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Chapter 1
The Story of the Finder of Caves


The air was humid and, an hour after sunset, it remained
uncomfortably hot within the Southern Mexican jungle. Thatched huts
sat in irregular order within an area cleared of vegetation, their
disarray a symptom of unplanned, organic growth of the KulWinik
Mayan village. A rectangular, white plastic table hosted two
KulWinik villagers and five expectant Westerners. A single kerosene
lamp burned on the table. Its light highlighted people’s faces like
ill-formed masks but did not worry the darkness. Moths and other
insects gave the light source busy attention.

Yax K’in smoked a pungent, hand-made cigar seemingly oblivious
to his audience of Westerners. His flat, almost-simian face showed
the wear and care of only seventy of his one hundred years. Unkempt
jet-black hair fell over his head and brushed the top of his
shoulders. His cotton tunic covered him from his neck to his wrists
to below his knees. It would have been white if washed but was a
shade of grey from the smoke of cooking fires and the dirt and
grime from labouring in the milpa, the field cleared from the
jungle where the KulWinik grew their food.

Yax K’in peered through the pall of his own cigar smoke at his
late-teenage daughter and then to the Westerners. His eyes finally
came to rest on the lamp and the busy cloud of insects.

‘Pep’Em Ha will tell the stories,’ Yax K’in said, as if
addressing the lamp and not his daughter and audience.

Arthur Dawkins fidgeted as he glanced at his two friends,
Michelle and Hamish and then at Hamish’s late-teenage twin
grandsons, Jim and Harry, to make sure they were paying attention.
He had heard that Pep’Em Ha was as good a story-teller as her
father, even better some had said.

Yax K’in noticed Arthur drawing in the audience and smiled at
his old friend. He hoped Arthur would not be too upset. Yax K’in
had withheld hazardous information from Arthur during their forty
year friendship. The most damaging omission was the ancient, secret
stories Pep’Em Ha was about to narrate.

Pep’Em Ha leant a little forward. She was relieved that she
could finally tell the secret stories, especially to Jim. She spoke
in the Mayan language used by the KulWinik.

“The greatest hunter from the time before Kings, travelled for
many days through the ancient jungle searching, unsuccessfully, for
game. She,” Pep’Em Ha paused, for a moment. Michelle and Arthur
exchanged a quick glance. They understood the importance of what
had been said. He was the leading Mayan archaeologist of his
generation, and she had been instrumental in translating the
ancient Mayan glyphs.

“She had cornered an ancient and dangerous animal,” Pep’Em Ha
continued. “An animal that no longer exists, as large when it
walked on its four legs as the shoulder of a standing hunter. She
failed to kill it. Even the greatest hunters know failure. Even the
gods make mistakes. The animal tore along the length of her leg
with its claws and teeth. The hunter’s injury was deep and to the
bone. Her intended prey tore flesh from her arm and pierced her
side. She was thrown into the air and landed violently. Her mouth
filled with her own blood as her teeth pierced her tongue. She lost
consciousness for a long time. A pool of red surrounded her when
she woke.”

Pep’Em Ha altered the tone of her voice as she provided a
commentary that was part of the story.

“This story is from a time when Hachakyum lived among us. A
previous time. A time before there were kings and scribes. It was a
time before ritual. It was a time before worship. A time before our
people created stone cities. It was a time when people lived
simply. They lived in ignorance of their own past. They lived
before all stories. The story of the Finder of Caves is the world’s
first story.”

Pep’Em Ha continued the ancient tale.

“The hunter dragged her broken body through the jungle as she
tried to return to her people. She travelled for many days. Her
pain was intense. She became disoriented and weak from loss of
blood. She could not discern a common direction. She became lost.
Eventually, she understood that her only hope for survival was to
find help nearby or a source of easy food and shelter.

During the first nights of her ordeal she feared an attack from
jaguars or other large predators. Each night she found a place
where an attack could only come from a single direction and she
would prop herself watching and waiting in the blackness. As the
days blurred into a single repeated one of agony and weakness she
gave up her defence against attack and each night she lay on the
jungle floor wherever she fell and slept through the dark
hours.

Her life flowed slowly away as she weakened further. She lost
clear vision, her waking world lacked distinction. She
hallucinated. She believed she saw a stark white shape, sometimes
appearing like a desiccated tree stump and sometimes as an ancient,
white-robed man. It remained close to her, shouting its uniqueness
in her blurred jungle of greens and browns. She would stare at it
to make the vision disappear but the shape shadowed her like a
companion until her strength was almost gone so that she no longer
registered its presence.

Her leg, and her arm became infected and the poison spread
through her body. She woke one morning and could not stand. She
crawled through the jungle, dragging her useless leg and arm. She
did not stop. Each morning, when she surprised herself that she was
still alive, she continued her struggle.

On the last morning of her ordeal she woke and lifted her head
from the earth where she lay prostrate. She crawled onwards until
the jungle fell behind her. She collapsed and lay on the edge of a
milpa. She released tears of relief using the last moisture in her
body. She let her head fall onto the earth. She slept again.

She woke in the same place. She heard a voice.

‘I’ve been watching you for some time.’

An old man sat with his back against the last tree of the
jungle, he was staring out over the milpa. A white tunic covered
him from his neck to his wrists and to his ankles. His feet were
bare.

‘You will not give up, will you. Even as you are now. At the
very end,’ he said. He turned his head to look at the hunter lying
on the ground and then looked away again.

‘Why is that?’ he asked, not looking at her. ‘Why are you so
strong? You are so different from the others.’

He spoke calmly as if he was chatting and passing the time,
after a day of rest and an ample meal. She was angry and indignant,
as well as in agony. She abhorred his indifference. She did not
understand why he did not help her. She tried to swallow so that
she could speak but it was impossible. Coherent words could not
force their way through the coagulated blood in her mouth and the
stricture of her throat. She wanted to make some sound of annoyance
but she was also hindered by her swollen and infected tongue. She
croaked an inarticulate sound.

‘Will you help me?’ was what she had hoped to say.

He slowly shifted his gaze from the milpa so that he, again,
stared at her. She lifted her head from the earth. She looked
directly at him as if she could order him to provide her with
assistance. She could not move from where she lay and if the old
man did not help her she would die on that spot. His eyes were
calm, he was without concern.

‘Will I help you?’ he repeated the question she had intended to
ask but had not spoken.

He gazed over the milpa again. ‘I shouldn’t,’ he said.

She had no more words and no further thoughts. The strength
holding her head from the ground failed and her face fell, again to
rest on its side.

‘Maybe I will,’ he said as if he had convinced himself after a
silent argument. ‘I can try again.’

He walked the few steps to where she lay. He examined her
prostrate body like she was an exhibit.

‘You are strong. I will grant you that,’ he said.

Her head would not lift on its own again. Her eyes were the only
sign of life and they blazed anger and pleaded pity. He smiled at
her as he weighed the fateful, irrevocable and horrifying decision
he was about to make. He would live with its consequences for tens
of thousands of years. Until the end of the world. Until the end of
all worlds.

‘Yes. I will help you,’ he said softly.

She lost consciousness again.

 

 










Chapter 2

 


She woke inside a hut, lying in a hammock, swinging gently near
a smouldering, three-stoned cooking fire. She tentatively moved her
head. The hut was large compared to hers. However, her attention to
the hut’s interior was distracted when she realised she was not in
pain. She moved her hand and touched her chin and then poked out
her tongue and touched it. She felt no pain. She examined the
finger that had touched her tongue and there was no blood. She
attempted to swallow. She swallowed easily. She was not thirsty,
and she was not hungry. She felt down to her injured leg. She
grimaced in anticipation of touching her wounds.

There was no pain. Her injured leg was whole. She raised her
head and scanned the length of her naked body. She was as uninjured
as the day she had begun her hunt. She swung to a sitting position
in the hammock and felt no dizziness or discomfort. She placed her
feet on the ground and then stood. She kept one hand firmly
attached to the hammock, assuming that her legs would fail. She did
not falter. She felt strong enough to start a hunt of many days.
She walked to the entrance of the hut and looked outside. She saw a
milpa growing maize, squash, chillies, tobacco and manioc. She had
never seen such an abundant milpa. She assumed it was the same
milpa where she had met the old man.

‘The old man must have saved me,’ she thought. She looked down
at her body again and touched her mouth, again.

‘But, I am more than healed, I have been returned to how I was
before,’ she thought.

She felt a little weak as she wondered, ‘Perhaps I have died.
Perhaps I have not been healed. Perhaps I have not been returned to
how I was before.’

She walked out of the hut into the clear area before it. She
turned around and looked back. She breathed deeply. She could smell
the smoke from the fire. She raised the back of her hand to her
nose and smelt the familiar smell of her own skin. She felt the
beginnings of a normal hunger. She felt stirrings in her bowels.
She knew she must be alive. Those mundane parts of living would be
wasted on the dead, she believed.

‘However,’ she thought, ‘I have been healed completely.’ She did
not understand.

She walked further from the hut, stopped and stood. She slowly
turned in a circle, on the spot. She called loudly, ‘Hello?’ to
each of the four directions.

There was no answer. She heard insects, birds and monkeys in the
jungle trees surrounding the milpa. She heard the rustle from
close-by maize plants rubbing together in the breeze. There were no
sounds of people.

She was unsure what to do next. She could wait. There was food
in the milpa and although she had no weapons to hunt, hunting was
not necessary for survival. She assumed a source of water would be
close by and there was the hut for shelter. She thought through her
predicament. Someone had built the hut. Someone had set and lit the
fire that still smouldered. Her thoughts returned to finding the
old man, or someone else, and not of waiting.

She went back to the hut, after deciding what she would do. She
would search for clothing, for weapons and for other signs of
recent occupation, anything that may help her find a way to return
to her people.

The old man sat next to the fire, smoking a hand-made cigar. He
exhaled smoke and watched it join with the rising smoke from the
cooking fire.

She stopped when she saw him. He made no sign that he had
noticed her entrance. She was silent for a long time while she
stared at him.

‘Did you heal me?’ she asked eventually, when she was sure he
was not an apparition.

The old man gazed with pleasure at his cigar. He moved it closer
to his eyes and smiled at it as if it was a loved one.

‘These are the best things about this place,’ he said.

He answered her question while addressing his cigar, ‘Yes.’

‘How long have I been here?’

‘It is the afternoon of the same day.’

‘How?’ she asked. She frowned. She was confused.

‘I said, I will help you. And, I have.’

She had too many questions and was unable to decide what to ask
first.

‘Thank you,’ she said in gratitude with a soft voice.

She decided on a question. She was bold with her request. She
asked firmly, ‘Can you also help me return to my people?’

‘No,’ he said quickly.

‘No?’

The old man said nothing in reply as he exhaled smoke to again
merge with the smoke from the fire. She became annoyed at his
inattention.

‘No? You won’t help me?’ she asked again.

‘I have helped you,’ the old man said quietly.

‘I know. I am thankful. I was asking for more help,’ she
said.

He turned his head and looked at her like she was, again, a
child asking permission. She was a hunter, some called her the
greatest hunter. She was exasperated.

The old man felt her exasperation. He explained, ‘You cannot
return to your people. Those people no longer exist.’

She was shocked. Her hands moved to her face. ‘Are they dead?
How do you know?’ she asked quickly. The ends of her fingers
covered her mouth.

‘No.’

‘No, what?’ She became angry. She was frustrated with the old
man’s answers.

The old man turned away from her to again gaze at the smoke
rising from the fire. ‘No, they are not dead,’ he said slowly as if
he was explaining the obvious. 

She did not know what to ask him next. She was not asking
specific enough questions, she realised. She stared at him. He
exhaled, again, from his cigar.

‘I have re-made you,’ he said as if that answer should satisfy
all her doubts and should answer all her questions.

She sighed, she gave up expecting sense from the old man. ‘I’m
sorry old man. I appreciate what you have done. You do not make
sense. I do not understand you.’

‘Of course you don’t.’ The old man smiled, with compassion. ‘I
re-made you. This world has a new beginning. I created a new world.
The world begins with you. It exists because of you. It is for
you,’ he said. ‘It had reached a point where I was,’ he thought for
a moment, ‘dissatisfied. Without your suffering, without your
strength, this would no longer exist,’ he gently extended his hand
that held his cigar. She did not know if he meant the whole world,
the contents of the hut or simply the cigar in his hand.

His smile remained on his face. ‘I am grateful. I am fond of
this place, if not all of its people. I have not believed my
creation was a complete failure. As I have been told,’ he said
wistfully. ‘You are the proof of that, although you were an amazing
exception. With you as the template, this time it will be better. I
am sure,’ he spoke carefully, methodically, as if he had forgotten
the hunter and was justifying his actions to some absent
audience.

The old man continued staring at the fire. He said, as if it was
not something that would interest her, ‘I re-made your people. But
not in the same way as I re-made you. They do not remember.’

She stared in silence at the old man as if he had spoken a
language she did not know. She decided to not ask for further
explanation. She was the greatest of all hunters and she knew there
was a time to give up on a quarry and start the hunt again.

‘When can I return to these re-made people, as you say?’ she
asked. Her voice was firm and there was no confusion. Her question
was unequivocal.

The old man turned and stared into her eyes. She had the strange
sensation that he approved of her question.

‘Now,’ he replied softly.

‘Right now or soon? What do you mean?’

‘Now,’ he repeated.

The hunter turned away from the old man by the fire and walked
outside the hut. She hoped her action would force him to follow, so
that he could lead her back to her village. Or wherever he
understood she was to go.

She stopped immediately outside the entrance to the hut. She was
back in her village and the setting sun was shining in her eyes.
She turned and looked back inside the hut. The hut was her hut in
her own village. Or, at least, looked like it. There was no sign of
the old man or the milpa.

Her brother came out of the hut and stared at her.

‘I’d thought you’d gone?’ he asked with irritation.

Her brother brushed passed her and out into the village centre.
‘And where are your clothes?’ He said brusquely, not waiting for a
reply.”

 

 










Chapter 3

 


Yax K’in broke the flow of the story telling and interrupted the
trance Pep’Em Ha had caused in her audience with a sharp intake of
breath.

‘Pep’Em Ha!’ he said. His voice was raised.

Arthur had never heard Yax K’in speak to his daughter in that
way.

‘That is enough,’ Yax K’in said. He looked sternly at his young
daughter. ‘The story is well told. However, your additions are not
required. You have not told the ancient story.’ He ended with
frustration in his voice, no longer angry.

Yax K’in turned away from his daughter as if by not looking at
her he would diminish his disappointment. He stared at the light
from the kerosene lamp. ‘I promised Arthur and Michelle that they
would hear the stories of Hachakyum. They are not here for
entertainment,’ he said, as if he was alone with her. ‘The Story of
the Finder of Caves is from a time before there was maize.’ Yax
K’in swung his head and looked at Arthur and then Michelle. ‘It was
a time before there were milpas, before our people lived in
villages, before we made shelters like these.’ Yax K’in waved his
arm at the village huts. ‘It is a story from a creation before
ours, a time that no longer exists, a time of which all trace has
gone. All that exists are the stories.’ Yax K’in’s eyes, as he
again stared at Pep’Em Ha, made her ashamed. She looked down at the
surface of the table and studied the marks and scratches resulting
from years of use.

‘If the stories are not accurate then they are lost,’ Yax K’in
said quietly, fondly to his daughter. He could not remain angry or
disappointed with her. So much depended on her, the plans of the
gods were in her hands and he had confidence in her abilities.

Pep’Em Ha had altered the story. She had added the character of
her own brother to the ancient tale of the Finder of Caves, she had
described the milpa of the old man so that it was the same as her
family’s milpa, she had made the hunter’s village resemble her own,
and she had made the intervening god in the image of her own
father. She wanted to closely associate herself and her own times
with those of the hunter in the story.

‘We must be careful,’ Yax K’in continued, ‘and accurate.
Accuracy is paramount, Pep’Em Ha. Everything from now on depends on
it. You will depend on it, for the sake of all our lives.’

Yax K’in drew on his cigar. ‘Inaccuracy has caused many
problems, I believe.’ As he spoke his voice was illustrated by his
exhaled smoke, ‘We must be careful since what is added for
entertainment will remain with the story. Stories easily become
other stories.’

Pep’Em Ha’s audience sat quietly, after Yax K’in’s voice fell to
silence, and listened to the sounds of the nighttime jungle. They
waited for Yax K’in to decide if the story-telling would continue.
After a short time, he inclined his head and Pep’Em Ha continued
the ancient tale.

 

 










Chapter 4

 


“Many years passed since the world was re-made. The people of
that creation aged and died, however, the hunter remained unchanged
from the moment she had been re-made. She thought often of the old
man. The few words he had said to her became clearer as the years
passed and her wisdom increased. She often searched for the place
where she had been healed but over countless hunts, over countless
years, she never found it. She provided for her people. She was the
first ruler of all people.

Years passed that counted the end of many lives. The seasons
repeated over a thousand times.

The hunter had been on a hunt of many days, and she was alone in
the jungle, when she failed to kill an ancient animal, like a
peccary, and its tusks had gored her leg. In the long years of her
life it was the second, and last, time she had known failure while
hunting. She provided for her people.

She lost a lot of blood and her leg was painful but she
continued to track the injured peccary. She cornered it against a
rock wall. She allowed herself a moment of triumph before she
killed her prey. Although she was weaker with her loss of blood,
her skill would prevent her prey from a second escape. However,
before she could make the killing blow the peccary turned and
disappeared. She waited, anticipating its return, but it did not
rush at her from out of the rock. She approached the rock wall and
saw that it was not whole. There was an opening through which the
peccary had vanished.

She did not hesitate, her people depended on her.

She crawled through the opening with her weapons ready in her
hands. The aperture was wide enough to crawl unimpeded but not high
enough to stand. It sloped gently down. The light dimmed quickly as
she crawled along the passageway. She decided to give up her hunt
for the injured peccary, and start a new hunt, but then the
passageway dipped sharply. The rock surface was slippery. She lost
her grip and began to slide. Her hands were full of her hunting
weapons. She reluctantly let them go as she slipped further. She
tried to grab hold of the rock floor but it was too slippery. She
grasped frantically at the rock above her. The rock vanished from
beneath her. She was suspended in a dark space. Her skin shivered
with the undisturbed cold of a large enclosed area. She was falling
but could feel and see nothing. 

She struck the bottom of the cave and lost consciousness.

 

 










Chapter 5

 


She woke and did not know how much time had passed. There was a
dim light inside the cave as the daylight outside beamed through
the narrow entrance like a beacon, far above where she lay. Her leg
shivered in silver that she knew was blood that had flowed from the
re-opened wound. Her other leg rested at an unnatural angle. It was
painful. She had broken it. An arm caused a similar pain. It was
broken also.  She lifted her head. An intense pain shot
through her mouth. She felt warm blood stream and eddy over her
chin. She saw its sticky shine on the rock underneath her. She knew
that pain. It was same pain she had endured during her other
unsuccessful hunt. She had, once again, pierced her tongue with her
teeth.

She saw the form of the dead peccary. It had fallen further into
the cave, carried there by its greater speed. She tried to move, to
gather it, to return with it to her people. Her pain was too great.
She could not move. It was only then that she thought of her
plight. She could not climb to the entrance with a broken leg and
arm. She was weak from loss of blood. She would die next to the
peccary. Her pain and suffering was great. She hoped her death
would be quick. She lay her head back on the rock floor and waited
to die.

She had fallen into a sacred place. What separates our world
from the world of Xibalba, the abode of the gods, is thin there.
Her suffering called to Xibalba.

She was answered.

The dim cave light coagulated, it formed around a single point,
then it extended into a sinuous stream of smoke. It expanded into
the shape of a serpent. She lifted her head, although her pain was
intense, when she was aware of the change in the cave.

The shape moved and grew. A serpent’s head formed on the
changing stream and its mouth split and opened until the open mouth
filled her vision. She watched with fascination as if she saw her
approaching death. She was not afraid to die. She was the greatest
hunter, of any creation.”

‘Her suffering had summoned a Vision Serpent,’ Pep’Em Ha said,
as an aside from her story-telling, as an explanation, ‘the way our
people communicate with the gods and with our ancestors.’

“She saw movement within the mouth of the Vision Serpent,”
Pep’Em Ha continued with her tale. “A shape approached. A young man
stepped out of the mouth of the serpent and into the cave. She
stared at him. He held himself like a king although the days of the
Story of the Finder of Caves were before kings. She lifted her head
further as he approached. He stopped next to the dead peccary.

She knew him.

She tried to speak. Her voice garbled with the blood that pooled
in her mouth. Each word she used, each breath, added to her pain.
She fought the words like they were adversaries.

‘Where have you come from? Why are you here?’ Her breath failed
on the last word. She was braver than any person had been or would
be, she could suffer agony in silence but she was afraid in the
presence of great power. She, also, knew his compassion was
arbitrary. He had watched her suffer before. He could do nothing
and have no concern as to consequences.

His answer surprised her. ‘You brought me here,’ he said
softly.

She struggled with another word but it came out of her mouth
easily. ‘How?’ she asked. She tried to speak more words. ‘How could
I have brought you here?’ she said clearly.

‘Your suffering summoned me,’ he said quietly.

‘Why are you so interested in watching my suffering?’ She
exploded with anger. ‘You have no compassion!’ Her fear made her
angry. She was familiar with fear and she had learned how to
overcome it. When she hunted dangerous prey she attacked. She did
that with him.

‘You watched my suffering,’ she said with explosive wrath.
‘That’s twice now. You only helped me, reluctantly, after I
pleaded. I am a hunter, I do not accept help easily. It is
demeaning to ask for help. You changed everything. You explained
nothing. Not in a meaningful way. Not with any sense.’ She listed
her grievances.

‘Then,’ she continued. ‘You say, I have been re-made. What’s
that? No-one knew me but they all knew my name. My new name. Then
you disappear. You leave me like that.’ Tears formed in her eyes as
her anger was overcome by her sadness, her loneliness. She went on
in a softer voice. ‘You left me like that for years and years and
years. Everyone aged and died. Again and again. Then, you turn up
again.’ She lifted her arm and pointed it at him, clenching her
fist as if she might strike him.

She looked at her hand that hovered in front of her face. She
then realised she had stood up while she was angrily arguing. She
was no longer lying on the rock floor of the cave. She had no pain
in her legs, her voice was clear, her mouth was clean and whole and
her arm moved as if it had never been broken. She gazed at his face
in wonder. He had not moved from next to the peccary. In the gloom
of the cave she saw the serious look on his face.

‘Compassion was not required,’ he said. ‘Not on my part and not
at that time. I re-made you. I re-made your people. The day you
found me was the first day of this creation. The time of the world
is counted from that day. It was because of you. This world is
yours. I did tell you that. We shall see what happens this
time.’

‘This time? What does that mean?’ she asked. She was less angry
now that her pain had gone.

‘I’ve done this before. A long time ago and with methods that
were,’ he hesitated and she thought she saw a bitter smile on his
face. ‘They were catastrophic and crude. I caused a lot of damage.
Perhaps, because of you, this time will be better. More acceptable
to others,’ he said.

Her anger had gone. She said in a soft, contrite voice that
still managed to transfer blame to him. ‘I could have died. I
expected to die. Again.’ She wondered how his apparent plan for
creation could proceed if she had died in the cave.

To her surprise, he laughed. His laugh forced on her an ecstatic
joy, as if the world was wonderful despite everything to the
contrary. She had no choice but to share his happiness. It was not
a contagious laughter, quite the opposite. It felt inappropriate,
sacrilegious even, to add to the sound he was making. His laughter
was a gift but not to be shared on equal terms. In the many years
that followed, his laugh erupted at unexpected times and she rarely
anticipated its arrival.

‘No,’ he said when his laughter had subsided. ‘Well, yes. You
could have died the first time and the fact that you didn’t is the
reason for, well,’ he hesitated to find the right word as if his
vocabulary was newly learned. He said, ‘everything. However, this
time?’ He appeared ready to laugh again. ‘No. You can’t die.’

‘You mean you won’t let me? You’re protecting me? I do not need
anyone’s protection.’ She was upset again. She did not like how
lightly he took her injuries, her pain and her suffering.
Twice.

‘Your current situation proves the opposite, I would have
thought,’ he said clearly but with kindness. ‘I created this world
because of you. For you. You cannot die. Not by accident, disease
and not from ageing. You are the ruler of this creation. Perhaps I
did not make that clear enough. This world is yours. I created this
world but I do not own it.’

He waited for his words to be understood. He was surprised to
see that she did understand. Amazing, he thought. He knew for
certain, then, he had made the correct choice. He also knew that he
had made a mistake in leaving her alone.

‘However, it is, perhaps,’ he said, ‘time I stayed with
you.’”

Pep’Em Ha finished the tale. She drew her eyes around her
audience as if seeking confirmation of a task well done. No-one
interrupted the poignant silence.

