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Author’s Note

This work is inspired by memories, personal experiences, and literary recreations. Some names, events, and characters are based on real people from the author’s environment, but they have been modified or transformed to preserve privacy. Any resemblance to real persons, living or deceased, is either coincidental or part of the narrative approach. The names, anecdotes, and characteristics reflect personal memories conveyed with respect, without any intention of harming anyone’s image.

This universe has been carefully constructed as a continuous line of evolution, where the protagonist’s growth and the expansion of the spiritual world gradually reveal the destiny of all humanity.

This work contains the three installments already published in the Taíno Memories series: • Taíno Memories: A Spiritual World • Taíno Memories: Zetpo’s Guide • Taíno Memories: The Zeons — The Race of Origin

The fourth installment, Taíno Memories: The Boundless Eternals, is currently in development.

Thank you for accompanying me on this journey. This is not just a story: it is a living, spiritual, and human universe.

Prologue

Bringing together the three installments of Taíno Memories in a single volume is more than an editorial gesture: it is a journey meant to give the reader a complete vision of the story woven throughout these pages. Each work was born with its own purpose, its own voice, and its own revelations. Yet, when united, they form a single body—a spiritual river that flows with greater strength and meaning toward the same ocean: the legacy and mystery of the Taíno people.

In A Spiritual World, we meet Yope, a young boy from Caballero, Cotuí, who, from the innocence of childhood, was called by ancestral voices to enter an invisible universe. Amid games, daily chores, and an impossible first love, he is discovered by Taíno spirits who mark him as a special being, destined to carry a hidden lineage. This first installment is the seed, the root from which everything else grows.

Then, in Zetpo’s Guide, the story expands into other planes. The reader is taken beyond the physical world, into cosmic and spiritual dimensions where Zetpo, a being of the Race of Origin, becomes Yope’s mentor. Here we learn that life is not limited to what is tangible—that there are forces that guide, teach, and shape the chosen ones. It is the stage of deep learning, of awakening consciousness, where the protagonist begins to uncover his past memories and glimpse the greatness—and the burden—of his destiny.

Finally, The Zeons: The Race of Origin reveals the culmination of what was planted from the beginning. The human and the divine intertwine. The Taíno, the spiritual, and the cosmic converge in a scenario where love, eternity, and the struggle to preserve the balance of creation reach their highest expression. Yope and Atabey, Kaelor and Isariel, and the entire family of the eternals show us that the destiny of a people—even of an entire universe—can depend on remaining faithful to the essence of love and life itself.

This series is not merely a saga of spiritual fiction. It is, in many ways, a metaphor for cultural resilience—for the voice of the ancestors that still pulses in our blood and in our land. As readers journey through these pages, they will find a mirror reflecting both the mythical and the human, the ancestral and the contemporary.

May this book, by uniting the three memories into one, serve as a bridge between generations. May it invite us to dream, to remember, and to believe that roots never die—they only transform. And may every word echo an eternal truth: we are more than flesh and dust; we are memory, spirit, and eternity.
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Beginning

The old man sat before the faintly crackling fire, while the breeze carried the scent of freshly cooked cassava and the distant sea. His hands, marked by deep wrinkles, held a small staff carved with ancient symbols —ones that only the shamans could read. His eyes, weary yet resolute, gazed toward the horizon, beyond the limits of the village, where the sun seemed to touch the edge of the world.

“The deities have spoken... they said our time among men would be brief. That extinction stalks us like an unyielding shadow. Yet they also granted us the chance to transcend,” he murmured, his voice trembling between memory and conviction. No one else was there to hear him, yet he spoke as if every word needed to be etched into the air, the stone, and the wind.

He remembered the days of abundance and harmony. There was no malice, no greed, no war. Each region shared what it had in excess with those in need. The land, the rivers, the fruits —everything was distributed justly, under the watchful gaze of the ancestors. His people lived in health and balance, celebrating each lunar cycle, each harvest, each birth.

Then the shamans, guardians of the unseen, came forth. Their power was not feared but revered; their wisdom accepted as guidance. They, too, had received the same revelation:

“If we wish for our memory to survive, we must pass it on to those yet unborn. We must forge a thread that crosses ages, bound to the first of our kind —the Father of the Taíno race. So that each time he returns in new flesh, he will carry within him the fire of what we once were.”

The old man bowed his head. He knew what that meant. If destiny denied them permanence as a people, then memory itself must be sown into the blood, so that it would never be lost.

Thus, the seven shamans gathered on the sacred shore, beneath a moon that silvered the sea like a mirror. Barefoot, their faces painted red and black, they began the ritual. Their voices —deep and resonant— thundered from the roots of time. Forming a circle around the fire, they offered sacrifices: hair, blood, tears. Nothing material, only what bound their spirits to their people.

With each chant, with each offering, they wove a spell so powerful it vibrated across the universe. The ancestors arrived —invisible, yet near— and the air grew thick with presence. The earth itself trembled with a deep heartbeat, as if the planet approved of the covenant.

The energy of the shamans rose, intertwined, and descended again, seeking a womb to take root in. A young woman —strong, pure, chosen— received the grace. And when her child was born, all could see it: on the newborn’s back shone a spiral, a burning mark —eternal sign of his identity.

That spiral was no simple mark. It was a seal, a key linking every reincarnation to the first, ensuring that the memories of the people would travel within him. Each life would be different, yet within them all the same root would remain: love, struggle, the voice of the ancestors —the echo of a people who refused to die in oblivion.

The old man, witness to the miracle, fell to his knees. Tears traced down his cheeks as he grasped the magnitude of the pact. “This child will be root... but also wing,” he thought. “He will remember what we were, when all others have forgotten. His mark will guide him, and in his blood will sleep the memory of a thousand voices.”

Then, as if rising from the earth itself, the gathered souls heard —not with their ears, but with their spirit— the voice of the ancestors:

“He is the Continuity.” “He shall be the Seed.” “He will carry us when we are no more.”

The fire crackled, as though affirming the words. The old man lifted his staff and struck it into the ground.

“Let it be sealed. Let wind and earth guide your steps, little guardian. May the spirits protect you until your time comes to remember... and to teach what we were —and what we may yet become.”

