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  For Viv


  Seeking to forget makes exile all the longer; the secret of redemption lies in remembrance.


  Richard von Weizsäcker


  We do not believe in government through the voting booth.


  General Francisco Franco Bahamonde


  The whole country shakes with indignation faced with these heartless men who, with fire and terror, want to plunge popular and democratic Spain into an inferno of terror. But they shall not pass.


  Isidora Dolores Ibárruri Gómez,


  La Pasionaria


  VILLARREAL, 8 MARCH 1937


  The squad moved slowly on the mountain path, hemmed in by ranks of dark pines. If they spoke, they spoke in whispers. This deep in enemy territory, there was always the possibility of ambush.


  The men were anarchists, more accustomed to theoretical debate than war. Only a month ago, they had left training camp eager for combat with raised fists and cries of Viva La Republica! Now, their numbers depleted by the harsh calculus of war, they resembled the refugees they passed on the way to the front. Most expected life would be hard in the militia. None expected it would be as hard as this.


  The commander saw the sullen looks as he gave orders, the muted threats of desertion. He reminded them the mission was vital for the Republic. He was a gifted speaker, and the men were placated by his words. Some had read his poems before the war though it was the Poets martial skills they valued now. As they sheltered under the dripping trees, the Poet revealed their objective. They were to meet one of their observers and escort her back to their lines. The men exchanged uneasy glances. Risking their lives for a spy  and a woman at that  was not an appealing prospect.


  It was late afternoon when they saw the small woodcutters hut on the flank of the mountain, dwarfed by pine woods on the slopes above. Tired by the long march, the men threw down their packs and rifles. In the distance, they heard the dull rumble of artillery fire. The sound distracted them, though they were more distracted by the bundle in the womans arms as she came out of the hut. No one was expecting the spy to have a newborn child. It was a surprise, the Poet told the men, not at all what he was expecting.


  Nor was he expecting the dark-clad troops as they emerged from the trees to encircle the squad. A harsh voice offered a simple choice: surrender or die.


  It was not much of a choice.


  1


  SAN SEBASTIÁN, THURSDAY, 30 SEPTEMBER 1954


  A pale sun was setting behind dark-smudged clouds and the biting wind from the sea signalled a coming storm. Fernando Etxarte tightened his overcoat collar as he crossed the Zurriola Bridge. Two hundred metres away, the heavy sea surged into the narrow river mouth, smashing against the rocks in great bursts of spray that sparkled in the insipid light of the street lamps along the riverbank. The wind was raw and Etxarte was glad of the meagre protection of his Basque beret.


  The honeyed glow of lights in the shops and bars at the far side of the bridge held the promise of shelter from the imminent storm. But Etxarte had an appointment to keep. Ignoring the rain, he hurried on, passing static lines of trucks and slow, grumbling cars rattling out greasy exhaust fumes into the fierce wind. Now and again, horse-drawn carts laden with goods slowed the traffic, provoking frequent blasts from exasperated drivers horns.


  Etxarte crossed the road at the end of the bridge, heading into the dense warren of buildings clustered between the river and the harbour. The dark mass of Monte Urgull loomed over him, its steep sides towering over the port, the old fortress on top of the hill now skeletal in whirling showers of rain blown in from the sea. He continued through the narrow streets to the darkened Plaza 18 de Julio, his footsteps echoing under the covered walkway around the sides of the square. Long ago they held bullfights here: mounted nobles dramatically ending the raging attacks of toros bravos with the thrust of a spear. Once, there were bright numbers above the first-floor balconies where families had rented seats for the fights. Now, the faded figures looked down on a poorly illuminated row of shops and bars, while above them were shabby apartments, their shutters rattling in the wind, the bird cages on the balconies empty and abandoned until the spring.


  At the far end of the square Etxarte came to a small, dingy bar, with a long, zinc-topped counter and a handful of tables along the walls. He paused in the doorway, brushing rainwater from his overcoat, grateful for the warmth inside. Hesitant electric light peered through irregular clouds of black tobacco smoke. A dozen conversations echoed round the bar, some animated and strident, others conducted warily, in low, measured voices. It was a cheerful place despite its spartan interior, a place to drink and smoke and, for those who had money, to sample from the selection of badly prepared tapas on offer.


