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    Jhensai dorp, India, year 1635.




    

      


    




    

      With  the first lights of the dawn, a young Hindu called Yamir, moved away from its house way to Gani’s mines. Like every day, Yamir crossed a great distance in hope of being able to find some precious stones extracting them secretly from the mines and adjacent caves to the main mine for helping his mother and siblings, since the wars in India had left great poverty among the low classes through the country.



    




    The security in Gani had been increased due to the last gems vein found, since a great amount of good quality and size diamonds had been extracted. Some of them got to surpass the size of a thumb.




    Yamir, as well as many other young Hindus, scrutinized diverse caverns in the opposed side of the mountain where the great mine was, an inexhaustible resource of wealth that was exploded scrupulously under the orders sent from palace. Always somebody stayed on watching to alarm in case the guardians appeared, since if they were captured would be hard punished, as they did with poor Shajal, to whom both hands were cut.




    With barely enough visibility to walk due to the dense fog that morning covered everything, Yamir couldn’t distinguish well the footpath that on a daily basis lead him at the west side from the great mine. While he walked began to have the strange feeling that something was different, nobody else followed the path, even the usual jungle sounds seemed to have disappeared, barely screams, quacks, or any of the many noises that accompany to all that immense vegetation and its inhabitants were no heard.




    Yamir kept on walking in spite of the shiver that crossed his body due to that silence, but the necessity to find some small stones to sell and can maintain its family for some weeks was stronger than its increasing fear.




    Once he arrived at the cave entrance the fog was a bit dispersed and the visibility of the zone improved considerably. He was about to enter when, suddenly, realized that this one was not the cave where usually he and the others gem finders normally excavated into. The cave entrance was narrow, humid and from its interior a very charged air emanated.




    Normally, in all the caves in which Yamir had been, the air was always thick and a slight scent to rotted fruit was breathed besides other typical odours from Earth’s interior. But this one was different, the scent was acid, similar to the animal’s excrements that the old Khairú had in the dorp.




    Even so, Yamir entered and began to descend little by little by the grotto’s entrance. Perhaps nobody would have been still there and he could find some good stones, thought Yamir. In the other caves was already little to find due to the amount of finders that daily excavated there. In addition, every time was more difficult, because some bands had been created monopolizing the most prosperous caves.




    As he descended by the cave, the air was more and more clean, a strange thing, since normally it used to be on the contrary. After passing through diverse tunnels, it found a great grotto that led into an immense natural camera, where the oil lamp he used barely reached to illuminate the ceiling and ground, being a great part sunk in the deepest dark.




    Yamir approached to one of the walls to inspect it and scrape its surface with the knife that carried in its strip, thus he can examine on its hand the produced sand and find out if there would be any possibility of finding some diamond. The darker the earth the more probability would have to get one, since generally they were buried in that kind of earth or, at least, that was what the diamond finders of Gani’s mine told, who worked almost like slaves and without hardly contact with the outside by order of the very same Shah. Some of them, already old men and expelled from the mine by not can work with the force and rapidity of the younger ones, told stories of precious stones found and the way to give with them while they were working in the great mine. In return, of course, that somebody paid them some palm wine.




    When verifying the earth colour Yamir began to scrape the rock more deeply at the same time as examined with well-taken care each handful of detached earth. After a while without results, and stopping to rest a little, he listened to the disquieting cry of some animal. It was tremendously acute, that sound almost frozen Yamir’s blood. Waiting immovable for a while to verify where the sound came from, this one was repeated again, this time louder and nearer. Yamir automatically stood up dropping accidentally its knife and lamp to the ground, and going out this one with the blow.




    Some seconds later, and when Yamir’s sight had adapted a bit better to the total lack of light, it began to perceive something strange and simultaneously amazing. There were glitters, small glitters that stood out from the dark at the bottom of the cave.




    Quickly, he crouched to gather the lamp and ignite it again. Then, the cry was listened again, now very much closer. The animal that emitted that sound was approaching, was entering in the grotto that gave access to where he was. Perhaps this one is its lair, thought Yamir, having ignited already the lamp and now going towards the bottom of the camera where had seen those glitters.




    The way was dangerous, the rocks of the ground were very sharp and Yamir’s sandals slipped constantly, although the fear instilled by the shrieks of that animal pushed him to keep moving on without pause in search of a place where to hide himself. Almost getting the end of the camera, after a great rock, Yamir found a hiding place; it knelt down and extinguished the lamp. Waiting for the animal passage, and in complete silence, it leaned his back against the cold and humid rock.




    Now, with the wick flame of his lamp extinguished by himself, it began to see again the tinkling sparkles of light. They were all around. It was like watching towards the sky in a cleared night and seeing all the firmament stars.




