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A Surprising Encounter
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“Kinari, protect Icon’s spaceship in case there are some more. Shamir, fly by my side, we are going to force the spaceship we have on the radar screen to land,” I told my teammates over the radio.

Not even a month, since the battle in which we faced the Hactions, had passed and we were already back on a mission on the other side of the Universe. The days of rest on Earth with our families had been great for us, but it was not enough for the entire team. A few days after arriving home, Puno had contacted Shamir, he was very worried. The Planets of the Federation reported, with increasing frequency, the discovery of small transport spaceships that landed in their territory. More than one had crashed and had significant damage as a result of a faulty landing.

The strange thing was that when the military went to the area to examine them, there was no one inside. It seemed that its occupants had evaporated without leaving the slightest trace. At first, they thought that perhaps they were spaceships abandoned in space and that they landed following the pattern of any type of automatic landing protocol. But what undoubtedly attracted attention was the high number of cases that had occurred in the last month, and also on so many and so distant planets in the Federation.

The alarms went off when the Dalmites, after multiple inquiries, managed to find the model and type of spaceship. They were Frabont spaceships, but not the modern and extraordinary combat and transport spaceships that they had today, but rather very old spaceships, from thousands of years ago. According to the Dalmite engineers, these spaceships had not been used since the times when the Frabonts built that giant screen that cooled the burning surface of Castia and allowed them access to the Fourth Cave of the Castios.

And this led to another even more intriguing question. No one could explain how such ancient spaceships had evaded the modern approach radars of the different Planets of the Federation without being detected. Hundreds of cases recorded on multiple planets ruled out the possibility of specific failures in these advanced detection systems.

I was very worried about this matter, and my colleagues knew it. They knew that Samec had told me that he had a bad feeling after learning about the first two cases that were reported, because he told me that their appearance was the prelude to a catastrophe. Since then, I did nothing but wonder in my head what danger was lurking in the Universe again.

The fact that it had been confirmed that they were old Frabont spaceships accentuated my unease. As much as we had saved the Frabont race from certain extinction at the hands of the Hactions, I knew that with them it is not possible to relax. Surely they continued with their dark plans to destroy us, the Atlanteans. After Puno’s call, I thought about going over on my own to investigate, but Erika convinced me to stay a few more days at home, both my friends and I needed to disconnect a little more from the stressful month of December that we had had. In short, in a few days we had committed ourselves to Jotun to go to Granko 1, then we could dedicate ourselves to investigating these strange events.

Jotun wanted to hold a meeting on his home planet with the village chiefs of all the Grankonian tribes, for which he had requested the Dalmites for the necessary transportation for the top Grankonian leaders to come from Granko 2 and Granko 3, to which the Dalmites happily agreed. We Atlanteans were also invited to that meeting, as were the leaders of the planets of Bethany, with Ricaude and Dr. Icudo at the head, and also the Dalmites, with Pandros, Zarón, Puno, Alaria and Icon as representatives of their race.

With twenty-four hours left before the celebration, I told Samec, as promised, that I would accompany him to see the Black Planet. He was convinced that there we could find answers to his bad feelings. Jotun, Samec’s father, decided to accompany us. He wanted to fly over the planet to see first-hand if there could still be some remnant of living Grankonians, after those Frabont bastards turned the planet into a nuclear wasteland. Not in vain, we moved hundreds of thousands of his brothers to fight against the Frabonts when we took control of the Black Planet, but we already told Jotun that the times we had flown over the planet we had not seen anyone alive. Neither human beings nor Grankonians.

Icon prepared his spaceship to carry Samec and Jotun, while Shamir and Kinari, more rested than the rest of my friends, decided to accompany me with their spaceships.

And it seemed premonitory, because as soon as we entered the orbit of that gigantic planet we found ourselves face to face in flight with one of those strange spaceships. It was flying over one of those large craters, the left engine was giving off a lot of smoke and damage was visible on its lower part. I imagine that when passing through the enormous mountain range that surrounds the crater they must have had a small accident with one of its pointed peaks. Now our main objective was to land it and find out who the hell was inside.

“They don’t respond to our radio messages,” Shamir said in a deep voice. “Maybe it’s controlled by remote.”

“Its movements are too abrupt for there not to be a pilot inside, and very bad, by the way,” I commented as I avoided that singular spaceship by millimeters. I had positioned myself parallel to it to see if I could see who was operating it and almost crashed into it when it made an unexpected maneuver towards my position.

“I’m going to shoot the other engine before they reach the forest, on that plain they will be able to land without problems,” Shamir told me while he got himself in an attack position behind the mysterious spaceship.

Shamir opened fire on the only engine that was still running and the spaceship stumbled down, so much so that I thought it would end up smashed to the ground.

“You’re right, someone is piloting that spaceship, it couldn’t have been worse,” Shamir commented in a surprised voice. “Due to its aerodynamics it could have landed lightly on the ground and almost crashed into it.”

“Let’s go find out,” I told Shamir determinedly. “Let’s land about a hundred meters away from them, if that’s okay.”

Shamir thought it was a good idea and so we did it. We approached cautiously, with our suits activated, not really knowing whether to board it or wait for its occupants to come out. The spaceship was about ten meters from the beginning of the forest, its landing gear was broken and its nose was embedded in the ground. As large as the esplanade was and the poor condition of the spacecraft, it was clear that the pilot was very inexperienced. On the other hand, quite thick black smoke was coming out of one of the engines, a sign that they had not even activated the engine’s extinguishing systems. The spaceship looked quite old and dilapidated, not only because of its old age, which we already knew, but because of the obvious lack of maintenance. It had nothing to do with those modern spaceships that the Frabonts or the black army had.

“It’s a shame, I don’t even know how it could have flown here,” said Shamir in astonishment, while he inspected the exterior of the spaceship in detail.

“Me neither,” I told him while I was hallucinating at the vision of the old junk we had in front of us. “I think we should wait for its occupants to try to abandon the spaceship; inside that mousetrap we may be more vulnerable than here in the outside.”

Shamir nodded his head while he diverted his gaze towards the forest that had formed nearby, whose trees, even without having a very thick trunk, were already over five meters high.

“Those plants we found in the crater of the Grankonian planet are extraordinary,” Shamir said in admiration. “Their seeds have managed to germinate in this apocalyptic nuclear desert and have reduced radiation in such a way that you can now walk around here without any type of protective suit.”

“Yes, you’ve already seen that certain green areas are beginning to be noticeable from space,” I told him as I lost my sight in the beautiful forest. “A few months ago this was just a nuclear wasteland, after the multitude of underground atomic detonations caused by those damned Frabonts. They destroyed the planet and killed millions of people just for giving us the message that they would inflict a lot of pain and suffering on us.”

