creating its intelligence structure; the Higher Defense Information Center (CESID). The parallelism with other countries where our protagonist Julián Roig carried out his duties as a spy was Spain’s alter ego and what it wanted to leave behind.

			Scientific texts, movies and novels, they all systematically pass unnoticed an element that stands out in Jaime Rocha’s novel. as well as the scientific texts on intelligence, is family. We are excited about the handsome and seductive James Bond stereotype who appears and disappears because there are no emotional ties; a real spy is nothing like that; at least our spy is not. The family is part of the mission and lives and suffers along with the spy. Sometimes they suffer because they don’t know, and at other times suffer because they know. They know what their parent or spouse’s role is and are reassured by the high mission they perform but are uneasy about the day—to—day: the specific assignment they are developing. And the family suffers because, on many occasions, they become the essential or involuntary shield for the spy’s activities. It is impossible to understand the adventures of Julian Roig without first understanding his strong family bonds.

			Rare, could be the adjective, to refer nowadays to those “spy families” who were part of the espionage activity. With life being splashed all over social media networks, profiles on Facebook, children active on Linkedin, and photographs of their grandfather’s birthday circulating on the internet, the possibility of continuously generating lives has radically become more difficult. No one can get rid of their past with ease nor create or reinvent themselves as before. Life accompanies one beyond getting a new, recently printed passport with a name as usual as Jaime Rocha wants to become today and Julian Roig tomorrow. I do not remember who the author was, in an academic book that wasn’t about spies, when he made a beautiful dedication to his partner: “To XXXX, for having given life to all the nomadic homes that we created”. That is what families have done, and they paid the price as our main character has —enduring that curse for years.

			Opaque better than obscure is how I will describe the spies I known in my life. And either the novel is opaque when telling us who the protagonist is or simply representing spies’ need to remain ambiguous in reality? Spies strive to get to know others more than they allow others to get to know them. Perhaps spies are trained to become impenetrable. They are seductively smiling and engaging in false pleasantries of trivial conversation for survival. For this reason, in Operation El Dorado Canyon, we will come to know much more about the other characters than about Agent Rocha. His ambiguity may not be a problem either. In reality, a spies’ life is to be obscure, veiled so, the particular spy is not essential; however, his heroics and adventures remain for their innermost circle. They become part of the Arcana Imperii. Roig is a living instrument of the State, and, therefore, what is relevant is what he achieves, not who he is, what he thinks, nor what he suffers.

			Interested in his surroundings, our agent Roig’s weakness’ we notice with his two obsessions: cars and lamps. I encourage the curious reader to take a stylistic journey through the evolution of both throughout the novel. Through both technological artifacts, the reader can see the transformation and change in our society’s two necessary elements. They are also two icons for intelligence agents, and perhaps they make a psychological portrait of our agent Julián Roig.

			Cars are speed, the need to flee quickly and without depending on anyone. Lamps are light, what they escape from, spies on many occasions because they move better in the tenebrous depth of night, or not always a physical shadow, but covered by people and societies where the most intimate secrets inhabit. And Jaime wants to open up those folds. Observe and then allow the crease to return to its quiet position like an eyelid, and the sleeper is unaware that he revealed his secret. Is that maybe the end of the novel? Or perhaps the eye was open, restless and searching?

			Games are always played by the spies as part of the personality. And because spies are playful, curious, and fun. Look for the hidden mnemonic in this prologue. If you find it, you will know who the character of this novel really is. If you cannot find it, you may not yet be ready to read this novel and will have to retrain as a spy before heading out to risky fieldwork where what you see is not what it seems and what it seems is rarely real.

			Antonio M. Diaz Fernandez
Cádiz, November, 2018

			Chapter I 
The Will

			Castellón (Spain), 
November 28, 2009

			Shock and bewilderment by what they just heard reflected suddenly on the faces of those present in the small office. Still grieving from his sudden death, everyone fell silent, except for the notary, who read Juliàn Roig’s testament.

			The new will had a very recent date as if Julián intentionally planned for it to be made public on a particular and exceptional date. November 28, 2009, was the coming of age of his only grandaughter Almudena, Mamen’s only child. Mamen also the only daughter of Juliàn and his wife, Carmen.

			Except for the part legally inherited by Mamen, the rest, a considerable fortune, passed into Almudena’s hands. A substantial wealth was obtained mainly in the last ten years due to his keen sense for business taking advantage of golden opportunities. Julián Roig arrived in the tile sector amid the economic crisis of the 1990s, with no prior or direct experience in the business world, and thanks to a series of circumstances and some “friends” who encouraged him to step up and take over what was then a small tile company in financial distress.

