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I have dedicated thousands of hours to the investigation and preparation of this book. I consider it proven that the Venezuelan astrophysicist Héctor R. Rojas was a victim of the powers that operate in the shadows. His valuable contributions to the American space program were erased from history with the complicity of high-ranking public officials. This volume is the result of the analysis of documents and testimonies, along with statements by witnesses and independent sources, and is material which sheds a light on the life of a good man, whose last name appears alongside those of Ford and Kissinger in recently declassified official documents. 















To the memory of Héctor R. Rojas

And to my wife Mariana, with love.
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Eloy de la Pisa

















The Rojas File.  “The Agency”, the metaphor of evil. The story of a scientist put aside for his suggestions? An intelligent undervalued man? Politicians and technocrats? Conspiracies in the Land of Freedom? We’ll see. When Pierre presented the subject to me and explained it to me with the calm and precise language of the divulging scientist accustomed to always choosing the most accurate combinations of syllables, the first thing I thought was that this was yet another conspiracy theory. Good ones and bad ones, and the bad ones are so bad they never let the good ones stick out their neck and let them shout the only truth out loud. 

Another one, I thought. Oh my!

But when someone you appreciate and whom you trust and of whom you admire the courage to confront those moments at which life urges you to review your morals, asks you for a favour, your personal considerations immediately take a backseat. 

Are you admitting that if not for this friendship, you would never have read and written this?

Of course, that’s right. Hasn’t this happened to you on many occasions in life?

The difference is probably that in my case my scepticism started to wane as I confronted the figure of doctor Rojas through Pierre’s eyes. That Palencian has many virtues, but there’s one that caught my attention in particular: he’s capable of transmitting intensity, passion and ardour without raising his voice, just with his words wrapped in the silky South American accent he was endowed with by his valuable travels throughout the villages of Venezuela and Colombia.  

It is commonly accepted that things don’t happen without cause. Even the typhoon that devastates the Philippines is caused by the butterfly that flutters its wings at a bad moment on the Bolivian highlands. The chaos theory is the worst enemy of conspiracionism, but for the simplistic and pleasure-driven human mind it is easier and more motivating to attribute situations which we can’t understand to the fickleness of the mighty and their eagerness to prevent that the more brilliant cast a shade upon them and remove them from their thrones of mediocrity on which they have so comfortable seated themselves. 

But doctor Rojas wasn’t like that. At least not after the meticulous and rigorous investigation by Pierre Monteagudo. It’s obvious I won’t give any clue as to the pages following that which you are reading. If my opinion is worth anything, which I hope is the case, I think I met all of this with scepticism and ended up with doubt. Rojas was a problem for some. It’s easy to understand why he was. What is not that simple is understanding the motivations of those who curtailed or delayed the new scientific path that could be taken. Excuses or arguments such as ‘the greater good’, ‘society wasn’t ready’ or more paraphernalia of little import do not come to bear. In reality something else was at the root of all, some aspect that can only be discovered by devouring these pages. 

At the end one can believe or not what Pierre Monteagudo tells or discovers. This touches each one profoundly. I already passed from ‘no’ to ‘maybe’. There will be people who’ll pass from ‘no’ to ‘no way’. And there will be those who will start this, certain that it is this way and will end up having their beliefs confirmed. None of those positions, or others you might think of, however important they may be, aren’t what really gives value to the volume you that’s there for the reader. The authentic value of the investigation lies in shedding light on an unknown and relevant scientific figure, a human being whose intelligence may not have permitted him to be as happy as those of us who scarcely reach half of it, but who had the valour to express what he believed, despite risking severe consequences in the process. Rojas lived in a complicated time, when science was more a political weapon than a way to deepen knowledge. Rulers have always considered the taxpayers money to be a blank cheque to be used to establish priorities.  ‘The mandate of the elected’ is often the phrase that tends to put an end to these discussions. And Rojas bothered the powerful. And the powerful thwarted him like a dam thwarts the growth of a river: by holding him down and not permitting him to advance however much he persisted.