And so the Taíno memory began to flow —silent yet eternal— bound to the spiral on the back of the first man. Waiting, patient, for the day when that mark would awaken once again to keep a people alive in the flesh of one.



Let us go to the future.

Yope is no longer a child of the countryside nor a boy of visions. He is now a master of all things spiritual —a guardian of time, an eternal being who walks between realms alongside his family... and his grandson, Kaelor, the living balance of this universe.

But this story does not begin there. No.

This journey begins where everything seems simple: a cave, a voice, a spiral.

For in this universe —one you will not find anywhere else— beginnings are humble, but destinies are infinite.

Taíno Memories: A Spiritual World is the first root of a genuine saga —a story that moves straight toward a fantastic horizon, filled with invisible battles and human gestures, secrets of the soul and ancestral powers.

Here you will see how Yope, one of the two first humans forged by divine consciousness, survives the injustice of the gods —and conquers it. You will see how they create a spirit-driven economy that sustains their people. How the gods, in their attempt to diminish humanity, forgot one simple truth: humans possess what gods do not — the capacity to love beyond power... and to reach the impossible, once they decide to.

Thus this saga begins. Slow, yes. But inevitable.

For the spirit always recognizes the sacred when it finds it. And if you have come this far... perhaps you have already begun to remember.



There are memories not born from recollection, but from the soul. Memories buried not in books nor tombs, but in blood, in stone, in wind.

This is one of those memories.

It was not written by chroniclers, nor gathered by historians. It was lived by the mountain, whispered by the river, and guarded by spirits that never sleep.

In a corner of Cotui, where the ceibas still whisper names no one dares to speak, a child named Yope began to hear what others no longer could.

He was not chosen for greatness, but for sensitivity — for the spiral etched upon his back and the silence resting in his heart.

What you will see in these pages is not fantasy. It is ancestral truth, clothed in living history.

Here there are no perfect heroes, only humans who carry within themselves the seed of the gods.

And you, reader — if ever you have felt something within you remembering what you never lived... then perhaps, you are already part of this memory too.
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In a countryside of Cotuí, in a place called Caballero, a boy named Yope was born. His childhood unfolded beneath fruit-laden trees, among the humming bees and warm winds that carried the scent of guava and earth.

By the age of thirteen, aside from attending his daily classes at the small primary school, his greatest pastime—after finishing the household chores—was fishing. In those days, the Hatillo Dam was abundant, its waters heavy with fish shimmering like moving silver.

His friend Came often joined him, the two of them casting their lines from the banks of Cabimal, a river that flowed into the dam. And there—at that river’s edge—is where this story begins.

One Saturday afternoon, while Yope was playing la placa with Came, Arelis, and Dilenia, something spoke inside his head. Was it telekinesis? No one could say.

The next day, while gathering firewood deep in the forest, the voice grew stronger:

“Come to the Huácara... come to the Huácara.”

Came arrived at Yope’s house. “Hello, Tea. Where’s your son?” “He’s near Cabimal, collecting firewood.” “Perfect—that’s where I’m going. I want to visit the Huácara.”

Guided by the voice within, Yope stepped into the Huácara, and once inside, everything transformed— the air, the light, even time itself. Fear seized him; he wanted to flee, but the cave was already filled with people—half-naked, silent, ancient.

The eldest among them stepped forward.

“We can speak with you only through thought. Our bond with you is something we cannot reveal yet. Our tongues are separated by millennia. Thought shall be our bridge.”

Those were the last words before Came entered. “I stopped by your house to look for you,” he said.

Yope didn’t answer. Came, as if understanding, didn’t insist. “The Canadians will be climbing up here tomorrow,” he continued. “They sent me to check the trail—to make sure there aren’t any wasp nests. I wanted your help. Come on, man, everyone knows you like Roxanna!”

As if waking from a dream, Yope left the cave and helped Came inspect the trail.

By the time they reached the other side of Cabimal, near the pile of wood Yope had gathered, Came looked at him. “You’re spaced out. I’ll help you carry the firewood.”

“Tea,” he later said to Yope’s mother, “your son hasn’t spoken a word all day.” “Came, you know Yope has his moods,” she replied.

“Well, I’m off. I’ve got errands for the Canadians.”

In those days, groups of Canadians often visited Caballero, spending entire seasons there.



That Monday, at 7:20 a.m., Yope was on his way to school to live another ordinary day. He sat through class, silent and detached. When the final bell rang, he was the first to leave—racing down the path, followed closely by Came and Endri.

At that school, students divided themselves into territorial groups, small clans marked by where they lived.

Halfway home, they were caught up by El Niño, Bolito, and El Feo. Bolito shouted, “There’s gonna be a fight today, damn it!”

El Niño stood before Yope, placed a leaf on his own head and another on Yope’s. “These leaves are our mothers,” he said, then knocked Yope’s leaf to the ground.

That was enough. Yope’s fists spoke first. Came tackled El Feo. Endri took on Bolito. Juan lunged at Plutaico.

Soon the Guzmán block arrived, throwing rocks at the Nueve, while the Jagual block clashed with the Ocho.

When the chaos ended—just another day in Yope’s life—the wounded limped home only to meet a second beating from their parents. In Caballero, every parent seemed to think the same: when your child came home bruised, you punished the fight out of them again.

Ah—pardon me. Let’s continue.



The next morning, Tuesday, after singing the Dominican national anthem, the teachers gathered everyone and, with that familiar tone of threat disguised as morality, warned that the entire school would receive failing grades for yesterday’s riot.

And yes... the girls were included. I suppose because most of them were dating the fighters.

Needless to say, the teachers kept their word. I myself repeated sixth grade three times.

Forgive me—let’s move on.

That day, many classes were sent outside for sports, as several teachers—according to rumor—had been “intercepted by stones” on their way to work.



Let us return to the true matter. That night, as Yope slept, the voices returned—but this time their request was madness itself. It was barely two in the morning, and they were calling him again to the Huácara.

Yope, wise enough despite his youth, and feeling both bound and burdened by these unseen beings, chose to ignore them and fall back into sleep.
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The Insistence
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The dawn felt heavier than usual. The song of crickets was broken now and then by the distant bark of a dog or the drawn-out moan of the wind slipping through the cacao leaves.

Yope slept face down, one leg hanging outside the sheet, one arm reaching toward the void as if searching for something he had lost.

