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FOREWORD:

«The Spanish Vulture» is book number six in the great series about the emigration of today to Spain from Sweden and the north of Europe.

The story starts with a lonely, silent man who is sitting on the little, idyllic, paved square in Alcalali in the Jalon-valley, a paradise-valley where the time stands still. The lonely man has lost his memory and he doesn´t know who he is. The more than thousand years old village Alcalali sleep as the Sleeping Beauty and hides in the silence and in the narrow alleys a dreadful mystery…

You, as a reader will soon meet The Vulture!

The vulture soars high up in the sky with his big, black wings and searches down towards his booty. More and more black vultures are gathered up there in the sky and will soon discover the victim! The biggest vulture glides down. He fastens his sharp claws in the booty and digs his bar, white neck deep down and greedily he grabs his part of the booty.

A middle-aged man is sitting at a head office somewhere. He is dressed in a dark, expensive suit and a white shirt. He has a Rolex watch and a white Lexus parked outside. He spares no pains when all the millions are there just waiting for him – just as the big booty for the vulture.

Edgar «the spider» Burns himself, the man who built a big network, cobweb of economic, international swindle will also appears on the scene. «The Spider» who was in the centre of the cobweb and ruled with a rod of iron will now be free from the prison La Moye on the island Jersey.

He will then finally and at last be united with his beloved Juliette Betrand and his son on the property Finca Granada at Costa Blanca in Spain. The happiness will be total and like a paradise – if not the Vulture was there. The Vulture is there and he will use his sharp claws and all his greediness!

You will meet all the people who has emigrated and found a new, better and brighter life down in Spain and Costa Blanca. You will meet the author Benny Söderman and his wife Monica. You will also meet the writer Matz Höök and his wife Nina who live in Albir. The honest man and rock Walter Behrman who successful runs his company at San Chu Chim in Altea. You will meet Walter’s friend of childhood, the real estate agent Sven Markström and his two daughters Angelica and Beatrice who run the luxury tourist-complex «Sunset Paradise» at Altea Hills outside Altea. You will also meet the English friends Jim and Liz Williams who have their nice house near the beach just in front of the island La Olla.

We will not forget the genius English man Jonathan «the fox» Smith down in Gibraltar who knows everything about Jersey-companies and Gibraltar-companies. He knows everything about the white, good world and the other black, evil world in the global game of all millions which pass cross the borders. The English super-detectives Mark Taylor and Kevin Dorsey will help him. They all have to do their very best in this drama!

Last but not least here are these people who have come to the sunny Spain and live among the other who has moved to the place where the palm-trees are swaying. Here is the Swedish man Oskar Lagerwall and his twin-brother Vincent Skogh with their families. The twins father and mother Axel and Linnea Hillman are here and finally the old gentleman Richard Hillman ex-chief at the paper-mill in Jönköping. Richard Hillman and Walter Behrman are now best friends.

We even have more of human´s best friends, the dogs. The little white westie Lino is now a wise, mature dog in his best age and the Newfoundland dog Dolly is an old, wise lady. Dolly takes care of Richard Hillman’s two charming Shi Szu dogs.

Unfortunately, when we look up in the blue sky we can see a big, powerful and black vulture that is floating with solid, wide wings and starts to circles around up there. Around this king the other vultures starts to meet as an unmistakable indication that a big booty is down there!

I hope that you will have a thrilling, a little shivery, sometimes thoughtful and pleasant reading of this book.

Peter Larsson, author
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CHAPTER 1

It is just after dawn. The sun has appeared up with a symphony of orange colours near the horizon in the east. A lonely wanderer has just started his walk along the river. It is beautiful, primitive wilderness and he has only the nature and all the animals around him this early morning. He stops and he is looking at the blue, clear water which slowly is floating away in a lithe bend where high grass is waving near the river-bed. He can hear in the silence the wind which gently touches the high broad-leaf. Small birds have already started the morning-concert. When he is standing there and looks out over the peaceful river he can see fishes coming up to the surface and they are snatching insects.

He continues his walk after these peaceful minutes when he has contemplated the beauty of the nature this lovely morning. When he now looks out over the fields he can see a flock of deer grazing near the edge of the wood. Carefully he continues his walk along the river. The sun is now higher up in the blue sky. He is amazed of all the stillness and peace he meets. He takes a deep breath of the clear morning-air and has a deep positive feeling that he once more walks in the peaceful paradise.

Then he notices it!

The vulture!

The big, black vulture which starts to circle ominous high up in the sky!

