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A

more unjust and absurd constitution cannot
be devised than that which condemns the

natives of a country to perpetual servitude under
the arbitrary dominion of strangers and slaves.

The Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire
EDWARD GIBBON
Lucerne, June 27, 1787

Synopsis
The Holocaust of all Times

T

his is a historical novel written to question why the
‘Indians’ of the Americas are the most dispossessed people
in the world, with no possibilities of improving their lot. To get
across this message I travel in time to the year 1250 when the
Inca Empire surged, and I have an encounter with the thirteen
emperors who ruled this civilization. As I explain our downfall,
they are in awe to find out that their descendants are living in
the most abject poverty.
In my soul search, I inquire how is it possible that this vast
New World that at one time belonged to us no longer is ours,
and we are even considered illegals on our own continent.
In essence, the book narrates the Decline and Fall of the
Inca Empire, and how the natives of all the Americas are the

last people who need to recover their lands and, foremost,
their dignity. We can no longer accept the name of ‘Indian’,
a humiliating denomination coined by foreigners who took
over a whole continent just by putting their feet on our shores,
and in less than a few minutes we became their slaves. Where
in the history of mankind has a civilization lost so much, in
such a short time, and for all times to come? It could only have
happened in the Americas, the cradle of all holocausts.
The ‘Indians’ should live along with the migrants of the
Old World as equal human beings with all the rights given
to humanity of which the natives are not part of. Nations
are getting back their lands and their dignity. The Israelites
recovered their lands 2000 years after it was taken from them,
with the Bible alone as a testament that they existed as a race.
The African people were recently recognized as possessors of
their continent. The people from India expelled their occupiers.
One wonders why not the ‘Indians’? The New World belongs
to them. They must be recognized as the legitimate owners, at
least of what is left of the unspoiled lands of the Americas, and
cease this mania that we call progress, for there is no more West
to be won.
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Prologue

T

he advent of the Incas took place in the depths of the
Titicaca Lake, and then expanded the splendor of the Inca
Empire as the Sons of the Sun.
CondorSoul, an intruder, witness, and author of his own
history, is an accomplice of the inevitable tragedy of the Incas,
who with the passage of his errant life truncates his silence.
Perhaps he is a descendant of shamans, who predict new
worlds or have similar visions: transform the world by building
and destroying.
We found out in 1492 that the forbidden lines of the
horizon did not end in precipices, and that five centuries ago the
extermination of the peoples of the New World happened with
the arrival of adventurers from the Old World; the epilogue of a
utopian America by our prosaic ancestors.
CondorSoul, a severe critic of our errors, is reborn with
the contradictions of his own people letting the world know
about his bloody past, profane and inexcusable in the light of
the twenty-first century.
In the grand renaissance Square of Trujillo, Spain, the
Man of the Future finds the defiant statue of Pizarro mounted
on his apocalyptic horse taking a step into the unknown to
reconstruct his past that was also transgressed by the Arabs.

Aimlessly, the author utters words that emanate from the
fragile makeup of our human spirit to clamor with a delusional
belief that one can change the world into a better place. His
dialogue is a passionate narrative of a history that comes from
his vanquished inheritance. He tells of hundreds of tearful
episodes that forever will be shrouded in the fading pages of
our remembrances, as if nothing had ever happened.

Jose Jalón.
A writer from Extremadura, Spain, promoter and impelling
force of the V centenary of the discoverer of the Amazon, Francisco
de Orellana.
										
Orellana year. Trujillo, Spain, 2011

Hand-painted plate made in Spain by Platart (Souvenir bought by the author in Trujillo, Spain).

Synthesis of the Brief Account of the Destruction of the
Indies by Fray Bartolome de las Casas

A

s he described, the Spaniards first arrived at Haiti and
expanded to all the contiguous islands reaching to the
coast of the mainland, making their way inland from Mexico
to South America.
In their relentless march, they caused terror and destruction:
killing men, children, even disemboweling pregnant women of
their fetuses. They tortured and burned thousands of people
for no other reason than to create fear.
They used the natives as beasts of burden to carry anchors
and heavy artillery until their backs eroded to their bones.
If no gold was found in a town, the Spaniards apprehended
thousands of ‘Indians’ to sell them as slaves, paying for one with
oil, wine or cheese. For 100 of them they traded for a horse.
They loaded their ships with more ‘Indians’ than they could
ferry. Without water or food, many of them died and were
thrown overboard. The ships that had no charts or compasses
followed the trail of the dead to reach to their destinations.
In the depths of the oceans they forced the natives to dive
for oysters to get the pearls, most of the natives dying from the
pressure of the water and the ferocity of the sharks.
To sexually deprived men, the girls and young women were
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objects to commit their most sadistic means of consummating
their perverted ways.
Numerous times the invaders forced the ‘Indians’ to fight
their own enemies, cannibalizing among themselves: roasting
children and tearing the flesh of the adults.
When the conquerors wanted more gold, they enclosed
the Indians in barracks without any food or water. To rescue
themselves, the ‘Indians’ sent their relatives to find the metal.
Once free, the Spaniards caught them again and again until
they had no more gold to give, dying of thirst and hunger.
Another method of extermination was to apprehend
hundreds of natives to feed the hungry dogs, which devoured
them alive, doing more killing with these animals than the
Spaniards could have done on their own.
In their prolonged marches the invaders took thousands
of ‘Indians’ chained together by their collars. When someone
got tired or sick and could no longer continue, the Spaniards
cut their necks so as not to undo the chains and delay the trip:
the head would fall on one side of the road and the body to the
other. To those who rested, even for an instant, the Spaniards
shattered the natives teeth with the handles of their swords.
Their means of exterminating the ‘Indians’ were so cruel that
any diabolic thought of doing away with them was carried out
without impunity or any sense of justice.
Who could recount the atrocities committed against the peoples
of the New Word? And who would deny what happened to them is
not the greatest travesty in the history of mankind, and perhaps none
will ever equal to such a depravation of the human spirit.

Brief Account of the Destruction of the Indies
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Thus, more than twenty million natives were killed in the
first 42 years of the occupation of the Americas. If we take into
account the 500 years of slavery that followed the conquest,
we are talking of the greatest holocaust ever. With this painful
preface, my soul will undertake a voyage to the land of the Incas.

Fray Bartolomé de las Casas. National Art Museum of Mexico.

Introduction

A

s the storming clouds of our history obscure my thoughts,
I, CondorSoul, am awakened from my restless sleep, and
I see a long road ahead to travel. As if I were coming from
Neolithic times, moving stonily, I begin my trip in the nebula
of the unknown hoping to reach to the soul of my ancestors to
heal the wounds of our humiliation, and pass the torch of hope
to the ‘Indian’ peoples of all the Americas.
My collective consciousness recalls that Homo sapiens
strayed aimlessly in fear of nature and of themselves. With
brusque signs and sordid grunts they began to understand each
other, and for eons they wandered to faraway frozen oceans
unknowingly coming to the New World, which is also as
ancient as the Old World. Some stayed in the frigid tundras,
others, unable to withstand the inhospitable environment,
continued trekking over arid deserts and under obscure forests,
making their way to a wall of mountains that seemed to elevate
to the heavens. In their relentless migration to the southern
hemisphere, their skin became dark with the perennial baking
of the sun, their eyes slanted from the glaring of the perpetual
glaciers, their legs bowed from the unevenness of the land, and
their faces roughened with the suffering of their journey. Thus,

at one time we were one people, but as we dispersed we became
orphans in this round world.
Then, were we banished by the cataclysms that fragmented
the earth to never be accepted by our brothers of the Old
World? That is why in the dawn of the third millennium, I, as
a Man of the Future, will journey to my past and encounter my
forefathers, because only they can hear our incessant questions:
Who are we and why are we being displaced by the cataclysms
of humanity?

I
MANCO CÁPAC
Founder of the Inca Empire: Our Patriarch

O

h! Manco Cápac, the first Inca, millennia have passed,
but your name will endure in the dark side of the soul of
your descendants for not coming to grips with their ancestors.
So, I begin my epic pilgrimage to the great Inca civilization
of the Andes that still is remembered, as the dust of our past
settles in our present.
Trekking back in time, at a distance I see the massive
buildings of granite. As I arrive at the gates of the city of Cuzco,
one of two sturdy warriors asks me: “Who are you? Are you
traveling in the revolving of the times to find out what is not
written? Do you thirst to learn who we were? We shall spread
the news that a man from the future has come to meet with his
past.”
The other guard says: “Man of the times, after years of
wandering in other worlds, you have not forgotten your
ancestors or denied who you are. You have felt pain waiting
for this moment, and you wish to bring our lost empire to its
predestined greatness. For that to happen, you must have an
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encounter with the Incas of royal lineage to learn from their
mistakes and triumphs. It is early and too cold to go down to
meet with our powerful lord, the Sapa Inca.”
People are coming with their llamas full of cargo. The
guards ask them: “Where do you come from? Are you bringing
tidings for the festivities?”
“CunturSoul, Cápac Raymi is our main festivity. For
months we have been preparing for this grand event.”
The carriers of goods, in a low voice, exclaim, “Yes! We are
bringing presents to our father Inka so that the great festival
will be enhanced with the fruits of our labor.”
As the golden rays of the morning rise, I slowly unwind
from my almost frozen position. I ask the guards to point me
the road to the city.
“Go to the Huatanay river: Following its course you will
see the dwelling of the father of our history.”
I walk down the indicated pathway: My body feels heavy
in the thin atmosphere. I sit down to contemplate the ancient
city below. In my state of imminent collapse, I recall when as a
child I used to run up and down in the hilly streets unaware of
the emptiness of the ages. Now, with the weight of my years, I
somberly walk thinking of the past and the future. Oh! The sun
is barely warm. People walking in short steps courteously greet
me. I am eager to tell them the plight of their descendants.
I keep walking at the sounds of the soft cascading of the
stream, so pleasant in the still of the morning. Climbing up
on the narrow-winding streets, I arrive at the temple grounds.
I notice a large structure under construction and a smaller one
that is finished, probably the dwelling of Manco Cápac.

The people are coming with their llamas bringing their tributes for the festivities.
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The compound inspires a feeling of reverence. As I get
closer to the grounds, the guards show in their faces a look of
questioning: “Who is this stranger coming unescorted?”
I sense an eerie feeling, I will encounter a long-gone
mythical person. But he will become alive in my imagination,
because it is inscribed in the innermost of my being.
“Guards, I come from the future looking for my ancestors.
I feel like an orphan, and I long for my forebears. In silence, I
have waited for this moment. I need to tell Manco Cápac what
happened to his descendants. It is only five hundred years that
our civilization was truncated by the arrival of foreign invaders.
It is time that we continue with our God-given right to attain
our destiny with wisdom and justice, for the world will always
need more of both.”
Scrutinizing me, they ask: “You look familiar, are you one
of us? You seem to be humble in your ways, why are you here?”
“I am here to meet our patriarch, the one who united our
ancient peoples. I have no possessions, I only bring a lifetime
experience of my present.”
“Man of the Future, how long have you traveled? Your face
is lined with the furrows of a long-lived life. Have you not had
one moment of peace in the midst of plenty? What is it that are
you coming to find in the past?”
“Incas, nothing is known of the future. But learning of our
past, we will get to know of our present.”
“Why are you coming at such an old age?”
“Because, in the despondency of our fading lives we
look for answers to the why of our existence that can only be
answered by recapturing our beginnings.”

I walk down the indicated pathway, my body feels heavy in the thin atmosphere. I sit down to contemplate the ancient city below.
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“You have come this far only to be disappointed, and
what you will learn from us will be a source of pain for you.
Nevertheless, when you meet with our Sapa Inca be reverent to
him. He is troubled with the intrigues of his nobles, and he will
become more disheartened when you tell him the fate of our
descendants.”
A faint smoke comes through the doorless house. Women’s
voices can be heard. A maid throws out some old corn brew,
chicha, splattering on the nobles’ sandals. In unison they ask
her, “How is our father?” She fixes her mantle with one hand
while holding a clay jar with the other, answering with her
disapproving looks, and too busy to reply. Finally, I hear the
trembling voice of an old man.
“Oh Mama Ocllo! I owe so much to you for the tranquility
that you have given me.”
“Sapa Inca, sit down and have the sustenance of the day.
Last night you were busy talking of the great festivities, and
you were very optimistic.”
“Sister and wife, why are my nobles restless? Has someone
attracted their fancy or are they planning something that I
must distrust them for?”
Mama Ocllo lifts herself from the floor complaining of
her aching bones and loudly calls out, “Huamán and Cusi!
Whom are you talking to? Manco Cápac is worried of your
whispering.”
“Mother of all, a man from the future has come to have an
encounter with Manco Cápac, and learn from his wisdom.”
“Pilco,” calls Mama Ocllo. “Make sure that this stranger is
not a threat to our Sapa Inca, but be gentle with him. He seems
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to be pained by something. Let us welcome him, if he comes in
good will.”
I hear the sounds of a hoarse cough. We all listen attentively
to the broken voice of Manco Cápac. Meanwhile, I am eagerly
waiting to hear from him the origins of the Incas that with
the passage of time has become a fable. But then, the distant
past can only be told through legends and as time unravels the
myths, some truth evolves exposing the essence of a civilization.
“Oh! It is too cold. Pass my tupayauri. I will come out, and
greet the sun.”
Making thumping sounds with his scepter, which he uses
as a cane, he finally comes outside. No one makes eye contact
with the Inca. Slowly, he turns with his outstretched arms, and
in a grave voice invokes to the radiant sun.
“Oh! Inti, give us another season of plenty.
It is December, time to celebrate the Cápac Raymi.”
Half-blinded from the glaring sun, I get my first glimpse of
Manco Cápac: black hair, red eyes, few whiskers, prominent nose,
receding chin, and salient cheekbones. The Inca greets the city of
Cuzco with his right arm, and he walks back to his dwelling.
“Mama Ocllo, let my nobles and that stranger come in.”
Manco Cápac is sitting on his stool of solid gold. Pilco, the
leader of the elite group, tells him of the events that happened,
and the agenda for the day. The Inca moves his head approvingly.
Finally, Manco Cápac addresses me in a patriarchal tone:
“Stranger! What brought you here from such faraway
times? Are you that Man of the Future who has something to
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tell us? You, who have traveled long distances suffering days of
hardship and nights of solitude, find yourself in the city that
gave your first taste of milk. Now that our souls are together, tell
me of your present, and I will tell you of our past.” Impressed
by his understanding of my wishes, I reverently bow my head.
“Great Manco Cápac, it will cause me great pain to tell you
of the events the happened after you departed to the unknown,
and why it is imperative to hear of the forgotten past to make
sense of what befell upon us.”
“Maids! Bring more chicha that this encounter will take us
into our legendary past.
“CunturSoul, my son, with the wisdom of my age and
the forgetfulness that beseech us with the years, I will try to
recount how we evolved. In your soul you have returned to
the place where you were born, and left from our mother land
when you were young. But deep in your heart, you have always
been with your ancestors. Now you want to find out why the
civilization that I began failed. We were no different than the
rest of mankind; we also struggled between the forces of good
and evil, choosing the latter with catastrophic results, and our
descendants are paying for our historical misdeeds.”
“Father Manco Cápac, now that we are closer in spirit, can
you tell me of the origins of the Incas, even if myths were told to
convey that message. From there is a book of wisdom written in the
form of parables that is the consciousness of the Christian world.”
“CunturSoul, unfortunately we did not write. We carry
our ancient history in our souls. Thus, as I immerse in the
labyrinths of my mind, I vaguely recall that in primeval times
this land was very dark, so dark that the light of the day had
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not yet been created. In those immemorial times a strange
Being came to our sunless world, the great Wiracocha-PachaYachachic, Creator of All. In the twilight of the times, He
created some people who in the coldness of their hearts did him
wrong. In his fury, he turned them into stones, and Wiracocha
left this world in darkness.”
“Inca, where did that happen?”
“Most likely in the Titicaca lake, our place of origin.”
“Father Manco, as a child, I lived in the inhospitable
altiplanos, close to where Tiahuanaco is. There, I saw enormous
granite statues of unusual-looking people, and remnants of
what must have been colossal stone buildings. Could those
ruins have been the works of that long-gone Supreme Being?”
“Perhaps, we also found them as ancient as you do in your
times. We must assume that what I am about to tell you began
there to make some sense of who created us.”
“Inca, what did Wiracocha look like? Did he come back
after he left?”
“I am afraid that our history has been lost with the
passage of the times. I will narrate what my ancestors told
me: Wiracocha-Pacha-Yachachic was a tall man with short hair,
dressed with a long robe belted at his waist, and he carried a
book-like object.”
“Your description of him is very much like the Messiah, who
redeemed the Old World. Could He have come to the New World?”
“Let me answer your questions, and do not add more
enigmas to our mysterious past. Wiracocha-Pacha-Yachachic
returned for the second time with his assistants, the Wiracochas,
walking on the tranquil blue lake without being swallowed by
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the oceans of water. Then, they headed toward Tiahuanaco
that in those days must have been a port city. When the
Creator of All arrived at the shore without a drop of water in
his white tunic, he stood amid the barren solitude. Imploring
to the unknown, he created the sun to give light and warmth
to our desolate world. After setting the great start in its course
to revolve forever, darkness came again on this unending land
of wheezing winds. The robed one and his helpers, seeing the
emptiness of the nights, created the moon. When the days were
lighted with the sun and the nights filled with the stars, they
started to make sculptures in stone: men, women, children,
and their leaders to rule over them. When these works were
completed, in a grave voice the Supreme Being told his
wiracochas what to do with each set of stone-people: This group
will be called so-and-so, come out of such-and-such a place, and
settle to multiply. Lifting his right hand and pointing toward the
east, he ordered one group to travel where the sun rises. To the
other to go west where the sun sets.”
“Great Inca, at one time, those ruins of Tiahuanaco must
have been a large metropolis, and not the desertic place that
it is now. The world cannot imagine how and by whom those
structures were made; some speculate that extraterrestrial
beings built them. Even when the foreign invaders came to our
shores they thought that giants lived in these lands, because
they found large skeletons in whose skulls a sword could easily
be lost.”
“Then those strangers believed in our creation?”
“No, Inca, they believed in another Creator. Tell me what
happened to the other wiracochas?”
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“Oh, yes, there were four groups of helpers. WiracochaPacha-Yachachic turned his back to the setting sun, outstretching
his arms, he told one group to proceed north and the other
south. Once the Wiracochas arrived at the places designated,
they began to call: So-and-so, come out to people this land. Thus,
his assistants traveled the four quarters of the future empire.”
“Inca, what happened to the Creator.”
“Wiracocha-Pacha-Yachachic, traveling on the cordilleras,
set out to reach Cuzco. However, when he arrived at Canas,
the people were coming to kill him. Wiracocha caused fire to
spew from the heavens, burning a range of mountains, causing
panic in the Canas. Seeing their submission, he hit the ground
with his staff, extinguishing the fire. To the astonishment of
all, he announced that he was their Maker. In remembrance
of that event, the Canas built a temple. After this episode,
Wiracocha continued to the hamlet of Urcos, where he climbed
a mountain with some difficulty. At the summit, he sat to rest
and ordered the effigies of stone to come out as human beings
in the same way he had instructed his assistants. Years later,
they built a bench of solid gold on which they placed a golden
statue in Wiracocha’s likeness.”
“Great One, what happened to that golden idol? In our
times, there are no remnants or memory of its existence.”
“From your lack of knowledge, I assume that the statue is
no longer there.”
“If it was made of gold, the foreign invaders dug up the
whole area looking for that treasure.”
“Let me continue with Wiracocha, who by then had reached
old Cuzco, named in those days Acamama. Here, he called a
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group of people, and he named Alcavicca to lead them. Once
he had settled the ancient city, the robed one continued north
on the coast, reaching Puerto Viejo, where he met with his
assistants. Having finished their work, they walked on water,
as if on land, disappearing in the turbulent oceans, perhaps to
return again.”
“A great story, father Manco, for one day, long after you
were gone, big embarkations appeared from unknown oceans
manned by unusual people, armed with powerful weapons, and
ended with the empire. That is why I am traveling back in time,
so that you know what happened to us. Nevertheless, this story
you just told me was probably concerted by the chroniclers.”
“Perhaps, what I have told you is the need that is in all of
us to explain our beginnings. Who made Inti? Where do we
come from? Thus, and after our creation, Mama Ocllo and I
emerged from the depths of Lake Titicaca with a golden bar to
go and test the fertility of the land, and settle.”
“Only the two of you emerged from the waters?”
“No! We were more than two. We traveled north, on the
high Andes, hoping to find that promised land. On our long
trek, we were uniting and pacifying the nations who had been
perpetually warring. After years of wandering, we arrived to
the valley of Tamputoco where we made camp in the cave of
Pacaritambo that had three openings. We gave each its own
name, Cápac Toco was the Great Window.”
“Is this how the ‘Legend of the Four Brothers’ originated?
Or did you procreate during your long journey?”
“Let us just say that four brothers and four sisters began
on our quest to find a fertile valley. We stayed in Pacaritambo,
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cultivating the fields and teaching the people. When the time
came to move on, we went to the cave where we stored our
attires and seeds. From the Great Window, I, Ayar Manco with
Mama Ocllo, Ayar Cache with Mama Huaco, Ayar Uchu with
Mama Cura, and Ayar Auca with Ragua Ocllo, came out richly
dressed, and distinguished by our pierced ears that hang low
from the weight of our golden ear plugs. When we needed to
be credible to the people that we were the Sons of the Sun, we
used other alternatives to be noticed.”
“How so, great Inca?”
“I placed on my chest a polished sheet of silver, and a
diadem of gold on my head. When the people needed proof
that I was divine, I asked them to come out when the sun was
the brightest, and they could see me on the high hills radiating
as brilliantly as Inti. It was not too difficult for them to believe,
because they needed a unifying god, and a leader.”
“Were there any struggles among you? After all, you were
mortals and not divine.”
“Oh, Yes! My other brothers became worried of Ayar
Cache, because of his unusual strength. One day he hurled
a heavy stone with his sling, and it shattered the mountains.
Afraid of his powers, they conspired against him. When we set
out to leave, he was told to go back to Pacaritambo and bring
our flag. Once he entered the cave, an accomplice with the help
of others pushed a huge boulder across the great window, sealing
it forever. In desperation, Ayar Cache shouted so loud that he
turned into stone, becoming our idol, and the cave a shrine to
which we have worshipped for protection ever since.”
“Inca, did you plot this gruesome scheme?”
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“No! As the eldest, I tried to preserve peace among us. I
hope you understand the predicament that I was in.”
“Once again, your story seems to be another myth. Can
you tell us what actually happened, and why?”
“The fact is that since we had been wandering for so long,
Ayar Cache was getting old. He decided to stay in the valley of
Tamputoco, becoming the curaca-leader of the place. When he
died, they built a temple that had three windows, and he was
interred there to remind our descendants of our first coming.
Since then, we started to build effigies and temples in memory
of our gods and warriors. After his death, we, three brothers
and four sisters, continued on our pilgrimage, arriving to the
hill of Huanacaure. Some years later, Ayar Uchu turned into a
creature with wings, and he rose in flight toward the heavens.
On his return, he was stoned by the people. As he was dying,
he gave us a messages from Inti, saying that I, Ayar Manco,
be renamed Manco Cápac and proceed to Acamama. What
actually happened is that Ayar Uchu also stayed to solidify our
possession of the valley. After his death, they made a statue of
him in the form of a condor and Huanacaure became our most
venerated place.”
“Great Manco Cápac, were you usurping their wives?”
“No, I want you to know that the empire was formed with
the help of our women.”
“Inca, our history hypothesizes that your mother may
have been Mama Huaco, the sister and wife of Ayar Cache. All
siblings?”
“I understand your repugnance at such a possibility. In
our days, as in yours, one of our fundamental prohibitions was
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incest. In our situation, it was tolerated to keep our lineage
pure.”
“Some chronicles state that Mama Huaco was the one
who struck the golden bar, symbolizing the possession of old
Cuzco.”
“That tells you that our origins were matriarchal. To
underscore the strength and position of our women, I will
relate a story of her, who at the gates of Gualla, a small city
to be taken before Cuzco, she killed one of their warriors.
As he lay dead, she opened his chest with a knife. Then she
removed his lungs, and she blew the bleeding organs with
one breath, so that from its configuration she could predict
our future. The people ran in horror after witnessing such a
gruesome spectacle, leaving their best coca fields. This was
one of the attributes of our women, and the word ‘huaco’
means courageous. We also had another archetype of our
women in Mama Ocllo, kind and feminine, winning the
hearts of the people.
“From Gualla we went to Matagua, where we planned the
takeover of Old Cuzco. Once in Acamama, having heard of
the ferocious fighting will of Mama Huaco and seeing me in
splendid attire, their leader Alcavicca said: Manco Cápac choose
anyplace you want, and settle with your people. We occupied the
lower part of the city.”
“Then the taking of Acamama signified the finding of the
promised valley. Did everything go well afterwards?”
“No, the original Cuzco had a long history of invasions.
Initially the waris, then the ayarmancas, and now us, the Incas
who are in the early stages of our beginnings.”
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“Mama Ocllo, we need more chicha to celebrate this
occasion. It is good to recall our ancestors; they come alive
when we talk about them.”
“Manco Cápac, be prudent with your drinking.
CunturSoul comes from the future, he wants to know the facts
and not the myths.”
“So, man of the times, as we resolved our differences we
lived in a state of distrust, but in the end we accomplished a
union.”
“You did, but under rigorous constraints of our Godgiven-rights to our freedom.”
“We had to start somehow in order to form a nation, in
our case a civilization, and sometimes it doesn’t matter if those
rights are given by a Supreme Being.”
“Inca, with the loss of that liberty and the arrival of foreign
invaders, our differences were accentuated to the point that we
despise our ‘Indian’ heritage. A reason why I am here, hoping
that we can learn from the experiences of the past, and some
day be again united.”
“CunturSoul, I have told you the good and the bad of our
beginnings. For centuries, I have been dormant in the dust of
my bones not knowing what happened to my descendants. I
need to hear from you, so that we can ponder on the future of
our people.”
“Inca, you have elucidated some matters that are relevant
to comprehend who we are. Thus, and unknown to you, there
are other continents separated by great masses of water that
cover most of the earth that is as round as when the sun sets. In
those faraway lands they also thought that their world ended
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where the oceans seems to meet with the sky, and beyond
that illusory line they imagined abysmal precipices harboring
monsters. For thousands of years no one ventured past those
feared horizons, certain that the earth was flat, until one day
adventurers from the Old World crossed that forbidden line,
but not before a great event happened in their ancient lands.”
“What event could that have been?”
“Inca, although our universe is ageless, there is a need for
us, humans, to have a beginning to orient ourselves toward
our end. So, our present times began with the advent of a
Child—the Son of God—in that Old World, and at which
time the Inca Empire did not yet exist. But in the course of
endless centuries of anonymity the Incas began their destiny,
until men from those distant lands arrived in the New World
and began decimating civilizations, in spite of the teachings of
their Redeemer.”
“I do not understand. What does a Son from other Gods
have to do with our extinction?”
“Inca, you should know that the dispersed groups of
people that you unified, and the empire that they subsequently
built, have all crumbled. “
“To whom did we submit? Why? And how?”
“As to whom? We may have succumbed to ourselves. As to
why? Perhaps, it began with the seeds that you had planted in
the souls of your people. How it came pass? It happened after
the latter Incas fought fratricidal wars, and we lost everything
forever.”
“I who planted the seeds of good will, now you are telling
me that our decline resulted from our own misdeeds?”
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“Inca, we all are responsible for what happened, and still
is happening to us. You thought that you were descendants of
cosmic gods, but those people from the other side of the world
believed in a humanoid God. Now, mankind is awaiting for
his ‘Second Coming’ to undo the injustices done by beings of
His own creation, just as the Incas were also waiting for the
return of the Wiracochas, except that they have already come
as our conquerors. As it is, the God of the estrangers or of the
Incas had nothing to do with our downfall. Throughout this
encounter, you will know that your descendants are now the
scourge of the world—even our original denomination of Incas
has been changed to that of ‘Indians’, a single word that carries
in it the full meaning of a vanquished and decaying race—so
much so that many of us hide our heritage from the rest of
mankind. How I wish that this is the last time I utter the word
‘Indian’, for that label given to us by strangers has done more
harm than any other evil act perpetrated on the peoples of the
New World. If what I am writing reaches the conscience of our
humanity, I hope that we erase from the face of the earth the
word ‘Indian’—for we are Incas—and that is with a ‘k’, as it is
pronounced in the Quechua language, and I will write it so from
now on.”
“Do you think that the minds and hearts of the people will
change for this to happen?”
“They have to put and end to that prejudice; the ‘Indian’
peoples of all the Americas need to regain their dignity, just as
many other races have regained theirs. However, that prejudice
to us comes not only from other races, but from the ‘Indians’
and mestizos themselves who are our own people.”
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“Man of the Future, that happened among ourselves.”
“Exactly my point, that this aberration emanate from us to
the detriment of ourselves. A reason why you, the Inkas, should
rise from the depths of your graves to rectify the wrongs done
to your own subjects and we, from the inner of our beings,
eradicate that disdain that we have for our own.”
“CunturSoul, in your desire to do something for our
descendants, you are asking us to do the impossible. How can
we, the dead, undo centuries of humiliation committed by
others? We don’t even exist!”
“Great Manco Cápac, our situation can be reversed. It is
only five centuries since the Inka Empire vanished. History has
shown that the destiny of subjugated nations has changed for
the better, if their people have the foresight to do so.”
“Do we have any precedents for that to happen?”
“Yes, the Israelites, in the ancient deserts of the Old World,
were once enslaved, dispersed, and recently almost decimated.
However, united by a common bond and purpose, they were
able to free themselves from the tyranny of those who wanted
and wish to annihilate them. To this day they are continuously
avenging and cleansing their past. Those are the people whom
we must emulate, and become as resourceful as they are to
survive with dignity. So, our half of a millennium of bondage is
but a lip of the sun, and just as the night turns into day we must
overcome our subjugation. But we have to start somewhere; for
it will never happen, unless we take that first step.”
“How are we going to begin with that difficult endeavor?”
“First and foremost, we must restore our dignity; second,
recover our lands that have not been destroyed by progress;
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and third, get credit for our ancient knowledge that we have
aported to humanity.”
“Who are we going to ask, and who will listen to us?”
“We have to appeal to the descendants of the Old World
to make reparations to us, no matter how long ago those events
took place.”
“Do you think that that will happen, just for the asking?”
“No, Inka. What we are requesting is done through a legal
process in the ‘new world order’, and it should happen, because
it is righteous.”
“You are talking of restoring one’s dignity, recovering what
we have lost, and get credit for our contributions? That would
have never happened in the Inka Empire.”
“Maybe in the last five hundred years humanity has evolved.”
“Man of the times, it remains to be seen if what you are
asking will ever happen, let alone in your lifetime.”
“Father Manco, let that be a thought if not our mission in
this encounter.”
“CunturSoul, you speak of pain and hope at the same
time. I begin to feel remorse for what I hear. We should try to
get to the root of our problems by exposing the past with us,
the present through this encounter, and understand the reasons
for our dismal prospects for the future.”
“Yes, Inka. Our journey should be that of revealing and
cleansing what was and is wrong with us, hoping that your
descendants will be conscious of the past, restless toward the
present, and confront the future for a better legacy.”
“Man of the Future, I hope some day what we are asking
will become a reality.”
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“Great Manco Cápac, you who humbly and perhaps
cunningly began what was to become an empire, we salute
you for the foresight that you had to unite our ancient people.
Before we close the history of your times, we want to hear your
message to us.”
“CunturSoul, by the weight of your sorrows, I foresee the
futility of our destiny. Nevertheless, from the nothingness of
my being, I say unto you:
One day, in the solitude of the Andes,
I felt that we needed to be in balance with the Universe.
I implored to the unknown, as who the Creator was.
In the uncertainty of my being,
I thought of the Sun as the only source of our existence.
With its guidance, I pursued the betterment of our people,
With the only weapon known to the benevolent
—The desire to do good for others—
For as there is day and night, there is also good and evil.
Forces that are in a continuous clash,
Emanating from those titanic battles great sparks of light,
Illuminating our minds to follow on the right path.
For we all have the power to do evil and good,
And why in the Old World, with their ancient knowledge,
They thought of the perfect symbol of renewal of our decaying souls
—The birth of a Child—
For only with the rebirth of our humanity,
We can hope to overcome our inhumanity.
Thus, as the patriarch of what we are,
I exhort to all of those who have one drop of my blood:
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Never be ashamed of our heritage.
For there is no disgrace to be an Inka descendant,
But it is, if you deny your ancestry.
Meditate on who we were,
For there lies the essence of who you are.
Therefore, I urge the ‘Indians’ and mestizos:
Do not fancy someone else’s legacy or wish false faces,
For you are what we were,
And only you will overcome the dungeons of your desperations.
“Thus, as I am to bid you farewell, pass this message to my
descendants that I, Manco Cápac, will always be with them as I
have been with you, because you accept your ancestry. Tell our
people that we have a destiny to fulfill—for the sun also shines
on us, as on others.”
“Great father of our times, I am grateful for your
enlightenment. As I encounter the other Inkas, I hope your
soul will be with us. For we need your wisdom to help us
understand what is to become of us.” With the coming of a
new day, I sense that Inti is coming to claim Manco Cápac.
“Man of the Future, you who brought my soul to life, I
now must witness my demise. I requested that all my children
and nobles come to my deathbed. As they somberly arrived, I
reminisced not of the accomplishments in my life but the birth
of Sinchi Roca, my first-born. Although I could imagine him
becoming a great warrior, what I marveled most in him was his
innocence.
“When I looked at my wife and sister, I could see through
her our moments of triumph and anguish. She never doubted
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what I wanted to do for our people. If they did not believe me,
they certainly believed in her.
“All these thoughts came to me, as a pleasant dream. Once
all together, they called me benefactor of the poor. Nothing
pleased me more, for that is how I wanted to be remembered,
and I spoke to them:
Oh! My children and nobles,
As I am to go to the faraway Sun do not cry for me,
But for the events to come.
For there is so much to do,
Before we can all be united.
		I beg all of you to keep harmony among yourselves.
If you do not respect each other,
Nothing will ever be accomplished,
And the reason for our downfall.
Go and conquer where the Sun rises and sets.
But before you start a war:
Entice them with gifts, wisdom, and our religion.
If the enemy comes to you in good will,
Be always generous in triumph
—For there is no greater feat than to restore the vanquished their dignity—
Lastly, never be idle: take care of the young, elderly and needy
—For an empire of beggars is just that, a beggar’s empire—
“Sinchi Roca, my son and heir,
Be a magnanimous leader.
Respect the able and do not block their dreams,
For reasons of your own.
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Whatever you do, do it with the best of intentions.
Whatever you utter, say it in virtue.
If you do not, your subjects will not accept you,
For our peoples’ ways are:
‘Intolerance’ to other’s errors, but their own;
‘Unforgiving’ to the humiliated;
‘Uncompromising’ for the good of all.
“To my subjects, I say to you:
Be faithful to Sinchi Roca, as you have been to me,
And never obstruct his path designed by Inti.
Remember that the one who governs,
Governs because he is the most able,
And the road to leadership is not an easy one.
“As I kept talking,
My eyes became clouded as the old chicha,
My hearing deaf as the mute stones,
My feelings frozen as the frigid Andes,
Then: I saw no more, heard no more, and felt no more.”
“Yes, Great One, you left this world. But fear not for your
immortality that your place, as the father of the Inkas, will be
as is written.”
Thus, and while Manco Cápac was trying to put order in
the southern hemisphere of the New World, some emperors
in the Old World were destroying powerful kingdoms, and in
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time they came to pillage in our continent. If the descendants of
barbarous Attilas had not shattered what the Inkas forged, who
knows? We could have had a different past.

