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There are only a couple of days a year on which Santiago turns into a nice city to live. Even though everybody believes those days are on February, when the metropolis is almost empty, that's far for the true. Those few days are on autumn, mostly during the last days of March and the first days of April. When the leaves begin to fall and the temperature during the day is just right, when the general population has just come back from their vacation long ago, March’s excitement is long gone and routine has reinstalled, then it comes, for just a few days, a pleasant parsimony.

Emilia liked those days and that year she had enjoyed them really, but they were going to an end.

Suddenly, the air’s warmth had turned into a freezing cold and the leaves that had begun to fall shyly, had all fallen to the ground at once. 

The city had woken up on Sunday to a heavy rain that only subsided at times met and threatened to last several days, according to climate reports. 

The topic had started to linger in several news and threatened to take full media attention over the next few days.

Emilia Pardo looked out the window and considered the perfect weather for her black raincoat. Which put her in a good mood because she loved that raincoat and had only been able to use it a couple of times last year.

She left her apartment somewhat behind schedule for the meeting that every Monday first thig in the morning she organized with her work team to set deadlines and review the progress of last week, so she ended up getting ready in the mirror of the elevator.

She was not an ugly woman. She considered herself "a little above average." Her eyes were dark brown, her eyebrows thick and prone to join over her nose, which really did not bother her much because it gave her a serious air, according to her. Her hair was black at the beginning, but became clearer with time and the use of hairdressing products. By the Monday in which this story begins she was wearing it almost blond on the tips and brown on the top. She was a bit overweight, but she was not bothered by it. Nothing that a couple of days of strict diet could not improve, she said to herself.

That same day she started one. The goal was to leave out sugar, flour and carbohydrates for three months, and then incorporate them gradually.

Despite the rain and not having too much time, instead of asking for a taxi she decided to walk the ten blocks separating her apartment from the office. She did it more than anything because her black umbrella combined great with her coat and shoes she was wearing, and it would have been a pity that so much glamor was lost relegated only to an office full of primates unable to distinguish between formal and casual shoes.

On the ground floor of the building where GoodLife had its offices was a cafeteria that was her doom. They had the best muffins in Santiago and the most delicious donuts on the planet.

Her daily routine contemplated passing by and asking for a latte and a donut filled with delicacy. But this day had to be different, her diet was strict and she had seriously proposed herself to follow it. Besides, the doctor who was controlling her was not cheap at all.

She walked past the cafeteria door and out of the corner of her eye she saw a guy chewing a muffin and the dulce de leche overflowing from the inside of the dough and slipping gently through the perfectly toasted dough. A delightful show. How could you live without it?

Emilia looked up at the sky, begging. If I do not have to follow the tortuous path of a diet, give me a sign.

Then, suddenly, at the distance, in the middle of the rain, she saw a white dove (it looked white) take off to go and take shelter from the water on the window-sill.

Say no more! She turned and went in to buy her usual breakfast, to which she added a chocolate brownie because walking carrying the umbrella had left her exhausted.

Emilia Pardo was a lawyer graduated from the University of Chile. She had been brilliant as a student and was brilliant as a professional.

Unlike many of her peers who had finished working at some law firm, she worked for GoodLife, an insurance company, as assistant manager of legal affairs on the commercial management. Not only did she earn fairly well for her twenty-nine years, but she was also the youngest person in the company to hold a deputy manager position. The commercial manager, the general manager, and the entire board trusted her and called her by her name, and she did the same. The rest of the sub-managers did not do the same thing.

Her work had two edges. The first one was simple and boring, and consisted in reviewing and approving the contracts for new products developed by commercial management, while the second, and where Emilia shined, was to lead the technical team that received the claims reports and was in charge to determine whether or not the policy should be paid.

Emilia's team was in charge of reviewing all policies that were not auto insurance. There was another team for that.

Goodlife was an immense company, with more than eighty billion dollars of market capitalization, with headquarters in Manhattan and presence in more than thirty countries across the globe. In Chile it had been several years already, almost twenty. The landing in Santiago had been through the acquisition of the Southern Cone Insurance Company, a company that had been a leader in the insurance industry in the 1980s, but which in the mid-1990s and until shortly before being acquired by the US Company, it was in steep decline.