“Do you think we can rescue many humans or Grankonians alive?” Shamir asked me.

“Don’t know. Jotun is convinced that those of his race who were not killed by the impact of the explosions will have taken refuge in a safe place. The truth is that we have flown over many areas of this immense planet and we have not seen anyone alive,” I responded in a deep voice. “However, this planet is gigantic, there were surely areas where the radiation did not reach. Furthermore, you already heard Kropos in the Council of the 10,000 Planets, many human beings, to escape the Grankonian hordes, had already taken shelter in the atomic shelters before the explosions, so there must be people alive down there.’

‘I am convinced that Kropos will return for his people. We will bring Jotun’s men to areas where radioactive contamination is lowest so that they can rescue the largest number of living Grankonians. That’s why we had come, to see in which areas we could leave them without putting their lives at risk from radiation.”

“Will these plants have the same attributes as in the crater? Will the branches and roots be able to move as they please? Will they communicate with each other?” Shamir asked hurriedly as the soft rustle of the wind could be heard passing through the branches of the trees.

“Don’t doubt it, they are just like the ones in the crater,” said Kinari smiling, who had just approached our position. “As soon as I landed, my bracelet came loose from my wrist and sped towards the forest, as if it were a small snake. I suppose yours, Santiago, has done the same, but you haven’t even realized it.”

“What are you doing here, Kinari?” I asked her confused, while I verified that it was true, my bracelet did not appear on my wrist either. “You had to be escorting Icon’s spaceship, lest more spaceships like these appear and attack us.”

“I warn you, if the spaceships are like this, I don’t think Icon would have had any problems shooting them down. Despite being a cargo spaceship, it carries good weapons to defend itself from any attack,” Shamir said, not without some reason.

“You are so absorbed that you have not realized that Icon’s spaceship has landed a while ago. When you deactivated your helmet and adjusted the zipper of your suit, Samec could see that the pendant he gave you did not light up, so he insisted that we land,” she told me in a funny way.

“It’s true!” I exclaimed a little dazed. “I don’t remember the gem ever glowing, which means it understands there’s no real danger. Perhaps Samec was wrong in his premonitions and these spaceships are not a threat to the Federation. By the way, where is he?”

“In the forest, along with his father and Icon, he wanted to show them something. Look, just there, now they’re coming out that way,” Kinari said as she pointed with her finger to a part of the thick grove from where our friends were returning.

“This is amazing, my sister had already told me about the existence of these plants, but until you see it you can’t believe it,” Icon said in an excited voice as he reached our position. “These trees move and communicate, and Samec is able to understand them.”

“If I concentrate hard, I can also understand some loose word,” Kinari said in wonder. “Although in my first meeting with them I almost didn’t make it, thank goodness you came to rescue me, Santiago.”

“They are delighted with this new home you have given them,” Samec commented smiling from ear to ear. “Your bracelets are lost in the forest, they go from branch to branch, in what seems like a very animated conversation.”

“Yes, Kinari already told me this, and also that you noticed that the gem I wear around my neck has not changed color. Therefore, we should not be in danger. Perhaps your premonitions are unfounded and these spaceships do not represent a danger to the Planets of the Federation,” I told him in a relieved voice, hoping that I was right.

“That’s why I asked Icon to land,” he told me, as his face became more serious and his voice deeper. “I would have preferred that the necklace I gave you glowed a bright red color. If it hasn’t shined, it’s not a good sign. And I doubt I was wrong, I notice my distressing forebodings getting stronger and stronger.”

“I don’t understand you...” Icon said with a broken voice.

“What Samec means is that whatever is on these spaceships, the pendant does not understand that it is a danger to Santiago,” said Kinari, whose face reflected great concern. “That gem that Santiago wears around his neck comes from the Dark Universe, so...”

Kinari was going to continue with her explanation, but she stopped abruptly when she observed that the side door of the spaceship began to slowly open, while a large amount of white smoke came out of the spaceship interior. We prepare to repel a possible attack. Samec’s last words had left me even more uneasy and I was very nervous to know who the occupants of that dilapidated spaceship were. But minutes passed and no one came out.

“Shamir, let’s go investigate,” I said impatiently.

“Wait!” Jotun exclaimed, as he held my arm to stop me from advancing. “I hear footsteps inside the spaceship, approaching the door, and whatever it is, it has a very strong smell. It won’t take long to see it appear.”

Jotun was right. Not even a minute had passed when two silhouettes emerged from the spaceship, distorted by the white smoke that still filled the access door. We immediately realized that they were not human figures. They were... they were like two large lizards, well, more than lizards, they were like two extinct dinosaurs. They did not exceed one and a half meters in height, they walked on their two hind legs, large and muscular, which contrasted with their upper limbs, small and with only three long fingers each, although at the end of each finger they had a sharp curved claw. Their skin was scaly, with shades of green, brown and gray. They had a large and elongated head, a mouth with a small row of teeth, and also a long tail, perhaps too large for the size of their body.

If it had only been for that reason, I would have thought that we were facing some living descendants of dinosaurs, but to my surprise they appeared armed in a grotesque manner. On their heads they wore a kind of leather helmet tied around the neck with a cord of the same type; on their chests they wore a kind of armor-type protection, which must have been made with resin or something similar, and which was attached to the body by two thick, rather frayed vines. Finally, they had a metal device hooked to their tails, which looked like a blunt spike without a tip. In their small upper limbs they tremblingly carried a kind of enormous plasma weapon that they could barely hold between their small fingers. They looked straight at us, as if defiant, and one of them began to make strange grunts.

“These two look like they came out of one of those very low-budget movies from the 1950s,” Shamir commented amusingly. “Either that or a costume party held by high school students.”

“They may look ridiculous, but the powerful weapons they carry are no joke. Very old, but capable of making a big hole if they shoot you in the chest,” said Icon, who was astonished.

“I don’t doubt it, but they are very heavy for them,” said Kinari, half smiling, while she observed them carefully. “They have been trying to direct those huge weapons towards us for a while, but with their short upper limbs it is not possible. The cannon points towards the treetops, I doubt they will be able to shoot and hit us.”

“They are terrified,” said Jotun, very convinced. “I can notice how fast their breathing is and read the fear in their eyes. Unfortunately, you already know that we Grankonians know a lot about that.”

At that moment, the one who seemed a little taller again made a long series of grunts and sounds, as if he were trying to communicate with us.

“It’s a pity that we can’t understand them, we don’t know if they are asking us for help or if they are threatening us with death, but without a doubt their growls are more funny than scary,” Kinari said in a jovial tone. “If you add to that their bizarre appearance, the situation seems more comical than dangerous.”

