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The dragons of old have arisen, some reincarnated from the dead, others awakened from slumber. Blood has been spilled on the fields of war; prairies have become marshes riddled with decomposing corpses. Amidst the chaos a dark seed has grown and conquered the soul of a human. The God of Chaos has been reincarnated. 

The God of Light has risen from the chasm of hopelessness and survived his first encounter with evil. With the aid of a powerful ally, he will embrace the legendary quest set upon him—to find the God of Chaos and defeat him once and for all!

Love has flourished and the God of Light’s soul has found joy beyond imagination. Reuniting with his family has given him the strength needed to push onwards in his search to confront Mórgomiel. Will it be enough?
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The planet Mortis Depthos received the God of Chaos as the human being it had reincarnated in to. The antimatter first ate his face and skin, which turned to smoke on contact with the ground. The body of the God of Chaos, still bruised from the fight with the God of Light, writhed like a snake. In an instant, the shadows conquered his human flesh and his internal organs began to fail. His innards burst and the air filled with gusts of blood, diluted in the hostile atmosphere of that world. At the same time, Argbralius was not suffering; his body no longer belonged to him.

The God of Chaos felt whole now that he was back at the point where it had all begun, back in his own home. Here, he had developed his ambitions and had found one of his first creations, Górgometh. 

All around was Chaos in its raw state. The volcanoes belched their toxic gases, the dark lava eroded the surface. Mórgomiel closed his eyes. The eyelids of his human body began to burn, as did his lips. The god eagerly tore off the last of his skin; underneath was a hazy body made of shadows. He now had no face, only a pair of grey eyes that could see through dimensions.

His new body lengthened like a trail of smoke, so much so that in the Meridian, he would be considered a giant. His muscles swelled and rounded as he willed his body to solidify. Two black wings of enormous span and power emerged from his back. He moved them to feel the divine force he had enjoyed long ago.

He could generate his armor from nothing, but in that way, he would not regain all his essence that was implanted in each piece. Only with his essence complete could he unite all his power and renew the conquest of the universe.

“Górgometh,” he called, his voice echoing through the fabric of spacetime.

The earth began to crack and the antimatter began to fluctuate. Titanic forces echoed and pulverized the surface of the world. The explosion was a blast of sound that would have deafened any living creature.

After a colossal explosion, a sinuous body materialized. It was a dragon of shadows and antimatter that enveloped the God of Chaos in a spiral of black smoke.

“Who dares wake me from my eternal sorrow?” it said in a cavernous voice.

“Mórgomiel, your lord and creator. I have come back.”

The shadows of the dragon now took the form of scales that mirrored the lava, the world of destruction, and the red sun around which Mortis Depthos orbited.

“I can perceive your weakness, Mórgomiel, God of Chaos, bringer of misfortune. With a powerful spell, I could kill you.”

“That is true,” the God of Chaos conceded. “I lack the pieces of my armor, but with your help, I will be able to find them. Together we could conquer the universe, make our dreams into the reality we promised ourselves so many millennia ago. Join me in my mission, my dear creature. Let me climb on to your back, and then take me through the seas of time and infinite space. Without me, you are nothing but a vile serpent and that you well know.”

The dragon’s red irises flamed. “Arrogant vermin,” it said.

It prostrated himself before its creator. On its hind legs, it was several dozen strides taller than its master. It extended its impressive wings.

“You are no coward, Mórgomiel. You have just been reincarnated into a filthy human, however. I can already feel the deep evil that flows from your shriveled soul. You are pure, I am in awe of your power, but I must have proof of your prowess. I challenge you to a duel.”

The dragon shot out a mouthful of fire and black smoke and enveloped its master in a shower of destruction that would have destroyed any other living creature. When the cloud dissolved, the God of Chaos remained in place, intact.

Mórgomiel raised his sword. “Was that not sufficient proof?” he asked with contempt. 

“Even incomplete, you are more powerful than I thought.” The dragon lowered its head to bring itself down to its master’s level. “You shall fly on my back, Lord of Chaos, and together we shall renew the conquest of the universe. So it shall be.”

The dragon lay down on the ground to allow its master to climb up its scales and reach its neck. Now, the God of Chaos felt that he needed no saddle to fly on the beast’s back; his will and the power of the Black Arts were sufficient.

Where to, Lord of Chaos? the dragon asked through his thoughts.