This is the first sign. Soon it will come more. More and more black vultures are there and start to circle high up in the sky with stiff, wide wings. Grimly the drama has started again. On the scene of life the ruthless manuscript will be presented. The vulture has caught sight of the victim. The hunger and the greed have got wings. The group of black vultures are now bigger and they circle more concentrate above a certain place.

The wanderer hurries up and is walking towards the place where the vultures are. Near a grove the man stops. He recovers his breath and is standing there hidden behind the trees. He looks out towards the open field.

Here the drama starts!

The biggest, black vulture that the wanderer saw high up in the sky has just landed on the dead animal. He turns his bald, white head and has just stroke his claws into the dead animal. The big vulture is sitting highest, on the top of the booty and nobody of the other vultures dares to come close. He is the king among the vultures! Greedy he digs his head deep into the dead body. He grabs and takes all he can. Now and then he watchful looks around, and then he immediately continues to eat more and more. It is noise and row among all vultures. Highest up on the booty is the big, black vulture sitting. He eats more and more.

The lonely wanderer has been standing there silent, hidden a long while and he has seen this remarkable, cruel drama which disturbed the peace in the paradise and the peace along the river which flows quietly.

The vulture has once more turned up on the scene of the earth.

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

The big clock at the old church-tower strikes powerfully twelve o’ clock. Bar Toni has been open for about one hour this sunny, peaceful day in September. A while ago the very silent man has turned up from nowhere again. He is always alone. The people in the little village Alcalali think that he is about forty years old. The man doesn´t have any contact with anybody and now he is sitting there alone on the square at one of simple tables outside Bar Toni. He rises up, still silent and then he just disappears away along the narrow alleys. Here is something mysterious and inexplicable with his wary being.

Alcalali is a small village with about one thousand inhabitants out on the countryside in Spain. This place is situated in the middle of the verdant Jalon Valley or the Paradise Valley as many call this valley. Alcalali is more than thousand years old and here rest a fanciful peace and stillness here at the paved square. In front of Bar Toni, which is the meeting-point especially among the foreigners who live here, is the old church with the tower and clock. On a beautiful tile-painting the visitor can read that Alcalali was founded year 1020. If you are a good observer you can see that the broad stone-threshold into Bar Toni is worn out and is round because of all people who have entered during all years. To the right of the small square are a little shop and a little post-office. To the left down in the narrow alley is another bar. Just in front of Bar Toni outside the church, there are four, cast iron sofas and four old-fashion, black lamp-posts of cast iron.

Outside Bar Toni is now a group of about ten persons sitting. A Yorkshire-terrier is running in and out from the bar. The dog is obviously used to be here and feels at home. Some moment it is totally, totally silent here in this Spanish idyll and if you are listening philosophic you can only hear the small birds singing out over the small square and the open place. The low-voiced conversation continues among the English people who are sitting here. Some of them have a Spanish bocadillo and coffee. Some of them have a cold beer and one woman has Rose-wine in her glass. In other words it is a totally ordinary, warm and sunny morning in the Paradise Valley and Alcalali.

Now it is only one thing that not is usual. Among all English, German, Dutch and the Spanish who live here have a strange and exotic bird appeared.

The lonely, silent man!

The people are whispering when he walks away.

– I think that he is from Scandinavia, says the German lady who has the Yorkshire-terrier.

– I think he is Norwegian or Swedish. I listened when he ordered his coffee. He talked English with a Scandinavian accent.

The others are nodding approvingly.

– He never talks to anybody and he is sitting there alone. Then he disappears away into the alleys.

The German lady feels a cold shiver running down her back even if it is warm there in the sun this day.

– Something is very wrong. I just feel that.

The others are looking seriously at her.

Here is a very big, dark secret hidden here at the peaceful little old square than they even can imagine in their wildest fantasy!

The blond Scandinavian man, about forty years old is living in a strange world. He is there, but he is like a phantom which suddenly appears and then disappears. He has lost his memory and he has forgotten his life back to the past. He has lost his identity and now he will try to go on living here out in the Spanish countryside and maybe find his real life again. But back to the past there is a compact, black deep darkness and traces of horror. He has a deep, deep impenetrable forgetfulness.

The visitors outside Bar Toni wake suddenly up in their silent speculations about the lonely, mysterious man by the mighty strike from the old church-tower. It is one o’clock this bright, but even strange, dark day in the sunny Spain in the middle of the Paradise Valley!

