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I do not forget, you do not forget, no one can, nor should, forget us.
Mach, 2018

​

Two worlds connect, unaware of each other...

During the first Viking explorations of the American continent, the leader Leif Erikson, son of Erik the Red, dreams. As he explores the northern shores of Canada, he senses that something is amiss, that he is being watched by more than just human eyes. In the depths of his sleep, he envisions the triumphs of his invasions as he advances southward, seeking better lands where he might establish a settlement. However, upon reaching what is now Mexican territory, he discovers, to his surprise and horror, that the inhabitants are not alone. They live surrounded by mythological creatures as powerful as the dragons of his homeland and are engaged in a fearsome battle. In this way, he learns that he must not continue his journey, for Mexico is fiercely protected by brave leaders and entities against whom he could do little or nothing. This story seeks to revive the mythology of the native cultures.
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The dragon´s dream
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Leif Erikson had reached the shores of a new world, one he believed to be uninhabited. Determined to claim it for his clan, he landed on the icy polar coasts of a continent unknown to him. He cautiously explored white, pristine, almost divine landscapes. He prayed to his gods for fortune. Perhaps they had survived the fierce storms of the all-consuming seas, yet in his heart, he felt he was entering forbidden realms.

He had never seen any of the creatures that the Seidr —sorceresses and seers— spoke of when telling their tales around the fires on the rocky, frozen shores. For the first time, he feared coming face to face with a Jotunn, an ice giant.

Leaving a few men behind to set up a provisional settlement and thus establish the beginnings of a potential trade route, he continued westward. There, behind a curtain of gray clouds, he found towering pines that seemed promising. They reinforced their ships with new timber. He shouted into the seemingly abandoned wilderness but received no reply. Not even the birds responded to his powerful calls.

They ventured even further south along the coast, hoping to find fertile lands, as their people had suffered poor harvests for as long as he could remember. This was the explorer's primary motivation. He was exhausted yet happy. Perhaps he could expand Viking dominion on these new shores.

While sailing, he sought the advice of a Seidr who had accompanied them from Iceland to foresee what might lie ahead.

"I do not know, my lord," replied the sorceress with anguish.

"Something is amiss, Seidr. I can feel it. I feel watched. In my dreams, I see lights peeking through the trees. What does it mean?"

"Perhaps they are not men watching you, brave Erikson. Perhaps divine creatures guard these lands."

His crew appeared uneasy. They dared not even communicate using their horns, fearing they might awaken something that had been stalking them for some time. Many had terrible but vague nightmares.

The sea was calm, the rain barely noticeable at times. One thing was certain —the sun timidly hid behind thick clouds that never dissipated.

"Perhaps it is best to return to the camp. Maybe we should go back to Iceland to recruit warriors," whispered one of the women traveling with him.

"We are exiles, Gisli. No one would join us."

The priestess spoke of mercenaries who feared nothing —the Berserkers. Warriors who embodied the spirit of the bear when fighting. Aided by the Seidr, they would be an unstoppable force.

"So be it. I shall heed you, messenger of the goddess Freyja. We shall return. For now, I must sleep."

He curled up, leaving the navigation to another man. On the shores, thousands of vigilant eyes watched them suspiciously. Heads adorned with eagle and raven feathers were ready to flay the intruders. Seeing them retreat from the coast, they sighed in relief. They already had enough with their own internal wars.

"They will return, Ungak. Spread the word, for they will not come alone."

"What do you mean, Father? They are mere canoes with a dozen men. We can defeat them. And if they bring protective spirits, you will best them."

"I do not speak of the men, son. It is their women that worry me."

The Vikings established a somewhat peaceful camp that achieved little. Months passed without disturbing the lands of the Inuit. Those men who felled trees or fished salmon from the rivers disappeared for a time. However, on a peculiar cold day, new ships were sighted. They were not five canoes. Dozens of manned ships appeared.

This time, the feared horns of the Norse people announced their arrival.

But they did not stop near the Inuit​[1] camps. They sailed past.

“Have you informed the others of the sighting, Ungak?”

“Yes, Father. But I don't understand why we should alert the other peoples about their arrival.”