To a world called Eorta, a planet we conquered during the Times of Chaos. I charged Évulath the Chimera to take care of my breastplate.

So be it, my lord.

With a leap, the dragon took flight and vanished into the stream of space and time.

The God of Chaos willed his sword to vanish, and it simply turned into smoke and remained insubstantial, ready to be summoned upon command. 

***

The Evulathan Empire shone bright with glory on the red planet. In the arid earth grew an abundance of a plant of the same color that served as food for the inhabitants of that planet.

The Evulathan Empire has done quite well, Górgometh said. It has flourished. 

The black dragon was flying over the earth, leaving a wake of shadows behind it. Other beings flew too, their riders dressed in bright sky-blue armor and helmets with long spikes like the horns of unicorns. Mórgomiel was calm. That armor protected the soft, almost amorphous bodies of a kind of demon he named amaranth. Their skeleton was slight, unlike their abundant flesh. He had given them two arms and two legs with three fingers on each hand and foot. Their heads were pointed with several protuberances like a Meridian cactus, but black and with three eyes set vertically. Their armor was made of evurintha, a red mineral typical of red planets. The beasts that carried the amaranth were like spiders with eight legs and a pair of bird wings. They had several eyes and ferocious jaws.

But not even an army of those demons on their beasts could stand up to Górgometh, the firstborn of the God of Chaos.

Six sentinels surrounded Górgometh to force him to descend. With one swipe of his claw, he trapped two of them; on contact with his body of antimatter, the demons dissolved. At two others, he launched a blast of black energy that dismembered them. The remaining sentinels moved back in terror.

Stop, little beasts. I am Górgometh, Dragon of the Shadows, and I carry on my back the God of Chaos Mórgomiel, your generous creator. Take us to King Évulath the Chimera. We have a few matters of business to sort out.

The sentinels looked at one another. They were not going to defy this beast. They turned and flew off, guiding the God of Chaos and his dragon.

***

The Empire was immense. It had grown uncontrollably over thousands of years and by now, its buildings covered most of the planet. Its nerve center was filled with structures so tall that they seemed to want to pierce the sky, made of a dull red material that absorbed the light of the sun.

As Górgometh approached and descended, the individuals below fled in terror at the fearful figure hovering above them like a storm of shadows. The dragon landed in a large square, exactly in the center. Its weight destroyed the monument that had stood there. With a snort, it blew out smoke and burnt up the guards who had run to stop the intruder.

Those who had been some distance from the deadly breath took off their helmets and prostrated themselves, their heads on the ground in a sign of absolute submission. They could not remember any demonstration of strength like this.

Mórgomiel got down from the beast’s back and went toward the stone steps of the building where the sovereign must live. Nobody stopped him. Everybody around was paralyzed in the face of his casual advance. Whispers spread the rumor that a prophecy was being fulfilled. The men of faith knelt and began to recite unintelligible words.

The God of Chaos advanced without armor, showing his vaguely-outlined and faceless body with those deep eyes that seemed to have room in them for the entire universe. The guards at the palace doors fled, dropping their sharp spears. With a bolt of black energy, Mórgomiel broke down the doors and went in.

A platoon of soldiers in red armor prepared to attack, breaking into a run quickly and decisively. With a mere six strokes, Wrath the Godslayer reduced the platoon by more than half, consumed their flesh, and left a trail of shadows.

“Stop!”

Mórgomiel understood the message in the language of those creatures which emitted high-frequency sounds.

“Évulath the Chimera,” Mórgomiel said. “I wish to see him.”

The soldiers took off their helmets and bent their heads in obeisance.

Évulath the Chimera was a hybrid between dragon and orc, a mixture that had produced a horrifying beast with a flat snout, small jaw, and sharp teeth. The arms were those of a bat and the thighs were those of a dragon. The chimera was one of Mórgomiel’s creations, the result of the crossing of species during his distant epoch of experimentation. He had granted Évulath the Chimera a throne and the government of that planet as his representative, just as Legionaer had in the Meridian; and like Legionaer, after such a long time he had forgotten that his purpose was to watch over the possessions of the God of Chaos, not the conquest and foundation of his own empire.

The chimera presented himself with a long sword which was shaped from red stone. He wore colorful clothes without armor.

It cannot be, Évulath said using telepathy. My lord of Chaos has returned.  

“Are you surprised?”

The god’s voice echoed through the palace, which frightened everybody. In this world, a voice had never before been heard.

