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			Dedication

			
		
    Dedication
 
Drug Clouds Over Morocco -Casablanca Revisited is dedicated to helping Morocco's 1,000,000 or more drug addicts and alcoholics recover from addiction. At present the treatment they receive is out of date and ineffective, made worse by the country's hypocritical drug laws and unhelpful interpretations of the Qur'an. Combined, these have caused more drug problems and stigma than anywhere else in the world, except America.
 
The book is also dedicated to those families in France, Spain, Belgium, the UK, USA and Morocco who have experienced the death of loved ones caused by terrorist attacks linked to Moroccans and by global drug policies.
 
However, some of the worst aspects of them were affected by America's misguided policies with regard to terrorism and drugs, while the rest of the world followed like lambs to the slaughter, as well as pharmaceutical companies' deceptions and greed.
 
Equally important, it is dedicated to the street children of Morocco, of whom there are tens of thousands. Many of them are barely out of infancy and are often addicted to solvents they sniff from dirty plastic bags. Yet, little is done to help these blameless waifs born into, and abused by, Morocco's poverty-stricken politically led society.

      

    



  	
        
            
            Global Drug Policies, Country by Country
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Foreword
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I was staying in Tangier, Morocco the third time I watched the film Casablanca. It was my sixth visit to this enigmatic country spread over more than thirty years. Maybe it was because I was watching it in Morocco, I wanted more than anything else to follow in the hero’s footsteps – to go to that iconic location and do something heroic. This book tells the story of how I found a way to do that. 

For the film’s most famous character, the story did not have the perfect ending: he sacrificed the love of his life for a greater good. However, if my story has the same influence on the world as the film had, the ultimate ending will be a happy one. Millions of lives will be saved, there will be less crime, and families torn apart will be reunited. 

Although I have changed their names, much of the content is fact. You will not have to look to closely to know what fiction is; those are the circumstances leading up to the horrendous event that has not happened yet. Hopefully writing this book means it never will. 

For reasons that will become obvious, I write using a pseudonym. As the story unfolds, readers will realise the one I chose could not be more synonymous with the outcome.   

Rick Blaine Jr. 

Casablanca, Amsterdam, New York and London

May 2021
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Preface
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Morocco’s links to drugs, terrorism and organised crime are responsible for some of the worst drug related problems in the world. While living there, I discovered this terrible truth. From my experience as a recovered drug addict, careers as a business development adviser to the pharmaceutical industry and police officer, I came to realise that by changing some of their drug policies there was a much better way forward.

The first time I saw the street children of Casablanca I was confused. Later, I realised how they lived; when I discovered the consequences, I was horrified. On this occasion there were three boys. One was begging at the window of cars stopped at red traffic lights. His accomplices were lying in a doorway holding filthy plastic bags that contained the solvent they sniffed every few minutes. The boy, who was begging had his bag in a pocket. When he needed a fix, they rotated their roles. It was midday and each was already stoned out of their eight-and nine-year-old minds. They were the youngest drug addicts I had ever seen.  

Because of the Islamic tradition of giving charitably, the boys knew that begging would pay for their drugs. Either they had run away from home after much domestic abuse, or their parents had thrown them out; now drugs were their only priority. They were unwashed and dressed in rags. At the end of the day, they would spend the night sleeping rough with others just like them. There are an estimated 70,000 street children in Morocco, at least 10,000 are drug addicts. For them, the next step on the ladder of life is to descend onto harder drugs and be exploited by seasoned criminals. They have no other option.

Their journey into addiction and its consequences would have been vastly different to mine or drug addicts in almost any other country. As Morocco is the world’s biggest grower of cannabis (source UN), their next step would be to move onto that drug, meaning they automatically become criminals. After that they would abuse alcohol, heroin, cocaine and synthetic drugs, as well as Morocco’s exclusive drug cocktail, karkoubi, known as ‘the drug of mass destruction’. 

All this time they would almost exclusively be living with other criminals, in trouble with the police, society and poverty. Each of these facts making it easy to radicalise some into terrorism. There would not be a time in their lives where they would be free of drugs and tortured by the hell of living in addiction and all its manifestations. 