    Yamir was totally terrified by those intense and frightening cries that already were heard within the same zone where he was. For a moment it lowered his hand towards the sparkles that came from the ground and filled the palm with some sand. Raising it later near its face to see what was what as much shone, he saw it. “Worms? They are worms!” said to itself while quickly threw the sand of his hand and cleaned it in the pants. “Worms that shine?” he wondered. Yamir never had heard speak about worms that shone in the dark.




    Suddenly, the noise of stones falling down to few feet from him made that his whole body tensed. The animal was to the other side of the rock where Yamir hid. During a little while it held the breathing no to make any noise. The seconds became ether to him. When no longer he could more, began to realise the air of his lungs very slowly. Nothing was heard, the cries and noises the animal had been making had stopped. It didn’t know what to do. He remained immovable for a long time, breathing very slowly to avoid make any noise. The absence of sounds, with the exception of the ones produced by himself, made increase its anxiety. He felt to be on the edge of an abyss, the same abyss that the old ones described like the entrance to the eternal hell in which fall those that doesn’t respect the holy laws and orders, story that told for intimidate and keep at bay the children.




    After having spent enough time, although without knowing exactly how much due to that situation, he decided to move to leave from there. Slowly it was gotten up for standing up with the back still stuck to the wall of the rock. The legs shook to him and a terrible tingle had seized them. To be as much time bent had numbed them.




    Inclining, it began to rub them slowly to wake them up without making too much noise, at the same time as gathered the lamp from the ground.




    Standing up now totally, he raised the lamp’s crystal to leave out the wick and ignite it again. A small and tenuous flame began to grow gradually making Yamir had to close slightly the eyes, because as much time in the dark had made the light bothered him.




    Arranged to lower the lamp’s crystal to avoid it went out, something happened. He remained astonished and without hardly time to react. In front of him, and almost stuck to his lamp, the face of a young Hindu woman with huge black eyes and pale complexion appeared, that looking fixedly into his eyes, blew on its lamp flame extinguishing it totally.




    Yamir tried to move backwards scared by that vision, but it didn’t give time to him, a strong pressure in the right side of his neck immobilized him. Without knowing what happened, and again in the middle of that terrible dark, Yamir began to get dizzy and feel nauseas whereas listened to a sweet woman’s voice that whispered him without words, directly within his head:




    “Bring it Yamir, bring it to the Shah, it has a long way to cross.”




    In a matter of seconds, Yamir stopped feeling the strong pain transforming itself now into a pleasant heat sensation that crossed and calmed his whole body until he lost totally the conscience. 




     


  




  

    
Chapter 2






     




     




     




     




    3rd February 1655, London.




    





    It was a freezing night and already at daybreak, a dangerous combination to ramble by the streets in London, even more in the Thames bank, in front of the port, where bad people, thieves and assassins met and spent the night fighting for booties, debts and territories to control.




    In diverse groups was spoken of a rumour that little by little had been growing in the dark corners of the city. It was spoken about a new prisoner who had arrived at the Tower of London, prison from which few go out with life.




    This prisoner was brought secretly and in the middle of night. This had occurred already a couple of days ago. The Tower’s guards had commented the way in which the prisoner was transferred in a cart drawn by oxen instead of horses, something unusual, and that the cage was different from the habitual one. It had many more bars than the cages of common criminals; almost so many that were impossible to distinguish the encaged person. Once inside, the prisoner was taken to the worse of the cells, the most separated from the surface, from which was said that not even the screams of the tortured ones can be heard due to its depth, since was built in the Tower foundations. The thickness of the walls had at least thirteen feet and the air hardly got in. The humidity and heat that were there could kill a man in only few days.




    The passage from the stable to the front door of the main building was something singular and never seen before, since the prisoner was guided by monks rather than guards, handling long wood stick with tough steel chains to his neck and waist, while they intoned a song in a language never listened. Minutes later since the prisoner was locked and guarded, the commander in charge of the Tower got with a new group of men to realize the guard change, something strange according to said, since this should have been done in the morning. None of the guards who were going to be relieved knew to the ones who arrived.




                “They say they’re not from here, they’re mercenary soldiers brought from Spain,” one of the delinquents said while was warming himself up next to the fire and who was called Ian Black by its skin dark colour.




    “And how you know that?” asked one of the men who listen to Ian’s story.




    “One of the guards who were relieved that night commented it in the tavern the day after this happened,” Ian talked back.




    “And he said why Spanish? We didn’t need foreigners in our lands. We’re not in war with them?”




    “He didn’t say it. But told that no shelter have been provided to them, all of them will live in the Tower,” responded Ian.




    “Living in the Tower? With the prisoners?” asked another one of the group surprised.




    “Yes, and besides he said that the pantry of the Tower was filled, at their request and under the commander’s consent, with meat of ox and horse,” commented Ian with disbelief expression, telling what he had heard.




    “Ox? No guard can afford ox meat, only the nobles can eat meat every day, and not all of them,” exclaimed laughing the first man who commented what Ian was telling.




