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			Foreword

			I am very pleased to present this work, whose author is not only a colleague, but a person I admired from the moment I read his editorials about our rich history, which we still need to know. 

			While I appreciate all the work done by this excellent writer, I consider it important to confess my preference for this last creation. 

			I will now explain why. While his previous works are characterized by their realism and brilliant writing, in this work he adds an exquisite verbal sensitivity, without falling into excess, empathy, the necessary solitude, the capacity for observation and literary ambition. The nature of the writer can be felt and experienced in the exhaustive research he has done. 

			It is remarkable the simplicity with which very complex events are explained, allowing readers without specific knowledge of the subject to understand the chosen topic without major difficulties. 

			The structure and narrative voices, typology of the story, scenarios, are some of the other well used resources in the novel. 

			The tittle of the work: The Secret of the Yguazú is a mystery that only the reader will be able to unravel. 

			The novelist with excellent creativity extracts from the story itself, the main character, with great success in the chosen name, Karova, and the secondary characters that make up the whole story. This is a novel that can be enjoyed by young and old, even a good excuse for bonding. I am confident that this book will become a classic in the library of many families and a good study material in elementary, high school and college. 

			This is due to the richness of the information provided, as well as the artistic level offered by the writer. 

			I will not be the one to advance the plot of the work, since it is up to the reader to discover it. I will say, however, that it is an enjoyable book where adventure predominates, although not exclusively.  We have history, beauty of language and heart and with it, the perfect combination to achieve what we hope to achieve when we approach the kind of reading that keeps us gripped and produces emotions. 

			To tell a story is to tell that story well. And to tell a story well is Literature. In this novel, everything complements each other. I must even add that the use of Guaraní language makes us notice a special linguistics that presents an excellent writing. 

			I am grateful for the space given to share with readers the feelings that this work generated in me and I congratulate the writer Hugo López for this excellent work. 

			María Esther Rolón

			Author’s note

			In the region of the Paraná and Iguazú rivers, in the current Northeast of Argentina, South of Paraguay, South of Brazil and North of Uruguay, the Jesuits founded and managed more than 30 towns or “reducciones”, between 1609 and 1768. They were called “reducciones” because of the “reduced exclusiveness” organization system that allowed only natives and Jesuits to live in these towns by Royal Order of the Spanish Crown. 

			Some reductions had as many as 20,000 Guaraní inhabitants, who were religiously and academically instructed by the Jesuits priests, who were never more than two or three per village. Historical records of those who visited them attest that these towns were “true paradises with nothing to envy to the European cities of the time”. The history of Karova takes place in two such towns, Nuestra Señora de Loreto which functioned until 1633 on the banks the Paranapanema River (present-day state of Paraná, Brazil) and in Santa María del Yguazú, which existed between 1626 and 1633 on the Argentine bank of the Iguazú River, 15 kilometers upstream of the famous waterfalls.

			The Secret of the Yguazú Falls

			I

			How I learned where I come from

			I received four stick strikes that time for having entered without permission to the place of the books. And although I angrily rubbed my hand that was beating red and aching, I smiled with pleasure as I wiped my tears, because I had managed to add to my memory the letters I had stolen. 

			I did not understand why it was forbidden for me to read the writings in the reduction. The explanation that I was not old enough to understand never satisfied me, especially when I thought that the priests themselves had taken great pain to teach me how to read and write. 

			That afternoon, hot and heavy, everyone fell into an almost obligatory siesta, except for those who we could hear the hammering from in the quarry. I saw then the perfect opportunity to enter the books room without Father Antonio1 noticing, who at the moment was dozing on the chair that he always placed in the gallery of the church, where the scarce breeze calmed his heat. 

			I entered without any noise, since the curtain that served as a door in those days did not represent any obstacle or inconvenience. Standing in front of all the books, I quickly scanned the shelves where I had already been, and when the tittle Shipwrecks2 caught my mind, I grabbed it without hesitation and started swallowing it in desperation. My heart galloped with the adventurer’s letters as my blood boiled alert to pick up any suspicious noises.

			I wanted to hide it under my tunic, but the marks of the previous beatings that lingered on my hands told me not to. I hurriedly search for other tittles. Letters made my eyes widen; I carefully untied the ribbon that held them together, read the first ones that came from Spain, and just as I saw the greeting of one from Rome, I was startled by Father Antonio’s shout at the curtain-door.

			Karova! May God forgive you for this repeated disobedience, come urgently to the Sacristy!