As in every American company worth their salt, Emilia's office had a "matrix" leadership, which was nothing more than a bombastic way to say that she had two bosses. She depended, on the one hand, on the prosecution of the company, a position of an old gentleman, intimate friend of the chairman of the board, and whom she rarely saw; and, on the other hand, she reported to the commercial manager.

She was good at her job. She solved problems in the best way and usually fast, saving several thousand dollars to the company.

Like that one time a retail company went through a fire at its main distribution center. There were more than three million dollars in losses without taking into account the money lost for not being able to occupy the burned warehouse, the famous "loss of profit". In all, there were more than four and a half million dollars involved in payments. Emilia searched and investigated tirelessly until she found a security video showing two employees smoking near the front door of the warehouse. She immediately called the operations manager of the distribution center and asked for a copy of the Personnel Safety Manual and the document of acknowledgement signed by all employees including obviously those two.

Send them to me N-O-W, she had told them. Within three minutes he had a copy of both documents in her email. She reviewed them from end to end, there was no instruction on not smoking near the sheds! She walked as fast as she could to the office of her boss and showing all her teeth in a perfect smile told him to applaud her because she had found the loophole for not to pay "a damn cent of those four million."

Enrique Mayol, GoodLife's commercial manager, stared at her in puzzlement. A little more calmed, Emilia explained that she found a video of the same day of the fire in which two workers were seen smoking near the main access door of the distribution center and that the manual of safety of the operators indicated nowhere that smoking was not possible near the shed and that it should not be done alone in the places that were delimited for that. The contract of the policy was very detailed. Among the thousands of points, it was clearly stated that a safety manual should be made explicit, to be known, read and studied by all employees that smoking could not be done within fifteen meters of the shed. Fifteen meters.

Mayol could not be happier. It was what they needed. They were not going to pay.

Those in the retail chain tried to defend. They argued that the manual was indeed vague on the subject of smoking, but that smoking areas were clearly delineated. They even talked about security meetings that were given once every two weeks and in which this topic was explicitly mentioned, but unfortunately no records of attendance were made. In addition, according to the report issued by the firefighter expert the most likely cause had been a short circuit that had started in the back of the distribution center. He did not mention anything about a cigarette.

The insurance company did not care. They did not pay a fucking dollar.

It had been one of Emilia's greatest victories.

The party blessed me with its future. And I will protect it with fire.

On Monday morning, work had not started differently from other Mondays. Quiet. The planning meeting had gone smoothly.

Monday was the only day of the week when Emilia allowed herself five minutes to read a newspaper and have coffee in front of the computer.

Usually the documents that came from last week were finished, but for her they were always a few.

It was only on Tuesday that the casualties entered the legal area of ​​the weekend, which accelerated the pace of the rest of the week.

By mid-afternoon, shortly before what was to be Emilia's tea-time, Enrique Mayol entered her office with an urgent face.

It was a usual scene. He would enter Emilia's office with a problem, "something terrible and impossible to solve," a dead millionaire client, a house on fire, or a fancy car crash that the useless ones in the automotive area could not solve. She calmed him down and asked for a brief explanation. After two or three sentences she would silence him and give him the precise solution that almost never involved a disbursement of money from the company and Enrique went quiet.

The company had a perverse incentive and compensation system. Sales generated juicy commissions for the commercial area, but there were severe penalties when claims were paid. The founder of GoodLife had set the standard "right insurance for the right customer", but this in practice meant "sell your dog safe and look for ways to not pay the claims."

Enrique was standing at the door staring at the infinite in shock, Emilia asked what was going on, but he did not respond. It was the same dramatic face as ever, face of Siamese cat sucking on a lemon. The lawyer did not worry and continued to simulate concentration on the document she was reviewing before being interrupted.

“When you can talk you let me know and I stop doing what I'm doing.”

Enrique Mayol sat down, took a breath to balance, and said:

“Yesterday at eight thirty in the morning a client of ours died in a bus of the TranSantiago,” he did not blink. “He had contracted TransSeguro.”

Holy god, Emilia thought to herself.