II
SINCHI ROCA
The second Inka: The Sprinter

S

lowly walking on the deserted streets of Cuzco, I glimpse
a building in construction, imposing mainly for what it
represents, a university of sorts. As I get closer, the guards probe
my reasons for being there. After explaining my unbelievable
quest of traveling to the past, they let me into their house
of learning. I see young people, among them one wearing a
distinctive yellow headband. He is the son of Manco Cápac,
whom I have come to meet. Throwing his poncho over his
shoulders, he walks assertively toward me, while his peers follow
him. They surround me, and I welcome their inquisitive looks.
“Stranger! Where do you come from?”
“Young Inka, first introduce me to your teachers and
classmates. We will learn from each other, which is the purpose
for my being here.”
On the main patio, we sit on the floor of cut stones. I
open the discussion, and I begin to answer their incessant
inquiring: “Who am I? Where am I going, and what for? Those
are questions that we have been asking ourselves from the
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beginning of time, and we still have no answers in a universe in
which only our passions make us feel that we exist.
Sinchi Roca, pensive, looks at me with that youthful
disdain for the esoteric. “You have traveled this far back in
time, only to find the futility of your quest. I have also been
thinking of the reasons for our existence; more so in these lands
of unending and desolate mountains.”
“Young Inka, you speak with a great understanding of your
surroundings. It is impossible to comprehend how detached
the Andean world was from other civilizations.”
One of the teachers asks me: “Why do you say we were
isolated? Are there other worlds beside ours?”
“Yes, there are five continents. You occupied a very
small part of the New Word without knowledge of the
existence of other civilizations. Even if the Aztecs or the Inkas
had conquered each other, both were at the same stage of
development, so no meaningful exchange of ideas would have
occurred. Unlike in the Old World where there were cultures
at different levels of development. When they arrived on our
shores they brought new advances, placing the inhabitants of
the new-found continent at a disadvantage, and questioning
if their inhabitants were human beings. That is why I am here
to find who am I, and the only ones to whom I can reach for
answers are you, the dead.”
“Man of the Future, I sense your dilemma. Tell me if
our heritage was lost with the ages, and if our descendants
remember us?”
“Young Inka, little of our spiritual essence has survived,
and it is presently denied by our own people. The only
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patrimony we accept as a testament of your greatness are the
massive stone-ruins.”
At this point, the students want to hear of the wonders of
the future rather than my personal conflicts. One of the tutors
addresses me in an inquisitive voice: “I would think that the
ravages of human weakness have disappeared in your times? I
can see that you still have the same problems that we had, in
spite of the enlightenment of the Old World.”
“That is the predicament of mankind, and perhaps we will
never be able to achieve harmony among the nations of the world.
“Why not?”
“Because our negative passions will remain with us, as a
constant reminder that we must strive toward perfection; a
quest that will continue for the rest of our humanity.”
A student asks, “What is material progress for, if there are
no changes in our human nature?”
“Young Inka, a very difficult question to answer. I
wouldn’t be here if the technological advances had enhanced
our spiritual makeup. It is possible that in the distant future,
with our computerized knowledge, we will become humanoids
without any emotions. When that time comes, I hope that we
will be programmed by either God or men with a profound
respect for each other.
Sinchi Roca questions me: “Where are you leading us with
this discussion? Did you come to disenchant us of your present
or are we to enlighten you with our past? What is it that you
are looking for?”
“My coming into your past is to find out who you were
as men of history, and perhaps comprehend your legacy left
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to us. That is why my discussion has no practical goals other
than to let the flow of our thoughts drift into our collective
consciousness to understand who we are. Although mankind
has acquired unimaginable technology, those advances are only
tools to explore our surroundings, but it will never change our
inner beings. It is possible that our material accomplishments
will eventually reduce us to immaterial matter, mind, and spirit,
like the gods we have invented to make of our ‘nothingness’
something that is comprehensible.”
“You are conveying what we all think, but we do not
express. Tell us more about that Old World.”
“I was saying that you formed an empire isolated from
the rest of the planet, while great intellectual events were
happening in the Old World. Unfortunately, that acquired
wisdom did not influence our conquerors who were possessed
by the material advances of their times, and they came to usurp
the New World.”
“Man of the Future, conquests are carried out by warriors,
and not by men of thought. Aren’t you unjustly accusing them?
Wars are to be won or to be lost.”
“Yes, but the victors can also be enlightened by the ideals
of the vanquished, as it happened with the powerful Roman
Empire that became the spiritual seat of the very same people
whom they humiliated and who believed in a merciful God.”
“If their faith was the cause of a just God, why are my
descendants so destitute?”
“Your question is revelant, because Christianity was the
same religion that the conquerors brought to our shores, and
look how your descendants find themselves in our present.”
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“Then, the invaders acted differently in spite of the great
teachings of their faith?”
“Yes, and as you said, ‘war is war’, but ours was a genocide.”
“CunturSoul, the victor has the right to impose his will on
the vanquished.”
“Not necessarily; our conquerors did not suffer indignities
when the Moors occupied their lands.”
“Who were those people that did not humiliate the
vanquished?”
“They were the Arabs who were intruding into the western
civilization, and they occupied Spain for seven hundred years;
yet, the Spaniards kept their dignity. However, once liberated,
they came to the American Continent and they never gave the
natives a chance to keep, at least, their humanness.”
“Man of the Future, it is important that you make these
comparisons to have an idea of the people who will come to
usurp our empire. Since you are in the past, it is appropriate
that I show you the old city of Cuzco while we discuss what
happened to us and why.”
I bid good-bye to the students, apologizing for doing all
the talking. They understand that it is the visitor who has the
most to tell, in their case of transcendental importance due to
the centuries of difference.
Walking on the narrow streets, I question the young Inka
of the historical events that made an impression on him.
“CunturSoul, my life was besieged with more sadness than
joy. I witnessed the wickedness of the people, which may be
acceptable among strangers but not within members of one’s
own family. As my father told you, they had intrigues among
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themselves. Perhaps to the point of fratricidal events. Manco
Cápac became an exceptional leader, always taking care of his
people. At the age of fifteen, I practically became a co-ruler
with him who was getting old. But he still had a lot of vigor to
come up with new ceremonies, like the Huarachicu that tests
the fitness of the young Inka nobles advancing into manhood.
You are going to witness these difficult exercises that will be
carried out for the first time, and the last festivity that my
father attended before he joined Inti.”
“I heard from Manco Cápac that you were an excellent
athlete and a well-trained warrior. However, you never had to use
those skills, because he taught you how to win without violence.”
“Yes, he used to say that to be prepared for conflicts was
a way to avoid wars. You will observe these games. Maybe you
can take part in some of these events and evaluate my abilities.”
“I could not keep up with you in these high altitudes, but
I can certainly match your enthusiasm.”
“Is that why you are wheezing?”
“Young Inka, we have advanced so much that that progress
has also changed our world, sometimes for the worse. Many are
suffering strange ailments, like my labored breathing, due to
the contaminated environment.”
“What is that, Man of the Future?”
“It is as if one was breathing the fumes of the llama manure
that you used for cooking, which causes no harm. But the fuels
that we burn nowdays do not smell as bad, yet it can kill silently.”
“One would think that the people of the future should
prevent any environmental problems, but it seems that they are
adding some that are deadly.”
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“Yes, Inka. We have magnified them exponentially. In our
times, we have weapons of mass destruction, the size of your
macana-club, that can make Cuzco disappear in a cloud of
smoke. If many are used, it could disintegrate our planet. We are
experiencing a technological avalanche, perhaps unparalleled
in the history of our universe; so much so that we are sending
space crafts into the void of the unknown, but so far we have
not seen any signs of life.”
“CunturSoul, you are making me dizzy with this incredible
talk.
“Runners! Help this Man of the Future into my litter.
He is either sick from the thin air or the chicha that he has
invived.”
“Young Inka, I cannot permit to be transported by ‘human
carriers’. I feel that I am fostering the ‘servitude’ of our own
people.”
“CunturSoul, if you spoke to them, you will find that it is
a privilege to serve the royalty in this fashion.”
“I am sensitized to any kind of human demeaning that
is tantamount to humiliation—for slaves is what all your
descendants, nobles or not, ended up being at the hands of
foreigners. Although slavery was symbolically abolished in our
times, your full and half-blooded descendants still have the
innate ability to enslave each other. Nevertheless, I will accept
this ride on account of my shortness of breath. I understand
that running is one of the main events, and you are expected to
be the winner. I want you to know that I once ran a marathon.
That experience was one of my most exhilarating personal
achievements. As you can see, I am interested in these games.”
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“I hope not to disappoint you. You also seem to be running
in your mind, as if you were escaping from something.”
“Yes! From my past. Tell me more about these festivities
that I am to witness.”
“In these games only young people of royal blood are
allowed to participate. Old warriors, who themselves were
experienced athletes, will serve as referees. First, we will fast
for six days to prove that we are able to withstand the rigors of
hunger and thirst expected in times of war. Then we will get
ready for the long distance run.”
“From where to where will this event take place?”
“It will begin on the sacred hill of Hunacare and end in the
Sacsayhuaman bluff. You may remain with the royal family in
the viewing stand.”
“No! I prefer to be with the people to cheer you up, and
perhaps run a few stretches beside you.”
“I will be looking for you among the spectators.”
“Porters! Take me as fast as you can to the starting line.
The contestants cannot begin without me. Where is Alirio?
The master runner. He has to give the signal to start.”
“Prince Sinchi Roca, the greatest chasqui-runner of all
time, is walking slowly due to his old age.”
“Great Alirio! Finally you are here, we are ready, give us the
signal.”
“Young Inkas and you, Sinchi Roca, the captain, take your
positions. You know the rules: no cutting in front of another.
The first one who reaches to the finish line picks up our Inka
banner. Let us pray to the Sun before we begin:
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Oh Inti! You who have fathered these young nobles,
I taught when they were boys,
As adolescents they have trained to become the best.
They will run fair and fast,
And some day, when their lives turn into gold,
They will remember that in these games,
They became men of age.”
		
At the sounds of the shells, the young Inkas put their
left foot forward, raising clouds of dust, and they start in a
stampede that can be seen and heard halfway down the course.
From a distance, I feel the vibrations of their pounding
feet. Distinguished from the rest by his yellow headband,
Sinchi Roca is ahead of the pack. I make my way among the
crowd to greet him. In the excitement, I try to run by his side
while cheering him up: “Sinchi Roca! They will not catch up
with you. You are the lord of the chasquis!” He swiftly passes
me by. I begin to feel the effects of my short run. Dizzy and
faint, I exit the crowd. I sit on the ground. Some offer me
chicha, which I gladly accept. I ask the porters to take me to
the finish line where the young prince is already holding the
multicolored banner, signifying that he had won.
“Sinchi Roca! You are the best. The people will respect
you on your own merits.”
“CunturSoul! What were you doing running alongside
me? At your age and in your condition, you had me worried.”
“Young Inka, I could not contain my excitement. You
reminded me of my youth, and running like a chasqui has been
a dream come true in this encounter.” At dusk, the people retire,
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anticipating the next day’s event, which will entail attacking
and defending the hill of Sacsayhuamán.
“CunturSoul, I will remain to study the area. You are
welcome to stay. The exercise that you are to witness tomorrow
will be a bloody one, in spite of being only a mock event.”
“Nothing would please me more than to sleep under a
blanket of shining stars, while reminiscing of the past.”
“Man of the Future, I have never heard anyone who recalls
his past as passionately as you do, and so painful to listen to.”
“Do you want to know why?”
“Why?”
“Because I see and I remember our ‘Indian’ brothers
drowning in a puddle of anguished tears from the thunderous
past, the harshness of the present, and the hopelessness of their
future. As my age consumes my desire to do something, I feel
helpless and yet committed to make the world aware of their
predicament. Unfortunately, it is only you, the dead, who
listens to our vicissitudes. For the living are as dead, as you are.”
“Is it possible that you have experienced so much misery,
and you never had one moment of happiness in your country
of birth?”
“Oh, Inka, if you were to live in my days and witness the
degradation of the human spirit, you would also have the same
feelings that I have for the ‘Indians’. Then you will know that
our mission is to change their destiny.”
“Man of the Future, can’t you rejoice in the greatness of
your past and enlighten your thoughts with a different destiny
that we could have had?”
“I wish I could, and I wouldn’t be taking this journey.”
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“Enough of your sordid thoughts. I must address the
logistics and defense of the hill. We can continue our discussion
before we fall asleep, if we can sleep on this frigid mound.”
“Listen up! Let us plan how are we going to defend
ourselves from being overtaken. I will divide our band in three
groups under capable men, who are respected by you.”
“Huanqui, Yanque, and Cuturi, as captains you will be
free to act according to your warrior instincts. I, as your leader,
will be on the move so as not to be targeted. Our mission is not
to give up the hill. We will remain in place until they come.
When they reach to the top, the opponents will be exhausted,
and it should be easy to subdue them. Let us have a good night’s
rest. The event will take place as soon as Inti rises.” Early in the
morning, Sinchi Roca summons his warriors.
“Comrades! Don’t try to maim your adversary, even if they
want to hurt you. Show them that we can also be chivalrous in
the midst of battle.”
Shouting and wielding their weapons, both parties show
their readiness for this mock battle. They throw spears at their
opponents, regardless of where it will land. A young Inka from
the opposite side is gushing blood from one eye. Another
one has received a blow to the head and falls, as if mortally
wounded. I see the perpetrator wearing a yellow headband
and holding his golden club. He is Sinchi Roca, who is letting
everyone know that nobody can outdo him in battle.
At sunset, Sinchi Roca’s party has won. The winner will be
decided the following day when they assume opposite roles.
The next day, they meet at the bottom, this time on
the offensive. By now, Sinchi Roca knows the weakness of
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his opponents. The stakes are not as crucial as in their first
encounter. He states that “there is more to defending one’s own
ground than taking someone else’s position.” Sinchi Roca is
fighting as if he were against true adversaries. He knows that
it will prevent him from future conflicts with those who are
sizing him up as a warrior. Once victory is half won, the prince
confines himself to control the ferocity of his young warriors.
The final events test their strength, accuracy, and
determination. One of the old masters addresses the contestants:
“So far you have fasted, run, and fought a mock war. Today,
you have to prove one more time the right of passage into
manhood.
“CunturSoul, I want you to come this afternoon for the
huaraca-sling contest, a long-range weapon of precision. My
uncle Ayar Cache was unequaled in its dextrous use; probably
no one will ever match him. I am half as good as he was, and
that makes me the best.”
By midafternoon, the outskirts of Cuzco are crowded. The
young nobles will throw stones in rapid succession to previously
placed targets while running with their whirling-sling around
the periphery of the Sacred City, a spectacle not to be missed.
The prince arrives splendidly dressed in a multi-colored
poncho carrying a bag filled with round stones and a sling
knitted by his aging mother.
“CunturSoul, I will explain to you the secrets of handling
this instrument of war and hunting made of the longest strands
of llama wool to give it flexibility and strength. First, fix your
sight at what you are aiming, keeping the object in your mind
while you are whirling the sling with as much force as you can
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harness from your arm. When you are sure that you want to
release the stone, look once more at your target and let one side
of the sling go. You will hear the stone whiz to where you have
aimed. For accuracy, use round stones, although any shape will
do. You will see that when I run out of my own supply, and I
pick any stone from the floor. Here comes Turuca, the master
of this event. He knew my uncle, and he has been my instructor
for years.”
“Young Sinchi Roca, are you ready? Early in the day, other
young nobles took their chances. Very few did as well, as I
expect from you. You are the last contestant; the event will end
with your great demonstration. I have placed weeded effigies
of condors at short intervals around the city. You may shoot
at them as frequently and as fast as you can while running.
The object is to hit as many in the shortest time possible. The
winner is the one who does both.”
With the grace of a performer, as if dancing to the tune
of an Inka huayno music, he begins to hit the targets, missing
only a few. The young prince rapidly finishes circling the city,
and he is proclaimed the winner.
“Sinchi Roca, that was a beautiful sight. From the distance,
I could see your silhouette moving against the background of
the golden sunset.”
“CunturSoul, the most grueling of all events are yet to
come. It will be like closing the games with blood. We are
going to be beaten to simulate the same effects sustained in the
battlefields.”
The master of the ceremonies speaks: “Young Inkas!
These next exercises are to castigate you to the limits of your
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endurance. There is nothing you can do, and that is exactly
what we want you to do, nothing! You should be able to
withstand punishment without showing any fear or signs of
pain.
“Antviturco, bring your men to whip the contestants with
the fresh branches of poison ivy. Let us start with the prince,
so that he can give us a demonstration of his determination
to withstand pain. Make sure that his legs and arms are well
exposed.”
“Sinchi Roca! The people will be looking to see if you blink
an eye or shift your legs. If you cannot control your reflexes,
you will be disqualified. That goes for all of you! If you can’t
stand still to the lashing of such pliable materials, it will mean
that you won’t be able to endure the blows of the solid weapons
from your enemies. We expect you to remain motionless, as if
you felt nothing.”
“Masters! Begin with Sinchi Roca. Hit him as hard as
you can, and don’t mind that he is a prince. Otherwise, he
will be disgusted with you.” The young Inka shuts down all
his reflexes and appears insensible to the blows. The men are
lashing at him, as if he had done them wrong. Tired and short
of breath, the branches no longer useful, they stop punishing
him. The prince’s legs and back are bleeding, but his willpower
is unshaken. The people begin to exclaim, “He is the Son of the
Sun! He will be a good warrior!”
Finishing these words, Antviturco orders the lashers to do
the same with the rest. A few are incapable of bearing the pain.
The quitters are mocked by their own families, which hurts
them more than the blows.
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“Sinchi Roca, they say that the next exercise goes beyond
the limits of human endurance. I can see that this is going to
be a favorite event by the arrival of more spectators.”
Antviturco, asks the contenders: “Do you want to finish or
postpone this event until tomorrow?”
“No! Let us finish today, if your assistants are not too
drunk to continue.”
The well-seasoned warriors, who will test their courage,
make ferocious passes with their clubs of solid wood and wield
their lances of copper. Antviturco calls to begin with the last
exercise. “Young Inkas! Line up on each side of this narrow
street. Sinchi Roca, you will be at the head of your group to
give an example of what it is to be fearless, as you valiantly so
far have demonstrated.”
“Old warriors and masters! Stop drinking. Come to do
what you have been anticipating, rip the souls of these men to
be.”
“Yes, Antviturco! We are ready to start. I with my macanaclub at this end, and the fearless Chusacachi with his chuquilance at the other.”
“Young nobles! I want complete immobilization when
they come to you with their weapons.”
“Curovilca and Chusacachi! Start with your arms of
preference; make sure not to maim anyone on purpose.”
Curovilca looks directly at the prince’s eyes, showing his
full set of stained green teeth, carelessly spattering some foul
chewed coca on his face.
“Sinchi Roca! Do you think that you will stay put, ahhh?
Look at this macana that still has the blood of your enemies!”
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With dexterity, he starts to flaunt his heavy club right in front
of him, while dancing and crisscrossing back and forth among
the other contestants. Gaining momentum and as if in fury, he
shouts to all: “Nobody moves!”
From the other end, the fearsome Chusacachi begins
brandishing two heavy and long-pointed instruments. After
showing how dexterous he is, he throws one. He begins
by rapidly advancing while maneuvering his lance, as if he
was ready to thrust the weapon into the stomach or eyes of
the young Inkas. Running and jumping without hurting
anyone, he arrives with lightning speed at Sinchi Roca’s
station. Using his spike like a staff, he says: “So you want to
be a warrior, ahhh?” Sinchi Roca looks at him in contempt
for his drunken state. Chusacachi makes a quick makebelieve movement by directing the lance toward his body
that, instead, passes in between his legs. The people look at
the prince, who has remained static and furiously looking at
his tormentor. Again, the master-warrior points the lance at
the young prince’s face and slowly retracts the weapon, as if
regaining momentum to thrust in between his eyes. Sinchi
Roca remains motionless while he sees the spike coming
directly at him. Chusacachi quickly withdraws the sharp
instrument, zooming instead past his ears. He quickly jerks
his head to see if the young Inka has blinked. The people
gasp with a sense of relief.
Laughing, the master goes from one young noble to the
next, injuring one in the leg and another in the arm. One
wounded noble writhes in pain. He is disqualified. The people
yell: “Coward! Coward!” In this manner, the bearers of deadly

Sinchi Roca - The second Inka: The Sprinter

59

weapons harass the competitors, maiming a few more, and
finally they stop.
Antviturco addresses them: “If any of you was frightened,
knowing that we meant no harm, imagine what would happen
if you became petrified with fear in front of the enemy who
meant to kill you? Sinchi Roca, you have remained motionless
as a rock. We congratulate all. The games are over. You are now
men and warriors.”
The next day the city prepares to celebrate the greatest of
all ceremonies, the award of the insignias. In this reversal of the
times, Manco Cápac and his royal entourage arrive at the main
square of Aucaypata. The old Inka rises from his golden chair,
assisted by his nobles. With his right arm, he greets everybody,
and in a grave voice he begins to speak:
Young nobles! Inti has given you the strength to finish these games,
And earn the right to pass into manhood and knighthood.
Do not relish with these vain accomplishments.
For time will tell the true meaning of your souls.
Thus, with dignity and a sense of duty,
Receive the mark of nobility,
Which you must cherish and carry with honor,
As befits to the Sons of the Sun.”
Having said these solemn words, one by one, almost
crawling, the young Inkas come to Manco Cápac’s feet.
Kneeling, the novices get their earlobes perforated with a thick
golden pin. While oozing profuse amounts of sanguine fluid,
the new nobles delight with the warm flow of their royal blood.
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After the main rituals, their heads are crowned with the green
branches of the uiñay huayna tree, which means forever young,
to remind them that they should always be young in spirit.
I watch Sinchi Roca go through the same formalities,
except that instead of piercing his ears, which had already been
done as a child, they insert heavy golden plugs in his enlarged,
opened earlobes. Then, Manco Cápac places a red band with a
yellow fringe that covers his forehead to signify that he is to be
the next Inka lord, and his fathers also gives him a golden ax
while uttering in an imperceptible voice: “For you to fight the
unjust and traitors.”
“Thus, Man of the Future, the festivities came to an end.
My father officially crowned me as the leader of the forming
empire. Thereafter, emotions could no longer be imposed on
his ailing body. On a day that would never be forgotten, Manco
Cápac bid us farewell forever. Soon after, Ayar Auca, my last
uncle, and most of the people whom had so much to do with
Manco Cápac, left this world.”
“Sinchi Roca, is it only death that you can remember? Can
you tell me about the most cherished of all emotions? Love.”
“Oh! That is an illusory passion. If present, it was fleeting.
Our unions were political compromises. I was married to the
daughter of the powerful lord of Caña with whom I had a son,
Manco Sapaca.”
“There was no love between you and her?”
“Oh, yes! I cared for her, but the realities of continuing
with the Inka lineage disrupted our lives. On the day of my
coronation I had to marry one of my sisters, as my father had
mandated. How can I explain that marriage to a sister had no
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meaning in the passions of the heart? It was so emotionless that
only the sons of the gods have that priority. No one would ever
spouse a sibling, unless it was for dynastic reasons.”
“Young Inka, I never thought that you or the other Inka
nobles married their sisters for the passion of love, but for
something more sinister than that: the passion for power!”
“That might be so. Once I took command of Cuzco with
my sister and wife, I spoke to my subjects:
To all those who are not related by blood to us,
From now on, you will be Inkas of privilege,
		And some day we will become an empire.”
“Did everything go well afterward?”
“Yes and no, because the matter of expansion was a
very sensitive issue. My father enlarged his dominion only
within the old city of Cuzco. However, there were small
settlements that enjoyed the fruits of our work without any
formal allegiance to us. My old mother counseled me: ‘Sinchi
Roca, for now it is not in your best interest to proceed with
any acquisitions, or you will alienate the old friends of your
father. Wait until you have a legitimate heir’. Thus, and for
the rest of my life, I expanded no farther than what my father
had extended.”
“Sinchi Roca, in awe I have listened to you. You were an
exemplary leader and conducted yourself with prudence. As
we come to the end of our soul trip, in spite of your years, you
have remained unwithering as those leaves of youth. Your body
has aged, but your soul is as youthful as you once were.”
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“CunturSoul, you who thinks that my life was as flawless
as my running was, how I wish I would had been able to use
the destructive talents that I had mastered, so that I could be
remembered. Now, at the end of my life, I feel that I have
missed something. You, who comes from the future, tell me if
wars are necessary to be a man of history?”
“Wise old Inka, your question is of paramount importance.
For that is the essence of mankind. We will forever cherish war,
and we will always be creating our own fields of misery. So,
in answer to your question, wars are not only necessarily for
personal enhancement, but also for the advancement of the
world. That is why long after you left, the empire was beset
with wars, and in the Old World even greater conflicts that
became World Wars. Perhaps, in the not so distant future, we
will be fighting galactic encounters.”
“Then, without having waged any wars, what is my
legacy?”
“Since no wars of great scale were fought in your watch,
your legacy has been lost to us.”
“But why?”
“Because, men who try to use the power of reason will
always be circumvented by the evils of mankind.”
“CunturSoul, I have aged so fast that I can only remember
the Great Feast of the sun celebrated every New Year, which
may number to no more than 50, representing how long I lived.
Of all our accomplishments there is no greater event than the
birth of a child, who will carry on our hopes and desires for a
better destiny to come. So, as I am to leave this earth, I will
continue in the person of my son Lloque Yupanque.”
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“Wise old Inka, aging and dying is a must, but we all are
destined to continue living in the future of our children. As we
come to the end of our encounter, we want to listen to your last
words of wisdom to remember you by.”
“Oh, CunturSoul! Your visit to my past has brought me
joy and also an existential hopelessness, after learning that my
descendants are in the dungeons of our wrong doings. Unable
to help them, I can only implore to the gods of my inert world
that some day the Inka people will liberate themselves from
their own bondage and that of foreign oppressors. Therefore:
I exhort to all of you to learn of our history.
In it, you will find the treasures and disenchantments of your ancestry.
For ignorance of one’s legacy
Is like not wanting to be remembered by one’s own progeny.
Thus, do not be ashamed of what you once were,
But be ashamed if you deny who you are.
For if you never accept your ancestors,
You will live a life full of thorns in your hearts.
“With these last words, Man of the Future, I wish you the
best in your journeys to the past, and remember to carry in
your heart the evergreen leaves of the uiñay Huayna to remain
forever young in spirit.”

III
LLOQUE YUPANQUE
The third Inka: The Sorcerer

L

loque Yupanque, the left handed, it is said that you had
clemency for the vanquished, and were ruthless if they
opposed you.”
“CunturSoul, we exist to dominate and impose our beliefs
on others.”
“Inka, your words are familiar in the annals of mankind,
and it remains to be seen how far we will go in fulfilling that
mandate.”
“Do I sense that my thinking is not agreeable with you?”
“Knowing what happened to us, I intuitively would like
to see a reversal of the wrongdoings of the past. However, that
is impossible—for the past has already happened—and no one
can turn back. Nevertheless, in my times, there are theories
that this can physically be possible.”
“Man of the Future, we practiced the occult arts. But
reversing to the past? That is absurd.”
“Inka, the mind of the human species is constantly
expanding to unknown horizons. It seems that whatever we
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think is because it has already happened. Could it be that once
we existed in other worlds, and we are simply recreating our
primordial past making it possible for it to happen again, as
time and science advances?”
“Man of the times, has it ever occurred to you that perhaps
we were not interested in our past, and why we didn’t invent
a better way to record our history? The future was more
important to us, and why we had shamans to predict what was
to come.”
“It is my understanding that you elevated the practice of
sorcery to a higher status, and the wizards became valuable
allies in the government.”
“I had my reasons; they prognosticated that I should
proceed with my plans of expansion.”
“Inka, it would be of interest to you to know that peoples
from others parts of the world make pilgrimages to the
northeast of Perú, where the sorcerers are still practicing their
trade. It is ironic that we are known for our modern shamans,
while humanity is oblivious of our vicissitudes.”
“That tells you that the unknown is what matters the most
in our lives.”
“Maybe it does, and why in your times any defect of the
body signified a bad omen, and they tried to correct your lefthanded preference.”
“They did try, and you can call me ‘lefty’.”
“It would not be proper to call you by that surname. In
my times, in some countries, like the one that adopted me,
its people are sensitive to anyone with physical handicaps.
Although being left-handed is not, laws are written to protect
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the disabled. I will address you as ‘lefty’ in a casual conversation,
but not to denigrate you.”
“That nation that accepted you must be inherently good
or have leaders who have not failed to their citizens.”
“No, Inka, they are the accumulation of different peoples
of the world who have taken upon themselves to respect each
other; although, it took a civil war and the continuous passing
of laws to accomplish that most difficult task of asserting
everyone’s rights.”
“How do they maintain that state of mutual respect?”
“By using the only tool known to man for that purpose—
democracy—a thought so frail that we guard this ancient idea
with a profound sense of responsibility. For we all seem to be
programmed to oppose this concept.”
“Are you telling me that we did not have the right type of
government, and the causes we fought for were in vain?”
“No, Lloque, the Inkas started with their own form of
governing isolated from the men of antiquity who conceived
this idea. If the Inkas had not been truncated in the development
of their political system, they probably would have eventually
governed with a similar concept. For democracy is a state
of the mind that comes with the wisdom of the ages, and if
suddenly elevated to its perfect state it could create anarchism.
Presumably, we would do as we pleased, and cause chaos in
our world. By the same token, democracy sometimes can be
used to hide the ills of the majority or the minority if there are
no checks and balances by either one, and one must remain
constantly aware of leaders or nations who are democratic in
name, but they are far from being one.”
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“We can continue with this discussion while we inspect
the surroundings of the Valley of Cuzco, and you will see why
we need to entice all communities to our way of life.”
“Why are you so intent in bringing them together?”
“Because, we need to consolidate the valley if we are ever
going to become an empire. These lands are so vast, and in
faraway places people live in a state of barbarism.”
After a few months, the Inka left for the southern region, a
nation of powerful lords who eventually submitted to the will
of the Inkas.
“CunturSoul, I hope you understand that a prudent Inka
lord will always try to avoid confrontations.”
“Perhaps the Inkas were pacifists at the beginning, at the
end of the empire they were not.”
“Then, we fought all the time?”
“Yes, but those wars were among yourselves. When foreign
invaders came to your lands they almost annihilated the Inkas,
and their progeny are still humiliating your descendants.
That is why we must expose our predicament to the ‘World
Court’, and hopefully the men of justice will understand what
happened and is happening to the ‘Indians’.”
“You actually have a purpose in visiting our past? I thought
you only came to reveal our faults.”
“Lloque, I wish you knew how great is my desire to end
the misery of our ‘Indian’ brothers, and the only way to plea
for that impossible task is by reaching to your souls. For
people who do not have a sense of their past will never have
a vision for their future.” After some years, Lloque returned
to Cuzco. His brother, Manco Sapaca, seemed to be worried,
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because the Inka was reaching old age, and he still had no
legitimate heir. Although, he had multiple children with his
concubines.
“Manco Sapaca, if that were to happen, wouldn’t that
make you the next in line for the throne? You are the first born
of Sinchi Roca.”
“I am not a son of his sister. Therefore, I have no right to
the throne.”
“Lloque Yupanque has no full sisters to continue with his
lineage?”
“He has none. We have to find a suitable partner,
preferably the daughter of a powerful lord. Pacha Chulla
knows of one who has a beautiful daughter.” Both
approached the Inka, and they brought the subject to his
attention. To their disbelief, his succession was very much in
his mind. He told them to procure him a wife acceptable for
his investiture. With this mandate, they left in the direction
of the great lord of Oma. The emissaries explained to him
the purpose of their visit. He responded aloud: “Nothing
will please me more than to have her marry the Son of the
Sun.”
As word of the celebrations spread, nobles from distant
places came to pay their respects to the Inka and partake in the
great bacchanal, the best way for the young empire to attract
willing and unwilling allies.
The wedding took place, and the Inka proceeded with his
plans of expansion. “Manco Sapaca, I understand that there are
more powerful kingdoms by the shores of Lake Titicaca. We
should go again to the south.”
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“Inka lord, that is the land of the Hatun Collas and the
Chucuitos, the most obstinate warriors of that region.” Lloque
Yupanque left on his second expedition.
Once there, the Collas decided not to resist. The Inkas
meant well, and they joined them in peace. Lloque Yupanque
gave them lavish presents, which surprised the Collas with
their generosity. The festivities over, the new vassals were told
to get rid of their idols that the Inkas considered gruesome
and keep the effigy of a white llama, because their livelihoods
depended on these animals. The Collas also believed that
their ancestors came from the Great Lake; in reverence they
did not eat fish, and this was not altered. The Inka ordered
that a temple to the Sun be constructed, and he returned to
Cuzco.
Some time after, he continued with another expedition to
Chucuito, as he had planned. Traveling the wastelands, Lloque
seemed pensive.
“CunturSoul, tell me what was happening in the Old
World during my expeditions?”
“Many historical events were taking place at the time that
you Inkas were forming an empire (1250). Spain, a country
in the Old World, was trying to get rid of its conquerors, the
Moors, who occupied their lands for centuries.”
“Man of the Future, after such a lengthy occupation, any
conquered nation would have given up all hopes of liberation.”
“Yes, Inka, but the human spirit is such that the burning
desire to be free is present in all of us. For that to happen,
the people in chains must have a cinder of hope to ignite that
yearning for liberty.”
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“You mean to say that incandescent desire for freedom is
not glowing in the heart of my descendants?”
“Inka, there is no event in the history of mankind in which
the world is witnessing the degradation of the human spirit,
while we are still in our own flesh.”
“Man of the Future, there must be other races in similar
situations?”
“Yes, there is a group of people, the Hebrews, who were
removed from their lands and enslaved for two thousand years.
Yet, in spite of centuries of bondage, in every one of them there
was that cinder of hope that even in the throes of death, they
died knowing that they had fought a battle within themselves
to never give up that longing for a homeland.”
“What happened to them? Are they still subjugated?”
“No, Inka, they are no longer in thrall. In my times, I have
witnessed the recovery of their Promised Land, and they are
now a powerful nation partaking in world affairs.”
“What is so different about these people of the Old World
and the natives of the New World? Why were those ancient
people able to liberate themselves after such a long time?”
“I am beginning to understand that they, as a race, have
struggled to be accepted by humanity. But more important yet,
they accept each other, and any offense to one of their own is an
affront to all. Because they do not deny their heritage. Unlike
the mestizos and ‘Indians’, who detest what they were and are.”
“Why aren’t we united like they are, and perhaps regain
our dignity if not our possessions?”
“Oh, Inka, that is why we must enlighten ourselves in this
dilemma that beseeches us.” As I continue on this journey, I
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look at the inaccessible mountains of white peaks and see the
futility of my desires.”
“CunturSoul, are you hallucinating? Keep telling me of
that faraway World.”
“Oh, yes. As I was about to say, the Arabs crossed from the
African continent to Europe, landing first in Spain.”
“Why didn’t the Moors come instead to our shores? Maybe
we could have had a better fate with them.”
“They did not, because the New World was not yet
discovered. Nevertheless, if they had come to our lands it would
not have been different. The Arabs also discriminate against
the ‘Indians’, just as the rest of humanity does. So, losing one’s
freedom to anyone is the same.”
“What happened to the Spaniards when the Moors were
in their lands?”
“During their occupation great heroic events led by men,
like the legendary warlord, El Cid, were taking place in their
quest to regain their freedom. In the end, the Moors were
fighting among each other, losing their hold of Spain.”
“Were the Arabs fighting their own civil wars in a land that
was not theirs?”
“There is the irony, and as the Spanish chronicler
Miguel Cabello de Balboa writes: the Moors had no right to
the land of the Spaniards, let alone to fight among themselves
in someone else’s nation. How true a statement. For that is
exactly what the Spaniards were doing in our lands once
we were conquered. Our people joined and fought on their
opposing sides, and we are still fighting on behalf of foreign
interests.”
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“CunturSoul, that is understandable among different
nations and races, but it is disturbing that we were and are
against our own blood. I wonder if that is inherent in us, as a
people of the Andes.”
“Inka, very difficult to determine. The fact is that with
the arrival of the invaders, we have always favored other races
rather than ours.”
“CunturSoul, you are bringing to light unwelcoming
thoughts, perhaps these questions will be answered as you
travel with the other Inkas. For now, I am interested in that
legendary warrior, El Cid.”
“Oh! That warlord was and still is greatly admired. He was
fair to foe and friend, and respected by both. His life and deeds
have been passed on in chants and poems that elevate the soul
of those who read or listen to them. He was loyal to his king in
spite of being exiled from his beloved Burgos. His homeland
was the campground on the battlefields, and why he was called
‘El Cid Campeador’. Like you, who is camping and trying to
unite the Collas, while your real enemies are in Cuzco planning
your downfall.”
“I wouldn’t go that far in these comparisons, I was just
exploring, and not getting rid of oppressors. Nevertheless, it
seems that you try to use someone else’s history to criticize your
own people.”
“I am aware of our idiosyncrasies. That is why I am taking
this journey, hoping to rectify myself. Going back to old Spain,
in time and with the heroic figure of El Cid, the Spaniards were
able to take Valencia, a key city for the complete eviction of
their conquerors centuries later.”
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“In spite of the Spaniards who conquered us, you seem to
be proud of them.”
“Inka, this encounter has nothing to do with rancor
to anyone, let alone the Spaniards. After all, I have some of
their blood. To disdain them would be like rejecting my Inka
heritage.”
“It occurs to me, how is it that they came to our lands if
they themselves were conquered for 700 years? That doesn’t
make any sense!”
“It does, Inka. It means that we still have two centuries to
equal their Moorish occupation to redeem ourselves not from
foreign occupying forces, but from our inability to accept our
‘Indian’ heritage.”
“CunturSoul, tell me more about those ancient people who
recovered their lands and their dignity. Were they the only ones?”
“No, Inka. There are other races and nations that have
also regained their liberty without loosing their identity, like
India that was led by a pertinacious Hindu, Mahatma Gandhi,
who according to the western standards was dispossessed of
presence; yet, he liberated his country with the conviction of
his race and without the rejection of his compatriots, which
would be unthinkable in Indoamerica.”
“What does appearance have to do with being a leader?”
“Oh, Inka, in the so-called Latin American countries,
personal appearance comes at a high premium, and most
mestizos and ‘Indians’ would do anything to look or act like
the people of the Old Continent to hide their ancestry.”
“Then, if I were to live in your times, I would not be
accepted as a leader because of my Inka looks?”
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“Yes, and you would be ostracized by your own
descendants.”
“Are there other nations and races that have also overcome
their ugly past?”
“Yes, the African people who were also enslaved and
millions of them brought to the New World. However, they
are presently regaining their dignity, and getting back their
lands. I fear that this will never happen with the natives in the
American Continent.”
“Your pessimism is incredible. Don’t you think that some
day, we may also do the same?”
“Inka, discrimination among ourselves is so widespread
that in countries like Mexico, the Chiapa ‘Indians’ are suffering
injustices perpetrated by the same people who are no different
than they are; except that many of them think of themselves as
Spaniards, because they are mestizos. As of recent, their armed
forces have killed many of their own Aztec brothers, while the
entire world ignores these events. Am I a pessimist? Can you
imagine that this is happening in my times?”
“CunturSoul, I consider Chucuito to be the end of my
expeditions. We have traveled to your times, and nobody speaks
of our great accomplishments. How is it possible that our people
favor the conquistador’s descendants who denigrate them. Can
you explain me of this terrible misfortune?”
“That is called destiny, and is in our power to change it.
To do that, we need to reach to the hearts of our people who
unfortunately have been hardened by the sameness of the ages.”
“Then, tell me if humanity is doing something to solve
our dilemma.”
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“Yes, there are institutions who say that what is happening
to the ‘Indians’ is only temporary, and the ‘humbler’ they are
the more likely are to inherit a kingdom not seen by anyone,
but believed by all. Meanwhile, the ‘Indians’ are born to live in
the shadows of their unwelcome history without any hope of
improving their lot on this earth.”
“Man of the Future, how long is our humiliation going to
last?”
“Who knows? Perhaps until our Inka ancestry is no longer
seen in our faces, but ingrained in our chromosomes.”
The Inka arrived at the gates of Cuzco, where his legitimate
heir and next-in-line was born.