			I went meekly. The excuse of not doing it again was useless. The punishment, I thought, would reiterate what had happened the previous times: a long exposition of why I should obey, and then the stick strikes in the hand the father on duty to punish me would choose. This time, however, it was different. 

			The huge chair in the Sacristy left my feet dangling and gave the height to reach the table that was beginning to look smaller than when I had breakfast on Father Cataldino’s3 lap.  I did not want to feel the rigor of the rods, but I beg everything to pass quickly, that they would not take long to arrive, that they would not make me suffer waiting for my own pain and that they would understand that I only wanted to know what the books said, in case in any of them there were some truth about my family. 

			I remember Father Antonio’s footsteps echoed in the gallery and his dialogue with someone sounded closer and closer. I could not decipher the voice of the other, who seemed to be listening attentively and only asked questions from time to time in a low sweet voice. 

			This increased my anxiety. I began to rub my hands together, feeling them sweat madly. It was the first occasion that two priests had come to correct me. 

			Now we are going to talk to him –Father Antonio said as he opened the door.

			Saliva blocked my throat for a few seconds.

			I did not raised my head until the fathers told me to do so, it was the habit imposed by them when it came to penance. The conversation was led by Father Antonio, after a few seconds of terrifying silence: 

			Time is the only thing we can neither hold back nor speed up, Karova. You have seen how, from its foundations, this church and the houses of the village have risen with the passing of time. So too did you take shape, the days gave you more height, more knowledge, more friends, more adventures… But all without having stopped or accelerated for a single second. And even when you think of this as a simple element, it is perhaps the most difficult to accept, recognize and understand in life. Many times we have read from the Preacher’s Ecclesiastes4 that everything has its time under the sun, everything has its hour. The reading of books and writings also has its time, some of them already known to you, for having been read to you by me, or by Father Cataldino, since you were still very young. We have only asked you not to read them alone without our permission, because you are not old enough to do so, and age is time, it comes second by second, teaching above all the most glorious virtue, patience. This you know, and you have received dozens of warnings, punishments, and penalties that should have already taught you not to hurry the days. Yet you insist on reading them on the sly, without having given us any convincing reason why you do so. Father Roque5, here with me, knows of your interest in literature and he will talk to you about your responsibility to obey the precepts that we impart before God, Ñande Ru6. You will remain here alone with Father Roque, and you will not leave until the confession that God demands of you comes out of your heart. 

			There was no word or sound after Father Antonio closed the door behind him. Crestfallen, faced with this newfound Father Roque, I trembled at the thought that the punishment might be unknown, and therefore worse than the previous ones. 

			The augury of some novelty made my veins fade from so many beats; a hard stomach blocked my breathing, but the respect for the presence of a father in front of me kept me stoic, rubbing my fingers with vehemence, looking at each brick of the floor: one vertical one horizontal, guessing the water channels underneath them, accurately planned by Father Cataldino, whom I saw from my box as a child reciting alone each of the details that transformed the floor into one much-talked about in all the villages, for its coolness in summer and its warmth in winter. Now, however, my feet could not reach its refreshing caress. As a momentary distraction, I stretched out one of my legs with effort to brush against at least one of the bricks, without noticing the meek attention of Father Roque, sitting motionless a short distance away, cupping his chin with one of his hands, his head slightly bowed. 

			Karova, do you know that of all those who know you here, I am the one who met you before anyone else, Father Roque began, confirming my slight suspicion about this unexpected way of punishing me. 

			No, I said, shaking my head softly, and once again began the eternal pause that I later discovered is inherent in Father Roque’s talks.

			A few years ago, when the Lord was pushing my longings towards these sites, to get to know people and places of these rivers regions, I went up the Paraná from the town Nuestra Señora de la Encarnación, with a few natives, who assisted me as guides and interpreters of languages still unknown to me, and I reached an area of waters as torrential as overwhelming that the natives of that place called them Yguazú7 –it was then, upon the hearing once again of that Mbya8 word, that I fixed my eyes on the religious man with an attentive gaze on me. 

			Something stirred in my heart when I heard that name, big waters in its translation into Spanish, like the time when Tobatí told me he had heard his grandfather speak of that place of waters so big that they splashed the sky and echoed for leagues from the place. There was something about them that boggled my mind. 

			Fahter Roque immediately noticed my interest and gave a smile, very difficult to interpret, because beyond being encouraging, the gesture moved him towards me with rod in hand, and asked me to place my left arm on the table. 

			Here come the twelve stick strikes, I thought to myself, as my lips began the dance of weeping, indomitable for me all my life. 

			You must not act disobediently, Karova, he said and hit me the first four stick strikes accurately in my left hand, and the other eight strikes, to my understanding deliberately, on the table right next to my hand.