  Etxarte saw the salesman at once. Tall and bulky, a dark coat and hat. He looked successful, judging by the smart cut of his clothes. In fact, he must be very successful, Etxarte thought. You needed to earn good money to eat enough to maintain a bulk like that. Etxarte leaned against the bar and waved to the barman, ordering patxaran before he turned to the man in the dark coat.


  Señor Ramirez?


  You must be Señor Etxarte.


  Thats me. Another drink?


  Not when Im working, Ramirez said. Well, perhaps just a brandy. A large one.


  The barman brought the drinks. They drank in silence.


  Ramirez leaned over Etxartes glass and inhaled suspiciously. What is that?


  Patxaran. A Basque speciality. Made with local berries and anís.


  Joder. It smells like something youd buy at a pharmacy.


  Its an acquired taste, Etxarte said, defensively.


  So is buggery. And its no reason to try that either.


  Etxarte frowned. He was here to do business, yet the salesman seemed to have taken an immediate dislike to him. Etxarte had expected a little more seriousness and less aggression, given the nature of their business. After all, he was the customer.


  Did you bring the goods, Señor Ramirez?


  The big man looked at him fiercely. Not here. Too many flapping ears. Pay the bill and well talk outside.


  Etxarte did so, wincing at the tab the salesman had run up. Still, he reasoned, it was for the Cause. Everything he did these days was. The salesman was waiting outside. Grey sheets of rain swept the desolate square and water fell noisily from the awnings of bars and shops, forming pools of water the colour of dull steel on the cobbles.


  Dismal night, Ramirez said. You have fucking awful weather here.


  But convenient for us, verdad? Etxarte smiled. Its an ill wind...


  Discretion. Thats what these transactions require, Ramirez said, pulling on leather gloves. Where do we meet your friends?


  Id rather not say.


  Of course. Security should always be a prime consideration. So I deal with you?


  Im not actually responsible for buying equipment, Señor Ramirez. We have a quartermaster to do that. We dont meet with him; in fact, we dont even know who he is, its safer that way. But the cell is a collective, so all our decisions are made as a group. One voice, one people  and all for Euskadi, Señor Ramirez.


  Bueno. Ill deal with all of you together. Thats been my intention all along. Ramirez lit a cigarette and breathed blue smoke into the wavering curtain of rain. Whats really important to me is being paid, as Im sure you understand.


  De acuerdo. Youll appreciate I cant tell you where were meeting the others. The fascists are constantly trying to infiltrate our movement, so we have to be careful. Ill give you directions as we drive. In the dark you wont remember the route we take. And of course, Ill accompany you back here again, after the transaction.


  Fine. My cars parked in the boulevard near the town hall.


  As they made their way towards the boulevard, the rain grew heavier. Etxarte saw rivulets of water falling from the rim of the salesmans black homburg as he hurried to a line of parked cars.


  Heres my car.


  A Buick? Hombre, that must have cost you plenty.


  The rewards in this business are considerable, Ramirez said. But then, so are the risks. He opened the door and climbed into the drivers seat. Etxarte scurried to the other side and scrambled in, glad to be out of the freezing rain.


  So, Ramirez said, which way do I go?


  As Etxarte gave him sparse directions, the Buicks big engine growled into life and the car slid forward, arcs of rain flickering in the pale headlights. Within a few minutes they left the lights of the city behind and the darkness closed in. Etxarte directed Ramirez in monosyllables as they followed the contours of the foothills. Ramirez made little conversation. Etxarte took that for professional discretion: no questions asked, no superfluous information to compromise either party. Very professional. No wonder Señor Ramirez came so highly recommended.


  So your leader wont be here tonight? Ramirez asked, staring ahead into the darkness beyond the headlights.


  It isnt necessary, Etxarte said. We make tactical decisions within the group. But the quartermaster sources our equipment and arms and passes on communications between us and other cells in the region. He keeps his identity secret from the cell and keeps in touch using coded messages. That way, if anyones captured and tortured, they cant betray the entire movement.


  Very effective. Ramirez nodded. Youre clearly very well organised.


  Etxarte smiled. It was a long time since anyone had praised his efforts.


  The road began to rise into a black mass of hills. Etxarte leaned forward and pointed to a gate by a steeply sloping field.


