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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 have been altered or transformed to preserve privacy.

Any resemblance to actual persons, living or deceased, is either coincidental or part of the narrative approach.

The names, anecdotes, and traits portrayed here reflect personal memories, shared with respect and without any intent to harm anyone’s image.

Taíno Memories: A Spiritual World is the first installment of a spiritual and mystical saga that already includes three completed volumes and a fourth currently in development.

This universe has been carefully crafted as a continuous line of evolution, where the growth of the protagonist and the expansion of the spiritual world gradually reveal, step by step, the destiny of all humankind.

The following volumes are already available:

• Taíno Memories: Zetpo’s Guide

• Taíno Memories: The Zeons — The Race of Origin

And the fourth volume, currently in progress:

• Taíno Memories: The Eternal Ones Without Limits

Thank you for joining me on this journey.

This is not merely a story — it is a living, spiritual, and deeply human universe.

Prologue

Deep within the Dominican mountains, where the breeze carries the scent of jagua, tabonuco, and wet leaves, there are memories that still whisper among the stones.

They are not personal recollections, nor written records; they are invisible traces lived by the earth, the blood, and the soul of those who still know how to listen.

Yope is one of them.

This is not merely a novel.

It is the reconstruction of a forgotten world —a place where Taíno ancestors still pulse beneath the skin of the mountain, where medicine is not learned from books but through dreams, and where love is not spoken: it is felt with the spirit.

Taíno Memories: A Spiritual World marks the beginning of a saga born from the root —a root that refuses to feed only the past, demanding instead to bloom within the hearts of the present.

Here there are no heroes with swords, no fantasy magic.

Here there are visions, silences that speak, marks upon the skin that burn when the spirit calls, and an ancestral truth that awakens once the call is heard.

If you are willing to enter the Huácara, know that it is not merely a cave, but a doorway. Step through without fear.
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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.
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