“Come to the Huácara...”

The voice did not shout. It was more like a caress within thought—gentle, yet heavy.

“Come. It is time...”

He opened his eyes—not fully, just enough to know the night was still unbroken. Sweat clung to his back, as if his body had wrestled with a dream his mind could not recall.

He sat up, rubbed his face hard, as though trying to erase something invisible. What do they want this time? he thought, with that peculiar irritation that only comes when sleep is stolen without reason.

He looked through the window. Outside, all was black. This was no hour to wander by rivers, much less into caves.

Yet the voice returned—persistent, patient—like a soft bell tolling somewhere inside him.

“Come. There is something you must see. Do not fear.”

“Can’t they just let me sleep, damn it?” he muttered aloud.

From the next room, his mother stirred. “Yope? Are you all right?” she asked, her voice thick with sleep. “Yeah, ma... just a bad dream.”

She didn’t reply. The silence retook the house. The clock on the table read 2:17 a.m.

Yope lay down again, but his mind no longer obeyed. The Huácara was calling. He had known, since that day when everything transformed inside it, that it was not just another cave.

Since he saw those half-naked beings speaking through thought instead of mouths. Since they told him there was a bond between them and him— one they had yet to explain.

He pulled the sheet over his head. Tried thinking of Roxanna, of the Monday fight, of how to dodge the teachers on Tuesday. Nothing worked.

The voice remained. Patient. Unyielding. As if it knew he would, sooner or later, give in.

Maybe if I just go out, take a quick look and come back, he thought. Maybe then they’ll leave me alone.

He got up quietly, careful not to make the wooden floor creak. Took his flashlight and stepped out the back door—barefoot on soil still warm from the day’s sun.

The night smelled of ripe mangoes and wet earth. The moon, just a sliver, seemed to watch him with complicity.

“This is madness,” he whispered. But he was already walking.



The path to the Huácara felt longer in the dark. There was no wind—only that thick silence, as if the mountain itself were holding its breath.

He reached the entrance. A large stone, once whole, now lay split clean through the middle, as though struck by a soundless lightning.

Yope crouched and touched it. It was warm. And not from the sun.

Then, inside his mind, he did not hear a voice. He saw an image.

A Taíno woman, copper-skinned with thick braids, stood before an altar. Her hands moved above the fire. She did not speak with her mouth.

Her eyes met his— a gaze of authority and tenderness intertwined.

Yope jumped back, heart pounding. He looked around. The cave was empty.



“Who are you?” he whispered, knowing the answer would not come in words.

The stone still held its heat. But he dared not go deeper.

He turned around and walked home in silence, his bare feet careful, as if the ground itself could listen.
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The Morning After the Calling
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Yope barely paid attention. He sat at his desk and pulled out his notebook. Opened to a random page and, without thinking, began to draw.

First, a line. Then, a symbol. Then another.

When he finally looked down, he saw something strange taking shape— three points rising from a center, wrapped in curved lines that reminded him of an ancient seashell.

He didn’t know why he was drawing it. It didn’t feel born from his mind, but from somewhere deeper—an ancestral echo seeping through him.

He stared at the symbol. It felt familiar. He had seen it before.

In the cave. Carved into the broken stone.

And... in a conversation weeks earlier, when Roxanna—the young Canadian who had visited the countryside with her group—had shown him a pendant around her neck.

“It’s a symbol from my country, I think,” she’d said. “But it feels old, like it doesn’t belong to now.”

Yope had only nodded, yet the shape had burned itself into his memory. It was the same one he had just drawn—without realizing it.



During recess, while the others played, Yope stayed under the almond tree behind the classroom. In his mind, without warning, the Taíno woman appeared again.

This time, she lifted her hand. And Yope... felt his own hand move as well.

It was as if she were teaching him something. Not a word. A gesture. A sign.

Recess ended. But inside him, something had just begun.



Classes dragged on, but Yope couldn’t focus. The letters on the blackboard blurred into the symbols he’d drawn in his notebook, and each time he blinked, the woman’s image flickered before him— a shadow that refused to leave him in peace.

When the bell rang, he was the first to run out.

“You always run, Yope!” Endri shouted behind him. “What, are they gonna take your rice if you get home late—or your spoonful of beans?”

Yope just raised a hand without turning around.

The road home was dusty, lined with banana trees and fences made from dry branches. To one side, hens pecked at the ground; to the other, kids threw stones into the dry riverbed.

“Hey, Yope!” Came called from across the road. “Let’s go fishing this afternoon! The water’s low—bet there are tilapias everywhere!”

Yope thought of saying no. He was tired, confused... but he needed to be near someone, even in silence.

“All right,” he said. “I’ll stop by your place at four.”



The sun was heavy in the sky when Yope reached Came’s house. Came was already waiting with a blue bucket, bait, and two bamboo rods.

“Today we eat good, bro,” he said, grinning. “If I catch one over half a kilo, the whole house gets fed!”

They followed the path down to the edge of the dam. The water shimmered with golden reflections, and a faint breeze stirred the yagrumo leaves.

It was one of those moments you only find in the countryside— no rush, no clocks, no sound except the crickets and the distant rhythm of a fisherman’s oar.

“You’re not gonna talk the whole way?” Came asked. “I’m thinking,” Yope said. “Thinking or lovesick?”

Yope smiled faintly. Came kept going.

“You get weird sometimes, man. I let it slide ‘cause I know you—but you should talk more. People can go crazy inside and not even notice.” “You think that’s possible? To go crazy inside without realizing it?” “Of course. Look at Don Eloy. Since his wife left, he’s been talking to the roosters.”

They both laughed. It was Yope’s first real laugh all day.



Sitting by the shore, their feet in the water, they cast their improvised lines. Hours passed slowly—the way fishing hours should.

They didn’t say much, but the silence between them was enough.

Yope watched the tiny ripples moving on the surface. Then something shifted.

It wasn’t a fish.

A figure rippled across the reflection— the same shape he had drawn, appearing in the water as if an invisible current were sketching it for him.

“Did you see that?” he whispered. “See what?” Came asked, unaware. “Nothing... probably a leaf,” Yope lied.

But it wasn’t a leaf. It was a sign.



That night, after dinner, Yope sat under the soursop tree in the yard. The sky was clear, the stars unusually alive.