As a former drug addict and alcoholic, some of this scenario had been the same for me. But because the drugs I, and millions like me got hooked on were alcohol, tranquillisers and sleeping pills, we were not branded criminals. So, what a difference being a drug addict with money living in a different country makes to being one in Morocco! The questions are, who and what are to blame?

Just before I witnessed the scene with the street children, I had a meeting at the Addictology Unit in Casablanca’s Ibn Rushd University Hospital. I had been there in my capacity as a member of Narcotics Anonymous and Alcoholics Anonymous advising the hospitals psychiatrists on how these 12-Step Fellowship programmes could help treat Morocco’s million plus drug addicts. The irony of seeing addicted street children begging less than three hundred metres from the hospital, only minutes after my meeting with people at an institution remitted to solve Morocco’s drug problems, left me frustrated.

Had I seen this pathetic sight and realised the juxtaposition of Morocco’s drug situation before the meeting, my approach would have been more direct. 

My knowledge of Morocco’s links to drugs, European mafias and terrorism compelled me to write this book. By exposing the truth, I hope it will save the lives of many people and stifle the seeds of another jihadist attack like this century’s previous Moroccan influenced bloody outrages in Barcelona, Paris, Brussels and Casablanca. It is well documented that some of the perpetrators of these were under the influence of drugs and their crimes were financed by drug trafficking. 

Although the story is fictionalised, it depicts the reality behind this plague of organised crime and puts forward an approach that would stop it.
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Drug Clouds Over Morocco
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Chapter 1
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Arthur Cyriax made a lot of money out of one pharmaceutical drug. In 1995, when he bought a magnificent home in Sotogrande, on Spain’s Mediterranean coast, he was worth £16,000,000; by the time he bought a superb 35-metre yacht four years later he was worth £43,000,000; three years after that he bought a private jet, which hardly dented his first £100,000,000. He also bought apartments in Monte Carlo, Tel Aviv and Florida during this time, as well as continuing to live in his Hampstead, London home.

Having inherited a successful paints business from his father, Mortimer, a stockbroker friend, suggested that Arthur’s company, Cyriax Paints, buy a single-product shell company with tax losses listed on the London Aim stock market. That product was an opiate painkiller. Through clever marketing, Cyriax Paints plc’s opiate drug became a blockbuster, then, after hyped-up presentations to City institutions, Arthur’s firm's share price doubled, trebled and quadrupled in just eight years. He also changed its name to Cyriax Pharma plc.

Although it was no secret that Arthur made his money from drugs, at the golf clubs, ski resorts and in Monte Carlo where he now spent most of his time, he was endlessly teased that it was not just this prescription drug that enabled him to amass a fortune. But as Arthur was generous and knew all the ‘right’ people, no enquiries were made to establish if there was anything untoward in his business affairs. In fact, there were not. His business practices were ethical; his tax dodges, though, were highly dubious.

Arthur had a son, Randolph. After school at Eton, where he was introduced to cannabis and homosexuality, he went to Oxford University to study chemistry. There he was nicknamed Randy, but dropped out in his second year having discovered a new way of life. He had become a daily cocaine user, and the hedonistic lifestyle that went with this was far more attractive. 

From the moment Randolph’s parents divorced during his third year at Eton College, his father showered him with money, but not love. The result was that Randolph became insecure, and to compensate for this he gave notoriously wild parties to boost his low self-esteem. His wild habits led to his being arrested twice for possession of drugs, once for being drunk and disorderly, and once for assaulting a police officer. The trouble was, the more drugs he took, the more his problems increased, both socially and mentally. As a result, he began to hate his parents for bringing him into a world which got bleaker and bleaker. 

When Arthur became aware of Randolph’s drug problem, he decided work would be the answer, so he put him on his firm’s payroll by making him its representative in Spain. As Randolph’s original ambition had been to become a pharmacist, to his father this seemed a perfect solution in every way.

But Randolph had other ideas; he only agreed to it to appease his father, who threatened to disinherit him if he did not quit drugs. 