  Its just through that gate. Youll see lights on your right and a track up to the house.


  Thank God for that, Ramirez grunted. I thought we going to end up in France. And you know what they say about the French.


  The car slowed as Ramirez turned the Buick onto the rough track leading up to the house. A couple of hundred metres away, the headlights illuminated the outline of a whitewashed farmhouse. Faint lights flickered through cracks in the shutters.


  What do they say about the French? Etxarte asked.


  Ramirez brought the car to halt. The farmhouse was in the typical Basque style: a whitewashed, half-timbered exterior, a red-tiled roof, shutters on the windows.


  They say theyre all fucking bastards who have their road signs painted with a German translation on the back. That way, when theres a war, they surrender and then turn the signs round. Ramirez opened the car door, laughing heartily at his own joke.


  The front door of the farmhouse opened, spilling weak light over the car. A young man with a mop of unkempt hair peered out at them through thick, round-rimmed glasses.


  Kaixo. Ongi etorri.


  Etxarte returned his greeting. Kaixo, Patxi. Are we all here?


  Were two short tonight, comrade.


  The young man saw Ramirez who was busy dragging long canvas bags from the car. Kaixo.


  Ramirez looked at him blankly. I dont understand a word of Basque.


  The young man grinned sheepishly. Sorry. We prefer not to speak the language of the oppressor when were together. Im Patxi Zubiondo. And your name, Señor...?


  This is Señor Ramirez, Etxarte said, struggling with one of the canvas bags. Venga, Patxi, we need a hand here. These guns wont carry themselves.


  The young man hurried forwards. Sorry, Señor Ramirez. Sometimes I forget myself, I get so animated by the Cause.


  The Cause? Ramirez asked, handing the young man a couple of canvas bags.


  The bags were heavy, Patxi noticed, feeling the hard, sharp outlines of their contents. He felt growing excitement. The revolution was beginning at last.


  Our cause. Freedom for the Basque homeland, youd say in Spanish. In Basque its Euskadi ta askatasuna. Thats what were thinking of calling our resistance movement.


  Quite a mouthful. Ramirez nodded. You could always shorten it to ETA. People would remember it more easily. You could put it on your notepaper. Patxi smiled, unsure if Ramirez was joking.


  The men carried the canvas bags into the house, stamping mud from their shoes on the reed mat. Patxi dried his spectacles with a handkerchief as he led Ramirez across the hall and through a thick wooden door into a large room with a raised platform at one end. Rows of benches faced the platform.


  This used to be the local school, Etxarte explained, before the fascists closed it and made speaking Basque illegal.


  Six more young people were waiting in the schoolhouse: four men, one with the worst attempt at a beard Ramirez had ever seen, and two young women. One was ugly, which Ramirez had rather expected, and one was not, which rather surprised him since revolutionaries were, in his experience, uniformly ugly. Still, business was business. It always ended the same way, no matter who he dealt with.


  The group came over to Etxarte, one at a time, whispering something in a low voice. Etxarte slapped each one on the shoulder as they went over to the benches to take a seat.


  What was that all about? Ramirez asked.


  A password. Its how we identify members of the group. I shouldnt really tell you.


  Dont then, Ramirez said.


  The young people were whispering, impatient for proceedings to begin.


  It cant hurt. Etxarte lowered his voice. Its quite moving actually. In the mountains, the snows are burning.


  Very nice, Ramirez muttered, without interest. He climbed onto the dais and placed the canvas bags on the table.


  Etxarte and Patxi passed the rest of the bags to him. The salesman was strong, Patxi noticed, seeing how easily Ramirez carried the heavy canvas bags, one in each hand. The others waited on the two rows of benches, eyes bright and excited. Ramirez noticed that when Patxi jumped down from the dais, he went to sit with the good-looking woman.


  Politely, Etxarte motioned Ramirez to a chair. Ramirez was very relaxed, a real professional, no doubt about it, Etxarte thought. And, since it had been his decision to approach Ramirez, it also reflected well on him.


  Comrades, Etxarte said, please welcome Señor Ramirez, who, as you know, is here to do some important business with us.


  A hesitant ripple of self-conscious applause.


  Before we begin our negotiations, perhaps youd like to say a few words, Señor Ramirez? Etxarte took a step back.