The village Alcalali has a small, compact centre of narrow, paved alleys. Around the thousand year old village there are a lot of villas where many foreigners live. Here is a lot of greenness in the Jalon-valley and the valley is surrounded of high mountains. Everywhere it is extended wine-yards and hundred thousands of almond-trees flowering in the end of January or the beginning of February. When you are standing high up in the mountain near Tarbena you can see miles away out over the beautiful valley and it is like an air-photo into the Paradise. Down there are small, white towns and Spanish villas in the sun. It is thousand years of stillness and peace. It is hills, valleys and high mountains with green, climbing pine-trees. Far away near the horizon you can see the town Denia and the glistening, blue Mediterranean, but down there is the Jalon valley – where the time seems to have stopped.

This early morning when it still is dark comes a little van with a trailer driving into the village Alcalali. It is the Spanish man Antonio and he is as usual late for his job as a construction-worker. He is on his way to the town Jalon. He is stressed and irritated when he is sitting there in the darkness and is driving his car. He is there in the outskirt of Alcalali and comes near a bend where it is a garden-centre on the left.

Then comes suddenly a small animal running up on the road in the darkness!

Bang! Iiiihhh!

Antonio brakes acutely.

Then he stressed stops the van in the silent, sleeping village. He had heard a low thud and understands that something has happened, but what?

Antonio jumps out of the car and is searching around the van. At first he can´t see anything at all in the darkness. He looks around again. Here is nothing.

Then he sees it!

Half a metre from the road is a small, light-brown creature. Slowly he goes closer.

A dog!

Is it still alive?

Carefully he comes closer. He bends down. He touches the little dog with his foot.

Lifeless. Not a sound.

Then he decides quickly what to do. He is stressed and late for his work.

Antonio takes the little lifeless dog and carries it a little bit away from the road. Here it is wilderness and high grass. He puts down the lifeless little body. He gathers together some leaves and grass and hides the accident. He is standing there for a while thinking in the darkness. It is totally silent out there in the sleeping village this early morning in September. Antonio feels a little bit bad about it and he continues to drive away out of Alcalali and drives to the right towards the town Jalon.

The lonely, mysterious man is known now as a Swedish man about forty years old. He lives together with an older relative in a Spanish, white villa with a swimming-pool in the outskirts of Alcalali. The Spanish villa is on a plot filled with orange-trees, palm-trees, different flowering bushes and pink climbing plants. Here is a big terrace with arches. One part of the terrace is now glazed in. Outside this glazed-in terrace it is a bigger paved place where you can sit and here is even the swimming-pool. This villa is situated to the right on the way through Alcalali. You pass restaurant Castellvi and the garden-centre. Here to the right is a smaller road and some hundred meters down this smaller dead end is the Spanish villa situated in peaceful surroundings. Here is a good hiding-place in some way. Here in this smaller dead-end is two other Spanish villas too.

This early morning in September the Swedish man is out walking. He will as usual take a longer walk away out of the village Alcalali and out on the countryside where he has a fantastic view out over the Jalon-valley. Then he can enjoy the loneliness and just meditate. Even if he tries very hard he has no memories back in time. That frightens him very much. Just to walk and walk and look at all beauty in the nature in the Paradise-valley heals. He finds more peace.

The lonely man has just leave the villa where he lives and is on the bigger road. He will now continue his walk to the right out through the small village and along all the big houses who are climbing on the hills with a fabulous view out over the valley. When he starts his walk along the bigger road he can hear a low sound. He stops and is listening. Imagination? He starts to walk again. To the left is a small field with high grass, bushes and some small trees.

– Piiiiip!

Then he can hear the low whimper again!

He walks some metres into the high grass. He searches around. Nothing there. Carefully he takes some more steps, metre by metre.

It is totally silent again this early morning.

Then he hears the low sound again!

There to the right!

He looks down.

Then he can see what it is!

It is a light-brown, little ragged dog. The dog is hurt.

The man sits carefully down beside the wounded little thing.

– You are bleeding, he whispers! But you are alive. You are alive, he is mumbling.

Very carefully he lifts the little light-brown dog and carries it away up to the road. The dog is breathing with small, a little bit acute breath. The man holds softly the little thing in his arms and carries him away to the house he lives in. Now he will ask his relative to take the dog to the vet in the nearest town Jalon.

The older relative and the Swedish man drive with the silver-coloured Seat out of the village Alcalali and turn right towards Jalon which is a bigger village than Alcalali. It is of course the older relative who drives the car. The Swedish younger man is sitting in the back-seat and beside him lays the little injured dog on a blanket. The Swedish man looks worried at the dog and checks the whole time what is happening. The dog is bleeding above his left eye and he whips now and then.