By the age of sixty, being on his own, Arthur had virtually stopped using his Spanish villa and yacht. He spent most of his time working or in his other homes in America, Monte Carlo and Florida. Over lunch one day with Randolph, he told him he had decided to sell the boat and Sotogrande home as he no longer used them; he also told him he was hoping to reunite with his mother, whom he had been seeing again recently.

After a stay in an Arizona treatment centre, and clean from drugs for two months, Randolph returned home. A few days later, he told his delighted father that he thought the best way to continue his recovery was to return to Spain and stay well away from his drug connections and partying playground in London. For maximum effect he added that this would help him kick his drug habit for good. 

When his father responded positively, he suggested he investigate the possibility of a convenient tax dodge and give him the property and boat if he hadn't sold them yet. He hadn't, so Randolph, already born with a silver spoon in his mouth, now had two more. In the back of his mind was the knowledge that Sotogrande was not far from the Strait of Gibraltar, and he would have a boat to cross back and forth to Morocco and the famed ‘cannabis coasts’ as often as he desired.  

Having developed a cannabis habit in his teens, Randolph had visited Tangier several times. On these trips he discovered that Bob Marley and the Rolling Stones went there to smoke hashish, and Barbara Hutton gave lavish jet-set parties, which meant it became one of the ‘in’ places to go, and Randy made sure he did so as often as possible. Indeed, he had frequently made the short crossing by boat between Sotogrande and Morocco, each time returning with enough hashish for personal use and to sell to friends visiting from the UK. 

So, in a small way, Randy had become an international drug dealer, which he saw as a slap in the face for his father, whose business was legal despite dealing in much stronger and potentially lethal drugs. 

After several more recent visits to Tangier, Randy had developed a relationship with a cannabis grower, so to cut out the middleman, he started buying directly from him. This man operated from a factory near the ‘blue city’ of Chefchaouen, on the edge of the Rif mountains, the cannabis growing and production region, where smoking hashish in cafés is as common as drinking alcohol in bars in the West. 

The more time Randy spent in Morocco, the more he got to know its cannabis business and his supplier. On one of his visits, the supplier, who spoke good English, asked him if he knew of the drug cocktail, karkoubi and its powerful effects. Randy’s answer was no, and he asked what it was. The information he was given was that it is a mixture of a commercially available benzodiazapine, solvent, cannabis and alcohol. The supplier added that it was used mostly in Morocco, which triggered an idea in his chemistry-trained mind. 

If Randy could deceive his father into sponsoring him, he could put in play his own real-life version of Breaking Bad. In that hit TV series, a seemingly legitimate chemistry teacher manufactured and trafficked a lethal mood-altering drug – crystal meth.  Randy's time had come, and he was ready.

****
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ALTHOUGH THEY ARE IN close proximity to each other, the difference between Sotogrande and Gibraltar is like chalk and cheese. ‘Soto’ is well known for its golfing millionaires who play at the Severiano Ballesteros-designed Valderrama, and other golf clubs, and for having multi-million-pound yachts in its harbour, while ‘Gib’ is famous for harbouring tax-dodging scoundrels, and as a British Overseas Territory that is unpopular with the Spanish government. What is also well known about Gib is that it lies between Cadiz and Malaga, a short boat ride from Morocco, adjacent to the main cannabis and other drug trafficking routes to Europe and beyond.

Most of the 30,000 people who live on the Rock of Gibraltar are British. However, 8000 of the people who work there are Spanish and cross the border every morning from La Linea, returning home in the evening. It means this crossing is relatively easy. Knowing there are one thousand Moroccans living in Gibraltar, when Randy first heard about karkoubi, a possible new development in his life and livelihood began to take shape in his mind. 

After talking with drug-using friends, he realised the potential for Europe’s untapped karkoubi market, and knowing the quality of Morocco’s already established and varied drug trafficking routes, he took the view that if he could tap into that potential, a whole new drug business could open up. Then, what he discovered by going into the history of opiates gave him an idea of the advantages of establishing a laboratory in Spain to manufacture karkoubi’s main benzodiazapine ingredient. The other ingredients of the cocktail, solvent, cannabis and alcohol, would be easy to obtain anywhere.  