  Ramirez got to his feet. Is this place secure? he asked, looking round the schoolroom. There was only one window to his right, and that was shuttered and barred. The only other exit was the door to the corridor. He jumped down from the platform, walked over to the door and turned the key. He returned, putting the key in his pocket, and leaped onto the dais with an athleticism surprising for such a big man. You cant be too careful, he said. Etxarte nodded vigorously. This all seemed highly professional.


  Ramirez looked down at his audience. Tell me, have any of you handled a gun before? The good-looking woman raised her hand.


  You, señorita? What kind of gun was it?


  My grandfathers shotgun. We shot rabbits for the pot.


  Youve shot rabbits? Ramirez stifled a laugh. Well, thats a start. None of you will starve, at any rate.


  If I can shoot rabbits, I can shoot the murderers of the guardia civil. She glared defiantly at Ramirez and sat down to applause from her comrades.


  Good point, señorita, there are a number of guardia civiles Id gladly shoot myself. Ramirez chuckled, drawing complicit laughter. Perhaps youd all like to see the weapons now? Their faces told him they would.


  Ramirez slowly unzipped the canvas bags, taking out the rifles carefully and passing them down into impatient hands. Six American M1 rifles, gas-operated, clip-fed with eight rounds to a clip. Accurate to around four hundred metres. He paused, watching the group handle the weapons with affected familiarity.


  Are these loaded? It was the ugly woman.


  Of course not. I dont want you blowing your heads off before you pay me.


  Actually, we need to discuss that, Etxarte said. Were a little short of money.


  Ramirez turned to stare at him. The atmosphere in the room changed.


  Thats a handicap in any business, said Ramirez. We agreed on payment upfront. Like the signs in the bars tell you, dont ask for credit.


  There are greater issues at stake here, the more attractive of the two women said, getting to her feet. Were fighting for a cause, señor. Were willing to die for our country and we need arms, yet you talk only of money. Dont you have any principles?


  Several, Ramirez said, and the most important is never sell things to someone who cant pay. He paused to light a cigarette and exhaled a stream of smoke. Ive got six very efficient rifles here, he continued, possession of which, incidentally, will bring an automatic death sentence if youre caught. However, you dont have anything to fire from them.


  We can buy bullets from someone else, one of the young men muttered.


  You think its that easy? Ramirez snorted. How will you know its not Francos secret police youre dealing with? That happens all the time to people like you.


  Comrades, please, Etxarte said. Perhaps we can explain our plans in more detail to Señor Ramirez. Show him were sincere. Maybe we could have the rifles on a lease. When the struggle is over, he could be paid then. He took a bulky brown paper envelope from his inside pocket. Would this serve as a deposit at least, Señor Ramirez? Five hundred Yanqui dollars  its all we could raise. He placed the envelope on the table.


  Whats this Señor business? the man with the appalling beard said. We reject bourgeois formality. Whats your first name, Compañero Ramirez?


  Ramirez sighed and glanced at his watch. It was time to put an end to this. There are three points I need to make, comrade. He emphasised the word with sudden malice. The first is that what you are doing is highly dangerous  as I said, the possession of weapons is treachery and the penalty for treachery is death. Second, thats the worst fucking beard Ive ever seen and you should be ashamed of it. He stopped and finished his cigarette. He threw it down and ground it out with his heel. You cant be too careful in a wooden building, he said, smiling.


  So whats the third? the young man shouted, incensed by the insult to his beard.


  The third? Ramirez stared at him. My name is Comandante Guzmán of the Brigada Especial. Buenas noches.


  The others in the audience shuffled, suddenly uncomfortable and confused. The bearded young man leaped up, brandishing the rifle like a club. I dont believe you. If you were a policeman youd have arrested us by now.


  Guzmán nodded. If I were a normal policeman, I would. But Im not. Those weapons are only here to make things look right for the coroner.


  Youre trapped, the young man said. Well beat you to death with your own rifles.


  Guzmán reached into his jacket and drew the Browning semi-automatic in a smooth motion that ended with the muzzle of the gun pointing at the bearded mans face. One of the women gasped. The rest were shocked into silence, eyes fixed on the pistol in his hand.