But what did Rojas say? What did he do? What did he propose?

Go on, turn the handle, go through the door, cross the threshold, turn the page and begin to discover it. And when you finish reading, tell me. 


Eloy de la Pisa (Valladolid, 1962) is currently the head of digital contents of El Norte de Castilla, a newspaper with which he’s spent his entire professional career. 

During the period from 1989-1991 he suspended his endeavours as a journalist for a year and a half to be the spokesman for the Junta de Castilla y León and to head the communications office. This former handball player is a sports fan and his articles are read by thousands of people in Spain and Latin America.
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I. The Sea of Tranquillity, July 20th 1969...











In the course of an investigation one gets to know people with really fascinating stories. One of those is the Madrilenian Carlos González Pintado who worked for NASA for 43 years in Madrid. If anybody can be said to have experienced the most exciting and dramatic events of the space age up close and personal, it’s Carlos González. He served chief of operations and rose to be subdirector of the Madrid Deep Space Communications Complex in Robledo de Chavela. 

Thanks to his talks and interviews I was able to get a very good idea just how exciting the landing of Apollo 11 must have been. Why did July 20th 1969 produce such an event? Or did it? Let’s go step by step. 

Although he has no relation to doctor Rojas whatsoever, the truth is that that day, while González was in the second year of his brilliant career at the Robledo complex, Rojas was at the top of his professional trajectory sitting in an operations room at NASA in Houston, and both experienced the event first hand. Doctor Rojas had dedicated the last few years of his life working on establishing the best possible landing site on the moon for a manned space vessel. The investigations I carried out have shown that. And there’s more, much more ...

What did those two scientists see that day? Initially nothing that can’t be explained scientifically, no space ships, no aliens, and no artificial constructions on the moon. Undoubtedly there is intelligent life in the universe, but that day there wasn’t any sign of that, and the whole event was a human thing. 

The landing manoeuvre started with the separation of the landing module from the command module, en that’s where the problems started. The coupling system wasn’t completely depressurized and the space vehicle, baptized Eagle, shot off under pressure like a champagne cork. 

Once the vessel oriented itself in space to turn on the brake engine communication with the station on earth was lost. The high rendition antenna of the lunar module was programmed with a masking signal to avoid its own command module, but a wrong signal made the antenna focus on the ship rather than on earth. 

The first they thought at the NASA station in Robledo (Madrid) was that there was a problem with the reception equipment, so the heartbeat of everyone present shot up. When it was proven that the signal from Columbia was received with clarity, they relaxed a bit, although another antenna, the nine meter one on the island of Ascensión had also lost the signal, until communication was finally re-established at Robledo. 

One of the legendary astronauts of that space voyage was Edwin (Buzz ) Aldrin, who manually directed the antenna from within during the entire descent toward the lunar surface to be able to recuperate and maintain communication. 

As if there weren’t enough setbacks already, shortly after initiating the manoeuvre, alarm 1202 suddenly went off  that was registered in the on board computer. Practically the “master alarm” presented itself as an intense red light, the constant flashing of which blasted the astronauts’ faces, while at the central control on earth the technicians were struggling to understand the cause and scope of the problem that was producing itself. 

After a few seconds Houston gave the green light to continue the descent manoeuvre as normal without paying the least attention to the registered incident. If one stops to think about it, it seems incredible that that space odyssey was successful using computers that had less capacity than the electronic devices we use on a daily basis. The RAM memory didn’t reach 33 Kb, while the hard disc scarcely contained more than half a megabyte (589.824 Kb.). To have an idea of the accomplishment, one must realise that today’s cell phones greatly surpass that capacity to process information. 