“We can’t understand them, but they can,” said Samec with a sibylline smile, while pointing to the extraordinary plants that populated the forest. “Now they are translating what they say to me.”

“And what they say?” His father asked with extreme curiosity. “I think that of all of us you are the only one who can communicate fluently with those tree beings.”

“That they are coming to invade this planet to serve as a home for members of their species. If we surrender and are not hostile, they will let us live and share part of the planet with them, but if we decide to fight they will annihilate us,” said Samec, smiling while trying not to burst into laughter that might scare the saurian.

“What’s so funny?” Icon asked, a little startled. “You just said that they are coming to conquer this planet, and I don’t see that as funny at all.”

“The tree beings have asked them how many spaceships are coming, and they have said that they can conquer this planet by just the two of them,” said Samec, who was trying by all means to control his laughter, but it was now impossible.

“Maybe they have a secret weapon that we don’t know about, even though we see them like this...” Icon began to say.

“Come on, Icon, stop the nonsense, take a good look at them,” Kinari said as she deactivated her helmet and smiled. “They are much more afraid than us, and they are not even able to point their weapons at us.”

As soon as she took off her helmet, the two creatures jumped and went to hide inside the spaceship. From there, a multitude of grunts were heard again, only to reappear on the ramp a few seconds later.

“I’m having an idea,” Samec said. “Icon, do you have one of those terminals on your spaceship that controls our language translators?”

“Yes, of course,” he responded in a surprised voice.

“Bring it up here,” said Samec in a mysterious voice.

Icon left to get the device and returned a few minutes later with the aforementioned gadget to give it to Samec. Of all the inventions that I had known about since we entered this convulsive Universe, the one that had caught my attention the most was the curious language translation system that the oldest races in the Universe had invented. A small patch with a chip attached to the ear was enough to understand any language in the Universe. Likewise, it allowed you to speak in your language and for your interlocutor to understand you without having to wear the aforementioned chip. However, and to avoid small delays in the translation, it was much more practical for everyone to bring their own. Therefore, when the Grankonians began to recover their reason, the first thing the Dalmites did was provide them with this fantastic communication system.

“Kinari, I believe that, if you concentrate and connect with your bracelet, it could adapt this device so that our chips translate what these creatures speak,” Samec said in a slow voice as he handed Kinari the machine that Icon had given him, which looked like a small personal computer. “These arboreal beings understand what they say and perhaps can get us to share their conversations.”

“I’m going to try,” said Kinari, surprised, perhaps nervous about Samec’s strange request.

Kinari closed her eyes and concentrated. In a few moments we saw what looked like a pair of small worms coming out of the forest and moving across the meadow. They were Kinari’s bracelet and mine, which quickly adapted to our wrists. From Kinari’s came out, as if from a fine thread, a tiny branch that was introduced into the terminal that she had in her hand. For a few minutes we stayed with our eyes focused on the aforementioned device and on Kinari’s bracelet, while we saw how a second, third and fourth thread came out of the bracelet to follow the same destination as the first. After a few minutes, the small stems returned to their place and the bracelet disappeared under Kinari’s skin.

“I don’t know, I think it’s done,” Kinari commented, smiling.

“Give me a few minutes, I’m going to update the software to see if it works,” Icon said, amazed at what he had seen, as he received the device that Kinari returned to him. Icon began to operate on the tiny keyboard that the device had, while the rest of us looked at it expectantly to see if it worked. The creatures continued to make growls directed at us, but the truth is that we did not pay attention to them, we were only worried about whether our translation chips would allow us to communicate with them.

Time passed, the creatures continued with their little growls, but we were not able to receive anything through our translation chips. Icon looked at us discouraged and shrugged, a sign that the invention had not worked. At that moment, one of the creatures, the tallest of them, took a couple of steps forward, and Jotun stared at him and opened his mouth so that the creature was intimidated and retreated at the sight of his imposing teeth.

And boy did he do it! He stumbled back, with such bad luck that a shot came out of that kind of big galactic rifle he was carrying. The weapon, of great power, sat the dinosaur on the ground, and the discharge of energy took away a good part of the crown of a tree. Seconds later, a huge root emerged from the ground and hit the dinosaur hard, causing him to somersault several times for four or five meters, while his helmet, armor, and the gadget on his tail were thrown out.

“Are you okay, Tric?” Said the creature approaching the one who had been hit. “I told you that it was not a good idea to go out with those things that we have no idea how to handle and are not prepared for our upper extremities. Anyway, what a bad temper that tree has, it almost broke you in two from the blow it gave you.”

“I think that root has broken my leg. I saw that giant’s teeth and I was scared. For a moment I thought he would jump on us to devour us.”

We began to look at each other in amazement. We were hearing the conversation of those creatures through the translation system we had. I felt totally overwhelmed, the first time we could understand non-human creatures. It was an atypical, wonderful, extraordinary sensation, one of those that makes your hair stand on end.

Of course, the language translator had not put much effort into the saurian voices. It gave the sensation of hearing the characters from those old cartoons from the sixties, with a certain metallic ring. What is certain is that it brought grace and sympathy to the comments of those two creatures. The first one who spoke had a girl’s voice, while the dinosaur that had been hit had a boy’s voice. At that moment, Samec put his finger to his lips while showing an amused smile. It was clear that if we could already understand them, they would too if we talked to each other.

“Once the door was open we should have been on the other side,” said the one with the girl’s voice. “When the creature wakes up we should be as far away from here as possible and let them deal with it. As you will understand, if your idea was to intimidate them, it turned out badly. I think they only think about eating us. Have you noticed the teeth of the two giants?”

“I’m telling you, when the biggest one showed me his teeth, I almost fainted. I’m very sorry that my plan didn’t work Trica, but we had to try,” said the one who looked like the male with a slightly sad tone. “I’m sorry I brought you here. We wanted to avoid being slaughtered by the other creatures and now we are going to serve these others as food.”

“Yes, you are right, there was no choice but to try,” she said, while licking the wound on his paw lovingly, something that relieved the pain the male felt. “If we have to end like this, we will do it together and being ourselves.”

“Greetings, beings from another planet,” said Samec in a conciliatory manner. “My name is Samec and this is my father Jotun, we are both Grankonians. And these are my Atlantean friends: Kinari, Shamir and Santiago. You can rest assured, nobody is going to eat you here.”

“Can you understand us? And we you? How is it possible? What magic is this?” Trica asked, shaking her head from side to side as if she did not believe what was happening.

“The tree beings understand you, and we understand them too, we have only had to adapt our technology to make it possible,” said Kinari as she approached to see the wound on the hind leg of the one who responded to the name of Tric.