			Julián Roig was born in Valencia just after the Civil War, the son of a Francoist soldier whom the events of 1936 frustrated what was beginning to be a brilliant university career. The first years of Julián’s life were, within the post—war hardships, quite bearable, even better than what a military family could expect. Thanks to the effort and hard work of his father in all kinds of so—called legitimate businesses that just happened to pass by his “afternoon office,” the terrace of the Gorila de la Gran Vía Bar.

			Julián’s father was an enterprising and hard—working person, virtues that he passed down to his only son. Thanks to his perseverance and can—do attitude, Julián achieved the results that elevated him to rank among the most successful businessmen and the tile company among the top of its industry.

			Julián did not stand out for his physique; he was not a handsome man, but neither was he the opposite. He dressed discreetly and elegantly of medium height and strong build, with dark hair and complexion. He had avery expressive face and a smile that would light up anyone’s depressing day. His pleasant character earned him the respect and friendship of all those who knew him, including his subordinates, whom he always treated with kindness. He had a practical intelligence that he applied to his various activities, from his university studies to his business manager role.

			His unexpected death had shocked the Castellón society, and the news quickly spread throughout the Valencian social, political, and economic media, where he was a loved and admired person.

			The car in which he was traveling on the AP–7 motorway, from Barcelona to Castellón, when the fatal accident occurred, a brand new Mercedes E 500 that he just picked up, could not have been the cause of the brutal impact against the pillar of the underpass for the Tortosa exit. TheCivil Guard of Castellón is still investigating the cause of that incomprehensible outcome. What is known is that the Mercedes Dealer assured the police that the car was in perfect condition when it was delivered to Julián a few hours earlier.

			The notary’s meeting room was not very large and not Vicente’s habitual office. His was in the central square of La Plana. This one, though small in size, was easily accessible and close to the family’s apartment. It was not adequate for the number of requested guests who were present that afternoon. The two worn brown leather sofas on either side of the room and the two brown leather armchairs facing the table left people standing in the back after the sparse seating was occupied. It was a typical office with functional furnishings such as filing cabinets and tables that served this purpose.

			At the behest of Julián, in addition to his daughter Mamen and her husband Andrés Reyes, and .his only granddaughter Almudena, he invited the following people to be present at the reading of his last will. His faithful servant Elena and the fourteen members of the Board of Directors of Grupo de Empresas Arosa were also present (G.E.A), the tile company in serious difficulties.

			Standing in the back were also some of his closest business allies. The people who, for so many years, had traveled a difficult road by his side, culminating in the success the company enjoys today. César, the head of the furnace section, and his inseparable technical director Juanjo, or his secretary Beatriz, who was indispensable from the day he arrived at G.E.A...

			The reaction of utter surprise that was apparent on Almudena and her parents’ faces when they learned the will’s content was barely perceptible to the rest of those present. They, too, were astonished by what they had just heard. No one, especially the most intimate co—workers and partners, whom Julian had shared the most secret confidences over the years, ever expected this slight, and least of all from Julian, in whom they had more than a boss, but a partner and friend. The silence was such that you could hear the beating of your heart through your veins; no one dared speak, just silence, painful and awkward.

			Most of the company shares now passed to his granddaughter Almudena and one of the beach apartments. His daughter Mamen inherited the house in the Plaza del Rey, the immense Benicassim palace, two beachfront flats, the collection of 19th—century paintings, and all the cars, except for the red Audi, which now belonged to Almudena. Mother and daughter inherited absolutely everything. Everything except a small country house located halfway between Castellón and Alcora, which hardly had any material value, still, he arranged to hand it over, free of any burden, to the faithful Elena, who had remained at his service almost since the day he married Carmen in 1968.

			At the end of the reading, the notary went on to question the beneficiaries of their willingness to accept the conditions of the testament so that the probate procedures could begin.

			Almudena looked at her parents, trying to fathom what just happened. They both nodded with a slight gesture, and she answered affirmatively to the notary’s question as well as Mamen. Then he looked to the corner where Elena was sitting and wiping her tears. Feeling observed by all, the dedicated servant lifted her head, and locking eyes with those of the notary, she could only mumble an unintelligible “I accept”.

			Once the terms were accepted by those affected, the bureaucratic machinery was set in motion to comply with the provisions and carry out the corresponding legal settlements of property transfer taxes. The notary, who had enjoyed Julián’s trust for many years, offered his services to Mamen, Almudena, and Elena to take care of all the necessary paperwork; they all accepted.

			When they finished, they all got up, said their goodbyes, and left the room. Almudena and her parents remained behind finalizing details with the notary about the documentation that they had to send him to start the proceedings.