– Here I think that the vet is says the man who is driving the car.

They are looking along the street.

– Here it is, nearly shouts the Swedish man in the back-seat!

They park the car and slowly and very carefully the man lifts the dog out of the car and they walk to the vet.

There is at the moment no other dogs, cats or clients this day and they can visit the vet immediately. The Spanish vet talks English and he understands very well what they are saying.

Mean while the vet prepares for the examination the Swedish man tells him what has happened and where he found the dog. The vet is nodding and is mumbling something.

– These things used to happen, he declares and is sighing. Maybe he thought that the dog was dead and then just left the place quickly.

The vet puts the light-brown dog on the table.

– Then we will see.

The little dog flinches and is whimpering when the vet examines the wound above his eye. He cleans the wound. The vet has given the dog sedative, because the dog is now calm and is breathing normal. Then the vet examines the dog thoroughly. He examines all his legs. He examines his stomach. He puts light in his eyes. He is listening to his heart.

The Swedish man is standing there observing very nervous and is just waiting.

He doesn’t dare to ask any questions.

– How is it, he finally asks? Will he survive? Is he serious injured?

The vet makes one more check and is standing there silent. He is mumbling something inaudible.

The he turns around seriously and is looking at the waiting men.

– If we are lucky he will manage this. The injury above his eye is not deep. The dog was probably unconscious for a while when the accident happened with the car. I can´t see any other big problems. No legs are broken. The eyes are good. No other serious injuries.

– What is happening now, asks the Swedish man worried?

– The dog must be here some days. I will attend the wound above the eye properly and above all observe the dog carefully.

– Does the dog have any chip? Some owner?

– No. No chip. I estimate that it is a very young dog, just about 10-12 months. It is a cairn-terrier. Unfortunately scrupulous people get a dog down here in Spain and suddenly they just drop the dog and it is left behind. Maybe this people hope that some kindly person takes care of the abandoned dog or a dog-centre takes care of the dog.

The Swedish man looks at his relative and shakes his head.

– Is it true?

– Yes, that is a brutal truth. Human beings are not always good.

– What will happen now, asks the Swedish man?

– We have to wait and see that everything is all right with the dog. Then we have to wait and see if some owner is looking for the dog. Seriously I don’t think that any owner will call us. As you can see the dog is skinny and famished. I think that the dog has been alone for a while and is abandoned.

– Here you have our telephone-number.

– Thank you and here you have my business-card, says the vet.

The Swedish man bends down and looks at the little light-brown dog who is laying there on the table. He is patting the dog gently over the back. The dog which was sleeping wakes up and looks at him with dark, wondering eyes.

– If nobody owner calls us is it possible for you to take care of him?

– Yes, yes of course. We will pay all costs, says the Swedish man seriously. He will have a good home. We live over there in Alcalali in a villa with a big garden and here the dog can have a good life.

Once again the Swedish man looks at the little, light-brown terrier who now is sleeping again.

Human’s best friend, the dog will means a lot to a man who has lost his memory. The past is just a big, frightening darkness and mystery. The dog will be his best friend and constant companion in the Jalon-valley.

The Swedish man lives a very quiet life in the idyllic village Alcalali. In some strange way it seems that the life stands still and is waiting for something, but what? He is standing on a scene in a drama, but he doesn´t know the name of the play. He can’t remember what has happening in his life before even if he tries. It is empty and totally dark. Sometimes it is ghastly. However life goes on and he is there. His older relative supports him during the days and most things works out. He is told to take it easy and just try to go on. When he got his anxiety attacks he is comforted by his older relative. Then he finally calms down and is sitting there for a long, long while and is just breathing. Sometimes he is crying.

It is a paradise here in the Jalon valley, but at the same time a deep, mysterious and dangerous vacuum. The days in the Spanish villa begin with breakfast in the kitchen and the both Swedish men can look out in the green garden and towards the swimming-pool. They can see two blackbirds jumping around on the green grass under the orange-tree. Through the open window they can hear the morning-concert from all other small birds and they are now awake and will meet a new bright, sunny Spanish day. It is a warm autumn-day. The two men are sitting there silent at the breakfast-table.

– Rrrrriiing!

The older man picks up his mobile-phone and answers.

– Yes, yes it is here, he says and is nodding.

The younger man is listening intensely.

– Is it the vet, he is whispering?

The other man with the mobile-phone is nodding.

Then he puts the phone on the table.

– Yes, it was the vet.

– What about the dog? Is it all right, asks the Swedish man worried. He is alive?