IV
MAYTA CÁPAC
The fourth Inka: The constructor of bridges

M

ayta Cápac, from what I read, I presume that you were
a hyperactive child. A prevalent ailment in our days.”
“Man of the Future, how can you diagnose a condition
hundreds of years later?”
“The description of your behavior as a child may give a clue
of your personality as an adult. It is said that you broke the leg of
one of your playmates, which goes beyond the boundaries of this
malady. Others say that you were precocious and continuously
on the move, signs which are more indicative of this disorder. In
itself not bad traits if channeled in the right direction.”
“Who are you? Who dares to perturb me from my eternal
sleep with these commentaries?”
“Oh, Mayta Cápac! I feel that there is a tempest in the
soul of our ancestors, and a hurricane in the minds of your
descendants; for we, the dead and alive, have a great mission to
accomplish.”
“Of what mission are you talking about? Didn’t we leave
an empire to continue on our legacy?”
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“That is not what happened, and why I am disturbing
your soul to assess our future.”
Days later, Mayta is playing in the temple with his uncles
Apu Condomayta and Tacachuincay. Unexpectedly, he shouts:
“They are coming to kill me! Let us fight against the intruders!”
As a bystander of the past, I run to a corner and watch the
events unfold. Ten muscular men come rushing and try to get
hold of Mayta, who fights them, killing one and wounding
another. The dust of the field clouds my vision, while I hear
him say: “Dogs! Dogs! I am going to kill all of you!” Help
comes. The would-be-assassins run away. Mayta goes to the
dying man and asks him: “Who sent you?”
“Mayta Cápac, you are valorous. But we, the Alcaviczas,
are going to expel the Inkas from Cuzco.” With his mouth full
of blood, he ceases talking. The young prince finishes him off
with a powerful blow to his head. The nobles, seeing the gory
scene, ask him: “What happened?”
“The Alcaviczas came to kill me. Now, my father must
understand that the way of the past is no longer feasible. We
have to unify all the lordships around Cuzco, if we are to fulfill
our destiny. They are going to come again. This is war!”
From the adjacent room, the aging Lloque Yupanque
is brought to the scene. “Mayta! How are we going to gain
complete control of Cuzco if you don’t get along with the
people? You are not going to make a good Sapa Inka.”
“Father, I just tried to defend myself.”
“Great Lloque Yupanque, why don’t you let him take this
city? You are too old, and our detractors will not stop until they
get rid of us.”
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“Apu and Taca, I will let Mayta do as he sees fit. The
Alcaviczas are the last people that we need to attract to our
side.”
“Mayta, your father finally understands that you must take
the reigns of the valley. With his abdication, we can proceed to
subdue the Alcaviczas.”
For the record, the Andean people were always eager to
fight. So much so that there was not much difference between
their festivities and battles. Anyone who thinks they were a
docile race is in for a disappointment, for meek they were
not—no empire has ever been formed by timid leaders.
With the blessings of his father, Mayta Cápac gathered
his exhilarated warriors and defeated the remaining Alcaviczas.
The city of Cuzco was finally under the control of the Inkas. As
the people heard of these events, they knew that the era of petty
conflicts had come to an end, and the beginning of greater
wars. Such is mankind’s destiny that only through bloodshed
we look forward to the future.
Mayta Cápac became the reigning lord, and he had scores
to settle with some communities in the valley of Cuzco. For
that purpose, a dungeon filled with snakes, hungry pumas,
and spiny plants was constructed on the outskirts of the city.
Whoever survived the ordeal was considered innocent. With
this new deterrent, the constitutionality of the Inkas was
instituted.
The consolidation of Cuzco was a milestone not to be
disregarded, for it happened in the Sacred City. A metropoly
already larger than any other in the Andes, it signified the
coming hegemony of the Inkas. Those who were close came

Map of the Tahuantinsuyo, the four cardinals points of the Inka Empire.

80

The Holocaust of all Times

to offer their loyalty to the Inka, and if they lived faraway they
sent their sons to Cuzco to learn the ways of the Inkas.
In the great plaza of Aucaypata, Mayta Cápac spoke to his
subjects:
We no longer have civil disputes,
We will go to the Collasuyo that was once visited by my father.
With more people coming to the valley of Cuzco,
We must provide and keep them busy.
For idleness brings the winds of discontent,
And we are a fertile ground for rebellions.”
“Mayta, at one time, your father came to Chucuito. They
must know about the Inkas.”
“Man of the Future, those people no longer remember
who we were and why we have to start all over again. Perhaps,
as a confederated Cuzco, we may be able to retain our allies.
I will go to the Titicaca lake. They say that on its shores there
are some ancient ruins.” On his way and in the distance, the
megalithic ruins of Tiahuanaco could be seen.
“CunturSoul, I wonder who built this ancient metropoly?
I see no quarries nearby. How can we explain from where and
how they brought these huge boulders? These lands are so inert
that not even stones can be found. Look at that gate that leads
to nowhere, only the sun-rays cross its entrance.”
“Mayta, look at those carved figures of humanoid heads that
appear to be wearing astronaut-like helmets. It seems that we are
finding more vestiges of extraterrestrials beings here, who might
have come and gone thousands and thousands of years ago.”
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“Man of the Future, that is why they say that the supreme
Wiracocha-Pacha-Yachachic built this place. We don’t know
when, but we know that he will be back.”
“Were you the one who started the rumor of the return of
the Wiracochas?”
“No, we have been hearing that story from our ancestors.”
“Inka, the ones who came from the other side of the world
were humans, and not demigods.”
“CunturSoul, in time, we will see who they are. But,
after seeing this place, we will build similar structures in
Cuzco.”
“Mayta, have you been talking to your sorcerers of future
events to come? Because the Inkas also built colossal structures,
and we don’t know who started it all.”
“Man of the Future, someone began and others finished
what I predicted.”
“Nobles, I have to return to Cuzco with half of my men,
the other half will go an expedition to that deadly desert that
my father was only able to see from the cordilleras. We need to
find out who inhabits the land to the west of us.”
“Mayta, I would like to go with your young nobles. The
lowlands should do me some good.”
“Go with them, but don’t put any of your thoughts in
their minds.”
“Inka, to change ideas and to think different is what will
unite mankind.”
“Cuichi, Allpa, Conti, and Hualpaya, take the Man of the
Future with you. He wants to learn of his past. Why? I don’t
know. Maybe you will comprehend him.”
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“Sapa Inka, he greatly desires to learn of our times to
understand who our descendants are.”
“Cuichi, don’t take the Man of the Future too serious,
especially your younger cousins who are going with you.”
At sunrise, Mayta Cápac continued south and his generals
marched west, to the Contisuyo.
“CunturSoul, you are barely breathing!”
“Carry me in a hammock, give me plenty of coca, and I
should be able to travel.”
“You are getting used to the coca.”
“I will not, if I only use it to relieve the high altitude
sickness.”
As they marched on the high cordilleras, I could hear my
porter’s rapid steps. In my delirium caused by the coca and the thin
air, I could feel a sense of levitation. In that state of detachment,
I began to give speeches on how to recover what we lost, while
rejoicing in the tumultuous resounding of my surname.”
“CunturSoul! CunturSoul! Wake up! You are dreaming,
and you are talking in a foreign language.”
“How long have we been traveling? It is already late in the
afternoon.”
“Yes, you slept throughout the highest part of the trip. In
your hallucinations, you seem to have accomplished what you
want to do for our people. Look at Inti that is also in a trance
after crossing the Andes.”
“Cuichi, just for this magnificent view of the sun setting
over that great desert, it was worth coming.”
“CunturSoul, this is as far as Lloque Yupanque came. In
the morning, we will descend.”
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“It is incredible to see so much dry land.”
“I am not sure if all of it is a desert. We have heard that
their inhabitants have mastered these arid lands, and they are
able to produce whatever they want. That is why Mayta Cápac
sent us to locate these people, and some day form a great nation
with them.”
“CunturSoul, our scouts are telling me that there are
scattered people willing to fight us. I will go and alert my
warriors. If my young cousin Conti comes, tell him to meet
me where our troops are.”
“Conti, good that you came. Tell me, are you ready for the
task ordered by the Inka?”
“Just like any young noble, I only come to learn the art
of war. Since you have come to our past, I would like to learn
more of the future where you come from.”
“Young captain, what I know is the result of more than half
a millennium of difference between our times. More important
is that I am here to find out why our civilization fell. Although
we speak of an Inka Empire, I am doubtful that that is what it
was.”
“How is it that in your times they accept us as an empire,
and you, as one of us, do not think of us as one?”
“I think part of the problem is the blind obedience that
you had for your leaders, and...”
“…CunturSoul! Stop what you are trying to tell my
cousin.”
“Conti! You should be with your troops. CunturSoul talks
of the future, and that could bring you problems.”
“Cuichi, I was not talking against Mayta Cápac.”
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“Don’t get into any discussions with the young nobles;
they will not understand your motives. Keep your thoughts
for the Inka lords who are under the guidance of Inti. We only
benefit or suffer the consequences of their acts.”
“I apologize for this incident. Let us continue downhill
that I can now do it on my own.”
Days later, they encountered desert-warriors who secluded
themselves in a fort without storing enough food or water.
“Hualpaya, go to those people and tell them that we want
to be their allies.”
“Conti, come with me to learn how to win over the enemy
without having to fight:
People of these deserts! We have crossed those high mountains,
Where Inti rises.
His son, our Sapa Inka, has sent us to learn about you, 		
And some day unite with us.”
“No! We will never join with the mountain people.”
“Cuichi, the coastal people will not surrender. They know
that we are intolerant of this hot environment, and in a few
days we will leave.”
“We should surround them until they give up or die.”
After some time, the children came out of the fort to
forage for herbs to eat. The Inkas took pity and offered them
food. Seeing their kindness, they gave up. They told the Inkas
of powerful kingdoms farther north, and that they would not
be able to reach to them by going on the brutal coast, but by
descending from the mountains.
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“CunturSoul, now that we have seen what Mayta Cápac
wants to know of the deserts we can return to the cordilleras,
where in the thin air the gods are closer to us.”
“I am not sure about being closer to the gods, but I know
that only certain people can live in those high altitudes and
produce special crops to feed not only themselves, but in time
the hungry Old World that is not thankful for our products.”
“CunturSoul! We were conquered, and the conqueror owes
nothing to the subdued. Don’t forget that we were also going to
other nations to unite them. But, unlike our vanquishers, not
to enslave them.”
“You were not enslaving them corporally, but spiritually
by not fostering their individuality to forge their own destiny.”
“What do you mean, their own destiny? In these lands, an
individual cannot even harvest for his own survival, let alone
for the welfare of the nation.”
“Perhaps, that is why the Inkas created an empire of
citizens without free will.”
“Is that what you were trying to teach Conti?”
“No, but that is an example of how the Inkas controlled
the minds of their people. I make no distinction between the
Sapa Inka and his subjects to express my thoughts. We are only
different in the abilities that we all have, and why we must
respect each other’s capabilities.”
“Man of the Future, our minds are a millennium apart.
We must return to Cuzco.”
“CunturSoul, how did my generals act in my absence?”
“Great Mayta Cápac, they are loyal and capable warriors.
But, they don’t think for themselves.”

Hanging bridge built over the Apurimac river that was able to withstand the weight of the Inka warriors,
and eventually would support the mounted conquerors on their apocalyptic horses of destruction. Charcoal
sketch by Anja Hovland, U.S.A.

Mayta Cápac - The fourth Inka: The constructor of bridges

87

“Man of the Future, I am the only one who can filter their
ideas with the guidance of Inti.”
“That was in our past with your idols, that is our present
with foreign gods, and look what we are.”
“If we were conquered by a superior civilization, why
didn’t my descendants improve on our legacy?”
“For the same reasons that you had, the filtering of our
thoughts by men of politics and religion.”
Months later, Mayta wanted to know if there were territories
beyond the Apurimac river, to the northwest of Cuzco.
“CunturSoul, not only is that turbulent river called the
Great Speaker. Its shores of rising cliffs have also served as a
natural barrier, keeping us safe from invaders. For years I have
been making models of a bridge, and I will build one with
the help of my amautas-wise men who are becoming more
ingenious as our nation gears into expeditions of unification.
As you said, ‘War is the catalyst for the advancement of any
civilization’. We were also committing ourselves to that endeavor
that all humans cherish—war!”
With legions of builders, the Inkas left in the direction
of the river. As they got closer, one could hear the cascading
sounds of the old story teller that for thousands of years has
been trying to tell us something.
“Mayta, where did you get so many people, and on both
sides of the river? Men, women, old, young, and even children!”
“I supose that is what you mean by ‘working together for
the good of all’.”
“How I wish we had leaders like you to guide the country
to work together, even if no greatness is accomplished; for glory
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is fleeting, and the trumpets of triumph eventually run out of
air. But union will last forever.”
“CunturSoul, you have been making negative comments
on how we became an empire, hinting that we oppressed our
own people to achieve that goal. Perhaps, your question should
be how to form a utopian society? We almost reached that goal,
but strangers from other worlds interrupted us on our path to
become an ideal society.”
“It is possible that the Inkas were getting closer to that
concept. You had no hunger or lack of work, but in the end you
created an empire of people unable to think for themselves. So,
no one knows what problems utopia may bring; in the process
we are annihilating each other to attain that perfect State.”
Using ropes of weed and cactus fiber, a hanging bridge
was built to withstand the weight of the Inka warriors, and
eventually would support the mounted conquerors at galloping
pace on their apocalyptic horses of destruction. After the bridge
was built, the Inkas crossed to the west.
“CunturSoul, look at that majestic peak crowned
with white snow, so beautiful that I will name it CoropunaWonderful.” While marching on the bone-dry desert they also
encountered the magnificent volcano, El Misti, above a green
valley in the middle of nowhere.
After this expedition, the Inka returned to Cuzco to spend
his last days.
“Mayta Cápac, what is your message before you join Inti?”
“CunturSoul, great friend of the times,
I feel that we have failed for not giving freedom to our people.
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You tried to foment that concept in the minds of our young,
But we stopped you from spreading that thought.
I hope that at the end of our journey,
We will mend our faults in the past.
Thus, I say to all my descendants:
Never be ashamed of your heritage,
For the saga of our race was not and is not a perfect one.
Remember that only you will create your own volcanos of desperation,
And only you will spill your tears of hope,
For no one will cry for you.”
		
I said goodbye to one more of my ancestors. For no
matter how flawed they were, they are mine to suffer their
imperfections, and mine to enlighten in their greatness. That is
called the growth of the soul, and the best trees grow from the
lava of thunderous volcanoes.

Volcano, el Misti, above a green valley in the middle of nowhere, and where the city of Arequipa was founded. Picture taken by
Dr. Anibal Pepper (PAMS).

V
CÁPAC YUPANQUE
The fifth Inka: Fratricide for a union

C

ápac Yupanque, how did you get to be the inheritor of the
throne? History says that you were not the firstborn.”
“Oh! You are that man who comes to his past, as the
pessimist CunturSoul. I see that you are aware of our political
intrigues and family disputes. This is not going to be an
augurious trip.”
“Perhaps it won’t be, because our encounter embraces the
spectrum of our human frailties.”
“Then, let me tell you how I became to be the Lord of
the land. It all started with my father who dismissed our eldest
brother Tarco Huaman from inheriting the throne, and he
named me in his place. My other siblings thought they were
more capable than I, and they tried to do away with me.
Instead, I got rid of some of them.”
“From what I perceive, you used fratricide to form a
union?”
“That is politics. I was the first Inka to impose the concept
of one absolute ruler, as a necessity to form an empire.”
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“Cápac Yupanque, what you were initiating was a
dictatorship.”
“We did not know of any other better systems of government,
other than to follow our instincts of domination over others.”
Months later, the Inka left for the northwest, where the
Chancas were terrorizing the Quechua nations. He formed a
federation with the Chumbibilcas, Rucanas, and Soras, and
secured their valleys.
After his successful campaign to the Condesuyo, the Inka
returned to Cuzco. His legitimate brother, who went to scout
the southern coastal areas, was also back.
“Titu, did you have to fight?”
“Father, I followed your instructions, and no battles were
fought. The coastal people are artistically minded, and they
also make the deserts bloom. However, some practice sodomy.
The eradication of some was carried out, as you had ordered.”
“Cápac Yupanque, did you order the killing of innocent
people who are not even your subjects?”
“CunturSoul, I hope these unusual practices are reproached
in your times.”
“Yes, they are, but we are learning to be tolerant of them. It
goes along within the core of our liberties. Nobody deserves to
be ostracized for something that we don’t understand.”
“Man of the Future, you are just as biased and even
intolerant to us, the dead. You are worse than the foreign
conquerors who dug our graves for gold, but you have come to
torment our souls.”
The Inka went on an expedition to the south with his son
Inka Roca. Sometime after, they returned from the Collasuyo,
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bringing with them two Colla nobles, Cari and Chipana,
descendants of two powerful lords who had no more lands to
conquer, and they became enemies.”
“Inka! Those two warlords could have destroyed you.”
“They did not, because they were entangled with their
own battles. Unknown to each other, they sought our help.
We became their arbiters. We explained to them that if they
continued fighting, other small-town leaders would unite and
destroy both. We saved them from slaughtering each other, and
we formed a confederation.”
“Was it that easy?”
“Oh, no! Inka Roca told them that if they didn’t come to
an understanding, I would have to take sides and fight against
one of them.”
“So, this trip was worth it. For any union is always welcome
if there is danger ahead.”
Yes, and there are so many territories that I need to unite,
but my age makes that impossible. I will send my son.”
“Inka Roca, we have gone to the west, the south, and
we have tried to infiltrate to the east. I want you to build a
bridge further north, and continue to the Chinchaysuyo. If you
find people, let them know that someday we will become an
empire.”
Following the Apurimac river, Inka Roca found no towns
or inhabitants.
“CunturSoul, we should build a bridge, as ordered by my
father. But we need thousands of workers, and we have no one
around to help us. We have to cross the river using ropes and
pulleys on both shores.”
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On the thunderous river that runs below canyons of massive
rocks, people fell into the freezing waters in their attempts to
place the initial ropes. Inka Roca was aware that the crossing
was part of mastering the elements, and if overcome victory
was half won. Once on the other side, they descended from the
high cordilleras arriving to the city of Nazca in the middle of
the desert.”
“CunturSoul, now that we are in these desolate places with
no mountains to echo our inner thoughts. Tell me if we were
on the road to form a great nation?”
“Young prince, I would say that the Inkas accomplished
the social welfare for their subjects. But in the process they
neglected to give the people a chance to develop to their full
potential, as individuals.”
“Man of the Future! How else could we have formed an
empire? And besides it is too late to undo our wrong deeds.”
“Young Inka, just as the sun revolves so must our humanity
evolve to mend the past. Perhaps, our missteps are a respite in
our unending existence of eternal sameness.”
“Then, can we correct the misdeeds of our past?”
“We are doing it, as we speak. For we are recapturing those
false rungs in the innermost of our thoughts. If we can do that,
our destiny will be in our hands.”
“CunturSoul! You are talking to nonexistent beings, and
that would never happen with the living.”
“Young prince, who knows? Perhaps the world in which
we live doesn’t even exist. It is our thoughts that creates the
energy to be what we are, and we can probably reverse our
wrongdoings.”
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“Are these Nazca lines distorting your mind?
“Inka Roca, all I am trying to say is that we can mend
our past by getting to know about our ancestors, who are
nonexistent. But neither are our future descendants, yet we
should leave a better world for them.”
“CunturSoul, let’s get out of this unusual landscape. These
lands are so arid that only the yungas can make a living out
of such desolation. It reminds me that between the Apurimac
river and the cordilleras there are similar warm lands, and our
people cannot work the land due to the heat. I will take some
of these coastal people to work as mitimaes in our hot areas,
thoughtful of not transporting people from a torrid climate to
a frigid one or vice versa, and perish in a place that they are not
accustomed to.”
“Young Inka, the mitimaes might have been a good idea,
except that the conquerors moved human labor irrespective
of where they were sent to, and that is how millions of our
ancestors died.” The prince returned to Cuzco.
“Inka Roca, you have been gone for some time.”
“Father Inka, we went as far north as we could, but we
found no people. We crossed the Apurimac river, and we went
to Nazca where there are unusual lines that go nowhere. The
south is where we must put all our efforts, their people are more
like us, and they will eventually help us against the Chancas.”
“Did CunturSoul try to subvert our people, like he
attempted with other young nobles?”
“I think he is trying to tell us something that we are not
understanding due to the difference of our times. He says that
he has a plan after he meets with all the Inkas.”

Nazca lines representing a hummingbird seen only from high above.”
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“What could that be, and what for?”
“He wants to form a ‘Council of the Thirteen Inkas’ to
expose the plight of our descendants to a Court in the Old
World, and perhaps regain our dignity.”
“My son, let that be in the future. We are in the past, and
it is time that you take command. We are more united than
we ever were. Unfortunately, I had to get rid of some of your
uncles and it is beginning to haunt me, especially with the visit
of CunturSoul, who has placed a weight of guilt in my dust.”
“Father, that remorsefulness in our forgotten souls will
never go away, but at least it will help our descendants to think
and overcome the demons of our legacy.”
“I hope the Man of the Future presents our manifesto to
that World Court. Maybe, those men of justice will rule in our
favor, as they are doing for other races and nations who were
also subjugated. However, nothing will be given to us from the
goodness of their hearts. We have to proceed with the same
tenacity as those people of the Old World, who came and keep
on coming to the American Continent to be free by taking
away our freedom.”
“Cápac Yupanque, are these your last words?”
“Yes, Man of the Future. You have awoken an ire in my
soul, and I was disgusted with you. But you must comprehend
that we were not the ‘Indians’ of your days who have lost the
will to fight for what is theirs.”
“Inka, I have to leave you with that thought in mind, for
history is not sure how you left this world.”

VI
INKA ROCA
The sixth Inka, and his Helen of Troy

L

eaving my present, I return to rediscover the history of my
ancestors of whom I so passionately want to know. But
in the depths of my soul I can hear the murmuring of my
countrymen, “What for?”
Is it conceivable that there are people who truly deny their
past? Is it possible that there is so much degeneration in the
soul of a nation for this to happen? For we, present mestizo
descendants, carry more ‘Indian’ blood in our veins than we
care to admit; yet, we blatantly dismiss our heritage as if it was
poison to our being. Incomprehensible, but that is the reality
of the descendants of the New World people.
“CunturSoul, you seem to be submerged in an aura of pain.
Were you thinking of the evils of your past? Look at the Salcantay,
our ancestral mountain, in its glaciers you will find the peace
that you desire. But you are searching for that consolation in the
torrential downpour of our tears which pours from our afflictions.”
“Oh! Inka Roca, I will always feel abated. Because, hope
for us is as dead as you are.”
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“Man of the Future, uplift your soul with the rush of words
that comes from the pathos of your thoughts, and inscribe
them on that paper that we never had. Because we never spilled
our guts onto those pages, our passions were buried in the dust
of the ages to never come out of our graves. However, people
like you, who endear themselves with their past, will make
us feel again that child who played, that man who loved, and
that woman who cried; the sole moment in our existence that
belongs to us.”
“CunturSoul! Wake up from your nightmare. Let us attend
to the funeral of my father.”
“Young Inka, I was not present at his deathbed. But I am
beginning to understand the wisdom of what he tried to
accomplish. Unfortunately, I put him on the catafalques of
our present justice, and I judged him in the gallows of foreign
injustice.”
“CunturSoul, why did you leave before his death?”
“I did, because the consorts of the emperors, like the
queens of the Old World, had royal tempers to the point of
wickedness. It is said that your father may have been killed by
his wife, who is now your concubine. Could that have been
possible?”
“What happened is best left to history. What is true is that
Cuzco was getting too small for our increasing population. We
were already the owners of the valley, and I was the first one to
be called Inka.”
“Then, why have I been calling the others sovereigns Inkas?”
“Remember that you are just trying to find answers for the
causes of our decline, and not the veracity of our encounter.”
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“Like the chroniclers, you are also confusing me.”
“Let me explain you what I mean. We had a leader for each
community, and a sole warlord for our defense. I combined
both powers into one, and I was the first Inka with that dual
responsibility.”
“Was is it that easy?”
“No, because we still had powerful warlords who would
not accept our dynasty until we either destroyed them or mixed
our bloods.”
“You view destruction and union as interchangeable,
why?”
“Because, exchanging our women was better than fighting.
However, some of them caused wars on account of their beauty
or their ambitions.”
“Then your wife had political motives.”
“Perhaps. For now, I hear that the Chancas are again
causing terror in the north. I must go there.”
“It seems that the Chancas will not stop until they fight
against the Inkas.”
“That is why I am going to the land of the Quechuas to
consolidate our confederation.” Inka Roca left on his first
expedition, as the Sapa Inka.
“CunturSoul, we are already at the doors of the Chancas.
We have heard that they have two factions: the elders who want
peace, and the young who refuse any arrangement, unless it
is settled by war. I should convince them otherwise.” In his
desire to surprise them, the Chancas fled, vowing that some
day they would come to Cuzco. With no further incidents,
the Inka returned to the Sacred City, where he found that the
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Huayllacans and the Ayarmancas were warring. Although Inka
Roca was the lord of the valley, the two lordships were still
holding power within their clans.
“CunturSoul, remember that I said we had wars and also
formed alliances on account of our beautiful women?”
“Don’t tell me that you had your Helen of Troy?”
“Compare with whomever you want. Tocay Cápac, the
lord of the Ayarmancas, is upset because the leader of the
Huayllacans promised him his daughter to be his wife. Instead,
the Curaca of the Huayllacans decided to give her to me on
account of my successful expeditions. I am afraid that this is
not going to have a happy ending, and she is about to have
my first child. To avoid taking sides, I will go south, to the
Collasuyo.”
After a lengthy expedition, Inka Roca returned to Cuzco,
where he is told that his son was kidnapped. Worse yet, there
were rumors that the same Huayllacans had given the Inka
prince to Tocay Cápac, the Curaca of the Ayarmancas, as
ransom for cessation of hostilities against them.
“Inka Roca, what are you going to do?”
“I know that war would be the easiest way to retrieve my
son, but I will get him back with similar intrigues. I will visit
the lord of Anta, Sumac, whose daughter is the wife of Tocay
Cápac. It is possible that through her, I might get my son
back.” At their gathering, an old woman told the Inka that she
had seen his heir.
“Is that true? If he is alive, is he well?”
“Titu Cusi Huallpa is fine. But, because his eyes were
always red, he was called Yahuar Huaca, the one who weeps
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blood. Tocay Cápac wanted to kill the young prince. His
shamans told him that due his condition it would be a bad
omen to kill him.”
Days later, Titu was returned to his father.
“Inka Roca, that was a good ending to a such horrible
story. But you were at the threshold of an empire, and you still
had petty enemies. It doesn’t make any sense!”
“What happened was more of a family affair. From now on
I will reign in distrust, because the intrigues will never cease.”
“It looks like the Ayarmancas and the Huayllacans are
going to be your worst enemies. What are you going to do?”
“At the festivities of the huarachicu I will try to make peace
with Tocay Cápac, before Titu is crowned.”
While the games were taking place, Inka Roca addressed
the nobles:
Inkas and lords of the valley,
My son suffered at the hands of our neighbors.
His abduction may or may not have been justified,
I am not going to open old wounds.
Now more than ever we should be united,
The Chancas are almost at our gates,
And we must be ready to repel them.”
Tocay Cápac, looking at Inka Roca’s son spoke:
Titu Cusi Huallpa,
I offer you my daughter, as your wife.
May the brilliance of her amber eyes outshine your days of darkness,
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And her kindness erase the humiliation that your father suffered.
Let us always beware of what we are capable of doing to each other.”
Peace in the valley was re-established, and Inka Roca was
instructing his son for an excursion to the east, where the
‘savages’ inhabited the rain forests.
“CunturSoul, I thought that you didn’t want to diminish our
people with derogatory surnames. Why call the Chunchos, savages?”
“I am not using the word ‘savage’ as an insult. The rain forest
people live in complete communion with their environment,
and that is what this word signifies. But you are right, ‘savage’ has
a negative connotation, and it should not be used. Nevertheless,
why are you sending your son to uncharted lands, where previous
Inkas have failed? Hasn’t he suffered enough?”
“CunturSoul, before one enters that hellish green world
there are beautiful valleys that produce the coca, a much desired
bush that grows best where nobody dares to go.”
“Inka, in my times those impenetrable valleys are still
cultivated with the coca plant, and our people are being
exploited for the green gold, as they were for the yellow metal.”
Titu went to the rain forest that in our days can hardly be
called jungle due to the deforestation. Inka Roca remained in
the city to suffer the ravages of old age. Some years later the
prince returned.
“CunturSoul! Titu Cusi Huallpa is back. Before I join Inti,
I want to celebrate his coronation and marriage.”
My son! You who had overcome your tortuous childhood;
Now, you return as a warrior.
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Take this crown,
And from this day on, you will be called Yahuar Huaca.
Not because you cried blood,
But you wept for your freedom.
For no Inka has ever been taken prisoner in his soul.”
The festivities lasted for months, and Inka Roca fell ill. He
called his nobles to bid them farewell:
Inkas, as I leave this world,
I want you to prosper under Yahuar Huaca.
Shield him from his enemies,
Who unfortunately are our own people.
Then he spoke to us, his descendants:
People of the present,
I urge every ‘Indian’ and mestizo to unite.
Otherwise you will live in misery for repudiating who you are.
CunturSoul has accepted his Inka heritage,
But his descendants will not remember theirs.
Because his blood has mingled with that of the Old World,
And we have lost him forever.
That is why he has come to visit us.
For he is the last Inka in his lineage.”
Inka Roca departed forever on one cuprous afternoon,
when Cuzco gets very cold.

Through their Viking lineage my children carry in their veins the blood of the Old World; their Inka ancestry has been appeased by that heritage.
The wounds of my past have ended with me. Portrait by Anja Hovland. U.S.A.

VII
YAHUAR HUACA
The seventh Inka: The one who cried blood

Y

ahuar Huaca, the moment of truth has come. You have to
prove who you are. A predicament that we all must face in
the solitary voyage of our lives.”
“Man of the Future, I presume that you have already
judged me on the basis of my unfortunate childhood.
“Titu, if I may call you that. Because nobody spills tears
of blood. Perhaps, your original name of Titu Cusi Huallpa,
Joyous Rooster, would have been more augurious.”
“Man of the Future, you seem to have empathy for the
plight of others, or are you softening my soul for the final blow
of our bloody history?”
“I am afraid so, because some chroniclers have not given
you a proper place in our history.”
“Whatever they wrote about me won’t change our destiny. But,
you seem to be intent in raising the dust of our bones. What for?”
“Inka, to reach to the truth of who we are.”
“Then, let me tell you who we were. Sometimes so wicked
that it was beyond my comprehension.”
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“Yahuar, wickedness is common to all humanity. Let us
talk about your adulthood, which is not clear. Something must
have happened after your expedition to the jungle that you
stopped going on any further excursions. Instead, you sent
your brothers Apo Mayta and Vicaquirao. Why?“
“I did, because the Chancas were forming dangerous
liaisons within my own subjects. You must realize that these
events took years; meanwhile we kept weak alliances among
ourselves through marriage arrangements and bribery.”
“Then the Inka people were very conflictive. A problem
present throughout your life?”
“I would say that it was difficult to get them united, and the
strife between the Huayllacans and the Ayarmancas are far from
over. To maintain peace, I had children with both factions. The
problem will be when I have to name the inheritor to the throne.”
“It is said that you had fifty children with the more than
twenty wives. Not a bad predicament to be in.”
“You are being facetious. It was a serious matter, because
they were all fighting for the right to carry the future heir in
their wombs. As far as me having many wives that is not true.
I only had two whom I could call official; the rest were my
concubines. I have three legitimate children on the side of the
Ayarmancas: Paucar Ayllo, Pahuar Huallpa, and Hatun Topa
Inga. With the Huayllacans I have Vicho Topa, Marcayuto, and
Inga Roca. Since we are discussing family affairs, I want you to
come with me and see them.”
As we entered the palace, children were running everywhere.
One of them, Pahuar Huallpa, comes and Titu picks him up in
his arms.
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“Pahuar! Pahuar! My little prince, you are growing. Soon,
you will help me, ah!”
“Father, my cousins from the Huayllacans are inviting me
to go to their city. Can I go?”
“Pahuar, I don’t know if I should let you go. Anything can
happen to you, as it happened to me. I want you to be here all
the time.”
“CunturSoul, I don’t feel right about Pahuar going to
them.”
“Titu, why distrust the Huayllacans? They are members of
the dynasty of your mother.”
“For that same reason, they want one of their own to be
crowned. Pahuar’s lineage is of the Ayarmancas, who are their
worst enemies. Nevertheless, I will let him spend some time
with them. Somehow, I have to learn to trust my people if we
are going to become an empire.”
Meanwhile, Cuzco trembled with the news of faraway
warlords coming to the City of the Sun. The shamans sacrificed
animals, and they predicted awful omens from their bubbling
entrails, while chanting monotonous songs that scared anyone
who listened to them.
“Sorcerers! What do you have to tell me? Are the Chancas
coming? Worse yet, is anything going to happen to my son?”
“Ohhhh Yahuarrrr Huacaaaa! The lungs of this llama have
deflated too soon. Its contours tell us that your reign is going
to be as short as your childhood. Evil forces are coming to take
Cuzco, and wicked people will claim your son.”
“God dammed wizards! What I want to know is when are
the chancas coming, and who will claim my son?”
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“CunturSoul, these shamans, all they do is keep to
themselves what we don’t know, so that we continue on
coming back to hear them. Let’s get out of this haunted place!
I need chicha and coca to forget my fears.” Weeks later, the
unimaginable happened.
“CunturSoul! My fate is my worst enemy. They have killed
my son! I cannot even cry. I have no more tears left in me. Our
people have no idea how cruel we are to ourselves.”
“Paucar Ayllo! We have to avenge the death of your brother;
we will destroy the Huayllacans. I don’t want a tree left standing
or an animal left alive. Let this be the end of our pacifism.”
“Titu, aren’t you reacting harshly? So far you have taken
your karma calmly. The Chancas will be coming, and the Inkas
will need all the clan leaders as your allies.”
“Man of the Future, from now on I will form alliances
under the banner of our lances. You will be horrified with the
blood that is going to run in this forming empire.”
With that awful omen, Yahuar Huaca left to avenge the
death of his son. His priests followed after him, worried about
his state of mind. He was no longer a reasonable leader. Nobody
could stop him. As the city of the huayllacans was consumed
by flames, Yahuar Huaca was seen uprooting an old tree and
taking revenge on every vestige of life. His karma would not
leave him alone, and the shamans were predicting worse things
to come.
The news reached to the Quechuas and the Chancas who
realized that the Inkas were not as powerful, especially when
they could lynch the prince and the future Lord. I didn’t want to
ask Yahuar Huaca to give us his final words. He was distraught
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with grief, and his words would be the most desperate message
of his tormented soul.
Some time after, I returned hoping that Titu had overcome
his bad luck. From far away, I could hear voices calling me:
“CunturSouuul! CunturSoul! Where have you been? We
thought you would never come back.”
“Vicaquirao and Apo Mayta! Where is Titu?”
“Don’t you know what happened to him? Everything that
the shamans predicted was true. He is dead.”
“He was so young, how did he die?”
“While Apo Mayta and I were in the south, the Quechuas
were invited to a big celebration. In the midst of the fiesta, one
of them struck Titu with a heavy golden vase.”
“Oh no! Don’t tell me it was a fatal blow.”
“No! Before he could find refuge inside the temple, he was
killed, along with most of his sons. He died without crowning
his successor. We need a leader, and they are deciding who is
going to be the next Sapa Inka.”
In the unfinished palace of Yahuar Huaca, the nobles
of Cuzco were meeting to discuss who would be the next
sovereign. As soon as their names were pronounced, they were
instantly refuted. Some were even accused of being involved in
the demise of Yahuar Huaca. Finally, a big woman stood up,
and she spoke loudly.
“Listen up! Why are we arguing about the next leader?
He is right here, he is the son of Yahuar Huaca with an
Ayarmanca woman. For the sake of our Inka dynasty, let us
choose this auqui-prince who has proven to be a good warrior.
The Chancas are at our doorsteps. We cannot procrastinate
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any longer. I say that Hatun Topa Inga should be our next
Inka lord.
Raspy voices could be heard, as they all murmured:
“Hatun Topa Inga, our next Sapa Inka?” With that name in
their lips the nobles started to leave the place, no longer caring
who would lead them into a bleak future.
“So, Man of the Future, you have arrived at the crucial
moment of our history. With Hatun Topa Inga, the destiny
of the empire will be different. He won’t have the unfortunate
karma that his father had.”
Thus, I have traveled one more chapter of my past in a
cloud of questions, for which there are no answers.