			Once in the street, when saying goodbye to the rest of the attendees, Fernando Rubio, the Vice President of the Board of Directors of Grupo Industrias Arosa, suggested an urgent board meeting at the office for the next day at eleven in the morning. They all didn’t hesitate to agree and parted ways without further comment, still incapable of any reaction after the incredulous moments spent in the notary’s office. It was mid—day, and after a few minutes when they finished, that cloudy afternoon had begun to darken as an omen of what was to come quickly.

			The distance between the notary’s office and the house in Plaza del Rey was barely two hundred meters, which Almudena and her parents covered in no time walking. Elena had left ahead of them and greeted them at the door of aspacious apartment when they arrived. As they entered, Elena followed them into the living room, a spacious room with three distinct areas, one of them with a hardly used television screen discreetly placed in a corner. Another was a classic—style mahogany dining room, set on a platform in an area raised a few inches above the rest of the room. At the windows that overlooked the Plaza del Rey, they sat down on a beige leather sofa at the side of the room while Elena remained standing. Mamen started the conversation after a long deep breath.

			“Well, I didn’t expect that from Papa”In a low, raspy voice, Carmen said, “ What was he thinking, surprises for better or for some, the worst!. Did you see all their faces? I could only imagine what everyone must have thought when they heard Vicente”.

			“Mom, everyone was shocked,” Almudena confirmed, “we couldn’t have expected this either, nor did grandpa ever ever hint to his intentions; the few times he spoke of his will”. She took in a deep breath, as if trying to slow down her beating heart as she tries to grasp the meaning of what happened.

			“If you will allow me, ma’am,” Elena intervened, “I don’t know what I am going to do with a little house in Acora; I don’t have a family. I don’t know what to do with it or how I can afford the expenses it has”.

			“About the expenses, you don’t have to worry about that, Elena. It won’t be much, and we’ll help you with it. You never know, you’ve been with the family for many years, much longer than I have,” Andres explained, “and I suppose that everything will continue as it is, but it wouldn’t hurt to have a small property that will ensure your future, a future we can’t predict”.

			“I don’t know what grandfather was thinking about when he changed his will and named me his heiress! He never mentioned anything to me in that sense, and, on the contrary, the few times he did speak about it, he always referred to his co—workers and friends as the people he had to thank for a good part of his successes. On the other hand, if I helped anything,” Almudena reflected, “it has been precisely in spending by the handful. Grandpa has always had a weakness for me, and he never denied me anything I have asked for!”

			“You’ve never asked for anything out of place, either”. Your grandfather had a lot of money, you were his only grandchild, and no one can say that you are capricious or out of control,” confirmed Mamen, adding, “Elena, please tell Tomas that the three of us will have dinner in the living room at nine—thirty.

			“Not three, mom,” Almudena corrected. “I have told Chimo to come over tonight when he finishes up at the office. You know how busy he always is, trying to learn as much as possible. I will try calling him so he won’t be late. o.k.?”

			“Alright, dear, we’ll be four then,” she told Elena. “By the way, Almudena, have you been able to tell Chimo something about this yet?”

			“No, Mom, I’ve called his cell phone a couple of times, but he has it turned off. What a surprise he’s going to have when he finds out! I can’t wait to see his face; this changes everything!”

			“Almudena, this will change a lot of things, but as far as you are concerned, nothing should change at the moment; you just turned eighteen. “I don’t see the need to make any drastic changes in your study plans, and that should take priority!” Andrés intervened.

			“The most prudent thing is to finish your Business Degree at university and then think about what comes next. Everything will come, God willing, in due time. Pay attention to your parents, and you will not regret it”. —Mamen’s concern couldn’t be more obvious.

			“Ah, you both are just so old—fashioned, as grandpa has called you. He was in his seventies and thought differently than you two! At least he had a more open mind. Now, many young people live together and continue with their studies or work! When the time comes, they get married if they want and have children”. Almudena defended.

			“This is what happens; couples last as long as they last, and they become miserable and, worst of all, there are always innocent victims who are left marked for life,” Andrés interjected, raising the tone of his voice somewhat more than usual for him.

			“Dad, in this, as in many things, we will never agree, it is because of our age differences ormentality or whatever you want, but as I get older, I realize how differently we think”.

			“Sweetheart, that happens over the years, and I assure you, I have had this same discussion hundreds of times with your grandparents, and the positions, as much as it seems to you that your grandfather had a very up—to—date mentality, were precisely the same on both sides. I do not even want to remember the discussion we had when I wanted to marry your mother. They couldn’t agree whenthe right moment would come around, but in reality, they didn’t want to let go of their only daughter”.

			The discussion continued in identical terms for a long time without the positions getting the least bit closer. These altercations were frequent between Andrés and their only daughter, even though the causes were the most varied, from the opinion about a movie, Almudena’s studies, or weekend plans. Grandpa Julián generally took Almudena’s side, gaining the love and affection she so lavished upon him and his weakness to satisfy her every wish. Factors that contributed powerfully forming the ‘dream team’to reckon with when the family couldn’t see eye—to—eye.

