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About the Medium

MÔNICA DE CASTRO was born in Rio de Janeiro, where she was always in contact with Spiritism, experiencing a wide variety of mediumistic phenomena from an early age. Years later, after the birth of her son, she began a new phase of her mediumship, developing psychography through romances dedicated to self-reflection and human well-being.

Over the years, she distanced herself from religious and doctrinal titles, coming to accept as the source of her works those forms of knowledge and wisdom that aim to awaken humanity to the spiritual being it is.

To date, she has written more than seventeen romances, all dictated by the same spirit, Leonel. Since 2000, with more than one and a half million copies sold, the author has dedicated herself to bringing enlightening romances to the public, encouraging people to use their intelligence to modify their inner values, overcome guilt and suffering, and discover a more enlightened and happy life.

 


Leonel

MÔNICA DE CASTRO y LEONEL siempre estuvieran juntos. Unidos hace muchas vidas, decidieran, en esta encarnación, desarrollar el trabajo de psicografía, uniendo los dones mediúmnicos a los literarios. Ambos ya fueron escritores, de allí la sintonía perfecta y la simbiosis con la que relatan las historias pasadas en otros tiempos.

Apenas un trabajador del invisible, como gusta caracterizarse, Leonel decidió dar continuidad a la tarea de escribir, esta vez casos reales, sacados de los relatos de espíritus con quienes mantiene contacto en el mundo espiritual. Después de la autorización de los involucrados, inspira al médium, los libros que ella psicografía, siguiendo con fidelidad, puntos importantes para la aclaración de los lectores. Algunos pasajes, sin embargo, deja a la imaginación de la autora, a fin de hacer las historias más estimulantes, imprimiéndoles mayor emoción. No obstante, nada va al público sin su aprobación, y todo requiere el debido mejoramiento moral.

Lo que Leonel más desea con los libros que psicografía es que las personas aprendan a lidiar con sus culpas y frustraciones, a fin de desarrollar en sí mismas la capacidad innata que todo ser humano posee de ser feliz.

En su última y breve encarnación, Leonel vivió en Inglaterra a inicios del siglo XX. Vivió los horrores de la Primera Guerra Mundial y desencarnó a los veinte años de edad. Fue también escritor en los años idos del siglo XVIII, cuya vida esta reseñada en el libro “Secretos del Alma.”








Synopsis

In this romance, we will learn about the four incarnations that precede the entity Jurema, which show us how human beings deceive themselves with false values of conquest and power.

Likewise, the story recounts the episode with Zélio de Moraes, a 17-year-old who inaugurated the Umbanda cult in Brazil, which took place at the Spiritist Federation of Rio de Janeiro, in Niterói, on November 15, 1908. It was the Caboclo of the Seven Crossroads who announced: “I must say that tomorrow I will be at the house of this medium, to begin a cult in which these Black and Indigenous people will be able to deliver their message and, therefore, fulfill the mission that the spiritual plane has entrusted to them. Umbanda will be a religion that speaks to the humble, symbolizing the equality that must exist among all brothers and sisters, incarnated and disincarnated.”
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Talking about the past

 

 

I cannot say whether it is painful to remember so many events that have been lost in the dust of time... The years have passed and I have changed, trying to reshape the austere, arrogant, and proud image that has been engraved in me for so many centuries.

Today I am part of a new life. Not the one to which men have become accustomed through illusion, but the real existence of the immortal beings who inhabit the many spaces above this tiny world that is Earth. I like to live in spirit, just as I liked to have a body of flesh and enjoy the pleasures and vices that satisfied my passions and ego.

Now, however, all that is gone. The marks of disappointment served to make the manifestation of my will confident and secure. I try to grow and take with me as many as can accompany me. But the narrow view of the world still keeps the eyes of mankind closed, even when the light of truth rises before them, almost overwhelming their clouded minds.

It was not easy to get my thoughts in order to bring this story. However, it is here, and it is real in each of the incarnations in which I experienced the condition of dense matter. The teachings were many and enriched my soul in a way I cannot describe. How grateful I am to God for the chance to see into my deepest essence and seek, within myself, the path to redemption. The pain was necessary and helped me, because I had not yet understood the transforming and healing power of love.

Life is only worthwhile if it is lived for love or in search of love. Outside of that, everything is an illusion and will be left behind in the shadows of incarnations.

Intelligence is a divine attribute and, if exercised with love, transcends the limits of petty reason and enters, clear and serene, into the highest plane that the human soul can touch.

It is for all of us, who are still trapped in the webs of this world of dreams, that I have decided to tell my story...

 

 


PART 1 – ALEJANDRO

 

 


CHAPTER 1

 

 

It was raining heavily when Alejandro Velásquez left the tavern, still feeling the dizzying effects of the rum and the woman who had intoxicated him in bed. He walked unsteadily, trying to remember where he had left his horse. As his memory failed him, he shrugged his shoulders and spat on the ground, taking the path to the right, kicking puddles and splashing water everywhere.

It was dawn, and there was no one on the street. A wet dog approached, and Alejandro would have kicked it, had the animal not been quicker and run away in fear, alerted by its instinct that this was not a friendly person.

“Idiot” growled the man, trying to balance himself and move on.

When he got home, the day was about to dawn, and he threw open the door, throwing himself into the first armchair he saw. He fell asleep right there, until he was awakened a few hours later by the murmur of the maid, busy cleaning the room while humming a popular song.

“Stop that infernal noise!” he yelled, startling the girl, who dropped the silver tray she was holding in her hands.

“Sir!” she replied, head bowed and voice humble.

“I did not know you were there.”

He did not answer. He got up, scratching his chin, and walked past her sleepily, not before pinching her buttocks and laughing ironically. Despite her annoyance, the girl did nothing and shrank back to let him pass.