			I tried to hide my tears as much as I could, for I could not look weak before a man whose name stood out among all when he was mentioned, and was respected even by his peers who also called him sir when they spoke to him. The stumbling of my lament and the difficulty in breathing, perhaps, moved Father Roque to my side and he used his hands to take my head with fraternal gentleness. This moved my marrow, for it was the second time that hands made me feel something of earthly family. 

			The first time I felt something similar was when Father Cataldino reprimanded me about my behavior with an indian girl of my age, who, for having differences with me in a children game, had mocked me, saying that I was a picked-up bastard with no place in the families of the town because I had no known father or mother. Then, out of control, I found no better way to get even than by loudly describing all her faults, exaggerating them for no reason, walking with her bow-legged, moving my lips to the side, and stretching my eyes imitating hers. The children around found it so funny that their laughter attracted the attention of Father Cataldino, whose sudden presence left me perplexed, discovering me acting in such a way while the little indian girl Mimbí was crying inconsolably. 

			Quod tibi fieri non vis, alteri ne feceris9, he said knowing that I would be the only one who would understand the phrase, and inferring that it was I who offended first. 

			His soft but firm voice showed me the way to the gallery of the church and there, separated from the rest, in the last reddish lights of the sun, Father Cataldino squatted down and hugging me did not say anything more, just hugged me listening to my mournful and tearful explanation, that it was she who had started the feud, mocking my orphanhood.  Perhaps in that occasion, the father’s eyes, shining and pointing to the sky, twisted my insides to feel that family hug and the silent cry, asking for explanation to that God who always takes so long to answer. 

			That afternoon of my punishment in the Sacristy, the heavy but tender hands of Father Roque stirred that memory, giving me a deep emotional blow. Almost five years have passed since that embraced with Father Cataldino, and since then I only longed for that fraternal affection when I looked at the affection given to my friends. 

			There was no better way to calm my cravings and whims, I could even understand any punishment or penance, forget and forgive whatever the offense. The perspiration of my forehead, that time, made Father Roque move back to bring his chair closer, he asked from the door somebody to bring water for both of us and sat down next to me. Silence again. 

			Behind Father Roque the wide window overlooked the priests’ courtyard, with only few quick steps of Jasy Porã10 crossing to assist my dear Tatapytú11, in charge of feeding everyone, and especially me, in the reduction. The heavy kapií12 curtain danced slowly with the hot breeze, and only silhouettes could be seen coming and going almost without speaking. Suddenly the tireless Katupyry13 appeared with a kambuchi14 of water and two bowls which he took care of filling before leaving, asking for permission.

			Thank you, said Father Roque and pushed a cup toward me. 

			That time when the indians heard the sound of the waters in the distance, –continued Father Roque –they took the ygáras15 to the shore without consulting any permission, arguing that they did not want to continue advancing along the river called Yguazú, because it was one of the most dangerous currents near the falls, and because they feared, as they said, the appearance of Mbóiañá16, the Devil himself in the form of a snake hidden under the black rocks, ready to sink any daring person who approached his lair. I had to convince them to continue upstream, because in addition to not wanting to spoil the journey of more than two hundred leagues from the town Encarnación with many sorrows, we had heard about a group of Mbya Guarani who lived just after the falls, and that they were having a hard time, hunted by the bandeirantes17, increasingly cruel in their hunt for indians. According to the sayings of “adelantados” travelers, this group of indians had chosen to settle there to occupy the great waterfalls as protection from those who, like us, come from downriver, but the cunning Mameluke bandeirantes found a way to reach them by going down the Yguazú or following its course along its banks. And although the Mbya knew how to arm themselves better and better, with iron-tipped spears, which they had taken after confrontations with the pursuers or Spaniards, macanas of hard wood, and as a many tacuaras18 as they could prepare, they could not against the arquebuses, swords, facons, and the horses of the bandeirantes, more and more prepared for their demonic pursuits. There, at the mouth of the Yguazú19, under some ravines of imposing trees at the top, we spent hours debating our next movement with the indians frightened by every fallacy there could be about Mboiañá and now the real fears of being within reach of a merciless attack of the slave seekers, whose wickedness only has limits when they decide to do so. Our provisions were scarce, and the ygáras where heavier for having been in the water for a long time, such was their weight that the three indians and I had a lot of work to carry them up the ravine to hide them. We decided to hide them to avoid any trace of our passage through there, besides, as it is common to use ygáras abandoned by anyone who needs them, we did not want to be without them when we returned, because we had decided to go upstream but by land, bordering the Yguazú, taking care of any advance of bandeirantes with the foliage as hideout. So, we set off, making our way very slowly through the endless heath. The small paths discovered by the indians were only perceptible to them, and gave us room to move with great care, since the saddlebags we carried were often trapped by any thorn, ysypó20, or branches a few inches from our sides.  With our eyes attentive, our ears alert, our hearts racing, our skin sweaty from the thick humidity of the bush, and the infinite buzzing of insects flying, brushing against us, bothering us, we walked almost three leagues until we heard the loud crashing of the waters on the rocks. The indians once again stopped while I desperately sought to see the waterfalls, perhaps even attracted by them. Pushing aside the branches and underbrush, I got to see them from the top, there were hundres of them falling free and sounding imposingly white! Their vision could catch me absorbed without knowing where to rest my eyes, each fall was admirable, each thread of water adorned a beautiful landscape, each drop spoke of the hand of our God, Ñande Ru. My heart gave cries of praise to the Creator, there was his work! How a being like Mboiañá could dwell in this immense beauty, I wondered. 