It started when he read about one of Tangier’s famous literary sons, William Burroughs, who wrote about his experiences after moving there in 1954. ‘... I had every drug I wanted. Very soon I found a connection for junk, an opiate called Eukodol, which they sold over the counter.’  

Then he read Norman Ohler’s book Blitzed, published in 2016, and discovered further and even more interesting details about karkoubi. It revealed the amazing story of the Third Reich’s relationship with drugs, including heroin, morphine and speed, and that Hitler was an opiate-injecting junkie.

Towards the end of the Second World War, due to increased Allied success, Germany grew desperate. So, in 1944, Admiral Hellmuth Heye of the German navy ordered their pharmaceutical industry to develop a drug that would provide users with superhuman strength and boost self-esteem. The drug they came up with was the opiate, Eukodol, a clonazepam which is a tranquilliser of the benzodiazepine class, which, mixed with other drugs, could have a similar effect to karkoubi. 

This fact Randy now added to his knowledge that Eukodol was much loved in Tangier during its literary heyday in the 1950s, just as karkoubi is today. He assumed it had been established there partly due to Tangier’s incredible past. In the preceding thirty years alone, it had been beset by conflicting European interests. This was because of its geographical location just nine miles across the Mediterranean Sea from Spain, which meant that it was viewed by Europe’s leading naval forces as occupying a commanding strategic position. In 1923 the governorship of Tangier was given to France, Spain, Britain, Portugal, Sweden, Holland, Belgium and Italy. This had some extremely negative consequences. Not much had changed since, except that now karkoubi had spread all over Morocco.

The next thing Randy undertook was an internet search for privately owned Spanish pharmaceutical companies that made their own drugs. He found five, but only one was in Andalucia – Ibyx Pharma SA, near Algeciras. This company manufactured a small range of generic products, including the opiate codeine. Further research showed that since Spain had gone into recession in 2009, Ibyx had suffered badly. 

Arranging a meeting with the man who owned and ran Ibyx, Raphael Cortez, was easy. All he had to do was tell him that he was the son of the chairman of Cyriax Pharma, and they were looking for a partner in Spain. Their meeting went well, and after lunch they visited Ibyx’s manufacturing site together. Raphael explained that he was eighty-four years old, and for health reasons wanted to step down, adding that he had no successor.

Randy’s primary reason for wanting to visit the factory was to see if there was sufficient manufacturing space and compatible machinery available to test and produce the benzodiazepine he needed for karkoubi. If there was, all he had to do was isolate it in such a way that only he and a select group working on it would know what was happening in the cordoned-off area. He would do this by explaining to Ibyx staff that a new drug was being tested and only personnel who had signed a non-disclosure agreement could enter. To begin with that would be just him and one other pharmacist.  

For Randy’s eighteenth birthday, his father had given him one million shares in Cyriax Pharmaceutical plc. At the time their value was £4,500,000; today they are worth £11,000,000.

Ever since Randy could remember, his father’s win at all costs, greed-driven attitude drove him to rebel; the more he told him what to do, the more Randy disobeyed. Over the years this had turned into a deep loathing on his part, which his drug-using exacerbated, eventually causing a huge rift between them. Now, however, he needed his father’s support for what he was proposing to do.

A few days after meeting the owner of Ibyx, Randy phoned his father and suggested he come to the family home the following Sunday for lunch. He explained he had a business idea he wanted to discuss that needed his blessing. Delighted at this sudden change of heart from his wayward son, Arthur readily agreed.

When lunch that day was finished, Arthur took Randy into the library to discuss his idea. After a chat about the recent failures of England’s rugby and soccer teams, Arthur broached the subject.

‘You said you had a business idea you want to discuss. As you know, I have always said I would do anything I can to help you get on your feet. So, fire away. What is it?’

This was just the opening Randy had hoped for, so he began confidently. ‘Thanks, Dad, I knew I could count on you. I discovered through a friend in Gibraltar that there is a small pharmaceutical company called Ibyx, near Algeciras, which is possibly for sale. After doing some research, I met the owner to discuss it.’ 

‘It must be small because I have never heard of it. A few years ago, we were looking at buying one near Barcelona, but nothing came of it. I suspect it won’t be big enough for us.’ Arthur, always sceptical of any of his son’s ideas, automatically showed no enthusiasm for this one.