– Yes, everything is all right with the dog, but they have not found any owner.

The vet in Jalon has checked with other vets and different dog-centres, but there is no one who is looking for a cairn-terrier.

– What did the vet said? Can I take care of him?

– Yes, if you want, but then you will have the responsibility for him. You will have to take walks with him every day, remember that.

– Yes, I will.

– By the way, the vet said that we will be able to pick the dog up tomorrow in Jalon.

The younger Swedish man takes a walk immediately after the breakfast. He closes the high, white iron-gate outside the villa and walk out to the main-road and goes to the right out of Alcalali. The air is clear and the sky is blue. Just a few, white clouds come from the south and the wind is gently. The man is smiling. For the first time since a long time he can feel joy. Into the deep darkness is now a gleam of hope. He has been walking here week after week as in trance. It has been a grey, boring wandering in loneliness. The days have been frightening and mysterious. He has been as a shadow from yesterday. He has not talked to anybody except with his older relative who is there to help him. Or protect him?

The man keeps on walking on the winding road out through the peaceful Spanish village. To the right white Spanish houses are climbing up on the hills with pine-trees around the houses. To the left there are small fields with almond-trees and knotty, old olive-trees. The man is smiling again. Soon I will have my new friend here by my side when I am out walking, he thinks pleased.

Now there are just a few houses near the road and he stops at a place he uses to stop for a long while where the real countryside takes over. It is a very high, vertical rock and here are some houses in the outskirt of Alcalali climbing up on the hillside. He continues some hundred metres on the winding road. Then he stops and looks out over the Jalon valley or Paradise valley as he uses to call it. Here is a captivating, beautiful view out over the valley. There are small mountain chains, green hills, valleys and blue, high mountains far, far away. He can see one of the small towns with the white Spanish houses far away in the valley. It is totally silent and calm. It is fabulous silence except from the singing birds. He takes a deep breath. He feels a peculiar happiness inside. It is a feeling of paradise. Something very beautiful is there far away in the valley and he longs for the something far, far away.

Now life works out a little bit better, but still there is an impenetrable darkness back in time. He has still angst, but slowly the light is coming. Tomorrow he will get his new best friend. It is a light-brown cairn-terrier who will follow him wherever he goes.

Tim, as the dog is called, is comfortable with his new home and the two Swedish men. He now seems to be all right after the accident with the car. The wound above the eye is healed and he runs happy around in the big garden. In the other houses in the neighbourhood there are a lot of dog-mates because here are a lot of English people living and they have often dogs. The younger Swedish man is restrictive with all his contacts and he never talks to other people he meets.

This sunny day in September the Swedish man will take his ordinary morning-walk with Tim out on the main-road which leads through the village Alcalali. Then he takes to the left down outside restaurant Castellvi and into the village. He walks with the dog on the paved alley through the old gateway and into the little square. Here is a small alley where a car can drive. He meets an old black-dressed Spanish woman who has been shopping in the little shop. The old lady pulls with difficulty the trolley filled with different things. She says politely Buenas Dias, but he doesn´t answer.

It is early this day and one of the owners to Bar Toni has just opened the bar. Here the Swedish man sits down with his dog as usual at one of the little square tables outside the bar. The big clock strikes powerful eleven at the high tower in front of the bar. As usual it is a fabulous, nearly unreal peaceful atmosphere at the paved little square this sunny morning.

– Un cafe con leche y un bocadillo con keso y jamon, says the Swedish man with a low voice when he orders.

Meanwhile the man is sitting there alone waiting at his table where he looks out over the little square. Tim is under the table and curiously he is looking t what is going on. He is so pleased to be with his new master and enjoys whatever they are doing. Recently Tim was able to frighten two doves because they sat down too near his table. Flapping with their wings they moved away and found some crumbs under another table. The silence is spoiled when a blue seat slowly comes driving on the small alley in front of Bar Toni. To the right outside the little shop it appears now and then people who enter into the little shop.

Silent the Swedish man is sitting there at his table and is drinking his coffee. After a while comes a group of English people who use to be here at bar Toni. The German lady with the Yorkshire-terrier is here too. The little dog runs immediately up to Tim and says hello to him. Tim, who is a boy, is friendly waving with his tail because of this nice lady-visitor. The German lady who owns the Yorkshire-terrier smiles, but the Swedish man looks the other way.

Then she whispers something to the other English friends who are sitting at her table and is shaking her head.

– What a strange man! What hides behind this silence, she adds and shudders? He is afraid of everything and everybody. He never says anything at all.