Not at all, Lord of Chaos. Just that your visit is highly unexpected...

“I have returned for what is mine.”

With poised steps, Mórgomiel went up to the beast. The guards and the curious observers were paralyzed when they became aware of their leader’s fear.

But the Empire has begun to flourish, and we are even preparing to invade the neighboring empire and conquer it, Lord of Chaos. The result should please you, for it is evil that is spreading.

“Be quiet, you little maggot,” Mórgomiel interrupted him. “You are as simple and foolish as Legionaer, another of my offspring. But you have nothing to do in my presence. I have come back, and I want my armor.”

The god was only a few steps away now, as tall as the chimera. Évulath was ten times wider. The chimera was trembling visibly, aware of his end. The precious pieces of armor Mórgomiel had put under his skin formed part of the skeleton that protected his internal organs.

But— the monster protested, begging for mercy.

“On your knees, my dear vassal.”

Yes, Lord of Chaos. 

The chimera bent his head, and the great mass of muscle and flesh knelt on the ground without any resistance. He had never thought this day would arrive; he had come to believe that the god had died. He took off his clothes to reveal a naked chest covered in soft scales like pigskin.

The black sword came down on the chimera. It opened up a slit in the soft chest out of which spouted a fountain of blood. Mórgomiel fell on the fallen body and poked into the flesh, tearing muscles until he found a black plate. The dismembered body of the chimera lay in a pool of blood.

The watchers would never forget what happened when the God of Chaos donned the breastplate. The union of the pieces of black armor on the black figure caused a detonation that shook the world. A spiral of energy surrounded it. Mórgomiel raised the sword, celebrating the recovery of his power.

Mórgomiel pointed his sword at the soldiers in red armor. “Who will take the place of the fallen?” he roared. “Who will command the legions of Eorta when the time is ripe and we unleash a cosmic war?” 

“I will command the army of Evulathan the glorious—” one of them began, but another put a dagger in his back.

“I will do it, my lord.”

The soldier had shown courage and ambition and had had no qualms about murdering a fellow soldier. Also, none of the other soldiers dared say anything. This one, thought the God of Chaos, would be a good perpetrator of evil.

“So be it. You shall be known as Évulath the Valiant. When the moment comes, you will follow me to war for the conquest of the universe. Until then, prepare the army of this Empire, and make sure to increase its numbers.”

“It shall be as you say, Lord of Chaos,” said the new king of Evulathan.

And with those words, the amaranth began to write down the events that had set in motion a new era in the Empire towards the path to glorious war.

***

Górgometh took off with ease, and very soon they had left behind the atmosphere of the red planet.

You have shown me your unbreakable will, Lord of Chaos. Where to now?

To regain my helmet.

To what world, my lord?

To Quett, a world of ice.




Part I – Arrogance
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Chapter I – Whispering Thoughts
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Manchego wiped the perspiration off his forehead with the back of his hand and sighed. He raised his face to the sky to receive the rays of the noonday sun. A smile lit up his eyes. The young shepherd spread his wings to air them on that hot day.

“Lunch is ready!” he heard Lulita calling.

Some way away, Tomasa was tilling the earth, untiring and unresting. She had to do everything quickly, even at the cost of quality. But that was the way she was, and he would not change her for the world.

“Get back to work, little man!” Tomasa encouraged him, sweating profusely. “When it comes to working the land, even being the God of Light don’t give you no free pass!” 

“But lunch is ready!” the boy replied with a smile, grateful to be back home at the estate even if he was still treated like a little boy.

Rufus was lying snoozing in the sun with his legs stretched out and his head on the fertile ground. The dog had returned to live the good life in the country, and very soon it would be his duty to do what he always liked to do: herd the animals. The estate was recovering and Lulita would soon be buying a lamb, a calf, and a hen. The new animals would never replace the old ones—Little Ounces, Bruno, Pancha, and Wholesome—who had died in the darkness and fire.

The young man had taken some time to work on the land, but with the idea of resuming the search for help and controlling the spread of evil. His human side was steering him toward the estate and Luchy. 

“Come on, pal,” Manchego said to the dog. “Let’s go and eat!”

Rufus woke up at once. He yawned, stretched his entire body, and wagged his tail happily, then set off at Manchego’s side. The boy had got rid of his old clothes. Lulita and Luchy had made new ones for him that fitted him well; the cotton shirts had two slits in the back to let him put his wings through. Previously, he had been a thin, gawky boy. He did not look much better now because of the hump that bulked up his shirt and hid his folded wings. His hands were not those of a god either; working on the land had roughened and calloused them.