‘We discussed their products, sales and distribution, and the chairman showed me their offices and took me around the factory. I liked what I saw and what he told me, gave me an idea,’ Randy responded.

‘Do they make their own products or are they distributors for other companies?’ Arthur asked, still sceptical.

‘Both. But before I go into detail about the company, I want to tell you my idea. I like living in that part of Spain, and it has helped me to quit cannabis and cocaine. In the past nine months I have hardly used any drugs, and since rehab, none. My aim is to do all I can to keep it that way. The problem is, I get bored as I don’t have enough to do all the time.’

‘I'm not surprised. I always told you a man needs to work. I would go insane if I didn’t have my company to run. That has always been your problem – too much time on your hands, and laziness. So, what’s your idea now?’ Arthur asked, evidently expecting it to be some sort of insane fantasy.

Randy, prepared for this, did not rise to his father’s negative attitude towards him. Instead, he said, ‘Firstly, to persuade the owner, Raphael Cortez, to meet me again. I told him I was your son and that I have a background in chemistry. We met on Wednesday, as I already mentioned. As our discussion progressed, he told me he is eighty-four years old and made it clear he would be more interested in finding someone to run Ibyx for him than selling it. At the same time, he kept saying how good it would be to work in partnership with a company like Cyriax Pharma.’

‘My boy, I'm impressed.’ That was a first, Randy thought. When had his father last said something positive about him? ‘This is the sort of thing I hoped you would do. My time will be up as chairman in a few years and if you are able to take over the reins, it would make another old man very happy. Does he have a successor?’

‘Thanks, Dad, but I hope that is a long time off. I'm a long way from being ready for that. The good news is, he does not have a successor. Both his children are lawyers, and neither is interested in the company.’

His father smiled. “I was jumping the gun, but it is still good news. Tell me more.’ 

Randy braced himself; what he would say next was the tricky bit. ‘Currently Ibyx are strapped for cash and their running costs exceed their income. Borrowing from banks is no longer possible, so they need around 2,000,000 euros to survive this year. That is partly because they have a new product that the market does not know about, and if it takes off, as seems likely, it will return them to profit in its first year on the market.’

At the mention of money problems, Arthur was all ears and his naturally sceptical disposition returned.

‘So, they want Cyriax Pharma to bail them out, is that right?’ he said, his tone not concealing his view.

‘Not exactly. I was sceptical, too, until they showed me the product and told me their plans for it.’

‘What is their idea then?’ Arthur asked, even less enthusiastically.

‘I wish I could tell you more, but I can't as I had to sign a confidentiality agreement before he would show me the factory and the new product's test results for human applications. But everything I heard and saw was extremely positive.’

‘I understand, but I still don’t know what your idea is. Explain it.’

Put on the spot, Randy said as positively as he could, ‘You always told me I need to stand on my own two feet. Well, I believe this gives me a way to do that and make money at the same time. First, I sell my shares in Cyriax and go to work at Ibyx, to begin with as Raphael Cortez’s understudy. For the money I put in I get 51% of the company, and six months later he will make me chief executive. If the figures they produce are half as good as those he showed me, Ibyx will be profitable again well before the first year is up. Best of all, he agreed that Cyriax would get first option when he sells it. As I would be CEO and controlling shareholder, if you like the results, there would be nothing to stand in your way.’

Arthur was surprised to hear Randy’s idea, but most of all he was taken aback by the air of confidence with which he presented it. He had never heard him speak so enthusiastically about a business opportunity before. But like all such things in life, he needed time to mull it over, so he replied, ‘Well, Randy, this time you have surprised me. I need time to think it over and will ask one of our analysts to check it out. I suppose the reason you came to me is to get permission to sell the shares. Is that right?’

‘Yes, and to get your approval of my idea.’

This new approach from his son pleased Arthur. As far as he could remember, he had never asked his advice before. ‘Give me a few days to get back to you. I'm sure I can find out all I need to know from our contacts in the Spanish market.’

‘The problem is, you won’t find out anything about their new drug, and that is where their future success will come from.’

‘Leave it with me. Finding out about the history of the company and its chairman should tell me a lot.’