When the Swedish man understands that they maybe are talking about him he rises up discreet and he walks away through the alleys with his dog. He walks through the arch-shaped gate and walks some hundred metres down in the old village Alcalali. Here he stops for a long while and looks out over the valley. He takes a deep breath of the fresh, countryside-air and just enjoys the view over the wine-yards which soon are ready for the harvest and the almond cultivations. He thinks that he can hear larks warbling out over the fields. That sound reminds him about something! He suddenly feels a deep angst coming rolling! There is something dark which has happened that he can´t remember! He just can’t remember anything!

Often when he now is out walking with his new friend Tim he had been able to blank out the unreal and terrible things which are there far away somewhere. He had been able to adjust himself and start to enjoy the idyllic paradise here in the Jalon valley. The everyday life worked out and his older relative has told him that he had returned to life. Returned? How? These things he couldn’t understand.

Some thoughts hurt him when he tried to remember. Back in time was only a big impenetrable darkness and an alarming uncertainty. Everyday life and his dog Tim helped him. The lonely moments in the beautiful, green garden and the swaying palm-trees, helped him too. The moments when he took a swim in the pool and then when he was sitting in the warm sun helped him too. The pink twilight and the lovely evening-walks along the silent roads with his light-brown cairn-terrier by his side were healing.

The best thing was when he had walked the long way out of the village Alcalali together with his dog and was standing near the vertical, high rock-face where the Spanish countryside always took over. Here he stayed for a long while and looked out over the valley and the freedom. Somewhere far away was his freedom. But what had happened to him? What had he left behind him?

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

High up in the sky is a big, black bird floating. The bird circles round and around with stiff, wide wings. The bird is searching and watching, hour after hour. The big, black bird is looking down for the booty.

Then he sees it!

Suddenly the signal comes! The vulture circles down and is searching with his ice-cold, piercing glance.

Ruthless he grabs with his sharp, long talons into the booty!

The vulture has appeared on the scene of life again.


CHAPTER 2

It is Friday evening in Gothenburg in the beginning of June. It is the beginning of the Swedish summer and a lovely summer-evening. Here at Södra Vägen in Gothenburg is a luxurious office at the second floor in the old, beautiful stone-house. People out in the street are nice dressed in spring or summer-clothes and are on their way to the amusement-park Liseberg a little bit further up in the town.

When Milo Falk serious and thoughtful is standing there and is looking out of the window. From the office he can see tram number 5 on its way full of passengers. He is scratching nervously with his hand over his face. This is an unusual behaviour of him. Now it is a matter of life or death!

Milo Falk is chief executive of the technical company Waste to Value and it is this company which has the big office here at Södra Vägen. The company has twenty-five employees in Sweden and here in Gothenburg most of them work. The growing company has come into the market exactly in the right time. They work with bio-energy and smart solution of the world´s energy-problems. They work with to transform excess heat and costs for cooling into green electricity. A bull’s eye! They have totally new, thrilling and bold solutions to use waste heat to produce electricity and heat.

– Waste to value, is Milo Falk mumbling when he is standing there and looks out from the window on the second floor of the office. He has a strange smile in his face. Solution of the world’s energy-problem. Transforming to green energy, he is whispering slowly.

– Yes, imagine if they were aware what is going on. Millions are waiting out there, maybe milliards! Soon will the bomb detonate! He and some other persons will be first in the line and with this sly plan he will be able to fulfil everything he has been dreaming about. A booty which was so unimaginable big was there just waiting for him!

This was a chance that ever, never will come more in his life.

– Never, ever comes again, he repeats to himself.

By pure chance he had this possibility. Now he has to be very, very cool and play his cards very well. The cruel game he has to play to the bitter end. He must act like an animal, by pure instinct even if he is a human being.

The nearly magic silence and his deep thoughts here inside the half-dark, luxurious office suddenly interrupts of a sound. Milo Falk can hear a low click and a door which opens there on the first floor.

– Is it you Leopold?

– Yes, answers the man.

It is another man with him too and now they walk up in the broad stairs to the second floor. The other man is Andreas and he is also in the management of the company.

– Nobody knows that you are here now?

– No. I told them at home that I will go out for dinner here at the Aveny and nobody else in the company knows that I am here now.

– The same here. Nobody knows.

– Good, very good. The word secrecy is too weak to use now. Nobody, absolutely nobody without us shall know anything at all.

Milo Falk enters his big office-room in the corner. Before he is doing anything he is just standing there listening. Nervous? Cautious? Yes, yes of course. Now he must have everything under control!