VIII
WIRACOCHA INKA YUPANQUE
The eighth Inka: Our King Lear

“

H

atun Topac Inga, are you going to rectify what is
written about you in this journey of our souls?”
“Oh! You are the Man of the Future who is lost in the
yonder of our existence. Your professional life with the young
should concern you with the living, rather than the dead who
have no future.”
“Precisely, the children of your descendants who live in the
most abject misery make me think of their fate, and I see no
end to their predicament.”
“Let me see if I understand you: You are coming to us, the
dead, to save the living, and in the process you are making us
responsible for your miserable present.”
“Inka, I have no other intention than to get to know who
you were, so I understand who I am. Tell me, who was that
lady who spoke so highly of you, and you were elected to the
throne?”
“I was the only able prince in my lineage to continue with
the Inka dynasty, and maybe she knew that the most important
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agenda was to keep a hold of Cuzco. My primary duty is to
fulfill our destiny. For that to happen, my name has to have a
divine meaning before I marry and crown myself.
Weeks later, the prince spoke to his subjects:
In my sleep, Ticci-Wiracocha-Pachayachachic appeared to me.
With that vision, I will name myself Wiracocha Inka Yupanque,
And begin to forge a powerful empire.
For far beyond the cordilleras,
There are evil warlords spreading terror.
If some day the Chancas reach to our gates,
I hope they will come while I am still young,
And not when I am an old man.”
With those prophetic words, the newly anointed Inka
left the podium. The visiting leaders of faraway places were
perplexed by his new surname, which would make him the
greatest lord in all the lands.
In his first campaign to Calca, he took his generals
Vicaquirao and Apo Mayta. Inga Roca, his brother, stayed
in Cuzco as his second in command. Months later, the Inka
warriors fought the Calcas in the main square. By noon,
Wiracocha’s men were victorious. The Inka received the
vanquished, who spoke without looking at him:
Great Wiracocha! We have our women, children, and elders in the city,
Spare their lives.
We now know that you were born to rule, and we to serve you.”
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“Then! We will make a treaty under these conditions:
You will build a palace in Xaquixahuana for my old age,
And we will form a solid alliance.
The Chancas are coming,
And those barbarians make no treaties.”
With an army incremented by the levy of conquered
warriors, the Inkas marched by the shores of the Vilcanota to
Caitomarca. Two messengers crossed to the other side of the
river with some difficulty, and they spoke to their leaders who
were unfriendly to them.
“Cursed Inkas! What brings you to our lands?”
“Caitomarcas! We are the messengers of the Son of the
Sun. He says that you must surrender, and pay him tributes.”
“No! We will not. His army will be unable to cross the
river. Tell him that we will do neither.” Wiracocha became
infuriated at hearing the negative answer.
“Chasquis, get up! It is not your fault that you have heard
those words of disrespect against me, but be afraid for your
lives if you divulge what you have heard.” The Inka camped for
the night.”
“Apo Mayta! We don’t fight without the light of the Sun,
but the gods do. Get me some round stones, cover them with
that dark oily substance that comes out of the soil, and light
each until it is red hot.”
“Inka! What do you have in mind?”
“Apomayta, these people are superstitious. They will
succumb to our gods, who are more powerful than their idols.”
“Sapa Inka! We are the ones who will be fighting and not
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the gods. How are you going to throw incandescent stones?
Your sling will burn.”
“No! I will throw them in my gold-covered sling.” The
projectiles fell on the dry thatched roof of their temple. The
Caitomarcas swore that the fireballs fell from the heavens, and
that the gods were protecting the Inkas.
After an all night of fire, the defeated warriors crossed the
river and surrended before the Inka:
“Warriors of Caitomarca!
Inti would not have scorched your town,
If you had listened to my messengers.
I will not take revenge upon you.
The Chancas will come,
And we must be united.”
“Sapa Inka, the lord of Pisac where you want to build
your palace has risen against you. We have also heard that the
Ayarmancas are having secret conversations with the chancas,
and the Muynas are up in arms. What to do?”
“CunturSoul, my nobles of Cuzco are talking with the
enemy, knowing well that it could be fatal.”
“Inka, I am beginning to understand the reasons for our
unwillingness to unite for the greater good of all.”
“Now you know why we had to be tyrants in order to form
an empire.”
“Vicaquirao, go to Cuzco. I will march south to pacify
the Muynas and continue to Cacha, the spiritual site of TicciWiracocha-Pachayachachic.”
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Upon his arrival, Vicaquirao found the Imperial City tainted
with the blood of the nobles. He sent an emissary to Wiracocha.
“Sapa Inka! Cápac, your uncle, has desposed Inga Roca,
and the Urincuzcos from lower Cuzco are having secret meetings
with the Chancas.”
Wiracocha, who was getting older and disheartened by his
own people, marched to the Imperial City. Cápac took his own
life, and that of his family. He knew that the wrath of the Inka
would be such that no one in his lineage remained alive.
Having pacified Cuzco, the Inka began to do civil works.
Some years later he prepared for an expedition to Cacha, as he
had planned. With a well-provisioned army, the Inka took the
sanctuary of Wiracocha. In a way he had taken the Jerusalem
of the Andes, and he spent days imploring in the enclosures of
the temple:
Oh! Ticci-Wiracocha-Pachayachachic,
You will rule supreme over other idols.
With that mission I will go to the land of the canas.”
With the taking of Cacha and the capitulation of the
canas, Wiracocha had come to the end of his most ambitious
undertakings.
The Inka returned to Cuzco, where his favorite son, Urco,
had managed to create dissension within the nobles and the
priests. Wiracocha was not well received in spite of all his
accomplishments.
“CunturSoul, among my many concubines I have a
preferred one, Curi Chulpa. She wants the empire to be ruled
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by her son Urco. Since the Chancas are getting closer I am
going to Xaquixahuana, where I will be able to govern without
intrigues. Urco will stay in Cuzco, as my representative.”
“Sapa Inka! Urco drinks excessively, and he is having
affairs with the virgins of the Sun. He will be the cause of your
downfall. Why don’t you name Cusi Yupanque, your younger
son with your legitimate wife, as your second in command?”
While Cuzco was becoming a geopolitical center, the
nobles were concerned about a new ruler, and a possible war.
Wiracocha left Cuzco, leaving the empire to the winds of an
uncertain future.
“Generals, what are you going to do?”
“CunturSoul, we will see if Urco changes his ways, now
that he is in control of the Sacred of City. It is time that you
encounter him.”
“ I will, Apo Mayta.”
“Urco, the ancient storytellers erased your person from
their tales, and the historians seldon mention your name. I still
think that you had a place in the succession of the Inkas.”
“Listen! I am not about to talk of our past, as you have
been doing with the other Inkas who didn’t have the guts to do
whatever they pleased.”
“You are misunderstanding freedom with lack of selfcontrol.”
“Man of the Future, you are like the rest of our people
who are always begging for approval, and they are not resigned
to accept their destiny. You think that you are proud of your
‘Indian’ heritage, when you actually despise them. You wish
you could change the image of your ancestors to overcome
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your inadequacies. Don’t disturb our bones with the excuse of
coming to vindicate us. If you want to uplift yourself from your
sordid past, I will show you how we fornicated. That should
be more interesting to the people of your days, instead of the
incoherences that you are saying about us. Get out of my sight.
You disgust me!”
“Urco, I was once like you, but my passions are no longer in
flames. Now, I want some answers to the why of my existence.
Someday you will also be living the last days of your being, and
you may want to reflect on who you were.”
“CunturSoul! Can’t you see that I will never be an old
man? Vicaquirao and Apo Mayta would have gotten rid of me,
if it were not for Wiracocha. Everybody is clamoring for Cusi
Yupanque to be the next Inka lord.” Runners came from the
Apurimac river with bad news.
“Prince Urco! The Chancas are going to cross the Great
Speaker, and we are not ready to confront them. What are you
going to do?”
“Apo Mayta, send runners to ask Wiracocha what he wants
me to do.”
“CunturSoul, my father has always managed to get us out
of trouble.”
“Urco, he is too old. That is why you are in command.”
“Man of the Future, nothing is going to happen if the
Chancas conquer us? We will remain the same savages that
humanity thinks we are. Who gives a damn about us? Not even
that International Court whom you are planning to approach
on our behalf. The so-called ‘Indians’ are not so destitute,
as you portrayed them to be. If you were one of them, you
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would be content with your fate just like they are. But no! You
probably have one drop of Spanish blood, and you want to be
somebody. Why don’t you go and live in the high cordilleras,
where in the solitude of the Andes you will find out who you
are without tormenting our beleaguered souls.”
“Urco, I wish our people were as assertive as you are. For
pride of our Inka heritage is what we lack.”
“Why would anyone want to be like me?”
“Urco, what you have said has a deeper meaning. But we
have to voice the injustices done to us following the protocols
of those who are in control of the world in order to be heard.”
“Are you implying that we should tell someone who is
humiliating us ‘to go to hell’ in an acceptable manner?”
“Urco, sometimes the people who get ahead are the most
intolerable hypocrites.”
“Then you are one of them and I want no part of your
times.”
“Apo Mayta, you have taken a long time to return. What
did my father have to say?”
“Urco, the reason for my tardiness is that before I could
get an answer, Wiracocha secluded himself to do sacrifices.
After those prolonged sessions, he came out saying that the
augurs for Cuzco were not good, and that all his concubines
and children should come to Calca, where he would be able to
make a better pact with the Chancas.”
“Apo Mayta, I have to follow my father’s wishes. The army
is with him, and there are no warriors in Cuzco. The only ones
who will stay are the priests, who are in complicity with the
enemy.”
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“Urco, I have to discuss this matter with Cusi Yupanque.”
“He also has to come with me, as my father has indicated.”
Apo Mayta related the message to the prince.
“Cusi Yupanque, if we all go with Urco we will lose Cuzco
forever.” The young prince responded, as if professing:
“No! I was born to die like an Inka.
I will remain in the Sacred City to safeguard Inti.”
Far to the northwest, fearless warriors prepared to cross
to the city of the Sons of the Sun. Who were they? Like in
the legend of Manco Cápac, the Chancas began their lineage
with two siblings: Uscovilca and Ascovilca. Unlike the four
Inka brothers, they started a reign of terror. When their
spiritual leaders died, their descendants formed a war-lordship
led by three brothers: Astoyhuaraca, Tomayhuaraca, and
Huamanhuaraca. In time they would reach the Imperial City,
where the greatest event in the Andean history would unfold.
“Prince Yupanque! The Chancas are at the gates of Cuzco. For
defense we are only seven. Your brothers: Inga Roca, Quilascachi,
Urcoguaraca, Topa Huarochiri, and we two uncles and you.”
“Apo Mayta, we are few. May history remember this
moment in which we find ourselves alone.”
If mankind were conscious of our past as they are of others,
Hollywood would have already produced a version of the
Magnificent Seven Inkas. But is very unlikely that the tragedy
of the natives of the Americas will be ever told on the wide
screen, like the Israeli epic of Ben-Hur or the miniseries Roots
about the first Africans who were brought to America as slaves.
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Instead, the movie industry has always belittled the ‘Indians’,
portraying them as ignorant savages.
Once the Chancas crossed the Apurimac river, Astoyhuaraca
sent Humanhuaraca to ask Wiracocha to surrounder.
Meanwhile, the prince began to plot the defense of Cuzco.
“Apo Mayta, go to my father and ask him for his troops.”
“Vicaquirao, go and see if the surrounding communities
give us their men. I will stay in the temple to offer sacrifices.”
“Apo Mayta, why are you coming alone? I hope that
you and your nephews are not thinking of fighting against
the Chancas. Let them take Cuzco. We have the whole of the
Antisuyo to expand eastward.”
“Sapa Inka Wiracocha, we are only asking you to give us
the army to defend the Imperial City.”
“I will not! I will make a treaty with the Chancas, when
their emissary comes.”
“Apo Mayta, what did my father have to say?”
“Prince Yupanque, he will not help us. We are going to
lose the Sacred City.”
“Vicaquirao, what news do you bring from the valley? I
hope the people will fight for our cause, which is also theirs.”
“No! They think that if they help us, they will have a worse
fate with the Chancas who so far have not asked anything of
them. They also said that if your father is not willing to give
you his troops, why should they?”
“Enough! Don’t tell me what I already know. Some day, I
will teach them to be united for a common purpose.” Against
the apathy of the people, the prince had to see ways of fighting
an enemy who was already making a pact with his father.
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“Inka Wiracocha! Greetings from Astoyhuaraca. He is
pleased that you are going to surrender without a fight. Where
are your other sons, especially Cusi Yupanque? They should all
be here for your capitulation.”
“Huamanhuaraca, I am not responsible for my son. You
can send a messenger to tell your lord that he can take Cuzco.”
“Lord Astoyhuaraca, I bring great news. Wiracocha and
Urco have surrendered in Xaquixahuana. Cuzco is yours!”
“Was Cusi Yupanque there?”
“No, my lord. The five brothers and their two uncles are
still in Cuzco.”
“I don’t understand. They have no troops. But it doesn’t
matter. In a way, if I take Cuzco with an Inka prince fighting
for his city, my victory will be more meaningful. I want you to
go to the Sacred City and tell Cusi Yupanque that I will give
him three months to muster some troops and prove his warring
skills against me.”
“Astoyhuaraca, let me go instead of the messenger. I will
apprehend those seven arrogant nobles.”
“No! Tomayhuaraca. I have to capture him, and nobody
will dispute that I am the victor.”
“Chanca messenger! Go back and tell your lord that I am
willing to die today or in three months. This Sacred City has
never been taken since the great Manco Cápac, and that is not
going to happen with me.”
“Brothers, as a last resort send envoys to the Canas and
Canchis, and offer them the privilege of becoming Inkas if
they fight for us. Meanwhile, we will dig pits, build barricades,
and fight against those who are able to penetrate the city.”

Wiracocha - The eighth Inka: Our king lear

123

As the people busied themselves, the night approached. Cusi
Yupanque went to the temple, where in the emptiness of its
golden chambers, he implored to the Creator of All:
“Oh! Ticci-Wiracocha,
You who created glory and defeat,
Do not abandon me in this moment of great need.
Oh! Inti, I am the last and sole keeper of your faith.
Do not let me worship other idols.
Give me a sign by which I should know that you will help me.”
Having said those words, he fell asleep. In his dreams,
Ticci-Wiracocha appeared to him as brilliant as the Sun:
“Prince Yupanque!
There is greatness in your heart, and nobility in your soul.
For millennia you shall be remembered,
Because you never lost faith in your ancestors.
This war is a test of your will.
In the midst of the chaos that awaits you,
You will be victorious.”
When the prince awoke, he was greeted by his few followers
who saw in him an aura of invincibility.
“Prince Yupanque, why your enthusiasm? Did you get
troops? If so, where are they and how many are there?”
“Inkas! Do not fear. Ticci-Wiracocha promised me that we
will win if we don’t lose faith in Inti.” The three months were
up, Cuzco was ready for the day of reckoning.
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At sunrise, the Chancas started to come down from the
surrounding hills not knowing that many of them would die
in the deep pits and barricades of lances. Legions of them
managed to get through, and they fought in every corner and
thoroughfare of the city. The Chancas, with long-oiled hair
and painted bodies, used their arrows against the well-dressed
Inka warriors, who had refined tools of war. In a hand-to-hand
combat, men fell to their deaths, shouting with their last breath
the names of their idols. In the midst of chaos, the prince was
struck in the head. In his semi-conscious state, he went to the
temple to get more arms. Still in a daze, he came out and ran to
the field of battle oblivious of his surroundings. Blinded by the
glare of the sun and deafened by the sounds of war, he heard
someone calling him, as he exclaimed:
“Oh, Inti! What is that you want to tell me?”
It was a vanishing voice coming from the temple who kept
on calling him: “Prince Yupanque! Come back to retrieve your
tupayauri. Without your golden scepter, you will not be victorious.”
Startled by what he heard, he looked back to where that
distant voice was coming from. He saw an old man calling him
to reclaim the staff of sovereignty.
Finally, the prince recognized that voice and he returned
to the temple:
“Oh, Huanchiri! Old and wise priest,
The gods have abandoned me! Tell me if we have already lost.
Where are the rest of my men?”
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“Prince Yupanque, the gods are with you!
The fight is not over,
Take your scepter, and return to the field of battle.
I have offered sacrifices to Inti.
He has told me to form an army that it will be at your command.
Hurry! The sun is still with us.
When Inti goes to sleep,
You will be the victor of the day.”
“Ah! Huanchiri, it all seems so blurred.
Who are these well-armed warriors who are not fighting?
Oh! Am I seeing visions.”
“No! Great prince Yupanque, the gods are with you.
They have sent the Purun-Aucas.
With this army of stone-warriors,
You will fulfill your destiny.”
With an army who didn’t seem to move, he exhorted them:
“Warriors! Don’t just stay there,
Get up and follow me!”
In his delirious state, he saw the stone-effigies silently
move, as if they were the robots seen in the space movies.
“Oh! Ticci-Wiracocha, what is that am I seeing?
Could this be real or I am already at Inti’s side?”
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With automatic movements and quadrangular steps, the
stone-warriors began to follow the prince, who ran to the field
of battle lifting high his golden scepter, which shined against
the last rays of the sun.
Those phantasmal beings were the people waiting to see
the outcome of the first encounter before deciding whether to
fight or not. As they saw the prince in a mystical trance, the
men took the courage to follow him.
“Come on! Follow me that victory is ours.
Chaya! Chaya! To them! To them!”
Nobody dared to confront the prince with the appearance
of a ‘sudden army’. Meanwhile, the Chancas had infiltrated
deep into the city, where a woman was valiantly shouting:
“Cursed Chancas! You will never take Cuzco.
If you do, you have to kill me first.
We are few! But we have our idols with us,
And you will never enter the Inticancha!”
Furiously swinging her mace, the Chancas ran away from
Chunan Curi Coca, an Amazon warrior who was fighting for
the right to fulfill her destiny in the Andean world.
As Yupanque’s fate seemed to be a lost cause, his luck
reversed. The Chancas, who were almost victorious in this first
encounter, ran away to fight another day. But now, they were
aware of the superiority of the gods of the Inkas. They knew
that this war should have been won, and it was in their power
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to do so. The Inkas still had a hold of Cuzco, but the prince
would have to confront them the next day for a final victory.
Again and perhaps for the last time, Yupanque fell asleep in
the shrine of the Inticancha. In the midst of his restless dreams,
and as before, Ticci-Wiracocha appeared to him:
“Young prince! Today has also been a bad day for your gods,
You fought bravely, but to no avail.
Fear not! For as sure as Inti rises from the east,
In the morrow you will be the victor,
And Cuzco will be yours forever.”
Having lived another day to fight, Cusi Yupanque awoke
invigorated by his revelation. Meanwhile, the Chancas were
preparing for what they thought would be the final attack on
the Sacred City.
“Tomayhuaraca! Our idols deserted us. We were so many
and we had to retreat. Their gods are with them.”
“No, Astoyhuraca. We retreated because we only fight on
the open fields. Our dead warriors have filled their pits; Cuzco
is free of obstacles. We will raze their city in our descent.”
“What is that deafening sound coming from the hill of
Carmenca? Are the Chancas descending again?”
“Yes, prince! We have no time to offer sacrifices.”
“Vicaquirao! We are not only being assailed from the hills,
but also from the west and the south. Whose are those splendid
battalions? Why aren’t they attacking us? We are lost! Let us
resign and make good on our oath of dying for Cuzco. Oh,
Ticci-Wiracocha! Oh, Inti! You have abandoned me.”
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“No prince! Those troops are the Canas, the Canchis, and
Collas whom you had asked to fight for the privilege to be Inkas.”
As the Chancas came roaring down, the prince, at the head
of a large army, advanced shouting: “To them! To them!”
The battle that began in the morning lasted until noon,
when the mother of all defeats—fear—began to take hold of
the Chancas. Seeing that thousands of their dead and mangled
bodies started to pile up, they began their retreat, leaving their
idols with great quantities of gold. Although this was not a
complete victory for the Inkas, warriors from far away nations
started to join the Sons of the Sun for the next battle.
Cuzco was saved, the history of the Inkas would endure. If
the Chancas had won, would the fate of their descendants have
been different? Who knows? The Chancas were not interested
in creating a great nation; they lived from day to day from the
spoils of war, while the Inkas were forming an empire so rich in
gold that in time it aroused the avarice of the Old World. Such
is destiny; one never knows for whom one is building a future;
they certainly didn’t know. Thus, we are entering a new era of
the Inka dynasty with a warrior-prince loyal to his land and to
his people.
“Apo Mayta! Take the booty of the enemy to my father so
that he knows that Cuzco is still his.” His general decapitated
some of the Chanca captains and with the prisoners, he departed
to Xaquixahuana.
“Great Wiracocha, we have won! Your son wants you to
know that you are the Lord of Cuzco.”
“Huamanhuaraca, do you recognize these gruesome heads?
Are they your captains?”
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“Yes! Great Inka Wiracocha. They are ours.” The emissary
of the Chancas prostrated on the floor as new vassals of the
Inkas. Wiracocha seemed visibly upset by the victory of his
son.
Apo Mayta returned to Cuzco with the troops of Wiracocha.
The Chancas did not accept defeat, and both sides prepared for
a definitive battle. However, the prince was now the hunter,
and Astoyhuaraca the puma on the run. The Chancas made
their camp in Ichupampa with two hundred thousand warriors
under his generals: Malma, Rapa, Yanavilca, and Teclovilca.
Cusi Yupanque dressed in a sumptuous war-regalia went
to the Aucaypata plaza, where he harangued his army of one
hundred thousand men:
Warriors who are now fighting with us,
Inkas you will be.
For that is the privilege that you will have.
United we will constitute an empire
Under one god, one emperor, and one language.
Before we can accomplish that mandate,
We must defeat the Chancas,
This time forever.”
Of the magnificent seven Inkas, five continued to the final
defeat of the Chancas. The army was divided into four divisions
of 25,000 men each under the command of Vicaquirao, Apo
Mayta, Quilascachi, and Urcohuraca. The Chancas still had an
advantage of two of them to one of the Inkas. As they got closer
to Ichupampa, the Inkas could see row after row of tents of the
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numerous Chanca warriors. The prince camped for the night.
He didn’t want to fight without the light of Inti. Once more,
he implored to his idols:
“Ticci-Wiracocha! Apu Inti!
You brought us here to defend the right to be our gods.
We are not stone-warriors,
But men of flesh and bones,
Protect us, and we will fight until victory is ours.”
The following day, in brutal man-to-man combat
thousands died in the high noon of their lives.
In the midst of battle, Yupanque saw Astoyhuaraca and
the two entangled in a mortal duel. The prince lifted his heavy
golden mace and struck him, smashing his head. Having
already killed Tomayhuaraca, he ordered that their decapitated
heads be shown in spikes high above the killing fields. As the
Chancas saw the grisly effigies of their generals, they began
to flee toward the Apurimac river. The fight that started at
midday ended with the sun outlining the faraway mountains,
giving the victory to the Sons of the Sun. The Ichupampa fields
scarrered with thousands of cadavers became to be known, as
Yauarpampa or plains of blood.
The Inkas followed after the fugitive Chancas, led by their
leader Anco Ayllo. In the shores of the Apurimac river another
battle ensued. While fighting on the rocky cliffs, a boulder fell
on Yupanque’s most trusted captain, Hualcaquire. As he lay
dying, he spoke to the prince: “I have not even began to fight,
and I will die without leaving my seeds?”

Wiracocha - The eighth Inka: Our king lear

131

“Great Hualcaquire, you have fought in all my battles. It is
time for you to rest.”
“Warriors! Choose the largest tree that you can find, carve
a large hole with my golden ax, and place his body inside.”
The unusual coffin was covered with the bark of the same
trunk and sealed with the ashes of the enemy, while the prince
in mourning said: “Comrade Hualcaquire, your body will
nurture this tree to produce the fruit that you never procreated,
and its leaves will cure the ailments of the soul.” After taking the
time to bury his field commander in the most curious fashion,
Yupanque’s troops crossed the great Apurimac in pursuit of the
Chancas until the enemy finally capitulated.
The prince returned to take revenge on the Chancas who
lay dead in the frozen plains of Yahuarpampa. He ordered to
his men:
Inka warriors! The dead cannot die again,
But their bodies can placate our vengeance.
Remove the entrails of their carcasses,
Fill them with the bloody ichu-grass,
And the ashes of their scattered bones.
None of their facial features should be altered,
They will become the ‘living-dead’,
And their postures will tell what happened here.
Hang some of them with a flute in their mouths,
So that the wind will play the saddest lyrics of defeat.
To the corpses with large waists,
Let their empty stomachs be our tambours,
For us to pound the notes of victory.
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To the rest of the dead stuff them in comical positions,
So that those who antagonizes us know that:
We will no longer be the passive Inkas of the past,
But forge our destiny with the fury of the gods,
And defend ourselves with the malice of men.”
Finished with his speech, the Inka saw in that hecatomb
the future of his nation. As if awakened from a trance, he gazed
at the close mountains, exclaiming: “Who is that man atop
these hills of Yahuarpampa? He seems to be contemplating the
putrefying bodies and weathered skeletons strewn all over. His
face shows some pain, who is he?”
“Prince Yupanque! He is the Man of the Future mourning
for what he is seeing.”
“Vicaquirao, nobody should spill tears in these fields of
triumph that it will testify the beginnings of our greatness. Let
us approach him.”
“CunturSoul, where have you been? I thought you were
with Wiracocha and faraway from these bloody plains.”
“Vicaquirao, I have been here witnessing our destiny
unfold. But, you were so intense in destroying each other that
I did not want to involve myself in such a sanguinary war.”
“Oh! You are the man who comes looking for his past.”
“Yes! Prince Yupanque. I have come to have an encounter
with the Inka, whose awesome personality and grand deeds
convinced me into taking this journey to find out who we are.
The last I saw you, you were younger. With time and the wars
you have matured, and you are now fulfilling the destiny of our
race.”

“Who is that man atop these bloody hills of Yahuarpampa? He seems to be contemplating the
putrefying carcasses and the weathered skeletons strewn all over. His face shows some pain, who is he?”
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“Then why are you so deep in thought? Isn’t this what you
came to see? Great warriors and able leaders.”
“Yes, but I never conceived that greatness would come at
such a cost in blood and vengeance to our own. Look at those
cadavers hanging from the trees with flutes in their motionless
lips playing with the wheezing wind unnatural lyrics that gets
to the core of what we are capable of doing to ourselves, and
the people pounding on those swollen corpses the deafening
notes of our inhumanity, resounding who we really are.”
“CunturSoul, don’t you understand that these dead
warriors, who are now alive in death, were our mortal enemies?”
Perhaps I don’t envisage, because you fought in man-toman combat, and our killing instincts are more visible. In our
present we no longer fight in the battlefields, but from the
distance, and that makes our wars seem more humane. In the
end, the results are the same: killing is killing, victory is better
than defeat, and destinies have to be fulfilled at any cost.”
“Man of the Future, you thought that you were going to
find in me an Inka incapable of doing what you are witnessing?
Isn’t that what builds great nations in your times? They don’t
even leave the dead to be profaned, they pulverize the very
essence of our humanity. Times have not changed; we will
always be the very inhuman beings that God created, unless we
become humans like the gods that we imagine. Let us stop this
conversation. Tell me if in your times, our people know who I
was?”
“You, the greatest Inka who ever lived, the Caesar of the
Andes and yet your descendants have no recollection of who
you were.”
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“Perhaps they don’t now, because I won my battles with
cruelty.”
“No, it goes deeper than what you or other sovereigns did.
In my times, the ‘Indians’ and mestizos of all the Americas have
purposely buried their past, while other races have built great
nations solely on who they were, and they carry in them the
pride of their former self.”
“Then, your present is not being forged on the foundations
of our Inka heritage?”
“I am disappointed to tell you that the empire you left us
has evolved into a third-world country by hiding its past. The
hope of your descendants is that someday no more ‘Indians’ are
left to attest to the fact that we once existed as Inkas; although,
we all carry that legacy in our veins and in our mestizo faces.
That is why we need to get to the core of who you were; you
have been dead in our subconscious far too long.”
My meeting ended with this awesome personality, whose
piercing eyes and powerful voice reminded me who we were,
and what we could be capable of becoming. But we don’t. Why
not?
“Apo Mayta, we have avenged the dead. Now, we will take
revenge on the living. Bring the heads of Astoyhuaraca and
Tomayhuaraca, and have my jewelers line up their empty skulls
with gold to serve me as vases.” The prince arrived at the site of
the Ayarmancas:
“Tocay Cápac!
For years we have tried to appease you with presents.
You even kidnapped my grandfather,
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And had the audacity to ally with the Chancas.
Did you think of the future of the Inkas?”
“Great Cusi Yupanque! Vanquisher of the Chancas,
In your veins you carry our blood.
We deserve your clemency.
You cannot blame us for what happened,
We had no other choice, but to look after our own.”
“That is why my father abandoned Cuzco,
Because you were against the fulfillment of our destiny.
For that, I shall imprison you to rot in life.
This will be my policy with traitors like you.”
The prince with his great army entered the Sacred City at
the sounds of the shells. The band of flutes played martial tunes
accompanied by the human tambours. The stuffed cadavers
of the Chancas were paraded in mocking positions, and the
captives commanded to lie down while the nobles walked
over them. Cusi Yupanque was the de facto sovereign, and the
people clamored that he be crowned. He refused, and he spoke
to the multitude:
My victories are not valid reasons to crown myself.
I will go to see my father, the Sapa Inka.”
Taking the booty and the prisoners, the prince went to see
Wiracocha and his half brother, both of whom had denied him
the right to continue with the lineage of the Yupanques. Between
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the Urubamba Valley and the low jungles of Paucartambo, a
fortress surrounded by a chain of high mountains and deep
ravine could be seen. After an arduous climb and already in
Xaquixahuana, Wiracocha seemed to be indisposed with his
son’s arrival. Only his mother was happy to see the prince, to
whom she whispered in his ears:
Oh, my son! You are magnanimous, but beware!
Curi Chulpa and her son Urco are planning something sinister.”
“Father Wiracocha, I am bringing you the spoils of war. I
want you to honor our deeds by walking over the prisoners, as
is the custom of the victor. If you do so, I will know that you
aknowledge my triumph.”
“I will accept what you brought, but I am not the one
who should walk over the vanquished. That privilege belongs
to Urco, whom you must respect as the future lord.”
“Father! He will not put one foot over these Chancas,
who are more honorable in defeat than he is with our victory.”
In effect, Wiracocha and Urco were planning a malevolent
stratagem:
“Urco, tomorrow I alone will perform the ritual of walking
over the prisoners. If Cusi Yupanque refuses and he decides to
return, attack him on the path that leads to the Sacred City.”
Urco placed his warriors on the skirts of the road, not
knowing that Vicaquirao was coming from Cuzco, and who
sensed that something was suspicious.
“Father Wiracocha, for the last time I ask you to walk over
the prisoners and come to Cuzco with me.”
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“I will, only if the two of us are alone in a room.”
The prince also felt that something was planned. He
secretly ordered Vicaquirao to place his warriors at a higher
place than Urco’s men. If what he was suspecting was true, he
would give a signal to Vicaquirao to come down upon them.
“My son, one of the reasons I want this ceremony to take
place only between the two of us is because I left Cuzco, an
embarrassing situation for me to be in.”
“Father, I want everybody to know that you are still the
Sapa Inka. If you insist on both of us going alone, I will return
to Cuzco.” As planned, Vicaquirao saw a sign and his men
began their descent.
“Urco! Yupanque’s troops are coming down on us. What
are your instructions?”
“To hell with all of you! It’s every man for himself.”
Vicaquirao, seeing him running away, whirled a stone with
his sling, hitting him in the head. Urco fell in the rapids of the
Tambo river and drowned.
Yupanque was saved. His generals wanted to crown him,
now that Urco was not in between him and Wiracocha.
“No! I won’t accept it. As long as my father is alive, he is
the only one who can pass the crown to me. I have to create
order in the transfer of power. Successions have always been
our problem; I am not going to let this happen on my watch.”
“Great prince, the people also want you to take the crown.”
“CunturSoul, the masses are not to be trusted. As soon
as they see someone who is beneficial to them, they will try
to do away with the one who is on the throne. Cuzco is the
center of power, and, as in any other site of political authority,
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intrigues are the norm. I will return to the Sacred City that has
been ravaged by the war, and there is much work to be done.
Meanwhile, I hope my father will come to his senses.”
The prince was so obsessed with being accepted by his
rejecting father that he elevated this love-hate relationship to
the heights of a Shakespearean melodrama, not uncommon
in the world of kings and princes. In that state of expectancy,
he would become a great builder and a political administrator
until his father decided to transfer him the throne.
“CunturSoul, perhaps, you are pondering on my legacy. I
hope you realize that among all my human frailties, ingratitude
is not one of them. I will give credit to those who helped me
to win the war against the Chancas. I hope not to miss anyone.
For it is not always possible to reward everybody for the favors
received, sometimes a costly mistake.”
“Prince, those are words of wisdom. At times our
benefactors become our worst enemies. Deeds that diminish
us, as a nation or as a person. For gratitude is the cornerstone of
magnanimity. Unless we cultivate this attribute, we will always
be insignificant in the world.”
“You are describing my father, who even tried to do away
with me.”
“It goes without saying that as much as we are ungrateful,
we also anticipate some return for the favors that we do.”
“CunturSoul, you can make mountains out of our human
discrepancies. Must everything that we said or did have to have
a deeper meaning?”
“What you said or did has much more significance in my
days, and the reasons for my exaggeration.”
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“Be as it may, I was saying that ungrateful I am not,
especially to the gods that helped me in my most desperate
moments. I will begin by refurbishing the temple of the Sun
and turn it into a temple of Gold, the Koricancha.”
“Prince, it is difficult to understand how much of our
history is based on religion, beginning with Manco Cápac, who
posed himself as the Son of the Sun. A fact that has already been
questioned by you and your father, since both of you claim
Ticci-Wiracocha-Pachayachachic is the Creator of All. Could it
be that you are apostatizing against Inti, the god of the people?”
“Oh, no! Inti is still my idol. But the night before the
Chancas were going to attack us, I asked myself who created
Inti that gives us light only half of the time. I thought that
there must be another entity higher than him.”
“You are right in questioning the divinity of Inti. Tell me,
has it ever occurred to you what is the shape of our world?
In other words, the land that you call Pachamama or Mother
Earth is flat or round? What lies past the horizon? A thought
entertained by the ancient thinkers, until intrepid adventurers
ventured to find out what lies beyond where the skies appears
to meet the oceans, which is not necessarily where the sun
goes to sleep. Had you not been thinking in terms of religion,
you would also have come closer to some answers to your
questions.”
“You seem to have an explanation for everything I say. I
don’t know if you are trying to diminish me, because you come
from the future.”
“No, I am only trying to assess your ways of thinking
according to the knowledge of our days.”
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“Then, I will give you another reason why Inti is not
a Supreme God. How is it that such a brilliant object is
overshadowed by the thinnest of clouds? One would think
that with its eternal furnaces it should melt everything that
comes in its path.”
“What you want to say is that there is another powerful
entity who is in control of all these demigods, as you have
already concluded. More important yet is to understand the
essence of who our Maker is, and inquire why we have appalling
ways of worshiping Him.”
“Nevertheless, who ever that Supreme Being is, I have to
thank him for helping me. As far as Cuzco, I will give myself a
time frame of five years to rebuild this city of clay.” Eager to start
with his projects, he called his masons to explain them of his plans.
“Master-builders, we have been in the land of the
Tiahuanacos, and we have seen how those ancient peoples built
massive structures that will last for eons. I intend to do nothing
less.” The Inkas began to build the golden temple that in time
would be adorned with the riches of the Andes.
“Nobles, we must prepare for its consecration once it is
finished. I want the leaders from all the surroundings of the
valley of Cuzco to come. I will explain what I want them to do:
Nobles! Now that you have seen this magnificent temple,
I need you to return with offerings,
And bring your most beautiful children.”
“Children! What for?
“For sacrifices! CunturSoul.”
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“Inka, in the history of mankind, children were sacrificed,
and in our present days they are neglected. Reconsider this
abominable act. The gods, if there are any, are not asking
you to slaughter them. Don’t you understand that religion
is in the imagination of men to answer our most primordial
beginnings?”
“CunturSoul, we performed these rituals to satiate the
god’s thirst for blood.”
“You, the greatest Inka who ever lived, should be the
protector of the most cherished possession that any civilization
has, their children. A people that disdain them is a nation
without a soul, despised by the same gods whom we all claim
to be just.”
“Man of the Future, you must understand that I am just
beginning to consolidate the empire, and the people expect
these sacrifices from me.”
“Maybe they wanted you to do these appalling acts, but in
this journey let’s bury this disgraceful chapter of our history, if
it actually happened.”
All that the Inka had ordered was brought, including the
beautiful children who were dressed in white and walked in pairs,
as if to be married. Had the sacrifices taken place, according
to some chronics, the children would have been given chicha
to numb their senses, and after a sumptuous dinner they were
sacrificed. However, at this gathering and on this trip to the past
these children sang and smiled, perhaps as it actually happened.
“Man of the Future, in spite of trying to deny our history,
you portray us as if we were the only ones executing these
loathsome acts.”
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“Young prince, advanced civilizations offered human
sacrifices in ancient times. Since they had the knowledge of
writing, they described them in gory details; proof that these
heinous acts took place for the same reasons that you had, and
all in the name of a God.”
“As an observer, you should tell our history like it was, and
not an adulterated version of what you believe is right. Let us
continue without your desire to rectify our faults that are also
humanity’s. I want you to know that my victories I owe to the
apparition of a child that I had in my dreams. In his likeness, I
want a statue of solid gold to be made.”
“You already have a golden image of the sun. Isn’t that
enough? Your legacy of a warrior and a builder is going to be
obscured due to your incessant fetish with idols. People want
to hear of your great battles and conquests.”
“CunturSoul, I have to reaffirm our political infrastructure
based on religion, just as Manco Cápac intended to be.”
“Great prince Yupanque, we have finished the statue that
you have ordered. It weighs so much that it has to be carried in
a litter.”
“Inka, you have made an effigy with the same idea as in the
Old World, which is to create the image of God.”
“Then, we were not different.”
“Deep in our souls, we are all the same when it comes to
our beliefs. Your descendants still worship the idols of their
past through a statue of a child, which is not made of gold but
of alabaster. Let us end this discussion that I also believe in
that Child. Tell me more about your great civil constructions.
Where are you going to get the all manpower to complete your
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projects? There is not enough people left in Cuzco after the war,
and many feel so privileged that they would rather be priests or
bureaucrats.”
“I have to convince them by giving them land and women.”
“I thought you were through with reciprocity.”
“I have to follow the policy of giving and receiving favors
with those who don’t want to join us. I will explain my plans to
them while I have a banquet, the only way to give credibility to
my intentions.” The prince spoke to them:
“People, you know the importance of having fertile lands,
and in the future we will need more. I will give you parcels of
land to work, as if it was yours. Return in one year with all
that you have harvested, and also bring building materials for a
project that I have in mind.” They all came with the surplus of
their harvests, and all that the Inka had asked for.
“Now, you can see the power of collective work. The
surplus that you have brought needs to be stored, so that we
will always have food in times of need, and when we start to
go on expeditions. For courage will only get us closer to our
graves, but logistics will give us victory.”
As the workers proceeded to rebuild the city, he noticed
that the men were using their only clothes for this hard work.
He ordered that garments and blankets be made to be used
as aprons. The women began weaving, and storing them for
future use.
“Nobles! We are going to need more people, if we are ever
going to embark on any expeditions. I want you to go and
marry the young men and women from different provinces.
With the mixing of their bloods there will be kinship in all
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the land. Before you leave, I am personally going to join in
marriage some young people in Cuzco, so that you will know
how I want it to be done.” In great pageantry, he united young
couples from the different areas of the city, giving them clothing
as their wedding gifts. At the same time the accountants were
taking census, the first one ever.
“Inka, I am bewildered with the originality of your enterprises,
and you are accomplishing them without much effort.”
“I am able to do that, because I still have the bounty of the
Chancas. Once finished, I have to go and unify other nations in
order to continue with my projects.”
On this unusual trip to my past, I return in my present
to the city of my birth on another of my medical missions.
While in Cuzco, I went to see the remains of Yupanque’s palace
that nowdays is a restaurant. Sitting there, I admired what was
left of this historical place. What a desecration of the dwelling
of the most powerful Inka: two walls, one with three empty
niches and on the other wall a painting portraying him in
splendid regalia. My thoughts went to the times in which those
very same walls were covered with gold and in its niches, the
heaviest of golden idols. To allow this transcendental structure
not to even be named after him shows our ingratitude for the
man who left the country that we now call Perú.
“Man of the Future, you are back to our times. Tell me if
Cuzco has changed?”
“The city that you once rebuilt is now scattered with
ruins that attest to the greatness of our past, but with a visible
demeaning of your descendants. Many of them walking
aimlessly looking for work, as ‘cargadores’. A word for which
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there is not an equivalent meaning in my adoptive language,
other than considering them ‘human beasts of cargo’. While
shopping, I asked a young Inka, now an ‘Indian’ and a
‘cargador’, to help me with my heavy bags. I did it mainly to
establish a conversation and to give him a job for the moment.
The saddest thing is not the type of work they do, but the
way they are perceived. With the ignorance of the greatness
of his ancestors etched in the stones of the past, he called me
papai. My heart was crushed at this indignity, he was calling
me ‘father’ in such a reverential tone that it was disgusting to
hear. Inka! What I am trying to tell you is that we are in the
dawn of the twenty-first century, and your descendants are in
the gutters of the annals of human history.”
“Stop describing them. My soul cannot stand such a
degradation of the human spirit. Just tell me if my works are
still standing.”
“Only great men like you can feel that ire, when their own
people are humiliated.”
“Then, you keep on coming to your place of birth only to
find so much humiliation in our people. Why?”
“Because it is my ancestral land, and when I place my
hands over the same stones that you once touched, I feel the
essence of what made us great. Perhaps, someday, a second Inka
Yupanque should come to deliver us from the pits of infamy.”
“If that were to happen, how would he be received?”
“If that Inka came, he would not be accepted by his own
people.”
“I am beginning to understand the acceptance among
ourselves that you want to promote. I pity you! Because