Arthur and Michelle glanced at each other. Arthur remembered his
years living in the village. He had participated in the KulWinik
rituals. He had heard the old stories. All of them, he had thought.
He wondered, with some disappointment, what else Yax K’in had
neglected to tell him.

Michelle was excited. She had also spent years in the KulWinik
village, all of them living with Arthur. She also knew the rituals.
She knew the stories, from Arthur and from Yax K’in. An ancient
creation tale centred on a female leader was unprecedented. She
wondered what else there was but with anticipation, not
disappointment.

Arthur’s old friend Hamish, a retired geologist, listened to the
silence after the story, revelling in the profound effect the
story-telling had on him. He could visualise the relationship
between the woman and the god she had summoned. He saw the scenes
Pep’Em Ha vividly described as if he had lived them himself. Her
story-telling of the beginning of the world moved him as only a few
good movies and books had done in his long life. He tried to
remember the god’s name and the woman’s name. He wondered how the
story of the hunter and the god would end.

Jim, Hamish’s late-teenage grandson, was the first to speak.
‘That was cool, Pep’Em Ha,’ he said in English, which Yax K’in,
alone among those around the table, did not understand. Jim added,
in KulWinik Maya, ‘Are there more stories?’

That was the question, for different reasons, everyone around
the table wanted answered.

 

 










Part 2









Chapter 1
The Story of the First Day


The air in the cave had shimmered and they had immediately
appeared back with her people. The dead peccary had been taken away
by others, who prepared it to be eaten by the group. The hunter
stood a short distance away and warily watched the man dressed in a
white tunic seated next to a smouldering cooking fire. The rest of
her people had left her alone with him, fearful after her
re-appearance. She looked over his body as if his appearance was
unusual but he looked like any other man except for his dominant
dark red hair and a large regal nose that drew attention to itself.
She liked how he looked, strong and also gentle. His physical age
seemed to be near to hers although she knew well how deceptive that
was. She had stopped counting the years of her life.

‘Do you have a name?’ she asked. She kept her distance like he
was dangerous prey. She spoke strongly as if she was not
afraid.

‘Yes,’ he said.

She waited for him to say more. She sighed when he didn’t.

She spoke clearly and succinctly, asking a question with one
possible answer, ‘What is your name?’

‘I have many names.’

She sighed with frustration. His conversation was
impossible.

‘I prefer to be called Hachakyum,’ he eventually said.

‘You chose my name?’ she asked. ‘Are you the one who put K’ul
Kelem into their heads?’ she asked as she waved her arm in the
direction of the people preparing the peccary.

‘Yes. It is a powerful name. It signifies strength, wisdom and
authority. Do you not like the name I gave you?’ He smiled.

Her fear and consequently her anger subsided. She said in a soft
voice, ‘It’s a good name.’

She had questions. Her voice hardened, as if preparing for a
battle with him.

‘I am no older,’ she said. She lifted her hand so it was in
front of her face. She examined the back of it as if it was not
hers. She held it before her eyes and marvelled at the thing that
had remained unchanged for years. Her eyes slipped off her hand and
fell across the space between them to meet his eyes. She felt as if
her gaze met an unyielding force mid-way between them. She did not
flinch.

She waited but he said nothing. She returned his silence like it
was a game of strength.

‘I still feel pain,’ she said after waiting a long time for him
to reply. ‘I injure, I tire, I am sad, I am happy, I am hungry, I’m
sick. I’m exactly the same as before I first met you.’

She waited again. He said and did nothing but watch her
eyes.

‘But, I am no older,’ she repeated. She lowered her hand to her
side.

She waited again.

‘My family did not remember me,’ she said. ‘They had never known
me as one of them. I had never existed to anyone I knew or,’ her
voice faltered. ‘Or cared for.’

He made no sound. She watched him watching her.

‘They all aged and died. Babies aged and died. I had no-one.
During all those lifetimes, I was alone,’ she said. She remembered
loved ones dying while her old life, before meeting Hachakyum,
remained unknown to them. She became angry again as she remembered
those lonely years. It was his fault. She raised her hand again and
examined it. This time she rotated it backwards and forwards to
examine all sides of it.

‘Do you own me?’ she asked firmly. She switched her eyes
immediately from her hand to him as if trying to catch him
unawares. She said with anger, ‘Is this yours? Have I no
choice?’

‘No,’ he said.

‘No?’ she queried his answer. ‘Are you sure? I’m not so sure
that I do have a choice.’

‘No,’ he repeated. He spoke clearly and firmly, ‘I do not own
you. No-one owns you. No-one is owned.’

‘Hmm,’ she readied herself to argue with him. ‘But, you made me.
You named me.’

When he did not reply, she moved the hand she had been examining
so that it pointed to the other people.

‘They knew my name,’ she said. ‘The name you gave me, but they
did not know me.’ She placed her other hand on her chest as if to
make sure he knew which “me” she meant. She stood in a
confrontational attitude, with one hand pointing and the other on
her chest. She wanted him to understand her fear and her
loneliness. She wanted compassion. She did not know what he felt,
if anything.

‘I do not own you,’ he said forcefully. He was unused to being
questioned and his answers not believed. He thought of his mistake,
leaving her alone for so long, and he tried to show some of the
compassion he knew she hoped for. ‘I did not make you or anyone
else. I can’t do that. No-one can create life from nothing. I
re-made you. I re-made your people. I own you less than a parent
owns a grown child.’

She let her hands drop to her sides. A question burned to be
asked.

She asked softly, as if scared of the answer, ‘I can’t die?’

He faltered. He recovered and then, quickly, gave her an answer
she could understand. ‘No, you can’t die,’ he said.

‘I’m immortal am I? I’m one of the gods.’ She began to raise her
arms but then let them fall. They hung limply pointing to the
ground.

He remembered her intelligence and her willingness to accept
after critical examination. He had chosen her for those reasons as
well as her determination and physical strength. He resolved to not
underestimate her again.

‘No. You are not one of the gods. That is not something you can
become. You will not die by accident, disease or by ageing.
However, never, is too long to speak of with certainty,’ he said.
‘Everything dies. Everything comes to an end. Even my life will
end. Even the lives of my race will end.’ He spoke succinctly as he
gauged how much she could understand.

She sighed and looked away. She attempted to understand. She
did, a little.

Her soft exhaled breath merged into words, ‘I am alone. It has
been lonely.’

‘I know,’ he said. ‘I left you for too long. Away from here,
time is not,’ he hesitated. ‘It is not as linear as it appears. I
made a mistake. I am sorry.’ He walked to her.

She did not flinch at his approach, knowing his power was beyond
her comprehension. She did not stop examining his face as he
approached her. He stopped before her and lightly, gently, picked
up one of her hands that hung by her side. He delicately lifted it
by holding on to just a few of her fingers. He examined the skin on
the back of her hand as if he too was surprised that she had not
aged. He looked from her hand to her eyes. He saw in them her
strength, her wisdom and her sadness. He re-lived the time he had
been aware of her struggle for life in the jungle. He remembered
the instant when he decided that world would end. He held the
reason for a new world, lightly and gently by a few fingers of one
hand. He looked at eyes that, with no fear, returned his gaze.
Amazing, he thought, after all she now knew and understood.

‘I’m sorry,’ he said. ‘I’m staying now.’

 

 










Chapter 2
The Story of the First Night


She watched him acutely, critically, as he walked towards her.
She lay, naked, on animal skins. Animals she had hunted and killed.
It was night but she saw him clearly. He was illuminated by the
glow from the smouldering fire and moonlight. 

Her eyes fell over his approaching body. He looked the same as
all other men and, for a moment, she thought she may have been
tricked. She may have been drugged so that the long years of her
life were an hallucination. He might be taking advantage of her,
for simple male pleasure. She was, momentarily, unsure of her life
as the naked man approached. However, she was as aroused as he
demonstrably was. She wanted him even if he was taking advantage of
her. It had been too many generations since she had shared
herself.

He lay down next to her. He brushed her lips with his and then
drew away. He gently captured her hand and brought that to his
lips. He held her, barely, by the ends of a few of her fingers. She
let him play with her hand and fingers as if they were things of
great beauty and delicacy that could be easily damaged if careful
attention was not paid to them.

He smoothed the skin on her hand although it remained perfect,
it was unchanged by years of hunting and hard work. His touch was
gentle, his skin had not been roughed by labour. She was aroused by
his playful stroking of her hand and was surprised how gentle a
male could be. But then, she thought with anticipation mixed with
fear, he was not simply a male.

He seemed to know of her fear and calmed her by brushing his
lips across her hand. He returned her hand to her side like he was
replacing an instrument back into its proper and safe place. He
willed her legs apart by soft pressure applied to her knee. He
traced a downwards line with his finger, beginning on the flat of
her stomach and ending when he confirmed the line of separation
between her labia. The same finger probed deeper as it began back
along the same path and her inner lips parted and drowned.

He lifted himself over her and on top. He entered her, sliding
inside her body with no resistance. He stopped when she felt the
end of him against her cervix. She could not have accommodated a
drop further of human flesh inside her. She looked for his eyes and
found them watching her. He did not move inside her, he remained
perfectly still as he watched her face.

She felt a pleasurable tingling begin at her cervix. She felt a
calming sensation twist and wind up her spine. She felt a part of
that stream split off and wrap and cradle her heart. Her heart
slowed but was made stronger. The main stream pooled at the base of
her skull. She shuddered, opened her eyes widely and stared at his
face as she felt a breach inside her. He was inside her head like
he was another observer in her own mind. He knew what she knew. He
felt what she felt. He was as much a part of her as she was
herself. He slowly moved his penis inside her. He touched her
exactly where and when she needed to be touched. He shared her
pleasure through to the final shudder and the satisfying, cleansed
emptiness afterwards.

He moved off and lay next to her but he was still inside her
head. In her mind he was standing next to her, experiencing and
watching. She turned her head, just a little, to look at him. She
did not want to move too much, she wanted to preserve the fading
feeling. He was in two places. She smiled at him, both with her
lips and inside her head.

He laughed. She remembered his laugh in the cave and she
experienced again that unbridled contagion of his joy. She knew she
had yet to touch the perimeter of possible pleasure with him.

 

 










Chapter 3

 


When K’ul Kelem woke the next morning after the sun had barely
risen. She was alone, wrapped among the coverings she had slept on.
She opened her eyes but she did not move. She remained on her side
facing the rock wall of the shelter. She examined its surface
without concentration while she thought about the previous day and
night. For some moments her night dreams merged with her waking
hours. She could not differentiate between what was real and what
was not. She felt an absence as if normality was disappointing.

She was surprised out of her reverie, as if she was surprised
that any other person existed, when she heard a voice behind
her.

‘Good morning.’

She rolled over and stared, continuing her lack of awareness.
Hachakyum sat next to the fire. He was dressed in his white tunic.
His face towards her. His words echoed in her head as if they had
originated from within her. With an effort she understood that his
words had come from outside her, that she had heard them and she
was expected to reply.

‘Good morning,’ she said quietly.

He smiled, which caused her to smile as if he had applied
pressure to her face.

‘Did you sleep? Do you sleep?’ she asked. She watched him.

‘Yes.’

He remembered that she expected more than specific answers to
exact questions.

‘I don’t need to sleep,’ he said. ‘But while I am like this,’ he
indicated his body. ‘Why not enjoy it?’

‘Can you change how you look?’ she asked. She moved her forearm
so that it propped underneath her head.

‘It’s not a process to be performed at a whim. Why? Do you not
like this shape?’ he asked.

He waited without concern.

‘It’s a good shape,’ she said eventually.

‘Can you do that anytime?’ she asked. ‘Be inside me? Can you
always know what I’m thinking?’

‘Don’t you like it?’

‘I like it. I was thinking more about day to day. Whether I have
privacy.’

‘No. You have no privacy other than what I decide. Would you
like privacy? Would you like me to not know what you’re thinking?’
The thought had not occurred to him.

‘Can I do the same with you?’ she asked.

‘No. Unless I decide.’

‘Well,’ she said. ‘No, then. Not to start with. Can you do that?
Not listen to my thoughts?’

‘Of course.’

She waited for him to say more. He didn’t.

‘What should I do now?’ she asked. ‘What can I do now?’ It was
as if she was asking how to live the rest of her life.

He smiled. ‘Whatever you want to do. Nothing has changed. The
only difference is that I’m here.’

A young man interrupted them. He was breathless from
running.

‘K’ul Kelem, K’ul Kelem,’ he cried loudly. His voice was shrill.
‘Please come. The elders must see you.’

Hachakyum turned. The young man had never before seen a man
dressed in a white tunic. He had never seen K’ul Kelem with a
companion. His face registered incomprehension, his mouth wide
open.

Hachakyum had been surprised and was angry with his lack of
attention. He reacted. He lifted his arm and as he said angrily,
‘Go away,’ the young man was lifted off his feet and thrown on his
back, ten paces away.

K’ul Kelem frowned with annoyance. She walked quickly to the
young man and crouched next to him. He was shaking with fear as he
stared at where he had been standing.

‘You will need to be careful, in future,’ she said to the young
man as she brushed dust off his back, soothing him like he was her
child. She left her hand on the man’s shoulder, to reassure him, to
quieten his fear. He made a childlike whimper and backed away from
her, dragging himself along the ground. He was petrified as
Hachakyum walked towards the two of them. The young man scrambled
to his feet and tried to run. However, he froze in place, unable to
move. He had control only over his eyes, which flicked from side to
side in panic. He could not breath. The young man’s body was turned
to face Hachakyum. The force that held him was released and he
stumbled forward as if a trace of the momentum of his escape
remained. He fell onto his hands and knees and took deep breaths.
The ground at Hachakyum’s feet took all his attention.

‘Forgive me,’ Hachakyum said to the back of the panting young
man. ‘You startled me. I am,’ he searched for the word to use,
‘unused to being startled. I will try to not do that again.’
Hachakyum placed his hand under the shoulder of the young man and
lifted him to his feet. The young man blubbered like a child afraid
of monsters in the night. Hachakyum smiled and the young man’s face
broke into a forced, quiet surrender.

Hachakyum returned to sit next to the fire.

Inarticulate sounds came from the young man’s throat as he took
shallow breaths. His fear swamped and overpowered the exaltation
that had been forced on him by Hachakyum’s smile. He shivered with
shock while K’ul Kelem patiently waited for him to come to his
senses.

She felt weary although she had just woken. She anticipated the
questions her people would ask but she had few answers. She had
worked hard to appear normal. She hunted and provided for them. She
decided their disputes. She made peace with nearby groups of
hunter-gatherers. She occasionally provided for all those other
people as well. She had spread her influence in every direction.
Her old workload would be easy compared to the new expectations,
with Hachakyum as her companion. She was treated almost as a god,
but worried how that perception would change when she was confirmed
as reverential, by keeping the company of the gods themselves on
earth. However, her years of loneliness were over and Hachakyum had
to stay, whatever the consequences.

‘That is Hachakyum,’ she said quietly to the young man. ‘Your
god lives among you.’

 

 










Chapter 4

 


The young messenger hurried off, glad to get away. He ran at
first but then slowed. K’ul Kelem must be a god herself, he
thought. He wondered why she had not shown her power as obviously
as Hachakyum. His fear returned and his body shook as he remembered
the familiar way he had spoken to her before Hachakyum’s arrival.
He stumbled as he remembered one time he had playfully pushed her
shoulder when she had said something amusing. He would not do that
again. He would have to warn everyone that the woman who lived
among them, and could not die, also had the power of the gods. He
was momentarily angry with K’ul Kelem for not showing her strength,
for allowing friendly intimacies as if she was one of them. His
anger dissolved into a cold fear as he wondered if K’ul Kelem could
read his thoughts and her anger would grow out of his anger with
her. He had slowed his pace after he had stumbled but at his
renewed fear he raced off hoping his thoughts could not be read as
his separation from her increased.

K’ul Kelem watched the young man run away.  She was angry
at Hachakyum for his unrestrained violence but, she thought, at
least the young man lived. And Hachakyum had apologised, of sorts.
What had been proved was his lack of omnipotence and a certain
vulnerability. He suffered anger, embarrassment and contrition, at
least. He was not emotionally aloof and he was not unaffected by
the plight of others. Her anger gave way to joy. He was more
human-like than she had imagined. She had believed him callous and
uncaring to watch her suffering. Perhaps, she thought, he also
suffered from indecision.

‘I have to go,’ K’ul Kelem said to Hachakyum.

He watched the flame flicker as if he was unaware of K’ul
Kelem’s presence.

She turned to leave but stopped when he spoke to her.

‘Why do you go to them? Why do they not come to you?’ he
asked.

She turned back, surprised that he had asked her a question. Her
heart thumped strongly, just for a few beats. Perhaps his humanness
was true, she thought, and their lives together would not be so one
sided. Perhaps she had things to offer that he did not already
have.

‘That is my way,’ she said. ‘Although I am older than their
ancestors, my appearance is like a daughter.’ She tried to explain
her wish to appear normal to others of her community. ‘Do you
understand?’ she asked.

‘No,’ he replied quickly. ‘Among equals, yes, it is correct
behaviour but the difference between you and them is immense. No, I
do not understand. Perhaps you don’t understand your own
power.’

‘Perhaps. I know I’m different. I’ve known that for a long
time.’ She went back to the fireside. ‘Even if I had your power
over them I would not act differently. There’s no point in forcing
my will onto them.’

‘There is respect to be considered,’ he said. He knew she was
criticising his behaviour with the young man. His face grew dark.
She became cold. The world lost confidence. She doubted her
abilities.

‘Respect works both ways,’ she said, forcing the contradictory
words out of her mouth by force of will.

‘Yes, it does,’ he said and smiled. The world lightened and she
became herself again. She returned his smile and their discussion
was over.

She was unreasonably happy as she left him. She felt like
singing. She felt like she had been raised as one of a kind and her
solitariness had been broken by the unexpected appearance of
another, just like her.

Her greatest wish, if she was to have any power in the world,
was that she had his power to force happiness onto others.

 

 










Chapter 5

 


The elders waited at the far end of the rock shelter. They stood
quickly when K’ul Kelem approached. She saw the fear on their
faces. The news of Hachakyum’s anger had travelled quickly. She had
already been elevated to god status and she could not do anything
about it.

She sat down and waited for them to also sit. The braver ones
sat quickly, not greatly fearing K’ul Kelem’s newly uncovered
powers by association. The wary ones waited, as if they were less
vulnerable if they remained standing.

She waited. Slowly, everyone sat down. The last few did so
quickly once they realised they may be the last to remain standing
and did not want to anger, by disrespect, the new god among
them.

There was a nervous, shifting silence until an older woman in
the group spoke.

‘K’ul Kelem,’ she asked softly. ‘We have heard you have a
companion.’

‘Yes,’ K’ul Kelem said. She did want to explain herself or
Hachakyum. ‘But that cannot be the reason you asked to see me.’

‘No,’ the woman hesitated. She, and the men, wanted immediate
reassurances for their safety but did not wish to anger K’ul Kelem
by pestering her. ‘No, it isn’t.’

One of the men spoke. ‘Chak K’an has been killed.’

‘I’m sorry for that,’ K’ul Kelem said. She did not understand
why she had to be told of another death. Death was regular.

‘He was a brash young man,’ another elder said.

An older man, visibly upset, interrupted quickly. ‘He was my
son. His death cannot go unanswered.’ The man implored K’ul Kelem
to share his anger. She saw his fear of her and his new hope that
she could bring his son back.

‘Tell me what happened,’ she asked the first elder, pointedly
ignoring the passion of the grieving father.

Chak K’an had travelled outside the ancestral range of K’ul
Kelem’s group. He, and other young men, had gone to the lands of
people who thrived on the coast far to the north. He had heard that
they had many beautiful young women and had decided to bargain for
the women, or to steal some for wives. The bargaining had failed
when Chak K’an bragged that he was from K’ul Kelem’s group and he
could take the women if he wished, and there would be nothing the
other group could do. The attempt at stealing the women had been
singularly unsuccessful and Chak K’an had been killed in the act of
theft.

K’ul Kelem listened to the lengthy tale, embellished by details
of the trip to the coast, the descriptions of the plentiful
estuarine resources and the wide ocean and the slow and humiliating
return trip.

K’ul Kelem thought the matter solved. The young man had
misbehaved and had suffered the consequences. However, the
immediate family was determined that pay-back was necessary. The
rest of the day was spent discussing possible responses. She vetoed
violent, direct reprisals but let the elders talk through other
options. She thought of Hachakyum and wondered how he was spending
his day. She wondered if he was patient. Unlimited life should
preclude boredom but, she thought, it had not worked for her as she
waited for the elders to come to the obvious solution to their
problem. She would travel to the people on the coast to the north
and apologise for Chak K’an’s behaviour. Then she would barter for
some women to return with her to satisfy the honour of the dead
man’s family.

Late in the afternoon, when the sun had fallen into the tops of
the trees, a resolution was made that K’ul Kelem would leave the
next day. The young man’s family accepted that the effort she would
make on their behalf would satisfy their honour. She would go and
she would talk.

She returned to where she had spent the night with Hachakyum,
weary from a day of listening. He was not there. She sat down next
to the remains of the fire that had burnt itself out hours before.
She put her head into her hands. Her life was unending but, for
generation after generation, she solved the same problems caused by
the same mistakes of others. A horrible thought occurred to her
that made her lift her head from her hands. Perhaps Hachakyum had
left, once again she would be alone, because she had not paid him
attention. She remembered criticising his behaviour that morning.
She was distraught at the thought of resumed loneliness.

She heard the sounds of young children playing. She went in that
direction. Some of the children may have seen Hachakyum as their
play ranged over the extended camp site. She would ask them where
he was.

She came upon a strange sight.

A dozen young children were running chaotically, screaming and
squealing with delight. Each child was being pursued by a
fist-sized stone that followed them a step behind and at head
height. The children wove in playful attempts to escape their
flying pursuers. When a child slowed, the stone would also slow. If
they stopped then the stone would stop, but then would resume a
slow approach causing the child to squeal and run.

K’ul Kelem saw two of the children, smarter than the others, run
towards each other and then duck and swerve at the last second, so
that their following stones smashed into each other, ejecting a
shower of shards before they careered off and fell to the
ground.

Hachakyum stood in the middle of the mayhem, smiling and
watching the children. One child had the bright idea of running
directly at him, passing by so closely that the following stone
would hit him. He lifted his arm, as if preparing to deflect a
blow, and the stone exploded into a hundred fragments.

Hachakyum saw K’ul Kelem. The stones stopped in mid-air and
fell, once again lifeless, to the ground. A collective groan of
disappointment came from the children. They loudly, randomly,
called his name. They did not want the game to end. The children
ran to him and pulled at his arms and at his tunic. K’ul Kelem
strode into the rabble centred on Hachakyum and told the children
to leave him alone. They ignored her. Hachakyum smiled at their
disobedience.

The god told the children their games were over for the day and
waved his hand to indicate they should leave. They ignored him
too.

The children, as a group, lifted off the ground. They hovered
for a second as they were turned to face towards the camp site and
then flew through the air for ten paces where they were landed.
That trick did not help. It made matters worse. The group of
children ran back to Hachakyum, yelling ‘Again! Again!’

He flew the children a few more times until K’ul Kelem again
told them the games were over. This time time they obeyed, they
were hungry and tired. They returned to their parents.

‘It’s a pity they grow to be adult humans,’ Hachakyum said as he
accompanied K’ul Kelem back to the rock shelter.

After eating a meal prepared by others, they spent the night
again separated from the rest of K’ul Kelem’s people. She told him
of her day with the elders. She talked and he listened. It was the
first time she had done that for longer than she could
remember. 

 

 










Chapter 6

 


K’ul Kelem woke the next morning, in the same position, with the
same disorientation as the first morning. She did not move as she
examined the rock face next to where she lay. She thought of the
second night with Hachakyum, almost with guilt, as if her pleasure
had been selfish. He had stayed inside her for a longer time and,
somehow, they had talked, but not with the sound of words. He had
joined the conversation stream that ran through her head. At the
time, she had been thrilled by the intimacy but, afterwards, the
next morning when she was not fully awake, she felt a shame of
overindulgence, as if she had been excited by something obscene.
The invasion of her privacy had been absolute and more intimate
than anything physical.  She didn’t know if she enjoyed it.
During the act, of course, she could not get enough but afterwards
she was not so sure. How could she face Hachakyum, knowing that he
knew everything about her at the moment of her extreme pleasure.
Her sexual gratification had been his too, she remembered him
saying or thinking in her mind. She did not know the
difference.

She rolled over. He was sitting by the smouldering fire watching
her. All her guilt, all her worry about privacy disappeared when
she saw him. It was nothing obscene, she understood. It was the
unique way of sharing her life with a god. She returned his stare
and wondered what it would be like to be inside his mind. She
wanted to know what he felt and thought as much as she wanted him
inside her head sharing everything about her.

