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	The only person who can transform your life is the one you see every day in the mirror. Be you the one who shapes your own destiny.

	
Disclaimer

	Most of this work is fiction. I adapted every story to an international audience using cultural intelligence.

	In multiple stories, I provided some fictitious characters, dates, events, and locations as support to understand better the Salvadoran context. Any resemblance is purely coincidental.

	This work is not a history book, and no one should consider it as one under any circumstances. Only a few stories represent real people, events, or dates in history.
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	A brief history

	Based on Encyclopædia Britannica and Wikipedia.

	El Salvador is a country located in Central America. It is the smallest and most densely populated of the seven Central American countries. The majority of its population is Christian. Its capital is San Salvador, and it borders Honduras to the northeast, Guatemala to the northwest, and the Pacific Ocean to the south.

	Until the end of the 20th century, the country was primarily agricultural and heavily dependent on coffee exports. Afterwards, it began transitioning to the service sector.

	For millennia, several Mesoamerican civilizations inhabited its region, mainly the Lenca, the Maya, and the Pipil people. Additionally, some archaeological monuments suggest an early Olmec presence around the first millennium BCE. At the beginning of the 16th century, the Spanish Empire conquered the Central American territory, incorporating it into the Viceroyalty of New Spain, governed from Mexico City.

	In 1609, the Spaniards declared the area the Captaincy General of Guatemala, which included the territory that would later become El Salvador, until its independence from Spain in 1821.
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The good and the bad Cadejo

	[image: Image]

	M


	any years ago, I was coming back from the best party of my life. It was my eighteenth birthday, and I had finally become a man! That night was astonishing, and I had drunk Aguardiente for the first time! What a great night!

	After the party was over, I was walking around my city trying to return to my home. I was not so sure about my path because I was blind drunk. However, one thing was crystal clear: this was an abnormal night. The sky was oddly clear, there were no stars, no moon, only darkness.

	A few minutes later, I felt a strange, chilly wind. I had never felt anything like that in my life. I was trembling, when suddenly an unknown force made me turn around. At that moment, I saw two red eyes like embers in front of me! I heard a loud whistle, vreeew!

	For a brief moment, I was blind with fear, but then everything became clearer and clearer, a massive being that looked like a black hound was in front of me. The beast was frightening because instead of paws, it had hooves, red eyes, and whistled eerily. I could not believe what was in front of my eyes! How was this possible? Was it the Cadejo? I thought it was just a legend for scaring children.

	I ran as I had never before in my life until I reached my house, which was in the canton Loma Alta in Usulután. When I reached the door, I knocked frantically, unable to find my keys, and I could hear the same whistle behind me. The Cadejo was drawing nearer and nearer, and nobody opened the door. Suddenly, I felt the chilly wind again and saw the red eyes before I fainted in front of my house.

	The next thing I knew; I awoke in my bed with my grandma rocking in her chair. She just asked: “Chepe, you met the Cadejo yesterday last night, didn’t you?”

	“How did she know? Was she a fortune teller?” I thought. We shared a cup of black coffee and had a long talk about my incident with the Cadejo and my wayward life, full of parties, drawing graffiti on the walls after school, and playing with girls’ feelings every weekend. My neighbors defined me as the troublemaker of the canton.

	After our talk, she looked at me very seriously and said:

	“I see. Well, it is about time that you know more about our past. Also, to discover who the Cadejo really is, and most importantly, who its white twin is.

	You can be sure, Chepe, this is a frightening story, but it is the right time for you to take responsibility for your life and understand what these spirits are.”

	It was the year 400 BCE when the first inhabitants of Quelepa, a settlement of the Lenca people, moved to a new land, a beautiful place, relatively close to a volcano. It was also next to an impressive freshwater river. In this settlement, a couple had a difficult birth of fraternal twins, the first in centuries. The town rejoiced in the birth of the twins. There were massive celebrations, and even the shaman and chieftain came to bless the newborns.

	Several years passed, and these twins grew up. One had beautiful blonde hair, yellow eyes, and pale skin, while his brother had darker skin, black eyes, and curly dark brown hair.

	The younger brother was called, “the Blonde” because of his lighter skin and calm voice. His brother was known as “the Black.” He was extremely proud of being the black one. He was arrogant, strong, highly intelligent, fast, and extremely skillful in everything he attempted. The Blonde was calmer and submissive. He tended to follow his elder brother in all his mischiefs.

	The town respected these twins because of their knowledge and skills. Most people praised them, and their family was extremely proud of them. Nobody suspected that one of them could be the wicked Cadejo, the creature that was terrifying the farmers every night.