Statue of Pachacútec Inka Yupanque portraying him in all of his splendid regalia, as he must have
looked like in those days. Monument in the city of Cuzco.
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nothing will ever change in your days. However, I was able to
accomplish that union in one generation.”
“You were an absolute leader, sometimes the only way to
make changes for the benefit or the detriment of a nation. In
my times that would be politically incorrect, because everybody
has a right to democracy.”
“Are you calling me a tyrant? Why are you comparing
our system of government with that of others? Ours was a
way of getting out of the same situation that our descendants
find themselves in your present: ‘Indians’ who are waiting for
someone to return their dignity, which democracy is not doing.
If we had been allowed more time in our political development,
we would have also evolved to a better mode of governing.
Perhaps something similar to a democracy, but it would have
been ours and not an imported notion.”
The prince sent his nobles to marry the young people from
different regions. Once back, the nobles asked him: “How
would he go about keeping track of time?” A concept contrived
in the Old World to create some sense of order in our lives,
probably with no other meaning than looking at the clock of
our existence to listen to the tick-tock that with each minute
brings us closer to our death. Cusi Yupanque would not be left
behind by the men of antiquity. He came up with the idea of
making an orderly tracking not of time, but of the solstices.
“Nobles, ever since I can remember, I have been observing
the movements of the sun, and I have seen that there is a
set pattern in its trajectory. So exact that it coincides with
the stations as to when the soil is to be sowed, watered, and
harvested.” He divided the year accordingly: November being
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the last month, and December the New Year and the rainy
season.
“How did you record these seasonal changes? You didn’t
have a calendar.”
“CunturSoul, for years I have been following every
morning and every afternoon where the sun rises and where it
sets. I instructed that pillars of stones be placed on the hills to
mark those events that occurred during a year.”
“So, in essence you were marking the seasons and not the
twelve months or the 365 days, like the calendar in the Old
World.”
“If you were to look everyday at the movements of Inti,
you would also make some sense of this phenomena.”
Thus, the prince rebuilt the house of worship, constructed
and filled the storehouses, canalized the rivers, and recorded the
seasons. However, the center of the future empire was still a
humble hamlet. He ordered his assistants to bring the plans that
he had made in clay, and he explained to them: “As you can see,
the outline of the city will be that of a puma.” In awe, the masterbuilders looked at the model. They thought of the mammoth
task of transporting boulders, some as large as a house. To do
that, he formed the biggest Construction Company of his times.
He evacuated the people to level the city of adobes with the
exception of some of the structures that his ancestors had built.
Once the Sacred City was surveyed, he requested that long cords
be brought, and he began to trace the lots and streets of the new
urbe. As the foundations were being placed, the stonemasons
cut the great boulders and polished them into a shape typical of
the Inka architecture that is still seen in Cuzco.
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Thousands of workers and years later the city was
reconstructed. The difficult task of distribution came up.
“Nobles, I have gathered you to discuss a pressing matter
that will transcend our history. We fought to get a foothold of
this triangular piece of land. Now that it is ours it should be
divided in two sectors, as it has already been tried before. I have
chosen the Koricancha temple to be the center of the division:
to the south, the Urincuzco or Lower Cuzco, and to the north,
the Hanancuzco or Upper Cuzco. But where to place whom
is a difficult decision to make. We have had disloyal people
who have abused that privilege, and I will not let that happen
again. I have no greater honor than to have my three comrades
in arms: Vicaquirao, Apo Mayta, and Quilascachi inhabit the
lower part. You have been loyal to me, and to this city. In the
sunset of your lives you should have your own clans, and leave
your descendants well endowed with land and nobility. Soon I
will be leaving on campaigns, and you are too old to accompany
me. I prefer to have you here, while I am away—for loyalty in
these lands is a very precious commodity. I wish the best in
your old age, I hope I have compensated you well. I and my
legitimate descendant will inhabit the heights above Cuzco.”
“Inka, illegitimacy should have nothing to do with political
equality.”
“CunturSoul, in our days our lords had many concubinas
who begot children of low caste who were unfit to receive the
crown.”
“I feel that we still have that same mentality. Unknowingly,
you could have fostered the fall of the empire.”
“I, who saw the rise of the Inkas?”
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“Yes! Because a civil war between half brothers put an end
to your legitimate descendants. All that remains of the Inka
nobility are illegitimate people, the mestizos. Only the petreous
foundations of what you built have lasted to attest, as silent
witnesses, what class division can do to a nation.”
“CunturSoul, the people must do what they have to in
order to change their destiny.”
“Is that why you expatriated the original people of Cuzco?
Those ancient inhabitants allowed the first Inkas to inhabit among
them. Although in a constant state of hostilities, nevertheless they
let you live together.”
“Perhaps, I made a mistake by removing them. They
should have had a place of privilege in the heart of the city.”
“That is exactly what happened to all the ‘Indians’ in the
new-found continent. Even in the great giant of the north,
where the natives also welcomed the new comers from the
Old World, ‘The Pilgrims’. Now their descendants and others
who keep on coming from all over the planet are displacing
the North American ‘Indians’ to lands that nobody wanted
or wants, except that when they find some valuable natural
resource on their so called ‘reservations’ they are displaced once
more.”
“Oh! They were removed, but not killed? That is
magnanimous of them.”
“Yes! The new comers displaced the ‘Indians’ in ‘legal’ ways,
which is a civilized way to take what was not theirs. However,
in the south of those borders, Central and South America, acts
of genocide are still being committed against the ‘Indians’ by
no other than their own half brothers, the mestizos.”
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“Why can’t these so called ‘Indians’ be allowed to go and
forage anywhere they want? The land is for everyone and
belongs to no one.”
“Yes, there are those natives and mestizos who try to
relocate for their own survival, as freely as their ancestors did.
But the ‘emigres’ of the Old World divided the New World
among themselves, creating imaginary borders, and presently
persecute them in the name of illegal immigration in all the
American Continent.”
“Really! They are not allowed to roam in a land that was
and is theirs?”
“Yes, and those first migrants came ‘illegally’ to occupy the New
World under the edge of their swords and self-serving ideologies.”
“CunturSoul! Those were the conquerors, just as we had
been at one time, and they don’t have to give any rights to
the conquered. That is the law of humanity; stop complaining,
nobody is going to listen to you.”
“That is why they call us ‘Indians’, for being unable to
overcome the degrading situation in which we all live in our
ancestral lands.”
Thus, we are coming to the end of the first period of Cusi
Yupanque, as a prince, and fast approaching to the demise of
his father’s reign. We have witnessed how he had evolved from
a young warrior to a builder and a visionary capable of being
the next Inka Lord.
“Prince Yupanque, we feel that it is time for you to take
the crown.”
“Nobles! As long as my father is in autoexile I will not
accept the crown, unless it is given to me by him. He has not
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done so, even if his favorite son Urco is dead. I will wait until
he dies or changes his mind. You should enjoy your free time.
Soon, we will be going on expeditions.”
“We thought that since we are not busy, we could be
preparing for your coronation, wedding, and change of name.”
“Nobles! We will leave everything as is, pending my
father’s wishes.” The nobles left the palace that seemed more
like an engineer’s study with models of clay and stone scattered
all over.
Not deterred by his rejection, the nobles decided to go on
their own, and ask his father to relinquish the crown to his son.
“Great Wiracocha! So many years have passed, and you are
still defiant.”
“Nobles! I have been forgotten in this paradise of
desolation, and in my old age you come to see me. What for?”
“Sapa Inka Wiracocha! Come with us to Cuzco and live
the rest of your days, as the father of the greatest lord of the
land.”
“No! That I will not do, even if he himself asks me.”
“He is not requesting that you to come to Cuzco. We, as
your vassals, are asking you to grant us this favor. Reconsider
and do this one last honorable deed before you leave this world.
It is not good to die with a wounded heart. Your son could have
crowned himself, but he doesn’t want to usurp your throne. He
desires to lead a nation under rules, not an empire in chaos,
and you are an impediment.”
“Nobles! I have long ago removed from my head the crown
of lordship. You can take this fringe of wool, and tell him that
is his.”
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“Inka, he wishes that you personally crown him. Otherwise,
he will not accept it.”
“Nobles! I think, I will. I am too old to harbor any more
ill feelings toward him. I must put in order my affairs of the
soul, before I die. Who knows, with this act of reconciliation I
might cleanse my past. I know what I have done, and my guilt
is greater than my pride. Take me to him, I am ready to face the
one who caused my disgrace.”
The word of his coming was heard all over the empire.
The prince would go halfway to meet his father and both enter
Cuzco, as if they were coming from a victorious war.
Wiracocha was very old. The road too rough on his weary
body, in spite of his well-cushioned litter and his many carriers.
On his descent from the heights of Xaquixahuana, he pensively
admired the beauty of the valley that he so willingly traded
for Cuzco, a blunder that haunted him. He was aware that he
was going to meet the people and the city he had abandoned
in their most dire moments of need. Worse yet, encounter the
very man who did otherwise, and why his unwillingness to
come to terms with the greatness of his son. With the trembling
of his hands, Wiracocha was barely able to hold himself on
the golden handles of his litter. Travelling on the open land,
he remembered when, as a young warrior, he fought in those
same fields to enlarge the empire that he abdicated for the
quietness of the isolated mountains. Deep in the inner ringing
of his aged ears, he could hear the cries of battle that no longer
carried the smell or sight of death. He recalled the intrigues of
the neighboring factions who did not support him, the reason
for not fighting against the Chancas. All these thoughts came to
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him, perhaps realizing that as we age we can only think of the
unwelcome events in our lives that relentlessly remind us of our
mistakes.
Oh, poor Inka Wiracocha, I have also abandoned him in
this sorrowful chapter of our history. Like others, I too basked
on the doings of the young prince who was like a magnet, and no
one could avoid being attracted by his charismatic personality.
However, the prince will also age and end up being a bitter
old man. Unfortunately, no one knows the antidote against the
decay of the human spirit, and eventually we all must come to
grips with the finality of our nothingness. Even this trip to my
past is an assertion of that emptiness of the aging heart. For I am
writing of something that is so out of touch with reality, feeling
not only remorseful of whatever wrong I might have done in
my life, but also regretful of what happened to my ancestors.
“Man of the Future! Are you daydreaming? Haven’t you
heard that my father is coming! We are going to welcome him,
like the king he is. Oh! This is the happiest day of my life.
Finally, my father will honor me with his presence.”
“Carriers! Take me half the way to where I want to meet
with him. There, in the solitude of the Andes, we will make
peace in our souls and bury the bad memories that tore our
relationship apart.”
“CunturSoul! Come along. Perhaps, you can tell me of
similar events in your times.”
“Yes, there were and there are many incidents like yours,
but for now you should make preparations for your coronation.
You don’t think that Wiracocha is returning to see the renewed
city and leave? He is coming to crown you with his own hands.”
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“Oh, I see! My nobles asked him to come to place the
crown on me. But it doesn’t matter. Now, they know that only
he can pass the power to the next Inka. If they understand that,
they have heard my message.”
“Nothing done or said by you is without a purpose. Just
like your descendants who most conceal their true intentions,
careful not to reveal their self-interests.”
“You could be right, I still hold some rancor against my
father. However, deep in my heart, I want this reconciliation to
be a good augur for the empire. Nevertheless, I fear that in my
state of ire something awful may take place. I mean no bodily
harm to him, but some of my actions, as imperceptible as it
might seem to be, may denounce my true feelings. I am an
Inka, and we don’t forget the wrongs done to us.”
“Nobles! Pass the word to friend and foe to come, and receive
my father. This is the start of a new era; from now on the empire
is going to be on a continuous climb to the glory of the Sun.” At a
distance, the two of them took sight of their litters. The moment
of truth had come. Would their past bitterness interfere with their
reunion? As they came closer, his father appeared to be void of
any emotions. He remained seated with his head down, perhaps
expecting the prince to make the first gesture of reconciliation.
“Father! Look at me. I am your son!” Seeing him indifferent,
the prince jumped into his litter and embraced his father, who
didn’t seem to respond. Suddenly, tears began to pour down
his tortuous face, one could feel the pain that Wiracocha was
suffering. Perhaps, he thought this moment would never come.
While the sun ascended, this encounter seemed to last an
eternity. Seeing such an uncertainty, one of the matrons gave
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them chicha to uplift the drowning moment, and clear their
dry throats. At last, overcome by the love of his son, Wiracocha
placed his arms around him and began sobbing as he never
had, reminiscing in silence of their past relations. Together,
they continued their trip.
In the vastness of the faraway cordilleras both remained in
complete silence, until they came to the gates of new Cuzco.
As they entered in the city, the people prostrated themselves
avoiding any eye contact with either of the two Inkas. Wiracocha
spoke with some effort:
“Is this the same Cuzco I left?
So magnificent and so different!
Only Inti could have changed this city.
Prince Yupanque! You are the ‘hurricane of the times’.
You have the power of destruction and reconstruction.”
Triumphantly, their heavy litters stopped in the great
Aucaypata plaza. With one hand the prince helped his father step
down while raising his staff of sovereignty with the other, as a sign
of victory. The people responded by chanting loudly his name.
Slowly, the two men sat on their golden seats. The virgins of the
Sun brought two jars of fresh Chicha. Looking at the vases, the
prince perceived that this was not the time to toast. After some
silence, Wiracocha, awed by the reception, spoke to the prince:
My son, I can hardly utter what I feel.
Before I die of grief and remorse,
I want to do something for you.

158

The Holocaust of all Times

In front of the multitude, looking straight to the eyes of
the prince, Wiracocha continued speaking in a low voice that
could only be heard by those closest to them:
You are the Son of the Sun,
And the embodiment of Ticci-Wiracocha.
Only with the help of the gods,
You could have done all that I see.
I ask forgiveness for having doubted of your ability and divinity.
Refusing any help, Wiracocha began to remove his aged
woolen crown from his head, as he kept whispering:
Prince Yupanque, let me place my crown on you,
And may this act signal the end of my life as a lord.
Having crowned the new Sapa Inka, Wiracocha spoke to his son:
Inka Yupanque!
From this instant on and forever,
May all the people and nations know of you
As the Pachacútec,
The one who transforms the times.
Sunken in grief, his soul was relieved from the anguish that he
had carried for so long. What he never wanted to do, it was done.
“Pachacútec! Pachacútec! Pachacútec!”
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As the cheers reverberated from the mountains that
surround Cuzco, the Andean people began murmuring to
themselves: The one who changes the world? The one who
returns the lands? The one who transforms the times? Is he
really all that? They all thought that he was. As the chanting
of his new name quieted down, the two sovereigns looked at
each other, the last time that Wiracocha would do so. Because
in the eyes of Pachacútec there was fire, as never seen before.
Perhaps due to the glory of the moment or his ire against his
father.
Still standing and looking stern, Pachacútec ordered the
Virgins of the Sun to bring the dirtiest of jars containing old
chicha.
The old Inka looked at the clean jars of fresh brew and
the empty silver vases, perhaps wondering why his son ordered
that. Once more, Wiracocha timidly tried to look directly at
Pachacútec’s face, but the flaming of his son’s bloody eyes made
him look down.
“Sapa Inka Pachacútec, here is the unclean jar containing
the foulest of leftover chicha that you have requested. It needs
to be emptied and washed.”
“No! Give that soiled brew of maize to my father, and serve
me the fresh one.
“Taita! I want you to drink that old chicha.”
Wiracocha held the slippery jar of putrid maize beer close
to his nose. Without breathing he began to drink in gulps that
could be heard in the silence of the moment, while he was
looking at the sun and not to his son’s eyes.
“Father, finish it all!”
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Wiracocha imbibed the vinegar-tasting liquid.
Then, he threw down the empty pestilent clay container
and prostrated on the floor, begging for Pachacútec’s
forgiveness.
“Taita, I don’t have to pardon you for anything,
It is Cuzco and its people who have to absolve you.
That is why you drank from that filty container,
So that the foulness of that chicha
Gives you the taste of bitterness that you brought upon us.”
Drooling from the acid liquid, Wiracocha began to chant
while hitting his head with his hands:
It is my fault! It is my fault!”
Finally, Pachacútec’s flaming eyes whitened with the
calming of his ire. As he regained his composure, he extended
an arm to his father, relieving him from his misery:
Father! I have humiliated you in this way
So that the people know that you have paid your debts to them.
Now, you are free!
Come to my palace, where we will reminisce of the old days.
I have no more ill feelings toward you,
I have always loved and respected you.
As your last mandate,
Choose among your daughters a bride for my marriage.”
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If their emotions had not been so charged, the transfer
of power would have been a joyous occasion. However, the
wedding uplifted the somber scene of the previous episode.
Pachacútec married his legitimate sister, Anahuarque, the
most beautiful and intelligent of Wiracocha’s daughters. The
celebrations lasted for months, and Pachacútec told his father:
Taita, you have made me the happiest son!
I am ready for the next stage of my life
And will transform the world
As the Pachacútec that you have named me.”
Wiracocha, no longer in a dreary mood, responded:
Do what Inti has designed for you.
You are the tempest that will change the times.
From the high Andes,
I will follow your triumphs and accomplishments.”
The old Inka, exhausted from all the ceremonies, requested
that he be allowed to return with his family.
“Father, go back to Xaquixajuana. Remember that you will
always be welcome in the city that you once left.” Years later,
at an advanced age, Wiracocha became ill. As I have done with
the previous Inka lords, I went to see him before his departure
to the next world.
“Inka Wiracocha! Talk to us before you go to the side of Inti.”
“Man of the Future! What do you want me to tell you that
you don’t already know?”
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“Great Wiracocha, tell us what you feel in your heart even
if what happened in your life is what beseeches you in this
moment of anguish.”
“CunturSoul, only at the end of my life I find some solace.
Now I realize that as a father,
I have failed the son who loved me the most.
To whom can I ask for an explanation?
Did it happen because it was his destiny?
Perhaps you, who comes from the future,
Can give me some answers to end this pain that mines my soul,
And I die in peace in this encounter.”
“Inka Wiracocha, nothing is known of the abatement of
the soul that sometimes guides us on the wrong path. I don’t
have any answers, but the most important thing is that one
understands the wrongs done and mends them while one is
alive. In the end that is what matters the most, you have done
that, and you should no longer have any remorse. Tell us of
your wishes for our future generations.”
“Perhaps, this will be the saddest chapter of our emotional past.
Now I see that we have failed, as a nation.
We are the same, and yet we repudiate each other. 		
Why?
Man of the Future, you who have traveled with us:
Tell our people that we must have a change in our hearts,
So that we can live in harmony.
Otherwise, we will always be bitter to ourselves.
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Tell them how you feel about our history,
Even if they detest you for saying it.
For I also have the same pain
When I hear that my descendants are in the gutters of humanity.
Tell them to break their shackles of intolerance to each other,
And hand in hand form the chains of tolerance for all.
Tell them that they alone are to blame for the situation they are in,
For not respecting one another.
Tell them not to ever scorn their own blood,
As I loathed my own at one time.
Tell them to overcome the legacy that I left,
And transcend high above the scourges of the world,
So that we may say from the depths of our beings:
Yes! We have felt the fall of the Inkas,
But someday we will see the rise of the ‘Indians’.”
Wiracocha’s anguished face finally rested in the nothingness
of our remembrances to hear him no more. Let us hope that
the Inkas of today remember his last words: “Raise your souls
and no longer be ‘Indians’.”

IX
PACHACÚTEC
The ninth Inka: The Visionary

P

achacútec gave orders that the embalmed body of Wiracocha
be brought to Cuzco to be served, as if he was alive.”
“Inka, he is dead. Why does his mummy need all that
servitude?”
“Man of the Future, are you suggesting that I get rid of his
corpse?”
“Inka, the cult to the dead may have led to the disintegration
of the empire.”
“I could not have predicted the future. All I wanted was to
preserve my own mortality with that of my predecessors. For
that to happen, we need to conserve our remains intact.”
“You should know that we will always relieve the memory
of our deeds, and not the remains of our corpses.”
“CunturSoul, to be remembered one has to be tangible. Even
our ashes are not acceptable. It would mean our eternal death.”
“In the end that is what happened when the conquerors
came, only the stones of your fortresses have remained to attest
to your greatness.”
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“Man of the Future, preserving our mummies was the
only way to perpetuity; we had no other means of letting our
descendants to know about us.”
“In that context you are right. We are learning more about
our past through the mummies that they are now excavating,
and who are not necessarily of the Inka lords.”
While the prolonged funeral of his father was taking place,
I returned in another of my medical missions to the faraway
regions of my place of birth, where the ‘Indians’ live in the
most appalling conditions.
First, we embarked with the Perúvian Navy to the jungle
where the rising waters of the mighty Amazon inundated many
of the towns on the river’s bank. We helped, but our aid was like a
drop of water in that immense deluge. Then, we went with other
doctors and nurses to Cajamarca. The city where the end of the
empire came to pass. Do I need to say more about my masochistic
spirit? We are a mestizo nation who thinks that we are advanced,
because we are trapped with the superficialities of the present.
“CunturSoul, you are back. Let us continue with our
encounter. You said that I was not only a warrior, but also a
man of thought. Let me tell you of the surpassingly mundane
of our interpersonal relationships, that of a father and a son.”
“Inka, that is not so prosaic. It is perhaps the most enduring
of all human relationships. For one cannot be against his own
blood and sometimes we are, as your father was against you.
With that experience you should accept all your children as
equals, and not only the next in line to the throne.”
“Another of my thoughts is that our children are one’s
property, and some are more privileged than others.”

“We went with the Perúvian Navy to the jungle where the rising waters of the mighty Amazon inundated many towns. We helped, but our aid was
like a drop of water in that immense deluge.” Picture taken by the author in one of his multiple medical missions to the Amazonas jungle.
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“Inka, what you are saying is perhaps another reason
for our decadence as a people. We only take care of our own
progeny, and disregard the children of the nation.”
“But we forged an empire in which everybody could subsist.”
“Unfortunately, that is not what is happening. What is
your next maxim?”
“If all our subjects obeyed their Inka lord, the empire
would never fall.”
“Not necessarily. Suppose that your disgraced brother
Urco became the lord, should all the people have obeyed him?”
“I have no comments about him. But I expect unconditional
loyalty to me, because I am loyal to my people. Another thought
that I have always fretted with is envy, for it is a worm that eats
the envious.”
“You speak of personal experience; Urco and Wiracocha
were jealous of your deeds. I can understand in the case of your
brother, but not of your father’s actions.”
“I see that you are still in doubt of our human nature.
Another of my harsh rules is the one who kills condemns
himself to die. The same goes for thieves, and the lazy.”
“What if you kill an innocent by mistake?”
“Who has the time to check on the innocence of everyone?”
“Inka, justice is time consuming and fighting against
injustice should be the only reason for our existence.”
“Then why there is so much injustice in the land that we
left you? Let me continue before you can rebut me. What I am
about to say is something that I have learned with time. Wise is
the one who has patience in times of adversity, as I had against
the Chancas.”