The insurance, TranSeguro, was one of GoodLife's star products. In simple words, it was a life insurance that paid a large amount of money to the beneficiaries of any who died on a bus or any vehicle of TranSantiago, the public transport network of Santiago.

“How much money are we talking about?”

“We do not know yet, but perhaps of more than five million dollars.”

“Oh My god!” She claimed, dropping the document on the table.

“The request for payment has just entered the office. We have fifteen business days to pay or present mitigating factors. It's all yours.”

He passed the folder, looking into her eyes and raised an eyebrow to give a dramatic look.

Emilia looked at her watch. Her idea of ​​getting home early to relax and feed her cat faded.

“It is four in the afternoon of Monday. How could it have entered today if the man was killed just yesterday?”

Enrique shrugged his shoulders, still unblinking.

“Can you think of something?”

One of the annoying things about being the star was that everyone expected her to come up with great things all the time.

“Please give me at least thirty minutes with the folder to give me an idea. I have no notion of anything yet.”

She started by reading the client's data to find out the first details of the matter. She did not like the casualties involving deaths. When it depended on her she avoided them.

The accident was obviously still fresh. She did not remember having a file in her hands with so little time between death and records in the company. How had they gotten a death certificate so fast? Someone must have disbursed a good amount of money.

The client was named Matias Montes, he had died at eight with thirty three minutes on Sunday at the same place of the accident, according to Carabineros. The death certificate had been issued early Monday morning. The evidence and papers had been received at thirteen with forty-five minutes at the GoodLife branch of Morandé Street, in the center of Santiago. For the amount of the policy and as required by the formal procedure, they had immediately contacted the commercial manager, the finance manager and the general manager of the company.

She kept reading. Marital status: married, two daughters. Birthdate. A chill ran down her spine. Montes had been born exactly the same year, month and day as her. She stuck looking for a moment.

Something inside her broke, but she was not able to immediately notice. She made a small stop to put on a waistcoat she had on hand and continue with the revision.

It was still raining outside.

The accident had been rather simplistic: one bus did not respect a stop sign and impacted to another one full force in the pivot zone, that part where the buses turned (she had no idea that they were called pivot). Just on that portion of the bus was the GoodLife customer, the good Mr. Matias Montes, who had died in the place apparently by a cranial concussion.

There had been three others wounded, none with danger of death: the bus driver who did not respect the traffic laws and who managed to leave his seat a few seconds before the crash; the driver of the bus that received the impact, which apparently had hit his head and shoulder against a window; and, a passenger of the same bus of the deceased that also was standing at the moment of the impact.

There was not much material in the folder to get some idea in the first instance. It was necessary to begin inquiring.

Emilia picked up the phone and dialed her assistant's direct line.

“Edgar, I just got the folder Matias Montes, a customer who had hired TransSeguro, are you writing?” She didn’t wait for the answer. “I need you to get the names of the two drivers and the other wounded in the accident, and find out where I can go to see them."

She paused for a moment.

"Besides," she went on, "I need you to transfer me now to the head of the department of mass-market sales."

Edgar, did not answer yes, no, or any other syllable, he only made the transfer immediately. After two tones, someone picked up the receiver.

“Am I talking to the head of mass product sales?”

"That's right," a queasy voice answered on the other side of the phone. With whom do I speak?”

“Emilia Pardo. I work directly with the commercial manager, the boss of the boss of your boss. I am not calling to talk or say good afternoon but because I need the recording of the sale of the product TransSeguro to the client Matias Montes. Did you write the name? Matias Montes. I need it in my mail as soon as possible. Look for me in the company's mailing list. I repeat my name: Emilia Pardo. Send me a copy of all legal documents. Did you take note?

“Mrs...”

"Miss," said Emilia, who was already getting irritated by the man's slowness.

“Miss, this sale was made by BBVA Bank. We have the records, but they come with a two months delay, if it was a recent sale, it is very likely that I will not have them...

"I do not care if they're in this building or not, or if you have to go to the moon and look for them," she interrupted sharply. “I need it as soon as possible. The client is called Matias Montes, I repeat. Did you take note?

“Matias Montes, yes. How did you tell me your name was?” He asked her again in his nasal voice.