“Where is my wife?” he asked, still holding that mischievous smile in the corner of his mouth.

“She is sleeping.”

Alejandro said nothing and left. In the bedroom, his wife slept peacefully, and he stopped to stare at her for a few moments. She was beautiful and belonged to him, even if she did not like it. With sudden, clumsy movements, he sat down on the bed beside her and stroked her hair. Rosa opened her eyes in annoyance and stared at her husband, struggling to contain her disgust and not send him away.

“I did not see you come in - was all she could say, her revulsion poorly concealed.”

“I did not want to wake you, my dear. You were sleeping like an angel from heaven.”

Rosa knew it was a lie, that he had spent the night out in the company of women of dubious reputation and copious amounts of alcohol, but she said nothing. She wanted to curse him and then run away, but she could not. Her father had forced her

into this loveless marriage in exchange for a name that would save her honor.

It seemed like a long time ago that she had fallen in love with a shoemaker who owned a workshop near the house where they lived, back in Spain. Suddenly, Rosa began to visit the shoemaker constantly, ordering more shoes than she had occasions to wear. Her suspicious father accompanied her on one of these visits and soon noticed a different sparkle in the exchange of glances between the two. At that moment, he thought it was an innocent and platonic passion, but nevertheless, forbade his daughter from seeing the young man.

With the help of a maid, Rosa began to receive the young man in her room every night. At first, her father thought that the obedient Rosa had forgotten about the craftsman. However, as the days went by, he noticed that she had a dreamy look in her eyes, smiling for no reason and paying little attention to the young men who courted her.

That was when her father found out everything. Furious, he would have killed the boy, but he was quicker and fled in terror through the balcony and was never seen again. Rosa's sadness was only surpassed by her father's grief, who saw, from one moment to the next, his reputation vanishes in the sheets stained with his daughter's sin. He had already decided to send her to a convent when he met Alejandro.

It happened in the usual tavern. Alejandro, embracing Giselle, the owner, his friend and, at times, lover, was talking to his companions about a place called Castilla de Oro1, a Spanish colony in the newly discovered lands overseas, where he intended to go as soon as an opportunity arose. The news caught Rosa's father's attention, and, within minutes, the girl's marriage was negotiated. Alejandro would give her a name in exchange for money for the trip and initial expenses. 

On the eve of the hastily arranged wedding, Alejandro shared with Giselle the excitement that overwhelmed him at the prospect of the trip.

“I think what you are doing is crazy! Leaving the civilized world for a land of savages? Honestly!”

“That is where the gold is, Giselle. I will come back rich!”

“Nonsense! I bet there is nothing there but weeds and mosquitoes. Not to mention the indians who eat people. You will regret it.”

He moved over in bed and hugged her:

“Why do you not come with me? You could be my mistress.”

“God forbid! I already have enough lovers right here in Spain. Besides, I was not born for this life of adventure. What is more.” She brought her mouth close to his lips and whispered softly. “I am in love. Really in love.”

“I see. With that old man?”

“That old man has been very good to me, but no, I am not in love with him. I have met a real man.”

Alejandro sighed and stared at her. He liked Giselle. They were longtime friends and sometimes shared the same bed. Giselle, however, was not a woman to be tied down to anyone and was involved with important people.

“It is your choice.” He lamented. 

“But I will miss you.”

“Me too.” She said, pulling away from him and reaching for her wine glass. 

“Deep down, you are like me, Alejandro: free and ambitious.”

“We are both looking for a life of luxury. Am I right?”

“Exactly” she agreed, raising her glass in a solitary toast.

He sighed again and added nostalgically:

“I am reluctant to leave you, but it is time to go. I am getting married tomorrow, and the day after, I am leaving with my sweet wife for Castilla de Oro.”

“Your sweet wife has already tasted the bitterness of misfortune” she sneered.

“It will not be easy to keep a woman like that under control.”

“Look who is talking! As if you were some paragons of sweetness.”

“That is exactly why I am warning you. One woman knows another. Your Rosa is an experienced woman who is in love with another man. She accepted this marriage because her father forced her to. Or do you really believe she fell in love with you?”

“I know it was not. Let's just say it was an exchange of interests. Money for honor. It is a fair price.”

“What about fidelity? Is that part of the deal?”

“You are sure she will cheat on me, aren't you?”

“She does not love you, and at the first opportunity, she will fall into the arms of another.”

“Well, I assure you that will not happen. If Rosa is a passionate woman, I can offer her the passion she needs. And she will submit it to me. I will always be watching her.”

“Well, I hope you remember what I told you and are not surprised when you find her in someone else's bed.”

“I am sorry to disappoint you, but I know how to bend a woman to my will. Rosa will be faithful to me, you will see.”

“Unfortunately, my dear, I will not see it. You are off into the unknown, and I will end my days here, in the tranquility of Seville.”

“I will write to you and tell you how devoted Rosa is to me. Just to make you green with envy. I doubt your little priest is faithful to you.”

“I am no longer interested in him as a man. I have already told you I am in love with someone else, and his fidelity is unquestionable. He is crazy about me.”

“Really? What man is faithful if he is not dead?”

She threw the glass at him, missing her target, and laughed heartily. Alejandro pulled her close and kissed her, lying down on top of her on the bed. That would be the last time he would make love to Giselle and in Spain. Thinking about it gave him a slight shiver. Would he never see his lover or his homeland again?

And so it was that Rosa found herself forced into that hastily arranged marriage with a man she despised and in whose company, she was sent into exile. In Castilla de Oro, life did not turn out as expected. The dream of wealth was lost in the absence of gold, and life remained stagnant in monotony. In that strange land with few opportunities, there was no occupation for men like Alejandro, who eventually obtained permission to move to Cuba, along with a hundred other Spaniards. With no choice, Rosa left with him.