  Guzmán shot the bearded man in the forehead. Blood and brain tissue spattered those behind him and the ugly woman gasped as the bullet exited the back of the mans skull, hitting her in the chest. The bearded man had fallen onto two of his startled comrades and before they could push his body away, Guzmán shot them. The other woman made a break for it, leaping from her seat and running towards the door. The door Guzmán had locked.


  Guzmán shot her between the shoulder blades. The impact threw her forwards into the door and she clutched at the handle with rapidly ebbing strength, fighting to stay on her feet. Guzmán fired again. This time, the bullet struck a few inches above the base of her spine, opening another red flower on her pale cotton dress. She slid down the door to the ground, leaving irregular crimson trails as she went. The other students remained in their seats, frozen with fear and shock. They died without resistance.


  The ensuing silence was immense  at least for Etxarte, sitting on the dais, white-faced, his ears ringing from the gunfire, staring dully at the carnage a couple of metres away. The familiar meeting place was suddenly unreal, haunted by strange smells. Acrid gun smoke drifted over the corpses, mingling with the smell of burned clothing and a charnel odour he recognised from market day. The smell of fresh blood. The evening had turned to nightmare and that nightmare was now striding towards Etxarte, dark eyes glinting as he slammed another magazine of ammunition into the Browning as he stepped up onto the dais.


  I told you Id deal with you all together. He took out a packet of Bisontes, lifted it to his mouth and took a cigarette between his lips. He glanced round, suddenly remembering something, and went over to the table, took the envelope of money and shoved it into his pocket, keeping the pistol pointed at Etxarte.


  Quieres? Guzmán held out the packet with his left hand.


  Etxarte stared at the muzzle of the pistol. He shook his head. I dont smoke.


  The shot hit him in the middle of his chest, smashing him backwards, still seated. The muzzle flash ignited the material of his shirt around the entry wound. Small flames licked up around the growing dark stain.


  You do now, Guzmán said.


  SAN SEBASTIÁN, OCTOBER 1954, HOTEL ALMEJA


  Guzmán left the mechanical clatter of the hotel lift and strode across the lobby to the reception desk. He was not in a good mood. It was two in the morning and he had got lost several times driving back from the job at the schoolhouse. Maps were like people: little use in daylight and by night completely hopeless. With certain exceptions, obviously.


  The night porter gave him a sheet of hotel notepaper with a name scrawled on it in childish handwriting. This gentleman called several times, Señor Ramirez.


  Guzmán looked at the paper. The name was a code. The caller was Coronel Gutierrez.


  Is there a telephone in my room?


  No, señor, the porter muttered. He worked nights precisely to avoid human contact and had already exceeded the limits of his usual conversations with guests.


  So where the fuck can I find one?


  The man pointed to the telephone at the end of the desk. Theres one there, señor.


  But then youd be able to listen to my conversation, Guzmán said. Wheres the managers office?


  Only the manager is allowed to use that room Im afraid, señor. Guzmán realised the porter was keeping his voice down so as not to disturb sleeping residents. That was gross provocation. Physical violence would draw too much attention at this time of night. Merely arguing with the simpleton was clearly worthless. That left the option of out-and-out terror. Guzmán pulled the Browning from its holster and reached across the counter to press the muzzle against the night porters forehead.


  And only I am allowed to use this, you fucking badulaque, Guzmán said, thumbing back the hammer. If I pull the trigger, most of what passes for your brain will be splashed over that wall behind you. So, let me ask you again. And, since Im talking rationally, using the language of good Christians and being exceptionally  he pushed the muzzle of the pistol harder against the mans sweat-sheened forehead  exceptionally polite in the face of your rudeness, tell me where the fucking managers office is. Or youll die. And no one, absolutamente nadie, coño, will care, I promise you. He paused, pacified for a moment by the exercise of his frenetic vocabulary of violence. Is that clear?


  The night porter tried to nod, which was foolish since Guzmáns pistol was still pressed against his forehead. Its the door behind the gentleman.


  Guzmán turned to look without taking the gun from the mans head. Good. Ill use the phone in there. I want some supper as well. Get me a bottle of brandy and a large sandwich and do it quickly. But knock first or Ill shoot you in the doorway, entendido?


  The porter was shaking violently and the chance to make up for whatever he had done to bring Guzmáns anger down on him was highly appealing. Understood, señor. Although I dont know where I can get a bottle of brandy at this time of night. The bars locked.