			Now the so—called dream team had fallen apart, grandpa was gone, and Almudena needed to put it back together urgently, and who better to fill that gaping hole left behind but Chimo. No matter how many hurdles her parents put in front of her, Almudena has been able to navigate and adapt to each circumstance, and this is no different. She was willing to take a new direction in her life, studies, companies, and romantic relationship; everything had to adapt to this unique and daunting responsibility.

			At eighteen, she looked a few years older. She was tall and slender. Her dark complexion and dark hair contrasted, highlighting the beauty of her large, clear eyes. She usually dressed informally. Tight jeans and loose blouses were her favorites, and yes, always high—end labels.

			Since she was little, she has never needed anything, and as a consequence, she didn’t pay any mind to what was considered normal around her. Her behavior around colleagues and friends was always pleasant and carefree. She studied enough to pass and maintained an intelligent balance between work and play without overreaching in either of them. Her friends claimed that she was funny, pretty, and knowledgeable, but her choice of boyfriends was another matter. They did not hold back with their opinions either. “…. what a pity she fell in love with Chimo, he’s six—years older than her and so serious. He’s so out of her league.”.

			It was a quarter past nine when Elena entered the room, interrupting the conversation and announcing Chimo’s arrival. Immediately the young man appeared in the room. Somewhat taller than Almudena, who stood up to greet him with a kiss. Chimo was wearing a light gray suit, a blue shirt, and a tie. He had chiseled facial features, and despite the jacket, you can bet there was a well cared for muscular body underneath. Short blond hair and light eyes were the most pleasant and prominent features of an otherwise strong face.

			Chimo was the son of one of Julián’s former partners, Joaquín Beltrán, and had just finished his law degree when his father gave him a well—paid job in the Group’s Legal Department. He was inexperienced and not the brightest, but what he lacked in smarts, he made up for with hard work and ambition. He was willing to put in the extra hours so he could climb that corporate ladder as quickly as possible, and it didn’t matter the required effort. He devoted all his time to learning and improving professionally, confident and never second—guessing himself; he had no doubts about his future in the Company.

			His past difficulties in finishing his degree stemmed from his limited ability to concentrate on his studies. He was a remarkably practical man and preferred to learn from actual hands—on experience to research’s slow pace. Perhaps because of that, and because of his natural gifts for languages, he spoke English and German fluently learned on the streets during his summer stays in different countries.

			When he finished greeting Almudena’s parents, he anxiously asked her, “So, how did everything go?”

			“You won’t believe it; Grandpa left me all the company stocks and an apartment—Your father and everyone else from the Council were there as well, and it was so tense you could be cut it with a knife! Everyone was stunned and speechless, including us!! It was totally unexpected, and they all left as soon as Vicente finished without a word, not even a congratulations”.

			“It was such a surprise; nobody except Vicente, of course, could have imagined something like that!” Confirmed Andrés.

			“And what will happen now?” Chimo asked, “because, under the circumstances, it is clear that you will have to delegate someone or the Board to run the company for you”.

			“We haven’t had time to think about anything yet; I am still trying to get used to the idea. I guess I’ll have to count on you and dad. You both have the experience, and I trust you guys. But, it is a question I will have to raise with the Council; I do not want to and cannot do anything without hearing from them first”. She explained without considering she might be met with some hostility.

			“In any case, both Andrés and I think, and that’s what we were discussing when you arrived, thatAlmudena must prioritize her studies. It is absolutely imperative, now more than ever, that she concentrates on her attention to finishing her university studies. Once she graduates, she will have time to consider what to do about working in the company”. Mamen said.

			“I have to agree”. Chimo said and added, “It is essential that you finish your training and now more necessary than ever, because of the responsibilities you are going to have, even if you have to find a temporary solution while you finish. You can work part—time in the company so you can learn the ropes”.

			Then out of no where, Almudena exclaimed, “For all intents and purposes, and from now on, I am the President of the Council with all the consequences. Before making decisions for the future, I will hear from the councilors, and naturally from you, but it is I who will make any final decisions on what course of action we take!” Almudena said decisively and without wavering and in a tone that surprised everyone by its security and forcefulness. Her parents looked at each other they exchanged a rather reluctant but proud smile.

			“Elena, tell Tomas to serve dinner,” Mamen said to break the general awkwardness of the moment that Almudena’s words had caused.

			As soon as Elena left the room, everyone took a seat around the the already prepared table in the corner that was by the window overlooking Colón Street.

			Dinner was quietly served by Elena and Tomas, a Venezuelan immigrant. The first course was a soup brought out in a hand—decorated tureen crafted by “La Muy Noble” factory, the name by which the old Alcorina artisan company “La Muy Noble y Artística Cerámica de Alcora” is now universally known.