‘Not yet,’ he said quietly, with words.

‘When?’ she asked.

‘You’re not ready,’ he said.

‘You said you wouldn’t be inside my mind, except when I let
you,’ she asked.

‘I’m sorry,’ he said. ‘You were shouting, it was hard to not
listen. I’ll try harder.’

‘I have to go away today,’ she said.

‘I know,’ he said. ‘I’m coming with you.’

She smiled.

 

 










Chapter 7

 


Hachakyum and K’ul Kelem left the campsite later that morning
and walked until the sun had almost set. Hachakyum opened a bag
made of woven strips of bark and set out food onto large leaves he
plucked from nearby plants. K’ul Kelem made a fire and they sat
near it as they ate.

‘We should stop on the way tomorrow and pick more fruit,’
Hachakyum said as he ate the red, juicy pulp of fruit-flesh and
seeds.

‘If we see a place, we will,’ K’ul Kelem said. ‘Should I hunt?’
she asked.

‘If you want to, but there’s no pressing need,’ he said.

They ate in silence until K’ul Kelem noticed that all the food
in the bag was gone.

‘We’ll definitely have to stop,’ she said sharply. ‘It’s many
days walk. We’ll have to eat, or at least I’ll have to.’

‘There will be food tomorrow,’ he said.

She stared at him. ‘Can you just make food appear?’ she asked.
‘Or, do you just know where it is?’

‘Both.’

‘Then why did you carry the food today?’

‘Why not? It’s what you do isn’t it?’

‘If I have to. But you don’t have to.’

‘No,’ he said. ‘I don’t.’

He resumed eating as if their conversation had reached a natural
endpoint.

‘You can be most exasperating. Did you know that?’ she said.

He smiled.

When, again, he said nothing more she laughed and shook her
head.

‘We don’t even need to walk to the coast,’ she said. ‘You could
just make us be there. Right?’

‘Yes.’

She stared at his face for awhile and then looked down at the
flames of the fire.

‘But,’ he said. ‘This is fun isn’t it?’ he asked her. ‘I’m
enjoying this. I don’t live like this normally.’

‘How do you live, then?’ she asked. ‘Normally.’

‘Not like this.’

She laughed again but this time she was angry that he had
refused to answer. He did not think she was ready, or she was not
smart enough. I must be like a game to him, she said angrily to
herself.

‘I’m very tired,’ she said abruptly. ‘Let’s get up before dawn
and try and get to the coast as quickly as we can. Good night,’ she
said rudely. She lay down next to the fire and closed her eyes.

He did not understand how her mood had changed so suddenly.

 

 










Chapter 8

 


The following afternoon was excessively hot and humid. The air
was still and it hung heavily as if reluctant to move. K’ul Kelem
felt like there was angry resistance as she sluggishly made her way
through the jungle and along the rare paths. They came upon a
shallow, swift-flowing stream of mountain-fed water.

‘Let’s stop here,’ he said. ‘We have come far enough today.’

She agreed. They left their clothing and what they carried on
the large-leafed, spongy grass of the river bank. They waded into
the water and lay in it facing up stream. They held onto large
stones strewn on the river bed and let the water flow over and
around them. K’ul Kelem ducked her head in and out of the water
watching the eddies and whirls as they approached her like an angry
crowd that anticipated delay. She laughed, enjoying the flowing
stream of water that whisked over and passed her body.

Hachakyum did not understand why she was so happy and he was
intrigued at his lack of knowledge. He had changed somehow. He did
not require answers to everything, he did not need control of all
situations, he even looked forward to, again, being surprised and
startled like he had been by the young messenger on the first
morning. K’ul Kelem was altering him. He knew the bliss of wilful
ignorance. This is what it is like to live their lives, he thought.
It was wonderful, to a degree. Although he knew the difference
between having power and refusing to use it, and powerlessness.

He left the water and sat on the bank next to their clothes and
equipment. K’ul Kelem stayed in the refreshing water, bobbing up
and down as she immersed and re-immersed her body.

She stood up, having had enough cold mountain water, and waded
across the flowing stream to re-join Hachakyum. He was struck by a
revelation. She was physically beautiful. He had taken a similar
shape to hers, to all her people, but he had not considered
physical beauty in that alien form. It was her other attributes
that had drawn her to his attention. He was physically aroused by
her naked body and smiling face.

She laughed when she saw his state.

They made love on the edge of the stream, shrouded in the cover
of jungle shadows, during the hot afternoon.

K’ul Kelem entered the water again, to refresh herself
afterwards and noticed a strange cloud jerking and bobbing towards
her. She laughed out loud with happiness as a mass of butterflies
came close, circled above and then landed on her. A few fluttered
about but most covered her body and face. They clung to her nose
and hair, they spread themselves over her shoulders and down her
arms, which she held out sideways away from her body. They were
over her breasts and stomach, over her back and down the back of
her legs. They clung to her pubic hair and clambered over her
thighs clinging to the almost invisible hairs on the vertical
surface.

The butterflies gently flapped their wings as if they were
waiting for flight but had yet to receive the command. She slowly
turned her body to Hachakyum and his face beamed a smile she had
never seen before. Her body shuddered with his delight.

‘They do you great honour,’ he said. He waded into the water to
be closer to her. ‘They are my favourite creatures in this place,’
he said.

‘Did you do this?’ she asked through a clenched mouth that could
not open fully for fear of harming the butterflies perched
there.

‘No,’ he said. ‘They like you.’

He stood back from her and watched as if he was burning that
image into his memory. He held out his hand to touch her shoulder
and two of the butterflies calmly walked onto his finger.

‘I will teach you a respectful farewell,’ he said to her. He
whispered sounds from a language she did not know then placed the
two butterflies onto her fingers. ‘Repeat those words,’ he
said.

K’ul Kelem, with sparkling eyes like a child about to attempt a
new trick, moved her hand close to her mouth and whispered the
sounds Hachakyum had spoken. The mass of butterflies rose from her
body, circled above her head as if waiting for the group to come
together and then continued on their journey, following the bank of
the stream.

‘These two don’t want to go,’ she said. The two butterflies
Hachakyum had placed on her fingers remained there.

‘Talk to them again. Then they will know that it is time for
them to leave,’ he said.

She repeated the same sounds as before and the two butterflies
on her finger lifted off and fluttered away following the direction
of the others.

‘What does that mean?’ she asked.

‘It is an honourable, and respectful, thank-you,’ he said. ‘As
my race would say it.’

She watched the butterflies until she could no longer see them
then turned to meet his stare.

‘I feel a little different after that,’ she said. ‘Like a new
person.’

‘You are.’

She laughed. ‘What have you done?’

‘I’ve extended your name,’ he said. ‘This moment will be
remembered forever.’

She thought for a second and then sounded her new name, which
she knew. ‘K’ul Kelem Pep’Em Ha.’ She laughed again with happiness.
‘I like it.’

‘Divine Strong Butterfly Water,’ he said softly, repeating her
new name. ‘It is a beautiful name for a woman.’

‘Did you create them?’ she asked.

‘What?’

‘The butterflies. They’re beautiful,’ she said.

‘No. That’s not something I can do.’

‘You created me,’ she said.

‘No I didn’t. Life is not something that can be made. It’s why
we do what we do. I can re-make existing life, I can create forms,
I can prod, I can shuffle,’ he said. ‘I can destroy,’ he added
quickly, ‘that’s easy. Everyone can do that.’

‘Who’s we?’

‘What?’

‘You said, “we do what we do”.’

‘Some of my race are able to do these things. Not all. My family
has the ability and the skill.’

She laughed with joy of knowing something personal and private
about him. ‘You have a family?’

‘Why does that surprise you?’

‘I cannot imagine you being cared for, nor accepting punishment
for wrongdoing.’ She laughed at the silly idea.

He smiled. ‘No, I do not accept punishment. I have only one who
would be able to do that.’

‘Who’s that?’

He looked to where the butterflies had gone. She wondered if he
was about to call them back for her.

‘I have a brother. He may be a problem.’”

 

Pep’Em Ha paused her storytelling. The night was late but she
had no intention of stopping. She smiled affectionately at Jim and
asked him to get her a drink, she was thirsty. Jim eagerly ran off
and returned with her refreshment.

‘That moment has been remembered forever,’ she said. ‘Our people
built this village on that spot. That place on the stream is near
to where Hamish and Jim spent their first night with us. It’s where
Jim likes to swim.’

Like a spell possessed them, the Westerners simultaneously
turned their heads as if they could see the spot by the stream
through the pitch darkness that surrounded them.

Pep’Em Ha drank deeply and then resumed her story-telling.

 

 










Chapter 9

 


“They rose before sunrise the next morning and continued their
journey. That afternoon they heard a guttural roar and a shriek
that rose in pitch and panic. The origin of the sounds was not far
from them. K’ul Kelem ran in the direction of the shriek that had
cut out abruptly. She crashed through the jungle. She surprised a
large, long-toothed cat holding the remains of a human boy in its
mouth. It growled at her through the flesh it held in its teeth as
if from one predator to another, warning her off the kill.

K’ul Kelem stood her ground. The flesh in the cat’s mouth made a
whimpering sound. She rushed at the cat. The predator was surprised
by the human. It dropped its prey, wary of the woman’s unknown
ferocity and fearlessness, and backed off while it decided whether
to defend its kill or retreat.

K’ul Kelem stood over the moaning body of the young boy,
brandishing her weapons at the cat as it decided the woman was not
a threat and tensed ready to pounce and retrieve its kill. K’ul
Kelem threw a spear that pierced it in the eye. The predator roared
in pain and slunk away, before the woman could harm it further.

K’ul Kelem waited until the animal had retreated. She fell to
her knees to inspect the boy while she kept one eye on the
direction taken by the cat. The boy’s body had been mangled. There
were deep cuts and chunks of flesh hung from him. He was missing
the side of his abdomen and had been partially disembowelled. Blood
flowed freely but somehow he was still alive. His moans quietened.
He slipped into unconsciousness. He would be dead in minutes.

Hachakyum stood behind K’ul Kelem as she knelt next to the boy’s
body.

‘He will be dead soon,’ he said plainly. ‘Let’s continue on our
way.’

‘Don’t you care?’ She was angry with the frustration of
helplessness. As she stood to face him she checked the direction
taken by the cat, her hunters instinct still in control.

‘Don’t worry about that animal,’ he said, peering in the same
direction as her. ‘It won’t bother you again.’

‘You can save the boy,’ she said, quickly and frantically. ‘Like
you re-made me.’

‘Yes, I could.’ He did nothing.

‘Will you?’ she asked. She tried to sound strong, so that he
would have no choice.

‘No.’

‘Why?’

‘There’s death everywhere, K’ul Kelem. Where would I stop? That
animal you injured will die from its wounds, unable to hunt. There
is an old man dying near here.’ He lifted his head as if smelling
death in the nearby, but unseen, gathering of people. ‘He is a
relative of this boy.’ He looked down at the mangled, bleeding,
unconscious but still alive body. ‘Hundreds of your kind will die
today. Do you want me to stop death for them? I have interfered
more than anyone of my kind has ever done by what I did to you. For
you. It doesn’t work like that. I’m sorry. Death is
everywhere.’

‘But this boy is here,’ she said calmly, contradicting him. ‘And
you can save him. You don’t need to make him immortal, just not let
him die. Not here, not in front of me.’

‘I won’t do that every time someone you see is injured.’

She did not listen to him. She ordered him to answer, ‘Can you
do it or not?’

‘Yes, I can.’

‘Will you do it as a gift, for me?’ she asked.

‘No,’ he said firmly. ‘I cannot interfere every time you’re
upset.’

‘I’m only upset at you,’ she said. ‘This is natural,’ she
pointed at the bloody mess behind her, without looking, ‘but your
unwillingness to help is unnatural.’

He was unmoved. She tried another way. ‘Just for now, please?’
she pleaded. ‘I’m sure I will get used to your presence and,’ she
wavered, ’inaction. But, I need it explained to me and not over
this boy’s body.’

She saw his eyes flinch when she repeated, ‘Please?’

He dropped his eyes from hers, as if she had won a test of
strength. She heard a sound behind her. She turned as the boy
stood. His eyes were open wide as he stared at the apparition of
the man walking away from K’ul Kelem.

Hachakyum walked back to the forest trail they had left when the
sound of the young boy’s screams had made K’ul Kelem run. He was
worried how his life with K’ul Kelem was beginning. He had assumed
he would be in control of any relationship with a human companion.
He had not counted on sharing his life with her as an equal.

‘Who was that man?’ the boy asked K’ul Kelem.

She saw that he was not as young as she had thought when he was
a mess of blood and torn flesh. He was almost of the age of
manhood.

‘He is no man,’ she said.

 

 










Chapter 10

 


‘My name is Lakam Pakal,’ the boy said.

K’ul Kelem stared at him, uncomprehending for a moment that the
life she had helped was named.

‘I am K’ul Kelem,’ she said.

The boy was startled and stepped away from her.

‘You have heard my name?’ she asked with resignation.

‘I have heard your name,’ the boy quietly confirmed while he
kept his eyes on the ground, as if looking at the famous woman was
dangerous.

K’ul Kelem wondered how upset Hachakyum would be, although he
had helped her. She forgot the boy and walked quickly back to the
trail, for a frantic second wondering if she would find him there.
Hachakyum was waiting. His face frowned when she came closer and
she did not understand why until she realised the boy had followed
her. Of course, she thought, they could not leave him.

‘Where is your village?’ she asked Lakam Pakal.

‘I don’t know. It’s many days walk,’ he said.

‘What were you doing here on your own?’ she asked,
incredulous.

‘I am to become a man,’ he said sheepishly.

‘How?’ she asked.

‘I was to spend a night on my own, in the jungle. I became
lost.’ The boy was extremely embarrassed.

K’ul Kelem was astonished. ‘And you have no weapons?’

‘Ah!’ The boy slapped his forehead, turned and ran back to where
he had been attacked. He came back smiling and satisfied with the
meagre weapons he had retrieved from the place he had dropped them.
When the long-toothed cat had attacked he had abandoned his weapons
in fear as if showing his defencelessness could be a defence. He
stared with bright eyes at K’ul Kelem and Hachakyum as if he
thought himself ready to protect them.

Hachakyum was annoyed. The presence of the boy made continuing
their journey pointless.

K’ul Kelem smiled thinly at Hachakyum acknowledging the boy’s
interference was her fault. The air shimmered against her skin, as
it had done in the cave on the first day, and the next instant the
three of them appeared at a campsite.

Their miraculous appearance surprised the gathering of coast
people. K’ul Kelem hesitated but then walked confidently forward,
on her own, towards the people gathered around a series of cooking
fires.

‘I am K’ul Kelem,’ she said. Her hands were raised in greeting
and a show of non-violent intent.

The men of the village gesticulated, yelled and waved weapons at
her. One throwing stick snaked through the air and pierced the
ground three paces from where she stood. It had been thrown as a
warning, not by an errant marksman.

One man stood before the other men. He waved his weapons but
made no sound. His face was tight in a frown, he did not have the
open mouth and wide eyes of the other men who were trying to look
fierce.

K’ul Kelem stood her ground as the group of men came closer.
They quietened when the frowning man stood before K’ul Kelem at
less than an arm’s length.

‘I am K’ul Kelem,’ she repeated to the man standing before her.
She lifted her head, and straightened her body to show the man she
had no fear of him or the other men behind him.

‘Chak K’an was my responsibility,’ she said to the man’s face.
‘You killed him. I wish to talk.’

‘The woman who cannot die?’ the man said with derision. ‘I
thought you would have been older.’

‘I am,’ she said.

The man was confused as if she was trying to trick him. He did
not like her. He smirked.

‘Your kinsman expected to be treated as a king. He demanded our
respect. He said, he had the protection of K’ul Kelem and we should
not disobey him,’ the man said. He raised his voice to include the
group of armed men behind him.

‘And you, a girl, are K’ul Kelem? You could not even save
yourself, let alone protect another.’

He raised his hand as if to strike her. She quickly intercepted
his arm and held his wrist. He tried but could not remove it from
her grasp.

‘I have come here to apologise, and to talk,’ she said softly.
She let his wrist go.

‘Have you not also come for revenge?’ he asked but did not wait
for a reply.

K’ul Kelem did not see the stone knife but felt the violent blow
pierce her skin below her ribcage. The sharp point searched inside
her chest and ruptured her heart. She fell, lifeless, to the ground
at the feet of the man. His arm was dragged down with her body as
he was unable to quickly remove the knife that he had buried deep
in her abdomen. He let go as she fell. When she lay on the ground,
he leant over her, put a foot on her hip and dragged at the handle
of his knife to pull it from her body. Blood poured onto the ground
and dripped from the end of the knife in his hand.

He had no pride in his act of violence, as he stood over the
body of the woman he had killed. He had half-believed the stories
and would not have been surprised if his knife had been blunt
against her skin. He looked up from her body and, for the first
time, noticed the man and boy who had been her companions.

He knew the boy but could not make a sound in acknowledgement
and recognition.

The world became dim. The man who had killed K’ul Kelem was
afraid like he was a young child, alone at night. He could not
move. He could not breath. His life was being squeezed from him.
The pain was unbearable. He could only move his eyes. The rest of
his body was lost to him. He swivelled his eyes to where K’ul
Kelem’s companion had stood. No man remained there.

An incandescent, angry light burnt in the shape of Hachakyum.
The men who had threatened K’ul Kelem fell to their knees, placed
their hands over their heads and ululated like grieving women.
Terror filled their eyes as pain filled their bodies.

The man who had struck K’ul Kelem, however, remained upright,
his body lifted off the ground as it stretched towards being torn
apart.

Hachakyum came closer to the man who was then able to see,
through the light that was Hachakyum, eyes that burned with such
anger and hatred that the man wished to die to escape them.

K’ul Kelem lay, unmoving, on the ground at the feet of her
assailant but she was not dead. She was aware of Hachakyum’s anger
but her body could not move until it had repaired itself. She felt
her strength returning as if she was drawing energy from the ground
itself. She willed Hachakyum to listen to her thoughts, to not
destroy the man who had attacked her, to not kill all of his
people. She worried that his anger, which also filled her with
dread, would become uncontrollable. She worried about the fate of
all people, of the world itself, because of the mistake of one man
who had attacked her.

Hachakyum was not listening to her thoughts. He had promised
K’ul Kelem and he had stopped listening to the thoughts of all
people, as a part of his enjoyment of qualified humanity. He had
been surprised by the attack. The man would die and his agony would
be as no human had suffered before. Hachakyum stared at the eyes
that flicked away, as if looking directly at the anger of a god was
more painful than the agony wracking his body.

There was a tug on Hachakyum’s tunic. His head snapped around,
ready to destroy the annoyance. Lakam Pakal was afraid but had
overcome his fear. Hachakyum opened his mind and the man crumpled
to the ground. He took deep, difficult breaths as the pain slowly
subsided within his body. The light that had been Hachakyum
diminished until he was again the shape of a man.

K’ul Kelem sat up, then used her hands to push herself off the
ground. She stood next to Hachakyum. The ululating men stopped and
stared at the god and the woman who could not die.

‘Why?’ she asked Hachakyum, in a soft voice that feared his
anger, remembered the pain of her attack and the destruction he had
intended on her behalf.

He spoke to her without words. ‘He asked me to stop.’ The boy
kneeled next to the man on the ground. ‘He is his father.’

Hachakyum spoke in a soft, dangerous voice to the man gasping on
the ground. ‘Yes, she cannot die. And she is older than the memory
of your first ancestor. It would have paid you to have listened to
her.’

 

 










Chapter 11

 


‘Why can’t I die?’ K’ul Kelem asked. ‘How do you stop it?’

They had left the coast people. K’ul Kelem abandoned her attempt
at negotiation.

‘I don’t understand,’ she said. ‘I felt that knife pierce my
heart.’

‘Nothing can stop accidents,’ he said.

‘What if you’re not watching? What if you’re busy?’ she
asked.

‘I don’t keep you alive,’ he said and stopped walking. She also
stopped. He looked around at the jungle, then up at the grey sky
overhead and finally down at her face. He hesitated not knowing how
to explain.

‘This creation is you. It exists for you,’ he said. ‘This
creation keeps you alive, as you, also, keep it alive.’ He smiled
as if that might make it understandable.

She smiled, she had to, but she did not understand.

‘This world,’ he said. ‘And you are the same thing. You draw
strength from each other. You can’t die because this creation
depends on you, as you depend on it.’ He smiled again. ‘I’m quite
proud. No-one has done this before. This,’ he waved his arm as if
to take in the whole world, ‘and you, are the first.’

‘I’m an experiment, am I?’ she said. Her eyes flashed.

He did not understand how she could find fault with what he had
said, but her tone said otherwise.

‘No, of course not,’ he said. His face frowned and K’ul Kelem,
involuntarily, became dispirited. ‘There is no experimentation. You
are the same as you have always been, you depend on no-one else,
your life has simply been preserved by my skill.’

He found it a handicap not listening to her thoughts.

She smiled. ‘Thank you, I guess,’ she said. She touched a leaf.
‘This is mine, this is me?’ she said.

‘No, it’s not yours. No-one owns this,’ he said, while looking
at the leaf she touched. ‘But there are dependancies.’

‘And what are you dependant on?’ she asked.

‘You,’ he said. ‘Now.’

‘Me?’ she laughed.

‘Why not?’ he asked.

‘It seems very unlikely, that’s why not.’

 

 










Chapter 12

 


A month after K’ul Kelem returned to her people a small group of
strangers approached their campsite. It was comprised of a young
man and five young women. He asked to see K’ul Kelem when he was
challenged by a group of men wielding weapons. He kept his eyes
downcast until she arrived before him. She smiled when saw his
face.

‘I am glad you are well,’ she said. It was Lakam Pakal.

‘Thanks to you, K’ul Kelem. And to Hachakyum, of course.’ He
sank to his knees before her in an attitude of worship. K’ul Kelem
frowned at his subservience.

‘What can we do for you?’ she asked quickly.

‘I have come in payment of a debt,’ he said.

‘You have no debt to me, or to us,’ she said, including the
group of men around her.

‘Not just for my life,’ he said. ‘Although I owe it to you, but
for the killing of Chak K’an, your kinsman.’

An older man stepped forward. ‘What did you say about my son?’
He brandished his weapon, ready to strike the young man as if he
had been personally responsible for the death of Chak K’an.

Lakam Pakal watched impassively as the threatening older man
approached.

‘I have brought these women from my family. They are also as
payment for my father’s attack on you.’

‘You were attacked?’ an elder in the group asked K’ul Kelem.

‘It was nothing,’ she said, dismissive. She had not told her
group of the attack, only that her attempt at negotiation had
failed and that she would return to resume her discussions the next
season.

‘Nothing?’ the young man on his knees said as he jerked his head
up. He stood, realising the opening for a good story.

‘My father killed K’ul Kelem,’ he announced dramatically to the
group of men. They groaned and yelled in annoyance at the young man
telling obvious lies. ‘She fell as one is dead, to the ground at my
father’s feet. Blood poured from her. Then the light of the world
was darkened as all men felt pain unlike any they had felt before.
My father’s body was squeezed and stretched beyond endurance. His
pain was the most, beyond anything a human could endure. It was the
anger of Hachakyum that stole the light of the sun so that it came
through his body alone. He was ready to destroy all men. I begged
him to stop. His eyes bore into me filling my body with dread but
he also looked on me with compassion and the light returned to the
world as K’ul Kelem was returned from death.’

The elders and younger men stared at the young intruder and at
K’ul Kelem. Their eyes open wide with astonishment.

‘You tell a good story,’ K’ul Kelem said.

The boy smiled.

‘How is your father?’ K’ul Kelem asked.

‘He did not survive his injuries,’ the young man said
quickly.

Hachakyum had let him die, she thought. He had paid the price
for injuring her. She had thought the boy had convinced him to not
kill his father. However, he had simply stopped killing him and had
left him to die. It must have been a horrible death, she
thought.

‘My people listened to my story, how you and Hachakyum saved me
from the beast. They saw the power of Hachakyum and of you, K’ul
Kelem, they know that you truly cannot die. I entreated them to
give restitution for the death of your kinsman and the attack. They
disagreed. They wanted revenge for the death of their leader, my
father. I counselled them that I, as his son, did not want his
death avenged and that the ending of the two lives balanced. With
mine returned, we owed a debt. I offered to come here. I hope these
women from my family,’ he indicated the young girls who accompanied
him, ‘will clear the obligations between us.’

‘Yes,’ K’ul Kelem said immediately and forcefully to the young
man and the crowd. ‘The obligations between our people have been
satisfied. These women will become equal members of our group.
However, I should go to your people. To tell them our dispute is
over.’

‘That would not be wise,’ the young man said.