All that was now in the past. Life in Cuba had proved to be much more hectic, which did nothing to diminish Rosa's aversion to Alejandro. He was a rude and ill-mannered man, drank excessively, and had sex like an animal. He hardly spoke to her, except to give orders and demand obedience.

So it was with her usual revulsion that Rosa felt him approach, spreading his repulsive breath of drink and sweat over her. Rosa pulled the white sheet over her linen nightgown and turned her face away in disgust as Alejandro pulled her by the chin for a kiss. At the height of her revulsion, she spotted a tiny piece of parchment on the mantelpiece and thanked heaven for her salvation.

“A message has arrived for you.” She managed to say.

“What message?”

“With a nod, Rosa pointed to the parchment, and Alejandro let her go with a sigh. He picked it up and broke the seal. He unfolded it, and his eyes scanned the writing until he reached the end. He read and reread the message about three times, and Rosa watched him, eager for him to tell her what it was about.”

“Is it anything important?” She asked, trying to sound kind.

“An invitation. For a trip.”

“A trip? Where to?”

“Other islands.”

 Rosa put her hand to her chest and stifled a sigh. 

“At the behest of Bernal Diaz de Castilho2.” 

“Why?”

“It seems that the governor has accepted our request. We are going to set out in search of Indians.”

Rosa said nothing, but inside she was elated. Having Alejandro sent away was what she wanted most.

The next day, he answered Bernal's call and learned that an expedition would be mounted, under the command of Francisco Hernández de Córdova, to capture natives for work on farms and in mining. This would be his chance to acquire slaves and establish himself as a farmer.

On his way home, he heard a familiar voice behind him. Turning around, he saw Lucio, his friend since the day he arrived in Cuba, and went to meet him.

“Lucio, my friend!” he rejoiced. 

“It has been so long!”

Lucio extended his hand and shook Alejandro's, smiling as he said:

“I heard you got the expedition. That is what you wanted, wasn't it?”

“For a long time. I cannot stand this lack of action and adventure anymore. And I will need slaves if I really want to become a farmer. The money my father-in-law sends is enough to buy the farm, but without slaves, it is almost impossible to do anything.”

“That is true. And there are not many available, are there?”

“Those who have them do not want to sell. I would not sell mine either.”

“Who will lead the expedition?”

“A nobleman named Francisco Hernández de Córdova3.”  

“I have heard of him. They say he is very rich and owns a village of indians right here in Cuba.”

“Well, that man will be our captain.”

“I hope the mission is successful. And that the natives are not savages.”

“No savagery can withstand the roar of a musket. We will tame them, you will see.”

“It is a pity I cannot go with you. I have urgent matters to attend to here.”

“It really is a pity. I wish we could have an adventure together.”

“There will be plenty of opportunities, my friend.”

“Since you are staying, could you do me a big favor?”

“Of course! What is it?”

Alejandro moved closer to Lucio and whispered:

“You remember the story I told you about Rosa, don't you?”

Lucio nodded.

“That worries me.”

“Why?”

“Rosa was already an experienced woman when I married her. She never cared about reputation, or honor, or chastity.”

“Did you find out anything about her?” his friend asked, horrified.

“That is not it. I am sure she is faithful, but that is because I am here to satisfy her. Now I ask you: what will a fiery woman like her do without a husband to warm her bed?”

“You are exaggerating. Rosa does not seem like that kind of woman to me.

“She has never been alone. I have always kept an eye on her. It is better not to make it easy for her.”

“And you want me to take care of her?”

“In my absence, yes. It would be a big favor, from friend to friend.”

“All right.” Lucio agreed with a sigh. 

“I think it is unnecessary, but if you insist...”

“I insist. I know it is a rather unusual request, but you are the only one I can trust.”

“Do not worry. Rosa will be well looked after.”

“Thanks, buddy. Oh, and do not let her know, or she will turn against me later.”

“Do not worry. She will not realize I am watching her.”

The conversation was almost over when a man approached. He was young and muscular, and greeted Lucio as if he had known him for a long time.

“I want to introduce you to my nephew, who has just arrived from Spain.” Lucio said to Alejandro, holding the young man's shoulder. 

“This is Soriano, and he will be traveling with you.”

“Nice to meet you, Soriano. And welcome. I hope we can be friends.”

“Well, here is a favor in return,” said Lucio. 

“Since I am going to take care of Rosa for you, would you mind keeping an eye on Soriano for me? The boy is young and inexperienced.”

Alejandro glanced at Soriano and replied with a smile:

“With all those muscles, maybe it would be better if he took care of me.”

“Nothing would give me greater pleasure, sir.” The young man said in a servile voice.

“Soriano is strong, but he has no experience.” Lucio explained. 

“And my brother would never forgive me if anything happened to him. He is his only son.”

“Leave him to me.” Alejandro assured.

“I promise to defend him with my life, and I know that you will defend my honor as a husband with yours.”

“I consider it a privilege to serve at your side, sir.” Soriano added, in an enraptured tone - I have heard much about your intrepidity and daring.

“Do not count on me to babysit you, young man. I will be at your side to help you become a man. Do you know how to wield a sword?”

“I do, sir. But I recognize that I still have much to learn.”

“Great. With any luck, we will be aboard the same ship, and we can practice a little.”

“And then, capture many natives.” Soriano concluded, with a dreamy, rapturous look.

When the three said goodbye, there was a feeling of strong anticipation in the air. Alejandro was not used to taking care of anyone but himself, but he had to keep his word to Lucio. He needed his friend to watch over Rosa, and the favor would be well worth the sacrifice. Besides, Soriano was a nice guy, and it could be fun to have him around. All he had to do was try to keep him alive, which should not be difficult, since the natives they were going to capture were supposed to be docile and friendly.