    “I know, but according to what he said, since was quite drunk and talked a blue streak, it’s their wage, ox and horse meat on a daily basis and ten pennies to week.”




    “Something is happening, I don’t like it, we’ll have to keep mice pies open,” ended saying one of them.




     




    *          *         *




     




    Already in the morning, with the first lights of the day, the waking up of the city began. The streets of London began to summon up life with people from place to place, venturesome stallholders placing their stalls in the street market of the central square, and fish markets opening their doors. The scents of the stalls and the firsts batch of bread of the day flooded through the streets making roar the stomachs of the men who crossed them on their way to work, like the women as well, who as quick as possible went to the houses of the most favoured ones to serve in the domestic workings. Many others, simply rambled by the streets trying to bring something to their mouths, whether working sporadically in the port, harvesting in growing fields or begging by the streets, but also in other cases robbing, as Ian Black usually did along with other minions of its nature.




    In Baker Street was the bakery of Tom Miler. Tom, its wife Ernest and his daughter Desiree had been warming up the furnace like every morning. First they made a great fired with carefully selected firewood in the centre of the furnace, once the fire reduced the firewood to live coals added a touch of aromatic grass separating the live coals to the bottom of the furnace and later introducing the pieces of prepared dough for baking.




    Tom’s loafs were known throughout London by their splendid flavour and singular texture, like his daughter Desiree by her overwhelming beauty. She was a young woman that had just turned sixteen and had crazy about her to all the young men around, who even wished going to buy bread to its neighbours to can see the girl more times every day. Desiree wasn’t interested in any of them, in fact she wasn’t interested in men at all, since she thought was still very young for that, and still hadn’t felt anything especially by anyone. Besides her mother insisted on waiting more time for it, mainly awaiting for a young man of good position that paid attention on her by her pretty face and beauty body and thus to avoid that her daughter had to work as hard as she does to can eat every day. Her father on the contrary, was impatient to marry his daughter and can have a couple of hands more to help him in the bakery.




    Desiree was a girl quite tall, with pale skin and curly golden hair. The colour of its eyes was grey with a touch of yellow honey that remembered the first days of autumn. Its body had very pronounced curves, stood out even more by a really narrow waist. Her breast was enough big and erected as to attract to every men who were crossed in her way. Some of them, accompanied by their wives, look furtively at the precious baker’s daughter with the corner of the eye.




     


  




  

    
Chapter 3






     




     




     




     




    With a strong headache, and almost in the most complete darkness, Yamir recovered the consciousness. Without being able to remember what had happened and still lying in the cold and stony ground of the interior of the cave, he tried to get up. Standing up little by little he tried to see around him while looked for his lamp with his hands. Later, turning the head, it saw a reflected trembling light in the near walls of the cave. Once it managed to put itself totally standing up and with clumsy steps, it went towards the light. There his lamp was, next to a wall to few feet from where he had awakened.




    Yamir tried to remember what had happened. It thought that perhaps had slipped and fallen rolling until the place in which had awakened, striking his head with the rocks in the way, and now being unable to remember what happened. While he touched its head in search of some sore part or with rest of blood, it crouched to gather the lamp from the ground. Being inclined saw something in the wall, something that couldn’t distinguish well at first sight, reason why knelt down to examine it better. He extended his hand and cleaned a zone of the low part of the wall in which the lamp’s light was more shining. “It cannot be!” it exclaimed aloud repeating it several times while its tone of voice was decreasing and his nervousness increasing.




    With exited breathing by the discovery, it began to scratch the wall with hands and nails, because he didn’t know where his knife was. He thought that probably it had been lost when he fell. The earth was not too hard, reason why it didn’t take much in extracting what almost couldn’t even believe seeing it on his hand. It was a diamond, a diamond that covered his whole hand palm. It was still covered with earth even having cleaned it as much as he could with his hands and clothes, but he was almost sure, it was a diamond, a gigantic diamond.




    He had heard stories of giant diamonds, or at least with no common sizes, with which people were unable even to dream and who surely nobody had ever seen. Now that he had one of them on his palm hand, remembered the fascination faces of those who told that stories and the expectation faces of the ones who heard to them. The expression of their eyes and voices describing those wonderful stones fools to the young ones like Yamir letting their imagination fly.




    After contemplating the stone for a good while under the tenuous light of his lamp, it kept the stone putting it into the folds of his belt strip, that was so dirty and old that no longer was distinguished neither so at least the colour it had when his mother gave it to him. Then he began the ascent to leave the cave.




    Once outside the cave, Yamir began to walk through the jungle way back to the dorp. Its mind was a hive, he didn’t stop thinking about what would do with the stone, and what value it would have. Normally, the small found diamonds that he and the other boys who usurped the caves near the great mine were taken to sell to Sajil, a merchant who was in a near half-walking-day dorp. Sajil paid very little for them, but in return never warned to the guardians of the Shah even knowing where the stones came from, thus benefiting everyone. Later, the merchant take them to the capital where he sold them to a much higher price. The small stones were sold to local jewellers and the greatest ones were sold, compulsory, to the jewellery of the palace for the Shah treasure.