The other two men come and Milo Falk opens the door to the big conference-room. This room is furnished in English style. Here is a big, brown Chesterfield-group in finest leather. Here are three big armchairs, one sofa and a small table. Then it is a long conference-table in finest wood with twelve chairs. The colour on the walls is soft pistachio-green and it is exclusive panel on the walls. On the floor there is a soft green wall to wall carpet fitting perfect to the luxury furnishing. Above the long table there are two old fashion cut-glass chandeliers. There is a soft light in the big conference-room. The wall to wall carpet makes everything nearly soundless in a nice, mysterious way.

Milo Falk sits down in the end of the long table. Leopold and Andreas are sitting beside him.

– No mobile phones here?

– No.

– Good. Then we start.

– We have an incredible possibility by chance. Now we have to act ice-cold and not hesitate one second when it comes to what we have to do, say Milo Falk.

The two other are nodding approvingly.

– I just visited our partner in China as you know. As it looks now we can see an enormous expansion. I must say explosion in all ways, in terms of volume and above all economic. Another important step is taken towards a total success in China of our Swedish company Waste to Value!

Milo smiles again. It is a little bit horrible, frightening smile and even bestial in some way.

– We are timely, says Leopold Ström.

– Yes, the idea is good, but then it must be timely. You even must have luck and be bold.

– These things we have, haven’t we, says Andreas Ljung?

– Yes, who could expect these things to happen?

– From the hospital Levante in Benidorm they noticed and verified that the diagnosis is TGA.

– What is TGA, asks Andreas Ljung?

– It means traumatic amnesia, a temporary loss of all memory.

– Temporary loss of all memory?

– Yes, he doesn’t remember anything at all back in time, but he can live a fairly, normal life at the moment.

– They will take care of him properly and guard him carefully. If we go straight to the point we can say that he is hidden by Simon. He is hidden at a super-secret, isolated place. Then we will see what is happening in the future continues Milo Falk thoughtful. Much is at stake. Unimaginable things are waiting for us. We must act at lightning speed if something new is happening. It is a race against time.

– We must act. We must take everything step by step and fulfil this game and not shake in our shoes. The chessman must be moved brilliantly and without hesitating. Our profit will be enormous, especially for us when our small Swedish company as dealing with the right things will meet our big, strong partner in China!

– This is a dream in some way, says Leopold.

– Yes, but it could become a nightmare if we not are very determined and can take the tuff, hard decisions.

It is totally silent in the luxury conference-room on the second floor at Södra Vägen in Gothenburg. Milo Falk takes out a small, brown envelope which he has hidden in his pocket of the dark blazer.

– Here Leopold, he nearly whispers as he is afraid of that someone outside could hear. Here you have his passport. You look the same. You have the same colour of your hair. You have the same shape of your face. You have nearly the same hair-style. You have to change that a little bit. You have to buy exactly the same glasses as he has quickly. You are in the same age. You are Swedish and excuse me Leopold you look ordinary.

Leopold Ström looks for a long while at the passport he now has in his hand. He turns the pages in the passport.

– The most important is that the Chinese not will understand or see that you not are the man in the passport.

– Brilliant! This is totally amazing, says Andreas Ljung overexcited!

– Yes, but if you out your hand on your heart. Can you see the difference among a lot of Chinese?

Suddenly everybody laughs and the solemnly, nearly magic atmosphere is gone. Then they are sitting there silent again and each one of them has their own deep thoughts. The astounding, nearly incredible could suddenly happen and be true.

Millions will be milliards!

– Next thing that happens is that you Leopold will go to China to our business-partner now on Tuesday.

– I, say Leopold smiling?

– No, not you of course. You don´t exist for a while now. You are a new person from this point no. You are the man in the passport you hold in your hand.

The serious, secret conference is over. They put out the light in the luxury conference-room and then they look the door to the office. It is now late Friday-evening in Gothenburg. Leopold Ström and Andreas Ljung walk discreet out through the magnificent entrance-door. Some moments later Milo Falk is sneaking out of the dark office.

It is a typical Swedish evening in June and many people are out walking. Suddenly comes a police-car driving at full speed with the flashing blue-lights on and it shrieks when they turn up to the big Aveny. Milo Falk shudders and hurries up and disappears among the people.

Now he must be invisible and hit hard. He must use his sharp claws and dig into the fat booty.

Just act as a Vulture!