‘Thanks, Dad. I have never felt so good about something to do with work in my life. If I do this, and make it succeed, other than quitting drugs, it will be the best thing I'll ever do.’

The sincerity with which Randy said this and the reminder of his reason for doing it caused Arthur not to make any of the usual negative responses that came to mind whenever his son dreamed up an idea. He had always put him down, believing he was lazy and useless, and telling him so. He had constantly reminded him that considering all the money he had spent on his education, not to mention bailing him out of drug-related problems and paying for his treatment, he should be more grateful and show it in his attitude to himself and his mother. So, on this occasion he said, ‘I have never known you to be as enthusiastic as this about work. If my research confirms you are right, I will give you all the backing I can to make it a success. I always knew you had the skills, and now it seems you may be about to put them into practice and follow my example.’

While his father was saying this, Randy’s mother, Alison, quietly entered the room. Picking up on the last thing her husband said, she could hardly believe what she was hearing. It seemed too good to be true. In order not to disturb them she sat near the door and waited, hoping for an opportunity to be alone with her son when they finished. A few minutes later Arthur left the room, so she went and sat next to Randy on the two-seater sofa. 

What she said moments later was the icing on the cake of his visit, and due to its profoundness and the sincerity with which she said it, it almost brought tears to his eyes, but for historical reasons, not quite! ‘God forbid you are a chip off the old block, Randy. But as this is the first time I've heard your father praise you, whatever you told him you will do, I will move heaven and earth to make sure he gives you the support you need to do it.’

‘Thanks, Mum, I appreciate that,’ he replied, surprised. But he was even more astonished when she continued, ‘It saddens me to say it, but unfortunately all through your adolescent years, I let you and your sister down by not supporting you. Many times, I let your father’s know-all, pompous, arrogant attitude rule our household, when all the time I knew it was wrong and should have stood up to him. I am deeply sorry and hope in time you will forgive me. The reason I agreed to live with him again was not because I wanted to. It was because I believed it would be the best way I could be here to support you for the rest of our lives.’

In one way this extraordinary statement from Randy’s usually passive mother was music to his ears. In all other ways it was too late. Too many wedges and too much drug-taking had been driven into the barrier between him and his family to put that right in a few heartfelt sentences. However, he was pleased and wanted her support, so he replied, ‘I appreciate your saying this, and doing so can't have been easy. Dad is not an easy man for anyone to get on with. I hope it works out for you and that it is a turning point in our relationships, for all our sakes.’

All his life Randy had wanted parental love, but until now had never been given it. At the age of seven he had been sent to a well-known preparatory boarding school where he was sexually abused by a male teacher. Aged thirteen, he went to Eton where he was only slightly happier. 

From his third year at Eton onwards, after his parents separated, Randy got the highs he needed in life from a daily cocktail of mood-altering substances. This meant that except for receiving from his father the monetary gifts he needed to feed his habit, he wanted less and less to do with his parents and increasingly turned his back on them. 

Such monetary gifts had always been forthcoming from a father who in the past had boasted on many occasions to anyone who would listen, ‘Don’t talk to me about families. I have given my children everything they could possibly need for their education and much more. I work day and night for them and their mother, but what thanks do I get? None. She left me and my kids have become nothing but blood-sucking leeches.’

The previous night, when Arthur and his wife had discussed the lunch they were to have with Randy the following day, he repeated most of this, adding, ‘What more could I have done? You tell me.’ 

Her reply was one he did not want to hear. For the first time in Alison's life, she stood up to him and told him the truth in no uncertain terms. ‘You could have shown them unconditional love,’ she said, anger flooding through her veins. ‘That is what both our parents should have shown us and that was what our children needed, but what they got was the opposite. Money, money, money and what it would buy, including people, was all you and I ever thought about. And your tax dodges during the last ten years of our marriage meant we never had a proper home.’

Almost lost for words, but not quite, Arthur retorted, ‘You think you're some kind of saint, but you're not. You're as much to blame as I am. When did you say no to visits to Champneys, shopping sprees at Harrods or a fortnight at Sandy Lane?’

