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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 surroundings, but they have been modified 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 reflect personal memories lived with respect, without any intent to harm anyone’s image.

“Taíno Memories: The Guide of Zetpo” is the second narrative piece within the Taíno Memories universe — a spiritual saga that intertwines the ancestral, the mystical, and the human, rooted in the essence of the Caribbean.

The first work, “Taíno Memories: A Spiritual World,” was the initial doorway into this invisible yet ever-present universe.

The third installment in this series is titled: Taíno Memories: The Zeones — The Race of the Origin.

Each work can be read independently, yet they all share the same spirit: the search for the soul, the memory that endures, and the eternal connection between realms.

Thank you for joining the journey.

PROLOGUE

There are stories remembered by the soul before they are understood by the mind. Stories not written in books or carved in stone, but sown in the blood of a people, kept in the bones of the earth, and whispered by the wind into the ears of those still able to hear. This is one of those stories.

In a time before memory, when men had not yet named the rivers nor carved their fears into wood, the Fathers of Essence chose two souls to sow a new life. Two beings —pure and alive— destined to walk together at the dawn of a race.

Yope, the first to awaken. The Woman Without a Name, the first to feel.

They were the Adam and Eve of the Taíno people. From their union arose a lineage bound to the rivers, the mountains, the skies, and the spirits.

But the memory of men is fragile. And even when the soul carries ancient echoes, the flesh forgets.

Yope has lived many lives. In each one, his soul has sought the truth among dreams, roots, and pain. But in his last reincarnation, something changed.

A dark power, born from betrayal, tore his spirit apart and scattered it, leaving his essence adrift —incomplete.

The Zeones, guardians of the primordial forces, beheld this fracture with dread. One of them, Zetpo, the one who walks between time and light, received from his parents a sacred task: to guide Yope toward the recovery of his consciousness —or rather, of all his memories. To be his tutor, his shadow, and his remembrance.

But the path would not be easy. For in this new life, Yope does not remember who he was.

He lives in Caballero de Cotuí, studies at the university, fetches water from the river, and works the conuco. He prepares bottles of natural medicine with roots of anamú, caña fístula, orégano poleo, and verdolaga —without knowing that he does so guided by his ancient soul.

He travels to Cancún, where a woman waits for him in silence —never speaking her name, never revealing her true face. She carries the pain of the pact made with Auraya, the Zeona of Air: to protect Yope’s essence until his soul is ready to remember.

Yope knows nothing of this. But time has begun to stir.

The signs now brush against him —in dreams, in visions, in whispers rising from the depths of the earth. The spirits of his descendants, Taínos still living in the other realm, have begun to call his name. And only through the power of Zetpo can that bond cross the worlds.

Today, as he enters a dark cave and sits upon a warm stone to meditate, the past begins to speak to him.

The forgetting has been long... But memory is awakening.
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The stone was warm, as if it had breathed beneath the sun all day. Yope, crouched at the center of the cave, kept his eyes closed, yet his whole body felt the vibration. It was not a physical tremor but an echo dwelling in his blood— a living memory claiming space.

The smoke of the incense—made from dry leaves of guayuyo, anamú, and a handful of jobo bark—rose in slow spirals, dancing with the voices beginning to surround him.

At first, it was only a murmur. Then, a presence.

—Yope...  —Our father... —Our origin...

The voices were not external. They spoke within his consciousness, within his thoughts. There were many of them, yet they spoke as one.

They were the spirits of his descendants. Figures of copper-colored skin, eyes like burning embers, hair dusted with ancestral ash. Somehow, their presence adorned the cave, as if they had belonged there since the dawn of time.

And then, as had been happening for some nights already, they emerged from the dimness—formed of smoke and light. And they spoke clearly:

—The bond that connects us to you, that allows us to exist in this plane... is that we are your descendants. —From you and from her we were born. We are the blood of the Taíno people.

Yope listened closely. The air inside the cave was thick, almost liquid. The revelation weighed upon him like a sacred stone.

A figure stepped forward through the smoke— a commanding face with eyes like flashes of stars in a moonless night. They were the eyes of a woman— the same eyes that had gazed upon him again and again in dreams. She had once been a great behique, a spiritual leader and guardian of her people.

—We cannot tell you your first name, whispered one of the voices, for it is your duty to remember it. —Nor hers. But that is what we have been preparing you for, through constant guidance. Until you remember... you will remain incomplete.

Yope clenched his fists. His breathing grew heavy. The scent of anamú grew stronger. His body trembled—not from fear, but from recognition.

From a crack high above, a ray of moonlight slipped in and fell upon a carved stone bearing the symbol of the inverted spiral.

And there—Zetpo. He did not walk; he floated. His body seemed woven of pure energy, wrapped in radiant blue light. He was a Zeon, master of spirituality—the guide and instructor of Yope, his teacher. The one who dwells between what has been and what is yet to be... across all planes.