“There are struggles and wars. They bring with them the scent of violent death.”

The shaman of that nation whispered to the wind, “dream, red-haired one, dream...”

The information traveled so quickly from one people to another that it soon distorted. Far to the south, near the warm waters of swampy lands, rumors spread about creatures descending from the skies. No one was sure whether they were hostile or peaceful, but many priests across that vast territory prepared to receive them.

On the ships, Leif felt strangely invigorated. He watched with interest as some people ran along the sand or over rocks to get a better view of them. They no longer feared them. Perhaps they were men of peace. No. No human is peaceful. Best to be ready for war.

And he was right. The Anasazi mobilized their armies from the desert lands where they lived to the Atlantic coast. Along the way, they recruited as many men as they could. Leading them were the region's principal shamans.

The news traveled so fast that, in remote places like Tollan, Mexico, people were excited and intrigued. They felt compelled to see firsthand the beings who dressed in dull lights, who seemed like men but bore the appearance of beasts, as descriptions told they walked on two legs, yet their hands were hairy claws. Similar to bears.

“It is decided! I will go myself to witness those who come from barbarian lands.”

“My lord Mixcóatl, the Anasazi​[2] have maintained a truce with us. Is it wise to join their march?”

“What are you afraid of, priest?” he said, confronting him boldly.

“They are going to war,” he replied, with fear in his voice.

“It will be glorious to face those strange beings. Have we not already dominated the Yohualtepuztli​[3], the Ahuízotl​[4], and are you not yourselves capable of acquiring new forms after conquering the divine wisdom of the Tonalli​[5]?”

“Yes. We can acquire the strength of animals. We are Nahuales​[6]. We have trained the headless giants and the water dogs, but... they possess the Wendigos​[7].”

“Are they stronger than our creatures?”

“I do not know. Perhaps we should seek help from other wise ones.”

“So be it. Recruit yours from all the lordships. I want our delegation to be composed of sages, necromancers, and shamans. If they are from the world of the skies, they will be of more help than armies of ignorant mortals.”

The ruler of those lands prepared everything. These were ancient times, and as such, the creatures of the gods still walked the earth. Within days, Hen-Ek presented himself at his palace, claiming he could control at will Che-Uinic, a boneless giant who ravaged the lands of Uxmal, feeding on the lost. The Chom, giant vultures capable of casting a house into shadow with a single wing, and Dzulúm, it was said, could be easily summoned if offered the most beautiful woman of the nation.

After him came a Zapotec woman named Xquenda, capable of crafting chaneques and using them at will for any task.

From the lands of Paquimé, Chihuahua, came a somber man who claimed he could summon the Seeló, creatures that resembled humans but had insect heads and pincers instead of arms, able to sever even the largest deer. Beside him stood one who claimed to be his twin, although they looked nothing alike.

“He can speak with the Ganokos, or as you call them, Quinametzin. Giants who inhabited the earth many ages before humans and now sleep in great caves or hills.”

“What are your names?” asked Mixcóatl.

“Norí and Nahué,” answered the brothers.

The rest of the delegation were Nahuales, arriving from all over their known world. They departed at dawn when a ridiculous-looking woman, dressed in mere rags, appeared before Mixcóatl.

“I’m here! I want to fight against the icy creatures too!”

“Who is this wretched woman daring to interrupt the march of the lord of Tollan? Begone!”

“My lord, I am Pichahua, from the Totonac lordship. I come from Tajín,” she replied, kneeling on her left knee on the rocky path.

“And why should I care?”

“Because I can see the future.”

Pichahua explained that a divine battle would be fought in a few days. The skies had been lit red. The Anasazi, eager for conquest and fearful of being invaded by forces beyond their control, had initiated a procession that ended in the annihilation of their armies.

“That is impossible! We will join them. Move before I cut off your head!”

“My lord,” the supreme priest interrupted, “she is not lying. I too have read the signs in the skies.”

“And you only tell me now?”

“You were so determined to go that...” He cut himself off, avoiding revealing the truth.

“It will not be a friendly visit.”

“Then tell me, how did they defeat the northern barbarians?”