	The Black loved to frighten his neighbors because they were very religious. They constantly prayed to their gods because they were afraid of El Niño or La Niña, two climatic phenomena, which had murdered thousands of people in the past. These phenomena were the main reason why they relocated to Quelepa.

	Every night he wore a costume made from eucalyptus leaves, which were painted with ashes and looked like a massive black hound. Then he hid in the scrubland of the mountains near the town.

	In those days, people tended to go at night to collect sugarcane, cocoa, and other herbs because the weather was cooler. Like a mischievous boy, the Black waited for each townsman who passed by, and at that moment, he jumped. He pretended to be a spirit from the beyond who had come back to Earth to kidnap people and take them to the underworld.

	While the Black was putting on this performance, his brother hid nearby, whistling to frighten people even more. His elder brother had dominated his soul and the Blonde was afraid of failing him. Even though he was against the idea of frightening his neighbors, he kept whistling every night, helping his brother.

	The Black laughed every night and said, “Ha ha ha ha, what a bunch of ignorant people. If they knew I was the Cadejo, they would realize that spirits do not exist.” He felt powerful and realized that because of his knowledge and skills, he was the Black, the only and real Cadejo.

	The town started to believe that some spirits were coming from the Chaparrastique Volcano. Everyone was afraid to go there at night and investigate what was happening. However, it is common knowledge that no one should play with spirits because spirits are spirits, and common people must leave them in peace.

	A couple of years later, his hometown and the nearest towns became really afraid of the volcano’s black spirit. Nobody would go outside after 6 p.m., for fear of the spirit catching them. The Black became tempted to search for new towns close by.

	One night, the Black and the Blonde were in a new town to frighten the inhabitants. Suddenly, the Black heard someone approaching and whispered to his brother, “Blonde, when I do this, you should start whist …” And at that moment, someone was next to them and said: “Good evening, boys.”

	“Good evening,” the boys replied. They were perplexed because no one had noticed how he knew they were there. Or how had he arrived so fast?

	“Could you tell us why you are walking around so late? Have I ever seen you before in our town?” asked the Black.

	“No, I do not think so. I come from a faraway place,” the old man replied. “I have been walking for a couple of days and might have gotten lost. I am just looking for some herbs for special work I need to do when I get back. What about you?”

	“We were collecting some eucalyptus leaves for a potion for our sick grandma,” lied the Blonde, who was shaking and very nervous.

	“It seems you have collected quite a lot, have you not? I can see that your brother has a bundle of them,” the old man replied.

	“Kind of. We would like to get more,” the Black lied, trying to sound casual.

	At that moment, a lightning bolt struck a tree near them and split it in two. “Black! Let us go back home. It seems it is going to rain,” the Blonde urged, his voice wavering.

	“Do not be si—” before the Black finished his sentence, a strong thunderstorm had started.

	“I saw a cave not far from here. Let us go and take shelter there for the night,” said the old man.

	They ran towards the cave, not pausing to consider the idea at all. They just wanted to get out of the rain.

	As soon as they arrived, the old man instructed, “We need to collect some firewood for a campfire. I have some food in my bag. Can you gather some?”

	The twins went out, and the Blonde whispered, “Black, did you notice something strange about this man?”

	“What do you mean?” the Black grumbled, annoyed, as he hated collecting firewood at night, especially when it was wet.

	“I do not remember this old man having a bag with him when we first met him,” the Blonde remarked.

	“Come on! Have you lost your mind? Of course, he did,” the Black scoffed, sounding uninterested.

	The twins could not gather enough firewood. However, when they returned to the cave, they found a huge campfire already burning.

	“How did you build the fire so quickly? Where did you find the firewood?” the Black demanded.

	“Well, you know, there was plenty of firewood right in front of the cave,” replied the old man.

	The Blonde started to shake. He did not remember any firewood, wood, or sticks in front of the cave. He whispered to his brother, “Brother, I do not recall seeing any firewood in front of the cave, do you?”

	“Have you lost your mind? We just overlooked it,” the Black snapped.

	The Blonde was sure that something was not right in this place and especially with this man. The old man offered them cuajada cheese with tortillas and cups of corn coffee, which he claimed to have brought from his home.

	While everyone was eating, the Blonde could not get rid of the idea that he had not seen any firewood or that bag. He glanced at the old man, then the fire, and then back at the man until the old man asked, “Am I handsome? Or what do you want? You do not stop glaring at me, and it is getting on my nerves!”

	The Blonde was more frightened than before. He had thought the old man was only looking at the campfire, but somehow, he had noticed the Blonde looking at him.

	“Has the cat got your tongue?” the old man taunted.

	“After several attempts, the Blonde managed to say, ‘I have a question. What were you doing there when we met you?’”

	“I already told you I came here from a faraway place to collect some herbs to do a job,” replied the old man.