‘That’s not what I am saying. What I now know is what I should have done. I should have threatened to leave you years ago and taken the children with me. But I did not have the courage to do that, and when I did, it was too late, they had already left home.’

Arthur snarled back, ‘Well you can pack your bags again as soon as you like. After tomorrow, I don’t want anything to do with you if that’s how you see me.’ 

This was not going the way Alison had wanted. Her aim was to bring the family closer together, not tear them apart even more. ‘You don’t understand. I'm not blaming you for the way you are. I feel sorry for both of us. What you did was the result of the lack of love your parents showed you. All you were ever given were extremes of discipline by an army officer father who never once told you he loved you and a mother who was the least maternal woman I have ever known. What I did came from never answering my father back, and a weak mother. And I became just like her. Those are the reasons we grew up to despise our parents and now we have done the same to our children. What I want is that from now on we try to be the best parents we can be and stop fighting. Do we really want to go to our graves with our children hating us? I know I don’t, and I am sure you don’t either.’

For the first time ever Arthur’s response was not to say anything. His wife had touched a raw nerve by saying things he had always known but never faced up to; also, she had never before challenged his authority.

While Alison was speaking, Arthur’s head gradually lowered to the point where he was looking down at the floor. After a few minutes he got up and walked to the door. He was thinking about something he had read earlier that day in Benjamin Franklin’s autobiography: ‘There are no gains without pains.’ As he went to his bedroom, he knew he was going to have a long night reflecting on what she had said. 

The following week Arthur received the results of his enquiries into Ibyx. The reports were that it was a good, well-managed company that had been badly affected by the slump in the Spanish economy. His sources added that the founder and owner was well respected, but that it was time for him to step down. 

As a result, he called Cyriax’s chief executive, the finance director and one of its non-executive directors and said, ‘For personal reasons, I am authorising our stockbrokers to sell a block of my family's shares to a spread of existing institutional shareholders.’ 

****
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AS SOON AS THE £11,000,000 he received from the sale of his Cyriax Pharma shares was in his bank account, Randy made another appointment to meet Raphael Cortez. A few days later he was back in Spain at the meeting. The following week meetings with lawyers were arranged, and six weeks later after some basic due diligence the deal was concluded.

For the next three months, Randy made every effort to learn from Raphael Cortez’s experience. He was determined that when the handover occurred he would be in the best possible position to run the company efficiently. To help him do this he took what he thought was a balanced daily cocktail of drugs – cocaine first thing in the morning, three joints of cannabis during the course of the day, several glasses of wine in the evening and one or two sleeping pills at night. Everything worked more or less as planned, because after six months Randy took over as chief executive of Ibyx Pharma, no longer needing Raphael Cortez's guidance.  

In the case of takeovers redundancies are common. But in this instance the only change Randy needed to make was to employ a pharmacist he could trust to study karkoubi’s benzodiazapine’ s constituents. Together they would work out its formula, then manufacture a pill identical to the one which Algeria exported to Morocco. The right machinery would do the rest. 

Getting access to karkoubi’s psychotropic component was relatively easy through doctors’ prescriptions in Spain and elsewhere. Within another month Randy had made the perfect copycat drug. Now he was ready to start business. 

The first thing he did was send 1,000 tabs of his benzodiazepine – each tab containing ten pills – on an empty boat returning to Morocco that had originally shipped cannabis to Spain. There he sold them for 5,000 euros to a drug dealer he was liaising with in Tangier. Although this price was less than half their street value in Morocco, his plan was to use this ready-made market to test them and get started. If that went well, his aim was to do something much bigger and far more profitable in Europe.

Within a month he made two more shipments with no hitches, as boats going in that direction were not apprehended by the police. From every angle it seemed a winner.  

Algeciras is the main port for car and people ferries between Spain and Morocco. In addition, there are similar ferries from Algeciras to Ceuta, the Spanish enclave in the north of Morocco. As Ceuta is near the Rif Mountains, the trafficking of drugs by small fast boats and ferry passengers was well established. These links are some of the most successful of all drug supply chains in the world. In his third month of making his karkoubi ingredient, Randy exploited these as well. 