“Good morning, Lulita! Hi there, my love,” he said as he kissed Luchy on the lips.

“Take a seat, my dear,” Luciella said. “The tamales will soon be ready.” 

For six months, he had been enjoying the farmer’s life he had always dreamt of. He barely remembered the darkness now, or the threat that hung over the world. It was far away from him now, and with every day that passed, he was forgetting a little more of the need to find out how to stop the danger of a new war.

He took his place at the table with an easy movement, stretching his legs and letting his arms fall to his sides. Farm work was tough. Now, more than ever, he felt close to Balthazar and to his grandfather Eromes. 

“The market’s back in the square again,” Lulita announced as she sat down.

Luchy served Manchego and they began to eat. Rufus barked a couple of times, demanding his share. Manchego took a piece of corn tortilla cooked in Valpundia’s House. She was an immigrant from Moragald’Burg who had taken the opportunity to exchange the hustle of Háztatlon for the simple life in San San-Tera.

“Two of the estates are going to start exporting,” the grandmother added.

“Which ones?” Manchego asked with his mouth full.

“Ah, my dear, speaking with your mouth full. I’m ashamed of you.”

“Another one?” Luchy said, knowing her boyfriend’s insatiable appetite. 

“Yes, please,” the boy replied.

He could not help but notice her womanly hips when she got up to go to the frying pan. The grandmother shot him a reproving look, and he blushed.

“And Teitú?” she asked.

Finally, somebody’s asking about me.

Don’t be unfair, I care for you every day, Manchego said. He was concerned about the wellbeing of his much-valued Naevas Aedán. For some time, he had been demanding the opportunity to find out about his past and his origins, and those concerns of his had become more intense during the last few months.

Teitú became visible. He preferred to remain hidden as if he were seeking solace.

And is nobody interested in whether I’m hungry or not?

But you can’t eat, my dear friend. You know what your nature is. 

But it’s not fair! I want to share a little time at the table and join in the conversation. To have my own destiny, not just be dependent on yours!

We’ve talked about this, Teitú. I’m not going to discuss it again.

Manchego slammed his fist on the table. Lulita and Luchy were left breathless for a moment, then pretended nothing had happened. On previous occasions, they had realized that it was better not to interfere between Manchego and Teitú.

“Here’s your food, sweetheart,” Luchy said. She was a little uneasy at the sight of Teitú flying around Manchego so fast and so wildly. She looked at Lulita, and they both shrugged.

“And when will we get the animals?” Luchy asked, to change the subject.

“Oh, my darling! You’ve no idea how thrilled I am with the new animals. Don Dargos of Vásufeld is selling them to me. He used to be a landowner in Vásufeld, and he’s come here to sniff out opportunities. I believe he’ll be something like what the leader of the House of Thorén was before.”

“That will be good,” Manchego said, thinking about the cattle and forgetting about Teitú. “What are you going to call them?”

Now that you’re with your wonderful family, you don’t need me at all, and you don’t pay any attention to me.

Don’t take it the wrong way, Teitú. It’s the same for everybody with their loved ones. You’re my loved one too—wait!

Manchego stood up. “I’ll be on my way, Granny. Teitú’s been very sensitive these past few weeks.” He choked on the last bit of tamale as he left the dirty dishes in the sink, then ran off after his shining friend.

“Life is so beautiful when there is peace and prosperity,” Luchy sighed, her voice full of hope.

“So it is, my precious, so it is. Life is beautiful. Oh, my Manchego, how happy it makes me to see him like this!”

“Right then, Lulita. I’m off to the Central Market to do some shopping.”

“All right, sweetie. I’ll spend a while weaving.”

***

The afternoon shed a copper luster on the carpet of grass, the lushly-spreading trees, and the distant clouds. The birds were chirping a magical song while life went on its course, recovering from the devastation of evil. The village was healing and Light filled the souls of the innocent ones in search of a prosperous life, far from violence.

On his right, Rufus was panting with his tongue hanging out from running after the wooden stick Manchego was throwing for him. The ceiba tree was still standing with the light scars the fire of war had left on it. The young man remembered his fall into the hole Balthazar and Ramancia had prepared, and this reminded him of the two things he still had to sort out.