    Is then when, thinking about all of that, Yamir began to worry because such a diamond would bring many questions like, where did you get it from? What mine has been found it in? And many more for which he has not answer.




    For a moment, Yamir turned abruptly around to look backwards, realizing that didn’t know how had got until that cave, and either how to return until there, he wasn’t even capable to recognize the footpath that had guided him already far from there.




    After a while walking by the leafy vegetation, it found a path that quickly recognized and took way back at home.




    Once it arrived at the dorp, it found his mother in the entrance of its hut. She was cooking something on the fire with his two small sisters around. Her mother raised the glance and asked him:




    “Have you had luck today, Yamir?”




    “No, mother,” it replied, although for a moment didn’t know that to say, since his head was a mess and thought that would be better to think well what to do before saying it to anybody.




    “We hope your brothers have managed to get some coins to buy some food for tomorrow.”




    “Yes, perhaps they got some taking care of the elephants the army has in Karishá,” Yamir talked back.




    “Tomorrow you’ll be lucky,” said her mother with tired and sad face while lowered the glance on the food that was cooking.




    Yamir sat down aside, next to the fire, whereas the scent of the food made his guts roaring mad with hungry. At that very moment shouts began to be listened. Both Yamir and his mother stood up and looked towards the place it came from.




    Every time more people screamed and a dense smoke was seeing coming from the farther huts of the dorp. Many people run to the place where Yamir and his mother were, while they yelled “They attack to us! They attack to us!” Quickly, Yamir’s mother took his two sisters by the arm raising them almost in the air. Shouting to Yamir, she began to run in opposite direction where the shouts and the tumult of people came from, “Run, Yamir, run, save your life!” his mother yelled without stopping running.




    Yamir turned around for a moment to see what happened before beginning to run too. What he saw terrified him, tens of men armed with woods and torches were burning the huts and killing people hitting them, men, women, children, to everybody.




    Several men surrounded to a same person and didn’t stop hitting until it stopped moving. The blood splashed to each blow. Some had the face so bloodied that was difficult to recognize them. Others ran surrounded in flames without stopping screaming. The aggressors were Hindu too, Yamir was totally terrified. It was then when he also began to run. Like the rest of people, he came into the jungle trying that nobody could take him. He didn’t know where his mother and sisters were, it had lost sight of then among the multitude. The attackers persecuted them everywhere. Yamir ran as never had done before, and in that way he continued until stopping hearing the people’s screams.


  




  

    
Chapter 4






     




     




     




     




    Like every day, the typical London fog made an appearance before the little sunlight that crossed the wintry and thick sky vanished.




    After a long while observing the people who passed through the street, from which Ian usually was posted to choose a suitable objective to can rob, a possible victim appeared. It was an old man, good looking, on average stature, brown skin and prominent sideburns. The attired gentleman didn’t look local; it was rather foreigner, although he moved with too much confidence like for being it. It dressed a kind of military coat that Ian didn’t recognize and had aspect of knowing how to defend itself. Not to take unnecessary risks Ian normally wouldn’t have chosen him like one of its victims, but today was an exception, because he was not alone. Other four thieves who sometimes did some jobs with him accompanied him, and without doubt, would be possible to corner and rob him without too many problems. In addition, the foreigner had on the neck a great medallion in a pendant that seemed valuable.




    The man walked during awhile browsing through the market stalls that were still opened at the same time as it wandered around the zone, probably to know a little better the city. Ian and the others followed him on the sly in a prudential distance trying to catch him unaware in some separated and solitary passageway.




    After several turns by several streets, the man gets himself into the lion’s den. It was a blind alley, very narrow, and with very little light due to the height of the buildings. Time went by implacable, it was growing dark, and the little remaining light was disappearing quickly in an imperceptible sky devoured by the fog.




    The alley was enough separated from the other streets that had a greater affluence of people, and barely the surrounded noises of steps and near people were heard, which would assure that if the man yelled requesting help nobody would hear him. The alley’s ground was humid and stunk by the wastes of the adjacent houses, there wasn’t absolutely anything else more in there than that, excrements. It was a place in which nobody would spend more than two seconds in a row, even so, the man entered and remained there.




    The group of thieves was placed strategically to cover the entrances of the bordering streets to the alley. Ian remained watching the entrance that converged with the main street, the farthest of them. Other two were placed in the others two unique intersections of access to the alley, and the two remaining thieves followed to the foreigner towards the dismal place at the same time as they drew their knives from the scabbard that hung from their belts.