			Fahter Roque’s description increased my hunger for knowledge, my eyes were transformed with his, my legs tightly pressed to the chair’s leg and my whole body leaning on the table, I absorbed every word, digesting them with that honeyed taste of adventure. I remember asking every detail of his story. 

			I felt no fear, but amazement –he replied to my request –when sometime later, I don’t know how long, after being enraptured by the waters, the indians had to approach me shouting that we had to leave, for the day was advancing and we had to reach the indicated place before nightfall. We resumed our march, they trying to keep a distance of a hundred feet or more from the river and I trying to understand why we had come that far, perhaps to know how much Our Lord could use that place to bless our people and how at the same time such a beautiful place frightened the natives so much. Unfathomable are the mysteries of God!, manifested in every inch on which our eyes rested: leaves, flowers, tiny and gigantic insects, birds, very large trees and even in the most fierce and imperceptible animals whose scent warned the indians of any proximity and we stopped so as not to run into them suddenly. Thus, hours later, the roar of the falls being farther away at each step, the river seemed to meditate in a majestic calm, sometimes forming lagoons so still reflecting the sky and the forest as a mirror, and only being altered by some solemn swimming aguapé21, some leaf falling softly… Already a couple of leagues from the falls, a clearing near the banks fo the Yguazú captured our eyes; there was little noise there and this gave to suspect some trap, some ambush of the inhabitants. We decided to separate, and I sent some of the indians to go ahead to give us a sign of some sighting. The rest of us waited, watching and listening to everything. The birds startled us at times, until our quietness calmed everything around us. We felt the glances of the curious monkeys, the scarce breeze gave little air, the murmur of the gentle water seemed to numb our pupils, the agitated air in our chests made our blood rush; anything could happen. The distant cry of a child betrayed the presence of someone, the indian in front of us moved his hand indicating the position of the one who was crying. I told him to go on to the child’s position to see if anyone was claiming this little one, abandoned to his fate, a possible victim of a tiger. When the infant was already in the arms of our companion, crying even more, and seeing that no one claiming for him, one of those who were with me warned that he would go around some huts and the last one and I went to meet the child. Not long after, just from the opposite side from where we came out, a ragged, shaggy squaw, conspicuously all scratched on her back, her cheekbone bleeding, came screaming and wailing.

			Che piá, che piá22 ¡Eguera’a! ¡Euera’a!23, ¡pya’e!24 –she was screaming non-stop, almost kicking us out of her side. I tried to calm her down without success, and looked anxiously at the indians with me. 

			-She says it’s her son –one of them told me –she’s asking us to take him away and run from here.

			There had been an attack, I inferred, they must me close on one side or the other. The woman, however, could not give us any account of what had happened, for she was famished, her strength was failing, she was bleeding, although less so with the quick healing done by one of the indians, and she could not speak, she was only talking nonsense. 

			We understood, from her visible hunger of a couple of days, that the attack could have occurred two days or so ago. The conclusion was confirmed by the indian returning from behind the huts, he had found pieces of broken kambuchis25 as the Mbya custom indicates to show lamentation, he also found some scraps of cloth ratifying the passage of the empire bandits; scattered fruits, torn baskets; everything showed that we should leave without waiting any longer. 

			As we could not venture again through the jungle, I gave orders to use the ygaras left behind by the tribe and even when the indians refused to get on them for fear of the waterfalls again, I acted rapidly by getting on one with the boy and his mother, and using the rod I began to sail. Seeing my resolution and fear, one of the indians jumped into my ygara and the others followed behind with another. The weakness of the woman, who could no longer hold herself alive, complicated our navigation, so much so that the indian with us held her in his arms all the time, while the child at the base of the ygara was left to his fate. 