Kinari put her hands on the wound and could see that his leg bone was fractured. She concentrated and managed to close the bone crack. A small grunt of pain left Tric’s mouth, as Trica looked at Kinari in amazement.

“I think you can walk now,” Kinari told him, smiling, as she removed her hands from the already healed paw.

“You’ve cured him!” Trica exclaimed as she gave Kinari a couple of licks. “A broken leg for us is fatal in most cases. By not being able to move as quickly, our bodies become stagnant until the heart fails, and we die in a short time.”

“What are you doing here? How did you get here?” Shamir asked, very intrigued, and at the same time stunned by being able to communicate with these strange creatures.

“We’ll tell you whatever you want, but first we have to get away from here or, better yet, get off this planet. Inside the spaceship there is a gray demon, if it wakes up it will annihilate us all,” Trica said as she helped her companion to get up using her enormous head.

“We are human beings. And you, what species are you?” I asked in a jovial way, because I loved being able to have a conversation with those friendly critters.

“They’re reptisaurus,” Icon went ahead to answer happily. “Or just saurian, if you prefer to call them that. According to Dalmite texts there are thousands of planets inhabited by these species. It is wonderful that now, thanks to these arboreal beings, we can communicate with them.”

“We are Mentisaurs, that is the name they gave us, a very special race within the saurian,” Trica corrected while raising her head proudly. “We are fleeing from a very dangerous race, and almost as ugly as you, the Octavonts. They are the owners of this spaceship.”

“Octavonts?” Icon asked in a tone of disbelief. “I have never heard that name before.”

“They’re creatures almost as tall as your friends, the toothy ones,” Tric said as he pointed his snout at the Grankonians. “They have eight strong, long limbs, and they can use them to walk, run, fire their weapons, or pilot these spaceships. Then they have a small body and a very large elongated head, with a beak-shaped mouth. Their skin is gelatinous, although they have a very hard skull that protects their brain, their weak spot.”

“They can become transparent, and they are capable of self-regeneration,” Trica continued with the explanation. “You can rip off their legs or half their body if you want, but if you don’t destroy their brain, in a short time they will grow back everything you’ve amputated.”

“We will tell you everything you want to know, but first you have to get us out of this place. It won’t take long for the gray demon to wake up and everything on this planet will succumb to its force,” said Tric, very scared.

As soon as he finished his comment, a bloodcurdling scream came from inside the spaceship, after which the sound of a loud bang was heard. Whatever had woken up had to have enormous force, since the brutal blow had bulged the hull of the spaceship. Tric and Trica looked at each other scared, leaving at full speed into the forest.

“Guys, get ready to see whatever comes out,” I told my teammates, while fully activating my suit and preparing for the fight.

Those strange growls and screams were heard closer and closer, and the dents caused by the blows inside the spaceship warned us that the creature was heading towards the exit ramp. Icon had his weapon ready, Jotun and Samec stood in a defensive position, and Kinari and Shamir formed energy spheres, waiting for the creature to come out.

At that moment, I started to have that strange feeling again. I felt calm, relaxed, even with a certain sense of well-being, but I also felt strong and powerful. I noticed how my heart was beating very fast..., until I realized my mistake. It was not my heart that was beating rapidly, it was the pendant that gave me that perception. That could only mean one thing, and that is that the wonderful gem I was wearing around my neck had transformed into the Black Heart, an unequivocal sign that the life form that was about to emerge had some relationship with the Dark Universe. I deactivated my helmet and looked at Samec, who only made a slight affirmative movement of his head, as if he also knew what was happening.

At that moment, the creature appeared. It was a creature similar to a gray wolf, somewhat larger in size, whose fur showed small bald spots, as if it were falling out. Its shrunken snout made its imposing fangs visible, giving it a much more aggressive appearance. But what gave us the most chills were the growls and screams it emitted, which shook us greatly.

“Well, it’s not that big of a deal,” Jotun said, taking a step forward. It was clear that this strange wolf seemed little match for a Grankonian of more than three and a half meters.

“Dad, don’t take another step,” said Samec in a deep and mysterious voice. “Icon, put away your weapon. Shamir and Kinari, break up those energy spheres. That creature will rip off your arm before you even give it the slightest scratch. Santiago, you have to take care of it yourself.”

I nodded and stood halfway between my friends and the creature. After deactivating my suit, the creature fixed its eyes on the pendant and took a step back, as if it were afraid of it. But nothing could be further from the truth, it instantly began to growl threateningly and frown more, as if it were ready to attack me.

“Santiago, activate your suit, please,” Kinari told me with a certain voice of desperation; “if that creature jumps on you, it will dismember you in seconds.”

“That animal is injured and there is something you are carrying that it doesn’t like,” said Samec in a serious and mysterious voice. “Be very careful, it could attack you at any moment.”

I took a step forward, and the animal wrinkled its nose even more, as if warning me not to take another step. It kept staring at the Black Heart menacingly, so I closed my eyes, concentrated, and took a deep breath. When I opened them again I could see how the gem had transformed, there was only that extraordinary oval-shaped black diamond. The animal stopped growling at me and allowed me to approach slowly. Its aggression had disappeared and it looked at me like a wounded animal in need of help. I knew that look well. I remember that when I was little, a German shepherd that my uncle had got tangled in the outside wire fence of the farm and as I approached him I could see that he was looking at me with the desperation typical of a wounded and scared animal. I never managed to forget those pleading eyes, because that image made me so sad that it remained engraved in my brain.

When I got to the animal, it allowed itself to be petted on its head without any problems. Small tears flowed from its eyes as it uttered pitiful grunts of pain. At that moment my white bracelet was shown on my wrist. A thin green stem began to emerge from it and entered the animal’s mouth. The animal began to get restless and howl very loudly, for a moment I thought it was going to turn and attack me. After a shocking dry howl, the animal fainted, while the small stem that had been inserted into its mouth was picked up at full speed. At the end of the stem, which ended in a point like a large thorn, there was stuck a kind of small black snake, about twenty centimeters long, which was shaking violently. That horrible reptile broke free of the spike, zigzagging away quickly in the direction of the forest, which it could not reach. An accurate sphere of energy launched by Kinari hit it squarely, and it began to burn like tinder.

“I could really hit that, couldn’t I?” Kinari said as she deactivated her suit and showed a small smile.

“Yes, of course,” I answered Kinari, a little nervous about what had happened, because I did not understand how that bug could live in the wolf’s body.

“Santiago, are you okay?” Shamir whispered in my ear, a little scared. “I have noticed the presence of an enormous dark force, something that chills your soul just by feeling it.”

“Your pendant transformed into the Black Heart, didn’t it?” Kinari said as she approached Shamir and me. “I have also noticed the impact of that force, and it gives off a very bad feeling.”