He thought of Roxanna. He thought of the Taíno woman. He thought of the voices— and the stone that burned without fire.

He opened his notebook again and redrew that same curved figure, no longer sure if it came from him or from somewhere far older.

Then, beneath it, he wrote a single word—one he didn’t know, one that came from nowhere yet felt certain:

Atabex.

He didn’t know what it meant. But the ink seemed to know.
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The Spiral in the Water
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Wednesday dawned with the smell of wet earth. During the night it had rained just enough to raise a mist from the dirt road, making the air feel thick and heavy.

Yope woke before the rooster. Not out of habit, but because he had dreamed of the symbol.

In the dream, the espiral turned like a whirlpool of water, and a female voice—faceless— repeated one word again and again:

“Atabex... Atabex...”

He said nothing to his mother. He had already learned that what is not spoken carries no weight— or at least, that’s what he believed.

While sweeping the yard before school, he saw the Canadians passing along the main road. There were four of them, carrying large backpacks, cameras, and light clothing. One waved. Yope lifted his hand lazily, searching among them for Roxanna.

And there she was. Loose, light-colored hair. Walking distractedly, looking at the trees with that distant expression Yope had always noticed— as if she were here, but not entirely.

She didn’t see him. Or pretended not to.

“Boy, put on your uniform,” his mother shouted from inside, “and don’t be late again!”



At school, everything felt more unsettled than usual. Rumors spread that the principal would change the schedule, that Teacher Lourdes had left for Santiago, and that Monday’s fight was still causing trouble.

“I’m sick of this whole ‘block issue,’” Endri said. “Can’t a guy defend his zone?” “What you can’t do is stop looking for trouble,” Came replied.

Yope listened as if from outside the classroom. His notebook was still full of scribbles, and in every one of them appeared that same circular form—sometimes larger, sometimes hidden—as if his hand moved by itself, obeying an impulse he didn’t understand.

At one point, the teacher called him out:

“Yope, are you with us or out on Mars?” “In Caballero, sir.”

Everyone laughed. The teacher didn’t.

“If you’re really here, write what I’m dictating instead of making things up in that notebook of yours.”

Yope lowered his eyes, closed the notebook, and grabbed another one. But the figure remained in his mind— and so did the word: Atabex.



That afternoon, while helping his mother carry water from the community well, something unexpected happened.

“Yope,” said a soft voice.

He turned around. It was Roxanna. She wore a white T-shirt, denim shorts, and held a plantain leaf in her hand. She looked at him as if unsure how to begin.

“Hi... I came with my group to study medicinal plants. They told me you know a lot about the countryside.”

Yope felt his heart pound.

“Me? Not that much... but if you want, I can show you a few.” “Can we walk a bit?”

He looked toward his mother. She nodded her approval.

“Go, but don’t take too long—there’s still firewood to gather,” she said.



They walked among the trees. The sun sank behind the mountains, and the filtered rays made the leaves glow.

“You draw, right?” she asked.

Yope stopped.

“Why do you say that?” “The other day I saw something strange in your notebook. Like a spiral... I don’t know why, but it caught my attention.” “And why were you looking at my notebook?” he asked, pretending to be annoyed. “Because I’m curious. And because you never talk much.” “Neither do you.”

Both smiled. They walked a few more meters in silence.

She bent down and plucked a sprig of anamú.

“What’s this for?” “For the chest... and for bad spirits,” Yope replied without thinking.

She looked at him.

“Do you believe in spirits?” “I think... there are things we can’t explain.” “Me too. But they don’t scare me.”

They looked at each other for a moment. There was no kiss. No confession. But in that second, something recognized itself between them.



When Yope returned home, he went straight to his notebook. He drew again that figure made of curved lines. Then, beneath it, he wrote:

“She has seen it too.”

And for the first time, the symbol didn’t frighten him.

It gave him hope.
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Things That Remain Unspoken
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It was Friday, and the heat hung heavy over Caballero. The hum of the cicadas was constant, and the air felt still— as if the whole countryside were holding on to a secret.

Yope walked with a machete at his belt, returning from cutting grass for Don Celín’s goats— a job he did for a few coins. His forehead dripped with sweat, his shirt clung to his skin, but in his head there was no fatigue. Only her.

Roxanna. The walk from the day before. Her voice asking about plants. Her clear, intent eyes.

“Do you believe in spirits?” she had asked.

He hadn’t known what to say. And now he scolded himself for not saying more. Because he had wanted to tell her many things... but hadn’t found how.



That night, while helping light the gas lamp and prepare coffee, his mother noticed his silence.

“You’re thinking about that Canadian girl, aren’t you?” she said without looking at him. “What Canadian?” “The little blonde one that looks at you like you’re a rosebush.”

Yope pretended not to understand, but he smiled.

“She’s only passing through, Ma.” “So what? Some people come for a short time and leave footprints that last a lifetime.”

He said nothing, but in his mind the name Roxanna felt branded, like an invisible tattoo.



On Sunday afternoon, Yope went to the spring. He carried his notebook under his arm. Sitting on a damp rock beneath the shade of a wild jobo tree, he began to draw.

Not spirals this time. A face.

Her face. He drew it from memory. Big eyes. Straight nose. Lips with a faint curve—almost a sad smile. It wasn’t a great drawing. But for him, it was enough.

Suddenly, a figure appeared in the water. Not a reflection. Not imagination.

The Taíno woman. Again.

She stood with arms extended, and behind her, there was fire. But it didn’t burn— it danced.

She spoke in his mind:

“The heart that gives itself without being received... is still a seed.”

Yope felt a sharp sting in his chest. He didn’t understand. But something deep within him trembled.

The figure vanished. The water rippled gently once more.



When he got home, Roxanna was there—standing out front, notebook in hand.

“Hey,” she said. “Hi... what are you doing here?” “I came to pick up some samples we left with Mrs. Elsa. I thought I’d see you around.” “Here I am.”

She hesitated, then smiled.

“Wanna come tomorrow? We’re going to explore the old riverbank with a guide. They say there are petroglyphs.” “Petro what?” “Stone carvings. From the ancients.”

Yope nodded.

“You think my mom’ll let me?” “Talk to her. If not, I’ll escape and kidnap you.”