After cannabis reaches Spain, the networks transporting it to all corners of Europe are well established. Knowing this, Randy started to plan how he could use them to transport his benzodiazapine and, stimulated by cocaine, his thinking went from small to grandiose as he contemplated distributing it to the whole of Europe, and if that worked, from China to the USA and everywhere in between and beyond. 

Once he had pondered on this, he decided the best place to start was Amsterdam in the Netherlands.
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Chapter 2
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The same week Randolph Cyriax took control of Ibyx Pharma SA in Spain, six Moroccan terrorists met in Amsterdam to discuss its implications for them. They were not interested in the legal drugs Ibyx would make; their interest was in another drug they had heard this otherwise legitimate company was going to make clandestinely. That drug was a copy of the benzodiazepine used in the lethal drug cocktail, karkoubi.

The single agenda of these four men and two women was martyrdom. Their aim was to get the maximum amount of publicity to benefit their Islamist fundamentalist ideals. Ibyx making the karkoubi ingredient and their trafficking it would provide the funds they needed, its ‘Rambo’ effect helping to stimulate the feeling of invincibility they needed to carry out their plans, especially taking Western capitalist and non-Muslim infidel lives.

Karkoubi had not been christened ‘the drug of mass destruction’ and ‘drug of the poor’ in Morocco for nothing, where it also generated huge funds on the black market. For the Moroccan brothers, Yashine and Hamid Abu Zoubeir, their girlfriends Nadia and Mariam, and their childhood friends, Mahi and Nabil, poverty, resentment and disillusionment with the authority and the rich was in their genes. Karkoubi had been the vehicle to turn them into cold-blooded killers. Their meeting today was to decide what European city would be the next target and when.

Eighteen months ago, the men had come to the end of incarceration in Casablanca’s Oukacha prison in Morocco. Each had taken drugs since they were eight years old and, while in prison were introduced to karkoubi. Originally from London of Moroccan parents, Nadia Benazzi and Mariam Idrissi had been cannabis drug mules between Morocco and Europe. When Yashine and Hamid introduced them to karkoubi it helped radicalise them, in the same way it had many poor, angry young Moroccans.

The men had grown up in Al Hoceima, one of the largest cities in Morocco. It is on the Mediterranean coast in the Rif Mountain cannabis-growing region, renowned for being all that reflects badly on the king’s aim to create an attractive image for his country. Extremes of poverty, drugs and crime provided the background for national protests in 2016, 2017 and 2019. Corruption, unemployment and the brutal death of a destitute fisherman, badly treated by local police, helped create the region’s bad reputation.  

The two brothers were serving prison sentences for being involved in the protests. At the same time, Moroccan Mounir el-Motassadeq was returned to Morocco from imprisonment in Germany for his role in America’s 9/11 terrorist attacks. As news of his arrival and deed spread, he became a hero for many. This meant the radicalisation of young people to be jihadist martyrs became easier than ever before, especially among the homeless and those in prisons on karkoubi. 

It was a combination of these factors that led Hamid, Yashine, Mahi, Nabil, Nadia and Mariam to embark on their personal mission to achieve martyrdom. Their aim that day was to put in
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Morocco has the worst drug problems of any country in the world
and their global effects are cataclysmic. Its policies made some
citizens monsters who were responsible for Europe’s worst
terrorist attacks this century, also influencing America’s 9/11.
Now they have given birth to the Netherland’s Moroccan mafia,
responsible for much organised crime in Europe.

But the world has not woken up to these facts or their direct
link to Morocco’s drug policies, hypocritical drug laws, and
wayward treatment of drug addicts. Each on its own is bad,
combined they are the cruxes of their huge drug problems.

Having helped alcoholics and drug addicts recover in more than
thirty countries and worked as a consultant to the pharmaceutical
industry for an equal number of years, in 2016 | went to live
there. My aim was to advise their medical profession and to
help drug addicts and their families.

What | discovered compelled me to write two books. The aim of
each is to get this message to King Mohamed Vith, his government
and medical profession, before there is another Moroccan led
terrorist attack. One book is fact, The King and the Street Children
— Rescuing Lost Souls, the other a fictional political thriller, Drug
Clouds Over Morocco - Casablanca Revisited.
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