“Not just you, but this animal too,” I told them in a deep voice while looking into my teammate’s eyes. “It didn’t dare attack me, but while the Black Heart was beating it didn’t stop growling at me, and not in a very good way. It has only relaxed when the stone has returned to its oval shape.”

“You have to be careful with your feelings and your sensations,” said Samec, who had joined our small group. “The power that the Black Heart transfers to you is becoming stronger and stronger and you have to be able to control it.”

The small talk that Shamir, Kinari, Samec and I were having was interrupted by a small scream from Icon, who was next to Jotun a few feet away from our position.

“Look at the animal,” Icon said breathily. “But it is not possible...”

When I turned my head I watched in amazement as that gray creature resembling an ungainly wolf had disappeared, and its place was taken by a not very large white animal. It looked like a young Pyrenean mastiff, with a big head, big ears and fairly thick white fur. It had powerful, white, impeccable teeth, and very clear blue eyes. It was lying on the ground and breathing hard. I approached it and it started licking my hand while showing an overwhelming look of pity that broke my heart. Shamir, Kinari and Samec approached my position quickly.

“It’s a Transformer,” Kinari whispered lowly, so that it could not be heard except by the four of us who were there.

“No doubt,” Shamir murmured in a broken voice, as he stroked the animal’s head. “In the sacred writings of the Castios there are many references to them, and none of them are good. Only they can transform the body at will.”

“Their origins date back to the Dark Universe, which they are supposed to protect,” Kinari whispered as she stared at my pendant.

“These animals have been in this Universe of Light for billions of years, who knows what they want to protect. You have already seen the behavior of this creature with the Black Heart, they don’t seem very friendly, to say the least,” said Samec.

“It’s true,” I confirmed. “Only when I concentrated and the diamond returned to its traditional oval shape did the animal calm down and let me approach.”

“It looks in very bad health, I think it won’t survive,” said Samec, while changing the conversation as he saw how Icon and his father approached our position. It was clear that Icon did not know what that strange beast was and we were not going to tell him either, everything related to the Dark Universe had brought us quite a few headaches in the past. Also, I do not think he saw the black diamond transform into a heart, I had him several feet behind me when I deactivated the suit.

“It can barely breathe,” Kinari said, as she put her hands on the animal’s body to check for internal injuries. “Its heart beats slower and slower, I can’t do anything for it.”

“Take advantage and eliminate it, now that it is vulnerable,” Tric shouted, after having left the hiding place provided by the forest. “These creatures are lethal to everything around them.”

“It’s dying,” Shamir said in a sad voice, as he carefully stroked the animal’s back. “You can get closer, it won’t do anything to you.”

“No way,” Trica said, quite scared. “I have seen that animal tear apart a saurian ten times its size in a matter of seconds.”

“You have two options, either approach of your own free will or I come after you, so you can see how far a Grankonian can run,” Jotun said in a threatening voice.

“Okay, okay, we come closer,” said Tric, who was clearly also terrified by the appearance of our giant friend.

They approached with great care until they reached the position where the animal was lying. Trica, braver than Tric, approached it, and after looking at it carefully, she stroked its back with her big head.

“You’re crazy, Trica,” Tric commented, very scared. “It could turn around and bite your head off.”

“Come, come closer and take a good look,” Trica said conciliatorily. “Perhaps before it was a filthy beast, but now it is just a poor, beautiful animal that is very scared, far from its loved ones, and whose life is slowly slipping away from it.”

Tric approached cautiously, but after fixing his gaze on that pretty creature, he began to bring his face close to it, as a sign of attention and affection.

“How is it possible that the animal has transformed?” Icon asked, until now very quiet due to the emotional nature of the moment, since we were all sitting on the ground around the animal. “Maybe it has to do with that snake that your bracelet has taken from the bowels of the beast.”

“I don’t know,” said Kinari, who was now holding the animal’s head and the occasional tear escaped. It was evident that neither Kinari nor any of us wanted to tell him that it was a Transformer, there would be time to talk about it in another occasion. Now the creature was dying and a deep sadness filled us all.

“You give off a very strange smell,” Jotun commented with displeasure as he sniffed Tric. “It looks like you’ve covered yourself in rotten fish.”

The comment reminded me of past times and I was even somewhat amused by Jotun’s way of expressing himself, although given the affliction of the moment I did not show it. If there was one thing I knew from our first fights with the Grankonians, it was that they hated the smell of rotten fish. In fact, we managed to save many human beings from the Grankonian planets because we asked them to smear themselves with rotten fish guts, since we knew that the Grankonians did not approach places that gave off that smell.

“No wonder,” Trica commented as she sniffed at her companion and made a disgusted expression. “We’ve been on that spaceship for days and the smell of those Octavont beasts must have stuck to us.”

“Those creatures smell terrible,” Tric continued. “After stealing their spaceship we were nauseated for two days, until we got used to the penetrating smell they give off. That reminds me that we haven’t eaten for a long time. Won’t you have something eatable?”

“There is a planet nearby where there are many herbivorous animals whose meat is highly prized,” Icon said helpfully. “I can bring you some and you can hunt them, they are very slow.”

“Hunt animals?” Asked Trica with a horrified face. “What have you thought, that we are monsters that eat animals alive?”

The comment did not go unnoticed by Jotun and Samec, who looked at each other with unusual sadness. A few months ago they did eat living human beings, which earned them the gloomy description of being considered the most dangerous monsters in the Universe.

“Because of the complexion of your limbs and your teeth, I thought you were predators,” Icon continued, a little embarrassed.

“That was before our grandparents from the stars arrived on the planet,” Trica explained. “They gave us the name Mentisaurs, they taught us not to attack each other, and to coexist with all Mentisaurian species in peace and harmony.”

“Although, according to the stories told from generation to generation, we devoured more than one grandparent before we learned,” Tric said amusingly.

“Grandparents from the stars?” Kinari asked stunned.

“Yes, there are many paintings of them in the caves of our planet,” Trica answered. “Gray in color, long arms, bulging eyes and a large head.”

“Blues!” Icon exclaimed in a surprised voice.

“No, no, I already told you they were gray,” Trica said as she shook her head from side to side.

“Sorry, it’s just that it’s a race we call Blues,” Icon said in an altered voice. “This undoubtedly answers the fact why we can communicate with you and why you have modified your behavior and eating patterns. Surely they made genetic modifications to your DNA to create such circumstances. That’s why they baptized you with a specific name: the Mentisaurs.”

“No idea,” Trica said cheerfully. “The truth is that on my planet we no longer hunt each other, our food is based on roots, leaves and vegetables. Likewise, we feed on creatures that live underwater and have fins, those are not our species.”