	“A job? What kind of work? You will not be able to find any special herbs here. We have only common herbs like chichipince or cat’s claw, and they are everywhere,” the Black responded, listening intently.

	The old man smiled faintly. “You are quite the curious boys. Let me be honest with you. I work with what people feel but cannot see often. You can say, I am a shaman from the northern part of this land.”

	The Blonde’s breathing quickened as a sudden realization struck him: he had not noticed the bag before, nor the firewood. “Black, we need to go back. We have to go back,” he whispered, clutching his brother’s arm.

	The Black shoved his brother lightly, keeping his eyes on the old man. “So, are you a real shaman? You can do magic tricks, can’t you?”

	“Well, yes, I am a shaman, but you know, some things are best left unknown,” the shaman replied, his gaze fixed on the campfire.

	“What? What could be so secret that we cannot know? Spill it. You brought us here, so we deserve to know,” the Black challenged, his arrogance evident.

	The Blonde tried to convince his brother to leave. Something was not right at all, but the Black’s pride had been hurt when the shaman refused to share more. They argued relentlessly, perhaps until midnight or later, before finally falling asleep.

	The next day, the Black woke up with more energy and new ideas than he had ever felt before. At last, he could frighten not just the town, but the entire region! The old man had shown them how to truly transform into beasts at night, using a special potion made from rare herbs and a touch of unknown magic.

	“The Black had not realized the shaman had left until his brother woke up and asked, ‘Where is the shaman?’” “He must have left during the sunrise, but who cares Blonde! Now, I am going to be invincible! Ha ha ha!” answered the Black.

	They walked back home, only to find their parents in a state of agitation. The twins had been missing for days or even weeks—no one knew for sure. Their mother asked them, “Where have you been?”

	The Black partially told them the truth because he did not want anyone to know of his new powers, and his brother had a weak soul, so he only bowed his head and kept silent.

	For days, the Black planned his new spectacle, knowing he no longer needed to hide in the bushes. Now, he would reveal himself at a special event in the city center, terrifying everyone like never before.

	Everyone in their town was surprised that the Cadejo had stopped appearing for weeks. No one knew what had happened to it, but the town was happier as they had been since before the twins were born. Finally, the beast had vanished or moved to another place!

	When the day of the event came, the Black transformed into a massive hound and was able to whistle like his brother used to do for him. In the midst of the celebration, he showed up and started to scare everyone. The frightened crowd ran around, trying to escape the huge beast. The Cadejo was back, but this time he looked more powerful than ever. He had new hooves on each leg, and his eyes were like red embers.

	For countless hours, the townspeople remained terrified until the Blonde mustered the courage to drink the remainder of his brother’s potion, transforming into a similar Cadejo. However, he was white and had blue eyes. He went to the city center and confronted his brother for the final showdown.

	The Black did not know who the newcomer was. This was another Cadejo similar to him but in a different color. They looked at each other for a moment and began to fight and whistle for hours. Somehow, the Blonde managed to produce a louder whistle that only his twin could understand, saying, “Black, what is wrong with you? Let us end this once and for all.”

	“Are you nuts? Now I have everything that I always wanted,” answered the Black. Hence their fight continued. After many hours, both of them were exhausted and tried to return to their house. The area was deserted. It was early morning—perhaps three or five a.m.—when they finally arrived. However, they were unable to enter their home. They knocked on the door, and their mom started to shout, “Devils! Devils! What are these beasts? We need hot peppers to ward off these devils! Olin, start a fire!”

	The Black and the Blonde assumed the potion had worn off, as they no longer appeared as beasts to one another.

	Their mother kept shouting, “They look like hounds, but they are not! Their paws are hooves, and they grow and shrink in the blink of an eye! Their eyes glow like embers, and instead of barking, they whistle as if from a distance—yet they are right in front of the house! Call the shaman!”

	The entire town gathered at the twins’ house, eager to find out what was happening. The crowd was stunned to see the beasts standing motionless in front of the house, only looking and whistling.

	Both of them were frightened because they did not understand. Suddenly, the Black glimpsed a figure on the other side of the house—it was the shaman they had met a few nights earlier.

	“Hey, boys, what is going on?” the shaman asked.

	“Well, you know the potion should have expired. We followed your orders, but now, it seems that our parents cannot see or hear us,” replied the Black.

	“Really?” said the shaman.

	“Wait! This was not a temporary transformation potion, as you claimed! You tricked us!” the Black shouted.

	“Did your parents never tell you that curiosity killed the cat? I told you many times why I was here, but you forced me to reveal my secrets. Now you have your wish, and you are able to frighten as many people as you want forever! You look like what your parents said, a pair of hounds, which are not hounds, but have embers in their eyes,” said the shaman.
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