—Yope, said Zetpo, and his voice echoed against the cave walls, the time has come for you to remember. Not with your mind... but with your spirit.

—Who am I?

Zetpo approached him, extended his hand, and placed upon Yope’s chest a stone pulsing with living energy.

—To reach that knowledge, you must first walk upriver, through the corridors of time. —You are the first drum. The echo before the cry. The father before the people. —And your soul... is incomplete.

A dense silence filled the cave. The Taíno spirits stood still in the half-light, as if yielding space to what was meant to unfold.

—Each time you come here, Zetpo continued, the ancestors appear. Not because you call them... but because I open the door for them.

Yope understood. Zetpo was not only a guide— he was the hidden bridge between realms. Through him, the Taíno spirits could speak. Without him, the past was only a dream without shape.

—Prepare yourself, Yope, said the Zeon. I will show you what you could not see... what was taken from you.

And then, he simply vanished— leaving Yope alone with the Taíno spirits inside the cave.



Yope awoke before dawn. The house was still cloaked in shadows. No roosters crowed, but silence itself was beginning to stretch awake like a beast.

He took the empty bucket, slipped out quietly. The path to the river was rough with stones and roots, and at the muddy curve where he always slipped, his feet already knew the way.

He went down, filled the bucket, and came back.

In the kitchen, no one moved yet. Only the smoke of old firewood lingered in the air.

Then he took the rope and went for firewood. It did not weigh on him. Not that day.

For something within his chest pressed hard— a silent desire he could no longer ignore. He had to see her. As if the balance of the world depended on it.



By noon, when the sun was burning, Yope said the usual words:

—They’re coming to get me for Bonao.

His mother barely lifted her head. He stepped out into the yard, walked among the trees, and when no one could see him,

he teleported— appearing over the sand.

The breeze smelled of salt, of ripe mango, of something outside of time.

She was there. As always. Barefoot. Silent.

She did not say her name— she couldn’t.

But Yope sat beside her, as one returning home.

Without words, they shared two fruits fallen from a nearby tree. They gazed at the sea.

At times, his fingers brushed the sand. Hers did too. As if, through the grains, they could touch without breaking the promise.

They remained there for hours... but time measured nothing. For it was not time— it was soul.



By nightfall, Yope returned home. He ate little. Went to bed early. Not from fatigue— but from urgency.

He waited. Waited until the world fell asleep.

And when dawn began to touch the window, he rose— and vanished.

At once, he was back in the cave.

Then— a sound. Not wind. Not echo. Something more primal.

Zetpo appeared— not walking, not descending, but forming, as if someone were remembering him too intensely.

And his voice—without tone—spoke:

—Hey, do you know if Macarena ever gave joy to her body? Because mine feels sad.

Yope froze, bewildered; he didn’t understand a single word of what the Zeon had just said.

He said nothing. Just stood there.

—Fine, Zetpo sighed at last. Since your brain can’t catch the slang—or barely works—let’s use what’s left.

Yope lowered his gaze. It wasn’t fear, nor shame. It was confusion— as if his soul were sitting in the waiting room of something it couldn’t yet explain.

Zetpo raised his right hand.

—Today, you will learn to move things without moving them.

—Telekinesis? Yope dared to ask.

—No. That’s vulgar.

—Then what is it?

—Resonance. If your body vibrates in harmony with an object, you don’t need to touch it.

—Can that be learned?

—No. But it can be remembered.



Zetpo instructed him to sit before a floating stone. It was small, gray, unremarkable— but suspended in the air, it looked like a promise.

—What should I do? asked Yope.

—Nothing. Just remember it.

—Remember it from where?

—From the place where everything has already happened—yet no one remembers.

The silence settled.

Minutes passed. Perhaps hours. Yope was sweating from the inside, as if every disordered thought interfered with the connection.



—Why is this so hard for me? he finally asked.

Zetpo replied without looking at him: —Because you come from a species that confuses will with desire.

—I don’t understand.

—You want to move it.

—Isn’t that the same thing?

—No. Desire is born of emptiness, of what the flesh imposes. Will, at a higher level, is cultivated in harmony with the whole. It rises from the center.

Yope still didn’t understand. —And what if I have no center?

Zetpo smiled. —Then you have something better: space to build one.



The stone was never used for the purpose of that training. The Zeon, who still held it suspended in the air, let it drop to the ground.

Zetpo lifted his gaze. —You didn’t break anything today. But you became part of the world—and for this moment, that is enough.

—Enough for what? Yope asked.

—To never be the same again.



On his way back home, as always, no one noticed his return. It was 5:47 in the morning.

Yope slipped into bed, and before falling asleep, wrote in his notebook:

“Zetpo talks weird. But the universe listens to him.” “Macarena: no data.”
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It was Sunday. But the water was gone. And the firewood —last night’s— had already turned to ashes in the kitchen pit. So there would be no celebration.