A well-known author says that if something goes wrong, it can get worse, and that was exactly what happened during Eagle’s approach of the jagged lunar surface. While the astronauts underwent the tension of the blinding red of the first alarm, a second one, the 1201, indicated that the computer had passed the limits of its capacity and stopped executing certain functions. At that point the fearless astronauts only had two alternatives: use the take-off engine of the cabin they were in or land anyway. At central command, in Houston, the staff was very nervous and wanted to abort the mission. In that case, the propulsion mechanism would have to be activated to catapult the astronauts’ escape module towards an orbit in order to couple with the command module.

Neil Armstrong had prepared intensely for years, just like his companions, to leave his footstep in the history of mankind, and wasn’t prepared to abandon everything at the last moment, when only a few meters separated him from putting the first foot on the moon. Very few people know what happened at that moment. What could have been a tragic day was turned into a glorious moment for the American Space Program, thanks to the expertise of Armstrong and Aldrin. They had landed anyway, even though their lives were in grave danger. 

In a mixture of fearlessness and courage Armstrong took control of the vessel and, switching to semi-automatic mode, completed the lunar landing manoeuvre manually. In the scientific complex in Madrid Carlos González was monitoring the astronauts’ vital signs, so he could see that as the delicate task of landing was executed, Armstrong’s heartbeat rose and surpassed 150 beats a minute. At a certain point the magnificent pilot said over the radio “we´re going far”, which meant that the analysis of the topographical markers of the moon that served as a guide for the trajectory towards the landing site indicated that the ship passed over those points four to six seconds earlier than planned. Armstrong knew therefore that they would land in a different zone than then planned one and in an area that hadn’t been mapped. Not even a considerable and potentially dangerous problem such as this could persuade the astronaut to give up his historic mission. The expert pilot continued to guide the Eagle in a descending flight over a rough zone of the lunar surface littered with rocks and slopes. While Armstrong manoeuvred without being able to find a suitable location to set down, over the radio a loud and clear “30 seconds” was heard. Central control warned that on board the ship just a few drops of fuel were left, just enough for that minute flying time. At the moment Houston indicated to abort the mission, made a desperate turn to get to a plain without rocks, descending carefully to make a great leap in the history of space exploration with the first manned landing on the moon. The whole world sighed in relief knowing that the crew was alright and the ship was intact. Tests carried out could determine that in the tanks there was only fuel for 17 more seconds of flight. In the end the landing had successfully taken place at eight kilometres from the initially planned landing site at the Sea of Tranquillity. 

During one of his countless talks I asked Carlos González if, in his position as an expert in NASA space missions, he could confirm that man reached the moon like it was told to the world on July 20th 1969, and his answer was categorical. “I haven’t the least doubt where that’s concerned. I watched it live en directly and the evidence is conclusive.”

During the entire Apollo 11 mission, González was in charge of verifying the vital signs of the astronauts and could observe first-hand how the heartbeat of Armstrong, Aldrin and Collins fluctuated according to the events of the moment. O the other hand, with the twenty-six meter antenna of Fresnedillas, the space flight signal coming from the moon could be captured with an incredible precision. It didn’t even allow for a deviation of two hundred fifty thousands of a degree, which would have rendered any reception of data impossible. The radars made it possible to measure the distance at which the source of the signal was to be found. Travelling at the speed of light, which is 300.000 kilometres per second, the information arrived in 1,2 seconds, which is equivalent of travelling 390.000 kilometres, or  the relative distance between the earth and the moon at that moment. 

The release of the event to the world happened almost five hours later, since a reasonable time to broadcast it to the whole US territory had to be waited for. At the moment of announcing the great news it was the early hours of the morning in Spain.

Concerning the discussion about the photos taken of Neil Armstrong as he descended the Apollo 11 ladder, it is clear that these were taken automatically by a camera especially adapted by NASA to function under the extreme temperature and gravity conditions. Said camera was located on one of the legs of the lunar module. 

For his brilliant career in service of NASA, Carlos González was awarded the highest honours that the Space Agency bestows on its non-American employees, the medal for exceptional public services.
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