“They do not fight with men. They bring with them forces from the underworld, from the skies, and creatures of the earth.”

“Shamans? Is that what you mean?” said Mixcóatl, starting to doubt.

On the coastal zone, Gisli rested, thankful to his gods for the victory achieved with such ease. The Berserkers had shone after drinking their brews. Each one had torn, mutilated, or ripped limbs from the slender warriors who could do little. Even the Wendigos had trouble when their women managed to lock them in, leaving them with the form of deformed wolves with long legs.

“Did you see how they devoured their own warriors?”

The group was enthusiastic, except for their leader, who sensed that new creatures were awakening in these lands that fascinated Erikson for their fertility and pleasant climate.

“What is it, Gisli?”

“We will be besieged by new enemies.”

“So what? We have the power of the Seidr, the shelter of Odin, and the cunning of Loki. Nothing will stand in our way. We can found a settlement here.”

“I do not know, Leif. We fought with men and weakened spirits who descended with us from the cold forest. Here I sense another kind of force. Older than the elves.”

“But you brought trolls with you, didn't you?”

“Yes, trolls, Huldras, dwarves.”

“Our Berserkers will be well accompanied. How many did you capture?”

“That is what worries me. They are much fewer than the army we just repelled.”

Maybe they came in peace, or maybe not. Erikson had a group of forty Berserkers, twenty Seidr, and several creatures at his service. Enslaved thanks to the priestesses’ abilities, yes, but necessary for defense.

By his orders, they advanced further south.

Mixcóatl gazed at the sea with a smile. Thanks to Pichahua, who acted as an intermediary between the lord of Tollan and the ruler of Tajín, they could camp on their grounds.

“Tomorrow we will meet these beings.”

Thus, the seer announced the moment when both mystical forces would meet. She hoped the outcome would be different. Mixcóatl was fierce, and unknowingly, Leif Erikson was not of a docile nature either.

Dawn came.

The lord of Tollan donned the headdress that distinguished him as ruler, tightened the string of his bow, and ensured that the obsidian-tipped arrows were in perfect condition. The priests from various regions also woke up from sleep with prayers to their respective gods.

Xquenda took clay from the ground to mold small, rough-looking figurines that would serve as spies or trappers as needed. The twins danced, stomping heavily on the slopes of a hill covered in jungle foliage.

Even Hen-Ek showed anxiety as he placed his forehead on the ground to invoke the man-eater Che-Uinic and the Chom, giant vultures cursed by the Mayan gods.

“No signs of them yet?”

“No, my lord.”

At sea, nearby, the Berserkers tightened their muscular bodies. Guided by the predator instinct of bears, they sniffed the air. Some adjusted the furs they wore. Others prepared their axes, sharpening them, while the priestesses moved nervously around the boats.

Gisli whispered in Leif's ear that it was time to use the first creatures. The Viking would take the initiative where he felt safe —the waters. He would not take risks as in the battle against the Anasazi.

“Release the Huldras!”

The horns sounded, iron boxes opened, and dozens of beautiful women jumped into the water, reaching the shore. They soon scattered, leaving the enchanted warriors open-mouthed. Beautiful creatures that thrived near the rivers of their homelands.

On the shore, the supreme priest of Tollan announced with a loud clap that the offensive actions of the strange visitors had begun.

“My lords and ladies. The time has come.”

Immediately, he grabbed Mixcóatl by the shoulders, pulling him toward himself. He quickly blindfolded him.

“What are you doing?”

“Preventing you from falling into the hands of creatures that devour livers and hearts.”

From behind a palm tree peeked the almost childish face of a young girl with hair as yellow as corn. Big, bluish eyes, skin as white as Iztaccíhuatl, moving seductively. Her features were the opposite of the Toltecs.

“Aren't you a strange beauty?” murmured an attentive Hen-Ek. “You shall serve as an offering to Dzulúm, the eternal jaguar!”

From afar, the girl seemed easy prey, but as she advanced, the priest got lost in the coquettish gaze of what other nations knew as a nymph. He lowered his arms and delighted in the aroma of a thousand different flowers emanating from her hair. Around her, those creatures obeyed Gisli’s orders, promised freedom from the spell that bound them.