			The dinner passed with few allusions to the subject of inheritance. Chimo summarized what he knew about the Arosa Group and the hopeful future that awaited it during the conversation. This is mostly due primarily to the consolidation of some new emerging markets, and the slow but gradual economic recovery from Europe and the United States, and what it meant in terms of exports for G.E.A.

			Almudena immediately realized just how much she had to learn and how much she did not know about this big tile business’s actual dimensions. She knew, of course, that sales were recovering after the crisis that began in 2007, although, at a slower rate than expected. The company had weathered the storm with hardly any production loss and without a need for any adjustment. G.E.A, the Arosa Group of Companies, was one of the few that, thanks to the diversification of its markets, was in a position to resume the path of expansion that begun after the 1993 crisis.

			Chimo occupied a privileged position in the G.E.A’s progress due to his apprenticeship in theLegal Department. Any new acquisition, sale, or financial operation of any size had to pass his department’s scrutiny. Even though he was the low man on the totem pole, he was privy to every legal matter that concerned the Board of Directors.

			Julián Roig took advantage of the boom years to introduce some critical changes to its management organization, streamlining its operations and agility in decision—making. Julian Roig had decentralized the administration of the G.E.A. with each production unit (factories, atomizers, and distribution center) responsible for managing its operations, and the Group’s Board of Directors integrated each manager. A management body where essential issues and reports were received and debated from the technical, financial departments, or any other facet of the G.E.A.

			Regarding the company’s ownership, Julián demonstrated his business prowess in concentrating on the most significant number of shareholders. Because of the previous economic crisis, he could obtain a fifty—six percent stake in the company due to aggressive share block purchases over ten years. Thirty percent were listed in the Stock Market, and the remaining fourteen percent belonged in equal parts to the fourteen directors.

			It was not always like this. Julián had joined the company as Manager at a very delicate moment that threatened its closure and disappearance. After a few years of intense work and structural reforms, he managed to rescue and revive sales, and in payment for his services, the owners thanked him with a small package of actions.

			Julián led a group of friends, Fernando Rubio, Joaquín Beltrán, Chimo’s father, and Director of Ondagresa, the Group’s first tile factory of economic importance, both Vice Presidents of G.E.A and himself. Together, they identified and carried out various acquisitions of small companies in the sector experiencing financial difficulties. As the company grew and based on successive capital increases, Julián increased the number of shares he owned until he becameG.E.A’s major shareholder.

			The commercial network of its products extended worldwide, thanks to a well—studied and aggressive marketing plan. Brilliant young people who recently graduated from the Valencia and Madrid Marketing Schools were hand—picked and integrated into this commercial network, whose personal and professional training far exceeded their counterparts’ average. Some questioned why Juliàn personally selected a group of salespeople he distinguished with special collective treatment while remaining unknown to the rest of the employees and managers. Meetings outside working hours, without the sales manager’s presence, under the pretext of non—commercial matters but taking advantage of personal relations in other countries where these salespeople visited with intimate friends or authorities. Julián seized upon every vantage point and took advantage of those business trips to communicate with old friends and acquaintances to facilitate the entry into those markets. However, curiously, they did not report those meetings to the sales manager but Julián.

			What is now an essential multinational company began as a family business and with hard work, dedication and enthusiasm, and brilliant ideas and, why not say it, also with a lot of luck and help, had grown to the prominence it enjoys today.

			Fernando Rubio lived in one of the few chalets that remained after the remodeling of the area near El Grao. Although surrounded by modern buildings, the Rubios found it comfortable to continue living in the house that had belonged to their family for many years. Cristina, his wife, belongs to a family that owned an important tile factory on the Almazora road.

			Fernando had been a friend of Julián since the two of them went together to the Marist school in Valencia. Their professional lives had taken different roads, with Julián opting for the world of banking. After finishing his university studies, Fernando entered a family business in Castellón, where he met his wife, Cristina. The two friends had been in frequent touch with each other through the years.

			His three children were already married and lived in Valencia, Castellón, and London, respectively. The couple lived alone and decided to move to Valencia when Juliàn reappeared in their lives with a proposal to join the shareholding of G.E.A., which undid their plans.

			Cristina and Juliáns’s wife Carmen had become good friends, and, together with Paula, Joaquín Beltrán’s wife, they formed the company’s “Wives Board of Directors”.

			Hearing the garage door close, Cristina greeted her husband in the garden, where Fernando would arrive in a few seconds. The expression on his face already answered all the questions without any need to ask. However, his wife, while kissing his cheek in greeting, asked, “Have you been to the notary’s office?”

			“Yes,” he tiredly replied as they both entered the house.