  Guzmán walked over to the door of the managers office and opened it, feeling for the light switch. The room was suddenly bathed in a sickly glow like an undertakers candle. He turned. For all I care, hombre, you can prise it out of the hand of a dying nun in the gutter. Just fuck off and do it. He slammed the door in the porters face.


  Guzmán sat at the managers desk. Out of professional habit, he tried the drawers. They were locked. That suggested the possibility of discovering something incriminating. It would be worth searching the room before he left. If nothing else, perhaps he would find something that would enable him to coerce the manager into not charging him for his room.


  He dialled a Madrid number and listened to the phone ringing at the other end. National Security, he thought angrily, and theyre all fucking asleep.


  A knock at the door as the night porter came in bearing a tray with a length of hurriedly sliced loaf stuffed with chorizo, and a bottle of Carlos Tercero. The porter placed the plate on the desk, and next to it, the bottle of brandy with an insultingly small glass.


  Guzmán noticed an envelope on the tray. Whats this?


  Your mail, sir.


  Guzmán gestured for him to leave and listened to the phone ringing, using his free hand to open the bottle. As he raised the bottle to his mouth, someone answered.


  Is that you, Guzmán? Gutierrez didnt sound happy. But then, he rarely did.


  Buenas noches, mi Coronel. Times must be hard if youve got to answer the phone at this time of night.


  This is my personal number now, Guzmán, so do try to address me correctly, will you? Ive been a general de brigada since last week.


  Guzmán shook a fist at the wall of the office. Mierda. Every fucker gets promotion but me. Ive done everything they asked and more and the cabrónes piss on me. Puta madre.


  No need to congratulate me, Guzmán. How are things in the Basque Country?


  Fine. I met with the clients earlier this evening.


  And how did the negotiations go?


  Guzmán swallowed a mouthful of brandy. Abandoned due to sudden bereavement.


  Really? I didnt expect youd do it so quickly. How many?


  Eight. Guzmán felt a spasm of anger at the sudden silence. What?


  There were supposed to be ten.


  Eight showed up. The organiser, Etxarte, said two couldnt make it. Theres also a quartermaster, but he keeps his distance so he cant betray them if hes captured. He swallowed more brandy. You didnt mention a quartermaster in your briefing.


  Thats because I didnt know, Guzmán. So dont fucking gloat.


  I can only work with the information Im given, Guzmán said, gloating. Theres a password. Actually more than a word, because Basques cant say anything in less than half a page. In the mountains, the snows are burning  thats how they recognise one another.


  Very poetic, Gutiérrez sneered. Now youre up there, Comandante, theres some more business to attend to and its a little more important than learning a few Basque phrases. Youve heard about El Lobo since you arrived, I imagine?


  Of course. He hides up in the hills among the wolves and goats. Shoots at the local policía and guardia civil from time to time. Hes just a bandit  not a problem for the security services. A long silence. It was the silence that always preceded some ludicrously demeaning order from Gutierrez. Guzmán clenched his fist.


  A bandit? Gutierrez snorted. You havent noticed that the underground press refer to El Lobo as a guerrilla hero whos returned to continue the Civil War? How there are groups of young Basques wanting to join him in his struggle against the State?


  So what? Look how I dealt with those traitors this evening. One clip of ammunition  well, two  and theyre gone. Send the guardia after this Lobo.


  Silence. Guzmán realised where this was leading. Im not doing it. You told me


  Things have changed, Gutierrez cut in. El Lobo robbed an army payroll truck earlier today, not ten miles from Bilbao. He left four guardia civiles dead and got away with a great deal of money. Real money as well: dollars, not pesetas. Theres uproar here. The Basque region is supposed to be calm. When I said you were in the area, Franco told me to give you the job.


  Guzmán took another swig of brandy. So, Franco remembers Im useful? All right, Ill go after El Lobo.


  Excellent. We want him dead as soon as possible. And not a heros death either: we dont want him to become a martyr. Is that clear?


  Absolutely. Where do I start?


  Theres a village up in the hills called Oroitz. El Lobos been very active round there. I understand theres a guardia barracks there so you can use the squad as you see fit.


  Bueno. Ill go up there and take a look, Guzmán said, but Ill need some of my boys from the Brigada Especial to get a job like this done quickly.