“Are they not beautiful?” Hen-Ek whispered sweetly.

Xquenda, although admiring them, did not cease building her tiny chaneques. She blew forcefully into the mouth of each figurine until they began to brush off the clay.

“My little ones, catch those deceivers.”

They quickly ran into the jungle, making the Huldras scurry away immediately. Some were caught by what seemed to be the tail of a ringtail. Others fought with scratches and bites, for those beautiful creatures were fierce.

“Is that all you’ve got, Iztac-Chichimecas​[8]?” Xquenda mocked, referencing their white skin.

Leif, enraged, ordered them closer. If they were going to fight, it would not be against weak creatures like the Huldras. They would finish them as they had done with other soft armies.

“Berserkers!” he howled as they touched the sand.

They jumped furiously. The water seemed to not slow their muscular feet. Despite wearing furry and heavy armor, they ran as if carried by the wind. Their horrendous, guttural screams terrified Norí and Nahué, who stumbled, taking a step back.

“They're a horde of barbarians!” exclaimed Pichahua in terror.

Mixcóatl freed himself from the priest. Without waiting to see clearly, he grabbed his bow and arrows, firing where the savage howls came from. At the same time, Norí, recovering from the initial fright, shouted, pressing his lips to the sand, something in an indecipherable language resembling the song of crickets. His twin ran toward the hill.

“What a coward that man is,” Hen-Ek bitterly complained.

The nahuales who accompanied them ran, using their respective spirit animals. However, the previous battle's disaster resurfaced. The Berserkers fought, gaining ground despite being gravely wounded. They seemed to remain in a fury state, provoked by the trance induced by the potions given by the priestesses before the battle.

“They're defeating us all!”

Mixcóatl grabbed his macuahuitl to fight hand to hand. He bravely blocked a first axe blow, but his obsidian sword was no match for those extraordinary weapons. With an agile movement, he seized the axe's handle, throwing it far from its owner. He engaged in a bare-fist battle.

The bearded man with long, grayish hair like mist lunged, trying to bite him. The vigorous dark-skinned man pulled his eagle-shaped nose away from the denture trying to rip a piece of flesh from him.

The sorceress women calmly approached where their best fighters battled against the nahuales. The fight was balanced as the natives of that region changed their strategy. Some had turned into coyotes like the desert dwellers, but soon realized it would not be enough. They shifted their forms into lizards with impenetrable scales.

“Dragons?” thought the white-skinned women together.

Gisli ordered the invocation of the children of Nidhogg​[9], the one who gnaws at the roots of the Yggdrasil tree.

“All men are enemies of the great dragon's children. Are you sure we must do this?” questioned the second in command.

“They have water dragons. We will bring the ones of fire.”

“They will take time to arrive here.”

“Release the trolls! That will buy us time. Their lands will be scorched.”

While great masses with deformed human faces ran attracted by the chaos of the battle, the jungle split in two at great speed. The Berserkers stopped upon hearing what they thought was a swarm. A swarm of enormous creatures.

Some legs were pierced by razor-sharp saws emerging from the ground. They were the Seeló people. They swarmed the place like a locust plague, willing to eat whatever they found in their path. Behind them, Norí blew the whistle for their war companions to run to safety.

“He asks us to unite forces in a circle!” Hen-Ek shouted to Mixcóatl, who finally managed to daze his enemy by striking his forehead with a rock.

“Does he want us to flee?!”

“The Seeló eat anything. They have no alliances with anything not like themselves.”

The Seidr joyfully announced that the first pairs of wings were seen soaring the skies toward them. They had the same problem as their enemies. The dragons owed loyalty to no man.

In the distance, trolls and Seeló engaged in a war worthy of the greatest epics. Huge legs were pecked or cut without achieving much against the insect people. The rest of the survivors sheltered themselves, forming a circle to strike down other Seeló trying to devour them. Hen-Ek and Xquenda used the remaining energy to summon three colossal creatures: Che-Uinic, the Chom, and the divine jaguar Dzulúm.

“I am not going to
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