“And, of course, we eat those who come to visit our planet with bad intentions, Octavonts included,” Tric continued as he licked his lips. “And our predecessors too, but only when they have died of old age.”

“It’s a way for their soul to stay with us,” Trica said with a voice that seemed nostalgic, or that is what it sounded like after going through our language translator.

“Yes, a delicious way for their soul to be shared by the rest of us living saurian,” Tric commented as he began to drool. “After a small meeting in honor of the deceased brother, we cut him into pieces and took him to the hot lands. There we dug a hole, put in the roots of a red tree and the leaves of an aromatic bush and left it buried for a couple of days, in the heat of the earth. When we dig it up, the meat is tender and juicy and...” Tric did not finish the sentence, Trica gave him a hard head-butt and knocked him to the ground.

“I think these beings are not interested in what we do with our ancestors,” Trica told him in a disapproving tone. “The ultimate goal of eating them is that their spirit stays with us, and not how tasty they are.”

“But when you left the spaceship you were wearing some kind of armor,” Icon commented, a little surprised.

“It’s part of our games,” Tric said in an amused tone. “For hundreds of generations we have faced each other to stay in shape, but with those protections we do not get to hurt ourselves.”

“I suppose you have a lot to tell us, but we’re running late,” Jotun said, interrupting the conversation a little abruptly. “We have to return to Granko 1, there is little time left for the great meeting of Grankonian tribes and I am the host.”

“You’re right,” Samec said. “Grandma will be wondering where you are, and by now she will be in a very bad mood. But something must be done, Santiago, I can notice the suffering and agony of this animal, which clings to life with all its strength.”

“I know,” I told Samec while I once again stroked the head of such a beautiful creature, from whom both Kinari and I had not separated even a millimeter. “It breaks my heart just to see it. The only thing I can think of is to take it to Earth; my uncle Ramón has extensive knowledge in veterinary training and is used to dealing with animals, he may be able to know what is wrong.”

“You sure? Even if you see it as helpless and dying, you have already seen what it was like before and what the saurian have told us about its voracity,” Kinari said in a choked and quite nervous voice. “Your uncle is very old, perhaps when he tries to cure it, it will stir. And we’re talking about Earth, I don’t think it’s ready to receive one of these creatures.”

“Look at it carefully, Kinari, I can’t let it die here,” I said softly. “It trusted me to be able to get that disgusting snake out of its stomach, now I can’t abandon it to its fate.”

While I was talking to my friend, what seemed unlikely happened, the animal barely got up. With a slow and limping walk, it headed towards the place where we had landed. When it reached the Shadow-Maker, it stopped and let out a pitiful howl. The cabin of my magnificent spaceship opened and, to the great astonishment of everyone, the animal made an enormous leap and entered it.

“But how...” Icon stammered.

“That’s what I envy most about your spaceship, dear friend,” Shamir said as he patted me on the back and smiled sincerely. “If you have even the slightest doubt about whether you are doing the right thing or not, your spaceship makes the decisions for you.”

“Yes, and I’m very proud of her,” I said, while looking excitedly at the Shadow-Maker.

“Sorry to rush, but we should head to Granko 1, we’re running late,” Jotun reminded politely.

“Stay in the shelter of this forest and we will come for you, you have to finish telling us your story,” Samec said to the saurian while they gobbled down the contents of a box of enormous fruits, similar to watermelons, that Icon had taken down from his spaceship.

“You can’t leave us here,” Trica responded, somewhat scared, while still chewing the desired fruit. “The Octavonts will be looking for us throughout the Universe, they will see the spaceship and they will not stop until they find us and exterminate us. Furthermore, they will want to take back that strange animal that has gotten into your spaceship.”

As soon as she said it, two imposing roots came out of the ground and dragged the spaceship into the forest, out of sight of anyone.

“Problem solved,” Kinari said cheerfully. “These trees have heard you and have already hidden your spaceship.”

“But the spaceship has a locator, they will undoubtedly know we are here...” Tric continued in a fearful voice.

Just a few seconds later, a small metal device, the size of a shoe box, flew from inside the forest and landed at our feet.

“I think that’s your locator,” Icon said with some sarcasm. “I will take it on our spaceship and leave it in space near a black hole to swallow it. They won’t look for you there.”

“Are you really not going to take us with you?” Trica asked with a certain tone of desperation. “You have already proven that we are harmless.”

“You do, but not my race brothers,” said Jotun. “Although you are not very appetizing because of your smell now, Grankonians are always willing to try new things. In any mistake you would both end up in the stomach of one of my fellow men.”

“Okay, okay,” Tric said, looking at Jotun in fear. “We will make do with those boxes of fruit that you have left us waiting for you to return.”

“We will come as soon as possible, I promise you,” Samec said with a determined voice. “You still have to explain a lot of things to us.”

Once we said goodbye to the Mentisaurs, we got on our spaceships and left the Black Planet. My friends would join the others in Granko 1, while I went to Earth with the creature to see if my uncle Ramón was able to cure it, although I did not really know if such a beautiful animal would survive the interstellar journey.
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A Wonderful Creature
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It was six in the morning when I was flying over my native Galicia. I landed at the back of my uncles’ house and jumped out of the spaceship with the animal in my arms. My spaceship left for the hangar of Atlantis and I deactivated my suit. I saw with relief that the creature was still breathing, although it was very weak, it could not open its eyes. When I entered the house I heard the voices of my aunt and uncle, who were already having breakfast in the living room.

“Santiago, is that you?” My aunt asked as soon as she heard me open the door. “I have already told you many times that I do not want you to drive at night, it is very dangerous. Either you leave Asturias earlier, or you sleep anywhere along the way and come back the next morning.”

I had told my aunt that I had recently been working on an excavation in Peaks of Europe, as some petroglyphs had been found and the University of Santiago de Compostela had asked me to collaborate in its analysis. A few months ago I had invented it as a cover up for me to carry out work in the Asturian mountain range. So they would not be surprised if it took me several days to call them, since in that mountainous area there were hardly any mobile coverage.

“But what happened?” My uncle Ramón asked, alarmed when he saw me enter the living room with the animal in my arms.

“I found it lying on the road,” I told my aunt and uncle. “They must have run it over, it’s barely breathing.”

I left the animal on the floor and went over to give my aunt a hug and a kiss.

“I’m sorry, Aunt,” I said in a conciliatory tone. “I know you don’t like me traveling by car late at night, because it reminds you of the terrible car accident in which my parents lost their lives. But I really go very slowly, you know I’m very careful behind the wheel.”