    The victim had noticed they were following him and stayed faced to the alley’s entrance awaiting them. When entering, the thieves stood still in front of him looking at him fixedly, because they didn’t expect that. They were puzzled by his face expression; he didn’t show fear or nervousness’ sign at all. Then the thieves began approaching him slowly. Their breathings began to get excited, since they knew the man would offer resistance. This one in turn, walked slowly backwards whereas, without looking away from the thieves, unbuttoned his coat and threw it aside of the alley. When taking it off the thieves could see well the medallion that had hung from the neck. Without more delay, they looked one to each other and pounced on him to stab and steal him.




    From where it was, Ian could see in the distance to the other two thieves who watched the intersections near the alley, as they could see him. Ian looked from one side to another on the sly, observant in case any guard or any other person who could put in danger their intentions appeared. In one of the moments that Ian looked towards its companions, saw as these ran towards the alley where the rest was robbing to the man. While they ran drew his knives, something was going wrong. Ian also ran until there to see what happened, perhaps the man was armed and had hurt to any of its companions. Being already near the alley it shouted to his minions.




    “What’s going on, what’s going on!”




    “I don’t know, we’ve heard screams!”




    When entering into the alley they met the companion who got first. It was standing up, next to the bodies of the other two thieves who were robbing to the foreigner. The bodies were lying on the ground and totally bloodied. It gave the impression that several great-size knives had cut them wildly tearing their clothes and flesh. Nevertheless, the victim, that foreigner-aspect man was not there. The three thieves were totally petrified.




    “What’s what happened? And where the foreigner is?” asked terrified one to each other.




    “That guy should be armed,” raised the voice totally excited one of them.




    “My goodness! But have you seen that, they have the whole body and face destroyed, what kind of weapon does that? And where he has gone? There are not windows to enter into the houses, and the walls are too high as to climb them,” Ian said with nervous voice.




    “I don’t know, he didn’t escape by my side, I didn’t look away not for a single moment.”




    “Neither by mine.”




    “Better we leave before someone comes and find us here with two corpses and without explanation.”




    The three of them fled as quickly as possible from the place and disappeared among the darkness of the just arrived night with the image in their minds of their companions wildly mutilated by that man who had vanished magically in the air.




    Several hours later and, after the guards had found the two corpses, the news had already been spread like gunpowder by all London around. From mouth to mouth, the Londoners commented what others had told them about two dead men found in an alley on the east part of the city. They described the terrible state in which had been found and the brutality of the wounds that both had by the whole the body. As always happened, the more the news rolled the more exaggerated the commentaries were, and more details were given. In many cases, making up them to awake more interest, and to boast of that the person who told it knew more than the previous one, becoming a rumour of two men half devoured by a wild and demonic creature.




    To the ears of the three survivors who were hidden, it was not an exaggeration at all. The three of them had taken refuge in the Ox’s Tavern, along with other people of their same condition.




    That tavern was a meeting point of bad people well known by the inhabitants of London, reason why good citizens never entered, since they knew that probably wouldn’t leave from there in a piece. For people like Ian, it was the perfect place to find out about everything that were happening in the city, to find accomplices with whom to plan misdeeds, and to keep him in the loop about where and whom would be an easy and lucrative prey. But that night neither Ian, nor any of the other two that had accompanied him that evening, could think about another thing that wasn’t the occurred one in that separated alley. After some beers the barkeeper approached again to Ian’s group to offer something else to drink and, while doing it, he asked them in low voice:




    “Have you heard about the two dead men they have found? They say they were Joe and Mud, they say that some beast has attacked and massacred them.”




    “Yes we’ve heard it, although we didn’t know who they were,” Ian responded while the three of them looked furtively one to each other.




    “They say it could have been one of the beasts the Tower’s guards have brought from Spain. Riley has told us that Ferry, the farmer, who takes the grain every week to the Tower for the prisoner’s food, saw from an kitchen’s inner window a far cell in a corridor in which they had a beast. He says that couldn’t see it well, because was very dark, but thinks that is like a giant dog or wolf, although also tells that the howls that animal emitted were much more terrifying. He knows well the wolves, because sometimes a pack of wolves that prowl the northern territories approaches its growing lands trying to eat some of the ewes he has there, and says that never had listened to something like that,” the barkeeper commented them among whispers.




    “These are only tales that stupid farmer makes up, never has been heard of a similar beast, apart from that the wounds that did to them were brutal, it must have been a much greater animal than a wild dog or a wolf,” replied cranky one of them.




    “Well, I don’t know, it’s what they have told me. It’s not necessary you piss off that way, besides if you haven’t seen the bodies how you can say it wasn’t a wolf, more than one time some of them have been found roaming by the streets of the city in the middle of the night looking for something to eat, and even once they attacked a pauper,” the barkeeper responded annoyed.




    “Forget the subject, don’t speak about what we don’t know, they are just rumours,” Ian said to finish the conversation.




    The three of them continued drinking all night long, they didn’t want to go out until it had dawned, because the commentaries that for all that time listened to in the tavern didn’t do more than to increase the fear already felt.