			So we put the little one in the ygara that followed us, and proceeded recklessly downstream, paying no attention to the current or the noises around us. It was not until we had spent much trouble in avoiding a rapid that was dragging us to the middle of the river that we saw the banks to follow carefully. The indians’ eyes showed terror, the woman no longer responded to encouragement, the boy whimpered, and the noise of the waterfalls increased the drama. Already very close to them, we descended leaving the ygaras hidden among güembés26, but one of the indians suggested to take one of the ygaras, it would serve us to load the woman and the child. So we did. With much difficulty, we tied one of the ships to ysypós, and pieces of rope, and even one of the saddlebags, the emptiest, served to add to our forklift. Calculating then, the crag measured more than two hundred feet27; thence, with the dampness making every muscle tremble, we tied the woman to one of our mates and lowered them down begging Providence for strength and patience, for our feet slipped and we had no other support than our diminished strength, and the end of the rope fastened to a small tree beside us.

			I don’t remember how many, but we must spent about three hours on that descent. The boy came downs tied to me, and the other two came down later, hurriedly but carefully. A few meters short from where we were waiting, the last indian slipped and suffered a small cut on his ribs side, and he said he felt a severed pain inside. It was difficult to locate everyone in the only ygara we count on. We gave place first to those who were in pain and weak, so we took up the woman, the boy next to her, and the wounded indian, leaving only one more place for which there were no discussion among the remaining three, because with a single firm signal, the two indians indicated me to go up.

			They, with their swimming expertise, found logs big enough to lean on, and float downstream with us, lying on a bank, as not to give sight to pursuers. The river gave us some peace of mind. But we had a long way to go to reach a place where we could offer something comforting to the mbya, a little medicine perhaps, and we could rest. Personally, I was thinking about the tiredness of the indians who were swimming with the logs following us, as well as the dying woman whose countenance showed her little life. We arrived without major difficulties at the mouth of the Yguazú, where the majestic Paraná offered us an escape and the last obstacle at the same time. 

			The ygaras where intact where we had hidden them, now we had to fight with the power of the Paraná, transpose it, to rest at last, praying to God for his protection from other possible crooks. In my ship the woman dozed almost without consciousness, the child slept tired, then obeying the instructions of the native connoisseur, we secured another ygara at par and two rowed in it while the remaining wounded and I stayed in the other. The current was strong, but our fear was greater, it no longer mattered that the sun was setting or that we should continue walking up the ravine on the other side. We paddle with our strength, sometimes an eddy complicated the sailing, sometimes a sudden current, but we manages to cross the river. Once we reached the shored, we download everything and everyone, and we could not avoid lying for a moment looking at the reddish sky, breathing fast, thanking Ñande Ru, feeling the breeze, living peace. 

			Then, the merciful hand of Our Lord wanted to show our presence there to some indians who were fishing, and they approach and offered manioc, jaboticabas28, and fish. They told us that they were from Acaray29, a small outpost where in those days there were also priests giving the gospel, and our spirits were lifted to God. We did not hesitated to leave for the indicated direction, now with them as guides and more than necessary help. We left with no light, only a crescent moon showed us the river. Acaray was a few leagues up the Paraná River. We used, then, the calm waters of the banks to dragged the ygaras with the wounded and we walked without rest until we saw some torches lit in the distance over the ravine. With the last sighs we climbed, with the last strength we walked, with the hopeful soul we moved… In the post, small, with a dozen battered huts, we were gladly received by the Fathers Cataldino and Simón30, who on a trip from Our Lady of Loreto were checking the area, by instructions of the Provincial Father. They take the indian to the teko’a31, laid their hands on her asking Our Lord to save her soul, and let the shaman give her something to drink for her pains. While she seemed to recover her spirits, some people came to see her, among them a man whom she made a great effort to embrace with great affection. He turned out to be Tocangua’i32 son of the famous Tucanguazu33, the local cacique, as explained by the locals, and according to the stories of the indian, her own brother, from whom we learned that the indian was named Mainoí34. All night we prayed to Our Father for the woman’s health, and I could hardly sleep thinking about the child’s life without his mother. She, after embracing and trying to breastfeed her son, slept in the peace of the Lord. When we gave her a holy burial the next day, we finally rested, and with the child in good spirits, we understood that the pain of the journey had been worth it, for God had placed in our hands the daughter of a renowned chieftain, a princess, and her son, whom she called Karova35.