At that moment, to my surprise, the animal sat up. It almost crawled towards the place where we were and, without stopping fixing its sad eyes on my aunt, it approached her. My aunt bent down and the animal began to lick her hand and moan in excruciating pain. Seconds later, the animal collapsed. My uncle Ramón threw himself to the floor with agility atypical for his age and began to feel the dog.

“I’m sorry, Santiago,” my uncle said in a sad voice as he stood up from the floor. “This poor animal is no longer breathing, it has died.”

I bent down to check it at full speed. It was true, it was no longer breathing. I began to caress its head lovingly, while my face was filled with tears, because it made me very sad.

“Such a long journey and in the end I couldn’t save it,” I thought sadly.

“And what did it die from, Uncle?” I asked him as I stood up and dried my tears with the sleeve of my sweater.

“It doesn’t look like it was run over, there are no external injuries, it has to be something that happened inside. Maybe it ate a chicken bone, it splintered it and those splinters have been causing ulcers in its stomach. Unfortunately it is quite common. Furthermore, it is starving, I estimate that this dog has not eaten for at least two weeks.”

“Look, its heart is beating again,” my aunt said excitedly. She had continued on her knees petting the animal while I talked to my uncle. My uncle rushed to her side.

“It’s true,” said my uncle, smiling, while he looked tenderly at my aunt. “Although very weak, its heart beats again.”

“But how is it possible?” I asked him in a broken way. “I myself verified a moment ago that its heart had stopped.”

“I massaged its chest a little and its heartbeat has recovered,” said my aunt, flashing a happy smile, her face still showing red eyes from having cried. “We saw it on a TV show. Don’t you remember, Ramón?”

My uncle nodded his head while he looked at my aunt in a special way, with a lot of complicity and a lot of affection. I crouched down next to them to pet the animal. To the joy of everyone, and although slow and out of rhythm, the beating of its heart was noticeable.

“Santiago, you should take a good shower,” my aunt said. “The cave you’ve been in should be full of bat droppings, because you smell foul. Meanwhile your uncle and I will take care of the dog.”

“Okay, Aunt,” I said as I kissed her on the cheek and went up to my bedroom. I took a quick shower, changed my clothes and went back down to the kitchen. As soon as I entered I noticed a smell that I loved. My aunt must have been making berry jam, I am sure she was going to prepare a cake.

“That’s great, you’re making a cake,” I told her as I put my hand on my stomach, “because I am hungry.”

“Don’t get your hopes up,” she said. “I boiled some blueberries and turned them into puree to try to cure your dog. If it has an ulcer it will relieve its pain.”

My aunt had placed a blanket on the animal and at that moment she was placing a clean kitchen towel in a container with a dark liquid. She then knelt down, opened the animal’s mouth and let a few drops of that concoction fall down its throat.

“It’s too weak to drink on its own,” she commented. “This will certainly ease its pain.”

“Let me, Aunt, I’ll replace you,” I told her as I bent down next to her.

“Better not,” she said, smiling as she continued with her task. “Look at the impressive teeth it has and how sharp they are. When it writhes in pain, it clamps its mouth shut. I don’t want my dear nephew to be left crippled, I’ve already got the hang of it. Go on, make yourself a coffee and look in the pantry, there should still be a good piece of cake that I made yesterday.”

At that moment my uncle entered the kitchen. He carried three long, thin sticks, about fifty centimeters long.

“Perfect, that licorice will relieve his pain better,” my aunt said in a cheerful voice. “I’m going to boil them and make tea with them, that’s going to be better for him than blueberries, but first I’m going to call the health center to delay the consultation I have with the nurse.”

My aunt left the kitchen towards the living room to call the health center, and my uncle followed her. Every three months my aunt had to go to the health center for blood-pressure checkup, although if she could avoid it, she did. She always said that she was fine and that going there caused her to waste an entire morning. My uncle reluctantly had to take her in the end, and I imagine that with the excuse of having to take care of the dog, she will try to get the appointment canceled so she does not have to come today.

Meanwhile, I put on the coffee maker and headed to the pantry room to get the cake, because I was starving. But walking around the house half asleep is not a good idea and I tripped over one of the five-liter drums of olive oil that my aunt kept, with such bad luck that I fell on it and burst it. Not content with that, when trying to get up from the slippery floor I forced myself on a small shelf and it collapsed, spilling all its contents. They were several boxes of apples, the last ones that my uncle had collected from the fruit trees on the farm, and that my aunt saved to make compote.

“Santiago, are you okay?” My aunt asked from the living room. “I heard a loud bang.”

“Don’t worry, Aunt, I just tripped in the pantry,” I told her while I looked stupidly at the mess I had made with all the oil and apples scattered on the floor.

“Well, do me a favor,” my aunt shouted at me so I could hear her clearly. “Go up to my room and bring me my health card, because when they attend to me they will ask for it and I have left it on the nightstand.”

“Right away,” I told her as I placed the shelf in its place and picked up the apples that had not yet been smeared with olive oil. I ran up to my bedroom, changed my clothes, and put the oil-stained clothes in the bathtub. I took the health card and went down the steps two at a time. The only thing in my mind was being able to clean up all that mess before my aunt saw it.

But I got to the living room and my aunt asked me to stay next to her. She had left her glasses in the kitchen, she wanted me to read the numbers to her when the time came. The call to the health center lasted more than fifteen minutes. On two occasions I tried to get up, but in both cases my aunt gestured for me to stay. When she hung up the phone, her face reflected satisfaction.

“That’s great, I’ve saved myself today’s consultation and I don’t have to go for three months. The lady at the reception pass me to my nurse, I have already told her that I am fine and that I take good care of myself, and she told me to make an appointment for the next trimester,” said my aunt while showing my uncle and me a smile from ear to ear. “You both heard me, so don’t get too worried about going to the consultation. I’m going to the kitchen to boil licorice for the poor dog, who will be writhing in pain.”

“Auntie, you better not go in there, I’ve had a small accident, let me pick it up first...” I told her while I stood in her way to see if I could get her to sit down in the living room again. But my aunt avoided me and she went straight to the kitchen.

“Santiago, you are a disaster, you can’t go through life like that!” She exclaimed very angrily.

I walked in behind her and realized that I had left my coffee on the stove and it had spilled all over the ceramic hob, countertop, and kitchen cabinets.

“What a mess, I’m sorry, Auntie!” I said regretfully. “Well, you better not go into the pantry because...”

But she did not listen, I had not finished the sentence when my aunt had already got there. Seconds passed and I did not hear any expression of disapproval, something that surprised me greatly, because knowing her as I did, she should have screamed to heaven. A minute later she came out with the broken drum in her hand and three cardboard boxes that had been soaked with olive oil.