     


  




  

    
Chapter 5






     




     




     




     




    After several hours wandering without fixed course by the jungle, and finally, finding a refuge among several rocks that apparently seemed the abandoned lair of an animal, Yamir got deeply asleep exhausted by the fatigue.




    After sleeping all night, Yamir awoke frightened by a drop of water that, slipping by the cracks of the rock that sustained the set in the high and that created that hollow, fell cold and accurate on its face. It was almost daylight, was dawning and pouring rain. The drops of water struck with such force the plant’s leafs that the sound turned deafening.




    The poor boy had spent the whole night with nightmares about the men who had attacked his dorp. In the dream, Yamir was standing up next to its mother and sisters, watching how this one cooked when the men approached and began to strike them, first in the head, and later by all the body around. Yamir shouted to the men to stop meanwhile it tried to help them, but he couldn’t, he was to her side like a mere spectator, like if it were observing them from the air without being really there. To each hit that received, blood spurts splashed impregnating everything. Yamir felt that blood staining its face, its heat and viscosity impelled him to clean his eyes with the hands, while this one, sign of death and life, dyed its brown complexion. It couldn’t believe what saw, those men were killing them.




    Her mother managed to stop some of the blows with her arms, but his sisters were too young. The face of the younger was already almost unrecognizable, from her face hung detached pieces of flesh and had the eyes and cheekbones totally swollen and bloodied. None of the two girls already moved, even so, they continued striking them. The expression of these savage attackers terrified to Yamir. Rage in its eyes could be seen while their open mouths screamed showing the teeth. Their neck and temple veins thickened with death thirst. Then, Yamir’s mother lowered the arms among cries, blood and tears of desperation trying to grip the hands of her daughters without getting it, staying already immovable as them, and spouting blood from her neck by the machete wound that one of the men had made her. Yamir had been knelt and tried to touch to its mother surrounded on tears and weeping, but although it saw what happened, nothing could do to avoid it. After a while, and without more tears to spill, it took his hands to his face to clean it again, but now, when separating the hands and looking at them, he found them free of blood, and in his place, the diamond that had found in the cave appeared. The diamond began to shine strongly, was too much light that Yamir had to close the eyes. When he opened them again, was totally dark, was at night and didn’t know where he was nor that had happened.




    Suddenly, and feeling completely frightened, it began to listen to near voices. Quickly Yamir crouched and turned towards the place where they came from. Crawling by the ground, slowly and without making noise, he approached. Behind great leafs it saw several grouped men speaking next to a fire. Among the light reflections the fire drew in its faces, Yamir recognized to one of them, was him, one of the bastards that were striking to his mother and sisters. Yamir’s heart began to beat like a rampant horse, its breathing began to shake more and more, as much, than barely it could breathe in spite of the amount of air that overwhelmed its lungs. The beats of his heart resounded in his head like military drums, managing to disorient him completely. In the end, without can put up with it anymore, he gave out a scream that flooded the jungle until the most recondite corners, a so intense scream, that even the natural predators of the place shook when hearing it.




    At that time, the group of men was pretty scared due to the terrible cry Yamir had exhaled and to the proximity of the same, since it wasn’t more than six feet of distance from them. All of them stood up. They didn’t know what or who was there, right to its side and behind them, but before they could react, Yamir pounced on them.




    There the nightmare ended, interrupted by the water drop that awoke him. After a while already awake, and observing the voracious rain, Yamir extended his hands to reach a water spout that fell by one of the outer stones in which took refuge. He looked at them thunderstruck while the hollow of his hands were filled with water to drink. They were covered with blood, as his arms were. Under the water spout, it turned and observed them without understanding anything while began to wash them. “It cannot be possible,” it thought. Then he stood up, and watching the rest of his body and clothes, saw that was totally blood soaked. After some seconds, it began to feel an outer and inner dirt sensation intermingled with blame and an inexplicable pleasure that had never experienced before. Later, walking slowly with the arms extended upwards and glancing at the sky, came out from the refuge allowing wrapping itself by the purifying and renewing rain. Little by little the copious raindrops released the dry blood from his body and face, slipping by his legs until the ground, and dyeing it red.




     


  




  

    
Chapter 6






     




     




     




     




    Like every morning, and after have helped its parents, Desiree headed to the central square where the market stalls were placed. It had to buy the meat and potatoes her mother had ordered her and the rope roll with which her father made the firewood bundles in a near mount, and that used for the furnace, because already little of it left and needed it to go for gathering more. In the way she always came across with any of her friends that also went on a daily basis to the market and with who spent a short while, besides buying, speaking about gossips and rumours of the people of its neighbourhood and environs. One of them, the most recent one, was regarding the two men found without life in a near backstreet from where they lived.