Yope got up as always: without drama, without pause, carrying the jugs in his arms, his gaze fixed on the dirt floor. No one in the house asked what day it was. That question only belongs to those who rest. And in Caballero, rest is earned with the body, not with the calendar.

He walked out of the yard with the empty jugs. The sky was overcast and the air was cool. The path to the river was the same as ever: deep roots, loose stones, and that patch of mud where shoes always lost their faith.

Zetpo appeared without warning—like a thought that hadn’t asked permission.

—Time is not what you think it is.

—I don’t think anything, Yope said, without stopping.

—Good. Those who believe too much forget to see.

At the river, he filled the jugs. He crouched down. Looked at his reflection. Zetpo wasn’t in the water, but something trembled on the surface, as if the current itself knew someone else was there.

—What are you exactly?

—I’m the one who remembers what you haven’t yet lived.

—And if I smack you for talking nonsense? Yope said.

But instantly, the Zeon struck him on the head and answered: —Then enjoy it on my behalf.

And, my friends, there was no mercy in that blow.

Yope rose from the ground, brushed off the sand, and charged at his so-called instructor. Punch after punch—twenty minutes of struggle—until Yope realized he was swinging at his own shirt, while Zetpo laughed from several meters away.

From the viewpoint of the one writing this, that scene hardly seemed sacred anymore—and even less so from what one might expect of such a being.

On the way back up, Yope stopped for a moment to rest his hands. His breathing was steady. But inside, the world was shifting.

As they walked, Zetpo stayed beside him.

—Isn’t that what you call the future?

—No. It’s called interrupted memory. Most people live like torn books: incomplete, misshapen, hollow.

—And you fix them?

—No. I return them to you. The rest is your problem.



After the water came the firewood. The rope hung behind the zinc shed. He grabbed the machete, checked the edge, and headed for the hill.

There, the wind was light, and the dry branches never lied: when they’re ready, they break without a fight.

Zetpo appeared again.

—Do you know what a cycle is?

—Something that repeats.

—No. It’s something you repeat.

—And what if I don’t want to repeat it?

—Then get ready to break.

The machete came down hard. A branch split. The rope went taut. Yope said nothing. But his mind wasn’t only in the woods.



More than 3,000 kilometers away, in Cancún, the Woman Without a Name stood on the beach. Her light dress swayed to the rhythm of the sea wind. She didn’t speak. She didn’t think. She held.

An invisible line connected her chest to the essence of Auraya— a suspended energy, unseen, but keeping alive every particle of Yope’s spirit.

If she ever left that beach, the pact would shatter. And with it, Yope would vanish from time, as if he had never been.

Her belly had begun to round. Not enough to alarm her— but enough to remind her that the clock had begun.

The child (boy or girl, she still didn’t know) would be the next witness of that ancestral thread— and also, the next risk.

She could not move. She could not go find him. She could only wait.

As guardians wait: without complaint, without demand, with a broken heart, but in silence.



By late afternoon, Yope tied the wood behind the house. He went inside. Washed his face. His mother had already set the pot on the fire.

He ate rice with pigeon peas and a few small pieces of green plantain. No one said much.

His younger sister asked: —You going to the university tomorrow?

Yope nodded.

—They picking you up again?

—Yeah, he said. The friend with the car.

A lie. But everyone believed it.



As evening fell, Yope sat with Ramón, talking as they watched the day die.

—You’re acting strange, Petan, Ramón said.

—Strange how?

—Like you know things you don’t know you know.

—Maybe.

—And that Canadian girl—the one you fell for? She stopped writing?

Yope didn’t answer. Because some answers can’t be spoken in the language of earth.



That night, the world slept. Yope lay down without a word. Stared at the zinc roof. And, teleporting, appeared in the cave.

There were the spirits. He sat among them, in a circle.

Because before dawn, Zetpo would return— and this time, it wouldn’t be to talk.
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The cave had no clock. But the silence grew denser. More expectant.

Yope remained seated on the ground, legs crossed. The spirits around him did not move. But Yope knew they were watching him— not with judgment, but with memory.

One of them—a barely visible outline— seemed to lean toward him. And in his mind, a phrase rose, like a whisper without sound:

—You must make your way to remember. You must hurry to it.

Yope closed his eyes. Breathed slowly. The ground was cold, but the center of his chest burned.



Zetpo didn’t arrive walking. He simply floated. He appeared like a fracture in the plane— a break in the cave’s idea of itself.

The spirits didn’t react. Only Yope opened his eyes.

—You already know why I came, Zetpo said without ceremony.

—Yes.

—It won’t be easy.

—Nothing has been.

—This is different, said the Zeon. This time we won’t train the body. We’ll train what remains when the body dies.