The first was that Lulita had insisted that the demon he had fought to the death, and who had then fled, was the sacristan sent by the Décamon to San San-Tera. This fact, which he found so hard to take in, was supported by the testimonies of Leandro Deathslayer, Garamond, and Balthazar. Even the Black Queen of the Morelia Abyss had warned him, but he still found it hard to believe. 

The second was that his origin still had to be made clear. He already knew that his mother had been murdered by Legionaer’s followers to prevent the reincarnation of the God of Light, but that was not enough. It told him nothing about her and that left him deeply upset. He could always ask the oracle, although he feared that the fact he was using her solely for his purposes might play a nasty trick on him; if the oracle took offense, she might not wish to help him in his quest to stop the evil.

And finally, there was Teitú, who was falling apart emotionally. He wanted to experience the world differently, in a more tangible, human way. Manchego could understand this, but the two of them were inseparable and he was sure that without Teitú, he would fail in his search across the universe. And that was something he could not put off any longer. His life as a farmer rooted him to the earth, to everyday routine, and at the same time, distanced him from his responsibilities as God of Light. This thought mortified him since he knew he was yielding ground to the one who could destroy his family, what he loved most.

The sun went down in front of Manchego. Just as he had as a child, he felt a delightful tingling.

Night fell. Teitú was shining deep pink, Rufus barked as if ordering his return home for dinner. He would miss those tasty dishes, prepared with love.

He was going back home when he was suddenly struck by an idea that would solve the problem of his faithful Naevas Aedán warrior.

Tell me, he began. Teitú turned to him abruptly. How would you feel about going to Tutonticám? That’s where you come from.

What? Teitú cried. Now he was shining with more intensity, lighting up Manchego’s face.

Do you remember the song Ramancia put into my head? It speaks of your race, of the Naevas Aedán warriors who came from Tutonticám. Apparently, your god’s name is Thórlimás.

Those who sow with tears

The seeds which in black fire lie, 

Through blackened sunset creeping

On the alum, the darkening sky;

A sea with darkness weeping 

Summons Thórlimás from the land.

From the land of Tutonticám,

Lost, lovely, remote Teitú, 

There walks firmly over the veil

Over ships of white bamboo,

Which on a purple sky sails,

A warrior of the Naevas Aedán.

Times spent in Chaos will pass by him

Over the war of a sadness

Between its mighty supports,

Where its dwelling shone in gladness

Days passed in a peace of sorts

A place that remains destroyed.

The old Lyric of the Wind sings and he

Who bears the sack of seed with care,

Heavy and somber, bent double,

Will soon shine with joy so fair,

His night disappears from the rubble

And his discontent never returns.

Teitú turned pale as never before. Tutonticám sounds like the name of a lost nation, and Teitú like the name of a great city, which would explain my name. I was born from a Teitú nut.

So what do you say, then? It could be an incredible adventure, to get to know the old world and also find out more about your past. We might even reach Flamonia.

That mention of the Times of Chaos...

Yes. Your race must be really ancient.

What had seemed to him like a good idea for helping Teitú now presented itself as another mystery to add to all those others. What had happened to the land of Tutonticám and the Naevas Aedán? How had Ramancia gotten ahold of a Teitú nut, or known the whereabouts of the mirror of the Black Queen of the Morelia Abyss? Although, if this journey turned out to be useful to him in his purpose of defending the world against the advance of Mórgomiel, it did not sound such a bad idea.

These plans fired the explorer’s instinct within him. When he went into the house, Luchy and Lulita noticed the change, though he tried to hide it.

“And where’ll you be off to this time, my precious?” Lulita asked as she served him dinner: pigeon’s breast in a vegetable stew with tomato sauce and spices that smelled delicious.

“Umm...”

He sat down, thinking about what he was going to say. Luchy was already gazing at him sadly. The boy felt a stab in his ribs; the time for his departure had come.
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Chapter II – Preparations
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“Don’t be silly, Lulita said you were to come with me. Come on,” said Luchy.

Manchego snorted. Sharing the house and the days with the love of his life was a dream come true, although there were times when he needed to be alone. He missed the days when he only had Teitú. Because of this, he sometimes flew away to clear his mind and feel the cool air on his face or went away to talk to his faithful companion about the details of the mission they would soon set out on.

“And where am I supposed to go?” he asked as he wiped the perspiration off his face after a day of work under a scorching sun.