At least, that was what he hoped.

 

 


CHAPTER 2

 

 

The day of departure arrived as fast as an arrow, and Alejandro said goodbye to Rosa at home. She did not prepare any special farewell for him, but she had been affectionate with him the night before and had given herself to him in an ardent and passionate way. Yes, he had done well to ask Lucio to take care of her, because a woman like Rosa would not get used to spending her nights alone.

Amid the hubbub of the port, Alejandro spotted Lucio, who approached with his nephew at his side.

“Good morning, my friend Alejandro. Excited about the trip?”

“Who would not be?”

“That is true. Soriano could not even sleep.”

“Take it easy, boy.”

“It is my first expedition, sir.” The young man explained. 

“I came from Spain craving adventure.”

“Getting to Cuba was already an adventure.” Lucio said.

“This one is different. We are going to hunt natives!”

“I hope the natives do not hunt us.” Alejandro joked.

“Are you on the same ship?” Lucio asked.

“Yes. And, incidentally, the same one that Dom Francisco and Bernal himself are traveling on.”

Soriano gazed in wonder at the ship and said excitedly:

“If you will excuse me, I would like to board right away.”

“He cannot wait to set sail.” Lucio commented, watching his nephew climb the ship ramp. 

“I hope nothing happens to him.”

“Nothing will happen to him, I promise.”

“Thank you, my friend.”

“What about me? Or rather, Rosa?”

“Do not worry, Alejandro, I already told you. I will keep an eye on her.”

“I know you will. However, if by chance she meets someone...”

“That will not happen, I assure you.”

“Rosa is smart. She used to deceive her father to meet her craftsman lover.”

“But she will not deceive me. I have my methods to control her.”

“What methods?”

“People who work for me and who will be in charge of watching her house at night. No strangers will enter or leave.”

“Great! I appreciate your competence.”

They said goodbye, and Alejandro boarded the ship, where Soriano was already waiting for him on deck. It was February 8, 1517, and the fleet left Cuba with two ships and a brigantine. Lucio remained standing on the pier for a long time, watching the ships slowly sail away. It was only when the last mast disappeared on the horizon that he decided to leave. He needed to tell Rosa that Alejandro had already left.

He was informed that Rosa was in the garden, so he went there, looking for her among the flower-filled paths that smelled of a variety of perfumes.

He spotted her near a rose bush and began to admire her. She was wearing a light-yellow dress that almost blended in with her hair, and Lucio stood still, as if his presence could tarnish such delicacy. Rosa noticed his arrival, walked over to him, and asked ironically:

“What are you doing standing there like a statue?”

“I...” he stammered, confused at being caught in such a contemplative mood.

“Forgive me, Rosa. I came to bring you news.”

“What news?”

“About your husband.”

“You know as well as I do that Alejandro left today.”

“I know. I was with him just a little while ago at the port. I saw him personally when he boarded and the ship departed.”

“Did you see him?”

“I did.”

“So, you mean he has gone and will not be coming back?”

“No.”

“How can you be so sure?”

“There are many dangers surrounding this trip. The sea, the natives, the mercenaries...”

“And a lot can happen, can't it?” he nodded without saying anything.

“Are you sorry?”

“Alejandro is my friend.

“Really? What proof has he given you of this friendship?”

Lucio stared at her and replied in a grave voice:

“He gave me his wife to take care of.”

With a sardonic smile, Rosa argued:

“Then I think you should be doing what he asked. Is this how you take care of me?”

“I have been waiting three years for this moment.”

“Do you not feel remorse, Lucio? Or fear?”

“I was not the one who chose to embark on this insane adventure, he countered, shaking his head from side to side.”

“But Soriano...”

Lucio approached and ran his fingers over Rosa's lips, fixing his dark, night-black eyes on her.

“Soriano is nobody. We do not have to worry about him.”

“What if he fails?”

“He will not fail.”

“You seem very confident.”

“I know who I am dealing with.”

“I wish I had your confidence.”

“You have nothing to worry about. I said I would take care of everything, and I will. Just like Alejandro asked.” He finished with a wicked grin.

Lucio pulled Rosa toward him, kissing her passionately, until they lay down on the grass and made love with passion.

“I love you, Rosa.” He whispered, pressing himself closer and closer to her. 

“Alejandro does not deserve you. He does not know how to appreciate the woman he has.”

“I love you too” she replied, full of passion.

“I want to be yours forever.”

“ You are already mine... only mine. Soon we will be married, and we will return to Spain, rich.”

“You are already mine... only mine. Soon we will be married, and we will return to Spain, rich.”

“Our plan will work, won't it?” she said, envisioning the moment when she would triumphantly enter the halls of the Spanish Crown.

“I could not bear to be separated from you again. I hate Alejandro, I hate him!”

“Calm down, my dear. When Soriano returns without Alejandro, you will no longer have to submit to his whims. We will be free at last.”

“What if he does not die?”

“That will not happen. Soriano comes highly recommended.”

“Are you sure?”

“Absolutely. The natives will take the blame, and no one will ever know.”

“What if there is no clash?”

“Then Soriano will stage an accident. On expeditions like this, it is not uncommon.”

Laughing, Lucio embraced Rosa, and they both gave themselves over to the pleasures of sex once more. Their thoughts abandoned Alejandro, who, on the ship, could think only of the fortune he would make when he returned to Cuba with a handful of natives to work as slaves on his plantation.

“Thinking about life?” Soriano's voice interrupted Alejandro's thoughts, and he looked up at him and smiled.

“Actually, yes. I am betting everything on this expedition.”