  Ive already arranged for someone to join you up there, Comandante. He was about to be posted to Calle Robles, I think hell be of use to you.


  One man?


  I believe you know him, Gutiérrez said. Corporal Ochoa.


  Ochoa? Guzmán grumbled. I remember him. But hes a photographer, for fucks sake. And hes miserable.


  Hes a good man, and in any case, hes all I can spare. Hell arrive the day after tomorrow. Weve also got a number of informants in the area, so naturally Ill pass on any information from them as soon as its available.


  Whos going to handle communications between us?


  Capitán Viana is coming up there to deal with that side of things. Hes just transferred to us from naval intelligence. I havent met him in person yet, but Ive heard good things about him. Hell be in touch in the next day or so.


  Guzmán looked at his sandwich, wishing Gutiérrez would fuck off. Is that all?


  Not yet, Gutiérrez sighed. There are certain complications.


  Guzmán realised he was not going to like this. What might they be?


  Firstly, General Mellado, the Military Governor, is causing problems. Hes asked Franco for permission to implement martial law over the entire region.


  Mellados a character, Guzmán said. We used to call him Madman in the war. Hes always been overenthusiastic.


  Far too enthusiastic for my liking, Guzmán. Frankly, if I had my way wed get rid of him. Hes a part of the past now, its time he retired. But Francos not keen on removing him. He hates change.


  No change there, then, Guzmán muttered. Why do you want rid of him so much?


  Dont get me started. Mainly because he doesnt realise we need to be aware of our image abroad these days. We need foreign trade and the economy is still a shambles.


  Last year, you said the American trade deal would solve all our problems.


  And so it will, when they finally part with the money, Gutierrez said. But the Yanquis have a peculiar aversion to the ways we deal with issues of public order. If General Mellado sends in his troops, it would cause massive unrest and if the bodies start piling up, the Americans will turn pale and pull the plug on the deal. Well remain a nation of paupers.


  Has anyone told Mellado that?


  You worked with him, didnt you? Hes not a great listener.


  I could have a word, Guzmán suggested. Im sure hell see sense.


  Do that. Remind him that Franco himself has forbidden him to take action.


  I will. Is that all for tonight?


  I hope Im not keeping you from your bed, Guzmán? Because there are other factors you need to know about. Things that make the situation even more sensitive.


  Here we go. Guzmán waited in silence for the bad news.


  The US Ambassador is holidaying in France, Gutierrez said, Biarritz, to be exact. Hes taking the US Special Envoy with him, the man whos going to hand over the money for the trade deal next week.


  Guzmán exhaled loudly. So what?


  My point is, the two Americans wed least like to be near the Basque country right now are practically camped out on the border. We dont want their holiday spoiled by reports about Spains internal problems.


  Ill be discreet. Guzmán took another pull of brandy.


  Good, and it goes without saying that youre explicitly forbidden to cross the border into France, Comandante. An international incident would be disastrous.


  Guzmán picked up a pencil lying by the blotter on the desk. Ive got the message.


  I hope so, because otherwise Madrid will be a distant memory for you.


  Im looking at a map of the area as we speak, Guzmán said, doodling on the blotter. Ive already identified the key issue.


  I imagine that involves working out your chances of survival? Gutiérrezs voice was faint and distorted. Id forgotten your close attention to detail. Just dont expect to be paid for working through the night.


  Before Guzmán could tell him to fuck himself, Gutierrez hung up.


  Guzmán swallowed another mouthful of brandy and looked down at his doodle; his chances of survival did not depend upon the calculation of unfeasible odds or the likelihood of failure. They hinged on a simple axis between the two outcomes now scrawled on the blotter, competing with the mosaic pattern of innumerable coffee cups. Him or me.


  That was enough strategic planning for one night and he reached for the sandwich. Strangely, the night porter had made it just the way he liked: roughly cut bread with the chorizo hacked into thick greasy chunks. Things were looking up. Once this job was completed, he could be back in Madrid within days.


  The envelope was still lying on the tray. Guzmán picked it up, seeing the crest of the Military Governors office. He tore it open and slid out the embossed card:


  THE MILITARY GOVERNOR GENERAL JOSÉ MELLADO REQUESTS THE PRESENCE OF DON LEOPOLDO GUZMÁN


  AT A CHARITY DINNER IN SUPPORT OF THE SECCIÓN FEMENINA OF THE FALANGE.