			“And?” she implored as she continued the interrogation.

			“Well, I don’t know how to tell you this, but his grandaughter Almudena has inherited the controlling shares of the company,” he explained to his wife, with the sensation of exhaustion passing over him of this sad day. He continued, “she inherits the absolute control of the entire business group, a child barely an adult; incredible” the last word barely formed and audible as if he was trying to convince himself of its truth. “The houses, paintings, cars; all that went to Mamen, well, except for the country house in Alcora, he left that to Elena. Something totally out of the blue for everyone and incredible, something that is so incomprehensible, it has no explanation” he continued with his difficulty in forming the words so he could hear them himself, convincing himself of the veracity of what exchanged in the capital.

			“Wasn’t everything agreed between you all? Didn’t you tell me that both you and Joaquín were aware of Julián’s project and that Julian assured the two of you of the recovery of your part’s of the company?” she asked nervously.

			“I’m telling you, I don’t understand what could have happened. He barely made a few months ago the change to the will as if he sensed his tragic accident or feared something would happen to him, almost imminently. It gives me the feeling that everything was changed hastily, almost out of desperation somehow” explaining but quite not being able to connect the dots.

			“Have you spoken to Vicente?” —Cristina asked, referring to the notary.

			“It wasn’t the time, andI seriously don’t think he knows much. In any case,” he continued, looking straight at his wife, “if Julián consulted or commented on something regarding changing his will, Vicente will not breathe a word about it, ever. I do not know who has the clues to his change of heart; it doesn’t make any sense to me or the others from what I saw today”.

			“You have to do something,” Cristina insisted. “You are not going to sit idly by while that child takes over what is rightfully your!!”.

			“Of course,” he added and sort of calmly, “only this is not solved with confrontations or an act of force,” he said, trying to make his wife understand. “You have to act intelligently. Quietly and in a coordinated way, Joaquín and the others will be thinking the same as I”.

			“I don’t know about anyone else, but you have to act fast. Won’t there be a letter, a second testament, something to hold on to? She inquired, sounding desperate.

			“That possibility was annulled by the recent testament that Vicente has read. There is nothing we can do about it now. Julián changed it only two months ago, and just over a month, he had the accident. He couldn’t have done anything in that time, and anything before that is cast aside. We can’t go that way”. Fernando said as he dropped into a large armchair and continued. “I have called an urgent Council meeting for tomorrow at eleven. All of us have been more or less disappointed, and in a worst—case scenario, what was lost is considerable. We have to hear from all of them and see what joint actions we can take”.

			Cristina was not calm. Long—awaited expectations had vanished into thin air. She was not ambitious; she was used to living in luxury since her father’s factory has become one of Spain’s leading companies. It was not ambition that irritated her. It was the feeling of being ridiculed by Julián with his last wish that was causing every one of us. Julian denied what he promised; a substantial reward for loyalty and sacrifice to his closest and most intimate friends and faithful partners.

			Everything seemed lost, the years of work, the risks of all kinds, even the personal financial burdens that we offered when the circumstances required it—the promises to repay favors that are guaranteed without question within a strong, close—knit friendship. So much solidarity, so much struggle, so much sacrifice for the company, and so many years of dedication, hard vanished in a mere few minutes; the time it took Vicente to read the testament of just four stamped pages.

			Fernando closed his eyes as his thoughts ran over the situation. Cristina sat nearby but did not interrupt him. She also had to look for solutions and support her husband in whatever he needed, as she had always done.

			Unlike Cristina, Paula did not belong to Castellón society. She was born in Barcelona, where she studied Law and where she met Joaquín, who worked in a Swiss pharmaceutical multinational as head of sales in Spain and Portugal. They had married shortly after meeting, and Chimo was their only son. Their arrival in Castellón was due to establishing a law firm led by Paula, specializing in civil and commercial matters.

			Joaquín and Julián knew each other, like Fernando, from their school years in Valencia’s Marists. The relationship of the three, diverse in their professional specialties, had been maintained with periodic meetings of former students and frequent communication and invitations to family events.

			Joaquín, like his close friend Fernando, did not hesitate to answer Julián’s call. ‘I have a business project in Castellón. A tile factory owned by friends in distress, and I propose that you join the management team and help me build the company—an exciting challenge with a lot to gain and little to lose’.

			Paula was astonished by her husband’s rendition of the events that took place earlier, and she grew impatient to hear the opinion of her son Chimo. However, her attempts to call his mobile had not been successful, and he was still at Almudena’s house.

			Joaquín was perhaps the most dismal of the group, and he just could not believe what he heard at the notary›s office. He remembered with such clarity the last conversation he had with Julián about the future of G.E.A. In a way, he convinced them he would restore the balance of power between the partners.