“It is every man's dream to get rich, isn't it?”

“Is it not yours too?”

“Certainly. I promised myself I would return to Spain rich, and that is what I intend to do. When I return, I am going to get married, and Cibele will have everything my money can buy.”

Alejandro let out a loud laugh and replied good-humoredly:

“I knew there was a woman involved in this.”

“My Cibele deserves the best.”

“And what woman does not?”

Soriano did not answer, thinking about how deluded the other man was about his wife. He laughed inwardly. If Alejandro knew that his fake uncle had paid a small fortune for him to end his life, he would not be so confident or so calm. The job seemed easy, but he had to find the right opportunity. He could throw Alejandro off the ship, as Lucio had first suggested, but who could guarantee there would be no witnesses? They were on the first boat, and there were two more full of men. No. He had to wait. On the islands they were heading for, there would surely be a moment, a chance to finish off Alejandro.

Wealth was what Soriano most wanted to gain from this criminal adventure. He remembered Cibele, so sweet and gentle, waiting for him in distant Madrid. He needed fortune to guarantee Cibele the luxury and comfort she deserved.

Before leaving for Cuba, Soriano had said goodbye to his fiancée, who, in tears, had begged him not to go.

“Please, Soriano, do not go” she begged.

“I will come back rich. Promise me you will wait for me.”

“I do not need riches, just you.”

“You do not understand, Cibele. Your father is dead, and your mother is a poor widow. Who will take care of you when she has gone?”

“You will.”

“But I have nothing to give you.”

“I am not asking for much. Just your love.”

“That is not enough. You deserve to be treated like a queen.”

“What an illusion, Soriano! That is not what matters in life. Besides, I do not think this trip will make you as rich as you think. What are you trying to find out anyway? Some gold mine?”

He smiled enigmatically and embraced her tenderly. Even he did not know what awaited him in Cuba, but he had to try. He had arrived on the island full of dreams of greatness, but that was not what he found. None of the promised riches, and he ended up getting involved with men of ill reputation and turning to crime. He sent passionate letters to Cibele, who replied to all of them telling him how much she missed him.

Just when Soriano thought all was lost, an unexpected opportunity arose. A nobleman was looking for a brave man to join him on a trip to New Mexico to kill an enemy. It was the perfect opportunity for him to get rich once and for all and send for Cibele in Spain so they could get married.

Besides fortune, what Soriano wanted most was to hold the woman he loved in his arms, and for her, it was worth facing any danger.

 

 

 


CHAPTER 3

 

 

For more than ten days, the ships sailed along the coast of the island until they finally headed out to sea. The sea, previously calm and serene, suddenly began to churn. The wind picked up and seemed to drive the waves up the side of the ship and into it. Worried sailors rushed to the deck, and in the ensuing commotion, they tried to maintain order inside the ship and keep the water out.

For two days and two nights, the storm raged relentlessly, causing Francisco de Córdova to fear for the safety of his ships and men, and for the success of the expedition.

“We are all going to die” said Soriano, certain that the ocean would swallow them up at any moment.

“And I will never see Cibele again.”

“Not yet, my friend” replied Alejandro.

“I have not captured my natives yet.”

“Are you crazy?”

Although this was the general prediction among the navigators, the worst did not happen. The sea suddenly calmed down, and the ships sailed for several days, crossing calmer waters. Once, Soriano and Alejandro were having fun on deck with other sailors when a cry interrupted their laughter:

“Land! Land in sight!”

Everyone looked up at the same time, surprised and eager for news.

In the distance, a white sandy beach unfolded before them, ending in a lush forest that partially concealed huge, solid stone buildings. It was the first settlement they had seen in almost two months, and the crew cheered with genuine joy.

“It is Greater Cairo” said one of the sailors, since the Spanish considered everything that was not Christian to be Muslim.

“What shall we do, sir?” one of the men asked Francisco.

As the smallest boat had approached the coast and reported that there was no danger, Francisco de Córdoba gave orders for the ships to drop anchor and wait. Everyone remained in silent anticipation, eyes fixed on the beach, waiting for something to happen. That was when a sudden movement caused the Spaniards to hold their breath, and Soriano exclaimed in amazement:

“Look!”

Rowboats and sailboats approached with curious natives4 with smiling faces, wearing strange and colorful clothes, apparently peaceful. 

As they approached, Francisco greeted them courteously, ordering the sailors to offer them the shiny trinkets they had brought as a token of their friendship.

The colorful glow of the beads seemed to fascinate the native people, who responded with friendly and communicative gestures. Encouraged by the peaceful reception, the sailors relaxed and tried to communicate with them through signs.

“What are they saying?” asked Soriano, facing a short man with long arms who was pulling his tunic and pointing to the beach.

“I do not know” replied Alejandro, staring at his straight black hair.

“It seems they want to take us to land.”

The natives' language was incomprehensible, and Francisco, following the sound of what they were saying, named what he thought was an island Yucatan. After a long time, the Spaniards became convinced that what they really wanted was for the men to come ashore, and after many funny gestures on both sides, they set a new meeting for the following day.

As agreed, the natives returned the next day with more canoes to take the sailors ashore.

“Why are there so many natives on the beach?” asked Soriano, curious.

“I do not know” replied Alejandro, shaking his head to dispel a dark premonition. “But it is better not to take any chances.”

“Take your weapons, men” they heard the first mate say.

“This meeting could be dangerous.”

On the other side, Francisco was talking to what appeared to be the leader of the savages. On all sides, boats were lowered into the water, and the men began to disembark.

“It seems that our captain does not trust the natives” commented Alejandro.

“We will use our own boats instead of their canoes.”

“A much wiser decision” agreed Soriano.