Elvira Ek is sitting in her house in the big living-room. The house is at Stavstigen on the hillside of Keiller’s park at Hising island in Gothenburg. It is an older, well-kept wooden-house in two floors. The nice house is yellow with light-green shutters and a mansard roof. It is situated on a smaller hillside with a nice view out over the surroundings. It is a big garden with green, wide lawns and high bread-leaves and a high Swedish white-beam hedge around the plot. It is a quite area with houses a little bit aside, but very central near the big street Hjalmarbrantingsgatan and the tram which leads into the centre of Gothenburg.

Her husband has travelled down to Spain on a very secret business-trip. Nobody knows any details. Not even his wife Elvira Ek knows that he first will visit Spain and then China. It has been so much of hush-hush around this and she doesn’t know what is happening. The plan was a short, but crucial meeting in Spain and then her husband should travel directly to China where he will stay for a while and meet the Chinese for important discussions. This business-trip was for the promising Swedish company Waste to Value which had the head-office in Gothenburg.

Elvira Ek’s brother is Milo Falk. Even if they are brother and sister they are very different. They have been opposites of each other since they learned to walk. He is cold and scheming whatever he does. She is gentle, and cares about other. She can lose sometimes and compromise, but he always goes his own way and sticks at nothing to win. Elvira Ek thinks that she is a winner, because she has a wonderful, kindly husband Viktor Ek. He has a good position in the fast growing company, but he put his marriage and home at the right place. Viktor’s work means a lot, but not everything. Elvira Ek is pleased with what she has. She has a nice house in a quite area in Gothenburg and many good friends. Her brother Milo just goes on hunting and is scudding clouds. He is never pleased. He will have more and more and has no peace in his life.

Milo Falk is like some hunted creature and can’t settle down and rest. He just must be the greatest and the best. It has always been in that way and she has frightened seen his desperate, nasty eyes when he has been an under-dog. The power and his urge to have more power and money is the evil, nearly bestial motive. Elvira sometimes wondered if it deep inside was a little, insecure boy who now was adult in the big world. Elvira Ek was in reality more intelligent and was more successful in school with higher marks than Milo. He found his way to be best and he did things in his own way. He could even lie and exaggerate when he wanted to climb up above others.

At some unusual occasion she remembers when she felt a deep happiness and peace when she tenderly embraced her brother. They were sitting together in the twilight and meditated about the future. These occasions were very few. Quickly he walked away and put on the hard mask again. He was always looking for more confirmation. Elvira developed a warm personality. Milo was cold. He was hard in every way. More money and more power were the only thing for him. Finally there was a high wall between them and the gap became bigger between sister and brother. Now Elvira was afraid of her own brother. The things she saw were frightening!

Elvira Ek is visiting her brother Milo who lives in a new-built white villa at Björlandavägen, Hising island in Gothenburg. At the moment Elvira is there alone, because her husband Viktor Ek has travelled to Spain and then to China in super-secret business-meetings. He will as a representative for the company Waste to Value meet their new, big business-partner in China. Now Elvira takes the opportunity to meet her brother in his villa.

Soon she will have her biggest shock in her life!

They have been sitting in the big living-room upstairs having coffee and were chatting. The conversation was a little bit strained. Elvira can’t understand her brother anymore and there is something mysterious behind the unnatural and forced smile. Milo is around forty years old and has black hair, combed backwards and a full beard. The full beard is a little bit grey even if he is quite young. His sister Elvira has dark, short hair in a nice style of hairdressing. She is always well-dressed. Today she wears a light-beige dress. Elvira is two years older than Milo.

Suddenly there is a phone-call for Milo on the mobile-phone.

– Excuse me, he says and rises up and goes out on the balcony.

Elvira is nodding. Nearly instinctively she moves a little bit closer to the window near the balcony. The window is a little bit open down there below, where the summer-air comes in. There is a white, thin curtain and Milo can´t look into the big living-room from outside. What he not is aware of is that the sound comes straight into the big living-room through the chink of the window!

Very, very carefully she opens the window a little bit more. Milo is sitting down in one of the chairs at the balcony and continues the telephone-call. What he not is aware of at all is that she can hear what he is saying, even if he talks in a low voice! The distance from Elvira in the sofa to Milo who is sitting with his back towards the window is exceedingly small.

What she now will hear and can imagine makes a cold shiver running down her back!

– He has still the total loss of memory?

– The doctor thinks that this loss of memory will continue?

– Simon takes care of him and looks after him?

– This place is out on the country-side and nobody Swedish people lives here?

– You couldn’t find a better place to hide a person and still let him live. Brilliant, says Milo.

Elvira understands more and more during the serious telephone-call.

Finally she can put the horrible pieces in the puzzle together and a ghastly picture is there!
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