			II

			Of search and encounters

			The town of Our Lady of Loreto already had most of the families with fix abode when I learned from whom and how I had gotten here. In a few days, perhaps five or six, everyone knew the same thing I knew, without me telling anything. I assumed, Father Roque had told my life story to the caciques and they to each of their relatives. 

			Everyone’s looks became annoyingly compassionate, the conversations with Tobatí36 had no other subject, I could find no reason for anything, and not even the games interested me. I preferred then to help the boys in the chores, collecting the waste and sweeping the workshops and patios; I offered myself to smooth woods for the carvings, to polish the newly made saints, to carry water to the quarry of big stones or to the crops, so as not to occupy my mind with that princess Mainoí and her pain. Father Antonio no longer needed to repeat the orders to light the lights in the church gallery at dusk and arrange the pews inside, because I did it even much earlier than necessary. My days had become a constant hustle and bustle of tasks, when only a short time before they were relaxed and adventurous. 

			I began to enjoy the solitude. In a clearing in the Paranapanema37 ravine, a few feet away from where the freshly cut rocks were gathered, a tajy38 accompanied me in the saddest silences. One afternoon when the rock fretters were leaving their posts at the sound of the bell, a strange sensation dominated my mind: in an inexplicable state I saw how Fahter Roque’s story happened, I felt the smells, the waters splashed me, I heard their sound, I heard them speak in whispers, my childish cry echoed so clearly, so real, that I put my hands on my head, squishing it to stop the anguish, and I began to moan asking God for compassion. Not very soon I was able to calm my thoughts, and from then on I got into the habit of sinking into my hands to beg the Heavenly Father for protection and serenity. 

			The river, unfolding solemnly, smoothly caressing every fold of my skin, again tempted me with its currents, but this time to escape from life. I thought of going down to it, taking off my tunic, leaving my sandals aside, and taking sure steps to the middle of the currents, to let myself be carried as far as they pleased, making me swallow my sorrow, twisting before each rock, turning around in the backwaters, and falling at last in a flight until I joined Mainoí. She would nurse me to life, tell me in my ears how much a mother loves, and take me in her arms to sleep. 

			Absorbed in my musings, I did not notice the presence of Father Cataldino very close to me, observing, like me, the river and its majestic gait. As almost always, Father Cataldino appeared at the most critical moments of my days. I never knew how he managed to find me, nor did I ever hear him say anything that would disturb my ears when, very quietly, he emerge from somewhere.

			Where do you think so much water is coming from? –he asked, looking reflectively upstream –and where do you think it’s going? He turned his gaze downstream and returned to silence. A few moments later he continued: Although I know the answer from science, I’ve always wondered the same thing. However, there’s something I noticed about water and its passage: it always cleans and softens the rock, some faster than others; perhaps as the days do with our lives.

			He said all this looking at the river, with his dress mended a thousand times undulating in the breeze, his little hair now more white than blond, a tidy beard accompanying the wrinkles of so much sun and crying, the rough hands of vast crops and effort, loose beside a strong body, now more stooped. He turned to me, gave me an accomplice smile, and invited me to get a fresh glass of sugar cane juice.

			Walking in silence beside that man I wondered where he got so much strength, so much constancy, so much love. In his steps sounded his battered sandals carrying a life of dedication to others, I had never seen him move to seek something personal, the more vigorous his actions were, the more needed the person he was helping, and the greater the results of his dedication, the less he spoke of them, always sinking into secrecy. 

			One Sunday morning, after mass, when the cacique Manduvi39, chief of some two hundred families, began to flatter the courage of Father Cataldino to reach the farms of the Paulistas, passing through immense forests, rivers and endless valleys, with no other company than his staff, and  demand the release of twenty indians taken in a bandeirantes attack to serve as slaves to the ranchers; among them the daughter of the cacique Manduvi, Father Cataldino left the group muttering something inaudible, before the cacique finished the story. 

			So pleasant was the emotion, according to Manduvi, to see the father and the twenty coming walking in the distance, that a cry of love overwhelmed the hearts of all the indians who looked at the figure of worn cassock, fragile, and so brave, walking steadily in front of the group. Minutes later, looking for him, I found Fahter Cataldino in the kitchen talking to Tatapytu and there I asked him why he had not finished listening to the story. Ad maiorem Dei gloriam40, he answer me softly while peeling a cassava. 

			When Father Cataldino faced the stairs to the “fresh” storage room, after we had washed our hands in the fountain on the wall, I went ahead to bring the cane juice. I could no longer let that man serve me and wait on me like a king. 