The native’s chief did not seem offended by Francisco's refusal to use his canoes and continued to speak in that strange language, always showing his teeth in a guttural smile.

“How ugly these savages are” Soriano remarked.

“Well said, my young friend. They really do look like savages. We cannot trust them.”

Alejandro and Soriano boarded one of the boats and soon set foot on the sand. No sooner had they begun walking than they were surprised by the disturbing appearance of the native sculptures, reminiscent of diabolical and evil beings. Clay idols with monstrous heads and gigantic women, depicting demonic scenes, challenged the limited minds of the Christian explorers. The priest who accompanied them crossed himself three times, calling those pagan natives heretics who had probably been placed there by Satan himself.

The journey continued, but not for long. Still stunned by the shock caused by the profane statues, the Spaniards did not notice the warlike movements of the savages, who emerged from all sides of the forest and threw themselves upon them. With spears and stones in hand, they wounded and killed with a savagery never before experienced, their faces contorted into a horrible expression of pleasure at the imminence of carnage. Blood began to stain the jungle, and it took some time for the explorers to snap out of their stupor and react, fighting back.

A fierce hand-to-hand combat ensued, and Alejandro charged at the nearest native, shouting wildly:

“You bastards!”

Following his companion's lead, Soriano also threw himself at them, striking left and right, trying to hit as many savages as he could.

At the first blows, the natives retreated, afraid of those sharp and lethal weapons. But their surprise and astonishment did not last long. They soon realized that they could not only avoid the blades of the swords but also confront them with the tips of their sharp spears. This certainty overcame their fear of the unknown and gave them confidence. Brandishing spears and stones, they prepared for a new attack, displaying terrifying looks and evil smiles. They were about to advance, thirsty for blood, when a

deafening and unfamiliar noise paralyzed their movements. The firing of the Spanish muskets filled the savages with awe and fear, for they had never heard a more terrible and wrathful roar. The stampede was general, and Francisco took the opportunity to cease fire and shout to his men:

“Retreat!”

At that moment, Alejandro turned around, but not before making sure that Soriano was with him. There was an indefinable expression on the boy's face, which Alejandro, in his haste to flee as fast as his legs would carry him, failed to notice. He did not even notice that he was wielding a spear taken from the hands of a dead savage.

“Are you okay?” Alejandro asked. 

“You are not hurt, are you?”

“I am fine.”

The fear of another attack prevented Alejandro from noticing the look of disappointment on Soriano's face as he dropped his spear when he sensed the other men approaching. Alejandro now wielded a musket, pointing it in all directions, and quickly backed away, closely followed by his companion.

- Look what we have caught - announced one man, with incredible contempt in his voice. He displayed two native men, held by their companions.

“Let's go,” said Francisco. 

“And bring them with us.”

With their hearts pounding, they made their way back to the boats, taking the two prisoners and some pieces of gold, they had managed to steal from a nearby pyramid.

“I see our clergyman has discovered gold,” said Alejandro, noticing the priest's greedy gaze as he turned the golden utensils over in his hands. 

“That may change our plans, may it not?”

Soriano did not answer, but he was thoughtful. Perhaps it would be better to give up the idea of killing Alejandro and devote himself to looting. The problem was Lucio. He had heard from acquaintances that he was rich and influential, and provoking the wrath of such a man could be dangerous. If Lucio had found an assassin to kill Alejandro, he could easily find another to kill him. And what would become of Cibele?       Thinking of her, he decided it was better not to risk it. He would go ahead with the plan to kill Alejandro, and Lucio would pay him the promised reward, making him rich so he could finally marry her.

Soriano had missed his first opportunity to kill Alejandro without arousing suspicion. The attack by the savages would have been a perfect alibi. Now, however, he had to wait for another moment. For now, the most important thing was to protect his

own life. The threat from the natives was too dangerous for Soriano to neglect his safety, so his plan would have to wait.

With everyone on board, the ships resumed sailing. Soriano was now silent, and Alejandro attributed his silence to the horror of that first foray into the forest.

“Do not let it get you down” Alejandro consoled him.

“Fighting is part of every expedition. Even more so when it comes to savages.”

“I am fine” Soriano said, trying to sound natural.

“It was just a scare, nothing more.”

The ship moved slowly, skirting the coast of what everyone thought was an island. The image of Cibele always accompanied Soriano, and he could not wait for the ship to dock again so he could fulfill his purpose of delivering Alejandro to the natives.

The plan would have been perfect, had it not been for those unpredictable and violent natives. Not only Soriano, but everyone in the expedition was certain that the natives, although savage, would not be as intelligent, daring, and furious as they turned out to be. Faced with this frightening, terrifying, and highly risky situation, what could be done to fake Alejandro's death without putting his own life at risk?

So absorbed in these thoughts, Soriano did not notice Alejandro approaching or the commotion on deck, and it was only when the other man touched his shoulder that he looked ahead. The sight, in the distance, of two large towers defying the sky drew sighs from him that were both hopeful and fearful. The ship sailed in that direction and docked a few meters from the beach. The crew seemed to be in an uproar, and Alejandro pulled the boy by the arm, speaking in a low, hurried voice:

“Come. We need to fill the water barrels.”

Without saying a word, Soriano followed Alejandro, followed by a few more sailors. They walked as quietly as possible, alert to any movement in the jungle. Finally, they found a well of drinking water and began to fill the containers, in a constant state of alert, as if they expected a horde of natives to attack them at any moment.

“We are very close to their village,” said Soriano, pointing with his chin to the enormous buildings.

“Do not worry.” Alejandro reassured him.

“They do not know we are here, and besides, we have our weapons.”

“I would not be so sure.”