To understand Pachacútec’s enterprising spirit, we have to immerse ourselves in the intricacies of the greatest fortress ever built. For that purpose,
he drove his people to the limits of their capabilities, and the ruins of Sacsayhuaman are a reminder of what the Inkas were capable of achieving.
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“Patience was not one of your attributes; action under
adverse situations was one of your great virtues.”
“Another of my maxims is the one who cannot rule his
home cannot govern a nation.”
“Inka, we could continue with your thoughts, but through
your works we will learn more about your wisdom.”
To understand Pachacútec’s enterprising spirit, we have to
immerse ourselves in the intricacies of the greatest fortress ever
built, and the ruins of Sacsayhuaman are a reminder of what
the Inkas were capable of achieving. Perhaps a feat not ever
to be repeated in the saga of the Inka people. Thus, like the
ancient emperors of Rome, Pachacútec was born in a city of
mud. When he died, Cuzco was lined with immense structures
of stones that will outlast the marble of the Old World.
“CunturSoul, in that hill above Cuzco, I will construct the
most imposing of all buildings. So grand a structure that when
it is finished, perhaps not in my lifetime, people will question
who did it. In their inquiring minds, they will think that it was
built by some long-gone extraterrestrial civilizations and not
earthly beings, let alone by us.”
“How did you come up with that idea?”
“It all began when my teacher Miscuymana taught me
geometry with the aid of stones. He knew that in my imagination
I was creating my future. Growing up, I remember that many
had ideas of building a palace or a temple on that hill above
Cuzco. But how? A place with so very few building materials.
As the city below took the shape of a puma, I thought of a
fortress as its head. Not for defense, but as a fortification for
the Sun. Inti has a temple for worship, but as a warrior-god he
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doesn’t have a house of war. The structure that I have in mind
is going to have a zig-zac shape with three platforms, and three
towers. There will be a labyrinth of tunnels, where we will keep
the treasures for the Sun. Let us go back in time, and see the
construction.”
From the multitude of workers, three men came to see
Pachacútec. Bowing reverently, they spoke: “Sapa Inka, we
will never finish this massive enterprise. We are going to need
thousands of people.”
“Masters, our children will finish what we have started. I
want to introduce to you a man who comes from future, and
who has seen the ruins of what we constructed.”
“Inkas! You seem to be exhausted and burned by the low
sun in these high altitudes.”
“Stranger, this is the only way that Inka Pachacútec wants
to see us: worn out of work and never idle.”
“CunturSoul, these three men are my master masons:
Huallpa Rimachi is the supervisor; he obeys my orders regardless
of the impossibilities. Apu Maricanchi is his engineer. Acahuana
his architect with whom I went to Tiahuanaco, where we saw
those ancient structures.”
“Master Rimachi, to move boulders weighing tons is
something incredible. How did you put them together?”
“That took time and brute strength. First we built ramps
of dirt to move the stones upward, then matched them with
others by their shape; some had as many as twelve angles. Once
in place by their own weight, we didn’t have to use any adherent
materials, we only polished them to take a shape that was purely
Inka.”
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“I have seen the ruins of what you built, a testament of who
we were as a race and what we could be as a nation. However, it
is not the stones that are difficult to change, but the minds of
our people, and why in our days we need a Pachacútec.”
“Oh, I wouldn’t wish that on anyone. He is very demanding.
One pays with one’s own life, if one doesn’t comply with his wishes.”
“I meant ‘a change of the times’, as his name indicates.”
Not too far, thousands of workers were pulling a huge
boulder the size of a house. Suddenly a thunderous roar was
heard. After the dust settled, mangled bodies could been seen
on the path of the massive rolling stone that had free from the
ropes, coming to a halt on top of hundreds of workers.
“Great Pachacútec, this immense boulder has been the
hardest of all to bring. Now that it is so close to where we want
it to be, we cannot move it anymore.”
“Masters! Let it be where it is to serve as a monument for
all those who worked and died here. In their honor, I will call
it the ‘Tired Stone’. If I am going to have people dying in this
way, I would rather have them die on the fields of battle. It is
time for me to go on expeditions.”
“Inka, having seen this grand structure, I feel the greatness
of our people, and I cannot reconcile how much we have
decayed in spite of borrowed technology.”
“Man of the Future, have you thought why?”
“Probably because you forged a subjugated nation
concealed under the name of a communal well being.”
“To subjugate them was not my intent. You should know
that their souls were as free as the solo flight of a condor, but
their minds subservient like a herd of llamas.”
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“Are you implying that we are now paying dearly for that
existential freedom, and we are no actually free?”
“Take it as you wish that I am ready to begin my campaigns.
“Apomayta, Inga Roca, and Cápac Yupanque, we will go
to the west, where there are some dissident leaders who don’t
want to maintain our alliance.”
Once in the Condesuyo, the people received him well. In
the midst of the festivities, Pachacútec was hit with a heavy vase
by a masked man. As the Inka recovered, he ordered that they
question him who was behind the plot.
“Sapa Inka, the perpetrator says that they were the
Condesuyos, but the people are saying that he was sent by the
Chancas.”
“Apomayta, I have no other choice. We must punish all
their people for letting this happen in their lands. It will serve
as a lesson for anyone who tries to rebel against me.”
“Pachacútec, what you are going to do with them is not just.”
“CunturSoul, for the very injustices that we are capable of
inflicting, other nations will learn to respect us.”
Pachacútec and Cápac Yupanque went after the Chancas,
and their general Anco Ayllo gave himself up.
“Cápac Yupanque, my brother, now that you are an
experienced warrior, I want you to go on an expedition to
Chincha and Nazca. The Chanca general will be under your
command.”
In this, his first campaign, Cápac Yupanque and Anco
Ayllo took the two coastal cities. After this victory, Pachacútec
sent him south with strict orders that the Chancas be the initial
forces to confront the Collas and suffer most of the casualties.
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Months later Pachacútec returned to Cuzco, and he found
out that Cápac Yupanque had subdued the rebellious southern
people.
“Great Pachacútec! The Chancas are good fighters. They
practically won the battle, and they are loyal to us. I even fell in
love with Anco Ayllo’s sister.”
“Cápac Yupanque! You are just learning the ways of the
enemy. The Chancas are good fighters and why I want all of
them to die at their own trade, because someday they will take
revenge on us. Don’t let our brotherhood stand in the way of
our destiny for the good of the empire. I am getting older, and
I am also concerned that my legitimate son Amaro Yupanque
doesn’t seem to have what it takes to be a warrior leader.”
“Apo Mayta, what is this I hear that another Colla lord
claims to be more powerful than I am?”
“Oh! You are referring to Chuchi Cápac. On our last
expedition, he was not as powerful. Now, all the nations around
Lake Titicaca pay tribute to him.”
“I will go south with Amaro Yupanque to see if he is a
capable warrior. By the way, where is he?”
“Sapa Inka, he is in the fields combining the big papapotatoes with the little ones. His harvests are the best.”
“That task should be left for the farmers and not a prince.
What am I going to do with him?”
“Inka, your son is perhaps the best thing that will ever
happen to the empire. The nation that feeds its people will
always be ahead of those who do not.”
“CunturSoul, those pacific attributes are not going to
make him a great leader.”
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“It is not his destructive attributes, but his constructive
talents that you should be seeing in him.”
“It seems that the deeper you get into your ancestral roots
the more faults you find in us.” In the battlefield, the Inka took
Chuchi Cápac prisoner.
“Sapa Inka, we have also taken his sons as prisoners. Their
mother is asking you to spare their lives. She says that since she
is going to be your concubine, she would be happier with her
children alive.”
“Tell that woman that I don’t want her as my consort.
Their children can stay, but not her husband.”
“Great Inka, we should take them to Cuzco with their
father. They will give us problems when they grow up.”
“They will risk the same fate that awaits their father.”
The Inka returned to the Sacred City, where his entrance was
an event worthy of an aging warrior. Stone-faced, and sitting
immobile in his heavy golden litter, Pachacútec stared at no
one. Perhaps no different than the present leaders of Perú,
who from the humblest bureaucrats to the highest authority
intimidate their own people with the disdain that they have for
their own. Chuchi Cápac was decapitated and his skull became
one more trophy in the Inka’s collection of war memorabilia.
“Cápac Yupanque, in your next expedition I want you to
go to the confines of our borders in the north. But don’t proceed
any farther until the southern region is under our control.
“Sapa Inka! If there is a chance to continue, why not?”
“Listen to me! You trust others for your victories. I only
want you to go to the land of the Conchucos by the Anamayo
river; otherwise, if you need help we will not be able to get there
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in time to succor you. Go there, and place the demarcations
of our new territories. On your way back, build storehouses
along the road to procure ourselves in future expeditions.
Don’t disappoint me, remember that you are taking Collas and
Chanca warriors, our former enemies. Our younger sibling,
Huayna Yupanque, will be going with you.”
“Cápac Yupanque, our informers tell us that the Conchucos
are forming alliances with the fugitive Chancas. I am afraid that
Anco Ayllo might join with them.”
“Huayna Yupanque! That will never happen, I trust my
Chanca general.” A ferocious battle ensued, Chancas against
Chancas. Anco Ayllo distinguished himself as a valorous captain
loyal to the Inkas. Euphoric, Cápac Yupanque sent emissaries
to Cuzco.
“Sapa Inka! Your brother wants you to know that the
fight in the north was won by the warriors of Anco Ayllo. He
says that you can no longer question his loyalty, and with the
Chancas he can subdue the northern territory.”
“What were my troops doing, while the Chancas were
fighting for us? Where was my general? Sleeping with a Chanca
girl!”
“Inka Pachacútec, the Chancas knew the territory, they
fought against their own people, and that should speak of their
unquestionable devotion to you.”
“To hell with their loyalty! I sent them to die, but they
ended up being the victors. Chasqui return immediately, and
tell Cápac Yupanque that I want all of them dead. If he doesn’t
bring me the head of Anco Ayllo, I will cut his!”
“Pachacútec, to kill the Chancas who won this battle?”
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“CunturSoul, sometimes the people who do the most for
us are the ones we must distrust. These Chancas know what
they are doing.” The runners left to the north.
“Cápac Yupaque, we bring you bad news from Cuzco. We
need to tell you in secret.”
“Chasquis! Don’t worry about my Chanca girl. She and
I should hear the praises that Pachacútec has for my victory
without losing one drop of Inka blood.”
“For that reason, he is furious for allowing the Chancas and
not the Inkas to be the sole victors. He wants you to kill all of
them. If you don’t, your head is on the line for not complying.”
“I will not murder them, but in our next expedition, I will
let Anco Ayllo and his troops go first. As soon as they encounter
the enemy, we will attack them in the rear.” In the silence of the
night, the Chanca woman who heard of the plot left the tent.
“Anco Ayllo! Your life and that of our warriors is in danger.
You will all die on the next battlefield at the hands of the enemy,
and of the Inkas.”
“Sister! You probably had a lover’s quarrel, and you want
to involve me in your tragic romance.”
“No! Pachacútec has given that command. My bed
companion is not eager to carry out his orders. We may have a
chance to escape.”
Anco Ayllo knew that this time he would be fighting
not only for his life, but also to regain his freedom; although,
he had been planning for sometime on how to get rid of the
Inkas. With the gruesome scheme of Pachacútec, he saw the
opportunity to run away. He gathered his warriors in secret
and spoke to them:
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“Chancas! If you love your freedom, let alone your lives,
it behooves you to follow me. The Inkas can only live in the
Andes; if they go to the Antis they will die in the hot climate of
the jungle.”
Anco Ayllo’s men began their march, followed by the
Inkas. Little did Cápac Yupanque know that the Chanca flower
in his bed would be the cactus of his destiny. As they traveled
into a territory that was part sierra and mostly jungle, the
Chancas made headway on the rapids of the Huallaga river,
disappearing in the rainforest of Chachapoyas. To this day they
have been forgotten in our ancestral history.
“Cápac Yupanque! We should also get lost, so as not suffer
the wrath of Pachacútec.” Meanwhile, some nobles who knew
of warriors up north wanted to talk to him.”
“Inka lord of distant lands…”
“…Stop! I am not the Sapa Inka, Pachacútec is. I am only
his brother, and his general.”
“Whoever the lord is, we want you to know that there is
a powerful warlord in the valley of Cajamarca who is trying to
take our lands. Since we alone cannot fight them, we should
fight them together.”
“Nobles, tell me, who is this lord of Cajamarca?”
“He is Guzmango Cápac who has conquered the powerful
Chimus in their great coastal city of Chan Chan, and we are
next.”
A war of two opposed regions, the north and south, had
begun. The Inkas, with the Conchucos, were able to capture
Guzmango Cápac and his vassal Chuimu Cápac in the valley
of Cajamarca.
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“Huayna Yupanque! I have won this war without the help
of the Chancas. I will send emissaries to the sacred city.”
“Great Pachacútec, we come from faraway lands where no
Inka has set foot. You are the lord of the north.”
“Chasquis, I welcome the news of my brother. Go back,
and tell him to return immediately.”
Months later, an exhilarated Cápac Yupanque made his
way to the outskirts of the Imperial City. He sent his runners to
tell Pachacútec to make plans for their formal entrance to the
Aucaypata plaza.”
“Apo Auqui Yupanque, my son and confidant, your uncle
has disobeyed my command. He passed the line of demarcation,
and he let the Chancas get away. I don’t care if he has conquered
Cajamarca, that glory was reserved for my heir. With generals
and brothers like them, we will never become an empire. You
will go and kill both of them. I will be waiting for you to enter
the city.” Pachacútec made his triumphal entrance with his sons:
Apo Auqui Yanqui Yupanque and Amaro Yupanque. The Inka
had carried out his sentences in a militaristic way, regardless of
kinship. Meanwhile, in the south, the people were revolting.
Pachactuec with his three sons: Topa Ayar Manco, Apo
Paucar Usno, and Amaro Yupanque went to the region of the
Titicaca lake. They fought against the Collas with great cruelty.
Two sons distinguished themselves as warriors, but Amaru
Yupanque refused to kill the enemy. Pachacútec returned to
Cuzco.
“Mama Anahuarque, your brother and husband is
coming. You should present him with his new son, so that he
can celebrate the birth of his new heir.”
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“Good chasqui! Tell her to keep that child out of everybody’s
sight until I get there.” In the city, the Inka took his new son
under cover to the great temple, where the child was placed like
a living offering to Inti under the care of the virgins of the Sun.
Then, he returned to partake in the parade.
“CunturSoul, this new son of mine will be enclosed in
the Koricancha temple until he is crowned. He will grow up
without any contact with the outside world. Because if they
see him, they will not be reverent to him. I am also going to
do sacrifices of children in his honor. The gods want human
blood, if he is going to have their guidance and protection.”
“Inka, mold that child in your likeness, but the blood of
the innocent will lead you to a moral catastrophe. How can
you reconcile that children will die for another child?”
“It is important that the people know that this son has
been baptized with the blood of his subjects, who only respect
the ones who can do away with their lives.”
“You are creating a theocratic leader.”
“CunturSoul, that is the only way to get to the soul of
superstitious people.”
“Inka, that has been the history of humanity, since the
beginning of times.”
“Man of the Future, we are all killers. The difference is
that in your days you are faceless killers.”
“Sapa Inka Pachacútec! We come from the south. Topa
Ayar Manco, the more valiant of all three brothers, went to the
jungles of Bolivia, and he got lost among the chunchos.”
“It saddens me to know that he was so valorous, and I lost
him. Tell me who are these Chunchos?”
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“Sapa Inka, they are savages who don’t believe in material
possessions or in forming empires. The jungle belongs to them.
We will never be able to conquer them, unless we destroy their
habitat, and that will never happen.”
“Great Inka, this messenger is keenly aware of how to
conquer them. Five hundred years later we are doing exactly
what he thought it was impossible. All that impenetrable
rainforest is disappearing, the very few aboriginal people
who are surviving is because they never allowed the civilized
people to subjugate them. Our most pressing agenda should
be to preserve their environment for the sake of humanity.
Unfortunately, the descendants of the Old World have the
means to destroy for the sake of progress.” His surviving son
returned to Cuzco.
“Father Inka, I hope my campaigns against the Collas are
of your approval.”
“Amaro, your actions have proven to me that you are not
apt to reign the empire. To be one, you have to be severe with
your subjects. Nevertheless, the people are loyal to you, and you
will be the co-regent of your brother who is to follow after me.”
“I will obey anyone that you have sired to be your heir. I
imagine that he is younger than me, unless you have kept that
secret for sometime.”
“Yes, he has been secluded for sixteen years. You will be his
confidant. Go and see him with CunturSoul, who is an idealist
like you in this world of constant wars.”
“Amaro, who is this stranger who dares to enter our temple?”
“Guards and matrons! He is a man from the future who has
come to encounter with the prince, and I to serve my brother.”
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“Both of you take off your sandals and carry this sac of
maize, as a sign of servitude. Do not lay your eyes on him until
he does first. He has not been in contact with any outsiders.
We don’t know what his reaction is going be to this foreigner
who seems reticent to follow our orders.”
“He will do as you say. Although, he feels that nobody
should be above others.”
“Prince Túpac Yupanque, I am your brother. I will serve
you, as my father has commanded.”
“Raise up that you embarrass me, you are older than me.”
“Stranger, you too get up that you seem to be uncomfortable
in that position. What is your name?”
“CunturSoul.”
“Oh, like that great bird that are my eyes to a world that I
can only imagine through their effortless flight.”
“Sometimes being in the dungeons of one’s solitude is the
price that some have to pay for the glory of being powerful.”
“Oh, no! This stranger’s words are also an expression of
adulation.”
“Young prince, you might as well get used to the insincerity
of the people.”
Amaro, tell me why am I enclosed in this golden temple
that I detest so much?”
“The design of our father is that you will lead the empire.
When that day comes, you will miss the quietness of this
enclosure. For outside these walls, the world is a treacherous
one.”
“Father Pachacútec, you have raised my brother to be an
autocratic warrior and like you, he will be a great lord.”
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“Amaro, you are beginning to realize that to continue
expanding the empire we need a revered warlord.”
“Inka Pachacútec, you are rearing your son to lead a
government of despotism and subjugation.”
“Man of the Future, in your times, the advanced countries
that supposedly govern with justice have also adopted ways of
injustice to defend their principles.”
“You could be right about the means to their end, but not
the principles for which they stand. Although we must always
be weary of the power bestowed on one nation or one person.
For our faults are greater than our virtues.”
“CunturSoul, one thousand years later the people of the
future are not better than we were. I don’t see why we shouldn’t
continue with our destiny. Túpac doesn’t have to understand
the intricacies of human nature. He is the Son of the Sun.”
“Inka, trying to comprehend our humanity will be an
untenable quest, and why in our times we are getting closer to
cloning ourselves into beings able to think in terms of digits.
For as long as we are humans, we will always be imperfect.”
“That is why we had to govern like demigods, so that the
people would follow one way of thinking.”
“Father Inka, it is time that you let my younger brother
govern with you.”
“Amaro, I know. I am old, and I don’t want to go on any
more campaigns. I will crown Túpac Yupanque as a warrior
prince.” Although Pachacútec was past his prime, he would not
relinquish his crown, but share it with his son.
“Túpac, you need to learn to be vigilant over the lands that
we have unified. Do not ever allow anyone look at you directly.
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For the day that you let them do that, you will have lost an
edge on them, and you will live to regret it. Always rule with
a hand of stone, and crush your enemies. If you don’t, they
would have savored the taste of defeat, a powerful allurement
to regain their freedom.”
Pachacútec had conquered the northern nations in the
Andes. Now he had his eyes on the coast, as more news came
from the great kingdom of Chimor. He would send Túpac in
his first campaign as a warrior prince.
“Topac Cápac, as an experienced warrior and an older half
brother of Túpac, I will entrust his safety to you in the fields of
battle. I want all the victories to be in his name, and not yours.”
“Apo Yupanque and Tilca Yupanque, as his legitimate
brothers, you will also be going with him.” Amaro Yupanque
stayed to safeguard the throne in case Pachacútec died.
“CunturSoul, my age has not diminished the fire I have
to keep on fighting and my son will make that possible. Only
with my death will that desire cease, and become like anyone
else.”
“Inka, death is the only democracy of our humanity.
Our fate would be bleak if it not were for the continuation of
ourselves in our children to whom we pass the seeds of good
and evil, like you are trying to do with your son.”
“That is not my intent.”
“It may not be, but it seems that in order to construct
we must destroy. Perhaps we are programmed by a God who
has given us the freedom to choose between these two forces.
Otherwise, our world would not materialize without the
antithesis of these concepts. Who knows, a civilization that
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follows only the good would cause its own destruction. It is
the entwining of these two opposing forces what give us our
eternity. An incomprehensible thought, nevertheless true.”
“CunturSoul, go with my son and you will understand
that subduing others is the only way to progress as is also
happening in your days where the few impose their ideals on
the majority.”
The prince marched on the central sierras to Cajamarca,
where he made his center of operations. Then, he interned into
the jungles.
“CunturSoul, we are in the land of the Chachapoyas. My
father instructed me to destroy the Chancas, but I am overtaken
by the freedom they enjoy and their women have the white
skin that we all desire.”
“Not only the Inkas desired them, our conquerors raped
them after long deprivations of their Spanish maidens who
didn’t want them without gold.” Túpac ventured into the dense
jungles looking for the Chancas. Unable to find them, he went
to Tumibamba in Ecuador, and he confronted the Cañaris. His
father had allotted him a few years for this first campaign, and
he returned to Cuzco.
“Great Pachacútec! Your son is back.”
“CunturSoul! This is one of my last hurrahs. I will cheat
death with his triumphs. I will go to receive him.”
“Son, as my body decays to the whims of time, I will die
knowing that we will continue on the path of greatness. Let us
enter the city, as victors.” After days of celebrations, Pachacútec
sent overseers to exert tributes, and to bring an account of all
that Túpac had done.
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Months later, they came with the news that, indeed, Túpac
had almost unified the whole of the north, but the Cañaris and
the Quitos were already uprising.
“Túpac, you have to learn to subdue your enemies until
their hopes to be free are eradicated. The enemy will never
become your allies, their descendants will always want revenge.”
“Great Pachacútec, we must extend the olive branches of
peace to the vanquished. Túpac should reign with the hand of
the magnanimous and not with that of the tyrant.”
“CunturSoul, I see where those foreign branches of distant
lands have taken us. Our people are now the most retched
human beings on earth for believing in those words without
any meaning.”
“Old Inka, must you be unmovable like those ancient
boulders of Sacsayhuaman and the graying of you hair is not a
sign of wisdom, but of our vile passions?”
“CunturSoul, maybe I am like you who fosters the sickness
of the soul.”
“Father Inka, do not missunderstand what the Man of the
Future is trying to tell us. He wishes that our descendants learn
that at one time we fell, and that they must resurge.”
“Túpac! We are in the past, we should continue with our
destiny. You have to go back and try to unite the northerners.
I will give you four years for that task. I want you to return
within that time, because I fear that I might not live that long.”
“Topac Cápac, Tilca Yupanque, and Apo Yupanque, go
again with Túpac. I want to see the fruits of my son’s victories,
before I join Inti.” For the second time, Túpac and his army
went to subdue the Quitos and the Cañaris.
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“CunturSoul, now we are faraway, I feel confident when I
am away from the old man.”
“Young Inka, aging is the course of our humanity. In some,
their bad traits increase exponentially to madness. Perhaps it is
better for the old to lose their minds, so as not to use their
malefic tendencies and make the lives of the young unbearable.
In our times, the people are weary of older statesmen, and they
are choosing younger leaders. We also have great old minds
who are the conscience of the world, and our books are replete
with their accomplishments. Thus, one must always fear old
age and not death.”
Without any incidents Túpac continued to Tumibamba,
where he fought the Cañaris. Unable to subdue them, he
followed them farther north. The four brothers took Quito,
which became the center of the empire in the north. In his
return to Tumibamba, his first son, Huayna Cápac, was
born. Some time after, Túpac Yupanque crossed to Puná, an
island of water-warriors. They formed an alliance with the
Inkas to conquer Tumbes, the last outpost of the Chimus in
the north.
“CunturSoul, the people of Puná have heard that far into
the oceans there are strange islands. I intend to go to them,
before we battle against the Tumbesinos.”
“Young Inka, if Pachacútec is still alive he is going to make
someone culpable for your extended adventures.”
“Man of the Future, I have lived so little time in Cuzco that
I belong to these tempered areas more than the frigid Andes. I
will go and find out if in those islands Inti keeps its bed; if so,
there must be gold. If I don’t go now, I never will. Being young
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is the catalyst for intrepidness, and you, as an old man, should
know that.”
“Apo Yupanque, while I am away, you will stay in Puná
to prepare an army to cross to Tumbes. If I don’t come back
in one year, let the coastal people believe that I am still alive
by celebrating fiestas in my name.” Nine months later, as
Pachacútec’s old bones rattled on the hard floor of his soiled
bed, he found out of his son’s extended expedition.
“Oh! Someone is going to pay, whether he returns or
not, for letting my son go on this venture.” Pachacútec sent
emissaries with menacing threats.
“Apo Yupanque, why are you having these celebrations?
You seem to be rejoicing that Túpac may not come back. Stop
these festivities. Pachacútec is not happy with you for allowing
you brother to go on this mad expedition.”
“Emissary of Cuzco, can’t you see that I am commemorating
the fact that Túpac is alive; if I don’t, the coastal people are
going to think that I am mourning his death. In these lands,
they need to know that we are in command.”
“I see the purpose of your fiestas, but I don’t know if the
old man will understand.” The celebrations continued. One
day, far on the yonder of the blue oceans, an armada of balsas
could be seen. With the glare of the sun, Túpac’s yellow head
band was barely visible. As his craft approached, he was holding
a skeletal jaw of a large animal.
“CunturSoul, I will never forget the beauty of those islands.
But they are not suitable to be inhabited.”
“Inka, that is why those islands have been preserved as it
was, if the Galapagos is where you went.”
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“I am glad that these islands have been preserved in
your times, as I found it in my days. For now I have to go
to the Chimus; not to confront them, but to learn from their
advances. Unfortunately, I have heard that some prefer men for
their pleasure, and that I am going to eliminate.”
“Túpac, that anomaly is part of our humanity. We are
created by a God, who has a purpose in every thing He
does.”
“You are going to be ostracized for those comments.”
“Speaking for the rights of others is not a luxury, it is an
uphill battle and Quixotes do not abound.”
“Are you confabulating. Who is that Quixote?”
“Túpac, in the world of writers he exposed the most
sublime nature of the human spirit: chivalry. A great Spaniard
who jokingly exposed the sickness in our souls, but he was
serious in what he was saying. There is so much to be proud
of Spain, our ‘mother country’, but I would rather call her our
‘step mother’. For mother of the ‘Indians’, that she never was.”
“Man of the Future, you seem to accept what you hate and
detest what you care for the most.”
“That is what history has done to me. Tell me more about
the Chimus, but not of their idiosyncrasies.”
“The Chimus are to the coast what the Inkas are to the
sierras. Their territory extends from Tumbes to Ancash (roughly
a third of the present Perúvian coast). We need to be united
with them, if we are to become an empire. Minchicaman, the
last of the Chimu lords has a great enemy, Cuismanco, in the
south of Lima. He wants to conquer his lands, because he has
allied with Pachacútec.”
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“As a great strategist, you are going to confront them at the
precise moment of their discords?”
“Yes, and there is nothing like fighting two nations in
conflict, because they are condemned to lose for not joining
their forces to fight a common enemy.”
“Túpac, the same thing happened to the Inkas, who were
fighting among themselves when the foreigners came. As you
can see, history repeats itself, and we never seem to learn from
our mistakes.”
“Apo Yupanque and Tilca Yupanque, you two cross the
ocean to Tumbes. Once taken, continue to Chimu by land.
Topa Cápac and I will descend from the sierras to the coast and
take the great city of Chan Chan.” Meanwhile, Pachacútec had
joined with Cuismanco, and the three factions probably closed
in on Minchicaman, because no one tells us how the great
kingdom of Chimor was conquered. The coastal people were
too valuable for the Inkas, and probably there was no bloodshed.
“Minchicaman, you were defeated but not vanquished.
Our intent is to form a great empire that will cover the coast,
the Andes, and the jungles. I offer you one of my sisters, and
we will be united by blood.”
“Great Pachacútec! Túpac Yupanque is returning.”
“Amaro, when he arrives both of us will enter Cuzco, if my
strength allows me.”
“Father Pachacútec! You cannot even walk, you are
trembling.”
“Never mind my aging body, I am still in control of my
mind. You have been gone longer than the four years that I had
allotted you for this campaign.”
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“Yes, father, but you cannot argue against my success.”
“I know of your victories, but I have to carry out something
that I have promised to do.”
“Tilca and Apo Yupanque! You have disobeyed my orders.
You have taken longer than I expected for this expedition.”
“Sapa Inka! We tried to dissuade Túpac from voyaging on
unknown oceans, but he didn’t listen. There was nothing we
could have done.”
“Perhaps, but both of you don’t deserve to enter Cuzco.
Only your heads will.”
“Father! My brothers are loyal to you and to me. I am not
going to allow you to do that.”
“Listen! You are just a prince. I am still the Sapa Inka and
I will proceed as I see fit.”
I hope our confused history is wrong about the veracity
of this event. What is certain is that someone was killed in this
account. That is the way Pachacútec must have been. For no
one builds an empire, unless violence is used.
“Túpac Yupanque, in the more than four years that you
have been gone, we have had famines and intrigues. I want you
to take the crown, while I am still alive. I have so many sons,
and their mothers would like to crown one of their own.”
Túpac married his sister, so as not to leave any doubt as
who was going to be the new Sapa Inka. After thirty-three years
of rule, Pachactuec descended from the throne, aided by his
sons.

X
TUPAC INKA YUPANQUE
The Tenth Inka: Alexander the Great of the Andes

C

unturSoul, I had no idea that my father had problems
while I was gone and why he was so precise in the timing
of my expeditions. There was hunger and political dissension.
In the midst of that calamity the nobles were hoping for
Pachacútec’s demise, and my death. I have inherited an empire
that is not well solidified, and the sands of our excursions to
the coast have yet to be hardened. I need to assert my influence,
while Amaro is still alive. The people consider me an outsider
for having lived so long in the north, and my son a stranger for
having been born in Ecuador.”
“Topac Cápac, my experienced general, go to Chincha and
secure the southern coast. Cuismanco, who helped us to defeat
the Chimus, feels that he is more powerful than we are, because
of his great idol. I will march to their sanctuary, and try to
renew my friendship with him. If he resists we have to take
Pachacamac.”
“Cuismanco, I have come to offer you the better of two
worlds: you will be the guardian of Pachacamac under the
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protection of an all-powerful Inka army, and allow us to build
a temple for the Sun and a cloister for our virgins. These two
sanctuaries will become a place of pilgrimage for the whole
empire.”
“Inka, you speak with wisdom. I also know of your
motives behind it. Nevertheless, nothing will plase me more
than joining our idols with that purpose in mind.”
“Túpac Yupanque, I feel that once you bring thousands
of Inka people, as mitimaes, the coastal inhabitants will change
their way of life.”
“CunturSoul, that is the only way to unify an empire. The
runners have informed me that my father is very ill, he wants
me in Cuzco. Our political victory is going to be a great source
of happiness for him, and he will die a triumphant warrior.”
Túpac found the dying Pachacútec talking to his numerous
illegitimate sons:
I know I have distrusted you,
Because your mothers thought only of making you lords.
I am leaving you the whole of the empire,
Under the reign of my heir.
In a voice that was getting weaker, he addressed his
legitimate son:
Túpac Yupanque, you who have gone farther than I have.
As a unique lord you must always require absolute obedience,
Even of your own brothers.
For a family is like the scorpions,
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Who curve their deadly tails against themselves.
You must learn to step on them,
Until the poison of their treason splatters.
Pointing his shaking hand at his elder son, he said:
Amaro Yupanque, let Túpac go on conquests,
And you take care of the administration.”
His strength waning and his voice barely audible, he kept
giving orders as if defying the inevitable:
After I die,
I want the master jewelers of Chimu to make a golden effigy of me,
So that the nobles can commemorate my person.
My nails and hair that were saved during my lifetime,
Place them in an urn and take it to all the nations,
For the people to adore me.”
As the Inka was nearing his last moments, I came to his side:
“Oh! Inka Pachacútec you have aged to your bones, but your
greatness will perdure to the last of the ruins of your constructions.
Great lord of the times, what do you have to tell your descendants
who are now in the dungeons of our own disgrace?”
Oh CunturSoul!
Your coming to our times has been a painful experience.
I am beginning to question the harshness of my life.
For in our final days,
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We all end up in a solitude full of questions.
With you, I have traveled the path of our past and of your present,
It saddens me to know what happened to us,
And what is happening to our descendants.
From far beyond of my nothingness,
I urge our people to be united,
And reclaim the greatness of what we were.
Otherwise, you will remain in the same precipices that we fell.
Remember that a nation is the reflection of its virtues, 		
And the follies of its people.
It behooves our descendants to change the wrong we did,
And honor the good that it was in us.”
As his evanescing soul was leaving this world, he spoke as
if he were singing to himself:
Oh! The Sun will no longer shine upon me,
I was born to be free like the ichu-grass on the open fields,
Where not even the Chancas could uproot me.
But with the years:
The petals of my youth fell,
The stem of my life dried,
And as time ate into my flesh,
I became a bitter old man.”
Finishing singing this verse, he took his last breath to fog
the caustic pages of our past.
“Nobles and generals! Don’t let anyone find out about
Pachacútec’s death. We must keep vigil while Túpac is in the
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temple fasting for his re-investiture.” Days later, the new Inka
lord attired in the splendor of his lordship was carried out on
his golden litter to the Aucaypata plaza. In the midst of the
ceremonies a runner came, and in a disconcerted tone told
Túpac of the demise of his father, which was already known to
him. Looking at the people, he exclaimed:
“Oh, no! The great Pachacútec is now at the side of Inti.”
The newly crowned Inka covered his face with his mantle,
grieving for the death of his predecessor. The transfer of power
was passed on without any incidents, the funeral of his father
was celebrated in all the empire.
There is so much that can be said about Pachacútec, I just
wanted to get to the core of his soul. I hope I have, because
deep in my genes I carry the same strands of DNA of what we
were. Not an absurd idea for any mestizo, who accepts that we
are the descendants of the original inhabitants of the American
Continent.
“CunturSoul, my generals are urging me to go on more
campaigns. We will go to where the sun rises.”
“Oh Inka! That will bring me fond memories of my youth
in the jungles of Perú.”
“Amaro Yupanque, the rainforest people will remain as the
same savages if we don’t civilize them.”
“Sapa Inka and brother, you should think twice before
interning into that green inferno.”
“Amaro, this excursion will be more about adapting
ourselves to their environment than to dominate them.”
“Inka warriors! We are going to Paucartambo, the
beginning of the forests. We will divide into three factions: I
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will go north on the Manu river, and perhaps find the legendary
Paititi, which is said to be a city of gold. Otorongo Achachi,
you go farther east. Chalco Yupanque will go south with the
Man of the Future who knows that region.”
“Túpac, you are going to an unknown area, and you will
get lost like your predecessors did. Be careful. In the jungle
one is closer to death with every step one takes, and anything
that one touches or eats. Get the best Chuncho guides, they are
masters of that green desert.” Days later Chalco arrived at a
place that is now known as Quince Mil or Fifteen Thousand.
I remember it as a one-street town, the farthest the trucks
could reach after traveling for weeks on muddy roads. Then,
we flew in a small plane over the deep jungles to Port of
Maldonado.
“Man of the Future, you who have been in those
impenetrable forests, tell me if the Chunchos are still the same
savages that they once were?”
“Inka, the rainforest people have been exposed to the
cheap advances of civilization, they are no longer the masters
of their environment, and they have no land to claim as their
own.”
Navigating down the unknown rivers, Chalco arrived at
the present Puerto Maldonado, a small city that is situated in
the midst of the jungle.
“Chalco, it has been some time and we haven’t heard from
Túpac. He must be lost in the virgin forests of Manu.”
“CunturSoul, Otorongo is closely following Túpac’s every
step to help him, if he is in trouble.” In effect, the Inka was
fighting.

Places and rivers in the Amazon Jungles of Perú and Brazil traveled by the author.
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“Oh, Inti! Don’t let me die in this ungodly green hell. Half
of my troops are dead from hunger, diseases, and the arrows
that come from midday obscurity of the thick canopies.”
Túpac’s men were fighting their last battle. Luckily,
otorongo saved them from the unseen fury of the warriors of
the jungles.
“Sapa Inka, now you know that these forests are
unconquerable.”
“Otorongo, what happened to Chalco and the Man of the
Future?”
“Inka, they must be fairing well. They are navigating on
known rivers, and they are not confronting the Chunchos.”
“Why aren’t they fighting these savages?”
“CunturSoul is only remembering the rivers of his youth.
He seems to have more respect for the inhabitants of the
rainforest than the people of the Andes.”
“He may be right. The Chunchos are still savages, and we
are no longer Inkas but ‘Indians’.” A runner brought news from
the south.
“Sapa Inka! Coaquire has named himself the Pachacútec of
the Collas, and he is spreading rumors that you are dead.”
“Otorongo, I must return and form an army in Cuzco to
quell their insurrection. If you find Chalco, both of you wait
for me in Paucartambo, and we will enter the Sacred City as
victors.” The Inka returned to Cuzco.
“Túpac, my brother, I am glad to see you again. We
thought that you were all dead. You are a ghost of what you
were. Have our shamans exorcise the evils of the jungles, and
our curanderos-healers rid your body of the maggots of death.”
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Túpac recuperated under the care of Amaro Yupanque, and he
left for the southern region. After months of harrowing battles,
the two sons of Chuqui Cápac were apprehended.
“Coaquire, you rebelled against me when I was lost in
the jungles, and you had the indignity of taking the name of
my father for yourself. I will make tambours of your skin to
resound that there is only one Pachacútec, and no one will ever
surpass his greatness.”
The Inka followed the fugitive Collas to the south shores of
the Titicaca lake, creating terror in the altiplanos-high planes.
“Great Túpac Yupanque! We are already in the region
of the Araucans. Michimalongo and Tangalongo are their
ferocious warlords, and no one will ever conquer them.”
“Why not try it with my generals. I will return to
Paucartambo, where Otorongo and Chalco are waiting for me.”
After crossing the great desert of Atacama, his generals
saw in the distance the white crest of the Aconcagua at 22,834
feet, the highest volcano of the New World, eventually arriving
at the whereabouts of present Santiago de Chile, where he
encountered the indomitable Araucans.
“Michimalongo and Tangalongo, we are the ambassadors
of Túpac Inka Yupanque. We bring gifts and there is much
more if you become Inkas of privilege. Only the Maule river
separates us. Let its waters unite us in peace.”
“Tell your Inka lord that we will never be anything but
Araucans. Our freedom means more to us than your worthless
bribes. Cross to our side if you can. We will have our spikes
ready to traverse your bodies.” The Inkas placed the stone of
demarcation on the north side of the river, the limit of the Inka
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Empire to the south. The Araucans not only detained the Inkas.
They also held the Spaniards for some time, many of whom
died impaled with greased pointed poles that entered through
their anus to come out of their mouths. Túpac Yupanque had
extended the empire from a volcano in the south to a volcano
in the north, Ecuador, the active Chimborarzo at 20,561 feet.
A distance of 2500 miles. On the western flank not even the
oceans stopped him, and he ventured to distant islands. To the
east, the jungles deterred him from reaching to the Atlantic
ocean. Now an older Túpac, tired of wars, decided to stay in
Cuzco.
“CunturSoul, Amaro Yupanque is dead. I have no one in
whom I can trust. Not all of us were as you portray us to be.
We had good people, and my brother was one of them.”
“Túpac, it would be preposterous of me to think that all
of you were the same. But a nation is the representation of all
its inhabitants, not only of a few. It is the people who give the
soul to a nation. Who knows? If your brother had become the
lord, even as meek as he was, perhaps he would have kept unity
in the Tahuantinsuyo and not necessarily enlarge the empire.
But the way of governing that Pachacútec chose was that of
a tyrant, and you are following on the same path. The final
outcome of this despotism speaks for itself. Otherwise, how can
we account for a few foreigners conquering a great nation. They
did not subdue the millions of you, but it was the thousands
of oppressed vassals who wanted freedom from the Inkas. We
didn’t lose to the Spaniards, we lost to our own people.”
“Man of the Future, I must continue with my destiny
according to the actions of my subjects. I will plan the
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administration of this immense empire, while I finish the
fortress of Sacsayhuaman.”
“Nobles, my father left unfinished the head of this pumacity. We should proceed to its completion by moving that
boulder that not even a thousand workers were able to move
it.”
“Sapa Inka! That would be impossible. We better give up.”
“Then, in honor to the great architects and my father, leave
it where it is. May the future generations with their advanced
technology move that ‘tired stone’.”
“Túpac, to my days that boulder has not been moved one
inch, and it will remain there to attest to your greatness.”
“Is it possible that our descendants have not moved that
stone, yet?”
“Oh, Inka, in our days, we don’t even transport adobes for
the common good, and many use cardboards for their houses.”
“CunturSoul, I thought you were trying to find out who
we were and why we failed, but you seem to be getting lost in
the ruins of our past.”
“We know what the Inkas were by the constructions they
left, but we don’t understand what made us into what we are.”
“Man of the Future, to conquer was easy. To retain what
we unified was difficult.”
“Topac Cápac! These lands are too extensive to govern. Go
and oversee the empire in the north.”
Topac left with thousands of warriors, and a multitude of
people. In essence, a mitimae expedition. Once in the north, he
acted like a tyrant. Many nobles considered him more powerful
than Túpac.

“Oh Inka, in our days, we don’t even move adobes for the common good, let alone stones.” Picture taken by the author in this medical mission to
Ica-Perú.
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“Topac, the people respect you as if you were the Sapa
Inka.”
“Why not, Man of the Future. I am older and more
experienced than he is. In this town of Yanayaco, they will do
anything for me.”
“No wonder, Túpac’s administration is to protect himself
from people like you. The Yanayacos may just be a trap set by
him to test your loyalty.”
“CunturSoul, you are like a shaman who can only predict
bad omens.”
“Sapa Inka! We come from the land of the Yanayacos. They
are rebelling against you under the command of Topac Cápac.”
Túpac left with a great army, and he confronted his brother.
“Topac Cápac! I sent you to oversee the empire. Instead,
you rose against me.” In a moment of rage, Túpac crushed his
skull. Then, the Inka began to kill indiscriminately the innocent
and the responsible. His wife told him to stop the carnage,
reminding him that it could work against him, just like it did
for his father. She told him that instead of slaughtering them,
they should be used as servants, or Yanaconas. In that capacity,
they served the Inkas until the conquistadors came, who also
used them for the same purpose. To these days that mentality
still exists between the ‘Indians’ and the mestizos, where one is
the master and the other the servant depending on who has the
means to humiliate the other, and many of whom relish this
symbiotic relationship of master and servant.
The Yanaconas were a product of an unfortunate situation,
and the conquerors abused that concept, making the ‘Indians’
worse than slaves. In effect, the only ones who were not
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subservient to anyone were the inhabitants of the rainforests
who guarded their freedom, as savagely as the jungle is. They
never wanted any alliance with the Inkas or the Spaniards, and
presently they don’t trust the mestizos who have not changed in
their way of thinking in the last five hundred years.
“CunturSoul, your thoughts are deplorable. Are we
responsible for this calamity?”
“Inka, we all are: ‘Indians’, mestizos, and the supposed
white people. That is why we need to recreate ourselves for
own survival.”
“Man of the Future, we are coming to the end of our encounter.
I feel that all I have done is to enlarge the empire, and not enhance
the political essence of my subjects. Perhaps it will happen with
my legitimate son, if he is to become the next emperor.”
“Mama Ocllo, mother of Titu Cusi Yupanque, I must
confess that my love for you is more filial than carnal. I
know that you have been weary of Chuqui Ocllo, who is my
concubine. We have a son, Cápac Huari, who is older than
Titu. Since he was born in Cuzco, I may have to leave the
empire to him.”
“Husband and brother, you should not confide in Chuqui
Ocllo. She belongs to another dynasty. The nobles will not
allow you to transfer the lordship to Cápac Huari. Remember
that our union is for the good of the empire, and it has nothing
to do with love. You can give all your affections to her, but
leave her son out of the succession.”
“Inka, the desire for immortality that some old men seek
in younger women has also affected you. More kingdoms have
been lost to this, the most insidious of all passions.”
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“What to do CunturSoul? I can only show my devotion to
Chuqui Ocllo by legitimizing our love child.”
“Inka, your obsession for her will not only bring problems
to you, but also to the empire.”
“Chuqui Ocllo, the nobles don’t want your son to be the
next Sapa Inka. There isn’t much I can do.”
“Túpac Yupanque! Get rid of your detractors and of your
wife. You have lost your edge, and that is why you need Cápac
Huari to help you.”
Ambivalent as to whom to choose for his successor, Túpac
picked the future consort for Titu Cusi Yupanque, the beautiful
Cusi Rimay Ocllo and also his legitimate sister. A must for a
future king to be.
“Shamans! I am the preferred concubine of Túpac
Yupanque. The nobles are trying to dissuade him from passing
the crown to my son. Give me a potion that will end his final
days, before he places Titu in the throne.”
“Chuqui Ocllo! You are mad. We want no part of your
gruesome scheme. Túpac Yupanque will kill all of us, if he
discovers your plans.”
“Shamans! Do not fear for your welfare. I am the mother
of the next Sapa Inka to be, and nothing is going to happen to
you.”
“CunturSoul, someone has put a spell on me. I feel my
powers are leaving me. What to do?”
“Túpac, the end of our days are not the most pleasant
moments of our existence, and one must be resigned for this
event. You should put in order the transfer of power or the
empire will fall.”
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“Man of the Future, I have decided that Titu Cusi
Yupanque will be the next Sapa Inka. Although, I would have
preferred that Cápac Huari be the one. But, I have rescinded
from that idea some time ago.”
“You may have, but you are not even planning his
coronation.”
“Titu is too young, my trusted advisers will take care of the
empire until he is of age.”
“Perhaps it may happen so, but Chuqui Ocllo will have
plans to usurp the lordship for your son after you die.”
“You have traveled too long with us, and now you know
what we are capable of doing to ourselves.”
“Inka! That is politics. We are not alone in this endeavor,
and we have to let history take its course”
“Mama Ocllo, call all my children and nobles, Inti is
calling me.” In his last moments, he began to talk to them in a
stern voice:
Listen and hear me well!
I want my successor to be Titu Cusi Yupanque.
Do not ever let the seeds of discord alter his destiny.”
“Inka, your descendants also want to hear your last words
of wisdom, so as not to make the same mistakes of the past.”
“Oh, Man of the Future! You never got into my soul,
Because I learned very young not to trust anyone.
From the depths of my inert being, I say to all of you:
Do not be like we were, and respect each other.
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Once you can do that,
You will have the fortitude to become a great nation.”
Túpac Yupanque died a painful death. As we will find out
later, indeed, this is the land of treachery. So was our past, so
is our present, and it behooves us to change that pattern. The
only key to our future.