They both laughed. It was a small, gentle moment. But in it, Yope believed—if only for a second— that maybe, just maybe, anything was possible.



That night he didn’t dream of spirits. He dreamed of Roxanna.

Running through a forest. And he behind her, trying to reach her. But she kept vanishing— always a few steps ahead.

Monday dawned with an almost exaggerated brightness. The sky was a spotless sheet of blue, the trees greener than usual. Everything was perfect—too perfect.

Yope had spent the night restless, replaying every word from his time with Roxanna, every gesture, every smile.

There was something about her that made him tremble inside— and it wasn’t just her foreign accent or her magazine face. It was something else.

It was the way she looked at him.



When he got to school, he noticed unusual movement near the entrance. Several students whispered, pointing toward the lot next door.

“The Canadians are setting something up back there,” Endri said. “Looks like they’re gonna do an exhibit or something weird.”

Yope walked to the gate casually. On the other side, he saw Roxanna with her group. They were arranging a table with black stones on top— some marked with circular lines, others with strange shapes he didn’t recognize.

She saw him. And smiled.

It was a brief smile, but enough to make Yope forget the heat, the heavy backpack, and Teacher Lourdes shouting for him to return to class.

During the lesson, he couldn’t focus. Every word dissolved in the air. All he could see, through half-closed eyes, was Roxanna’s figure beyond the fence, moving softly, intent on her samples.



When recess came, Yope didn’t go to the shop like usual. He slipped around the classroom and crept toward the edge of the lot. He approached the Canadians as if by accident.

“Hi!” Roxanna said when she saw him. “Hey... what are you guys doing?” “We’re giving a talk to the students about Taíno symbols,” she said, showing him a round stone marked with intersecting lines. “We found many of these near the spring where you and I walked.”

Yope looked at her, astonished.

“That was there?” “Yes... remember the symbol you drew?”

He swallowed hard.

“Which one?” “The espiral. I saw it again here,” she said, showing him a smaller stone with a similar carving. “I think there’s something special about it.” “Me too,” he replied, barely whispering.

She looked at him intensely, as if trying to read his thoughts. For a moment, no one else existed— only them, standing among ancient stones and words that would never be said.

“You know what’s strange?” she finally said. “Since I got here, I feel like... I already knew you.”

Yope looked at her, heart in his throat.

“Sometimes I feel the same,” he said.

But just then, a teacher’s voice cut through the air:

“Young man! Back to your classroom, please!”

Roxanna lowered her eyes. Yope did too. The spell broke.



That afternoon, after classes, Came came looking for him to go pick guavas behind the creek. But Yope said he couldn’t.

“What’s up with you, man?” Came asked. “Since when do you turn down free fruit?” “Got homework,” Yope lied.

Came eyed him sideways.

“You’re kinda love-struck, huh?”

Yope didn’t answer. He just kept walking home, heart still pounding.

That night, when the sky darkened, Yope stepped into the yard and looked up at the stars.

He thought of Roxanna. He thought of the espiral. And of what she had said:

“I feel like I already knew you.”

Those words would never leave his chest.
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Stone of Shame
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It was Tuesday, and the school looked like any other ordinary day... except for Yope. He knew that day he had a scheduled fight with Manuel, the one from Guido’s family. It wasn’t the first time a school fight had been announced, but this time was different. It wasn’t a “group mess,” nor a problem between neighborhoods. It was something personal... and Yope couldn’t avoid it.

“Today’s your turn,” Endri had told him that morning. “Manuel’s had you marked since last week.”

Yope just lowered his eyes. He was handsome, yes. He wasn’t afraid of danger. But with Manuel, it was different. There was something in him... in his gaze, in the way he walked, as if nothing could hurt him. He carried that kind of energy that freezes others—a silent demon.

So, when the dismissal bell rang, Yope didn’t take his usual way home. He crossed along the ridge, through the dusty back roads, running away without saying he was running.



At home, as soon as he arrived, Tea greeted him with a dry order: “Go get water from Doño’s pond. The gallons are empty.”

Yope picked up the four containers without enthusiasm. That wasn’t a day for strength, nor for fighting stones. What he wanted was to hide from the world.

When he reached the river, as he always did, he looked for a sandy spot to dig a small basin. He had a special technique: he dug until forming a tiny well of clear water, where the liquid filtered through the sand and came out cleaner—less contaminated than directly from the pond.

But he didn’t realize Manuel, Guido’s son, was there—bathing upstream.

When Manuel saw him, his eyes narrowed with a mix of mockery and rage. “Well, look who showed up... the one who ran away at school,” he said while stepping out of the water, drying himself with his shirt.

Yope froze. No escape. No space. No one.

Manuel dressed slowly, unhurried. He walked toward him... And without warning, he landed a punch right in Yope’s face, knocking out a tooth in a single hit.

“That’s so you won’t say I didn’t find you,” he spat before walking away, leaving Yope bleeding—with the gallons still empty.



On the way back home, the physical pain wasn’t what hurt the most. It was the shame. He had a gap between his teeth that showed every time he tried to talk.

And just as he climbed the path, Roxanna and some of her group were coming down toward Los Jaguales, heading for one of their usual explorations.

She saw him. “Yope!” she called out cheerfully.

But he didn’t answer. He only raised a shy hand and lowered his head. He didn’t want her to see his “window.”

She looked at him, puzzled, pursed her lips, and kept walking with her group. She said nothing more.

Yope felt the world grow ten times heavier. Not because of the hit— but because he hadn’t been able to smile at her.



Hours later, Yope was at Teodora’s house, where he was sometimes allowed to study or help with chores. He knew Manuel had to pass through that street on his way home. It was the only road connecting to Guido’s house.

Rage had been building in him all afternoon, like a fever. And the worst part wasn’t the punch. It was Roxanna’s look.

Yope hid among the bushes behind the yard, right by the roadside.

When he saw Manuel coming in the distance, something burned inside his chest. He didn’t think. He just acted.

He grabbed a rock the size of an orange, aimed from the brush... and threw it with all his soul.

The impact was dry. Manuel dropped to the ground like a sack, screaming in pain.

Neighbors came rushing out of their houses. “Oh my God!” “That’s Guido’s boy!” “Somebody help him!”

Amid the commotion, Yope walked out of the brush as if nothing had happened. He slipped through the back path and headed home, his heart pounding so fast it felt like it might burst from his chest.