There was a tremor in Soriano's voice, and Alejandro followed his frightened gaze. Standing a few meters ahead, some native people stared at them motionless. Instinctively, Alejandro gripped the handle of his musket. As before, the natives approached, smiling and friendly, pulling the Spaniards by the sleeves of their tunics, surrounding them as if sniffing their prey before devouring it. Despite the incomprehensible language, their fingers, pointing toward the city, made clear their desire for them to follow them there. Alejandro, suspicious, looked at Francisco, but he had already set off alongside the natives, with the rest of the men behind them.

“What is he doing?” whispered Soriano, terrified.

“Is what happened to us last time not enough?”

“Be quiet!” Alejandro scolded him.

“Francisco knows what he is doing.”

The scene seemed to repeat itself. The Spaniards walked through the forest with the natives around them, gesturing and laughing gutturally. As they entered the village, the solid, familiar buildings came into view, followed by more and more diabolical idols.

“This gives me the chills.” Soriano remarked, moving closer to Alejandro.

“You have not seen anything yet.” The other replied, standing still with a terrified look on his face.

A strange figure appeared in front of them. Dressed in a kind of white tunic, a man with black hair and splattered with blood held an equally bloodstained machete in his hands. Behind him, on a partially visible stone altar, lay a lifeless, bloodied body in a pool of blood.

“Jesus Christ!” exclaimed many.

“What is this?” Soriano asked in horror.

“It looks like our friend has just performed a human sacrifice” Alejandro said, struggling between terror and panic.

“He is covered in blood!”

Everyone looked at Francisco, waiting for him to do something, but the captain seemed to be trying to communicate with the macabre priest.

“I do not think it is working” Alejandro said.

The priest uttered strange words and gestured to the many warriors who accompanied the meeting. Quickly, the natives gathered, pointing their spears and staring at the group with hostile and threatening looks. Someone lit a fire, and the priest continued his guttural dance, pointing now at the fire, now at the Spaniards, now at the warriors, who let out a terrifying war cry.

“What is this now?” Soriano asked in horror.

“I think he means that if we do not leave before the fire goes out, he will send his warriors after us.”

“And what is Francisco doing?” he despaired. “Why do we just not leave?”

“Has he gone mad and is he going to fight these demons?”

This time, even Alejandro was afraid. Facing those warriors would be almost suicidal. The men began to panic, threatening to turn around and flee, but Francisco remained still, hoping to make himself understood.

“Let's go, captain” said one of the men closest to him.

“For God's sake, we cannot stay here any longer. If you love our lives, let's go back to the ships!”

Still facing the priest, Francisco tried a few more gestures, attempting to reach an understanding, but the fierce look in the other man's eyes convinced him to leave.

“Let's retreat” he ordered, his voice as calm as he could make it.

Without turning around, the men retreated and, step by step, made their way back. Only when they were out of sight of the warriors did they turn around and start walking, almost running.

Walking alongside Alejandro, Soriano brooded over his failure. While he wanted Francisco to declare war on the savages, he was afraid of what might happen to him. He could no longer bear the role of idiot he had to play to win the other man's sympathy and trust. Those damned natives, however, did not make things easy. Focusing on Alejandro could cost him his life, and now he had two things to worry about: killing the other man and not getting himself killed.

Finally, the men reached the boats and rowed back to the ships, which set sail again.

“At least we managed to refill our water supplies” Alejandro commented, smiling with relief.

“We lost the gold, but we saved our lives.”

Soriano, however, could not smile. He truly believed that he would never smile again until he had carried out his plan, which was becoming an obsession in his mind.

For a few days, the sea remained calm and serene, and the ships continued their journey without major incident. The calm, however, was short-lived. When least expected, the sky darkened, and the winds drove the sun behind thick, rain-laden clouds. A storm was approaching, and the ships, once again, would be tested for their endurance. The wind picked up, and the waves grew around the boats, as if trying to swallow them whole.

“We have been through this before” Francisco encouraged them.

“We will overcome this storm too.”

But the gusts produced by the wind almost burst the sails, and the ships were constantly shaken by the giant waves that threw them from side to side. The waves advanced across the deck, bringing the ships closer to imminent shipwreck. Alejandro joined the sailors in their frantic efforts to keep the ship above water. It was a fierce battle against nature, and it seemed that the ship would not withstand it. Planks began to crack, and ropes broke from their moorings, throwing fragments of canvas and wood in all directions.

It all happened very quickly. With incredible skill, Soriano grabbed a loose yard and aided by the wind and the tilt of the ship, which was falling to the side where Alejandro was standing, threw it at him, hitting him squarely in the shoulder. With the rain and wind, Alejandro could not see where the blow had come from, but he lost his balance and fell backwards, hitting the half-destroyed railings of the deck and plunging into the black, stormy sea.

Alejandro did not even have time to think. In a fraction of a second, he found himself approaching the hungry ocean, which opened its mouth wide to take him to the depths. Luck, however, worked in his favor. When all seemed lost, a strong, sturdy hand grabbed him firmly, pulling him up just as the ship began to heel over to the other side. For a few moments, Alejandro hung there, his feet dangling above the sea, until a burly sailor hoisted him back up, saving him from a plunge to his death.

Swaying violently, the ship returned to an upright position, throwing water everywhere, while the men struggled to hold on to the masts and railings. Helped by the man who saved him, Alejandro managed to crawl to the hatch door and throw himself inside.

“My God, Alejandro!” Soriano shouted, running toward him with a mortified look. “When I did not see you, I was afraid you had died.”

“Not yet” replied the other, unsuspecting.

“It is not time to make Rosa a widow yet. Thanks to my friend here” he said, pointing to the sailor “I still belong to the world of the living. Thank you.”