			He smiled, and with that unmistakable Italian-Spanish-American accent, now a little more American, he said: I’ll wait in the kitchen.

			The kitchen, with its thick guayubira41 table and solid chairs, which served as a step to look at everything that my height did not reach, when as a child I had to stay in Tatapytu’s care, was always our favorite place. Perhaps the eternal aroma of spices, cared for like ground gold by Jasy Pora and Tatapytu, plus their always cheerful complicity, made us escape to that not so small and not so big space as soon as we found some time. That time I learned from Father Cataldino how big our kitchen was: fifteen by ten feet, not including the fresh storage room or the pantry, with thirty-inch walls, so that the external heat would not add to the continuous fire that had to be kept there. 

			The high ceiling was supported by huge tajy beams like almost everything else built in the church, the fathers’ house, and the workshop wing, although according to Father Cataldino some of the smaller beams were of guayubira or petyribi42, as they had to wait for the tajy to grow large enough to use them. I was captivated by the stories of the construction of the village, to which I always resorted to remember how to build my house. Father Cataldino knew everything there was to know about construction, and he would guide me in making my own. 

			-Omendase hae avei43, suddenly blurted Tatapytu in his clear Mbya Guarani and everyone laugh in unison, for to affirm the desire of a house of one’s own meant marriage, a couple, a family, and to propose it at my young age was rather funny to my interlocutors.

			And if I don’t have a family, I have to make one! –I replied, causing an even bigger laugh, and realizing that I had already digested the bitter ordeal of learning of my orphanhood.

			-You have a family and a very good one –said Father Cataldino –we had heard about it with pleasure, and Tatapytu has met your mother and your uncle, who you know lives in the Paraná area.

			-I not only knew your mother and your uncle but also your grandparents, and your father –Tatapytu said before my astonished eyes and my eagerness to claim why he had not told me before –and it was so because I am from the tribe of Taupá44, chieftain neighbor of your grandfather Tocanguazú, whom I went to ask to pick me up when I left my tribe because I did not agree with the ways of Taupá, a rather hateful and quarrelsome man.

			Ani re pochy45 –Jasy Pora went ahead to calm me down –ndaikatui amombe’u ndeve ne historia, nde miri iterei46 –I could tell you your story, you were too young, she told me in her tupí47-mbyá guaraní. She had become an accomplice too, knowing everything, hiding everything. 

			-Mainoí was very beautiful –Tatapytu continued –so much so that your grandfather had not given her to any of her many suitors among the sons of the neighboring chiefs, because he wanted to save her for the best. But he never found the best. Many accused him of wanting her to be a virgin forever, because because she was the daughter of his beloved one, Jeruti48, who in one of the bandeirantes attack died falling in a race near the river. She hit her head to protect Mainoí form falling on some stones. From that day on, the daughter of the chief Tocanguazú became unique, despite having five sisters, including an older one, owner of a sculpted, perfect body, was the most colorful, with daring attire of giant feathers of araras49, canindés50, and jacutingas51, skirts woven with caraguatás52 pindó53leaves, and endless paintings of uruku54, made in long hours dedicated among flattering friends, and that in many occasions Tucanguazú order her to take off, because she provoked the tribe and confused the visitors, who thought that she occupied the position of kuñá guasú55. Mainoí meanwhile was exceptionally beautiful. She captivated everyone with her natural beauty, her graceful figure of a delicate young woman, her soft manners, and her affable behavior even with the most insignificant member of her tribe.  

			Tatapytu’s story flow like an enticing balm throughout my body. His minimal voice, with a perfect Spanish, polished by pure hearing of the teachings of Father Roque and discipline in permanent practice, sunk among spices, meats and fire, left a sweet taste, a mixture of sugar and cane juice and peaceful look. With a smile, Father Cataldino understood that I would not go to the prayers that night. The bell had already rung announcing it, and my eyes sought the understanding of the father, who agreed, stroking my head gently before retiring.

			I rarely saw Tatapytu sitting down. This time, he did, after Jasy Porã and Katupyry left everything ready for dinner after prayers, and giving final instructions, they left for church.