‘Why?’

‘My uncle has assumed leadership. He is not a man I trust,
although he is my kinsman. He has taken our people away from our
lands. He has wrenched us from the places of our ancestors. My
people have lost their connection with our ancestral land. They are
lost and are now wanderers. They have gone further to the north, as
far from you as possible. He is an angry man. I suggest that you do
not approach my people until after his death.’

‘What will you do?’ she asked.

‘If I am allowed, I would like to stay. In the presence of K’ul
Kelem and Hachakyum,’ he said and bowed his head. ‘If that is
acceptable,’ he finished quietly.

K’ul Kelem smiled and rested her hand on his shoulder. The young
man flinched at her touch. ‘Of course,’ she said. ‘You will also
become an equal member of our group.’

 

 










Chapter 13

 


Many decades after the attack, K’ul Kelem sat among a gathering
of elders in one of her far-flung kinship groups. She had not been
among those people for many years. They lived near the coast, at
the location vacated by the people who had retreated north. They
had begun a partly sedentary life, remaining in one place,
sometimes for months at a time. Their food requirements came from
the nearby ocean, estuary and the jungle, which they had learned to
clear small patches and harvest crops from introduced plants. It
was a unique way of life and they had changed to it within a single
generation. However, they remained nomadic out of necessity. Their
integration with the land of their ancestors required frequent
ceremonies of renewal and continuation at all the ancestral
locations. They could not be separated from the land and the places
where their ancestors had lived, had died and were buried. The
stories of ancient lives were renewed by ceremony and
propitiation.

K’ul Kelem was proud of these people and their adaption. She
wished she could spend more time among them, even she could learn
from them, but her responsibility to other less resourceful people
consumed her time.

The leader of those coastal people was Lakam Pakal. He stared at
her as the group sat together but he did not speak.

‘Is there a problem?’ she asked as she stared him down. He
averted his eyes.

‘No, K’ul Kelem. I was only thinking,’ he said.

‘Of what?’ she asked.

He laughed a single explosion of breath. ‘I remember when I was
younger than you,’ he said. ‘You have not changed from my memory of
all those years ago. Now, I am an old man.’

‘Are you a wise old man?’ she smiled.

He chuckled. ‘That’s not for me to say,’ he said. ‘But, I hope
so.’ He gazed over the group of elders. ‘I have lived all these
years only because of the compassion of K’ul Kelem,’ he said. ‘And
the power of Hachakyum.’

The elders knew the story of K’ul Kelem’s rescue of the young
man, it had been told and embellished many times over many years.
It remained a favourite and the re-telling in the presence of two
of the participants was looked forward to. Lakam Pakal shuffled his
body and wedged himself into a comfortable position ready for an
extended period of story-telling.

K’ul Kelem allowed the story to be told but before an extended,
post-storytelling discussion began she directed the talk to
communal disputes and mundane requirements that required her
attention.

Hachakyum was not with K’ul Kelem among the elders, he wandered
around the loose conglomeration of rough-made huts. He enjoyed
seeing the technical progress of those people. It was slow,
painfully so at times, as he watched realisation dawn on the
smarter people that their technological improvements could be used
in new and novel ways. His was the first creation where one of his
kind was an active participant and he loved the people’s eager push
to learn and make their lives easier. At times, especially those
when we wandered through their campsites and rudimentary village,
he felt almost like one of them.

He came upon a group of young children playing a game. He
approached them diffidently. He squatted down, so that he was
almost their size, and waited like he was a new child wanting to
join in. They eyed him but ignored him.

After a few minutes he asked, ‘Can I play too?’

The children stopped their game. One child said immediately,
‘No. This is our game. There’s no room.’

Hachakyum knew the game the children were playing. He had played
it with other children at other locations. He waited for a further
minute before pointing out that their game lacked a particular,
lowly, position. The children stopped again. If the man knew the
rules, they realised, then he would be an asset and not a
hindrance. The child who had said no said, ‘OK. You can play
there.’

Hachakyum joined them. He remained hunched down at their size
and made sure he played no better nor worse than the children.

Raised, rough-sounding voices came from behind the hut near to
the playing children. An imposing looking man, leading a group of
fiery young men, nearly tripped over Hachakyum as he played with
the children. The leader stopped and raised his arm as if to strike
Hachakyum but then his anger faded and he called his followers on.
The children were fearful but relaxed when Hachakyum urged them to
continue their play.

The child that had allowed him to join their game said, ‘Where
are you from?’

‘I walked a long way to get here. Many days.’

‘Do you have a name?’ the child asked.

‘Yes,’ he replied and said nothing further.

The child stared at Hachakyum and then smiled at what he thought
was Hachakyum’s joke.

‘You nearly tripped that angry man over,’ the child pointed
out.

‘I was here first,’ Hachakyum said.

‘Yes,’ the child thought for a bit. ‘That’s right,’ he
added.

The children heard raised voices coming from the centre of the
village, where K’ul Kelem was meeting with the elders.

‘I think he’s really angry,’ the child said.

‘It sounds like he’s angry, doesn’t it?’

Hachakyum rose to full height to leave the children and their
play but the children stopped playing and followed him. The
unlikely group headed towards the sound of angry voices.

The group that had retreated, many years ago, north and away
from K’ul Kelem, had a new generation in charge. However, the
humiliation of the leader who had been killed by Hachakyum’s anger
lived on. The story had become enlarged so that their retreat had
become a valiant defeat in the face of overwhelming odds. As
decades passed, the power of Hachakyum was forgotten and the battle
for supremacy remembered as long, hard-fought and barely lost. The
rumours of the woman who could not die were dismissed as the
demented musings of old, senile men. Once first-hand memory faded,
the new leadership wanted to return to their ancestral foraging
grounds. After a number of difficult seasons a group of the bravest
men were selected to gauge the ferocity that their old home lands
would be protected.

The party of warriors from the north blustered into the
conglomeration of huts when K’ul Kelem and Hachakyum were visiting.
They approached the group of elders, brazenly ready to fight, their
weapons raised. The elders stood and faced them although they had
no weapons of their own, the younger men and women of the group
were busy gathering food elsewhere. The belligerent leader of the
group saw his advantage, with the partial desertion of the village.
He wondered if he might kill everyone but remembered he had to
discover the strength of his enemy, he did not want to doom his
people to a pay-back they may not be able to resist. He approached
the old man he, correctly, assumed was their leader and stood less
than a spears length before him. Out of harms way himself but ready
and within distance of launching his own killing blow. He wondered
if he should not kill a few of the old men anyway.

Lakam Pakal was not intimidated. ‘I am Lakam Pakal,’ he said
with a strong voice that carried beyond the armed group to where he
saw Hachakyum standing with the group of children. He believed the
god would not let him die by violent means.

‘That is a strong name,’ the leader of the intruders said. The
bravado of the old man confused him. ‘It is a name worthy of my own
people.’

‘You have the appearance of a man I once knew. His name was Itz
Kojaw.’

‘That was the name of my father. I can no longer speak his
name.’

‘I am sorry to hear of your loss, son of Itz Kojaw. He was a
friend, before he left.’

‘He did not leave,’ the man was angry. ‘He was defeated and
those that survived retreated. All others were killed. Those are
the truths we have come to avenge. You could not have known my
father, you are lying old man.’

‘That is not the truth.’

‘I do not answer to you, old man.’

‘You know my name. You may address me by it instead of referring
only to my age. May I know your name?’

‘No,’ the son of Itz Kojaw said with hostility. ‘Old man,’ he
added with contempt. His eyes were dark and he strongly gripped the
fire-hardened, pointed throwing stick in his hand.

The young man’s shoulders showed hard muscle definition, a small
tremor played on his face as if the stress of holding his face
together was too much for the muscles. His lips were stretched so
that the edges of his teeth showed. They were white and regular,
indicating a man grown to full strength after a healthy childhood.
This intruder was not a man to antagonise.

Lakam Pakal flicked his eyes to the far group of children and
back to the man threatening him. Hachakyum had never intervened to
save anyone, nor had he deferred death, nor stopped anyone’s
suffering. Lakam Pakal believed his life was the only one saved by
the god and that knowledge was a source of pride. His own
importance to the gods had been included in his storytelling of
that fateful afternoon from many decades ago. However, as he was
threatened by the group of men Hachakyum’s lack of interest
momentarily worried him. He decided it best to discount help and to
not bring Hachakyum to the attention of the intruders.

Lakam Pakal glanced behind him to K’ul Kelem.

‘A young woman will not help you, old man,’ the intruder said as
Lakam Pakal looked to K’ul Kelem for guidance.

Lakam Pakal chuckled. He did not need to resort to threats he
could not implement, and even if he could, he knew Hachakyum’s use
of violence, all that time ago, had not solved the original
problem. It had been deferred, and it was now his responsibility to
undertake the effort of reconciliation.

‘No, probably not,’ he said as he smiled. ‘Although she is
stronger than both of us together. But, we have no weapons to
resist you if that is what you intend. We are your victims, we are
your prisoners.’ He held out both his arms, together, as if ready
to be bound.

‘Although, my friend Itz Kojaw would have been surprised to know
his son would bind the arms of his old friend.’ He dropped his
smile, his arms still extended towards the young man.

Lakam Pakal walked closer. The man backed away.

‘What do you want?’ Lakam Pakal said with conciliation in his
voice.

‘We want this land. We want our homeland back. We want everyone
gone from here.’

‘This is also my homeland. It was mine when your father and I
were children together. Would you ask me to leave my homeland? My
claims are stronger than yours.’

The man became angry again but Lakam Pakal quickly added, ‘Yes,
yes,’ he said. ‘I did not mean you have no claims to this land. As
I should not hinder your return, you should also not ask me to
leave.’ Lakam Pakal began to explain in a way he thought the man
would understand.

‘As my claim is greater than yours, then yours is greater than
younger people who live in this land. And so it goes down to the
youngest child.’ He waited while his words had their effect. ‘There
is no need to kill to conquer. It will never end. These people have
kin that extend from this ocean,’ he pointed to the nearby beach
and then moved his arm behind him to point in the opposite
direction, ‘to the wild ocean over the mountains to the south,’ he
said. ‘Killing us will not solve your problems, although,’ he
looked at the young man’s strong body. ‘I do not believe you have
had a childhood of want and hunger, your people have not materially
suffered because of your absence from here. Although I can
understand your wish to return to the place of our ancestors.’

‘Our deaths would be avenged,’ Lakam Pakal said quietly,
directly, as if spearing his words.

‘Are you threatening us, old man?’ The belligerence
returned.

‘No,’ he said but said it strongly as if he was already the
leader of a newly combined group. He spoke in a voice he had honed
in his years of storytelling. ‘Why is it that anger is so easy to
gain but so difficult to lose? I have found over my considerable
years,’ and he looked from one group to the other as his arms waved
over his aged body from top to bottom, ‘that words are easily
spoken and can be retracted, even if it is difficult, but violence
can not be undone. The violence against your father’s people,
against my people, lives on but I know,’ he waited for a moment as
he glared at the young man. ‘I know for an indisputable fact that
the violence began before that. My people acted unwisely but they
were also provoked by the rash act of a young man. That young man’s
action, not one of our people,’ he quickly added when he saw the
young man react as if his own honour was being questioned, ‘from
when I was very young, lives on today with you coming here. Do you
want your rash action to continue and haunt your children and their
children?’

Lakam Pakal thought he had done a good job in reasonably
explaining a course of action that could save face, and would stop
animosity between the two tribes. However, the group of men were
full of bravado after having conquered a dangerous journey and it
was not about to be diluted by words from an old man, related to
them or not. Action, violent preferably, seemed necessary to
justify the effort taken.

K’ul Kelem said nothing. She watched, tense and ready to act.
She had quickly devised a course of action to remove a weapon from
the rival leader.

The angry young man surveyed the group of elders, dismissing
them all as adversaries but the young woman confused him. Her eyes
blazed at him alone and with a shudder he realised she was ready to
kill him. He laughed, in his mind, at the thought but then took in
the tension in her body, her obvious strength and like the hunter
he was, knew he should not under-estimate any adversary. He did not
believe in the legend of K’ul Kelem but he did not discount the
possibility that the young woman may be a descendant of the K’ul
Kelem from the stories. His people had been forced to leave, their
leader had died an agonising death and the source of that anguish
seemed to have been a young woman. Woman or not, young or not,
undying or not, treacherous or not, the K’ul Kelem of the stories
had been successful. He remained wary.

He saw her eyes shift momentarily. Her head shook side to side,
as if she was signalling a negative to someone behind him. The
young man quickly turned, suspecting an attack from behind, but saw
the man who had been playing with children. As Hachakyum led the
young ones away he spoke soft words and the children laughed. The
young man’s anger boiled over but as his anger accelerated the man
with the children turned back. The young man was consumed by
anxiety. He wanted to cry, to run, to return to the safety of his
own people, to hide behind his old mother. He was unable to shake
the feeling. He felt a wave of intense shame, as if his anxious
fear was visible to all. Action was impossible, he had to leave. He
gathered his men and rushed from the village, careful to avoid the
group of children and the strange man.

Lakam Pakal had a smug smile on his face, he believed the power
of his words had vanquished the enemy. K’ul Kelem knew better.
Hachakyum led the children back to their game but K’ul Kelem ran
after him.

‘You have to stop doing that.’ Her voice was raised and she
gripped his shoulder and turned him around. ‘How can they learn
anything, if you keep interfering.’

He was surprised at the darkness in her eyes. She had never used
force to gain his attention before.

‘What did you do to him?’ Her raised voice worried the elders as
if the gods were arguing and the result would be the annihilation
of all.

‘I gave him doubt,’ Hachakyum said. K’ul Kelem’s anger confused
him.

‘They have no hope,’ she said with resignation. ‘None at all, if
you keep doing that.’ He squirmed as if she had some control over
him. It surprised, and frightened, her. ‘At this moment, Lakam
Pakal is wiser than his creator.’ She said it loud enough that the
elders could hear. Lakam Pakal’s smile spread across his face, no
matter how inappropriate, and dangerous, he knew his pleasure
was.

‘Why can’t you see that?’ she said, confused that he did not
understand the obvious. ‘Your revenge for the attack on me is still
with us.’

Hachakyum smiled and then laughed. The village filled with
happiness like the first day of the rains.

She was confused although she was smiling at Hachakyum's
laughter.

‘I remember our argument,’ he said. ‘Over the life of Lakam
Pakal. I said to not interfere, and you argued the opposite. And
here we are, again opposites.’

K’ul Kelem’s smile was a veneer over her anger and disquiet.

She understood why Hachakyum interfered. Why it was different
when she was personally involved. It was not a sense of right or
wrong, it was not an intention to protect the weak from aggressors,
it was simply that he would allow no harm to come to her. She could
not be killed, but she could suffer pain and Hachakyum would always
intercede if that was likely.

Her only solution, she realised, was to withdraw from the
affairs of her wider community.

 

 










Chapter 14

 


Hachakyum and K’ul Kelem stopped travelling out of her small
kinship area. But they were not forgotten. Lakam Pakal told his
stories of K’ul Kelem’s life and unwittingly kept alive the wrong
that had been committed. He wove exaggerated tales of K’ul Kelem
and her homeland as he entertained the children of the northern
tribe. As his audience aged, and became figures of authority
themselves, the imaginary world of K’ul Kelem’s descendants assumed
a splendour of riches. It became the place of unworthy descendants
who had stolen a lifestyle that should have been theirs.

The displaced people that had returned from the north had lost
the intimate connection with their ancestral lands and, after more
than two decades of K’ul Kelem’s absence, the young adults grown
under the story-telling of Lakam Pakal, became powerful. A reprisal
from the ancestors of others held no fear for them. The stories of
a vengeful god were dismissed as Lakam Pakal’s exaggerations.

Alliances were called upon from distant kinship groups. And
after years of ceremonial gatherings, where the elders of all
northern tribes were cajoled by the new wave of younger men they
gave into their demands. An ancient wrong had been exaggerated
until any reasonable, minimal payback settlement became impossible.
The people to the north finally agreed upon a novel solution to the
problem they believed they had. Conquest. The tribes returned to
their own foraging grounds to wait for the end of the rainy season
to begin their attack.

Lakam Pakal understood the danger to K’ul Kelem.  One
night, although he was of an extreme age, he left to warn her. His
absence was noted and there was some talk that he had been taken by
the god of his stories. A few younger men half-heartedly looked for
him.

Lakam Pakal walked without rest for two days. The second night,
when he could go no further, he found a place of hiding and slept
for a day. He woke partly hoping to be found, his absence so
notable that many people had searched for him.

For two weeks Lakam Pakal struggled his way south. He was often
lost and a few times found the sun setting on the wrong side of the
world until he shook off his confusion and realised he was
travelling north again. He stumbled upon a group of people and he
wandered with them for a month, allowing them to provide for his
old body, until they came closer to K’ul Kelem’s foraging
ground.

He walked on alone for days until he came upon the place where
she and her people had camped. With a mischievous grin on his face,
as if there was a secret humour, he approached K’ul Kelem with his
arms outspread. His face sagged in disappointment when she frowned
and ignored him, wondering why the stranger, the decrepit, wasted
old man approached her. He groaned her name and it was the timbre
of his voice she recognised. She turned to him and studied his eyes
as if they hid another life. She said his name, smiled and the old
man fell into her embrace as if he was her infant grandson. He let
his head fall onto her shoulder and he shut his eyes as tears
streamed from them.

His watery eyes blurred his vision of K’ul Kelem’s face when she
held him at arms length. He was momentarily embarrassed. She
appeared so young, he forgot her age, and he thought he should show
stoicism before the gaze of a young woman only old enough to be his
granddaughter, or great granddaughter. Then his mind cleared and
his tears flowed freely again. His embarrassment dissipated and he
was again swamped by relief. He had information. He was useful.
Lakam Pakal wrenched his eyes from K’ul Kelem and frantically
searched the people standing nearby. They looked on with a bemused
expression, faintly embarrassed for the old man but also pleased
for him. He brushed away the tears, and searched the crowd until he
found the one he was looking for. The disinterested young-looking
man who sat next to a cooking fire watching the smoke as it freed
itself from the tiny flames. Lakam Pakal was satisfied, he smiled.
Hachakyum was among them, he was sure that no lasting harm could
come to K’ul Kelem, to him and to the people he had travelled to
warn.

‘Old friend,’ K’ul Kelem said compassionately. ‘I have seen a
lifetime of emotion pass through your face in seconds.’ She laughed
with joy. ‘I am glad to see you again but,’ she let go his
shoulders and her face became serious. ‘I thought you would have
left us many years ago. You are well beyond the normal lifetime
allotted to you.’

‘K’ul Kelem,’ he said. ‘I have news.’ He glanced again at
Hachakyum. ‘But yes, you’re correct,’ he chuckled. ‘My lifetime has
surpassed all others I have known although I do not believe I have
many years left in this old body. I have always believed the touch
of Hachakyum added these years to my life. Again, I am grateful to
him and to you,’ he said as she smiled at him. ‘Once for my life
and twice for the extra years allotted to me,’ he said. ‘I have
come to help you.’

‘We are always glad of people who will help but your days of
labour are behind you,’ she said. ‘We will provide for you, there
is no need to work.’ She laughed. ‘You may spend your days as you
wish. The children, and others too I’m sure, would love to hear
your stories.’

‘No, no,’ his face frowned. ‘I have come with a warning.’ He
scanned the faces of the people turned his way, attempting to draw
them in as he did at the beginning of his storytelling
sessions.

‘You are in grave danger. A violence is planned against you,
against all of you, the likes of which I have never seen
before.’

He waited and assessed the impression he had made. He had
everyone’s attention and a few others, who had been out of earshot,
had come to the crowd clustered around the old visitor.

‘All the people to the north, and to the west. All the people
who live on the coastline that curves from the east to the west.
All the people who surround you, K’ul Kelem.’ He waited. He felt
the joy of attention given to an acknowledged storyteller. ‘All
those people are of a single mind and that mind is one of conquest.
It is a mind of violence. Not a violence of reaction, of anger and
swift reprisal for a wrong. Just or not. These people have joined
in their single purpose to remove you, to remove your people, from
the land where you live. From here. From where I stand among you.
They intend to cleanse this land of your presence. To remove the
memory of your ancestors.’

He finished his preamble with his arms outspread, his eyes
jumping between each face of his audience.

K’ul Kelem folded her arms and frowned in annoyance. People did
not act in such a concerted way. People rectified wrongs with swift
revenge and although it took a few tit-for-tat reprisals,
eventually the wrong was considered paid. She did not believe Lakam
Pakal, his announcement was nonsensical, he was befuddled.

She uncrossed her arms and smiled. She put an arm around his
shoulder and led him away, to where Hachakyum sat by the
smouldering fire. She knew the others would not follow.

K’ul Kelem sat Lakam Pakal across the fire from Hachakyum.

Hachakyum spoke to the fire. ‘It is good to see you again, Lakam
Pakal. I am glad that you have been able to join us for your last
years.’

Lakam Pakal was surprised and delighted to be addressed by
Hachakyum but he turned to K’ul Kelem.

‘You must prepare. After the rains have finished many strong men
and women will come from the north. I do not know what has come
over them,‘ he shook his head as he remembered peaceful days. ‘They
are changed. They believe what is not true, too easily.’

Lakam Pakal watched a smile begin on K’ul Kelem’s face. He
became annoyed with her misunderstanding.

‘No, no, no,’ he waved his arm. ‘Not the world of stories, not
the worlds I create. These are persistent lies that cause anger.
Their purpose is to sustain hatred. And that hatred is towards you,
K’ul Kelem, and your people. I do not know how it is maintained.
The generations have changed and it grows stronger. The hatred has
a life of its own, I have seen it begin from a misunderstanding to
become the guiding fact in many lives, the lives of people who want
for little. I am an old man, I do not understand,’ his voice fell
away as he dwelt on his inadequacies. ‘However,’ his voice
strengthened again. ‘It is something I know to be true. I was there
at the ceremonies that decided the course of action.’

K’ul Kelem’s features became blank, they registered nothing as
if her sadness and bewilderment balanced her anger and resignation.
She believed Lakam Pakal. She felt heavy and weary. She wanted to
sleep deeply, wake and have the problems resolved.

She asked Hachakyum. ‘What should we do?’

‘Are you asking what should I do, or what should you do?’ he
said.

‘Is it true? What Lakam Pakal says?’

Hachakyum was silent for a moment as if he was listening to some
distant conversation.

‘Yes,’ Hachakyum said.

‘How did this happen?’ she asked Lakam Pakal.

‘I do not know,’ Lakam Pakal said. ‘I told stories of the old
days, of your life before Hachakyum, of his coming, of how you
saved my life.’ He quickly turned to Hachakyum, ‘How you saved my
life, Hachakyum.’ Lakam Pakal did not know if the god would be
angered. When Hachakyum did not respond, Lakam Pakal continued.
‘They would not believe and the harder I tried, the stronger became
the resistance. I told adventurous stories of your earlier life, to
show them how you are. I told them of how Hachakyum came twice to
this world. But, I failed. I am sorry. In the end they believed the
opposite. They believed you defeated them, killed their leader, my
father, by treachery and deceit. They do not believe you exist. It
is your name, your memory that they revile. It is your descendants
that they wish to punish for your crimes. To take this land that is
bountiful.’ He shook his head as if trying to dislodge
discomforting thoughts. ‘I do not understand how that anger could
have lasted for so long. It has grown instead of being lost, lodged
in the rotting hearts of men.’

‘You have prolonged and fanned the story yourself,’ Hachakyum
said. ‘Your long life, which is my fault for an inexact
restoration, has made them afraid. And your insistence, your
repeating the name of K’ul Kelem, your heroic stories of her have
not let her memory fade when she withdrew.’ Hachakyum ignored the
emotion that gripped Lakam Pakal’s face.

The old man’s head fell into his hands and he sobbed.

Hachakyum said to K’ul Kelem. ‘My revenge for the harm that was
done to you was the starting point.’

‘But you can stop it all. You can make it right,’ the old man
jerked his damp face from his hands.

‘No harm will come to K’ul Kelem,’ Hachakyum said. ‘The fate of
others is not my concern.’

‘No.’ K’ul Kelem said loudly. ‘I won’t allow it.’

She moved to sit next to Lakam Pakal and put her arm over the
old man’s shoulder, to reassure him that the fault was not
completely his.

‘I stopped travelling because Hachakyum would always interfere.
He would not let me suffer.’ The god’s hard eyes stared at her.
‘It’s not a thing I can ask him to stop. I am always grateful for
his protection.’ The old man’s shoulders had slumped within her
embrace but his head was twisted to look up at her. She felt a wave
of remorse, knowing those eyes would be soon extinguished forever.
She had thought she no longer felt the loss of individual people
but she would mourn the death of the old man from the early days of
her time with Hachakyum.