The sailor smiled in response, and Soriano swallowed his hatred along with the sweat and water running down his face. He wanted to strangle that meddlesome sailor, but he had to restrain himself. He had lost his best chance to kill Alejandro without arousing the slightest suspicion. Another opportunity like that would be very unlikely to arise.

After four days, the storm subsided, and the men were able to assess the damage. Sails and masts had been destroyed and, worse still, the drinking water, mixed with seawater, was no longer fit for consumption.

“What are we going to do?” someone asked.

“We need to disembark” Francisco announced after a moment's reflection.

“But sir” objected the first mate.

“What about the Indians? Is it not clear that they are not friendly?”

“This time we will be prepared” he said, tapping the hilt of his sword. Even though they were uncertain and afraid, the crew disembarked. The situation, which was already bad, would be much worse without water. Facing the savages would give them a chance of survival. Without water, they would end up dying. They had no alternative. They needed to find another well to refill their barrels.

With the utmost caution, once again, they ventured into the forest, trying not to attract the attention of wild animals. After endless hours, they reached the bank of a river. Francisco ordered some men to fill the barrels, while others, on alert, stood guard.

It was all in vain. Under the protection of the forest, the natives approached the navigators, threatening them with arrows and spears. Francisco's men, though fearful, remained steadfast in their guard, weapons in hand, aiming at the jungle without daring to shoot. The savages appeared and disappeared, invisible behind the trees, confusing the crew, who did not know where to aim their muskets. From time to time, an arrow whistled through the air and fell among the terrified Spaniards.

“Do not even think about giving up,” Francisco warned.

“We need this water as much as we need our lives. Without it, there is no point in going back. We have no chance of survival.”

“Sir,” begged Soriano, “we can wait for more rain or look for water elsewhere. They have surrounded us, and we cannot see them. We know they are there, but where?”

“No way! We are not cowards, we are men! We cannot let ourselves be defeated by a bunch of natives armed with arrows and stones! Not until we take this precious liquid with us!”

No one dared to argue anymore, and the fear of departure was a cold and cruel reality. Even after filling all the barrels, the explorers did not dare to enter the forest again. Paralyzed with terror, they knew they were besieged by the natives, who watched them from a distance, camouflaged by the leaves. The afternoon was coming to an end and night was falling, redoubling the panic and putting the men on high alert.

“Sir, what shall we do?” asked Alejandro.

“We will spend the night here. We will camp right here on the riverbank and take turns keeping watch.”

It was a night when no one dared to sleep, fearing they would never wake up again. Attentive to the slightest noise and with torches lit to ward off the darkness, the men remained awake, praying to see the dawn alive and be able to leave in safety. At dawn, they were awakened by a new attack, and the men began to despair, threatening to abandon their posts and flee, while a rain of spears fell upon them.

“Let’s run away!” someone shouted.

“No one leaves here! If we go, they will come after us, and we desperately need this water. We will fight for it until not even one of these savages is left alive.”

For a while, it was possible to resist, but the natives intensified their attack, redoubling their brutality, and Francisco was finally forced to give in. Either they left, or they would perish, with no chance of survival. They already had the water; now all that remained was to try to return to the ships alive. Under a hail of arrows and spears, the sailors began their return journey, firing their muskets uselessly. The natives, now accustomed to the noise they made, no longer feared them and kept a safe distance, out of range of the bullets.

Suddenly, Alejandro let out a shrill cry, filled with fear at the horrifying scene:

“They are trying to kill the captain!”

A huge number of arrows pierced Francisco's body, who, despite being seriously wounded, was still breathing and trying to fight.

“Protect him!” Someone shouted.

It was carnage. Francisco de Córdova, with at least ten arrows in his body, could no longer resist the bloody attack of the natives, whose numbers were increasing by the minute. His men managed to support him and dragged him through the forest, under a thick rain of arrows.

The natives attacked with extraordinary ferocity, but there was something strange about their assault. They wounded severely, but tried not to kill the Spaniards, seeking to capture them alive.

“Damn them!” Alejandro shouted. 

“They want us for sacrifice.”

Alejandro watched in horror as a white-bearded Portuguese man was dragged away by his hair, but there was nothing he could do to help him. Hatred grew inside him as he saw his companions wounded, many dead, and the captain almost dying, crawling through the grass like a dying snake.

Everywhere, many dead natives also lay, and although the sight was terrifying, Alejandro could not contain his greed when he glimpsed the gold jewelry adorning their dark necks and long ears. Like the other men, he began to collect the pieces he could reach, carefully storing them inside his pants and under his tunic. From time to time, he had to stop to protect himself from a direct attack, firing his musket at those who were careless and came within range of his sights.

He moved among the corpses, collecting what he could. A particularly shiny necklace almost blinded him, and, making sure there were no savages alive nearby, he bent down, skillfully and quickly, and pulled it from the dead native's neck.

That was when a sharp pain shot through his back. Alejandro turned around in terror, and what a surprise he got when he saw, not a cruel, bloodthirsty native, as he had expected, but young Soriano, whose hands were still trembling from the blow he had just cowardly dealt his companion.

What have you done? - he exclaimed indignantly, feeling a mixture of hatred and disappointment toward the other man.

“Me?” Soriano replied ironically. 

“I did not do anything. Does that spear belong to me? No, of course not. So, it was not me who killed you, but one of those damned savages who attacked you from behind and whom I then killed. Maybe that one there?” he pointed to a native lying face down in a pool of blood.

“Am I right?”

Soriano did not know Alejandro and underestimated his strength. The spear that had pierced him did not puncture his lung, passing millimeters from his heart. Strengthened by an enormous hatred, Alejandro pulled the spear from his body, swallowing the cry that the pain caused him, and threw himself at Soriano, engaging him in a fierce fight.

Both were now fighting for their lives, knowing that one





