“I have already seen that you have destroyed the five-liter drum of oil that was near the door and three whole boxes of apples. You could have already thrown all this away and not waited for your aunt to come pick it up,” said my aunt in a serious and quite angry voice as she placed the remains in a large garbage bag. “Right now you’re going to Paco’s bar to see if he can sell you more oil.”

“Okay, Aunt, now I’ll change my clothes and go,” I told her pleasantly. The truth is that I was perplexed. If she had already gotten angry about the kitchen, she should have given me a huge argument about the state of the pantry and not just reproached me for not throwing the remains of such an unfortunate accident into the trash

“By the way, you didn’t throw away the apples, did you? I wanted them to make jam, we wash them well and that’s it. And, another thing, what mop did you use to collect the oil? I hope it’s with the bucket and the mop from the terrace, because we’ll have to throw it away,” she commented in a serious voice.

Surprised by the question, I entered the pantry before answering. When I got there I could not believe it, instead of finding the floor soaked in oil and apples scattered everywhere, there was nothing at all. I crouched down to touch the floor and there was barely a trace of the spilled oil, not even a measly apple.

“Auntie, you’re going to think I’m crazy, but if I’m honest I didn’t have time to pick up any of the damage I did here. You asked me to go get your health card from the room and I left this whole mess uncleansed. The floor would have to be soaked with oil and the apples rolling around.”

“Come on, Santiago, stop teasing me, you’re not a child anymore,” she told me, more irritated. “Surely you have used the mop from home and thrown it along with the apples in the bucket on the terrace, the one we have to throw away the brushwood when we prune the flowers.”

“Marta, stop scolding Santiago, I think he’s telling you the truth,” my uncle said in a cheerful voice, while he was kneeling next to the animal. “This dog has recovered, and his breath smells like olive oil, apple... and coffee.”

The animal had raised its big head and was giving my uncle big licks on his hands and face. His tongue was blue, and too long for what would be normal for a dog. My uncle smiled happily, while the dog licked him again and again.

“Come on, Ramón, don’t excuse the boy,” my aunt exploded, very angry. “You’re going to tell me that the dog, who barely had the strength to even open its eyes, drank almost five liters of virgin olive oil, ate several kilos of apples and, to top it all off, drank the spilled coffee.”

Then the dog got up and walked towards my aunt. It seemed that the animal had understood her and addressed her with a sad face, but also with an expression of tenderness such as I had never seen in an animal. It began to walk between my aunt’s legs while it made small moans, it seemed like it was trying to apologize. My aunt knelt down and the dog began to lick her face profusely, as if it was happy with my aunt’s attitude. For a few moments the dog and my aunt stood looking at each other, and suddenly my aunt began to cry.

“Auntie, what’s wrong, are you okay?” I asked her worried.

“Nothing, son,” she told me in a broken voice as she wiped away her tears. “It has the same expression on its face as Sultan, and I was moved.”

Sultan was the German shepherd puppy that my grandfather had given to my grandmother when my mother was born, because it was quite a surprise. My grandparents had had my aunt Marta when they were teenagers, and after the difficulties they went through raising her, being such young parents, they decided not to have more children. It was a huge surprise when my grandmother, already very old, became pregnant with my mother. Because she loved animals, my grandfather gave her that magnificent German shepherd puppy. My aunt Marta took charge of taking care of him and she did not leave him alone, she took him everywhere. When the animal died, she spent weeks mourning his loss. Such was her displeasure that since then she has never wanted to have more dogs at home. When one of the farm dogs got sick and my uncle took them home to take care of them, she would give them a comfortable place on the kitchen terrace, but she avoided having much contact with them so as not to get too attached.

“We’ll have to give it a name,” my aunt said as she tenderly caressed the animal, still with quite a few tears in her eyes. “We could call him Lazarus, after all, he was dead and has risen.”

“I don’t think our neighbor will find it funny,” my uncle replied amusingly. “His son’s name is Lazarus.”

“Well, I know, I’ll call it Osiris, like the Egyptian God of resurrection,” my aunt said excitedly and completely convinced.

“Auntie, I don’t think we should give it a name, maybe it already has an owner and what we should do is find him and return the dog,” I told her in a soft tone as I crouched down next to her and the animal. “When I picked it up I had thought that, if it managed to recover, I would leave it in one of those places where lost animals are taken so that its owner can find it.”

The truth is that my only intention in bringing the animal home was to see if my uncle Ramón was capable of curing it. If it was cured, my idea was to take it back to the Black Planet, I did not realize that my aunt and uncle could get attached to the animal. It was a Transformer, a being that came from the Dark World, I had seen what it looked like before I pulled that damn snake out of its stomach, and in my mind was the horrified faces that Trica and Tric showed when we talked about it the first time. I could not leave it on Earth, much less in the care of my aunt and uncle.

“Look, Santiago,” my aunt told me with an unusual firmness in her voice and without stopping looking into my eyes. “This dog is not going to move from here, from my house, until you bring me its owner and prove to me that he is really the owner. So no, Osiris stays home with us.”

My aunt’s words left me confused. Never in the years that I had lived with her had I seen her so determined about something, nor had she spoken to me in such a serious way. Not even when as a child, wanting to help, I put a metal pot in the microwave and half the kitchen almost caught fire. That was the time I remember seeing my aunt more serious with me, when she tried to explain to me why there were certain objects that could not be put in those artifacts. But nothing like today, the firmness and determination of her words had left me stunned.

“Aunt, this animal can’t stay here,” I said nervously and haltingly, as I stood up. “I can’t tell you everything, but his character could change, become aggressive and dangerous, and if it hurts you I would never forgive myself for bringing it.”

“Come on, Santiago, you’re older now, I know that you understand these things perfectly. Look into Osiris’s eyes and tell me what you see,” she told me, changing her tone of voice to a happy one, but at the same time enigmatic.

The animal, as if he had been able to understand my aunt’s words, approached me and I crouched down. Through his penetrating blue eyes I could feel a strange sensation, as if he were already another member of the family. He gave me a lick on the face and looked at me tenderly, as did many of the dogs my uncle had on the farm and with whom I often played. Immediately afterwards he went to the place where my uncle was, took his hand in his mouth, without sinking his teeth into it, and brought him closer to my aunt. Once my aunt and uncle had intertwined their hands, he caressed both of their legs with his back, and then sat in the middle of the two of them and fixed his gaze on me.

“But, I don’t understand...” I said, a little confused by what I had just witnessed.

“Well you should have. I think that in this case the decision about whether he stays or goes does not depend on us, but on this wonderful animal. And it seems that he is very clear about it. Osiris has already become part of our family, Santiago,” she said excitedly. “He will never hurt us, in fact, he will always protect us.”
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