‘It’s not your fault,’ she insisted. ‘You cannot be blamed for
the thoughts of others. They choose to think and act. They chose to
not believe your stories, or to not laugh them off as well told
exaggerations from an excellent story teller.’ She had the urge to
brush his grey hair from his lined face.

Groups of people had gathered a short distance away.

‘I will take care of this myself,’ she said to Hachakyum as she
stood. ‘I want you to promise to not interfere.’

He said nothing.

She strode to the largest group and waited until all of her
people had gathered around.

‘What Lakam Pakal tells us is the truth. Angry people will come
here after the rains. I will try to reason with them. I will
convince them.’ She scanned every face. They were eager although
frightened.

‘But,’ she said quietly. ‘We must prepare, we must be ready if I
am not successful.’

She had decided to fight.

 

 










Chapter 15

 


K’ul Kelem trained the younger men and women to aggressively use
their hunting weapons, how to throw a spear accurately, to know
their own effective killing range. She taught them to stand
fearlessly before an attacking predator, until the animal was close
enough that their spear throw would be accurate and deadly. She
taught courage based on confidence.

The rains stopped and a nervous wait began. Some hoped that
Lakam Pakal had been delusional. They would easily forgive him if
he had erred on the side of exaggerated warning.

A month after they had begun waiting, K’ul Kelem received news
that people had been seen heading south. The invading group moved
slowly, hunting and foraging as they went. A subsequent report told
K’ul Kelem there were hundreds of people on the journey, none were
old and there were no children.

The number of people was unprecedented. She hesitated, she
doubted. She could lead her people away, she thought, they could
find other foraging grounds. But the displacement of her own group
would cause tensions elsewhere. And each group lived within their
own ancestral lands, places that were familiar, places where their
ancestors had lived and died. They were bound with place, where
they lived was as much a part of them as any part of an
individual’s body. They could not leave.

One evening Hachakyum waited with K’ul Kelem, on elevated
ground, as she scanned the land to the north. She worried. The
invading people were many days away but she stared in that
direction as if expecting their immanent arrival.

‘It’s not normal behaviour,’ he said. ‘Conflict is normal, anger
is normal, revenge is normal. But this,’ he said. ‘This is
organised and sustained. It has arisen quite early.’

She turned to him. ‘Early?’ she asked.

‘In their development,’ he said.

She looked away, again towards the north. ‘So this behaviour is
expected?’

‘Yes. When people lose their connection to place, to their
ancestors, to their stories, they’re lost. And when sentient beings
are disorientated they start killing each other.’

‘That’s a sad thought,’ she said.

‘Not everyone wants to kill,’ he said. ‘But, there’s always
enough of them that do. And the deaths are mostly among those who
have caused no harm. They are the most hated.’

‘Are you like that?’ she asked him.

‘No,’ he said.

‘And other people, those like you, are they the same?’

‘There aren’t many of us. Some act rashly although my people
don’t kill each other,’ he said. ‘There’s more to be gained, for
those that wish it, in embarrassment and anguish. Death is not an
ongoing punishment.’

She sighed. ‘Why should I bother?’ she asked.

‘Do you want me to stop it?’

‘No,’ she said quickly. She stared at him willing him to speak
but he didn’t. ‘I’ll resolve this. I cannot believe this is normal
behaviour,’ she said. ‘Those people,’ she pointed to the north.
‘They must listen to reason. If I need to, I will, again, provide
for all those people as well.’

She looked away from him, again anxiously scanning the northern
horizon. It was enough, she thought, that he listened.

 

 










Chapter 16

 


A few days later, a young man at the vanguard of the invading
group, sent ahead to scout, was surprised, captured. He was brought
to K’ul Kelem and Lakam Pakal.

‘I know this young man,’ Lakam Pakal said. ‘I told him stories
when he was a child. Do you remember me?’ he asked.

There was a sullen expression on the young man’s face.

‘Of course,’ he said bitterly. He expected to die. His face
shaped into a sneer.

‘Kill me,’ the captive said. ‘There’s nothing I will do for
you.’

‘We have no intention of killing you,’ K’ul Kelem said calmly.
She smiled at him.

‘Then let me go,’ he laughed into her face.

‘We probably will,’ she said. Her ease unsettled the captured
young man.

Three days after letting the captive go, a group of twenty men
and women approached K’ul Kelem’s campsite. They were arrayed for
fighting, their faces and bodies adorned in ochre, in designs
intended to make them look fierce. K’ul Kelem met them with a
similar sized group of her own people.

Twenty metres separated the two groups. They shouted,
gesticulated and threatened with their weapons. Both sides made the
motion of launching spears and throwing-sticks but no weapon flew
from their hands. K’ul Kelem silently stood at the forefront as if
presenting herself as a target.

She lifted her arms out to the side, away from her body, with
her hunting weapons in both her hands, she glanced behind her at
her own people and then slowly lowered her body so that she sat on
the ground. Reluctantly the rest of her people also sat.

The invading group watched, as if the act of rest was a trick.
Eventually, reluctantly, the opposing group also sat on the ground,
led by a man who K’ul Kelem did not immediately recognise as the
younger man who had burst into the settlement to the north. He was
decades older.

K’ul Kelem called across the distance between her and the man
she knew. ‘This is only some of the people who have travelled with
you,’ she said sternly. ‘Why are the others not here?’

‘I have seen your mother,’ he said, ignoring her question. ‘Your
appearance is close to hers.’

K’ul Kelem’s face clouded. She had not thought of her mother in
many years.

‘My mother did not know who I was,’ she said with anger. ‘Her
appearance was not like mine. But that was a long time ago.’

‘Not so long ago for me,’ he said with a sneer. ‘I remember her
among the old men and women. When she lived to the north, on our
land.’

‘What do you want from us?’ K’ul Kelem asked curtly.

‘Nothing,’ he said. The sneer remained on his face.

‘Nothing?’ she asked and held on tightly to her weapons, lifting
them slightly above where they rested across her folded knees. ‘It
is a long journey for no reason.’

‘There is a reason for our journey,’ he said. ‘But I want
nothing from you,’ he said. ‘You will all be dead, so there is
nothing you can give us.’ He laughed.

K’ul Kelem stood and the man stood as well. She strode closer
and stopped before him. She was vulnerable but the man was
surprised and worried. There had to be a trick to such an unusual
action. He took a step back so that he was surrounded by his
people. They had also stood as if his wariness was contagious.

‘Is there nothing I can provide for you?’ she asked softly but
her voice was strong and unfaltering. ‘Is there nothing I can do
that will stop this?’ Her eyes left the man and fell across the
rest of his people.

‘No,’ he said quickly. ‘What is there, in any case, that you can
give that we cannot take?’

‘I provided for many people, from before the time when the old
man you call Lakam Pakal was a boy, from the time when his first
ancestor was re-made,’ she said. She saw the man’s face change
wondering, momentarily, if the legends may be true.

‘I could do that again,’ she said. ‘If it would help,’ she said
quietly.

The other man heard weakness in her voice. He made as if to
strike her, to frighten her.

She grabbed his wrist as his hand flew towards her, ensnaring
his arm in a vice-like grip. He struggled but his arm was immobile.
She was much stronger than him and he was angry at his
oversight.

K’ul Kelem’s face filled with anger, as if she was preparing to
kill him. She watched for his reaction but none came. He was
willing to die for anger and revenge. She let his arm go, turned
her back on the group of invaders and walked away.

Her people followed her. Many walked backwards, anticipating
thrown spears as the other group resumed their shouts and insults.
K’ul Kelem did not look behind. Words had failed. A fight was the
only conclusion.

She wondered how it had come to that.

 

 










Chapter 17

 


K’ul Kelem had no experience in a battle. No-one did. She was a
skilled hunter. She had faced down large and strong predators, but
people consumed with hatred did not react with the logic of a
predator, who would withdraw in the face of injury. She had seen
the hatred in the man from the north. He would not withdraw. He
would sustain an attack even if his own life was threatened.

She asked Lakam Pakal’s advice.

‘Will not Hachakyum help?’ Lakam Pakal asked. He had enjoyed the
preparation for the fight as if it was a game of strategy and
improvement. He savoured every moment of being once again useful.
He had expected Hachakyum to step in, at the last minute.

‘No,’ she said. ‘He will not interfere.’

‘No?’ Lakam Pakal did not believe her.

She smiled at her old friend. ‘I do not expect you to fight,’
she said. ‘Your assistance in getting these people ready has been
invaluable.’ She rested her hand on his shoulder. ‘I could not have
done this without you.’

She asked him his opinion on a battle strategy. Lakam Pakal
thought for a moment.

‘I would align my people in an open area. On higher ground. Then
we could run onto them and it will be easier to throw spears down
at them. But,’ he said as if he disbelieved his own warning, as if
it had been given by another. ‘Are you sure they will attack to
kill us?’

‘It may come to that,’ she said. ‘If we are weak they will kill
us all. I saw it in their eyes. But, if we are strong and can
resist, after some deaths, reason may prevail. They could not
sustain such killing.’

‘I will not leave you,’ he said. ‘I may be old but I will
fight.’

 

 










Chapter 18

 


K’ul Kelem arranged her people on high ground and waited. Soon
the jungle disgorged men and women. K’ul Kelem’s heart sank. Such a
hostile horde had never before existed.

The invaders swaggered in a rag-tag line, no strategy except
superior numbers. The man who had insulted K’ul Kelem led them on.
He called to his people, he yelled encouragement that their task
would be easy, he hurled insults towards K’ul Kelem and her
people.

Even at that final moment she thought of fleeing, leaving before
the battle. But it was too late, if they ran they would be
overtaken and killed like injured prey. The invaders began climbing
the slope. She hesitated. Lakam Pakal saw her reticence. In a flash
of insight he understood that she could not be the one to begin the
greatest and first battle of people.

Lakam Pakal began human warfare. He yelled a command to throw
spears at the enemy as they climbed towards them. After a short
hesitation a few did and hit their marks. Some attackers fell to
the ground. The line of approaching people halted as a dozen men
lay on the ground, roaring their pain from spear wounds.

The attackers had assumed a fight where there would be equal
injuries, even deaths, but by their superior numbers they would
prevail. They hesitated. They could all be killed before being
close enough to fight. A few threw their spears up the hill in
retaliation but had no effect.

The leader understood their problem. They needed to get close to
their enemy quickly, before more spears could be thrown. He yelled
encouragement and ran up the hill. Most of the others followed his
example.

The waiting people hesitated and no more weapons were thrown
until Lakam Pakal yelled at them to again throw spears. A few more
of the ascending army fell before they were upon K’ul Kelem and her
people.

K’ul Kelem understood hand-to-hand combat. It was like evading
an attacking predator. She had done that often. She threw herself
into the climbing army, stabbing with the point of her spear and
slashing with her stone axe and with her knife. Her people followed
her example.

The fighting was ugly and vicious. Ungainly wrestling matches
were common. In close, with so many people it was difficult to
strike with weapons. However, by the weight of numbers the opposing
force gained supremacy. People in one-to-one combat found
themselves slashed and stabbed at their back. Soon the sound of
groans from injured people, no longer able or willing to fight was
louder than the sounds of confidence building yells and the clash
of stone and wood weapons.

K’ul Kelem fought well. She had not engaged in wrestling her
adversaries, she understood that fighting at close quarters was
pointless, like wrestling a long-tooth cat would be fatal. She kept
her distance and fought with weapons. She was soon surrounded by a
sea of groaning men she had injured.

There came a lull in the fighting, as if both sides stopped to
assess progress. K‘ul Kelem had alone accounted for more than a few
attackers. The leader of the invaders decided to kill her and then
finish off the rest of her people.

Hachakyum appeared out of the jungle above the battle ground and
watched the melee. The intruders were frightened by his unusual
appearance, his white tunic that covered him from his neck, to his
elbows and down to his ankles. But he carried no weapons.

A group of men ran towards K’ul Kelem, intending to overwhelm
and kill her.

Hachakyum walked slowly down the hill, through the fallen men
and women and around continuing skirmishes.

He reached the place where K’ul Kelem was fighting the group of
men.

‘Leave this nonsense,’ Hachakyum said to her. She glanced at him
as she fought off her many attackers. Clubs and knives were also
aimed at Hachakyum but they all missed their mark. He ignored the
attacks.

‘Leave these people to argue and fight each other,’ he said. ‘It
doesn’t have to be your way as well.’

She glanced at him again as she fended off blows and struck her
own.

‘You said I’m their ruler,’ she said, her voice gasped with the
effort of fighting. ‘Well, I’m ruling.’

She slashed a man with her stone axe, who fell down dead at her
feet. She stepped back out of the way of his body as other attacks
were renewed.

‘A show of strength seems to be all they understand,’ she said.
A stone axe slashed her arm and her blood flowed freely. She killed
the man who had injured her.

‘You are the ruler of everything, K’ul Kelem,’ Hachakyum said.
He spoke to her softly as if they were alone. ‘Not just your own
people. You also rule these people you’re killing.’

She stopped fighting, for a second, and glared at him.

‘You do not need to fight to show strength,’ he said.

‘If you know a better way,’ she said as she resumed her efforts.
‘Then, please, tell me. I don’t want to fight these people. I
assure you.’

More men joined in the battle focussed on K’ul Kelem. The few of
her own people that remained uninjured joined in and attacked her
attackers from behind. For a short time this relieved the pressure
of battle as some of her assailants turned away.

Hachakyum watched on for a moment. ‘There are other ways,’ he
said softly.

Her people who had come to her assistance were disabled and the
focus of the battle was, again, on K’ul Kelem.

‘They don’t work,’ she yelled angrily as the noise of shouting
around her grew as the confidence of her attackers increased. It
was only a matter of a short time, they believed, before she would
be killed and the battle won.

‘I’ve tried to reason with them,’ she said breathlessly. ‘It
quite simply,’ she paused and two blows fell onto two of her
assailants as she punctuated the end of her sentence with the
deaths of two men, ‘doesn’t, work.’

‘Of course it doesn’t work,’ Hachakyum said, with some
annoyance. ‘Nothing works all the time, you have to keep
trying.’

‘I am working at it,’ she said with difficulty. ‘And quite hard
at the moment.’ She dodged a spear that had been recklessly thrown
at her. The spear thrower had hoped to kill her without exposing
himself to danger but had, instead injured one of his fellow men. A
deep blow struck her arm and another wound opened above the
previous one. She yelled in pain as she grabbed at her injury but
then quickly resumed fighting as blows began to rain down on
her.

She dismissed Hachakyum. ‘Let’s talk about this later, shall
we?’

Hachakyum watched her fight for a few seconds before he turned
his back and began to climb the slope. He turned sharply when he
heard K’ul Kelem cry in genuine agony.

A volley of spears had been thrown at her. Men outside the
circle of battle had realised the usefulness of the prior attempt.
One had struck her in the chest and had embedded itself deeply. She
clutched at it with one hand, to pull it out. As she did that, a
man behind her stabbed his spear into her back. She fell to her
knees with the pain. She stabbed and slashed at the legs around her
as she stood again.

She clubbed to death the man who had stabbed her but the spear
protruding from her back provided a hand-hold and a man grabbed it
and held on. She swung her body, lifting the man off his feet. He
let go of the spear and fell to the ground.

She stood over the fallen, petrified man with such anger and
hatred in her eyes that the man wailed as if he had already been
injured to death. He covered his head with his arms as if that
would ward off the blow to come. K’ul Kelem raised her club to kill
the man as another spear was lodged in her back.

The world echoed with Hachakyum’s angry shout.

‘Enough!’

He raised his arm and the sun flickered as if it turned off and
on again in quick succession.

 

 










Chapter 19

 


The battlefield was quiet. It was deserted. There were no
assailants. There were no defenders. There were no discarded
weapons. There were no injured people. The dead had vanished. There
were none of K’ul Kelem’s people. Lakam Pakal no longer existed,
had never existed. K’ul Kelem remained in the position to attack
her fallen then vanished assailant but she was alone.

The world was silent.

She looked to Hachakyum, as the pain in her body reduced. She
was made whole, there were no embedded spears and her cuts had
vanished.

‘What just happened?’ she asked. Her voice easily carried to him
in the eery silence after the din of battle.

‘I’d had enough,’ he said in an emotionless voice.

‘Where is everyone?’ she asked. She scanned the cleared area of
battle, she turned around as she searched.

‘They never existed,’ he said.

‘What?’ she asked. Her face contracted in disbelief.

‘None of these men and women ever existed,’ he said and swept
his arm over the vacant land as if it still contained the remnants
of battle. ‘There were never born. They are not mourned. They are
not remembered. They never existed,’ he repeated.

‘Why?’ She was shocked.

‘It’s not difficult, not for those of us with skill. I used a
substantial part of the sun’s output, just for a moment.’

Hachakyum resumed walking up the slope as if her query had been
satisfied and that she would follow him.

She did not move, she watched him walk away. She had never seen
the full power of Hachakyum before and she was unable to understand
what he had done. The fact was too monstrous.

‘I asked why, not how,’ she called to him.

He turned to look at her.

‘They’re all gone?’ she asked plaintively.

He came back and stood before her. He took one of her hands,
gently holding it by the ends of her fingers.

‘Yes,’ he said.

She was unsure that she understood the extent of his power.

‘Everyone?’ she asked.

‘Yes. All people. Just the people,’ he said.

Tears formed in her eyes. ‘We’re alone?’ she asked.

‘Not on the whole planet, but in this land we are the only ones.
People will return. Eventually.’

‘Why?’ she asked again. Her voice was quiet.

He looked down at the hand he held. She asked again, softly,
‘Why did you do that?’

‘Remember when we were returning from the village to the north
and you asked what I was dependant on? You were not ready then.
Perhaps you are now,’ he said.

He placed her hand against his chest. She gasped. She lost the
sensation of having a body. She was inside his mind but was wrapped
and protected as if buffered from an attack that would overwhelm
her if she felt its full fury. She knew what he knew. She saw his
life. She knew his race. She saw an elder brother. She felt
Hachakyum’s anger, fear and respect for him. She saw images from
the beginning of her own world, vast destruction on a planetary
scale. She felt Hachakyum's sadness and his brother’s
dissatisfaction. She experienced Hachakyum’s rage and frustration.
She felt his regret, and his affinity, his love for the place in
the world where he had caused catastrophe. Her birthplace.

There were other feelings that were foreign to her. Feelings she
had never experienced and could not name. One strong emotion was a
unique mixture of admiration, respect, subservience, protection,
authority, attraction and love. It was overpowering, it consumed
her as she knew he must also be consumed by it’s intensity. She
could not sustain an emotion of such strength. She knew it would
kill her. Her body jerked and her hand pulled away from him. She
fell to the ground, like she had lost the use of her legs after
lying in sickness for a week. That overwhelming, powerful emotion
within him was accompanied by her own, focussed image. She raised
her head to look at him. Tears streamed from her eyes. She wondered
how anyone, even a god, could appear composed containing such a
feeling. She put her head in her hands and began to cry. She was
overwhelmed. She could never return his love for her, which was
more than love.

No human could.”

 

‘That completes the story of the second creation,’ Pep’Em Ha
said to her audience. She looked from one eager face to another and
knew she had told the stories well. She was glad to have provided
enjoyment. Jim beamed his pride at her as if he had discovered she
had a world-class, hidden talent.

‘All the inhabitants of the Americas were erased by the anger of
Hachakyum,’ she said quietly, punctuating the end of her
storytelling.

A steady stream of insects attacked the light from the kerosene
lamp, the parched bodies of previous assailants piled on the table
near the light.

‘My people have not kept records of the passing of time, not
since the Spanish came,’ she added, ‘but the ancient story tellers
tell that Hachakyum and K’ul Kelem lived alone in this land, the
land of my ancestors, while the seasons repeated more than twenty
thousand times.’ She carried on quickly, worried at the sceptical
looks of the others. ‘My ancestors had been told, by Hachakyum
himself, and as my father told me,’ she looked for reassurance from
her father who gave none, ‘that it was more than fifteen thousand
years ago, that people again moved into this land.’ She stopped,
hesitant but wanting to clarify what she had said. When she used
her own words she became the teenager she was, the free-flowing
narration of an ancient story was replaced with staccato and
jumbled phrases. ‘That means these stories were from thirty-five
thousand years ago. Of course, that’s not exact,’ she smiled
diffidently knowing she was not believed. ‘So, people returned
fifteen thousand years or so before Hachakyum told my ancestors but
we don’t know when that was. That must have been a few thousand
years ago, or more. I don’t know. I’m not sure.’ She stopped,
leaving her audience more confused.

She looked down at the table and then at her father.

‘Should I tell the stories of the third creation?’ she asked
him. She wondered if that was enough storytelling. It was the
middle of the night, she had chanted for hours and she was tired
but was willing to continue if asked.

Yax K’in looked to Arthur to allow him to decide but it was Jim
who answered.

‘That’d be awesome,’ Jim exclaimed.

 

 










Part 3









Chapter 1

 


“For twenty thousand years, Hachakyum and K’ul Kelem lived alone
on the lands near this place, where the KulWinik now live,” Pep’Em
Ha resumed her storytelling. Her voice had again become cadence
rich and confident.

“At times there was jungle here, at other times it became
colder, with less rain and the trees thinned and there were grasses
and smaller plants. K’ul Kelem watched the jungle recede and
return, she remembered jungle trees as seedlings that grew to
giants, then fell at the end of their lives and returned to
nothing. She remained untouched by the passing of time.

K’ul Kelem and Hachakyum often journeyed over this land. He
showed her the erupting volcanoes, he showed her the wildness of
the Pacific Ocean in full storm, he showed her the greater storms
that came from the Caribbean and he showed her the beauty of the
Yucatan when the weather was placid. He took her to the far north
and they stood on the shore. He showed her the place of the
catastrophe of his making. He told how his hasty action had,
eventually, led to the world of people, and then her life.

Hachakyum took her hand as the quiet ocean lapped at his feet.
He imagined how it must have been to stand in that place millions
of years before. He told her of his disappointment with the people
he had re-made, when he tried to replicate her example.

‘No-one is perfect,’ she laughed at his sadness. His rare,
darker moods no longer affected her as they once had. She had
learnt to resist them. ‘Not even me,’ she exclaimed playfully. ‘The
world’s template.’ She hugged him, no longer wary of his power. She
had felt his love.

One day, they worked in the hot sun harvesting food from plants
they had tended through a growing season. K’ul Kelem stopped her
labour and watched Hachakyum as he dug in the earth and wrestled
with the roots of a plant. It had suddenly surprised her that he
did that and she asked him why he bothered working with his hands
and using his muscles.

He stopped work.

‘Simply because you are able to do something extraordinary
doesn’t mean you have to do it,’ he said. ‘I enjoy the results of
labour. It’s simple, it requires patience and it requires rigour.
And the results,’ he held up a tuber they would roast and eat, ‘are
amazing. This,’ he held the root a little higher, ‘is no less
wondrous than my re-making this world.’ He smiled and she laughed
at his silliness. She resumed her work in the hot sun but after a
few minutes looked up and saw that he was staring at her. She
laughed again.

‘There is much work to do, old man,’ she said. ‘If we are to
harvest these wondrous things.’

He laughed and her heart filled with joy. She returned to her
labour.

He took another long look at the human woman he loved and
returned to his own labours.

 

 










Chapter 2

 


K’ul Kelem was alone and hunting during what turned out to be
the last day of their solitude. She still enjoyed the stealth and
skill required to track, corner and kill difficult and dangerous
prey. Hachakyum could provide for them but she preferred to supply
their meat and use the bones and skin of her prey for useful items.
She knew she could not be harmed to death, but still felt the
thrill of the possibility of fatal failure. She did not know why
that feeling remained but she thrived on that flush of adrenaline
that flooded her body when a dangerous kill was close.

She had tracked for most of a day a large, dangerous when
cornered, herbivore. It’s hide would be used to cover her shelter
and the meat would last her and Hachakyum for weeks. It was
dangerous when aroused, it’s tusks could cause serious injury, as
she knew from the time she had hunted the same species when she had
first met Hachakyum. She stopped suddenly at that thought. It was
so many years ago. The world had changed and re-changed. In her
reverie she lost focus on her prey. The animal saw her and thinking
it was cornered, it attacked. K’ul Kelem was in danger, she would
have to be quick and skilful. She smiled with the rush of
adrenaline, as the large animal, enraged with fear, thundered
towards her. She would have one instinctive opportunity to make the
kill.

She stood her ground, she let the animal charge, she waited
until it was so close that she could have felt its breath upon her,
she struck with one spear, piercing its eye, while in the same
motion, she jumped up and over the charging animal’s back. She sunk
another spear deeply into the base of its skull before she landed
again on her feet. The animal slid to a stop as it crumpled, dead
before its forward motion had been checked.

She breathed heavily, holding her remaining weapons tightly,
staring at the dead animal. She relaxed when she knew it would not
move again.