And as he walked, he thought: “There’s nothing more dangerous than a coward... when he strikes, he strikes from behind. And he strikes to make sure.”



That night, as he tried to sleep, the voice of the Taíno woman spoke again in his mind:

“The stone casts a shadow... but it also opens the path.”

Morning came slowly. The rooster’s crow sounded farther than usual, and the smell of Ramón’s brewed coffee couldn’t quite wash away the heaviness of the night before.

Yope woke with a swollen lip, a bitter mouth, and a silence too heavy to fit in his body. He said nothing about the fight. Not to his mother. Not to Came. Not even to himself.

But something inside him had changed.



At school, everything seemed normal— until he heard the rumor: “You heard about Manuel?” “They say someone threw a rock at him—almost killed him.” “They carried him away bleeding. Couldn’t even talk.” “Guido’s looking for whoever did it.”

Yope swallowed hard. No one knew. No one had seen. But he knew. And he also knew he’d do it again.



That day, there was no math class. Instead, the teachers allowed the seventh- and eighth-graders to attend a talk organized by the Canadians, set up in the open area behind the principal’s office.

When Yope arrived, he saw Roxanna sitting by a portable projector, pointing at images displayed on a white sheet.

She spoke of symbols carved in stone—of the native peoples of the Caribbean, of the Taínos and their messages etched in rock for eternity.

“These aren’t just drawings,” she said. “They’re sacred forms of communication. Every spiral, every face, every trace has a purpose. In some places, like here in Cotuí, they’ve found stones with double spirals, which in many cultures mean rebirth—or a new cycle.”

Yope listened from the back, lost among the others. But his ears were tuned only to her. And in his notebook, he drew again— the spiral.



After the talk, as everyone began to scatter, Roxanna stopped him. “Hey, can I talk to you?”

He nodded, still careful not to show his teeth.

“Why didn’t you answer me yesterday?” she asked. “I thought you were mad.”

Yope lowered his head. “I wasn’t mad. My mouth just... hurt.”

“Did something happen?” “It doesn’t matter.”

She studied him for a moment, then smiled—a soft, disarming smile. “Well... we’re going to visit a site near Los Jaguales today. They say there are symbols on the rocks. Wanna come?”

“Can I?” “Of course. You’re my guide, remember?”

Something inside Yope shifted— like, for a moment, everything was right again.



The walk was long but calm. Roxanna, her group, and some local kids were guided by Don Alberto, a farmer who knew every cave, tree, and rock in the area as if they were part of his own body.

When they arrived, Yope couldn’t believe what he saw: a huge black stone in the middle of the forest— and carved upon it, the same spiral he’d seen in his dreams.

Roxanna noticed. “See? It’s just like the one you draw.” “Yeah...”

He stepped closer to the stone. Ran his hand across its surface. Felt a faint tingling, as if a current rose through his fingers.

Roxanna stood beside him. They both stared at the spiral in silence.

“You know,” she said softly, “sometimes I think things repeat for a reason. Like maybe we’ve already lived this before.”

“Maybe we have,” he answered. “Maybe we’re returning to something... not discovering it for the first time.”

Roxanna looked at him. He looked at her. They were close— a breath away from a first kiss.

But it didn’t happen. A rustle of branches broke the moment. It was Don Alberto, calling the group to leave.



On the way back, Yope walked with his eyes down, as if trying not to lose what hadn’t happened. Roxanna said nothing. But when they parted, she touched his arm— just a touch— but it said more than any word.



That night, as he wrote in his notebook, the Taíno woman’s voice returned once more:

“The love that doesn’t bloom... grows its roots deeper.”

Yope closed his eyes. The drawing on the page was the same: a spiral... and a stone— silent, yet calling his name.
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The Invisible Tattoo
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Since childhood, Yope had carried a mark on his skin— right on the lower part of his back. It didn’t hurt. It didn’t itch. It didn’t grow. It was just there— a dark spiral-shaped stain his mother always called “a birth thing.”

“That came from your umbilical cord,” Tea used to say. “You got all tangled up when you were born.”

But Yope knew it wasn’t just any mark. Every time he approached stones carved by the Taínos, or when he dreamed of the woman who spoke without a voice, the spiral on his back grew warm— as if something inside him was answering a call.



That night, after the visit to Los Jaguales, he couldn’t sleep. The carving on the rock. The silence between him and Roxanna. The brush of her hand. All of it burned inside his head.

But what troubled him most was something else— He had started dreaming of a dark place, filled with glowing symbols floating in the air, like fireflies shaped as ancient writing. And at the center of that space stood himself— stripped of all identity, surrounded by faceless beings watching in silence.



At dawn, while changing his shirt to go collect firewood, he felt an odd itch on his back. He looked in the cracked mirror standing in the corner of his room.

And there it was— the spiral, darker than ever. It wasn’t just a mark anymore. Now it looked like living script, pulsing beneath his skin.

For the first time, Yope felt fear. Not of spirits. Not of Manuel. Not of school. Fear of himself.



That day, as he walked toward the stream with his machete on his shoulder, he ran into Don Alberto, who was returning from cutting cane.

“Boy, you look like you dreamed with the ancestors,” the man said—half joking, half serious.

“How so?”

“You can tell in the eyes when something’s gotten inside you. Those who know the mountain know when the mountain has called you.”

Yope hesitated. He wanted to ask more, but he didn’t. He only said: “Have you ever seen these spirals anywhere else?”

Don Alberto fell silent for a few seconds. “I’ve seen them on stones, yes,” he said. “But also on my grandfather’s back. And he used to say it came from before the Spaniards... before time itself.”



That night, while drawing without thinking, he sketched the same spiral as always. But this time, without knowing why, he surrounded it with a circle— and inside the circle, he drew Roxanna’s face.

In that very instant, the voice returned— the feminine one, deep, gentle, yet heavy:

“Love weakens you... but it also awakens you.”

Yope dropped the pencil. He felt a ringing at the base of his neck. A cold sweat. And then— a faint glow, barely visible, at the center of his spiral.

Something had been activated. He didn’t know what. But he knew he would never sleep peacefully again.
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The Vision of the Cacique
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That dawn, something woke Yope. It wasn’t a rooster. It wasn’t a dream. It was a dry murmur—like branches cracking inside his chest.