XI
HUAYNA CÁPAC
The eleventh Inka: The end of an all Powerful Emperor

W

ith the eleventh emperor the empire began in its rapid
descent, which the Inkas must have felt as dim reports
of ominous foreign forces were coming their way. With their
presence in the American Continent we can approximate
our historical events with more specific dates. If we take our
bearings from the chronicler Miguel Cabello Balboa, Túpac
Yupanque died in 1493, one year after Christopher Columbus
arrived to the New World.
“Why is everybody leaving the deathbed of the Inka? No
one should mention of his demise, until we have duly crowned
Titu Cusi Yupanque.”
“Huaman Achachi, great general of the north, Túpac
Yupanque is dead. Some nobles of Cuzco have sided with the
Huaris, and they want to crown the son of Chuqui Ocllo.”
“Nobles, it is clear that my brother has been poisoned.”
Huaman Achachi went to Cuzco to protect his five-year-old
nephew. The prince came out of seclusion from the temple
dressed in splendid regalia. Seeing that he was still a child, the
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people began chanting: Huayna Cápac! Huayna Cápac! Young
and powerful. Thereafter, Huayna Cápac would be his surname.
“Apo Hualpaya, our trusted cousin, you will remain as
his custodian until he reaches manhood.” The child-prince
was again raised secluded in the temple due to the whims of
treachery among the nobility.
“Nobles, I have a secret that I am only confiding in a few
of you. We can change our future and that of the empire by
choosing my son as the next Sapa Inka.” Knowledgeable of
the hierarchy of the Inkas and to receive grace from Huaman
Achachi, some nobles who were aware of Apo Hualpaya’s
schemes went to the north to tell him of the intrigues in the
Imperial City.
“Nobles! Are you sure what you are telling me is true?”
“Yes, great Achachi. The young prince has been taken to
Quispicanchi to celebrate his birthday.”
“Oh! They will kill him, so as not to cause any commotion
in Cuzco. I will go there with my troops.”
In the violent struggle, Huaman Achachi killed Apo
Hualpaya and his son. The prince was entrusted to the care of
Auqui Topa, his older brother.
“Cusi Rimay, ‘Happy Speaker’, the great Túpac Yupanque
chose you to be the wife of your brother. I know that both of
you will give tranquility to this beleaguered city.”
In grand regalia, the siblings to be consorts came out
separately from the palaces of their forefathers. The two
adolescents looked at each other, shyly smiling. In the
innocence of their youth they knew that this was not a union
of the sexes, but of their blood to keep their dynasty intact.
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The couple continued on the narrow streets of Cuzco until
they arrived at the great temple of Koricancha, where in its
forbidden chambers, by the lacing of their golden sandals they
were bound in marriage. After some years, the newly anointed
Inka began his reign in a city that was smoldering from the
recent intrigues. He started to make changes in the temple that
sheltered him for most of his childhood.
“Auqui Topa, my advisor, there are many matters of State
that have not been carried out according to the mandates of the
great Pachacútec. The priests have too much power.”
“Huayna Cápac, the priests, as the keepers of the temple,
have always devised ways of getting into the wheels of
government. The sooner you instill your authority, the easier
it will be for you to govern.” The Inka elevated himself to the
highest divine authority and began to make plans for the funeral
for his father that had not taken place due to the tumultuous
events. The ceremonies over, the Inka began preparing an
expedition to go north on extended trips of recognizance.
Meanwhile, Cusi Rimay gave birth to a male child.
“Sister and wife, before I leave, I should not rely on this
one son alone. Anything can happen to him, and I don’t know
if you will bear any more male children.”
“Brother and husband, my duty is done. The rest is up to
the will of Inti.”
“Inka, some historians say that Cusi Rimay didn’t have any
children, and your first born was with another sister to whom
you married to legitimize her son.”
“CunturSoul, why are you so insistent in the accuracy of
this most private matter?”
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“Because, the question of legitimacy led to the disintegration
of the empire.” In effect, Huayna Cápac procreated what in
our history would be known as the ‘last Inka’.
“CunturSoul, in a way I have two legitimate sons: Ninan
Cuyoche with my wife Cusi Rimay and Topa Cusi Hualpa
(Huascar) with my other sister, Rahua Ocllo. Of the multiple
illegitimate sons that I have, Atahualpa is my preferred one.
Huascar will stay in Cuzco to learn the ways of the nobility.
Ninan Cuyoche and Atahualpa will come with me to the north.
With them, I will have sons capable of taking over war duties
and government matters in case I die.”
“Great Huayna Cápac, you have just sealed the fate of the
Inkas, which it will reverberate for thousands of years in the
universe.”
“In the universe! Are you confabulating?”
“I say in the universe, because our planet will eventually
extinguish itself. When that time comes, some members of the
human species will travel to the end of the galaxies to continue
with the survival of humankind. However, if that ever happens,
we will be discarded as a race, just as the ‘Indians’ are being
marginalized in the world.”
“I don’t understand, explain yourself.”
“Probably, that is how we human beings came to earth.
It is possible that the ruins of Sacsayhuaman are not the works
of our recent past but of other times, like Tiahuanaco that you
also found to be very ancient.”
“Enough of theories. It is time for us to continue with
our destiny, and you to cross over the turbulent waves of your
present.”
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Thus, and in the midst of this encounter, I find myself
voyaging to the Old World to understand who our conquerors
were by knowing who their present descendants are. In Spain, I
went to the birthplace of the famous and infamous conquistador
Francisco Pizarro, the man for whom I felt certain antipathy
due to his brutal legacy. However, sometimes in order to heal
the wounds of the past, one must get in touch with those who
marred our legacy; a feat accomplished not only by fingering
the decaying books of history, but also by gently tiptoeing on
the bygone footprints of those who mourned our ancestors,
and we who suffered its consequences must understand why.
It would be easy to spill my ire on this man, which is not my
intent, but to confront his ill-fated legacy; notwithstanding
that our sorrowful past must not be forgotten in order to right
our present.
“CunturSoul, why are you so pensive?”
“Oh! Inka, I just came back from faraway lands, where I
made friendships with the descendants of the conquistadors,
and whose ancestors were already in the New World to conquer
your empire.”
“To conquer us? You are talking like a sorcerer.”
“Inka, it saddens me to tell you the empire that your
forefathers built will not be inherited by your descendants.”
“Man of the Future! Who else but them?”
“Unfortunately, that is not what is going to happen.”
“Why not? We have the power to continue on the path of
greatness began under Manco Cápac.”
“Yes, Inka, however the soul of the empire was built with
mud, and not with the boulders of your fortresses. If you had
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forged the endurance of the stones in the makeup of your
people, today we would carry your legacy as Inkas and not as
‘Indians’.”
That sounds ominous and contradictory. We had no more
lands to unify, but rebellions to quell.
“Man of the Future, tell me of those people from that
faraway world, if they are going to come.”
“Inka, they were already in the New World in the last year
of your father’s reign (1448-1493) and they will not be coming
to safeguard your lineage, let alone preserve your empire.”
“If they were here, they should have helped us to advance
along with them.”
“Inka, the world follows one pattern: the rise and fall of
civilizations. Ours, perhaps, began during the last crusade in
1250, and ended when Spain was liberated from the Moors
in 1492. In the long process of freeing themselves from their
occupiers, Spain forged men of fighting will and adventurous
spirit. With their arrival to the New World, we became the
next infidels.”
“How did they happen to come to our continent?”
“It all began in 1486 when Christopher Columbus exposed
his thesis of navigating west to get to the Indies. Sixteen years
later, the kingdom of Spain decided to help Columbus with
money that they themselves did not have. They had to borrow
from the elites that controlled the world: the Catholic Church
and the Night Templars. In August 1492, from the misty Port of
Palos, intrepid mariners unfurled their sails to let the wind take
them where nobody else dared to venture. After less than two
months of uncertainty, when they thought all else was lost and
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close to mutiny, a man shouted Tierra! Tierra! On the twelfth
of October 1492, a new chapter in the history of our round
planet was unfolding. A day of infamy that should be forever
forgotten. But we, descendants of the very people who were
almost annihilated by the newcomers, celebrate that occasion,
instead of mourning their unwelcome discovery. After such a
fateful sight, they disembarked on an island not knowing that
they were putting foot in a ‘New World’. With that unwanted
event our fate was sealed forever, as ‘Indians’.”
“Why do you speak of them in an apocalyptic manner?
Couldn’t they have been the emissaries of Wiracocha?”
“They might have been all you can imagine, but they were
not demigods. Why is it that everything that is unknown to us
must be the works of God?”
“Because the gods created good and evil, and they can
be cruel if their tempers are fired up or benevolent if we do
sacrifices to appease their ire.”
“Inka, we all have the ability to do good and evil in order
to take our bearings in this unknown state that we call life; it is
the balance of these two forces that give us our humanness.”
“Do I have to fear the awful events that you are
prognosticating?”
“No, Inka, I am trying to make some sense of what happened
to us, and see what to do with the rest of our humanity that we
lost after the conquistadors came to our lands.”
“Man of the Future, why must you be so intent in exposing
the reason for our decline?”
“Because, knowing why our end came to pass will bring us
closer to recover what we lost. Maybe, no one is responsible for
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our downfall. We did it ourselves for not being united, and we
are still disunited for accepting what they did to us.”
“How can we be responsible for our own demise, when
it is obvious that the Old World people were the ones who
caused our end? The purpose of your trip should be to make
them accountable. Otherwise, how are we going to regain our
dignity? You are ambivalent about your enemies.”
“Inka, my purpose is to let the descendants of the invaders
know of our plight, and that some day they must make
reparations to the ‘Indians’.”
“You are taking a difficult road to get to that end, knowing
well that we should recover what was taken from us by force
when they conquered us.”
“Perhaps we should, but it will lead us nowhere. Let us go
back in time to the progenitor of our disgrace. There, in the
beautiful town of Trujillo, a love affair took place between a
gentleman-warrior and his domestic girl. Out of that union,
Francisco Pizarro was born in the year 1477; a man for whom,
after my recent trip to Spain, I began to feel differently. Because
nothing can be accomplished by harboring ill feelings toward
historical figures, their descendants, or the Spanish people of
today.”
“You are preaching to yourself. Why not admit what they
did to us was barbaric, and don’t try to mend their inequities
so passively. We are humans and we should take revenge,
otherwise we will always be the same ‘Indians’ that they think
we are. Keep on telling me about this man of the Old World
who, perhaps, is coming to follow the prophecy of the great
Wiracocha.”
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“No, they came and forced on us the teachings of another
God from the Old World. Let us continue with Francisco
Pizarro, who as a child was reared like the Inka lords treated
their illegitimate children.
“How else can one treat a bastard?”
“No different than the legitimate ones, for children are not
responsible for the deeds of their procreators.”
“Man of the Future, throughout the ages, races, and
religions, illegitimacy has never been approved. I don’t see how
can you defend it.”
“Do not misunderstand me, I am not supporting the idea
that one can have children at random, commitment must be
there for the welfare of a child. Nevertheless, the notion of
illegitimacy is what ended with the empire.”
“How could that have affected our history?”
“Because, the lawful son of an Inka had more rights than
his half brothers. For the same reason, Francisco was raised as
a herder of pigs. Not a humiliating trade as history makes us
believe, since these animals were the wealth of his land.”
“Like we, that the more llamas we have the richer we are?”
“Exactly. However, some people pride themselves in avoiding
the so-called lower type of jobs and live off the labor of others. A
legacy left to us by the Spaniards, many of whom are too proud
to do the jobs that they consider below their dignity, and the
hard work is left for the ‘Indians’ to do. But Francisco was a
working man or, better yet, a ferocious mercenary. That he was
illiterate, so was the rest of the world in those days. Not knowing
how to write or read doesn’t diminish one’s innate intelligence.
Writing is just a tool to express what one feels, and reading is
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a way to perceive what others think. If a person doesn’t have a
chance to obtain an education, that should not be taken as a
stigma of ignorance, as it is insinuated with this man of Trujillo.”
“CunturSoul, tell me about this man’s soul.”
“Inka! I just did. His upbringing is what formed his soul.
Thus, in that faraway hamlet of Trujillo, I must have stepped
over the same cobblestones that he walked on, implored in
the same churches where he prayed, and saw the same ancient
buildings that he had seen. Then and there, I realized that he
had accomplished what no other better men of his times could
have achieved in spite of his infaust childhood.”
“What do you have to say about his legacy of destruction?”
“That is another matter. As long as we make others culpable
for our misfortunes we will never root out ourselves from the
dungeons of our own doings.”
“Then how are my descendants going to face their future?”
“We will only change through evolution, and that will
take a long time.”
“Sapa Inka! We are coming from the north. We bring you
bad news. The Chachapoyas have killed the representatives
that your father left.”
“Man of the Future, it looks like all I will be doing in my
reign is quelling uprisings instead of uniting them.”
“Have you tried to find out why, and prevent this from
happening without humiliating your people?”
“I give them everything they need, and they still rebel. I
don’t understand why?”
“Perhaps there is no way to appease the pride of the
vanquished. One either entices the will to fight or defeats
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their will to persevere, which is what is happening to your
descendants who have lost the desire to rid themselves of their
psychological chains—for there is no greater evil than the
demons within ourselves.”
“Sapa Inka! You must go and put an end to the rebellion.”
“Runners! Do not worry. The Chachapoyas are not as
hardy as we are. I will bring them to our way of life by taking
thousands of people to their lands, as mitimaes.”
On the stone-paved road to the north, Huayna Cápac’s
troops made their way to the warm lands of the north, where
the rebellious Chachapoyas were waiting with an army not as
numerous or well disciplined. The Inkas committed atrocities
against them. In time, this attitude led to more uprisings
among other nations of the north, and the beginning of future
conflicts. The young Inka, who was new in the art of war, was
learning the ways of cruelty.
“Sapa Inka, the Chachapoyas have no wealth other than
their women. We must take them to Cuzco.”
“Generals, they will be the finest booty and the only way
to emasculate their warriors.” The Inka returned to Cuzco,
but in those days it took them months if not years. His first
expedition of pacification had ended, and he was on the road
to greatness. But in our historical consciousness, we were on
the path to our own destruction.
“Sapa Inka, we are receiving disturbing news, the
Chachapoyas are preparing for another revolt.”
“Huaman Achachi, my great uncle, go north and see what
those people want from us, short of their total destruction. I
will go to the south. We must make sure that the Colla people
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are our allies, if we are to venture farther north.” The Inka left
to the legendary city of Tiahuanaco.
“CunturSoul, I am sure that the Wiracochas built these
megalithic structures. Can you imagine what great metropoli
this place must have been? There must be more to our universe,
and to think that it will all end. But, when?”
“Huayna Cápac, you are drifting into the nothingness
of our times. The quest of mankind is to go as far as where
the universe is expanding. Although man, as a species, has
already been to the moon, we still don’t know who we are
or maybe we are not.” The Inka heard more news of the
north.
“Sapa Inka! The Quitos, Pastos, Caranques, and Cayambis
are also revolting. You should return to Cuzco and prepare an
expedition to go again to the north.”
“CunturSoul, I must get back to the reality of our earthly
world, which is to conquer and subjugate.”
“Inka, we are created to kill or to be killed. It is survival
of the fittest, a concept so indisputable and yet so insidiously
repressed by those who are the fittest.”
“If that is the law of humanity, we should also continue
with that same adage. Before I return to Cuzco, I will visit
the sanctuary of the Sun situated in the middle of the Titicaca
Lake.”
“Nobles! Who are these people who live on these manmade islands of totora-weeds?”
“Sapa Inka, they are the Uros. No one can change their
way of life.”
“They should at least comply with our laws.”
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“Inka, that is why they live so isolated. Manco Cápac
probably came out from the midst of this lake, and he began
the empire that you are now leading.”
“Perhaps he did. The deadly quietness of this place makes
it an ideal abode for the gods.”
“Warriors! Let the Uros remain as they are to remind us
of our primordial beginnings.” The Inka made sacrifices in the
Island of the Sun. Then, he went to the Lupacas, Pacasas, and
Chucuitos, to explain them of his future plans:
Colla nobles!
I need all your men that you can contribute,
So I can pacify the north for a greater empire.”
“Great lord of Cuzco!
The Inkas have taken our sons in the flower of their youth.
We only have widows and the elderly left.
Do not take the few who have grown to your embittered battles.”
The Inkas may have deprived nations of their young, but
the Old World people perpetrated the greatest genocide ever in
the history of mankind. The natives are still suffering injustices
committed by no other than their own people who along with
powerful nations prey on them with their self-serving ideologies
and avarice. Nevertheless, the ‘Indians’ have managed to survive,
unfortunately as the most humiliated of all races. How resilient
can they be, and patiently await for better times to come? That
will only happen when the granite boulders of their ruins are
polished to pebbles by the winds of world indifference.
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Huayna Cápac left the southern region for the last time.
He arrived at Cuzco. He was received as if he had come from
a victorious war, when in fact he had desecrated the soul of his
people. For there are no more wretched acts than that of taking
the young to serve in the killing fields for someone’s else creed
or greed. Just who gives the power to some people, nations,
or races to coerce others to go to wars and cause destruction?
Where does this concept comes from? Charles Darwin is correct
with his theory of ‘the survival of the fittest’, which is the karma
of our humanity. Can we reverse this universal mandate?
“Man of the Future we cannot revert the laws of God,
which in itself are ours. We all must fight for our own selfpreservation. In a way, you are also battling for your own
survival disguised by this encounter. But, you want to foster
the ‘survival of the weak’, and why you are a healer and not a
warrior. Let us stop this discussion which is not a product of
your own thoughts, but of that man of the Old World who put
this well-known fact into a theory.” Huayna Cápac rested in the
Yucay Valley, before going to do what the Inkas did best, fight!
“CunturSoul, from now on my policy of government will
be to integrate and maintain what we have unified.”
“Inka, to accomplish that you are taking the tools of
devastation, and not the instruments of peace.”
“Man of the Future, I will do as it has always been done:
first we fight, then rebuild on our own destruction.
Warriors! The time has come to go north.
We will take a great army that includes the people from the south,
Who are unwilling to fight for our cause that is also theirs.”
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“Sapa Inka, why are you forcing the Collas to come?
There are so many Inka warrior who are eager to go on this
expedition.”
“Because, by fighting together we will be a unified empire.”
“Uncle Apo Larquita, Huascar will remain in Cuzco under
your guardianship to learn the ways of the nobility. I will take
to the north Ninan Cuyoche to get acquainted with the extent
of the empire, and Atahualpa to become a great warrior.”
“Inka, with three sons, all capable of becoming the next
Inka lord, you may be creating problems in the succession.
Remember that children grow up to be adults with different
ideas than their parents.” Huayna Cápac, who was in his early
thirties and no longer a young man for his times, was ready to
follow his destiny as a unifier. The military exodus included
women and children who would replace entire communities in
the north.
Historically, we are witnessing the last crossing of the Inkas
over the Apurimac river. Huayna Cápac proceeded to see his
uncle, who was waiting for him with more warriors.
“Sapa Inka, my nephew, you are now a powerful warrior. I
hope any insurrection that endangers the empire is eradicated,
so that no one ever harbors any thoughts of revolt.”
“Uncle Achachi, fear not of my commitment for the good
of the empire.”
“Huaman Achachi, you should know that most revolts
take place to right injustices, and some nations have become
great societies on that account.”
“CunturSoul, to avoid subversions from happening the
masses must be provided with food to fill their stomachs, work
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to keep them busy, and religion to warp their minds. That is
how civilizations become great.”
“Huaman Achachi, deep in your soul there must be nobler
aspirations acquired with the wisdom of your years.”
“Man of the Future! There will always be people, like you, who
with their unattainable ideals putrefy the well-being of a nation.”
“General Achachi, that is why it is important to educate
every citizen, so that they don’t fall prey to the whims of
malevolent leaders.”
“Then, why there is so much chaos in your times? In your
days, they commit atrocities in the name of a superior race and
not of a better individual.”
“Huaman Achachi, those are the consequences of forging
masses and not free-willed individuals, which can only be
attained with liberty and democracy.”
“CunturSoul those are empty words, since in the name of
democracy and freedom our descendants are not in any better
situation than they were with us.
“Let us stop this discussion that tomorrow I am going
to Pachacamac to hear their priests, who never fail in their
predictions.” Huayna Cápac made a detour to the coast. Once
in the sanctuary, the Inka entered its dark chambers where a
shaman, behind a wooden idol, talked to him in a disguised
voice. The priests aware of the recent events that were taking
place on the northern coast, and their augurs were not good.
Worried and consternated, Huayna Cápac came out of the
shrine. In the serenity of the oceans, the Inka contemplated his
future in a pleading voice that was drowned with the sounds of
the murmuring waves.
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After marching over bone-dry deserts, they climbed the
high Andes arriving in Tumibamba, where Huayna Cápac
made his center of command to administer the Tahuantinsuyo.
Perhaps, and in retrospect, the centralism in Cuzco would have
been a better way to govern the empire.
“Sapa Inka! We hear that the Pastos, in the extreme north,
are the most rebellious of that region.”
“Auqui Topa, we should first go to the Cayambis and
Caranques who are also revolting, and they are closer to us.”
“Great Huayna Cápac, we must first subdue the Pastos to
prevent the Caranques and Cayambis from joining them, and
have to fight three enemies faraway from Tumibamba.”
“My generals! That will take us to the confines of Colombia,
the land of the dreadful Caribes whom I am not contemplating
on unifying. Let us hear what the Collas have to say.”
“Sapa Inka, we agree with your brother’s plan. We want to
be the first warriors to win this battle. You can send your two
sons with us to let them get used to the victories accomplished
by their subjects.”
“Colla Topa, why are so confident of winning? You don’t
even know how these people fight, and you have no idea what
type of territory they have. Nevertheless, go and be the first to
confront the pastos. Auqui Topa will follow you closely with my
two sons. If their city is taken, I will enter to claim victory.”
“Sapa Inka, do not doubt our intentions. You can take our
lives if we are unsuccessful.”
“Enough of words that you will disappoint me, if it happens
otherwise.” The Pastos, aware that they would have to confront
a great army, simulated defeat by leaving their fortress.

Huayna Cápac - The Eleventh Inka: The end of an all Powerful Emperor

225

“Auqui Topa! We have won, as we have promised we
would.”
“Colla Topa, perhaps the pastos are using their escape as a
ploy, and then return.”
“You Inkas are always suspicious, and never trust anyone.
My Colla troops deserve a great taqui-fiesta.”
“Go ahead with your celebrations. We will stand vigil,
Huayna Cápac is coming, and I want the citadel to be in order
for his triumphal entrance.”
The Pastos, in the midst of darkness, came to reclaim
their fortress that was guarded by few sober Inkas, and they
slaughtered most of the inebriated Collas. The Inka warriors
escaped to Tumibamba. Unintentionally, Ninan Cuyoche and
Atahualpa had witnessed their first defeat. Huayna Cápac
insulted Atahualpa for not standing up for his younger brother
to defend his honor. The Inka redirected his fugitive troops
to the fortress of the Pastos, who were also celebrating their
victory, and they were slaughtered. Huayna Cápac returned
to Tumibamba with his humiliated sons, and an intact Inka
army. The first phase of this northern campaign had ended,
but it would be the beginning of more brutal wars to come.
The Caranques and Cayambis, more resourceful than the Pastos,
were getting ready to fight the Inkas.
These campaigns did not take place in rapid succession;
it took them months if not years to prepare for their next
encounter. Meanwhile, all warring factions tended to their
fields and stored for hard times. While all this was happening
in the Tahuantinsuyo, the Spanish adventurers were making
their way to the empire.
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“Man of the Future, we only new through our childhood,
adulthood, and old age how far we were from our birth and
how close to our death. Since we are fast approaching our final
days, as you have been prognosticating, I want to have some
idea in your dates how close the empire was to its end, and
what was happening in the Old World.”
“Inka, many events were taking place in the Old Continent,
and too numerous to mention. However, printing had to be
the greatest advance of the past millennium (1398-1468).”
“Why?”
“Because it helped to record mankind’s history to be
remembered by all.”
“Does that make any difference in our lives?”
“Yes, because only those who register their past will know
what is in store in their future.”
“Then, tell me more about that man who is coming to end
our way of life. Was he younger or older than me?”
“If you were born in 1488, Francisco Pizarro (1477-1541)
would have been 11 years older than you. While you were going
north to unite your people, he was coming south to conquer
the Tahuantinsuyo.”
“I pray to Inti that they are the true Wiracochas, and not
strangers who are coming to usurp the empire.”
“They were not what you are thinking, but they did what
you are saying.”
“CunturSoul, we had no other recourse, but to continue
on the path of our own destruction?”
“Inka, we are human beings with no other power than
what is predestined, perhaps following the design of a greater
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power. However, we have the past as a standard-bearer of our
misdeeds to change what is to come.”
“Sapa Inka, we are ready for the next phase of pacification.
Generals, with the arrival of the Antis,
Commanded by the young nobles of Cuzco,
We will go to fight the Cayambis.”
The Cayambis went to the great fortress of the Caranques,
where Pinto, their leader, spoke:
Warriors! We are surroundered in this citadel.
We have to fight to our death.
The Inkas do not tolerate those who contend them.”
“Sapa Inka! This encounter is not going according to your
plans. The enemy is coming out of the fort to combat against
us.”
“Chasquis, tell my generals that I will go with the young
nobles Mihi and Ancas Callas to confront them.”
“Inka! The enemy is coming to attack us in full force. We
cannot defend you, we must flee.”
“Northerners! There is Huayna Cápac. His inexperienced
nobles are running away. Let’s go after him!”
The Inka held to his tumbling litter, while his pallbearers
made an effort to keep him aloft. In a moment’s notice, his
experienced generals came and saved the Sapa Inka.
“Huayna Cápac, you are quite disturbed for what happened
with the young nobles.”
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“CunturSoul, from now on I will act as if they don’t exist.”
“Inka, you are making a grave mistake.”
“How else can I let them know of my disgust, except by
depriving them of their necessities.”
“Inka, that deliberate disregard for our own has brought
us personal and national calamities. We don’t seem to forget
unwelcome events, and we can’t confront them either. We all
seem to carry undeclared wars in our hearts.”
“CunturSoul, I cannot allow this episode to be unpunished,
let alone to go unnoticed. Somehow, I must let these young
nobles know of my displeasure.
Warriors of the Chinchaysuyo, Collasuyo, and Condesuyo!
I will have a big taqui-fiesta to celebrate my first encounter,
Although unsuccessful, I am still alive.
“Inka, you have not invited the Antis or even mentioned
the young nobles. They are gathering in the great Mullocancha
plaza. I will go to see what is happening.”
“CunturSoul! We came with the statue of the Sun to help
the Inka in his battles, and he should realize that we have more
privileges than the warriors of the other nations.”
“Mihi and Ancas Callas, don’t do anything drastic. You
know what the price for insurrection is.”
“Man of the Future, you, who speaks about democracy,
rarely spend time with the masses.”
“Young nobles, in this trip to the past, I am trying to bring
to the attention of the Inka lords our problems, hoping that
their message will help your descendants. Who knows, your
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gathering is the first step in your liberation from an all-powerful
Inka lord. Sometimes the changes that a nation must make to
right its destiny takes place when danger is imminent.”
“In spite of what you are saying, we are taking with us the
statue of Inti to the Sacred City. It seems that the farther we are
from Cuzco, the further away we get from our lineage.”
“CunturSoul, what did they say?”
“The young nobles have decided to leave.”
“Are they abandoning me in the middle of a war? I have to
do something.”
“You! Cañari woman, as an official mourner, take the idol
of Mama Ocllo and through her urge them to stay.” Behind the
dummy statue, the sorceress came out in a trance that caused
consternation in the young nobles:
Young nobles! I am the mother of all of you,
Return with the golden statue of Inti to the temple,
And the Inka will rectify his neglect toward you.”
“Huayna Cápac! They are coming back.”
“CunturSoul, it is all a bluff. They know that I resent them
for their actions, and they will feel aggravated for the rest of
their lives.”
“Do you realize what is happening? It used to be
that the Inka lord had the last word, and no one dared to
contradict him. You are witnessing the rise against an allpowerful potentate. The empire is entering into another era,
and it will need a leader who is going to unite the people in
earnest.”
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“Man of the Future, you have been clamoring for anarchy.
Now it is happening.”
“Inka, changes are always welcome if it fosters union. The
empire was a house divided against itself, as is well stated by the
American writer Arnold Toynbee.”
“Those are foreign words to us. We couldn’t have had a
union, unless the Inka was in complete control of the empire.”
“Inka, a house divided against itself was stated by Abraham
Lincoln, a great leader of the north in the American Continent,
when his country was in the throes of division of their union.
With those prophetic words, we should understand why we
lost to the invaders, and why we are loosing to ourselves.”
“A house divided against itself? That sounds odd. I will
make peace with the young nobles.”
“Mihi and Ancas Callas, I have been too long away
from Cuzco, and that is causing some dissension among us.
As of right now, all the provisions of the town are for you to
have. I urge you to stay. We have to retake the fortress of the
Caranques.”
The young nobles accepted his conciliatory words.
However, this episode left a precedent, the Inka had to account
for his actions. The celebrations lasted for months. Meanwhile
more troops and mitimaes were arriving for the next and third
phase of this prolonged war against a formidable enemy intent
on fighting to their last man. The northerners knew they either
joined the Inkas peacefully or succumbed if they fought them.
“Auqui Topa, the Cayambis and the Caranque are in the
fortress. It behooves us to make an all-out effort to enter their
compound and do the fighting inside. If we let them escape, we
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will have to fight them in distant places. This time, we will be in
command. We seem to be losing every time we give the leading
responsibilities to other nations. Let our young nobles do the
fighting to vindicate themselves, as warriors.”
“Sapa Inka, the fortress is in an elevated terrain. It is going
to be difficult to get to the top, where all their warriors are.”
The Inka addressed his troops:
Warriors of the four cardinal points!
Fight to either win or lose.
However, the latter is not acceptable.
Therefore, enter the fortress to die.”
They began their assault on the mountain hill that had
been made into a fortress with five levels, each heavily defended
and to be taken one at a time. Lances and stones were thrown
from high above causing a blanket of darkness in the early
morning. By noon, the Inkas were at the fourth level and out
of weapons.
“Auqui Topa! We have no more arms. We won’t be able to
reach to the fifth level.” In the midst of the rain of stones, their
general fell mortally wounded.
“Mihi! Auqui Topa is dead, you have to lead us.”
“I will! We must keep on fighting.”
“Mihi! We have to retreat to rearm.”
“Ancas Callas, we are almost at the last level!”
“Mihi! The warriors from the other nations are running
away. We have to follow them. At least Huayna Cápac will
know that we were the last to leave.” In their hasty retreat, the
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Cayambis and Caranques followed the Inkas until they reached
a river that was their division.
“Great Huayna Cápac! We are some of the few runners
who were able to cross the river. We bring you bad news. Your
brother died in action. Since we had no more arms and a way
of winning, we had to abandon the fortress. We have killed
many of them. The citadel is for you to take it.”
“Chasquis! I am not angry at your retreat, but I am for the
loss of my brother. I will go to the fortress, as soon as my young
nobles arrive.”
“Mihi and Ancas Callas! You did well. We have to return and
fight until they surrender.” Unable to defend their stronghold,
the northerner general Pinto and his captain Canto fled to a
lake with two islands.
“Pinto, the Inkas are not going to stop until they kill all of
us. The few prisoners that they are taking are only to be shown
as trophies, and then sacrificed.”
“Canto, we might as well die in these marshes than in their
wicked City of the Sun.”
“Inka, I have been witnessing these events and you have
killed so many of them that this once crystalline lake is red
with the blood of your adversaries.”
“CunturSoul, if they had surrendered peacefully, Pinto
and Canto would be now enjoying our women and chicha.
From now on, this ‘Bloody Lake’ will be called Yahuarcocha.
“Sapa Inka! Canto is dead, and Pinto has escaped to the
other island.”
“Mihi, I want you to go and bring Pinto alive. Some day,
I will make him my general. I will be waiting for you, and
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enter the city of Tumibamba with him as my prisoner.” The
northern leader was apprehended.
“Pinto! Look at me. I will spare your life, I admire you as
a valiant warrior. The empire includes your lands, and with
you we will be able to subdue the Chunchos.” Pinto covered
his face with his poncho, so as not to look at Huayna Cápac.
His visceral hate for him made him refuse food and water.
Unable to change his mind, the Inka ordered that he be
decapitated.
The war against the Caranques and Cayambis ended in the
year 1522: The final great battle of the Inkas for supremacy,
and the last for the people who fought for their independence.
Only a few pockets of free-willed nobles remained scattered on
the northern coast.
“CunturSoul, we are now masters of the land with no one
to challenge us.”
“Yes, but at what cost? While you were forming lakes of
blood, foreign forces are getting ready for their first excursion
to your kingdom.”
“Who are these people of whom you keeping on talking
about? You are a shaman who is bringing bad omens.”
“Inka, I am trying to point out what was happening at the
time that you were fighting against your own people, and the
end is nearing for the empire.”
“CunturSoul, maybe they are the Wiracochas and not our
enemies as you seem to suggest.”
“It is too late for your conjectures. The damage is done.
The soul of the empire is dead. You have created the worst
enemies that the Inkas will ever have in the north.”
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“Man of the Future, in your quest to point our wrong
deeds you are eager to recount our demise. Tell me more about
that man who is coming to create our misery.”
“Oh ya! At the late age of 46 Francisco Pizarro had money
and prestige, but his illegitimacy was a burden to him. He was
not an Hidalgo, and he wanted to be the son of somebody.”
“You seem to be putting him down, why?”
“Inka I mention his humble origins, because the less
fortunate are the ones who make a difference in the history
of mankind. Thus, after the discovery of the Pacific Ocean,
Francisco ventured south in his first trip in one boat with a few
men and some horses. The excursion was a very small one, let
alone an expedition to conquer a great empire.”
“Man of the Future, we knew the Wiracochas came and left
walking on water. Now you are telling me they are returning in
huge embarkations, and with rare animals?”
“Huayna Cápac! They were no demigods. In time, the
Inkas will find out that they are mere mortals with some
variances in the color of their skin, very important then and
most desired now.”
“If they were demigods their skin color had to be different,
perhaps golden?”
“Their skin is white, but their beard is golden. For now
listen, as if you were having a dream. For that racial difference
will haunt us like a nightmare.”
“If they were not the Wiracochas, how did they come here?”
“We will let Francisco relate his adventures. For it is a story
to be told, and no one could tell it better than him.”
“I will hear him, if he comes. But he is not here.”
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“Oh! Yes. Although they were faraway, without knowing
the Europeans spread in advance their most lethal weapon in
unseen human arrows embedded with minute germs that are
silent, as the passing clouds, invisible like the wheezing wind,
and misses no one with its deadly marksmanship. That strange
malady you will never understand until you, yourself, feel the
blow of its virulent force to which you will succumb.”
“That is a very ominous premonition. Since they are
coming to claim my empire, I should go to meet these strangers.
If they are demigods, I will worship them. If they are mortals, I
will spill their blood that is said to be blue and make the oceans
bluer with their blood.”
“Inka, unfortunately, our land and the oceans became red
with the blood of our ancestors. Nevertheless, you might still
be able to encounter them if their ailment does not kill you.
For now, they have failed in their first voyage, and they are
getting ready for their second excursion.”
“Are you saying that with their arrival, we will no longer
go on any further conquests?”
“No, because in the distant north other adventurers have
already conquered another empire. The only unconquered
nations are south of Panamá, including yours.”
“Who were those people who succumbed to them?”
“They were the powerful Aztecs, who are no longer the
inheritors of their lands.”
“How long ago did that happen?”
“Thirteen years before they conquered you.”
“Does that mean that the descendants of the New World
lost this continent that was theirs for millennia?”
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“Yes, they lost to conquerors from faraway lands who took
possession of what it was not theirs under different pretexts,
such us their God, their liberty, and their greed, while making
of us their slaves. As a result, the original inhabitants of the
New World have been dispossessed of their heritage and,
foremost, of their dignity. It is ironic to hear how the new
arrivals to the new continent overcame their destitute lives and
lack of freedom in the Old Word, while the ‘Indians’ of all the
Americas lost their liberty on their account.”
“Sapa Inka! The Chiriguanos from the rain forest of the
south are advancing to the Imperial City. They think that
Cuzco has the fountain of youth.”
“Goddamned Chunchos! These savages are not interested
in land or gold, but in the rewards of the moment.” I will send
my young Captain Yasca to put down their revolt.”
“Inka, shouldn’t you go to Cuzco to quell the rebellion?”
“No! I was born in the north, my center of government is in
Quito. Cuzco is too far, and their nobles are virtually autonomous.”
“Sapa Inka! Yasca says that the Chiriguanos have a white
man who is very knowledgeable in the art of war.”
“CunturSoul, did you hear that? Now the strangers are
showing up in the southern jungles. Last I heard they were
coming from unknown oceans in a big ‘floating house’ that in
the distance looks as white as our dead bones, and in the mist
it seems to hover in the air.”
“Inka, those white colors are the sails and it is not a
phantom ship. I see that you are getting an idea about them.
If you believed that they were the true emissaries of Wiracocha,
you would not be asking these questions.”
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Yasca confirmed that, in fact, the Chiriguanos had a white
man named Alejo Garcia as their warlord, who for some reason
had been killed and devoured by them, stating that the taste of
his flesh was disappointingly the same as that of others, and his
entrails no different than theirs. Without their strange leader,
they were defeated by the Inkas.”
“CunturSoul, these lands are far from being pacified. I will
go farther north and descend to the coast, where they have seen
strangers coming our way.”
Huayna Cápac marched to the forests of Popayan, where
he encountered people living in a primitive state. The Inka
decided not to go any farther. After he placed the stone of
demarcation, he navigated down south to the mouth of the
Esmeralda river on the bay of San Mateo, Ecuador.
“Sapa Inka! The jungles are dangerous, the Andes frigid,
but the deserts are unhealthy. Many of us are sick, and we are
all going to die.”
“Mihi, soon we will find people who will help us.”
“Oh, Inka! Look out there. Those are coastal warriors,
who are not coming to succor us. We have to confront them.”
The Inkas fought with the last of their strength, and defeated
them. The coastal people prostrated, pleading for their
lives: “Inka! We still have the belongings of the great Túpac
Yupanque as a testimony that we were once your vassals and
we deserve to be treated as such. We never thought that the
Inkas would be coming from the north, and that is why we
attacked you.”
“People of these hot regions, we are in strange lands. We
need to continue south.”
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“Great Huayna Cápac, in the bay of San Mateo they have
sighted strangers in ‘floating houses’. We don’t know who they
are. Farther north, they have been in contact with the them.
They call them the bearded men, others call them lords of the
seas.” The Inka heard more stories about the invaders, but he
saw none of them. Huayna Cápac marched to Puerto Viejo,
where he remembered the stories of how in ancient times the
Wiracochas, walking on the oceans, departed from this port.
He conjectured that, perhaps, they were the same demigods
returning to the very place from where they had left. Probably
what they saw was the boat of Bartolome Ruiz , when he was
scouting in the early months of 1527.
“Inka! These foreigners who are still a subject of your
fancy, soon will be in your empire. I don’t know how to tell
you of their ordeals. For theirs is the story of a great adventure,
if we forget the reasons for their coming. However, I could only
imagine how different our history would have been had you
encountered them when you were in command of a standing
army.”
“Man of the Future, why make any assumptions. In the
end nothing would have changed, it would only have delayed
the miserable outcome of our descendants.”
From Puerto Viejo, he marched south where some
merchants from the island of Puná requested that the Inka visit
them. In their island, he heard more stories about the ‘floating
houses’ that had come and gone. He returned to terra firma,
where he listened to more disheartening news.
“Sapa Inka! There is a great pestilence in the empire. We
have no way of eradicating this unknown ailment. What to do?”
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“Bring me the sorcerers. I want to hear their predictions.”
A toothless, white-haired old man, barely walking with the
help of his cane, was brought to him. In a haunting voice, he
began to tell him:
Oh, Inka! You are seeing the last of your empire.
There are not going to be any more lords after you.
The strangers have scepters of thunder that spit fire.
You won’t be able to do much against them,
But only hope for their mercy if they have any.
For their forces are invisible and invincible,
Like the pestilence that is killing your subjects.
You must resign to the will of their idol.
Although two crossed sticks,
That wooden symbol is more powerful than your golden Inti.
Worse yet, the strangers do not have to use their powers.
We will do our own killings for them.
The Inkas have created a disunited empire,
And it is too late to rectify your mistakes.”
“Remove from my sight this wretched old man, and give
him the same death that he has so willfully spoken of us.”
“Huayna Cápac, he is just a sorcerer. Perhaps he has
seen the strangers, whereas you have only heard about them.
What is worse, you attribute their arrival to the return of the
Wiracochas. Inka! It is true, they have been coming and going
for some time. You ought to go to Tumbes, and find out more
about them. Who knows? In the confusion of our historical
accounts, you might still meet them.”
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“No, CunturSoul, I am not going there to fight ghosts. I
need to get back to Quito.”
Mihi! We must return to the high cordilleras, where the
pestilence is not going to affect us. We should have never come to
these hot lands; we are highlanders. There are too many strange
things happening in these coastal areas. I think this place is the
abode of the Wiracochas. Perhaps, they don’t want us here.”
In Tumibamba, the Inka received a small box, something
never seen or made in their lands.
“Coastal people, where did you get this?”
“Sapa Inka, the strangers have many unusual objects. It
behooves you to open it. It contains none of your hair or nail
clippings to be the source of any witchcraft against you.”
“Be gone! I will open it in the solace of the night, when
there is no one around me. Go!”
“Sapa Inka, the noble of Tumbes have sent you this box
as proof of what you have heard of the strangers is true. We
don’t know what their purposes are. When their ‘floating
houses’ were leaving, they left behind two of their own people:
one Rodrigo Sánchez de Olver and the other Juan Martin,
apparently to either learn our tongue or to rot. Initially, we
took care of them. But, when they began to steal and rape our
women they were killed.”
“CunturSoul, aren’t you Sánchez, just like that of the
strangers? Why the same name?”
“Huayna Cápac, as you have heard, once these so-called
Wiracochas arrived to our shores, they took what was not theirs
and raped our women, siring the mestizos. He could be one of
my ancestors of the Old Word.”
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In the darkness of his room, Huayna Cápac opened the
well-crafted box. To his surprise, he found a dormant butterfly
of the night. Once in its natural nocturnal environment, the
large insect began to shake its wings, releasing some of the fine
powder of treachery that would enter into the nostrils of the
Inka. The moth flew into the stillness of the night to perch on
a wooden beam.
“CunturSoul, the presence of this butterfly means that my
death is near.”
“It is a harmless insect. Although an ugly butterfly, it
would be incapable of killing anyone. Let alone, an Inka lord.”
“CunturSoul, I know that the insect is not the killer, but
the omens that it brings with its appearance.” To this day,
the presence of this innocent creature is an ominous sign of a
possible demise of some member of a family.
“Mihi, let us go to Quito. I need to arrange my affairs
of State. Send envoys to Pachacamac to consult with their
shamans. I don’t trust any of the ones we have here.” Huayna
Cápac left Tumibamba in the shadow of death.
“CunturSoul, I feel hot, yet I am shaking as if I was in the
cordilleras. What is it Man of the Future? You are a curandero,
you should know.”
“Inka, you have also contracted the same malady as the
rest of your people. This pestilence respects no one, not even
lords. For now, keep yourself cool, clean, and drink lots of
water. There is nothing else that you or I can do. Even in our
present, all we are able do is to prevent it. The ways of the
plagues are mysterious; we can only wait to see what happens
when one is infected. Pray to Inti that soon you will be in
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Quito to arrange your affairs of succession.” Days later, Huayna
Cápac’s condition worsened. He developed horrible pustules
that covered the whole of his body. He looked at himself in a
golden mirror. He was astonished at the sight of his face, which
was also full of the same purulent lesions as in the rest of his
putrefying body.
“Mihi, the messengers that you sent to Pachacamac have
not returned yet? Their shaman and their healers should know
what to do about this malady that is also affecting me. Take
me to a dark and cool place, my body is boiling. My eyes can’t
stand the light. I don’t want anyone to see me in this state.”
“Sapa Inka! The shamans and healers from the sanctuary
are here. They say that you must expose your body to the sun,
so that Inti can dry all the pustules and purify your soul.” In the
throes of death, the Inka was taken out of the cool enclosure
into the bright daylight of a hot mid-day. In the heat of the
sun, he became weaker and he began to dehydrate. As his
prospects for life were hopeless, the nobles asked him to name
his successor.
“Challco Yupanque, where is Mihi?”
“Great One, he is dead!”
“Oh! The end of the empire is near. Offer sacrifices to see
if Inti saves our Tahuantinsuyo.”
“Son of the sun, tell us who will succeed you?”
With the trembling voice of a dying man, the Inka could
barely say Ninan Cuyoche…”
“… Who Inka, who?”
“Ninan, Ninan…only if his oracles are good…”
“… What if they are not?”
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“… If, if… they are not… Then, let …”
“Huayna Cápac, our forefather of the times, do not leave
us yet! Talk to us with the last of your being.”
“Oh! Man of the Future, what can I say in my death bed.
The damage is done.”
“Great Huayna Cápac! Talk to us. It will never be too late
to vindicate yourself.”
“I have no strength left in me.”
“Inka! Try for the good of our people. We need to hear
from you.”
“Oh! My descendants,
I have been dead for centuries not knowing of your fate.
Now that I have heard of your predicament,
Take conscience of what we have contemplated in this encounter:
Do not scorn your Inka heritage,
As the rest of the world does with the ‘Indians’.
Respect what you were and unite for the common good.
Do not stain the lakes with the blood of your own, as we did.
When that day comes, the dust of our bones will cease being in turmoil,
And the soul of the Inkas will rise again to be ‘Indians’ no more.”
“Sapa Inka! The augurs for Ninan Cuyoche are not good
either.”
“Inka! Inka!”
“Challco Yupanque! Huayna Cápac is no longer with us.
The fate of the empire is now in the hands of the Wiracochas.”
“Nobles! Ninan Cuyoche is also dead from the same
malady. That leaves Huascar, as the inheritor of the throne. He
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is in Cuzco. Perhaps, he has been spared from the curse of the
Wiracochas. Embalm the body of Huayna Cápac. His mummy
will be taken to Cuzco, as if he was alive. That was his last
wish.”
The eleventh Inka died at the most crucial moment, when
the adventurers had reached the Tahuantinsuyo. In effect, the
empire was left void of a wise warrior able to encounter any
foe. Huayna Cápac is to be remembered as the last emperor
who ruled supreme. Francisco Pizarro would return to Spain
with the news that indeed, he had found a great civilization
worthy of being conquered by the crown.