She heard a sound, not far from her, the cracking of a small
twig. It was the sound of a less skilled hunter or the final second
of a predator’s attack, come to claim K’ul Kelem’s kill. She turned
savagely, moving to one side, while she readied to defend herself
and her prey. She was the top predator in that jungle.

She saw a group of five men, staring at her, their mouths agape
having witnessed the skill and fearlessness of her kill. They held
hunting weapons loosely by their sides and were in no position to
attack, their awe of her rooted them to the spot, unaware of their
own danger in a hostile jungle.

She greeted them. They stepped back, as a co-ordinated group, as
if surprised she was human and capable of speech.

She greeted them again, in a softer voice and spoke her own
name.

One of the men spoke, but his words were indecipherable. They
were the jabbering of a madman. There was no similarity to the
sounds she understood as speech. She pointed to her kill and then
at the men. She repeated that motion and then turned away, leaving
them with the dead animal.

The men crept closer until they stood around K’ul Kelem’s prey.
They watched her until she had disappeared from sight. They
excitably jabbered among themselves, mimicking the fearless actions
of K’ul Kelem as she had made the kill. They would have wondrous
stories to tell their people when they successfully returned with
food to feed the advance party of human migration into
meso-America.

The story of the skilful, fearless, naked goddess hunter they
had encountered would live through all generations to come.

 

 










Chapter 3

 


‘People have come,’ K’ul Kelem said when she returned to
Hachakyum.

‘I know,’ he replied. He was dressed, again in the white tunic
that covered him from his neck to his elbows to below his knees. He
had not worn that apparel for thousands of years.

K’ul Kelem stared at his clothed body, as if not being naked was
unusual.

‘I assume you are wearing that because of our guests?’ she
asked. ‘They were naked too, you know.’ She smiled.

‘There is no prudery,’ he said and returned her smile. ‘It’s a
differentiation, for respect.’

‘Should I dress too?’ she asked.

He thought for a second. ‘You aren’t one of these people.
Perhaps you should,’ he said.

Two days later, a group of men, hunters with their weapons, came
to where Hachakyum and K’ul Kelem had built their shelter, drawn
there by the smoke of the cooking fire. They stood a safe distance
away and gesticulated among themselves.

One of the men in the group began talking loudly to the others
while pointing at K’ul Kelem. He had been with the group that had
witnessed her kill in the jungle. They all fell silent and
stared.

Hachakyum walked over to them. They stepped back, while raising
their weapons. He spoke softly, cajoling them in their own
language. Diffidently, the man who had seen K’ul Kelem’s hunting
prowess came forward and talked with Hachakyum. The two spoke for
sometime before Hachakyum pointed at K’ul Kelem, nodded his head
and then waved to her to come closer. She came and stood beside
Hachakyum. The strange man spoke to her.

‘I understand him,’ she said to Hachakyum. ‘I didn’t
before.’

‘I know,’ he said.

She greeted the man, said her name and smiled. The man fell to
his knees and his head bowed until it rested on the ground. He
placed his hands over his head in supplication. She squatted down,
lifted him by placing her hands under his shoulders and tried to
force him to stand. He reluctantly got to his feet but then turned
and ran without saying a word.

All the men fled, following their companion.

‘What just happened?’ she asked Hachakyum as she watched the
place where the men had been.

‘It appears that you’re the god now,’ he said.

He laughed and the world was wonderful.

 

 










Chapter 4

 


The waves of people expanding through the newly re-inhabited
continent kept a wary distance from Hachakyum and K’ul Kelem.

After a few thousand years people began to develop and harvest
useful crops. Their hunter-gatherer lifestyles reduced and they
began to erect permanent structures. Where the two gods lived
became a reserved, magical, sacred area where people did not
intrude. Sometimes, hunting parties on the edge of K’ul Kelem’s
foraging area saw her alone and hunting. Her legend was enhanced
with each new generation that re-confirmed her existence. Her
unchanging appearance and unending life were woven into the
migration stories. She was worshipped as the mother of the earth
itself.

Ten thousand years passed after people had returned when K’ul
Kelem’s life was critically transformed. And that change began the
end of the world. The end of all worlds.

 










Chapter 5

 


K’ul Kelem returned from a hunt to their campsite. She carried
the body of an animal slung over her shoulder, one hand steadied
her burden while the other carried her hunting weapons. She was
tired but exhilarated. She let the animal’s body slide off her
shoulder and onto the ground near their cooking fire. She drank
deeply from a large container of fresh water and then sat next to
the fire to rest before she began the task of skinning and
disjointing her prey. Hachakyum came out of the jungle, from the
direction of their milpa where they grew their food. He stopped
when he saw her and she felt the world darken with his anxiety.

‘I’m pregnant,’ she said.

‘I know,’ he said quietly.

He sat down next to her, his face brooding. She was frightened
by the anxiety broadcast from him. She felt his frailty. She was
overcome with a sadness that twisted like a deeply embedded blade.
What surprised her was the feeling of fear, not her own, but a
contagious fear that vibrated in the air around her. His fear was
one of horrible inevitability, a fear for the loss of those he
loved, caused by the unstoppable falling of cause to effect.

‘How?’ she asked. ‘You said it would not be possible.’

‘No. I don’t understand.’

She hesitated. ‘Will there be a problem?’

‘I don’t think so,’ he said diffidently and that frightened her.
‘No,’ he added firmly. ‘The child will be fine. There will no
problem.’

‘But you’re not confident,’ she said. She had never seen him
like that. His self-possession was as fixed as the stars.

He took one of her hands and held onto just a few of her fingers
and gently caressed them.

‘No,’ he said. ‘I’m not. This should not have happened. Our son
will be like you but, he will also be like me.’ He gently massaged
her fingertips. ‘I don’t know how much like me.’

He placed his free hand on her stomach while still holding onto
the fingers of her hand. She placed her other hand over his.

‘A son?’ she asked brightly.

He nodded and smiled as delight radiated from her eyes.

‘And my son will be a god?’ she asked with excitement.

His smile faded. He kept his hands where they were, gently
holding a few of her fingers and feeling, with her, the place of
new life.

‘Yes,’ he said.

It was the only time that he appeared to be, almost, human.

 

 










Chapter 6

 


K’ul Kelem gave birth to a boy, with dark, olive skin, fine
facial features, black hair and blue-green eyes. He appeared to be
completely human. The baby had normal needs for his mother’s milk
and undivided attention.

Hachakyum’s anxiety did not abate. It made K’ul Kelem angry when
his mood disturbed his son, who cried when his worried father came
close.

‘I don’t understand him,’ Hachakyum said as his son fed from his
mother and then fell into a restless sleep.

‘I know you don’t understand,’ K’ul Kelem said angrily. ‘Does it
matter? It’s happened. He’s here,’ she said as she stared into the
face of her sleeping son, cradled in her arms.

‘It does matter,’ Hachakyum said testily as his son’s face
frowned in sleep as he wriggled, about to wake and cry.

K’ul Kelem sighed at the god. She did not know how a being so
powerful, so loving, to her at least, could be so preoccupied about
an irrelevancy. He had a son. That should be sufficient, she
thought, without requiring the explanation of his existence. His
son’s life would not be altered by Hachakyum’s successful search
for knowledge.

She pushed him away, as if making a distance between his mood
and his son would calm the sleeping baby. She placed her son down
and went to where Hachakyum stood away from the baby.

‘Stop it!’ she ordered. ‘Just accept him. Love him,’ she placed
her hand on his chest in mimic of the action when he had directly
shown her his love for her, ‘a little like you love me,’ she
pleaded.

He lifted her hand off his chest. His eyes were dark as he
stared at the hand he held.

‘It’s not a simple matter,’ he said angrily. ‘This is of
paramount importance. It has not happened before.’

She returned his anger. ‘Well it has now.’

He was silent for a moment.

‘Have you decided on a name?’ he asked quietly.

‘Have you?’ she quickly retorted.

‘The choice is yours to make,’ he said. ‘Have you chosen?’

She wondered why she felt his expectation so fiercely. ‘I like
Hun-Hunahpu.’

Hachakyum let her hand drop. His body shimmered, momentarily
translucent as shock passed through him. His anxiety swamped K’ul
Kelem and she had to cry. Involuntary tears fell from her eyes. Her
son woke sobbing and then crying in fear and loneliness, requiring
his mother. 

‘Yes, of course it is,’ Hachakyum said quietly, to himself. She
stopped before she reached Hun-Hunahpu, torn between the
demonstrable needs of her son and the sadness of the god.

‘What do you mean?’ she said. She was angry as she fought the
waves of helplessness coming from him. She picked up her son and
his crying reduced to sobs.

‘What made you decide?’ he asked.

She swayed a little from side to side as she calmed her newly
named son. ‘It just came to me. We can call him something else, if
that name is a problem.’

He smiled without pleasure. ‘No. My race are born with their
names. A name comes from the mother who gave life,’ he said.

‘Well, we both gave him life. And he’s not just one of your
race,’ she said, combativeness in her voice. ‘He’s one of mine
too.’

He shook his head, he was not listening.

‘I have to leave,’ he said abruptly.

‘What?’ she was incredulous. ‘Now?’

‘Not for long,’ he said. He smiled although it was a forced
smile.

‘How long?’

‘Not long. I’ll be back soon.’

Hachakyum’s body shimmered, it turned partially transparent and
glowed with a faint light. Then he was no longer there.

Hun-Hunahpu began to cry again, after his father’s
departure.

 

 










Chapter 7

 


Two years later, K’ul Kelem walked out of the jungle holding the
hand of her toddler son.

Hachakyum had not returned.

K’ul Kelem left the sacred area that had been avoided by people
and came among them. Her son required more than her company. She
was given the best structure to live in, she was provided for. She
was a deity come to live among mortals. The city dwellers felt
pride that they had been chosen but also fear that her
dissatisfaction would cause suffering.

She assumed either Hachakyum had abandoned her and his son,
which she could not believe, or that something dreadful had
occurred. She wondered what could be so awful to keep him away. She
shuddered at unimaginable possibilities that would delay a god.

She remained aloof but ensured that her son was accepted into
his group of peers. The mothers of the other children were wary,
not knowing the powers of the son. Months passed and Hun-Hunahpu
showed no behavioural differences. Hun-Hunahpu was an outgoing
child and although he had never seen a human his own size before he
instinctively knew how to behave with the mix of self-interest and
camaraderie that dominates the relationships of young children. He
manifested no extraordinary powers, and the other children soon
dismissed the warnings of their parents that the new boy among them
may have strengths beyond this world. Hun-Hunahpu was bested in
displays of strength and prowess as often as he defeated others. He
became a normal part of the group of growing children and after a
year among them the mothers, mostly, had forgotten his origins as
he played and learned with other children.

K’ul Kelem, despite her young appearance, joined the elders in
managing the affairs of the settlement and after a few years she
was revered as a respected elder and not feared as the consort of
the gods.

A decade after the birth of her son she had, again, become the
leader of people and Hun-Hunahpu was treated as the successor to
that leadership.”

 

 










Chapter 8

 


Pep’Em Ha abruptly stopped her storytelling. Arthur was tired
but the story had gripped him and at no time had he thought of
sleep. His weariness raised its voice in the silence as he examined
Pep’Em Ha’s face, illuminated by the kerosene lamp. Behind her was
soaked in darkness.

Arthur turned to Michelle, to suggest they retire, worried about
her fatigue.

Pep’Em Ha’s voice, slight, equivocal and questioning when she
was not story telling, addressed her father.

‘Should I tell the story of Hun-Hunahpu and Xquiq?’ she
asked.

Yax K’in appeared unchanged after all the hours of Pep’Em Ha’s
narrative. His attention to the lamp had not wavered as he smoked.
Arthur had not counted how many cigars had been consumed and, as he
came to think of it, could not remember Yax K’in lighting a second
and subsequent cigar. He must have, but Yax K’in remained steady
with a seemingly permanent half-smoked cigar in his fingers and his
eyes focussed on the small flame inside the lamp.

Yax K’in nodded his head.

‘Yes, it is where the end of our world begins,’ he said.

Arthur thought about his hammock but once Pep’Em Ha had begun
the next story, all thoughts of sleep were banished and his
tiredness erased.

 

 










Part 4









Chapter 1
The Story of Hun-Hunahpu and Xquiq


“Hun-Hunahpu had risen early, well before the first light of
day. He was excited as he dressed in his ceremonial clothes. His
gown was intricately made, with disparate colours and regular
designs. He draped strips of fashioned leather around his waist and
crossed them over his shoulders. He wrapped his upper arms in the
tanned skin and fur of a jaguar. It’s dried tail wrapped around his
waist. He placed a woven head-dress on his head that added an arms
length to his height. Embedded in the head-dress were many brightly
coloured feathers from jungle birds. He removed his head-covering,
but he would replace it immediately before the ceremony later that
morning.

He stepped outside as the rim of the sun entered the world. He
stood on top of a pyramid near the centre of the city. The top
platform housed the living quarters he shared with his mother. It
was the highest place in the city his mother ruled. He stood on the
edge and greeted the sun by stretching his arms to the sky and his
excitement bubbled over into laughter.

The seasons had repeated twenty times during his life. He
laughed out loud as he thought, I am an old man! And today was the
anniversary of his birth and he would be rewarded for his
longevity. He would share the leadership of the city with his
mother, as if he was to be the king after his mother’s death. He
laughed. His mother would not die, he would never take over from
her. He would have the power and status of a ruler but little of
the responsibility.

His mother had not aged in his lifetime, her divinity was
obvious. However, Hun-Hunahpu knew that he was human, he was
nothing extraordinary. Perhaps, his life would extend further than
other people but he would age and die. He had grown from a child
into a man, what god did that?, he thought. He had injured as he
had played and hunted with his companions. He did heal quickly, he
acknowledged some differences, but what god saw his own blood flow
and felt the pain of healing as he recovered? At times he had been
confined to his bed, unable to rise, weak with what ravaged his
body. No god would succumb to the weakness of illness.

He laughed off his mother’s arguments about his own divinity in
the same way his friends dismissed all advice of their own mothers.
He thought, in some ways, of his mother as an old woman although as
he had grown they began to appear more like sister and brother than
mother and son.

Today, he thought, he would become his own man. He would be
officially accepted into the circle of elders. He would be allowed
to raise his voice in argument and to take initiative in the
affairs of the people.

He raised his arms again and yelled out loud, he could not
contain his happiness. His voice echoed over the city and people
stopped and listened. Most of them smiled as they shared
Hun-Hunahpu’s joy, knowing the official day of succession of a
well-loved young man had come.

 

 










Chapter 2

 


‘Hun-Hunahpu!’ A young man’s voice cried out behind Hun-Hunahpu.
‘Stop it. You’re disturbing the city.’

Hun-Hunahpu quickly turned and ran towards the voice. He laughed
with joy.

‘Nuto! You’re here,’ Hun-Hunahpu cried.

His first friend had arrived, the first child he had befriended
the day his mother brought him out of the jungle.

‘Have you seen who has arrived?’ Nuto said, he was as excited as
his friend, to be included in the succession ceremony brought great
honour to him and his family. ‘Anyone would think that you are
important.’ Nuto laughed.

Hun-Hunahpu gripped his friend strongly by the upper arms. ‘I
am,’ he laughed. ‘And so are you. Today is for both of us.’

‘Both of us? Am I to be ruler as well? I hadn’t been informed.
Have you told your mother?’ Nuto shrugged off Hun-Hunahpu’s embrace
by raising his arms and then grabbed his friend. For a forgetful
moment they began wrestling as they had often done until five years
previously. However, they were too old for that enjoyment and,
regretfully, the show of strength nervously dissipated and never
eventuated.

‘So, who have you seen?’ Hun-Hunahpu asked.

‘Three kings yesterday. All of them with women for you to
choose. Ah!,’ Nuto said and struck a pensive pose. ‘If I was made
joint ruler I could also have my choice. Do you think your mother
would mind?’

‘I would mind what?, Nuto.’ K’ul Kelem had entered Hun-Hunahpu’s
chamber to check on her son.

Nuto spun around at the sound of her voice. He smiled at the
mother of his best friend. He was as comfortable in the presence of
K’ul Kelem as any man, but he always shuddered a little, with a
residual fear, at each renewed acquaintance. She was divine and
no-one could ever get comfortable with that.

‘Nothing, K’ul Kelem. We were joking about the distinguished
guests who arrived yesterday,’ Nuto said.

‘Mmm,’ she replied as if they were two errant boys. ‘I came to
see what assistance you required. I see you have all you need.’ She
stared at the two young men lined up before her as if ready to
receive punishment.

‘The elders will come for you in an hour. You will be ready?’
she said to her son.

‘Yes. Of course,’ Hun-Hunahpu said. He placed a hand on Nuto’s
shoulder. ‘Nuto will help me.’

K’ul Kelem left and as soon as she was no longer visible the two
young men burst into laughter. K’ul Kelem returned to her own
chamber with a smile on her face. The shared laughter behind her
back, even at her own expense, was the reason she had left the
jungle to live again among people and assume the unwanted mantle of
leadership.

She was happy for her son.

 

 










Chapter 3

 


‘Have you decided which one yet?’ Nuto asked.

‘Which one what?’

‘Which woman, of course.’

‘No,’ Hun-Hunahpu said.

‘I don’t think I could make that choice either,’ Nuto said
excitedly. ‘I have seen at least three that I could not choose
between.’ He laughed. ‘You could, of course, have all of them.’

Hun-Hunahpu smiled at his friend. ‘Not as first wife. There can
only be one of those.’

‘What does your mother say?’

‘She tells me nothing. She wants me to be happy, that’s all. But
she’s not the problem. It’s the council of elders that insist I
take a wife of significance.’

‘A wife of significance?’ Nuto laughed for a long time. ‘Any
wife is significant, once the sun has set.’

Hun-Hunahpu laughed. ‘The elders mean significant with their
clothes on, my friend.’

‘I know, I know,’ Nuto said. ‘Do you have any ideas? Any at
all?’

‘No, not among those I’m supposed to choose between.’

‘Ah!’ Nuto exclaimed. ‘You still dream of Xquiq?’

‘Not as you would dream,’ Hun-Hunahpu said and slapped his
friend on the shoulder.

‘She’s your friend,’ Nuto said. ‘Our friend,’ he corrected.
‘She’s not royal enough to be your first wife. You could take her
as your second or third wife.’

Nuto fell into a reverie, thinking of nights of passion with
multiple wives. He was not old enough, nor important enough to have
been assigned a wife yet. He assumed that would change after his
participation in the accession ceremony.

‘A wife can also be a friend, Nuto.’

‘I am your friend. Xquiq is your friend. You have lots of
friends. You have no wives. Why reduce from one group to add to
another?’

‘You make no sense. As usual.’

Nuto laughed. ‘Now, what do you need to get ready?’

‘Nothing. Just you to distract me from my nervousness.’

‘That I can do.’

The friends laughed.

 

 










Chapter 4

 


Outside Hun-Hunahpu’s accommodation, a group of ostentatiously
dressed elders waited. Hun-Hunahpu, and Nuto as his attendant,
moved slowly and methodically down the steps of the pyramid until
at the bottom they were greeted then surrounded by the waiting
elders.

A line formed, Hun-Hunahpu moved to the centre and the
procession began as the significant city members wove circuitously
through the city towards the ball court, the city’s heart.

At ceremonial places the procession paused and Hun-Hunahpu,
assisted by Nuto, made votive offerings. They halted for a final
time at the beginning of an avenue flanked with pillar-like
limestone carvings, stela as thick as a man’s body but three times
as high. Each stone carving depicted important moments for the city
and its rulers, most from the time before K’ul Kelem came among
them. Four new stela had been erected for Hun-Hunahpu’s accession
day. They told of his coming of age and listed the names and deeds
of the important visitors come to honour the day he was confirmed
as heir to the throne. The recently carved limestone gleamed in the
hot morning sun. Hun-Hunahpu was nervous as he waited. He grimaced
at Nuto, a failed smile intending to show his confidence, as he
noticed his image depicted as a warrior king. The craftsmen had
done a magnificence job, although his sleep the previous night had
been disturbed not only by his nervousness but also the light and
sounds of the craftsmen hurrying to finish.

Hun-Hunahpu, with Nuto behind, moved to the front of the
procession and the line moved slowly through the avenue of stela
and into the ball court. The arena was flanked on two sides by a
stone-stepped stadium packed with the inhabitants of the city able
to be spared from their labours. Hundreds of people talked in low
voices then hushed when the procession entered.

The centre of the stadium was cleared except for a raised
platform where K’ul Kelem, representatives of noble families and
the royal visitors waited. Hun-Hunahpu’s mother stood as the line
of nobles moved into the arena.

Hun-Hunahpu was extremely nervous as all eyes focussed on him.
He tried to distract himself so he did not stumble, or fall,
worried that he may momentarily forget how to walk. He remembered
ball games he had played in the same place, when audience eyes were
focussed on two teams and not on an individual. He loved the Mayan
game that was a contest of strength and skill. Men and women could
prove themselves in a way that did not cause death. Although
Hun-Hunahpu remembered a number of times when less skilled and
physically unprepared players had been maimed by the contest. He
shuddered as he remembered witnessing those injuries and,
momentarily, his nervousness deserted him.

He found himself at the base of the platform, with his mother
towering over him, not remembering his walk through the ball court.
Hun-Hunahpu craned his head up to smile at her and was shocked to
see tears in her eyes. He worried for a moment, his mother never
cried, but then understood that she cried for joy.

He ascended to stand by her side, she quickly squeezed his hand
and then released it.

‘I’m so proud,’ she whispered. ‘I wish your father could see
this.’

Hun-Hunahpu rarely thought of his absent father. He did not
believe his father’s divinity, he did not believe his mother’s
stories that he was a descendant of a race that had the power to
create and destroy worlds. That his father, in fact, had created
the world he and his friends lived in. As a young child, he had
played games pretending to be the creator and destroyer of the
world, but then usually Nuto or another larger playmate would
easily best the pretend creator and his illusion would be
shattered. Since reaching an age when he could question his mother
he had not taken seriously any of her stories of the times before
they had come to live in the city.

Hun-Hunahpu sat down in the seat his mother had vacated and a
restrained cheer, more like a collective sigh of relief, came from
the crowd watching his every move. He smiled at one of the crowd
covered, stone-stepped stadiums and then, at the other side, he
waved, although that was not part of the ceremony and he knew the
elders would be upset at his frivolity. He no longer cared as he
sat in the seat his mother would resume shortly.

The visiting royalty stood, in a strict order organised and
negotiated well beforehand, and filed before the newly crowned son
of the ruler. He smiled grimly, trying to keep a serious demeanour
that was difficult to maintain when he glanced at Nuto, who stood
by his side, wide-eyed at being so close to royalty.

The daughters of the kings followed their fathers and also
offered their respects to Hun-Hunahpu. He felt sorry for them,
compassion was overwhelming him at that stressful time. It was as
if they were being paraded like animals in the market he could
decide to purchase or not.

He came up with a naive idea, that struck him with its
brilliance. His idea was based on the disappointment of rejection.
He knew the importance of forming strategic alliances through
marriage. But what if he took none of them as first wife? He knew
everyone would be upset but the overall level of disappointment
would be less, he believed. He could take many of the daughters as
second level wives. He would appease everyone. He could take a
lesser, non-threatening first wife. He wanted Xquiq. In his
euphoria of epiphany he couldn’t see a problem. The women parading
before him would not be slighted, the kings would see themselves as
equal with all others. His mother would be happy, she would be
happy if he was happy, he knew. The elders would be initially
disappointed but once he had explained his logic he was confident
they would acquiesce. He would have many sexual partners and his
first wife would be a women, a friend, he loved.

His mother noticed his happiness as his face flushed and his
smile broadened. She should have been enjoying his emotion, he did
have a small residual of his father’s power to inflict his emotions
on others. But she did not feel happiness. His smile and bubbling
euphoria worried her.

 

 










Chapter 5

 


‘I don’t care,’ Hun-Hunahpu said angrily, he was determined
although a little irrational. ‘I’ve decided. I choose Xquiq.’ He
had made a statement and almost expected the elder sent to argue
with him to acquiesce.

‘K’ul Kelem?’ The elder appealed to her to make her son see
reason.

She glanced at the man, just for the short moment she took her
eyes from her son. She was trying to understand Hun-Hunahpu’s
resistance. She would not deny him Xquiq, if he really did love
her.

‘We’re not suggesting you abandon Xquiq,’ K’ul Kelem said. ‘You
can have many wives.’

‘A ruler,’ the elder quickly and emphatically added. ‘Needs to
make strategic partnerships.’

‘My mother doesn’t,’ Hun-Hunahpu answered bitterly. Then he
turned to her. ‘Why don’t you take some of the nobles from those
other cities as husbands? That would mean more than me taking the
king’s daughters as wives.’