“Emilia Pardo,” and hung up.

She could not stand nasal or fat people, although she was not skinny she could not stand them.

She dialed again. She knew a doctor in the Legal Medical Service who had already help her with some favors and that probably would not bother much to help with others for the right price.

“I speak to Dr. Francisco Belart?” She said without waiting to be told "hi" on the other side.

"You know well who you're talking to, Miss Emilia Pardo," said the doctor. “To what do I owe the pleasure of your call?

“Do you know who is in charge of the autopsy of the deceased Matias Montes?

"They are not called “deceased” here, miss.”

“Anyway. Are you in charge or not of the autopsy of Mr. Matias Montes?”

“Yes, I'm in charge of it.”

“Excellent. I need you to do me a small favor." She smiled.

“Miss I repeat that I will not transgress the law nor any rule of the Legal Medical Service to do you a favor. We have already discussed it.”

“Yes, I know! No selling organs or anything like that," she joked.

"You are becoming more humorous," the doctor replied seriously.

“Doctor, I just need you to tell me from what the patient died when you do the autopsy.”

“That's very simple. I already did the autopsy. Matias Montes died from a blow to the head.”

“What do you mean you already did the autopsy? Do you normally take little time dispatching the bodies?”

"Of course, we give twenty-four hours maximum for relatives to claim them. Only in exceptional cases do we keep them longer. As I told you the case of Matias Montes was simple, he died from an open cranioencephalic trauma in the skull. The only thing worthy of mention, apart from the head trauma, is the considerable amount of alcohol in the stomach.”

“Drunk on Sunday morning, I did not expect that.”

The doctor snorted impatiently at the other end of the phone.

"Doctor, I need you to keep him," Emilia said.

“With what reason?”

“I do not know why, but do not give it yet. That's not against the law, you just said it. You can hold it for a couple of days if you find it necessary.”

“If I could...”

“Do it.”

“It's going to cost you dear, that is.”

“How much?”

“Five thousand dollars.”

“Done, but do not hand it over before I tell you to.”

“I cannot hold it so much...”

"Do it as much as you can, I'll pay you five thousand dollars for that. Before Wednesday afternoon I’ll show up there.”

She did not wait for an answer and hung up. Maybe if she held the body for a couple of days she could delay the process a bit and gain some time. He did not know yet why, but it seemed like a good idea. An idea that was going to cost her a lot so it better be worth it.

Shortly before six o'clock in the afternoon an email came to her corporate box from the sales manager of massive products. It included the recording of the telephone sale and the legal documents. These included a copy on both sides of the identity card. The name Matias Montes sounded familiar, but she could not remember where. The card did not help much. The photocopy was bad and the ID was old. Matias was thirty-two years old when he died and in the photo he looked like nineteen.

Emilia re-read the date of birth and it seemed strange to her to share the day of birth with someone who was dead.

Two hours later, she was preparing to go home when Enrique Mayol appeared again at her door.

“Emilia, do you have a minute?”

Why do bosses always do that? They know that you cannot say no. She was about to say: I do not have a minute for you! It's eight o'clock at night, I just spent more than four hours reviewing the papers you gave me and now I want to go eat something and watch my TV series. But she held on and said:

“Yes, of course,” almost smiling, almost.

“Come with me. We’ll talk to Cristian Olguin.”

Cristian Olguin was the general manager of the company. A weird guy. Rare. He was tall, thin and pale. He had a long, narrow nose, a thin face, his ears protruded too far from his head, and his eyebrows were thin and long, and often formed a "v" over his eyes. He had an air of Leonard Nimoy acting as Spock.

He was not married, nor did he have any known partner. Of any kind. The legend was that he was only dedicated to work and that at night he did not sleep to return to the office to continue with what was pending of the day.

He didn’t have a bad reputation among GoodLife employees, but Emilia did not like him because he was too slow. At meetings he listened to all opinions calmly and almost never made a decision that would make someone dissatisfied. His way of doing things was to seek consensus and that made everything very bureaucratic.

When they arrived to Olguin's office he was looking out the window as it rained over Santiago.

"Emilia," he said, turning slowly toward them. “I think you know why we got together.”
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