			“The idea is,” Julián had stated on that occasion, “to reform the Council by creating an Administrative Vice Presidency that you will occupy and where you could take your son Chimo a little later when he has gained more experience. Simultaneously, with the fifty—six percent of the shares in my name, you will have fifteen percent more each as vice presidents, which is more than what you had when you did the last merger of companies. The other directors will also have their rewards, but in the form of a distribution of profits when the year closes, which will frankly be nothing to complain about”.

			None of this was viable after Julian’s death, and even less with the reading of the testament, only a few hours ago. The plans outlined by the president had nothing to do with the current reality and, what was worse, if Julian had embodied those plans in some draft or internal document, they were no more than that, a program of intentions.

			He was nervously impatient, and his wife felt it also while he waited for the meeting called by Fernando for 11 the next day. The nervous tension had zapped his appetite, he didn’t feel like talking, and he thought about taking a tranquilizer that would allow him to sleep. He needed to be rested and composed for the council meeting.

			Paula interrupted his thoughts. She was carrying a tray with a cold dinner that she placed on a small table next to Joaquín.

			“I don’t feel like having dinner. Thanks, but I don’t feel like having anything. It’s as if I’ve been hit on the head, and everything is spinning out of control, and I can’t quite grasp the severity of the situation. And what’s worse, I can’t see the consequences of what will happen” he disdainfully said, as he looked apologetically at his wife “Even so, Joaquín, you must have something light to eat so you can rest. Tomorrow will be a momentous day for you and you need to be ready. Indeed everyone is waiting to hear from Fernando and you. You are the most affected although, all are to a greater or lesser extent, and they will want to know what you both plan to do.

			“The worst of all,” Joaquin replied, “is that I don›t even know myself. We need to act very quickly and in a coordinated manner, but how?”

			Chapter II 
The Fatal accident
 Barcelona Highway

			October 16, 2009

			“Mr. Roig, Mr. Piella, from Mercedes Barcelona, is on the phone for you,” said Mr. Roig’s secretary.

			“Pass it to me, Bea, please. Thanks a lot!”.

			“Tell me, Guillem, do you have my car yet?”. I asked. with eager anticipation.

			“Yes, Don Julián, that’s why I’m calling you”. “We can send it to you in Castellón on Monday of next week. It was thoroughly checked and ready to ship to you when you are ready”.

			“It’s not necessary, have everything ready for Friday; I’ll arrive by midmorning to pick it up personally. I want to try it out on the highway!” said Juliàn, excited.

			“Okay, Mr. Roig, everything will be ready when you arrive.”

			Friday, October 16, dawned somewhat cloudy, with a light east—blowing breeze and a pleasant temperature around eighteen degrees Celsius. It was a good day to catch a ride to Barcelona on the Euromed that would drop him off at Sants Station, pick up his car, and eat at Can Piñana while cruising home. He had asked Beatriz to reserve a table for him and warn them that he would be late and alone.

			Benito, his driver, had picked him up early to take him to the station, and as was customary for him, with a sufficient margin of time. After Benito dropped him off, he let him go until Monday. Before going down to the platforms, he bought the newspapers at the kiosk on the upper floor; he liked to compare the difference between the political opinion articles, knowing full well the tendencies of each publishing group.

			He sat on one of the platform benches, waiting for the train from Valencia to arrive. He only had time to read a few headlines. In the editorial of one of them, with a single column, ‘The Ministry of the Interior alerts about an Islamic terrorist group’s presence. Spain’. It was no surprise, the CNI had warned him of that presence, but reading it in the newspapers caused him some concern.

			While he enjoyed his typical Spanish breakfast, something caught his attention while reading the newspaper in first class. The CNI and the Civil National Guard had detected movements and meetings of suspected Islamic terrorist groups on the Spanish Levante coast. The Interior Ministry didn’t consider the possibility of a short—term attack but asked for citizen collaboration, especially in that part of the country, to report any suspicious behavior from people belonging to or close to Muslim centers.

			News of this nature was not usual; instead, it was a severe warning without alarming excessively. He could hardly concentrate on the rest of the information carried in the newspapers that day. The disturbing article focused on gauging, as much as possible, the risk of a terrorist attack by Islamic groups. The reference to the CNI was not standard either; usually, journalists did not cite their sources other than the Interior Ministry. However, the headline of the brief text expressly noted two state security agencies.

			Julián looked for similar information in all the other publications. In all of them, the wording was identical, treated with the same typographic characters, and located in the editorial section. If he was the only recipient of the notice, he considered it unnecessary, and the CNI had notified him a month earlier. “They inform us that Al-Senussi does not forget you,” his former boss Eduardo López had told him. It must be a sign.