    All her friends were almost of the same age, nevertheless any man woos them still, at the contrary that Desiree, who had piles of wooers but didn’t correspond to them. After one hour taking a walk by the market and have bought all of them their respective orders, receiving some gifts followed by compliments as already was custom, they went to their favourite meeting place.




    That was passed Woodroffe Lane, in Little Tower hill, just behind the Tower of London’s back and where in the middle of a great esplanade, normally dense of grass in spring and summer, there was a great flat rock where they usually sat down to continue chatting during a good while. Although by this dates, and with the fallen rain of the previous day, any of them did remaining simply standing up on it.




    While Gladis, one of Desiree best friends, commented the fear she felt leaving at dusk now due to the found dead men, Desiree unwrap some candies which in the market, Jhon Balde, the confectioners’ son, had given her. In fact almost every day he gave her some of them made by himself, as he usually said, while its face blushed by shame. Today it was little animal figures made with dough, egg yolks and glazed all over with coloured sugar.  Desiree and her friends loved that kind of gifts, one after another they ate them while Gladis ended talking what previously was saying about the two dead men.




    Like Gladis, many other women of the city were scared and tried not to leave home when was growing dark, and for granted, much less at night. It wasn’t the first time that happened, because always there was any reason to fear for in London, when weren’t wild beasts that came from the countryside in search of food, were rumours of spells and sorceresses, or incredible stories brought from distant lands usually told by the sailors who arrived at London, and that ably, they used to scare to young women looking for an excuse to surround their shoulders with their arms as protectors.




    “Well I’m not scared,” Thelma said, while continued speaking “all of that are only stories and hearsay, or perhaps any of you have ever seen with its own eyes something about what people told?, certainly the one of the beast that has killed those men is like the one of the old Martha, that they said was making witchcraft, and the only thing who made was to go to the countryside, at night and secretly, to gather herbs and make an ointment for the backaches of its husband, because didn’t have money to pay a doc.”




    “Ha ha ha,” All of them laugh simultaneously.




    “Yes, it’s truth,” Desiree said “people always are exaggerating, like the rumour that over there, in the Tower, there’s a demonic being which had to be put in dungeon with the help of monks and sacred songs.”




    “Well, I haven’t heard anything like that,” surprised commented Yen, another one of the girls.




    “But Yen, how it’s possible you haven’t listened to it if all London knows?” among laughter Thelma went to her.




    “Nope, I haven’t heard it,” totally astonished Yen responded.




    “It doesn’t matter, it will be another story,” Thelma added with half a smile in its lips.




    “Yes, surely, although my father says that since it’s told about the one of the Tower, the animals are more nervous, many gentlemen take their horses to him to shoe and two grooms must hold the horses because they’re not quiet. According to my father, it’s like when they intuit that some danger watch to them or like when the warhorses are going into battle,” told Ariel, the daughter of the blacksmith.




    “I don’t know, but to me these things do scare me and, by the way, we should leave, it’s getting late and already must be waiting for me,” said Gladis, while began to lower from the rock towards the dirty road.




    “Yes, it’s truth, we too.”




    The rest of the girls also lowered from the rock, like Gladis, to get back to their houses. Gladis and Desiree walked more slowly than the others, remaining a little bit lagged behind the group while they lowered the small hill’s slope. Each one was thinking about its things and the maintained conversation, when Desiree heard to say her name. Instantly she turned the head and asked Gladis, who was right behind her.




    “What?”  




    “What, about what? I haven’t said anything,” Gladis responded smiling.




    “Haven’t you called me?”




    “Not,” Gladis said.




    The group continued walking and almost had reached Woodroffe Lane’s street leaving back the hill and the complete vision of the Tower of London’s walls, when Desiree listened to her name again.




    “Desireeeee...”




    This time much closer and in a louder tone. It seemed a whisper muttered directly in her ear, even could feel the breathing of the mouth from which had left the syllables that formed her name.




    Desiree turned the head backwards with the speed of a fox persecuted by a pack of hunting dogs, but there was nobody there. She remained watching without understanding anything. When Gladis saw Desiree also turned around and asked her:




    “What are you looking at?”




    “Have you heard something, Gladis?”




    “No, why? What have you heard? You look upset.”




    “Nothing, nothing, don’t worry, I’ll be confused.”




    Again both began to walk at the same time as Gladis looked surprised at Desiree, who now walked faster than before, and whose expression in the face showed preoccupation and discomfort.




     


  




  

    
Chapter 7






     




     




     




     




    It had passed several days since Yamir’s life blew up. Now it didn’t have family, nor home to which go.




    During long and distressing days he looked for its family among the ruins of its dorp and environs, but didn’t find anybody. It didn’t find anything in the near towns either, because also had been attacked, and little of them left. There was no track of its mother, neither one of its brothers or sisters. Probably all of them had been victims of the massacres and were killed.