He rose silently, eyes still cloudy from sleep. The whole house slept. But he knew he had to go to the huácara.



The moon hung low and yellow, as if tired of watching. Yope walked among shadows, barefoot, his steps quiet. When he reached the cave’s entrance, he felt the air grow heavier—different.

He went in. And they were there. The six Taíno ancestors, seated in a circle as in his dreams— bodies translucent, thick hair, eyes like black stones.

In the center sat one whose copper skin was darker, war tattoos across his chest, a staff made of jagua wood and bone in his hand.

The Cacique Inarey.



“Your time has come,” the voice said—though his mouth never moved.

It echoed inside Yope’s skull, like a thunder trapped within.

“Time for what?”

“To learn. You will be a behique—a healer, a protector. But you will not use blades. You will use what the earth gives and what the spirit reveals. Your eye will be the sky. Your hand, the root.”



Yope stood still. He didn’t understand it all— but something deep within him nodded.

Inarey extended his hand. In it, a clay bowl filled with a clear yellow liquid.

“Look at the sun through this.”

Yope walked to the mouth of the cave, where a ray of morning light slipped through like a golden finger. He lifted the bowl.

And then— it happened.

A figure danced within the liquid. Not a bubble, not a reflection. A clear silhouette, with feathers on its head and a spear on its shoulder.

“That is an assisting spirit,” said the cacique. “The illness is in the chest—bronchi, cough, trapped humidity.”

“And how do you heal that?”

“With tabonuco, wild ginger, and wind flower. The spirits will guide you.”



That was the beginning. In the days that followed, Yope began visiting the huácara every afternoon. Some days, he gathered plants as the voices instructed him. Other days, he studied the urine of sick neighbors—people Tea sent without suspecting the truth of it.

Yope didn’t guess. He diagnosed. The spirits spoke to him.



One of them, Yurima, was an ancestral healer. From her he learned to prepare bottles of medicine, to sense heat or cold in a body by the way a stone sweated at dawn, and to smell illness in a person’s breath without a single question asked.

Another, Zacuto, taught him to recognize contaminated dreams— when the soul was poisoned by jealousy, envy, or guilt. The cure for those was not a drink. It was forgiveness.



At school, while the teacher spoke about fractions, Yope drew formulas made of plants. At home, while Came called him out to play, he boiled roots and talked to the air.

Little by little, the duality became a weight. And still, he said nothing.



One afternoon, Roxanna found him gathering dry leaves behind the corner store.

“Yope... are you okay?”

“Why?”

“Sometimes you seem... far away. Like you’re not really here.”

He looked at her. He thought of telling her everything— the visions, the spirits, the medicine.

But he only said:

“I’m fine.”

She looked at him for a moment, then smiled softly.

“Well... if you ever go to another world, take me with you.”

Yope swallowed hard. He wanted to tell her he couldn’t take anyone anymore. That the path he’d entered was closing to everything else. But he said nothing.



That night, he returned to the cave. The cacique Inarey spoke once more:

“Love is medicine... but it is also fever. You will learn to heal others, but not yourself.”

Yope understood. And he accepted.
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Dreams with Jagua Smoke
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Dreams had always been a game for Yope. An escape — a harmless mental movie. But ever since his training with the Taíno ancestors began, that changed. He no longer dreamed by chance. Now, he dreamed in messages.

And to read them, Yurima had taught him an ancient rite: burn dried jagua wrapped in yaya leaves, close his eyes, and let the smoke build the bridge.



That night, after hours boiling caimito leaves and jobo bark for Don Lipe’s cough, Yope returned to the huácara. He carried his notebook hidden under his arm. He wrote down everything there —formulas, symptoms, visions... and dreams.

Because Yurima had told him:

“Every spirit doctor carries his memory in ink. When you die, another must learn from you.”



The jagua smoke filled the cave. It smelled like wet jungle. Yope closed his eyes. And then the dream came.



He was standing in the middle of the school. Everything was silent. The classrooms empty. The wind dragged dry leaves down the hallway. And at the far end, near the principal’s office—

Roxanna.

She wore a white tunic. Her face was covered in black clay, as if for a ritual. In her hands, she held a bowl. Inside the bowl, a spiral.

It turned... and turned... until it became water.

She spoke to him —not with words. Her meaning was clear:

“If you follow me, you’ll forget your gift. If you stay, I’ll be gone.”

Yope reached out his hand. She faded into smoke.

And from within the spiral came the voice of Cacique Inarey:

“You cannot have both. The medicine or the love.”



He woke drenched in sweat. The jagua smoke had vanished. The cave smelled of ashes. His notebook lay open —as if waiting for him to write.

Yope picked up the pencil... but didn’t. He just stared at the blank page.

For the first time, he didn’t want to know what the dream meant. Because he already did.



The next day, while gathering anamú roots near the Jaguale trail, he ran into Roxanna and her group of Canadians.

“Yope!” —she shouted, smiling— “What are you doing here?”

“Looking for medicine.”

“For who?”

“For those who don’t know they’re sick.”

Roxanna smiled.

“Always so strange.”

“And you? Leaving soon?”

“In two weeks. It makes me sad. I feel like I found something here that I don’t have back home.”

“And what is it?”

She looked at him. But didn’t answer. She only said:

“Can I ask you something?”

“Go ahead.”

“Do you dream about me?”

Yope froze.

“Yes. But I don’t know if that’s good.”

She lowered her gaze, touching a fern leaf brushing her leg.

“I dream about you too, sometimes.”

Then she walked away with her group.



That night, Yope wrote in his notebook:

“Love is an ointment. Warm. Unsettling. But if you inhale too much of it... it poisons you.”

And the spiral drew itself again.
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The Pact
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The voice of Cacique Inarey thundered inside the cave, as if the very bones of the mountain were speaking through him:

“Today you shall heal not with leaves, nor with fire, nor with words... Today you shall heal with mud.”

Yope knelt before the circle of spirits. The air was thick — heavy with the scent of roots, dry sweat, and jagua smoke.

“Who am I to heal?” he asked.

The cacique raised his staff. In the center of the circle, an image floated —like solid mist— the shape of a bent old man, his skin wrinkled, his soul halfway detached from his body.