			One day, when Mainoí was approaching the age of fifteen, her life changed forever –continued Tatapytu –Down the river, in the calm bend formed by the Yguazú near the tribe´s dwelling place, a strange ygára was coming down with two men who were visibly badly wounded. One of them was rowing with great difficulty while his companion was not even moving. Upon discovering them white, with strange clothes, some prepare their bows and arrows to finish them off and let Mboiaña swallow them a few leagues ahead in the waters. Katupyry and I ran to warn Tucanguazu, who gave the order to rescue the whites and bring them to the teko’a. When we dragged them there, some wanted to kill them, assuring us that if we did not do it, they would do it to us later. Your grandfather, however, gave the order to heal them and ask where they come from and where they were heading to. They both carried swords and were evidently scouts from Spain. Their ragged and dirty clothes showed days of being lost and hungry. The young women present, including the burdensome, Yrupé56, came to the aid of the men at Tucanguazu’s request. One of the whites responded in a short time to the mixture of ambay57, arasá58, and kaa’rê59 to purge all poison. A couple of hours later, after writhing around clutching his stomach, he went out into the bush to release everything that had been put in Añá60. We could see a yellowish liquid escaping from his mouth in gushes, stinking and disgusting, which made the white man cry, bending his back, who returned minutes later asking for food, to the laughter of all. Only Tucanguazu, sitting under his tajy, noticed that the white man did not ask for his companion, who was dying and shortly after died. He sent for jaboticabas, jaracatias61, asaí62, and whatever was available, but not meat. Then he sat the white man in front of him to interrogate him. Eating desperately, the white man answer as best he could. He spoke neither Mbyá nor Tupí nor Axé63. By signs he said he came from further north, down the Yguazú, and a few days later he made the story with his stale Mbya speech that his name was Juan Cruz del Solar and that he was running from his captain, for having started a brawl against him. Katupyry and I soon noticed the eyes of this Spaniard turned eagerly towards Yrupe; he could not dissemble at times, and the chief did not seem to mind, for his daughter kept on her ropes while the white man tried to conquer her. However, one afternoon, two or three days after the arrival of the white men, Mainoí was returning with her aunt from a long journey to collect caraguatás and güembés, and crossed glances with Juan Cruz. A vibration ran through Mainoí’s body, according to her own words, and her eyelids could not close before the image of that black undulating bouncing hair on the white-skin shoulder, the straight nose, honey brown almond-shaped eyes, and slender figure, almost fragile among the rest. She had never felt anything like it, melting, and her guts burning inside. There was no holding them back. He would seek her out at any instant, she shunned him for fear of her father, who had condemned their union, and asked his son Tucanguaí to keep her far from the Spaniard. But Tucanguaí who had befriended Juan Cruz understood the true love manifested, and acted as an accomplice with his sister, allowing her to meet him in previously arranged corners, risking his own punishment. Months of furtive encounters, hidden caresses, and love of rogues, of complicit smiles, passed until Koetí64, one of the oldest women of Tocanguazu, noticed the incipient growth of Mainoí’s belly. Without hesitation the chief had his daughter checked by the Pajé65, who verified Koetí announcement, and predicted the birth of child with soul of Añá and the skin of mborevi, and cursed Juan Cruz for the ages of time. Tucanguaí heard what the Pajé said and ran to warn the Spaniard, who wanted to flee with Mainoí, assuring an ideal future in the land of Asunción with the whites, but the mere mention of the town to which Juan Cruz wanted to go made the chief’s son so bristled and ordered to escape before the warriors followed him. Katupyry and I helped him to reach the downstream area, at Tucanguaí’s request, but we did not arrive in time to hide him from the pursuers, with whom we engaged in a fierce fight and saved our lives because we were not the direct cause of the chief’s order. Juan Cruz, however, perished swept away by the current and was swallowed by Mboiañá in the biggest waterfall. Our fate was decided, then, for having helped the condemned white. So, we waited hidden in the bush until morning. We heard nothing of the following days of Mainoí until three days later, when in Acaray village, where we had arrived with difficulty, we received Tucanguaí, badly wounded and dying of hunger. His father had ordered his death for high treason against the family, and he told us that Mainoí was confined to an isolated tapýi66 with nothing more than the minimum to eat. Days later, the people of Acaray67 recommended that we flee to Ciudad Real68. So we did with Katupyry, while Tucanguaí swore to stay in the area until he heard from his sister and returned to the Yguazú. In Ciudad Real, shortly before some rangers from the north took us by force to work on their crops, we were introduced to the fathers José Cataldino and Simón Mazetta, to whom we entrusted our lives to come and build this glorious town. 
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his homeland, Yguazu, there is a secret
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far away, and to get there he must over-
come mighty rivers, a vast jungle, and
also get permission from the strict
religious fathers.

His adventure begins when he eaves-
drops on a private conversation of the
religious, in which they comment that he
is old enough to accompany Fathers
Diego and Claudio, who are going to
found a new town, Santa Maria del
Yguazu, where he will live experiences
never expected.
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