    Yamir didn’t reach to understand why that had happened. He knew that the rivalry among ethnic groups sometimes ended badly, with massive fights in some cases and reckoning with some victim including in others, but never had seen anything like that, a massacre without previous warning. Everybody was going crazy, even himself, because no longer knew who or what he was, since he had a strange and constant sensation which couldn’t take away besides of that dream that had had, “it was only that, a dream?” he wondered. But the blood that covered its body that morning in the refuge that found between stones said to him it wasn’t. In addition, now he was constantly hungry, a hunger that didn’t know how to calm.




    “Poor me,” Yamir thought while seated in a stone looked at the diamond on his hands. Now that he and his family could have been happy and to have everything they had wished thanks to the diamond that found in that cave. But no longer there was remedy.




    Arranged to do something with that diamond and change his luck, he headed to Agra, the capital and neuralgic centre of India. It was a decision taken more by his subconscious than by himself, since like flashes in its memory, the image of a sweet-faced young girl constantly appeared in its mind repeating while fixedly looked into his eyes “Take it to the Shah, Yamir. Take it to the Shah.”




    The Great Shah Jahan, descendant of the Mogul dynasty, lived in the Agra’s palace with its family. The Shah was a benevolent, regal and right man, who governed his country according to the most ingrained Indian traditions, as his ancestors made previously; although the present situation was tense due to the difficulties produced by the undercover invasion by means of commerce by foreign forces having to deal with English and Portuguese for the country’s wealth.




    From not many years ago, the presence of English and their armies had multiplied. The English generals were so good in the policy as in the battle, which made to the Shah to have treat them from a different point of view in comparison of its many other local enemies, considering that its army didn’t stop growing, and its weapons and technical means were very superiors to theirs.




    Like every morning, the Shah awoke early to lower from its stays to the dawn’s hall to have breakfast and see how the sun raised in the sky. That hall was one of the favourite palace rooms for the Shah. It was surrounded by beautiful arcs carved by the flanks that let pass all the morning light but avoiding direct sunlight except for a few seconds, just when the sun showed behind the mountains bursting into the sky and bathing the flooring of the room with the first rays of the day. Spectacle for what the Shah appreciated that hall so much.




    Through the arcs, the inferior gardens could be seen, dense by palms and multitude of colourful and exotic plants originals from India that carefully were brought from all the regions by the Shah ancestors.




    Within the hall there was a majestic oval table built on white stone and mounted over three pairs of elephant horns on which the bowls of fruits, eggs, cooked birds and several delicacies overflowed them. Wine of palm in jars and gold glasses completed it, as well as a brilliant gold cutlery carefully wrought by hand. The whole hall was a spectacle for the eyes, the adornments and ornaments of the toasted wood ceilings, and the drawings and colours of the polished flooring stone were unique in the world. All of this was made by the Shah’s order when commanded to build the hall, expanding thus the palace of his predecessors, and which he believed was one of his more beautiful creations, of course after his children, by whom felt great devotion.




    The Shah was a very early riser man, not only because it liked to enjoy its breakfast alone while contemplated the colours of the first lights of the day, but because to his age no longer can sleep what he was able as a youth and its body needed to rest. Many of his workings had been delegated to his sons the princes, who scrupulously carried out these tasks for pride of their father. The Shah’s brother also participated in the government, but always in background and always supervised by that one. Its main mission was to take care of and to serve the Shah.




    Once the Shah took seat at the hall’s table, it began to eat slowly delighting each one of the food’s flavours that so perfectly placed filled the table while, through the arcs, it lost his glance thinking about what the destiny would provide him today and how would solve some of his immediate conflicts. After a while and swallowing a last bite of the tray of bird with mint and coriander from which had taken a piece, it reclined backwards on the back of the chair while took a glass of palm wine to the mouth to refresh his throat. Then the Shah was interrupted, a voice behind him said:




    “Have pity on me, Great Shah, I don’t have anybody in this world, let me serve you, Great Shah.”




    Immediately the Shah, infuriated, stood up dropping the glass of wine over the table. When turned around, saw a Hindu boy on knees, with the torso stuck to the floor, and both arms extended forward in mercy request. It was Yamir.




    “How you dear interrupt to the Shah! Who has given you permission to enter into palace!” the Shah shouted.




    “Nobody, my Shah, secretly and at night I entered into palace to can speak to you, because nobody should see me to enter, my Shah.”




    “You’ve deceived the guard? You mustn’t have done that, this will cost you the life.”




    “Pardon me, my Shah, already I know I do not deserve it, but let me serve you, let me give you a diamond I found for my Shah.” To the time that said those words, Yamir introduced its two hands underneath its clothes while it stayed bent. Then, it showed them again, this time in the top and with the palms upwards with the diamond on them. For a moment it raised the head while said:




    “I’m Yamir, my Shah, your servant.”




    The Shah approached slowly to the boy to see what had in the hands. Bending down he extended his arm and took the magnificent stone. Rising up again, with his hand and fingers was turning that immense diamond that this young pauper had brought with him.
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