Zetpo sat before him. Crossed his legs. Hands open, palms facing upward.

—Your spirit and mine are of different natures, he said. You are fragment. I am accumulation.

—Is that good or bad?

—It’s dangerous, Zetpo replied. If it isn’t done right, one could drag the other to his end.

Yope nodded. Closed his eyes. Zetpo did the same.

The entire cave compressed toward the center. Not physically— but as if the edges of space itself had joined the meditation.



In Cancún, the Woman Without a Name sat up. She was asleep, yet her body rose by impulse. She felt a current running through her spine. It wasn’t pain— it was an invisible pull from her essence.

The sea roared louder. And the mist-line that extended from within her trembled. She knew then:

“Zetpo has begun.”

She took the clay vessel. Placed it at the center of the altar. Poured water and salt inside, then sat in a circle around it.

She didn’t pray. She didn’t ask. She attuned.

Because her body was still a channel. And if the bond between Yope and Zetpo was forged wrong, she would be the first to break.



In the cave, there was no sound. But inside Yope’s mind, the universe spoke. Not in words— but in sensations.

The stones radiated energies that gathered within him. The air burned like fire, stirred by the weaving of their forces.

Zetpo’s voice guided him from within:

“Don’t think. Don’t desire. Don’t visualize. Just breathe toward the direction you don’t yet know.”

Yope let his head fall toward his chest. Not from pain— but because something detached itself from his center.



One of the spirits moved. The oldest one. Its outline now clearer.

And into Yope’s mind entered an image: a stone on the beach, a woman’s hand, and a child within a womb.

Kaelor.

Zetpo opened one eye. Smiled.

—It’s starting to open, he said softly.



In Caballero, the sun barely touched the mountains. Yope’s mother was stretching to light the fire. She hadn’t called him yet. She didn’t know he wasn’t in bed.

But the dogs weren’t barking. And that— that was strange.



Back in the cave, the meditation reached its breaking point. Yope trembled. He didn’t sweat— he trembled as if something were touching him from inside.

Zetpo spoke gently:

“If this part breaks, there is no return. If your essence rejects me, you will die. And if I shatter... I will never be again.”

But Yope didn’t retreat. He kept his body still.

And in his mind, a light flared— a symbol: three intertwined lines, a triangle spinning in spiral.

The mark of the Ancient Zeons.

Zetpo saw it within him. Lowered his head.

—Welcome to shared memory.



When it was over, Yope lay on the ground, gasping. Zetpo stood. The spirits surrounded them.

And one of them spoke inside his mind:

“Now you walk with two shadows. And neither is yours.”

Yope smiled. Because though cryptic, it sounded like progress.
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The air of the cave still weighed on his chest. But dawn had already ended.

Yope opened his eyes in the silence of the spiritual plane. The spirits were still there, motionless. Zetpo said nothing. He simply raised two fingers. That was enough.

In the blink of an eye, the world changed.

Yope appeared in his bedroom, lying on his back, as if he had never moved at all. The sheet covered half his body. The sky behind the window was already bright. From the kitchen came the footsteps of his mother. No one entered. No one called him.

The universe, perhaps out of respect, gave him a truce until two in the afternoon.



When he finally woke, his body felt heavy— as if filled with stone. It wasn’t muscle fatigue, but a kind of spiritual hangover.

He glanced at the wall clock: 2:04 p.m. “Physics class,” he murmured.

He didn’t shower. Just changed clothes. Clean sneakers, backpack ready.

Out loud, he said: “I’m going with my friend. He’s driving. I’ll be late.” No one questioned him.



He walked through the trees of the property as if searching for a specific shadow. He found it. Stopped under the exact one.

The world spun without warning. And in the blink of a thought, he was already inside one of the university bathrooms.

He checked that no one was there. Washed his face. Adjusted his clothes. And walked into the hallway as if nothing had happened.



That day in General Physics I, his mind wasn’t entirely present. They were talking about mass, kinetic energy, and lab work. But deep down, he still felt the vibration of the link with Zetpo.

Every time he blinked, a radiant silhouette crossed the edge of his vision.



Meanwhile, in Cancún, the Woman Without a Name sat on the terrace of her cabin, facing the sea. The wind moved her light dress. Her bare feet touched the sand.

A laptop was open before her, and through a video call she received reports from her managers.

She owned three active resorts along the beach, as well as two restaurants and a spiritual experience center. She didn’t need to move— everything had been arranged years ago.

Her assistants knew not to ask her to travel. The beach was her temple. And the pact with Auraya could not be broken.



The pregnancy advanced calmly. Each morning, she took her pulse with a hand over her belly. Not like a doctor, but like a guardian.

She knew that child—boy or girl— would not be just another being. It would be a node, a meeting point between planes, a promise made flesh.

And though she didn’t know it yet, in that child’s blood would live the seed of balance.
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