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 Terranova

 


Miguel stared at the
land in front of him as his men lowered a row boat from the
caravel's deck to the water. It was on that island that he had left
his brother almost a year before when Gaspar sent him ahead back to
Portugal with two ships and the slaves they had captured. However,
after months of waiting, his brother never returned. Undeterred,
Miguel crossed the Atlantic to look for him. After speaking with
some of the natives, he discovered that Gaspar had disappeared
after leaving for an expedition to the island’s north coast, where
local legends claimed the Kingdom of Saguenay existed, a nation
inhabited by blond men rich in gold and furs. It was near the
northernmost point of the island that Miguel's caravel was now
anchored.

“The boat is ready,
Captain,” one of the sailors said.

Anxious to find Gaspar,
or at least a clue regarding his fate, Miguel immediately climbed
down to the row boat along with a priest, six soldiers armed with
swords and muskets, and four oarsmen.

Less than a quarter of
an hour later, they reached the coast, landing on the only place
not covered with trees and bushes. From the caravel, they had
already seen that six earth mounds stood there, but only now did
they perceive their strange shape. Their shape seemed too regular
to be natural, with a rectangular base and a ridge that grew like
an almost perfect triangle.

Curious, the Portuguese
couldn't resist investigating them, and they soon found old wooden
beams and even the remains of a door mixed with the mounds,
confirming their suspicions: the mounds were long abandoned
houses.

“Leave them. They are
just old native houses. Let's go and...” Miguel stopped mid-order,
alarmed, when he saw a black spot in the blue sky approaching
rapidly, faster than any bird he knew.

A heartbeat later, the
spot disappeared from the skies. In that same moment, two wolves
and a bizarre eight-legged horse appeared before the Portuguese,
the later mounted by an old man. A gray cloak covered the man's
body, and a broad-brimmed hat rested over his long, gray hair,
casting a shadow upon his eyes, or eye, for of the left one only
remained an empty, dark socket. Two ravens darker than night
perched on his shoulders.

The man dismounted and
advanced towards the Portuguese, leaning on what, at first, seemed
like a staff, but which turned out to be a spear.

Terrified at that sight
which seemed to come from Hell itself, Miguel and his men made the
sign of the cross and the priest began to pray.

“I am Odin, king of the
gods of Asgard,” said the old man. “Who dares to invade Vinland, a
monument to the greatest achievement of the Nordic peoples?”

The Portuguese were
terrified. However, Miguel gathered all the courage he had left and
answered, “I'm Miguel Corte-Real, and I'm here looking for my
brother, Gaspar, you heathen creature. I warn you not to interfere,
for we are here under the protection of our Lord, God.”

“The protection of your
god?!” Odin answered with a loud laugh. “I saw what your people did
and…” he took his left hand from under his cloak, revealing to the
Portuguese's horror, a severed head, “Mimir told me what it will do
in the name of your god - torture, death, and war - all in his
name, but not for him. You use his name as an excuse to satisfy
your own greed. I don't believe that a god who allows such a thing
can exist.”

“Your opinion doesn't
matter to us, O creature of darkness. Move against us, and God will
send you back to Hell.”

Odin laughed again and
said, “Look, see how he protects your companions in your ship.”

As soon as Miguel and
the other members of the landing party turned their gaze toward the
sea, a colossal net came out of the depths and completely enveloped
the caravel, and suddenly, the ship was pulled under the waves,
disappearing within seconds.

The men on land started
praying, all commending the souls of their companions to the
Creator except for the priest, who prayed for his own life.

“Did you see how he
protected them?!” Odin said, smiling. “Your brother also had great
faith in your god, but surely he has lost it now.”

“Have you seen my
brother? What did you do to him?”

Suddenly and out of
nowhere, a beautiful young woman appeared beside Odin. Then, a gust
of wind pushed her long, black hair from her face, uncovering its
rotten and cadaverous left side.

The Portuguese fell
upon their knees, praying fervently with their eyes toward the
heavens.

“This is Hel, Gaspar's
hostess, and soon to be yours. Rejoice! Today, you will see your
dear brother, and with him, you will swim in rivers of blood,
suffer under rains of poison, and drink goat's piss until the
coming of Ragnarök.”