‘Hun-Hunahpu! Please,’ K’ul Kelem said with shock. She ignored
his insult and tried to calm the elder who was overcome after her
son’s startling suggestion. He had, he believed, in some way, been
the cause of the insult.

The elder recovered and could not leave Hun-Hunahpu’s taunt
unanswered.

‘Your mother is divine. She cannot accept a mortal
companion.’

She turned on the elder. ‘You forget,’ she said, in a way that
ensured the man knew he was not her equal. ‘That Hun-Hunahpu is
divine. More so than I. He is the son of a god. I have merely been
blessed by Hachakyum.’

The elder, in abject misery and embarrassment, took his leave
without saying anything further.

After they had been alone for sometime and had been staring at
each other, K’ul Kelem broke the silence.

‘Do you love her that much?’ she asked gently.

‘How much is that much?’ Hun-Hunahpu said. He had not finished
arguing.

‘You know what I mean. There are limitations to everything we
do, to everything we can do. Choosing Xquiq will have
consequences.’

‘I can’t see the problem.’

‘And that, in itself, is another problem,’ she said.

 

 










Chapter 6

 


A matrimonial union, between the ruler’s son and a high status
daughter from a rival state, would forge an alliance that would
force further alliances with other states, even those unsuccessful
in offering their daughters. A web of marriages of convenience
restrained the constantly bubbling tension between city-states. No
marriage would mean no first-tier alliance. The city could be at
the mercy of alliances formed by other states. Diplomacy required
constant effort and any one mistake could dangerously reduce the
city’s position.

The elders considered Hun-Hunahpu’s choice a mistake of the
first magnitude.

After Hun-Hunahpu’s accession ceremony, the kings and nobles of
other city-states returned home. One king, that had often been
antagonistic with K’ul Kelem’s state, had believed a marriage of
alliance was a near certainty. He had visions of a combined,
powerful kingdom. He took Hun-Hunahpu’s choice as an insult. A
daughter of a local, lower tiered noble was considered higher
status than a member of his own family. His anger was intense.

He suffered a minor accident on his homeward journey. He cut his
hand deeply on his flint axe as he wielded it one evening in anger
as he recalled Hun-Hunahpu’s insult. It quickly became septic and
he died. The ascension of his son, only twenty-five years old, was
blocked. He was not considered ready to assume the kingship. The
son had to first prove himself as a leader of men in battle. He
would have to capture, torture and sacrifice a noble from a rival
city, and that would prove his worth in leadership.

The son believed the father’s injury had, in some way, been
caused by K’ul Kelem. He could revenge his father’s death and
cement his own position in one brutal action against her
city-state.

The Mayan people fought for temporary ascendancy only. No victor
pressed on and damaged the city of the vanquished, the ancestor
spirits of each city-state were too powerful for such an action to
be considered. Catastrophic failure, if a conquest was undertaken,
was certain. However, prowess could be proved by taking
high-ranking captives, who were stripped, bound and carried from
the battlefield. They were then tortured and killed after their
display in the victor’s city. Rarely was this action immediate.
Often captives were kept alive for months, even years, so that
their final sacrifice would coincide with a political requirement
or a propitious celestial events.

K’ul Kelem had not interfered in this way of life. The loss of
the lives of a few warrior nobles was an acceptable price. People
who produced food, artisans and all innocents were not harmed. She
understood pay-back. She knew of people’s anger and fear. She
accepted the barbaric reasonableness of capture, torture and
sacrifice. She took no part but, also, did nothing to stop it.

This time it was different.

 

 










Chapter 7

 


A band of well-armed and resplendently displayed men marched on
K’ul Kelem’s city. They massed outside making a great noise,
yelling insults, striking drums, blowing whistles and sounding
conch-shell trumpets, all intended to entice K’ul Kelem’s men to
fight. The rival group then camped a short way from the city.
Quickly, a group of warriors were chosen to go out and meet them.
Hun-Hunahpu volunteered. His mother resisted.

‘I don’t want you fighting,’ she said, angry and tense. They
were in his chambers, after the meeting of elders when Hun-Hunahpu
had announced he too would be fighting the rivals. Nuto had already
been chosen.

‘Why not?’ he asked, incredulous. ‘All the nobles fight, at one
time or another.’

‘But not you,’ she said.

‘I’m not a child, K’ul Kelem.’ His use of her name shocked her.
He had not done so before. ‘Weren’t you proud at my accession?’ he
asked but went on immediately. ‘This is the consequence of
that.’

He waited for her to speak, but she remained silent.

‘I can’t be the son of the ruler and not prove myself.’

‘You can prove yourself in other ways,’ she said. ‘I don’t
fight.’

‘That’s different,’ he said. ‘You have nothing to prove. You’re
life is proof enough.’

‘As is yours,’ she replied quickly.

‘No it’s not,’ he said angrily. ‘I’m just like everyone else.
I’m not divine like you, mother.’

She was glad that he had again called her ‘mother’.

‘Your father said that you were.’

‘Well, he’s not here,’ he said with annoyance. He hated her
memory of his father. He thought she became weak and dependant when
she talked of him, as if she was of a lesser quality. ‘And my life,
so far, demonstrates that I’m normal. Just like Nuto. And he’s
going to fight, and he’s looking forward to it. As I am.’ He was
defiant.

He thought of another argument and announced it as if in triumph
of a great victory.

‘And,’ he said. ‘If I truly am divine, then no harm will come to
me.’

He stared at his mother, waiting for her to reply, but she could
not bring herself to agree with him.

 

 










Chapter 8

 


The nobles who would leave the city and fight paraded before the
crowd gathered in the ball court stadium. Each man was arrayed in
impressive battle-dress. Their long hair drawn up to the tops of
their heads and covered in a decorated helmet, shields were rolled
up and hung at their backs, like a flowing cape. Their faces
patterned to terrify. A battle jacket was worn to blunt attack,
battle knives of precisely fashioned stone were tucked into a
decorated belt around each waist while their hands held long lances
for stabbing and slashing their enemies. Each man was recognisable
as a continuation of the tradition of their ancestors. There could
be no doubt which family, which dynasty, each warrior proudly
represented.

The group of fighting men departed the city, the numbers chosen
to match those pitted against them. The fighting was brutal and
ungainly, the purpose to injure and subdue not kill and destroy.
Nuto fought well for a young, inexperienced man. He slashed the
legs of a rival noble, forcing him down. He stripped him, bound him
then stood over him and yelled his success to the rest of the
fighting men. Rival nobles attacked but with some assistance he
fought them off and kept his captive. He would rise in esteem
within the city, the noble he had subdued was high ranking. He
would be offered to the elders as a sacrifice.

Nuto had revelled in the battle. His skill during years of
practice, readying him for that first battle, had been heightened
by the adrenaline of facing real danger. He had not hesitated when
he had been threatened. However, Hun-Hunahpu had not been so
successful. He had been excited by the battle and had thrown
himself into the skirmish but had been reluctant to execute
manoeuvres that would injure his opponents. He hesitated as he
warded off blows aimed at him. When he saw an opening to strike he
held back. He had the strangest of feelings that it was unfair to
strike at them, as if he had an advantage that should not be used.
His attitude during battle confused him. He tried to attack but
something placed a barrier between his intention and his actions.
He became frustrated, believing his actions were a sign of
weakness, that he was unable to execute his training because he
feared a retaliation, as if by not striking his opponents they
would also hold back.

He heard Nuto’s cry of success on the far side of the
battlefield and halted his fighting. Initially smiling at his
friend’s success but then frowning with jealousy of another’s
success. 

Hun-Hunahpu’s lethargy was noticed. The son of the dead king
could not believe his luck that the son of K’ul Kelem was an inept
warrior. A group of men fell on him from behind and forced him to
the ground. Hand-held battle knives stabbed and slashed at him as
he struggled under the weight of men. His injuries were agony as he
was quickly stripped naked and bound securely. The designated
victor, the dead king’s son, did not raise his voice in success,
not allowing K’ul Kelem’s men to attempt a rescue. The sacrifice of
such a high ranking captive would ensure his position as the new
king. Hun-Hunahpu was quickly and quietly carried away from the
battlefield.

 

 










Chapter 9

 


K’ul Kelem was distraught. She had not experienced such anxiety,
and fear, in her long life. She panicked and ran from the hall
where she had heard the news. She halted outside and tears formed
in her eyes. She lost the strength in her legs, her head became
dizzy, she slumped and sat on stone steps. Her head fell between
her knees as she came close to losing consciousness. She screamed a
name, as if attempting to bore a hole through the earth and all the
way to Xibalba.

‘Hachakyum!’ Her voice trailed off in despair.

The elders who had quickly followed her exit, hushed in fear to
see her state, the pitiable invocation of the god’s name filled
them with dread. K’ul Kelem had been stoic through the years she
had ruled them. Nothing had touched her. No death, no suffering, no
setbacks, no successes, no glories had caused a demonstrable
reaction from her. The capture of her son had shown her to be
human, in a horrible, dangerous way.

She stood and noticed the silent group behind her, standing in
fear and awe. She steadied herself before she spoke, trying to
sound in control.

‘I will retrieve my son,’ she said between tense lips. She spoke
in anger as if the group of elders were responsible for her
loss.

One elder stepped diffidently forward.

‘You can’t do that, K’ul Kelem,’ he said.

Her eyes blazed, she lost control. She strode to the man and
lifted him off his feet with one hand around his neck, throttling
him. Her strength was substantial. The man’s eyes radiated fear,
they twitched side to side as he felt his life leaving him. She
remembered that look, from thousands of years before, when
Hachakyum had killed the leader to the north. She let the man go
and he fell to the ground in a heap, but alive.

The injured man used his arms to partially lift his body off the
ground. He twisted his head to look up at K’ul Kelem as she towered
over him. Her rage slowly subsiding.

‘You could rescue him, K’ul Kelem,’ he gasped. ‘Please forgive
me. But, you shouldn’t rescue him.’

She stared down at the man as if she was about to resume her
attack.

‘That’s not how these things are done,’ the man said. ‘You know
that, as we all know that.’

She stormed off and went to her chambers, knowing no-one would
disturb her there. She understood that the prosperous lives of the
workers and traders, and the privileged lives of nobles was
sustained by the reasonable sacrifice of a few from the noble
class. To rescue her son risked a tit-for-tat response that could
begin an altered religious and communal lifestyle. Who would know
where it would lead?

But Hun-Hunahpu was her son. She was the leader. She could do as
she pleased. But she shouldn’t. She needed help. She needed to talk
to someone, but there was no-one. She was again facing an unlimited
life on her own. She would not go through that again. She decided
to act, regardless of consequence.

A tentative sound outside her chambers signalled someone wanting
to come in. K’ul Kelem ignored the attempted intrusion, knowing
without express permission no-one would dare enter her
chambers.

She was surprised when she caught the sight of a human form
standing inside the entrance. Xquiq’s tears flowed down her
face.

‘Xquiq,’ K’ul Kelem said brusquely, caught between wanting to be
alone and the obvious need of the young woman. K’ul Kelem
understood Xquiq’s need to share her agony, she felt the same, but
K’u Kelem required more than a human girl.

Xquiq did not hear the brusqueness in K’ul Kelem’s voice, she
ran across the room and fell into the leader’s arms. The two women
appeared similar aged companions in grief except one was recently a
teenager and the other was tens of thousands of years old.

Xquiq sobbed into K’ul Kelem’s shoulder, until K’ul Kelem broke
the embrace and held the young woman at arms length. She examined
the face full of tears. K’ul Kelem expected an hysterical request
from Xquiq and was surprised at what the young woman said.

‘You can’t go and rescue him,’ Xquiq said.

K’ul Kelem let her arms fall like she had been rebuked.

‘I know I can’t Xquiq,’ she said strongly. ‘But I will. The
consequences are irrelevant. I will save my son.’

‘He’s not just your son,’ Xquiq said. She had been brave to say
that before a woman obviously divine.

K’ul Kelem was initially angry, not acknowledging that the young
woman shared Hun-Hunahpu, but her anger faded quickly and when she
spoke it was with a soft voice, as if to an equal in both status
and pain.

‘No, he’s not,’ she said. ‘Were you sent here?’ K’ul Kelem
asked.

Xquiq frowned in annoyance. ‘Nobody sent me.’

K’ul Kelem smiled. It was condescending.

‘You can’t go,’ Xquiq said. ‘But I can.’

‘What would you do? How would you save him?’ K’ul Kelem
understood the offer came from frustration and helplessness.

‘I’m smart,’ Xquiq said confidently. ‘And Nuto will come with
me. He’s strong.’

‘Nuto?’ K’ul Kelem said.

‘Yes. We decided together. As soon as he’d returned from the
battle.’

‘Do you think you have any chance of success? Failure would be
catastrophic for both of you.’

‘At least the failure would be our own. It would not be the
failure of our city, of our ancestors, if you go.’

‘But I would not fail,’ K’ul Kelem said strongly.

‘And neither will we. But success, from your intervention, would
be failure for everyone.’

K’ul Kelem remained silent.

‘I will not live without Hun-Hunahpu,’ Xquiq said, as if her
intended self-sacrifice if Hun-Hunahpu should die, would decide
K’ul Kelem. ‘And I want to help. Not all women have to accept what
is offered to them. I am to be the first wife of our king, my
bravery and sacrifices will be important.’

‘Perhaps your first sacrifice could be to lose Hun-Hunahpu.’

‘No. I don’t believe that.’

K’ul Kelem stared at the young woman.

‘Please K’ul Kelem. I can do this. At least, I can with Nuto’s
help.’

 

 










Chapter 10

 


That night Nuto and Xquiq came to K’ul Kelem’s chambers to bid
her farewell, before they intended to surreptitiously leave the
city. The elders had not been informed. K’ul Kelem surprised them
by receiving them dressed as a low class working woman.

‘I’m coming with you,’ she stated. She would let them attempt to
rescue her son and if they failed she would save him herself.

They travelled as husband and wife and older sister, Nuto posing
as the son of an obsidian trader. They, and a small retinue of
slaves, followed the well-trod paths of economic activity between
city states.

After following a circuitous route, to hide their city of
origin, they entered the rival city where Hun-Hunahpu had been
taken.

Hun-Hunahpu was not difficult to find. The public display of his
suffering, his hopelessness and his subservience then finally his
sacrifice was the purpose of his capture, to enhance the standing
and legitimacy of the new king.

He was bound and naked, lying on a stone platform in the central
plaza. He was covered in his own blood and many wounds crusted over
his body, head and legs. There was a loose guard over him, not to
prevent escape or rescue, that was unthinkable, but to ensure his
life was not lost before his sacrifice. Citizens inspected and
marvelled over the damaged body of the son of the ruler of the
rival city. Such a high status captive was a rare event.

Hun-Hunahpu was barely conscious. He was in agony, dehydrated,
weak from lack of food and many of his injuries were infected. He
was delirious from fever but, he was alive. There was no hope for
him, he thought wearily. He would suffer greatly in the coming days
and weeks, he knew that. His only positive thought was that the
young king would want the ceremony of sacrifice performed quickly.
He had heard where noble captives had been kept alive for years, as
if being stored for later use, to sanctify propitious occasions.
The young king was not cruel, Hun-Hunahpu felt him no ill-will, he
was following the necessities of political positioning and the
methods of his culture. He may well have done the same if he was
king.

He laughed, although it sounded like a throttled gurgle, to
think of a time after his mother, when he would be king. He tried
to shift his face away from the sunlight by rolling his stiff and
bound body. He lifted his head off the hot stones under his cheek
and saw an image of the faces of Xquiq and Nuto among a small crowd
of onlookers. He gurgled a laugh again at his delusion and let his
head fall. There would be no rescue, he knew that. He fell into a
state before sleep but after consciousness. His world was dark,
there was nothing, a complete loss of sensation, like a void. But
he was aware of the nothingness which meant there was no void
because he was part of it. He had an odd sensation of creation, a
power to alter the nothing into something. He had simply forgotten
how, or had never been instructed. It should be obvious, he thought
in his delirium, like possessing legs but not knowing their use. He
passed through that stage and into a disturbed sleep.

He was prodded, roughly and painfully. His breathing had become
shallow and the few men assigned to watch him had worried he was
slipping close to death. Hun-Hunahpu woke and opened his eyes a
little. Some water was thrown over him and a little was dribbled
into his mouth. He again saw the mirage of the faces of his first
wife-to-be and best friend.

K’u Kelem was distraught beyond reason. Her wisdom gained from
tens of thousands of years of life was as nothing. She was a
mother, and her son was in agony. She could not wait. She would not
let him suffer a minute longer. She could not leave him and calmly
walk off to formulate some plan of rescue. He was three steps away
from her and she could save him. Only she could. She knew that.

Her determination boiled over into a white rage. She stepped
forward. Nuto grabbed her shoulder, not wanting to say her name in
that foreign city. She turned on him, not seeing him and grabbed
the hand that tried to hinder her. She bruised his fingers as she
dismissed his hold on her.

She walked to her son, ignoring the loose guard placed on him.
She took out her stone knife to cut his bonds. The guards watched
her for a moment, not believing what they saw, some crazy woman
trying to steal the king’s captive. One of the men yelled at her
and grabbed at her shoulder to pull her away.

K’ul Kelem stood and sunk her knife into the man’s abdomen. His
heart was ruptured and he was dead before he had fallen to the
ground. The other guards hesitated, then decided that the woman
needed the attention of them all. Nuto lunged at the closest man,
slashing his knife across the man’s face. A red weal ruptured and
disgorged blood, the man screamed and felt for his face, no longer
bothered with protecting the king’s captive.

K’ul Kelem faced another man and Nuto rushed towards a second.
Xquiq ran and jumped onto one man’s back, momentarily forcing him
to the ground. However, she did not know what else to do and the
man rolled over throwing her from him. He hesitated for a second,
more concerned about the other woman who had killed his companion
and the foreign man with the knife. He decided to quickly kill
Xquiq.

He raised his stone knife.

 

 










Chapter 11

 


Hun-Hunahpu had seen the shape of his mother appear from the
crowd. He felt her touch as she began to cut his bonds. It really
was her, he thought. He saw her stand and then kill a man. He had
never before seen the warrior strength and resolve of his mother.
He saw the steely look in her eyes, it was the same as he had seen
in old, battle-hardened warriors who had taken many captives. She
was not the mother he had known.

‘Mother?’ he whispered.

She turned to him as he spoke and then looked up and over him at
another approaching guard. Behind her Xquiq was under attack.
Hun-Hunahpu saw his future wife. He did not believe it was her but
then saw Nuto attack a second man. It really was his friend. He
smiled with a sense of unfounded relief but then his face froze in
despair. His mother had not released his bonds, he could do
nothing. Even if he was free he could not have stood and supported
his own weight. He saw the knife that plunged towards the heart of
Xquiq.

‘No!’ Hun-Hunahpu gasped, as he witnessed the last second of
Xquiq’s life.

The world blinked.

 










Chapter 12

 


Nuto swung his knife at his assailant but it swished though air.
The man had vanished. K’ul Kelem halted as she strode towards an
empty space where a warrior guard had once been. Xquiq lay on her
back on the ground, looking up at the sky and wondered why she was
so anxious and her arms were over her face. No knife wielding man
stood over her.

K’ul Kelem swung around to look at her son. There was no remnant
of his bonds and he stood, uninjured, whole and untouched where he
had lain a moment before.

Nuto called out his friend’s name but then wondered why he was
so pleased to see him. Xquiq stood, gazed around her and then
smiled at Hun-Hunahpu, all her anxiety had dissipated. She did not
understand why they were where they were. She swung her body around
and scanned the sparse jungle that surrounded them. She could
remember the days of travel to get to that place but not the reason
for their journey. She laughed, diffidently, concerned that she had
forgotten something important.

‘What are we doing here?’ she asked and laughed again.

‘Where are we?’ Nuto said, as amused at their circumstance as
Xquiq. ‘This is a strange place to come to.’

K’ul Kelem stared at her son who was dumbfounded as he watched
Xquiq and Nuto.

‘What happened?’ he quietly asked his mother.

She could not answer immediately. Her relief at her son’s rescue
and renewal overwhelmed her. She enfolded him in her arms.

‘Mother?’ he whispered into her ear as she squeezed the breath
from him.

Xquiq and Nuto looked on vacantly at the show of a mother’s
affection. The city and all its inhabitants had never existed. They
were not simply forgotten, they and all their consequences and all
the actions of their ancestors had been erased. Only K’ul Kelem and
Hun-Hunahpu remembered.

She let him go but held him at arms length. She brushed her hand
over his forehead to move some of his long hair that had fallen
over his eyes. The only person alive who could perform the action
of a mother on a god.

‘Your father was right,’ K’ul Kelem said.

 

 










Chapter 13

 


After the ceremony where Hun-Hunahpu took Xquiq as his first
wife, the newlyweds and K’ul Kelem were alone in K’ul Kelem’s
quarters. 

K’ul Kelem hugged Xquiq, both women laughing with joy.

‘Careful mother,’ Hun-Hunahpu said as he watched on. ‘Not too
hard.’

K’ul Kelem held Xquiq at arms length and smiled at her son.

‘Why?’ her smile was broad and strong.

‘She’s having our child,’ Hun-Hunahpu said and then laughed out
loud with joy at his revelation.

K’ul Kelem’s head snapped back to search Xquiq’s eyes. The young
woman was beaming with the new life within her. K’ul Kelem’s face
dropped, she was overcome with anxiety and dread. Tears formed in
her eyes and then silently angled down her face. Her son was
confused at the tears of sadness on his mother’s face.

‘What is it?’ he asked her, concerned and afraid.

K’ul Kelem desperately needed Hachakyum to return.

 

 










Chapter 14

 


Xquiq’s labour was long and difficult. She screamed and sobbed
with the pain. After two days the agony brought her close to
death.

Hun-Hunahpu was frantic. He blamed himself. He was powerless to
help but should have known how to fix things. He was a god, his
mother had convinced him, and gods had powers to create, alter and
destroy. But he didn’t know how. He cursed himself and he cursed
the absent father he could not remember, who had not taught
him.

Xquiq’s screams pierced him like the pain was his own. At the
end of the second day, she was barely conscious, a fraction of the
person who had been glowing with the anticipation of new life
within her.

At that moment a small-sized baby boy was finally born. He came
out of his mother as if reluctantly, his eyes like those of an old
and wise man. The baby looked long at his father and then searched
for and focussed on his mother’s face. Xquiq died as she returned
her new son’s stare. The baby’s eyes lost their focus at the death
of his mother, then he began to cry.

‘There’s another baby,’ a woman said frantically. ‘She has to be
opened. It won’t be born otherwise.’

Xquiq’s death was real, Hun-Hunahpu knew that. Her life was
beyond the reach of all gods and mortals. He blamed himself. He
rushed outside, drew his stone knife, delirious with grief and
hacked at his penis, resolving to destroy the cause of her death.
He wanted physical pain, not despair and grief. He wanted to
die.

Blood streamed from him. He collapsed on his knees as his lower
body was drenched with red.

K’ul Kelem had shockingly witnessed her son’s self-mutilation.
His abject despair cut through her. She was frantic. She would,
after all, lose her son. She remembered what Hachakyum had said to
her, millennia ago, about suffering and calling to Xibalba. There
was one common element to his appearances. She sank to her knees.
She grabbed her tongue with one hand while with the other she
struck with a knife, ripping through her flesh. The pain was
immense and she thrived on it. She wanted no more life without her
son.

Blood flowed and eddied from her mouth and over her chin. Her
chest was covered in red. The days of grief, stress and fasting had
weakened her and the intense pain in her mouth relieved her of the
wish for life itself. She fell to the ground next to her son.

A crowd of people had been gathered for the two days of Xquiq’s
labour. They watched with horror the bloody self-mutilations of
their ruler and her son.

The air shimmered and coagulated into an opaque and shifting
cloud of smoke. The citizens watched in horror as a serpent’s head
appeared, it drew all the smoke to itself, wide-open jaws formed
then disgorged a man dressed in a white tunic covering him from his
neck to his elbows and down to below his knees.

Hachakyum had returned.

 

 










Chapter 15

 


K’ul Kelem lifted her head and saw the man she loved appear out
of the smoke of the Vision Serpent. She felt joy that had been
absent for more than twenty years. Her mouth cleared of blood and
was healed. She saw him clearly as the remnants of the Vision
Serpent dissipated and was shocked by his appearance. He was an old
man, like the first time she had seen him.

He crouched next to her and helped her to her feet.

‘I’m so sorry, K’ul Kelem,’ he said softly.

She would forgive him everything. He had returned, nothing else
mattered. Her family was returned to her, nothing could affect them
now. She glanced at Hun-Hunahpu and smiled. Her son stood, once
again whole and unblemished. He stared at the apparition that was
his father.