“Oh, come on. Don’t be daft. I already told you I want you to come with me to buy the hen. Then you can have eggs for breakfast every day; it’s in your own interest. Or do I have to do everything? Do you think I’m your slave? And while we’re at it, yesterday, you didn’t even clear the table or do the dishes like you promised you would. Because of you, I ended up exhausted. You can clean up as well, can’t you, as well as saving worlds? You’ve no shame.” Luchy folded her arms and turned away.

Manchego sighed. They did not argue often, but it happened sometimes. Lulita had warned him that it was normal for a couple to argue about trivialities or even deeper matters at times. Maybe Luchy was already thinking of his imminent departure and the dangers it would involve; the possibility of his death. The poor girl must be terrified.

“I’m sorry. I just forgot,” was all the boy could say.

He wiped off the sweat and beat his wings to cool himself. Then, he put his arms around Luchy and kissed her cheek. She was still angry, silent. Her beautiful chestnut hair partly hid her face.

“I don’t want you to leave,” she said in a broken voice with her back to him, unable to look at him. “I want you to come with me every day and share the housework. I want to share everything with you. Forever. Don’t leave me again.” 

“Luchy, I love you.”

“I say nice things and you just say you love me. Don’t you know any more words? Don’t you find it boring, saying the same thing over and over again?”

Manchego lowered his gaze. “I don’t know what else to say. I’m a farmer, plain and simple... and the God of Light. But I don’t know what else I can say. I was never good at talking.”

Having a girlfriend was turning out to be harder than saving the world from demons. He could fight against enemies, but in the field of love, he had no idea how to overcome so many obstacles. He sighed.

“Come on. I’d love to go with you and buy the new hen. And I want to say that... I’m happy to be with you.” He blushed.

“That’s more like it. I’ve told you before: love gets through to women by the ear and other places,” the girl said, blushing in her turn.

Very seldom did they mention having sex; on a couple of occasions, they had come close enough to making love, but had stopped, not feeling themselves to be ready yet. Luchy remembered her mother’s advice, that she ought to wait until she was married, blessed by the Gods. But how was this going to fit in with the fact of making love with the God of Light? Couldn’t he just bless her right then and there and just go at it?

“All right then, shall we go?” Manchego said. He was as red as his girlfriend. The cotton pants didn’t help to hide his true intentions. 

They both giggled nervously.

“Yes, all right.”

***

“Doña Flegnon, Don Dargos’ wife, says the hen is almost seven months old,” Luchy said. “She’ll soon be laying her first egg.” 

The hen was brown and had a lively and adventurous nature. No sooner had they arrived back at the estate than she started to look for food in the pen. Rufus was already watching over her to make sure she was safe.

“What would you like to name her, my precious?” the grandmother asked.

Luchy was trying to keep the bird close to the pen.

“How about Paquita?”

“Oh, my boy! The names you come up with. What does Paquita mean?”

Manchego shrugged. “Dunno, but I like the sound of it. I think it suits the hen.”

Luchy, behind the hen, got ready to frighten it. The hen clucked, leaped, and beat her wings several times. She touched down, then leaped up again.

“Her first egg!” Luchy cried.

Lulita smiled broadly. “Well, I never! I didn’t know that trick.”  

“Bravo!” Tomasa cried from the field, where she was still working.

“My mother taught me that,” the girl said nostalgically. “It always works. That is, if the egg’s ready, obviously.”

Manchego smiled and went up to his girlfriend to kiss her. The couple walked across to Lulita, who was leaning on the doorframe.

“The things life has to offer,” the grandmother said. “It seems wonderful that you’re together, it’s something I always wanted for the two of you. And then Manchego turns out to be the God of Light,” she muttered with tears in her eyes.

“There’s no need to suffer anymore, Grandmother. With that last batch of produce I sold in the villages and exported to Háztatlon, the Holy Comment Ranch is back in business. We can live in peace. We have enough money to live safely for the rest of our lives.”

“Your grandfather would be very proud of you, and so would his ancestors. You’re as promising a farmer as they were.” 

“So when do you leave?” Luchy asked suddenly.

Lulita’s smile vanished. The atmosphere became tense.

It’s time you told them our plans, Manchego, Teitú advised him.

Manchego took a deep breath.

“You knew I’d have to leave one day. Evil is spreading, even though it’s doing it silently, without our seeing it.”

“So the time’s come,” Lulita said gravely.

“I’m not saying it has to be right away, but you’ll need to get used to the idea.”