Then, with a gesture
from Hel's hand, Miguel Corte-Real and his landing party
disappeared and were never seen again in the world of the
living.





 The Horned One

 


Many years ago, during
the time of the dictatorship, there was a winter when the
inhabitants of the town of Meadela in Viana do Castelo were afraid
to go out into the streets as rumors that the Devil himself
wandered the dark, rural roads terrified them. There was plenty of
evidence that the rumors were true: plantations were crushed by
hooves, crops disappeared without a trace, and there were circles
of flattened wheat.

Additionally, new
stories from witnesses were told in the tavern next to the church
almost every night.

 


 


“Just now, coming here,
as I passed by Necas' field, He started following me. I could hear
the sound of hooves behind me, but when I looked back, I didn't see
anything, even in the full moon. He was invisible, the Horned One.
I hurried on, but the hooves came closer and closer. Then, a cold
wind chilled me and a shiver ran down my spine, so I ran and just
stopped here.”

 


 


“I saw him yesterday. I
was coming here from the Quinta do Ameal, and as I rounded a corner
on the track that goes by Uncle Chico's field, he was in front of
me - the black goat. His eyes were red and smoke came out of his
nostrils. I turned around and ran, and only stopped when I got back
home.”

 


 


The priest prayed every
day at Mass to keep Lucifer from his parish, and the people hung on
the doors of their houses and fields every herb they knew that
could keep out devils, spirits, and the evil eye. Everyone also
started wearing crucifixes on their necks, accompanied by all the
amulets they could think of. Despite this, the destruction of crops
and sightings continued.

 


 


One night, fed up with
the superstitions of their neighbors, John and his father,
Cherubim, decided to put an end to it. Armed only with a club and a
lamp, they went down the dark, narrow paths between the town's
fields, hunting for the Devil.

Shortly after midnight,
a thunderstorm fell. It was thanks to a lightning's flash that John
and Cherubim finally saw the creature in the distance: a black
goat, happily feeding on sprouts in old Necas' fields. They
approached it cautiously, for although they didn't believe in the
superstitions, the darkness of night brought fear to the hearts of
all but the bravest or stupidest of men.

They reached it without
any trouble, and with a sharp blow from his club, John broke the
creature's neck, causing it to fall down to the ground.

 


 


Afterwards, the signs
of the Devil disappeared, and no stories of new sightings were ever
heard again. Gradually, the amulets disappeared from the doors and
necks of Meadela's inhabitants.

 


 


One night, almost a
month later, Cherubim found Uncle Joachim in the tavern.

“I'm glad the Devil is
gone,” said Uncle Joachim. “We can finally sleep in peace.”

“That's
true,” answered Cherubim.

“Despite the scare and
the damaged crops, the Horned One didn't do much harm.”

“Thank God.”

“It seems the Devil
isn't that bad after all.”

“No,” Cherubim rubbed
his belly. “It was actually pretty good.”


 





 The Time
Machine

 


After more than thirty
years, it was finally ready. Roberto admired it. Not that it was
something worth admiring, it was simply a miscellanea of cables
connected to several outlets on the walls, all driving energy to
the central structure: a metal column whose top was formed by a
poorly finished sheet metal circle. It wasn't exactly ugly, but it
owed nothing to a good aesthetic sense, as if it was something
built to be functional, but never to be shown outside the four
walls of a laboratory.

Roberto ran his hand
through the control panel and over the various buttons which were,
for the moment, deactivated, and he smiled. At last, he could have
the life he had always longed for, that he had always deserved,
even if it was only now at sixty years of age.

Since his adolescence,
during the first decade of the new millennium, he sought what
everyone called “true love”, a feeling that so many movies and
books had been created about. Instead, he'd only found
disappointment. He had been deceived and betrayed more times than
he could remember.

That no longer worried
him because the time machine was finally ready and would take him
to the seventies, the time when his parents had fallen in love, a
real and pure love that lasted until the end of their lives. It
would be the perfect time to meet the woman he'd always wanted.

Then, someone knocked
on the door.

“May I
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