Hachakyum ignored his son, he only had eyes for K’ul Kelem. He
was not sorry for his absence, there was something else. She felt
his despair, she felt a fear she did not understand. She frowned
and placed her hand on his chest. She cried out in utter
desperation as she fell back from him.

‘No!’ She screamed in disbelief of what she had seen.

‘I’m so sorry,’ he said, and the world drowned in his
sadness.

Behind K’ul Kelem the air shimmered and flickered. Hachakyum
quickly raised his arm towards the structure that housed Xquiq’s
body and the new born Twins.

Animate objects in many shapes and sizes appeared around
Hachakyum. They were living beings but only a few had recognisable,
human shapes. One of the human shapes spoke to Hachakyum. K’ul
Kelem understood the sounds and realised it was the same language
Hachakyum had spoken when he whispered a respectful farewell to the
butterflies, many thousands of years ago.

‘This abomination cannot remain, little brother,’ the old man,
like Hachakyum, said.

He lifted his arm a little and Hun-Hunahpu shimmered and then
disappeared.

‘Where is my son?’ K’ul Kelem screamed at the intruder and at
Hachakyum. After all she had endured keeping him alive, she could
not accept losing him now.

The other man ignored her. Hachakyum spoke softly to her. ‘I’m
sorry, K’ul Kelem. He’s gone.’

‘Gone? Gone where?’ she said frantically.

K’ul Kelem knew her son no longer lived. She screamed and then
fell to her knees.

The other man glanced at her, as if she was an insignificant
species. Hachakyum crouched next to her and placed his hand on her
shoulder.

‘Where have you been?’ she sobbed. ‘It’s been so long.’

‘Time is not,’ he hesitated trying to explain a difficult
concept quickly, ‘as linear away from here.’ He waited for a moment
as if a short silence would allow her to understand. ‘I’m sorry. I
misjudged.’

‘Misjudge is not the word I would use, Hachakyum,’ his brother
interrupted. He found the interaction, even affection, between god
and human difficult to understand and, also, offensive.

Hachakyum ignored his brother and helped K’ul Kelem to her feet.
She had a momentary panic as she thought of her grandchildren, the
Twins.

She was about to ask Hachakyum, ‘What about the Twins? Are they
all right?’ However, the words did not reach her lips, the thought
stuck in her head as Hachakyum’s eyes narrowed and forced her mouth
shut so that she spoke nothing. She knew he was aware of them.

‘I won’t let you do any more, Hunahpu-Guch,’ Hachakyum said to
his brother. There was threat in his voice.

His brother smiled. ‘You are strong, little brother. Much
stronger than I remember. But not that strong.’

Hunahpu-Guch raised his arm but was surprised when nothing
happened.

 ‘I told you,’ Hachakyum said, his eyes narrowed in hatred.
‘I won’t let you interfere.’

‘You’re stronger than I am,’ his brother said warily. ‘I’m
surprised. But you cannot overcome all of us.’ The others of
Hachakyum’s race instantly surrounded Hachakyum as Hunahpu-Guch
again raised his arm.

Hachakyum screamed. His voice was deathly and shrill. The sun
flickered off and on. His body glowed in uncontrolled anger,
turning iridescent. His panicked eyes searched for and found K’ul
Kelem in the moment she crumpled and fell to the earth. Her long
life over.

The world had been re-made.

 

 










Chapter 16

 


‘Little brother, you worry me,’ Hunahpu-Guch said to his
distraught brother. He then saw K’ul Kelem’s lifeless body.

‘I did not kill her,’ he said quickly. He felt his brother’s
anger and it worried him. Hachakyum’s abilities would be difficult
to control if he had, in fact, become the most powerful of
them.

‘You killed her,’ Hachakyum said quietly, barely in control of
his anger. ‘Her life was bound to this creation. They were one and
the same.’

‘That’s not possible,’ Hachakyum’s brother said, he was
dismissive. ‘We can’t preserve lives like these indefinitely.’

‘I can,’ Hachakyum said. He raised his eyes to the sky and
emitted a short burst of maniacal laughter. The world rumbled in
sympathy. He squatted down next to K’ul Kelem’s body and scooped up
a handful of sand. He examined the grains as if they were of
intense interest. He let a tiny stream of sand fall onto her
lifeless hand as it lay on the ground. He raised his head and his
black eyes stared at his brother, who made an involuntary gasp of
fear at his younger brother’s anger. Hachakyum flung the sand at
his brother. The sun flickered for a moment and then went out as
the grains of sand accelerated over Hunahpu-Guch’s head and on into
the dark sky.

His brother was agitated. He looked up and behind him. ‘What
have you done?’

‘These people will remember. They will never forget K’ul Kelem,’
Hachakyum said. His words struck fear into the gods.

His brother was unnerved as he scanned the darkness overhead.
‘What have you done?’ he repeated with genuine fear for his own
safety.

‘The stars always tell a story,’ Hachakyum said as he scanned
the stars overhead. He gave a short, hysterical laugh and again the
world rumbled. The sun flickered and then shone again at full
strength.

His brother laughed out loud. ‘Are you telling me that you’ve
shuffled the stars in this galaxy?’ He laughed again, he was
contemptuous. ‘None of our race have that power, little
brother.’

‘Until me,’ Hachakyum said quickly and with vehemence, then spat
words at his brother. ‘The name of my son, the man you killed, was
chosen by the mother.’ The humans that witnessed the gods facing
each other fell to their knees and covered their heads with their
arms as Hachakyum’s anger filled the world. If they had any will
left at all it would be to end their own lives.

‘The woman you killed was his mother.’ He crouched down again
and gently touched the body of the woman he had loved for tens of
thousands of years. ‘I did not know his name until she told me,’ he
said.

‘A man’s name is not important,’ Hachakyum’s brother said, he
was sneering but apprehensive.

Hachakyum caressed K’ul Kelem’s hair, as if she might wake and
be inconvenienced by it covering her face. He stood up. He spoke
quietly, knowing the effect his son’s name would have. ‘My son’s
name was Hun-Hunahpu.’

His brother’s form shimmered, as shock raced through him. He
stared at Hachakyum, wondering if his brother was telling the
truth. He was.

‘I am truly sorry Hachakyum but he was an abomination. If that
was truly his name then it has gone. Again.’

‘The owner of that name, as you know brother,’ Hachakyum said
with condescension as if lecturing an inferior. ‘Almost destroyed
us. This time, that name, will cause the end of everything. I will
make sure of it because of what you’ve done here.’

Hachakyum’s brother hesitated, as if he wanted to stay with his
brother, to help the younger god’s obvious delusion, but then his
body shimmered and disappeared. The other’s of his race disappeared
as well.

The brothers would not meet again until the end of all
worlds.

Hachakyum stood for a long time over K’ul Kelem’s form. The
world itself shared his melancholy. He reluctantly left her body
and went inside the structure where the Twins had been born.
Xquiq’s body remained where she had died. Hachakyum raised his arm
and the two babies appeared as if out of nothing. They began to
whimper and cry softly.

‘Your grandmother will be remembered. The worlds of gods and men
will be destroyed by you. You will prove that your father’s name
has not died,’ he said to the babies and then spoke the names of
the Hero Twins for the first time.

‘Hunahpu and Xbalanque,’ Hachakyum said.”

 

 










Chapter 17

 


‘Those are all the stories of K’ul Kelem and Hachakyum that I
have been told by my father,’ Pep’em Ha said.

‘I’m tired,’ she announced to her father. She smiled
diffidently. ‘I want to go sleep.’

‘There are many other stories,’ Yax K’in interrupted, ignoring
Pep’Em Ha’s complaint. ‘But there is one essential story left to be
told. It is the most important. It is the Story of the Scribe.’

Arthur slouched in his chair, he was too tired for more story
telling that night. The sky was beginning to brighten with the
approaching sun.

‘The Story of the Scribe is of the time Hachakyum returned to
our people,’ Yax K’in said. ‘When he gave his instructions to my
ancestor, when the writing on the wall of the tomb of K’ul Kelem
was made. When he told us of his plan for the end of the world. Of
all worlds.’

Arthur sat up. There was no way he was going to sleep yet.

 










Chapter 18
The Story of the Scribe


Yax K’in chanted in a slow and regular rhythm, revealing the
beauty and natural cadences of the sounds of the words he had
memorised. He recited the story in first-person, as the owner of
the story had told it to his son, countless generations before Yax
K’in.

“I was commanded by Hachakyum to write the stories of his life.
I worked for many cycles under Hachakyum’s guidance. He would
recite a story and I would write a draft version for his approval.
I wrote on clay, I scratched surfaces, I used charcoal and some
parts I wrote in sand with a stick or my finger. Only once a story
was perfect would Hachakyum allow me to write on the walls of the
tomb.

At first I did not understand why I had been chosen, even though
there were none in our city who rivalled my expertise. Hachakyum
had no need of me. It was confusing. I saw him alter my draft text
without touching it. I am sure he could have made the text appear
on the walls of the tomb if he had wanted to.

I, also, did not understand why he insisted that I memorise the
stories he told me. I had seen the lintels and stela of kings long
dead. They had already lasted for many lifetimes. I was sure the
temple over the tomb and my writing and carvings would do the
same. 

I remember that I was bold enough to ask him that question. Why
had he made me memorise the stories before I wrote them on the tomb
walls? Hachakyum encouraged questions, especially from me, when
those questions were asked out of ignorance and for the sole reason
of gaining an answer.

We were sitting together outside the opening to the tomb. In
front of us steps fell to the plaza below. Behind us other steps
ran down to a triangular opening and then further down inside the
pyramid in a long stairway, that finally turned at the end into the
tomb itself.

‘That is a good question, my friend,’ Hachakyum said to me.

I smiled, as you can imagine. Who would not! To be called
‘friend’ by a god.

‘And you are correct,’ he said. ’I do not need you to construct
this temple nor to write the stories.’ He watched me, it was an
unsettling experience. I think he was waiting for my smile, at
being called ‘friend’, to fade.

‘Stories live on through the people that tell and re-tell them.
Writing, of itself, is not the story. It’s only in the lives of
those that hear a story does it have real life. Too few people can
understand writing.’

‘Then why are they written at all,’ I asked.

‘The stories will be told for people to remember. K’ul Kelem
will not be forgotten. The writing is for the Twins. They will
understand.’

There were many workers around us and below us. They were
cleaning up the site as construction had recently been completed. I
could not help but feel satisfaction at their glances as I sat next
to Hachakyum, as if I too was a god. I had been used to those types
of glances all my life. My father was king before my older brother.
I had participated at important dedications. I was renowned for my
valour in battle. One of my captives had been recorded in a stela,
that was unusual and a great honour. I was used to being well known
but the glances because of my association with Hachakyum were
different. They were fearful, as if I too had Hachakyum’s powers
and by a single action many lives could be destroyed.

I did not enlighten my peers that their fears were unfounded,
that Hachakyum would not destroy for any injustice I suffered. If I
did not tell anyone of that, then I acknowledge that as a failure
of mine. Everyone has failures. Hachakyum told me. The stories I
have memorised show the mistakes of the gods. But my small failures
will not result in the end of the world for people and for the
gods.

It was evening as Hachakyum and I sat on the temple steps. He
asked me to speak to the workers. ‘Tell them to stop. There is no
need for more work. Tell them to go home,’ he said.

I stood and called to the workers. I repeated the instructions
when they did not move. It was only when Hachakyum stood and raised
his arm that they threw down their tools and hurried away. Some
waited at a safe distance until they met with others and then moved
off. Hachakyum and I sat down again and waited until the plaza was
deserted. He did not speak to me, which was usual.

He looked melancholy and weary. He appeared as I would after a
long, difficult but fulfilling task had been finally completed. I
believe Hachakyum and I shared that feeling as we sat on the steps.
But, I do not presume to know the feelings of gods. Still, I knew
he had emotions not unlike my own, from what I had learned from
him. I knew that he had lived among us through countless cycles,
through many creations of our world and all the time with K’ul
Kelem by his side. I knew he suffered sadness. I knew he had
suffered the worse sadness imaginable, the loss of loved ones. It
is a terrible thing in one so powerful.

The sun had nearly touched the horizon when Hachakyum spoke to
me. I was hungry and I was thinking of my family. If my tasks were
completed then I would be able to see them regularly. My duties for
my brother were not as time consuming as my duties for
Hachakyum.

‘You have finished too. There are no more stories,’ he said. He
watched the sun as it fell toward the tops of the trees.

My heart beat faster. I thought I was to be sacrificed, to
consecrate the temple.

Hachakyum looked at me and he smiled. ‘No,’ he said, although I
had said nothing. ‘There will be no dedication ritual.’

He turned away from me again and watched the sun for a long time
in silence.

He stood and I also rose to stand by his side.

‘We have a little more to do,’ he said. He walked down and stood
next to the triangular opening. He peered into the gloom of the
passageway. ‘You must remember everything I have told you. There
are many stories, do you remember them?’

I said that I did.

‘Remembering this location is important but it is not enough.’
He looked back and up the steps, towards the sun that could not be
seen. ‘You remember when, don’t you?’

‘Yes,’ I said. ‘Not that I will have any use to remember.’

‘Your descendants will. Each one must be chosen carefully. But,
I know you know that,’ he smiled. ‘I do not need to repeat myself.’
Hachakyum laid his hand on my shoulder. It was the first time
Hachakyum had intentionally touched me. I did not know if his touch
would consume me.

‘I have chosen you well,’ he said. ‘You have performed beyond my
expectations. Which were high to start with. But you have a
continuing task. I know you will perform it well.’

He let his hand slip from my shoulder. I was relieved. He turned
and looked into the dark, down the stairway to the tomb.

‘The Twins will be here at the end. This will ensure that they
are, and that they know what to do.’ He looked at me again. I
thought he was sad, or remorseful. He appeared as I would if I felt
those emotions. ‘That will be the end. There will be no further
problems.’

I did not know what he was talking about. I had asked many
questions but I had not pursued answers in areas I did not want to
know. There are some things best not discovered.

‘I will have no problems. I’ll be dead,’ I said.

For the first time since I had met Hachakyum he laughed out
loud. He made the world feel as if it was a joyous thing.

‘Yes, you will be dead,’ he repeated slowly as his laughter
subsided. ‘That is true. But you will not die until your successor
has been accepted.’

I did not understand his directive that I could not die. He had
told me many times and I had to believe the word of a god. However,
it made no sense.

‘What do you want me to do now?’ I asked Hachakyum.

As if he was woken from a reverie, he said, ‘Yes. Of course. We
have to finish. Will you come with me please?’

Hachakyum often used the word, please, to complete a request
although there was no option but to obey him. I had not known,
before I had met Hachakyum, that the gods could be so polite.

I lit a burning torch and preceded Hachakyum down the steep
steps. They turned twice before we reached the chamber at the
bottom. It was a large open space. It had been a natural cave and
the temple had been constructed over the top of it. The walls had
been sealed smooth and were covered with my writing but the floor
had been left unaltered. I gazed at the walls, knowing that would
be the last time I would see my work. I was proud of what I had
achieved.

I left Hachakyum and went to the wall facing the direction of
the heart of heaven, the black place in the sky around which it
rotates. I held the torch close to the wall and read part of what I
had written. It was the creation story, the plan for the Twins’
return. It was my favourite of all Hachakyum’s stories.

I said a silent farewell to my creation and walked to where
Hachakyum stood, in front of the large sarcophagus in the middle of
the cave. It was sealed on top by a stone lid that many men could
not have moved. The sarcophagus was plain, it was unadorned and,
except for the regularity of the edges, it could have been a
natural feature risen from the cave floor.

It had been a surprise to everyone in the city when Hachakyum
came among us and opened the cave. None had known it’s entrance was
near the plaza. It was an honour to my brother and our ancestors,
that the stories of the god who had created us were proved true by
the arrival of that god in our city. He had instructed that a
temple be raised over the site, but no-one knew who was buried in
the sarcophagus.

I waited next to Hachakyum and I would have waited with him for
as long as he wished.

He lifted his arm and the lid of the sarcophagus slid to the
side. I was excited and thrust my torch before me to better see
inside. It was a disappointing sight. Two skeletons lay side by
side. One was in the centre, the other was off to one side. There
were no burial items at all. I was horrified, even the simplest and
poorest farmers buried their dead with some items to help them as
they fell down the road to Xibalba, following the path taken by us
all after death, kings and commoners alike.

I had to know who those people were. I asked Hachakyum.

He turned to look at me and then back at the skeletons as if he
had to decide if I was worthy of an answer.

‘The one in the centre was a beautiful woman. The greatest human
that ever existed. She was from the first creation of this world. I
created this world in her image,’ he said. He stared at the centre
skeleton for a long time as if he could not trust himself to speak
clearly. ‘She was your first ruler.’ He then whispered her name as
if he could bring her back to life, ‘K’ul Kelem Pep’Em Ha.’

My mouth opened in surprise. My heartbeat was strong and fast in
my chest. I looked from Hachakyum, to the skeleton and back to him
again. His stories were of his life with her. The two of them had
lived through many creations of this world. The number of times the
seasons repeated in his stories were more than my head could
comprehend.

I had another shock that caused me to look around the cave with
refreshed eyes.

‘Is this the cave from the Story of the Finder of Caves?’ I
asked him. I had trouble talking I was so awed by the place in
which I stood.

‘Yes,’ was all he said.

‘This is where you were summoned? Where you began your life
together?’ I asked. He did not approve of questions that stated the
obvious and he did not reply.

I knew I had spoken inappropriately and that Hachakyum was
disappointed with me.

‘And the other skeleton?’ I asked quickly, to try and erase the
memory of my lack of thought.

‘The other one?’ he said slowly. His eyes moved to look at the
other remains.

He smiled as if he was not going to answer my question. ‘Ha!,’
he said as if he was about to laugh. ‘I think she would have
approved.’ He was silent, again, for a long time.

‘The other skeleton is mine,’ he said, quickly, as he raised his
arm. ‘The Twins placed my body there. After I had died.’

The lid began to move back over the sarcophagus, but before the
lid sealed the opening, the world rippled as if Hachakyum had split
the air. There was a loud crack that hurt my ears. Hachakyum held
up his hand and two butterflies landed on his finger. I did not
know where they had come from. He brought them down to his lips and
whispered some words in a language I did not understand. He lifted
his hand and the butterflies flapped their wings but did not fly
off. Hachakyum smiled. He again brought the butterflies down to his
lips and examined the two creatures. He again spoke those words,
although a little stronger. He lifted his hand above his head and
the butterflies flew off. They circled the god a few times and then
flew into the sarcophagus as it was finally sealed.

Hachakyum stared at the bare stone of the slab covering the
sarcophagus. He began talking to me as if I was his confidant. It
worried me that I was being told secrets I would not be allowed to
keep, that I would necessarily be killed after receiving his
confidence.

‘I tried to end my life,’ he said. ‘As K’ul Kelem’s life had
been ended. Does that surprise you?’ He turned his head to me.

I did not know how to answer such a question from a god.

‘Well, it surprised me. I had not known such sorrow. After she
was killed.’ He became very angry, I felt a bitter taste and my
mind became confused. It cleared as he began talking again and his
anger reduced.

‘My skill was insufficient to end my life completely. As you can
see,’ he said and touched his chest.

‘I could make a body expire,’ he said, ‘but I was unable to end
my life.’ He stared at the bare stone slab, in silence, for a long
time. The sound of the burning torch, crackling and fizzing, filled
the silence in the tomb.

‘I was in the void,’ he added, his voice was soft almost
pleading for understanding but not from myself. ‘It is a place
that’s empty, greater than the blackness of night. I was nothing
but I existed. I tried to forget. I failed. Then, I discovered how
to create form from nothing. I created this form,’ he waved his
hands from his shoulders to his knees as if expecting me to admire
his clothes.

‘I could have done that for her,’ he said and I felt tears in my
eyes, sadness was forced upon me. ‘If I’d known how at the
time.’

He was silent for a long time, I did not dare to interrupt.

‘I am the first of my kind to pass through that void, out of
which everything began.’

He stared at the stone slab.

‘I will revenge her death,’ he said softly and the world became
oppressive again. ‘On those who caused it. The gods will quake now
that I am more than the sum of them.’

I was scared. I had been told of the powers of Hachakyum, they
were truly terrible. I could not imagine what powers would scare
the gods themselves. I did not ask.

 

 










Chapter 19

 


We left the tomb and climbed the stairway and out into the light
of the setting sun.

Artisans had carved a triangular slab of rock to fit and seal
the opening to the passageway down to the tomb. It had taken dozens
of men to get it to where it lay, on the side ready to be moved
into place. Hachakyum moved his arm a little and the stone slab
lifted, turned and swung into place. There was a plaintive sound
from the air inside the tomb, as the entrance was sealed, as if it
knew it would be cut-off and alone for an eternity.

Hachakyum looked at his raised arm. ‘I don’t know why I keep
doing that.’ He spoke as if he expected me to know. ‘Habits are
hard to break,’ he said.

‘We could have saved many days of labour if you had done that in
the plaza, Hachakyum,’ I said.

‘Why would I help with things you can do for yourself?’ he
asked. He did not expect an answer.

He took my wrist and pushed my hand against the slab of stone
that sealed the entrance. My hand sunk into the rock until it
disappeared. My hand and my arm were in excruciating pain but I did
not question Hachakyum. He did what was necessary. He pulled my
hand out of the rock and the indentation my hand had formed faded
and filled. And irregular shape had been burned permanently in to
the doorway.

‘Only you will know that. Look closely,’ he ordered me. ‘That
must be remembered. You must be able to describe that shape. Do not
make an image, that would be lost. Use words only.’

I did not understand but that was not required.

Hachakyum was concerned that I understood the obvious. He
sometimes suffered from the fault he disliked in others. ‘Place
your hand there, to open it,’ he said firmly.

‘My hand?’ I asked.

‘No.’ He smiled. ‘Not your hand. A hand in the line of hands
that begins with yours. Come. It is time we went.’

He led me down the stairs to the bottom of the temple. We walked
a distance away then halted in the plaza and watched the last light
of the sun fade from the top of the temple. We were alone. Dozens
of free-standing stela, carved to commemorate the exploits of my
brother, my father and our ancestors, dotted the area. We were
surrounded by many beautiful pyramids and the structures of the
noble’s residences. The ball court was beside us, set up in all its
ceremonial splendour. My city was the most beautiful of cities.

Hachakyum looked at me as if he was about to speak, but said
nothing then turned his head back to gaze on the beauty of the
temple we had finished constructing. It was the most beautiful
structure I had seen in all the cities of our world.

The world was silent as if it was waiting for him. There was no
movement anywhere. Hachakyum raised his arm to shoulder level and
moved his hand as if he was tracing a line along the tops of the
mountain ridges that surrounded our city. I watched in horror as
the mountains moved and changed shape. The lines the lower ridges
made against higher ones and the lines the highest ones made
against the darkening sky shuffled and moved until they came
together as if to point the way to the temple before us. The world
bowed down before the strength of Hachakyum. I could not believe my
eyes. I had not believed that Hachakyum could destroy the world
with his power before that moment. I no longer doubted his
strength.

‘Remember these lines,’ he said. ‘How they point to the place of
the temple.’

He touched my forehead and the inside of my skull burned as if
he had placed a flaming torch inside me. He was branding the image
into my brain like after staring at the sun. He removed his hand. I
took deep breaths as the pain in my head subsided.

‘Hachakyum?’ I asked him, gasping a little from the residual
pain. ‘It’s not necessary. Our city will proclaim this temple’s
location for countless generations. Until the end of the world it
will be a beacon, a place of pilgrimage and ritual for all
people.’

He looked at me for a long time.

‘No.’

That was the last word Hachakyum spoke to me.

He did not raise his arm but, as I stood in that silence in the
centre of our most beautiful city, it quietly disappeared. The city
was erased, as if it had never existed, and was replaced with
sparse jungle. The temple was all that remained but it had been
reduced to ruins. I could not see the stairway we had just walked
down. The temple was a pile of rubble that may not have been formed
by human hands. The jungle trees grew a short way up the slope as
they would have done naturally after generations of neglect.

I was distraught at the damage Hachakyum had caused. The
commemorations of my ancestors had been lost to the world. I looked
to him, to ask for guidance. But he stared at the mound of stones.
I was no longer required and I had been forgotten. I turned away
from him and ran to where my family lived. I did not know if they
still, or had ever, existed.”

 

 










Chapter 20

 


Yax K’in finished his story telling. His audience dared not move
or speak. The sun had risen and a sliver of sunlight found it’s
filtered way through the jungle trees and ended it’s journey in the
centre of the table on the kerosene lamp. The morning’s sunbeam
swamped the small, flickering light. Yax K’in placed his hand-made
cigar in his mouth, drew on it and then exhaled. He leant forward
and turned the control on the lamp to extinguish the flame.

The night of story telling was over.

END
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