“And where will you go?” Luchy demanded.

The young man stared at her. The explanation would be a very long one.

“Let’s have lunch, and I’ll tell you about our plans while we eat. Teitú and I have to fly to the Old World.”

“Are you going to Flamonia?”

“I believe so.”

***

“It’s called Tutonticám,” Manchego said.

“Is that where Teitú comes from?” Lulita asked.

We think so. Through Manchego, Teitú made himself heard in Lulita’s mind.

“We think so,” Manchego repeated so that Luchy could hear the reply too.

Rufus barked a couple of times as if in protest. He came close to Manchego and laid his head on the boy’s knees. 

“I know, boy, I know. I’ll miss you too. But I must leave, I’m the God of Light. The universe can’t afford a lazy god.”

“You’re absolutely right there,” Lulita said.

In her hands, she held a cup of chamomile tea, the final touch after a delicious lunch. The brave warrior had adapted to home life. She had left the hard work to Tomasa and the young ones and had decided to relax and enjoy her memories.

“But we’re going to miss you. I don’t want you to leave!” Luchy sobbed. “It's just that—I love you too much. Every time I think you’re going to leave, I feel as if a piece of my soul was being torn away.”

“That’s because there’s something more than just a few promises that unite us,” Manchego said.

The girl’s eyes lit up.

“Hey, it turns out you really can be good with words.”

Manchego blushed. 

“Leaving’s painful for me too. You two are my life. I love you both with all my heart. But none of this—” he took in the entire house with a wave of his hand. “—will go on if I stay here and fail to stop evil. My task isn’t going to be an easy one, but it would help to know that my core, my nest, my home is giving me support; that the loves of my life are bearing me up. I want to know that I’ll be able to come back during the difficult times not to find sad faces and resentment, but arms I can rest in. I want this to be my shelter and sanctuary.”

Luchy burst into tears.

“I’m sorry I’ve been a harpy lately. It’s only because I already miss you, even though you still haven’t left.”

“Then let’s not spoil our last moments,” the boy said. “I’m still here, and I’ll still be here tomorrow and the day after. I might leave next week. Let’s make these days we have left the most wonderful ones of all.”

“You’re right,” Luchy said. She got up from the table and took the dishes to the kitchen. “Let’s go and watch the sunset.”

When she was out of the room the lady whispered, “You’ve tamed her well, my precious. Well done!”

“I can hear you!” the girl shouted from the kitchen. “And nobody tames me!”

Lulita and Manchego burst out laughing while Luchy seethed. Manchego enjoyed the moment; he would take the memory with him on his mission.
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Chapter III – Adventure Is Close At Hand
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Mérdmerén stared at himself in the mirror. His room in the Imperial Palace was vast and ostentatious, too much so for his taste as a man who wanted nothing but his daughter’s love and the respect of his fellow humans. If the Empire were able to work solely with thinking minds, free from jealousy and hatred, he would be the happiest person in the world. But this was a very difficult dream to convert into reality.

He studied his face in the mirror. He had changed a lot in the last few years. His skin looked like parchment, a deep crease divided his brow, and his cheeks were sunken. Politics was as corrosive as the acid of a wyvern. And yet, in his tired gaze there remained the will to go out into the open air and enjoy nature in its pure state. Without the purple cloak or the crown, he almost looked like any other man.

“How can the king walk around without his crown and his cloak?” Macadamio scolded him. He was the butler who treated him with great familiarity. “That simply cannot be allowed. Milord, I beg you!”

But Mérdmerén was not prepared to discuss trivialities like this. He felt comfortable in the clothes of black tanned leather that he had always worn; they kept him close to his wilder side. His duties as king overwhelmed him at times; there were always problems around him. It was difficult to find some cunning way of distancing himself from so much overwhelming information.

He touched Stern’s Dagger across his chest and was overcome with an irresistible need to visit Nabas. His eyes gleamed. He saw in the mirror the effect that memory had on him.

“You’re getting old,” he told himself. “You’re the most powerful man in this part of the world, and yet you’re a prisoner. You’ve only been on the throne for six months and you already look like a cat that hasn’t mated for years. You look pissed, Ehréledán. Perhaps an adventure would do you good, even if you don’t have Ságamas the Sailor. I wish he were here, that old fungus-face.” His smile immediately twisted awry. He missed the old sailor from Moragald’Burg, who by now must be riding the waves of the Early Sea. “An adventure wouldn’t come amiss,” he repeated. “Macadamio!”