			The motive of his trip to Barcelona didn’t manage to distract him from what had been occupying his mind since the early hours of the morning. The procedures at the Mercedes dealership were quick and easy; the paperwork was ready and, after some brief explanations from the technician and some signatures on the essential documents, he started the trip back to Castellón, after filling the fuel tank at the gas station at the entrance of the AP–7 motorway.

			“Sargento Montoro, call the laboratory to see if they already have the results of the analysis”. “Right away, Sir, but they already warned that it would take more than fifteen days, which has hardly passed”.

			“It doesn’t matter,”. Lieutenant Lozano insisted, “if they see that we’re in a real hurry, they’ll try to accelerate the procedure”.

			The automatic Mercedes E 500 remained on the Castellón Civil Traffic Guard’s premises, where the Corps specialists meticulously inspected that mass of burned, twisted iron that the vehicle had become. Though scarce due to the accident’s virulence, the investigators sent the collected samples to the Civil Guard’s central laboratories in Madrid. It had already been fifteen days since the accident took place; apparently, it was a failure in the drive system which caused the right wheel to lock. The internal security systems of the car, although they functioned automatically, were ineffective in protecting Julián Roig’s life given the violence of the impact and with a load of fuel in his tank.

			After speaking to the Central laboratory, Sergeant Montoro returned to Lieutenant Lozano’s office, and as expected, they couldn’t pinpoint a specific cause. “The samples collected from the vehicle are still under investigation,” they confirmed. Since the vehicle was new, it was difficult to find anything unusual to provide clues about the accident’s cause. The few personal items found did not include anything from the driver; his shoes, coins, twisted keys, and wallet, though damaged due to the impact, were intact. They should have left the vehicle at the first moment of the crash.

			TheDNA samples taken detected the presence of Julián and two employees from the Barcelona Mercedes dealership. The test pilot, Eusebio Guillén of rally car fame, and one of the most experienced technicians at Mercedes, Ginés Román. He landed a coveted job of responsibility after only an intense year of training. He emigrated from Cartagena twenty—years—ago, and now as the head mechanic, he was responsible for the final adjustments to Mr. Roig’s car when it arrived from the factory.

			Lozano and Montoro, dressed in civilian clothes, traveled to Barcelona the same way they had done weeks before. Just as Juliàn, they took the Euromed first thing in the morning at the Castellón station, and before the midday break, they were in Mr. Piella’s office.

			“Let me say that I am profoundly sorry for what happened and even more so for the loss of a friend, as I considered Mr. Roig. In addition to the economic fallout and damage to our prestige, an accident involving a new and fully inspected car, the press is having a field day and has already attributed it to a mechanical failure!” exclaimed Mr. Piella. “Although this is the least of it, poor Don Julián, he looked so excited about his new Mercedes!!” the manager exclaimed, dismayed by the events.

			“His death has been a significant loss for us all. We knew Mr. Roig very well, and he has always been accommodating. He hascollaborated with the Civil National Guard, and during the years that both Sergeant Montoro and I have been assigned to the Castellón Command, our relationship with him and his company has been magnificent” commented Lieutenant Lozano.

			“He was a man who you couldn’t help but like”. Guillem Piella slipped in, then immediately changed the subject to the issue that had led the two Civil Guards to his business.

			“Do you want to talk to Ginés Román? He was the one who made the final adjustments to the car, or with Eusebio Guillén? He tested it on the road” asked Piella.

			“Yes, in a moment, but first, we want to ask you some questions,” Lieutenant Lozano said, while Sergeant Montoro, as usual, prepared to take notes of everything said there, always discreet and in the background, without intervening in the interrogations unless it was to provide some information at the request of his boss.

			“Go right ahead; I am at your disposal,” exclaimed Mr. Paella.

			“Can you tell us how long the car had been in Barcelona before Mr. Roig drove it away?”.

			“Exactly five days, the car arrived from the factory by rail on Tuesday, that same day a trailer brought it to our workshops, and on Wednesday it entered a final inspection. On Thursday, the electronic systems were checked and then tested on the highway. We thoroughly cleaned it, and that same day I notified Beatriz, Mr. Roig’s secretary, that on Monday we were sending it to him inCastellón, but he got on the phone and told me he wanted to personally come and pick it up, and he did” explained the manager “So we don’t have to go back any further; how many people may have had access to the car from when it leaves the factory until it reaches you?” asked Lieutenant Lozano “Very few, a driver embarks the car from the factory in Germany onto a train, and no one else touches it until it arrives in Barcelona. The journey is always guarded by security agents Mercedes hires and, when it arrives, another driver from Mercedes transfers it to our trailer to bring it here” explained the manager.

			“What percentage of vehicles have a factory problem that you detect or are subject of customer complaints?” asked Lieutenant Lozano pointedly.
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