  FRIDAY, 1 OCTOBER 1954. 8.00 P.M. PROMPT.


  BLACK TIE.


  Guzmán groaned. An evening with the parasites and sycophants of the party was a dismal proposition, even if it did involve a free meal, particularly since the members of the Sección Femenina resembled a troupe of third-rate Italian opera singers, although marginally larger, perhaps.


  It was time to get some rest but, tired as he was, Guzmán found it hard to break the habit of a lifetime. He took out his key ring and used one of the locksmiths picks attached to it to open the managers drawers. Despite a thorough search, he found nothing incriminating and went to his room, taking the half-empty bottle with him for a nightcap.


  Weak light from a single bulb threw angular shadows over the cheap furniture as he lay on the bed in his squalid room, unable to sleep. The mattress was hard and the pillow smelled of ancient sweat and tobacco. As he rolled onto his back, he saw a large carved effigy of the crucified Christ on the wall above. If that fell, it would kill him. The thought amused him.


  Outside, the rain had stopped and a languid breeze stirred the faded curtains. Through the window, he heard the slow rhythm of breaking waves. Irritated, Guzmán stormed across the room and slammed the shutters. Freed from the disturbing cadences of the sea, he sank into his habitual dreams of gunfire, explosions and screaming.


  VILLARREAL, 8 MARCH 1937


  Most of the prisoners were killed at once, avoiding the inconvenience of guarding them.


  Those chosen were forced to their knees as the legionnaires took up position behind them, waiting as their officer lit his cigarette before he gave the order to fire. Moments later, four were left alive. The Poet, the woman and two others. They would be questioned later.


  The woman was allowed to carry her baby. If she tried to flee she would not get far.


  Two hours later, the enemy camp emerged from the mist, a sprawl of dark vehicles, long rows of tents and sandbagged gun emplacements a hundred metres from a ruined village. As they walked, some of the Moors baited the woman with dark threats of what awaited her. Unimpressed, she cursed their mothers, colourfully and without repetition. She was still cursing as the prisoners were bundled down a flight of steps into the cellar of a ruined building.


  The men were bound to chairs retrieved from the rubble. Unsure what to do with the woman and her baby, the Moors pushed her onto a chair and left her cradling the infant, staring at her captors with icy hatred. She had no illusions about her fate. It was usual to let the Moors have captured militia women. Few survived that and those who did were killed anyway.


  The Moors snapped to attention as their officer came stamping down into the cellar. A tall, sullen-faced teniente. He took the woman by the arm and led her up the stairs. The Moors laughed, guessing the officers intention. Rank always had its privileges.


  Outside, the teniente directed the woman along the side of the house until they were out of sight of the camp. She sat on a low wall, amusing the baby with her rag doll. Once he was certain they could not be overhead, the teniente finally spoke.


  What the fuck are you doing here?


  She tilted her head to one side. A familiar gesture. I was going to ask you the same thing, chico.


  2


  MADRID, JULY 2010, CALLE MONTERA


  To the women on the street she was Gabriela. To the men who came to buy, she was nothing. As she looked away from the road she caught her reflection in the grimy window of a tattoo parlour, a vague image sketched in dark lines and muted tones. A short, clinging dress, high heels, her pale face indistinct in the smeared glass. Out of the corner of her eye she noticed the man across the street waving impatiently towards the intersection with the main road. She knew what that meant. It was time to sell herself.


  Gabriela teetered towards the kerb, unsteady on the cheap high heels. From here, it was a five-minute walk into the heart of Madrid for tourists. But the sightseers on this street werent interested in shopping or culture. They came to buy women.


  This was a feeling she would never get used to, waiting by the kerb as the cars rolled by, drivers inspecting her with the same attention they gave to buying a shirt. Probably less.


  A green SEAT Ibiza pulled up. The driver kept the engine running, beckoning her with his finger. Gabriela started walking towards the car.


  Oyes, niña. It was the black girl a few metres up the street. She lowered her voice. I know that one. Be careful, hes weird.


  Gabriela smiled. They were all fucking weird as far as she was concerned.


  The man leaned through the window to look her over. Got a
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