“His name is Berto. He lives beyond the Jaguales. His body is breaking, but his spirit still fights. You will be the bridge.”

A chill ran through Yope’s spine. Healing neighbors of coughs and fevers was one thing. Crossing into the space between life and death... was another.

“And how will I know what to do?”

Yurima, the ancestral healer, drifted closer:

“Listen to the mud. If you mix it with fear, it becomes clay. If you mix it with intent, it becomes medicine.”



Yope left the cave at dawn. He didn’t go to school that day. He went home, took his mountain knife and a bucket, and walked for hours along the streams until he reached Berto’s hut — a forgotten old man who lived alone with his chickens and a bottomless strainer.

He found him lying in a hammock, trembling, his eyes rolled inward. The house smelled of rancid meat and damp woodsmoke.

“Berto,” Yope said, barely touching his shoulder.

The old man didn’t speak. But the air trembled. And Yope knew: the spirit was already half gone.



Outside, he dug into the moist earth. With his own hands, he mixed the mud with water. Then he added a spoonful of cuaba ash, and a strand of his own hair.

He shaped three balls of mud — one for the chest, one for the forehead, and one for the feet.

And as Yurima had taught him, he placed them while murmuring in ancient Taíno — words he had never learned, but which the spirits put on his tongue as if his mouth remembered.



Then it happened. The air changed. Berto’s body arched as if something inside was pulling him upward. Then — stillness. Silence. And then... a breath. Slow, deep.

Sweat bloomed on the old man’s skin. The mud on his forehead cracked in the shape of a spiral. The one on his chest split into a solar cross. The one on his feet... turned into water.

Yope fell to his knees. He didn’t know what he had done. Only that Berto’s spirit had stayed. It hadn’t left.



Hours later, as he walked back along the mountain path, he felt something glowing on his back. The spiral he’d carried since childhood had darkened again. It was as if, with each healing, the price grew higher.



That night, in the cave, Inarey stared into him.

“You have sealed your first pact.”

“Which one?”

“To heal without being healed. To give without asking. To touch death... without letting it embrace you.”

Yope bowed his head.

“Not all pacts are chains,” the cacique added. “Some are wings. But you will not yet know which yours is.”



That same night, Roxanna wrote in her diary, thinking of how soon she’d be returning to Canada:

“Yope is different. I don’t know what it is, but there’s something in him that burns without fire.”

She closed her notebook. And for the first time in days, she dreamed of a spiral.
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Whispers from the Ceibas
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That morning, the wind was not normal. It blew from the south, carrying the scent of dry flowers and broken leaves. In the countryside, the elders said that when the wind changed its smell, the dead were speaking.

Yope walked alone, gathering young plantain leaves. The spirits had asked for them at dawn —in a whisper that seemed to come from inside his own lungs.

“Go to the ceiba at the crossroads. Bring three leaves. And learn to listen.”



The ceiba was there —majestic. It stood alone in the middle of the crossroads, its roots like fingers searching for secrets beneath the earth.

Yope placed the leaves at its feet, knelt down, and waited.

Suddenly, the wind surrounded him. As if the ceiba itself were breathing. As if the air were forming invisible words that only his spirit could hear.

The spiral on his back began to burn. And for the first time, it didn’t hurt... it released.



In trance, he saw his childhood. He saw his mother holding him with tenderness. He saw the waters of Cabimal reflecting the moon. He saw his first encounter in the huácara.

And then he saw the moment he didn’t remember — his birth. But not as they had told it.

He saw himself emerging from Tea’s womb wrapped in golden light. And three Taíno spirits stood beside the wooden bed.

They were there, paying reverence to the newborn child as they gazed upon the spiral mark on his back, present since his very first breath.

They were witnesses to a new reincarnation — of the one who carried the continuity of their ancestral memory.

Then, the three spirits spoke to one another in thought:

“He will be the one who remembers when all others have forgotten. He will be root... and also wing.”



Yope awoke from the trance with tears in his eyes. The spiral no longer burned. He saw its reflection on a wet leaf. It was no longer black or dark — it now shone with a copper tone, like an ancient tattoo freshly healed.

In that moment, he understood the truth: the spiral was not a mark. It was a lock. And with that breath... it had opened.



That night, in the cave, the spirits were not waiting as usual. Only the cacique Inarey stood before the central stone.

“You’ve seen it,” he said. “Yes.” “Then you know what you are.” “The one who remembers.” “And also the one who will pay the price for remembering.”

Yope nodded.

“What is that price?”

Inarey stepped closer, touched the spiral on his back with a finger of ethereal fire.

“From now on, time will speak to you. But it will also hurt you.” “Why me?” “Because you were the only one still able to hear us. Because the earth chose you.”

Then Inarey whispered something more:

“And because she —the foreigner who beats within your chest— is marked too... though she does not yet know it.”

Yope looked at him, startled. But before he could speak, the wind blew again from the ceiba.

And the chapter ended.
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The Whistle of the Absent

[image: ]




The school was on strike. The teachers didn’t show up that morning, and the kids knew it before reaching the gate—when Doña Estela, the gatekeeper, turned up the radio and shouted: —“No classes today! Enjoy it, and don’t get into trouble!”

Yope didn’t say a word. He only exchanged a look with Came. —“Cabimal?” —“You already know.”

Endrí, Chepe (Teodora’s boy), and Dilenia joined the plan without asking. Muñeca and Mercedes, Came’s sisters, said they wouldn’t go without permission. —“You know how Mama gets,” said Mercedes. “She’ll swing the pot at us if we sneak off.” —“And even worse if she finds out we went with you,” added Muñeca, glaring at Chepe. —“Your loss,” said Dilenia, adjusting her cap.

The group started down the path of loose stones. Yope was quiet, but something was ringing in his ears. A kind of whistle, like an invisible bird that refused to stop calling.



When they reached the river, they agreed to snack on cacao pods. Endrí and Chepe climbed a tree and tossed down ripe pods for everyone. Dilenia and Arelis didn’t want any. Came and Yope built a makeshift raft to cross to the other side.

—“You look spaced out,” Came said. “What’s up with you?” —“Nothing. Just the wind... won’t let me think.” —“You’re on that weird talk again?” —“It’s not weird. It’s like somebody’s talking to me without words.”
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