“Your Majesty?”

The butler was a thin old man who wore baggy suits that made him look like a puppet. His white hair was combed back with some kind of gel that kept it in place all day long and that repelled Mérdmerén. He had a large nose like the beak of a macaw. His function was to exclusively serve the king.

“Take a seat,” the sovereign ordered him. “I’m going to dictate a letter to you.” 

“In your seat, Your Majesty?” said the butler in surprise.

The luxurious armchair was made of wyvern hide and wood from the forests of Vásufeld.

“Come on, man, there’s nothing to worry about.”

The old man went to the chair as he might have to a poisonous flower. He studied the king’s polished and well-organized desk. Still fearful, he sat down.

“Guards! The butler’s sat down in my chair!” shouted Mérdmerén.

The old man jumped to his feet at once, pale, and began to stammer something. Two soldiers came in at a run, their spears at the ready. The king was laughing heartily, unable to stop.

“Just look at his face!” he managed to say.

The butler and the soldiers were confused. In recent weeks, the king’s behavior had been puzzling.

Shit, the king thought, his smile fading. I really think I need a vacation soon, or else I’ll go crazy from being shut in here.

“Everything’s all right,” he told the soldiers and sent them away with a wave of his hand. He addressed the butler. “Come on, man, sit down. It was just a joke.”

“But, sir,” the old man said reproachfully, like a grandfather confronting his naughty grandson.

“Silence, and that’s an order. Sit down and take pen and paper.”

The butler did as he was told. Mérdmerén folded his arms and walked to the nearest window. He looked out at the horizon of the magnificent city of Háztatlon. He had always been awed by its vastness. After six months of reconstruction, the Imperial Palace was regaining its beauty. At the same time, the city continued to grow. After the war, they had seen an intense demographic explosion. The survivors of other villages had come to settle in the capital of the Empire. Business showed signs of progress, and there were rumors that in San San-Tera, an estate that had been famous for its yield had re-emerged. Another farmer, young Lombardo, was already sowing the first batch of coffee on a piece of land he called El Zapotillo. 

“My dear Ságamas the Sailor, comma. I hope your ill-begotten mother, the land of Moragald’Burg, has welcomed you to her inhospitable bosom of mountains and scarcely inhabitable lands. I am writing to you to let you know that the Empire requires a vessel as durable as the Stingray and a captain as valiant as you. Nabas, the prettiest village in these lands, has asked us to pay a visit. The Imperial Palace awaits you with abundant food, a hot bath, and women aplenty. Adventure is on its way. We await your return to this, your second home.”

“Is that all, Your Majesty?” the butler asked. He was still horrified at having been the object of the king’s joke, something which had never happened to him in his more than fifty years in the service of the Imperial family.

“Seal it and send it as fast as you can to Moragald’Burg.”

On the king’s life-hardened face was the trace of a smile, like that of a child. He could already taste those days of adventure again.

***

Lombardo was digging a hole to plant the last coffee bush of the two hundred he had bought for the land the king had granted him in payment for his commitment during the war. He worked the land as his father had taught him, and he had even given the estate the same name. He was sweating profusely under the intense noonday sun. He took off his soaking shirt and got ready to dig in the roots of his coffee tree.

He had hope for those crops and was thinking about the future. But at times, he was assailed by the memories of those last years. All the misfortune, the flight, the war, the lost comrades... being raped by that gruesome creature called Macabra. He shuddered at the thought. He could not forget, no matter how much he might want to. At least now he could look at other horizons. Going out with Ajedrea of the Recesses was another one of his hopes. Thinking of her made him forget about all those atrocities he had lived.

“Doña Ajedrea is looking for you,” said one of his farmhands.

“By the Gods, I’m not even fit to be seen. Tell her I’ll be there in a moment.”

He ran off to the house. It was a small, simple building but it had been built with the pride of a man who is sowing the seeds of his future.

***

Turi the Crafty had begun to spend time with his cousin Atha. The girl was divine, and the young man idolized her. Her skin with its tone of light copper, her almond eyes and her long chestnut hair vied with her curves. She was currently getting dressed after an intimate moment with Turi, whom she was already impatient to see again. He wanted them to formalize their relationship, for them to be pledged to one another, but he was sure that neither of them would be able to keep their promise in an environment that was changing so rapidly.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
PAB_LO'ANDRES WUNDERLICH PADILLA






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