XII
HUÁSCAR
The twelfth Inka: the one who led the empire to its destruction
Atahualpa: the last Inka who never became a sovereign
Francisco Pizarro: the Spaniard who ended with the Inka Empire

I

t is the beginning of the third millennium, and I am at the
closure of my trip into the past. A world unknown to me
until in my innermost I felt a need to find out what befell
my ancestors centuries ago, and what will happen to our
descendants in the years to come. It is important to understand
our history in the context of our short existence to leave our
thoughts, so that future generations can judge our ongoing
saga according to the thinking of the passing times.
Huayna Cápac was baffled upon hearing of strangers,
and his desire to encounter them left us in doubt of the
circumstances in which he died. Did he succumb to the new
pest that the Spaniards brought to the New World or was he,
at the same time of his illness, poisoned by some of his many
enemies? This dilemma is best left to historians. The fact is
that Huayna Cápac expired faraway from the seat of power,
leaving a fertile ground for a revolt by those close to him who
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by then, although from Cuzco, were outcasts of the nobility of
the Imperial City.
In the midst of his delirium he had told his advisers that
Ninan Cuyoche would inherit the crown only if his augurs
were favorable; if not, to pass the crown to Huascar. But Ninan
Cuyoche died also of the same ailment.
“Huascar, you are now the Sapa Inka!”
“Nobles! You have heard the news. From this moment on,
things are going to be different in the empire. Let us prepare
to receive my father’s entourage, and send word that all my
brothers must attend to his funeral.” What is to follow are
the intrigues between two siblings, Huascar and Atahualpa.
Meanwhile, Francisco was getting ready for his third expedition.
In the journeys to the past, I find Francisco Pizarro in the
medieval Cathedral of Trujillo, Spain, commending his soul
to the same saints that his predecessors had prayed to. He is
wearing a black robe of the Order of Santiago, an ancient canon
of knights founded in San Juan de Compostela to safeguard the
sepulcher of the Apostle Santiago.
As I listen to the ethereal sounds of the same pipe organ that
chimed in his childhood, I see Francisco fervently looking at the
effigy of a defying warrior-Saint charging on a horse against the
Moors, while pointing a sword to the skies. The very same statue
that at one time countless of Trujillanos implored before taking
the lonely road to Seville on their way to the Indies. Francisco
has returned to his roots as an Hidalgo, son of somebody, to ask
the Christ of our burdens to help him in the conquest of Perú.
The solemn mass over, I warily approach him in the manners of
our ‘Indian’ upbringing, the submission to the white conqueror.

Francisco Pizarro wearing a black robe of the Order of Santiago.
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“Don Francisco, I am CondorSoul, a descendant of the
Inkas. I come from the future to find out who you were and
why. I have seen your bones in the cathedral of Lima, but I
want to know about your soul. I hope that you will understand
the reasons for this unusual trip to your past.”
“Who are you who wants to identify with that large vulture
that I have not yet seen?”
“Don Francisco, it is after that great bird that I have named
myself the Soul of the Condor, which is the desire to fly in the
emptiness of our nothingness over the mountains of treachery.”
“Que va hombre! What are you doing in Trujillo? You have
a semblance that is very familiar, although not like the ones I
have seen. Definitely, you are an Indian! Are you not?”
“Yes, I am. However, in this encounter, I want to be treated
as an Inka descendant and not as an ‘Indian’.”
“Damn! I am confronting a man from the future, and not
an Indian of the past.”
“Man of the Old World, I hope you keep that in mind for
the remainder of our encounter.”
“Coño! I have been dead for five hundred years not knowing
if what I did to your people was good or bad.”
“That you will have to ponder for the rest of your eternity.
To me, you are an enigma. I don’t know if you were an evil
person or a man of your times. Tell me, who are you?
“Vamos hombre! What can I tell you that you don’t already
know? I prefer to talk about my adventures. Then you can
decide who am I and why. For sure no un hijo de puta, pero
un hombre con cojones. It is the year 1529, and I find myself in
Spain after 27 years of absence from the Mother Country. We

Effigy of Santiago, a defying warrior-Saint charging on a horse over a wounded Moor. Archeologic
Museum of Pueblo Libre. Lima-Perú
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have just finished our second expedition to the land of your
ancestors, and let me tell you that getting to Perú was the most
desperate moment of my life. My God! I am 52 years old, I
should be commending my soul to the Almighty. I have spilled
so much blood, and I don’t know if I want to talk about my
life. Mierda! I could have lived comfortably for the rest of my
life in Panamá. Instead, I squandered all my fortune in this
madness of conquering the Empire of the Inkas.”
“Don Francisco, you knew of the rewards. Otherwise, you
would not have proceeded with the venture.”
“Yes! But in the end I lost everything.”
“No, because you will live forever in the pages of history.
Nevertheless, I understand that you were in awe when you had
your first glimpse of a great ocean on the other side of the New
World.”
“Oh, El Mar Del Sur?”
“Yes, the Pacific Ocean. Tell me what was it like the
moment when you and Balboa realized that there were more
lands to conquer.”
“I was not even thinking in those terms, but Balboa was
after hearing of a civilization farther south. He recommended
that the government be moved from the east side of the
peninsula to the west coast for the explicit purpose of exploring
the southern hemisphere. The king sent Pedro Arias de Avila
to govern Panamá after we founded it in the year 1519. Balboa
explored only to Puerto Piñas in the gulf of Panamá. After
more failed adventures, Pedrarias, as the governor was called,
entrusted Pascual de Andagoya to continue exploring. In 1523
he reached the mouth of the river Virú, where he found a tribe
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under the cacique Biruquete or Perúquete; hence the lands to
the south were called Perú. There, he heard more news of a
rich empire. Andagoya fell ill, and he had to return to Panamá.
Those unfinished expeditions and the knowledge of rich lands
waiting to be conquered prevented me from dying in oblivion,
like the rest of those who had come to the New World to be
rich. I was a nobody when I was born, I knew I wanted to
be somebody. Now I am a man of titles, and I haven’t even
conquered Perú.”
“Don Francisco, how did you get to the land of my
ancestors?”
“After the unsuccessful attempts of Balboa and Andagoya
no one had the foresight to undertake these ventures, but I
did. To make it possible, I needed partners. I found the vicar
of Panamá, Hernando de Luque, whom I had known in the
Darien. Can you imagine, a man of God with a desire of
conquering? And why they called him, Hernando el Loco. He
had money or connections to people who had. Then I recruited
another ambitious man, Diego de Almagro, to be in charge of
finding, equipping, and supplying the vessels needed for the
expedition.
“How about you, Don Francisco. Were you that
immaculate? What were you going to do?”
“I am not free of human faults, and I don’t hide them either.
In my case, I became the sole captain. Once the partnership was
formed, Almagro began to look for a boat in the steamy coast
of Panamá. He saw Balboa’s original craft that was rotting, and
waiting for someone to revive its truncated glory. Ten months
later the embarkation was put in ship-shape to navigate as the
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‘Santiago’. Meanwhile, we were able to cajole 114 soldiers, if
we want to call them that, because most of them were fugitives
of the law. With inexperienced men, meager supplies, and four
horses we left on our first expedition on November 14th, 1524,
but not before receiving the blessings of the Almighty.”
“Don Francisco you chose the worse time to unfurl the
sails, as mentioned by the Chronicler Pedro Cieza de Leon. You
encountered contrary winds and undercurrents, making your
boat a mere cork lost in the tempestuous Southern Seas.”
“How was I supposed to know? We didn’t even have an
experienced pilot. We had to make our own charts, as we sailed
south. Initially we navigated in known waters, arriving to the
Isla de las Perlas, which was inhabited by Christians who at one
time made their living from the bounty of pearls, and it became
a supply port for our future expeditions. Once replenished, we
crossed the Gulf of Saint Michael to Puerto Piñas. Then we
marched by the shores of the river Viru. We met the subjects of
the old cacique Biruquete or Perúquete who ran away from us
thinking that we might harm them. We were just looking for
food and friends.”
“Friends, don Francisco? They knew that you massacred
the natives. What did you expected them to do, welcome you
as their Redeemer?”
“Coño! They were not different than the savages we were
decimating in Panamá. After a few days, we returned with some
maize and a few specks of gold. Practically without supplies,
we continued south looking for a place to replenish. But the
savages and the jungles made it impossible for us to disembark,
until we saw a stretch of land that it seemed to offer some hope
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of finding food. We found none, except some mollusks and
acid palm nuts to eat. We called the place Puerto de Hambre,
we stayed a few days, and proceeded south. Seeing only dense
forest we returned to Port of Hunger where we could, at
least, eat the angry crabs and acid nuts. I had already lost one
Spaniard and more were waiting to die. With no end in sight to
our misery and facing a possible mutiny, I decided to send my
second-in-command to get some supplies in the Isle of Pearls.
Thinking that it should take him no more than 10 days, it took
him more than a month to return. Since this is a soul trip, let
them tell you of their ordeals.”
“Montenegro, why did it take you so long to come back?”
“Capitán! We encountered storms and strong currents that
prolonged the short trip to the island. With so little food, we
had to boil the leather of our bilge pumps with some nuts and
eat that acid soup. But, here we are! We are bringing you some
pigs that had just been brought from Spain.”
“Mierda! While you were gone, I have lost half of my men to
hunger and rare diseases. I have also suffered as much as they did.”
“Yes, Montenegro! Don Francisco took no special privileges.
He endured everything like the rest of us. He deserves to be
called El Buen Capitán.”
“Yah, you cursed soldier! Now you call me ‘The Good
Captain’, when you were the one close to mutiny. Let us eat,
then continue. So far, we have advanced only a few more
leagues than Andagoya did. I promise! I shall never return to
Panamá empty handed.”
“Man of the Future, as you have heard and against all
odds, we arrived to a place that we called Virgin of Candelaria.
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Two and a half months, and all we had encountered was death
and misery. This was not a Virgin’s place, it was hell! So many
mosquitoes and heavy rains that it made impossible for us to
stay. I exhorted my soldiers: Hombres! Let us go inland. Who
knows, we may find Indians. We interned 12 leagues, and
we saw huts that were abandoned in fear of us. In their hasty
retreat they left gold, maize, and some kind of meat that tasted
like our pork.”
“Did you decide to stay, since you found food and gold?”
“No! Because we also noticed in their boiling pots hands
and feet of other savages. We thought that they were the same
cannibals of the Caribe, my crew became very concerned for
their lives. We took whatever we could, and ran before we ended
up in the same pots. We renewed our trip south, until we saw
a forest that had been burned. We called it Puerto Quemado.
Having encountered no resistance, we stayed to repair our
boat that was in need of changing some rotten timbers. I
sent Montenegro to find Indians to do the work. However,
the savages had been following us and they came to our post
to kill us. I got hold of my sword to confront them, but the
bastards were so many that I knew I was fighting my last battle.
Montenegro, who just happened to return, saved my life. But
not before I had an arrow that penetrated deep into my thigh.
They pulled the arrow, but they also tore my flesh. They poured
boiling oil into my bleeding wound. This one time only I cried
my lungs out not of cowardice, but because I knew I could
withstand pain. My men understood that my determination
to persevere was unbending, and this message was sealed with
that burning oil. When I came to my senses, I knew that we
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needed more ships, men, supplies, and horses. I decided that
Puerto Quemado should be the end of our first adventure. We
returned north to Chochama to organize a second expedition.”
“Why was the place burned? Was it an act of nature?”
“No! This time lightning had nothing to do with the
charring of the forest, but with the savages.”
“Why?”
“Because, from the time of Columbus we have been
stealing from the Indians. In revenge they put on fire their
villages, so that we could not have any of their possessions.
The savages of Puerto Quemado heard what we did with them,
and they burned whatever they had. How else can one treat
these Indians if not by exterminating them? Isn’t that what our
descendants in the 21st century are doing with the natives who
are not savages anymore, or are they?”
“Don Francisco, they are no longer the savages whom you
knew. They are now the ‘Indians’ who believe in your God.”
“Coño! That is a sacrilegious comment. The world is for
the fittest and why we have religion, so that the weak can hope
in the hereafter. The priests do a good job of preaching to the
Indians of humbleness. In a way they are the same butchers
that we are. While we wear armor and steel helmets they dress
with silky robes and fancy hats. As you can see they are the
strongest without having to use raw power, but utter the name
of God.”
“Don Francisco, that is not becoming of you, you are a
religious man.”
“Indiano! I believe in God, but not in some of their clerics.
After all, I honor my king. But do I care for his bureaucrats?
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Let us stop this discussion. You also have to respond to your
readers, who are going to be harsher on you for undermining
their beliefs. As I was saying, in our last desperate moments we
sailed north from Puerto Quemado to Chochama. From here,
I sent the leaking Santiago to Panamá with a few of our loyal
men needed for sailing. I knew that if I let others go they would
spread rumors of all the misery that we were going through, and
no one would have wanted to come for the second expedition.
I sent our accountant, Nicolas de Rivera, to give an account to
the governor of the possibilities of striking it rich. I remained
behind. Death meant nothing to me. I wanted glory to prove
to my family, king, and God that I was an Hidalgo.
“In the Isla de Perlas, Nicolas de Rivera was told that
Almagro had already sailed to join our expedition. We went
after him, but we did not see him. We thought that Almagro
was probably going on his own. Let him tell you about his
odyssey.”
“Oh! You are that Man of the Future who doesn’t know
whether to side with the Spaniards or the Indians? I know of
your predicament. I also have a son with an Indian woman of
Panamá, but you are only a descendant of mestizos.”
“Does that make me lesser of a man?”
“In my times you would not have even been considered a
human being.”
“Almagro, that must resonate with you, because you were
also despised by your own people.”
“Man of the Future, let us continue that there isn’t much I
can do of what they wrote about me. For this second venture,
Pedrarias let me recruit 60 men. We left from the Levante,
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Panamá, which was the starting point of the expeditions to the
Poniente, the lands to be discovered. On this my first voyage,
we departed not knowing the whereabouts of Francisco. We
sailed past Chochama, and we saw none of them. Previously we
had decided that as they were advancing to make marks with
their swords on the trees, so that we would know where they
were. Following the markings we arrived to Puerto Quemado,
we only found the graves of some Spaniards with their shoes
hanging from their crosses. I knew that he had been there, and
they probably were all killed. We also noticed that the Indians
had been following us, and they showed up from nowhere to
attack us. As a good Spaniard from Almagro, I confronted
them. But I was overtaken, and I passed out.”
“Out of fear?”
“No! An arrow hit in one of my eyes. Our black slave saved
my life. When I woke up, the Indians were retreating. Jesus!
My eye was gushing. I knew I had lost it.”
“Which one?”
“Indiano! It is not enough that I lost one eye, and I still
have the other to see the light of God to save the Indians from
the darkness in which they live?”
“Almagro! How I wish they had emptied both of your
eyes, so that your soul without a vision felt that we were and
are human beings.”
“Mierda! If I were to tell you of the pain I suffered, you
would not desire that on anyone. All I know now is that I am a
one-eyed man, el tuerto, and my destiny changed.”
“Yes, it did. You are not going to die from the arrows of the
‘Indians’, but by the sword of your partners.”
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“I knew I had enemies. Knowing what happened to us, we
thought that Pizarro had the same fate. We sailed farther south
until we ran into the mouth of a large river, which we called
rio San Juan. The Indians didn’t seem to be aggressive, and
they were dressed. We entered their villages, and took all the
gold that we could find. We were too few to stay or to keep on
going. I decided to return to give the news that Francisco’s first
expedition had failed, and initiate a second excursion. Once in
the Isla de las Perlas we heard that Rivera had gone to Panamá,
and Pizarro stayed in Chochama. We immediately crossed the
Gulf of Saint Michael, and found Francisco with very few of
his men.”
“Almagro! What happened to you? You have lost an eye,
and I almost lost a leg. Only God knows what for. These places
are not for Christians, but for these devilish Indians.”
“No, Francisco! I went farther than you have gone. I saw
Indians who are different than the savages that we are used to.
We should go back to rio San Juan with more resources, and
continue south by land or by sea.”
“Then you must return to entice the governor to let us
renew the exploration. I will wait for you.” In Panamá, Almagro
went to see Pedrarias who had already heard of the loss of men
that he himself needed to fight his insurrecting captain in
Nicaragua. He didn’t want to hear anymore stories of the failed
expedition.
“Governor! I know that Francisco hasn’t accomplished
much, but this is just the beginning of our venture. I have seen
vestiges of a civilization that will make us rich. Here is the gold
to prove that what I am saying is true.”
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“You should be the last one to speak! You have lost an
eye. What do you want to lose next, your life? If I do give
permission, it will be under another Captain or a different
expedition.”
“Pedrarias! You also have illicit money invested in this
adventure. Now that we are into something, you want to take
possession of our association. I am a man of God. I shall not
absolve you of your sins, unless you let my partners carry on
with the second expedition.”
“Luque! I will let Almagro go, only if I name another
captain instead of Francisco.”
“Why would want to do that? Pizarro is loyal to the crown,
and the church. Be reasonable! Why not name Almagro. You
will have a second captain who is one of us.”
“Father, under those conditions I will let Almagro and
Francisco continue.”
For this second voyage they drafted a new contract, the
‘Enterprise of Perú’. In the absence of Francisco someone
signed on his behalf. Almagro put a sign of the cross, as he
could not write or read.
The influential Luque was able to obtain illicit money to
get another boat. After a short cruise it was certified seaworthy
and named the San Cristobal. Almagro recruited 160 men,
the experienced pilot Bartolome Ruiz, and the well-known
artilleryman Pedro de Candia.
According to Duthurburu: Pizarro had been in Chochama
six months, Almagro spent three months in Panamá, and nine
months later, in December 1525, he sailed to join Francisco for
the second expedition.
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Francisco had taken 114 men in his first expedition, and
he lost half of his men. The new venture would consist of 210
men. The numbers are conjectures, one more or two less didn’t
change history, it just tells the minimal cost in lives that it took
them to find and destroy an empire.
“Thus, Man of the Future, in my absence and after
partaking of the sacred bread, they swore allegiance to the new
enterprise.”
“Again, your partners involved God in the liquidation of
human beings on His behalf.”
“Alma del Condor, we did anything for God, king, and
honor. Killing was part of it. It is the passion for these ideals
that you Indians lack, and why you are still the same savages
that we knew. Let us continue with our second voyage that is
a story to tell, because we suffered as much as all the weight in
gold that we took from Perú.”
“What do you have to say about the misery that you caused
our people?”
“Que va! The Indians were never our concern. We only
wanted their souls for God.”
“There is no hypocrisy in expressing what you felt about
them, unlike others who don’t say what they think and they do
exactly what you did to the ‘Indians’.”
“I would say the same for you who belittles me with
your knowledge, like some Indians and mestizos who use their
education to undermine their own people.”
“Inkas! Don Francisco.”
“Mierda! Pretty soon you are going to ask me to call the
Indians, Spaniards.”
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“Many of them would like nothing better than to be
called Hispanics or Latinos, as is happening in North America.
I don’t sanctify myself, I was one of them. But,thanks to the
great ideals of my adaptive country it has taken me a long time
to accept part of my mixed lineage. Perhaps it is all right to be
called ‘Indian’, as long one is treated as a human being.”
“You are contradicting yourself. You said that you want
to do away with the word Indian. Now, you are telling me
that you wouldn’t care if they call you by that surname. By
definition, if you are an Indian you are not a human being. At
least, they were not in my times.”
“Francisco! We are back for the second excursion. What
happened to your men? The few that we had left are sick, and
some almost dying.”
“Almagro, in the time that you were gone, I kept some of
them alive against their will.”
“Well done, Francisco! We are back with an experienced
pilot, who has something to tell you.”
“Capitán, I have heard of your great feats of valor. However,
you will no longer be the only one leading this expedition.
Almagro has also been named the second captain of the
enterprise.”
“Pilot! You should know that Almagro is only my partner.”
“Between us that is true. The governor would not have let
us come unless someone different than the two of you be the
sole captain of this expedition.”
“Almagro! I don’t understand what the pilot is saying.”
“Francisco, what Bartolome Ruiz said is true. If we are two
captains it is because Luque told the governor that I also be
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named the second-in-command to keep the enterprise among
partners.”
“Thus, Man of the Future, on January 1526, we sailed
from Chochama and disembarked in the delta of the river San
Juan. We tried to make contacts with the savages, but they
ran away, leaving gold and plenty of food. We caught some
Indians who told us of the great cacique Bogotá, which was
farther inland. In tree canoes we entered the dark swamps,
but we could not advance in these ungodly marshes. I stopped
to appraise our situation. We had lost half of our men, the
rest were sick and hungry. I felt that this was far enough for
now. I told Almagro to go back to Panamá, and Bartolomé to
continue south. I would remain in the delta taking care of the
wounded and burying the dead until either one returned. As
they departed, I could see their flimsy ships disappear into the
horizon with its sagging sails, like handkerchiefs, waving at us
a last good-bye. Sometimes, our farewells were forever.
“After a few days, Bartolome saw the uninhabited Isle of
la Gorgona. Then, the inhabited Isle of El Gallo. On November
21 he passed the Equator by zero degrees, five minutes of
latitude.”
“Don Francisco, those five minutes in the cartographer’s
lingo would signify five centuries of esclavization for the natives.”
“Who cares of the fate of the Indians! In those unknown
latitudes at the girth of the world on December 3rd Bartolome’s
men saw an unusual embarkation.”
“Piloto! Look out there, una carabela!”
“Hombre! How could that be a caravel? No one has
navigated to these oceans. Let us see who they are?”
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“Piloto! It is a balsa loaded with cargo. Its handlers are
waving at us. They are not savages!”
“Mariner, I will pull beside them, and you can board their
contraption.”
“Pilot! There are five adults, two youngsters, and three
women. Look at all these golden and silver objects, even a
Roman-like scale. You can come aboard.”
“No! We will tie their balsa to our boat. They can take us
back to where they are coming from or tell us where they were
going to.”
Bartolomé had encountered a balsa of traders from Tumbes,
in the lands of Perú. This momentous event would represent
for both the last minutes of their longitudinal and latitudinal
innocence. Once on their ship, the natives showered the new
pirates with presents from the cargo that they were taking to
Quito.
“Indians! Tell us where did you get this gold, and who
makes these colorful clothes. What is this scale for? Who are
you? Show us the way to your lands, then we will take you to
our Capitán.”
“Strangers! What you are seeing is nothing. There is much
more in the lands of the great Huayna Cápac. His warriors
have conquered all the way to where we were going. If you
climb the mountains, you will see a lot of what we are bringing
and hear more about him.”
Not knowing, Bartolomé had crossed the great
circumference of the earth by zero degrees, 28 minutes latitude.
He saw a prominent cape on the coast and he called it cabo
pasado, and continued south.
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“Piloto, how far are we going? We are already one degree,
35 minutes past the equator. The Indians are anxious that we
disembark.”
“Mariner, we have evidence that these lands are different.
We will anchor in that promontory that I will call it Cabo de
la Vuelta, and then we will return. I am eager to tell Francisco
how far we have sailed, and show him all this merchandise. He
is going to get more information from these civilized Indians
without the need of torturing them.”
“As you can see Man of the Future, Bartolomé had coasted
from Colombia to the north of Ecuador, and he was the first
one to cross the Equatorial Line.”
“Don’t forget that the natives had been traveling back and forth
past this imaginary line long before you came to these latitudes.
What you mean to say is that this was the first time the people of
the Old World crossed the equator on the Pacific. Remember don
Francisco, whatever you are going to see in these lands has already
been discovered by the New World people thousands of years ago.”
“Indiano! Can’t you understand that anything that
happened before us is irrelevant?
“Thus, while we desperately waited for Almagro to return
from Panamá, Bartolomé arrived. My men finally felt that we
were onto something. Their spirits began to swell, but not their
stomachs. We had nothing to eat!”
“Piloto! Bring me those Indians. Let us hear what they
have to say.”
“Capitán! Treat them well, they have been good to us. If it
were not for them, we would not have gone as far as we did or
bring you all these artifacts.”

Balsas with sails. Archeologic Museum of Pueblo Libre. Lima-Perú
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“Gran piloto! We will be good to them, if they tell us what
we need to know.”
“Tumbesinos Indians, tell me what is your kingdom like?
Do you have an emperor? If you have one, where is he?”
“Capito-captain, we have a lord greater than anyone in
these lands. He is the master of all there is.”
“Mierda! These Indians seem to have a lord who is very
powerful.”
“Captain, that is what they are trying to tell you by
signaling a crown on their heads, and not on yours.”
“Hum! How can we tell them that our emperor is more
powerful than theirs, and in time they will get to know why.”
“Capitán! They seem to say that no one can upstage their
lord, if we try we will all be killed.”
“Hell! You don’t even understand what they are saying?”
“Captain, can’t you see that they are making a sign in their
necks with their golden knives, which they call tumis?”
“I see what you mean. Ask them, what is the name of their lord?”
“Capito! He is the great Huayna Cápac.” With the help of
their translators, the Spaniards were able to get more information
that was not difficult to obtain. Their questions were always
related to gold and the strength of their warriors.
“CondorSoul, I must go and confront their lord.”
“Don Francisco, if Huayna Cápac is alive you are going to
encounter the whole Inka army under his command, you will
not have a chance against him.”
“Then I better wait for Almagro.”
“Capitán! We all want to return to Panamá. There is
nothing in these swamps but pestilence and mosquitoes.”
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“Vamos, hombres! Almagro will be here with all that we
need to continue. Do not despair.” However, nobody knew if
his partner had ever reached Panamá.
“Almagro, what are you doing in this island? Francisco
thinks that you are in Panamá getting supplies.”
“CondorSoul, the king of Spain has sent another governor
to replace Pedrarias. I don’t know if he is with or against us.
I was waiting to see what happens. You have come in time.
Luque sent me a letter saying that the new governor is in our
favor, and I should depart immediately to see him.” In Panamá
Pedro de los Rios listened to Almagro’s plight, and he promised
to assist with the enterprise.
“Luque, we need more men, and no one wants to come.”
“Diego, the governor brought with him 40 Spaniards
who are looking for gold and some priests to Christianize the
savages. They cannot argue against coming with us.” Almagro
sailed directly to Rio San Juan on January 8th, 1527.
“Almagro! I thought you had abandoned the expedition.
You are also the other captain.”
“Francisco, we have a new governor who for now is willing
to help us. Otherwise, I would not have been able to come.
What happened to all of you? You are all so emaciated. Look!
The men are eating the rations that I brought like there is no
tomorrow. Soon we will be out of food. Who are these Indians?
They are unlike the savages we are used to seeing. Where did
you get them?”
“Almagro, let me rest in your boat. These mosquitoes are
eating me alive.” Once they recovered, the two captains were ready
for the next stage of their expedition. Francisco spoke to his men:
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Spaniards! Let us go to where Bartolomé went. We have more
men, horses, and some food left after you bastards ate most of it in
one seating. You will wish that you had left some for hungrier days.
“We sailed south, bypassing the isles of Gorgona and El
Gallo. Then we crossed to the arbour of Tumaco, Colombia. I
sent a party to scout the swamps, a hidden trunk capsized the
boat and I lost five men. Since this was not a good place to stay,
we coasted to the bay of San Mateo. The landscape was flat, we
could use our horses to explore inland. Without losing contact
with our ships we went to Atacames. The Indians began to
attack us. We made good use of our cavalry, and we interned
inland to avenge our dead. Without knowing we reached to rio
Tempula or Terapulla. Who gives a damn about these Indian
names that I cannot even pronounce; I renamed it rio Santiago.”
“Don Francisco, you have a fetish with this saint. Almost
everything that you have so far discovered is named after Him.”
“Que va! Santiago saved us from the Moors. He will also
help me to get rid of these infidels.”
“Lucky for you that even the saints are in your favor, which
reminds me that while in Trujillo, Spain, I tried to enter the
humble and ancient church of Santiago. Unfortunately, it was
closed. Outside and in front of its weathered doors I imagined
when, as a young man, you must have prayed inside the church
to change your destiny. I also wanted to pray to Him to undo
what you did to my people.”
“Don’t be irreverent! With His help I will conquer Perú,
and maybe I will rename it after Him.
“In this initial trekking we encountered savages, who had
encrusted sticks of gold in their ugly faces. We killed them just
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to get the gold, but they kept on coming. I told my troops:
Come on Christians! Get on your horses and let’s kill all these
infidels, who don’t deserve the name of Santiago in their lands.
“Satiated of spilling Indian blood, we sailed to the bay of San
Mateo. We were out of everything. The new arrivals from Spain,
who had come for quick gold, wanted to return to Panamá. Even
I entertained going back and forgetting about the expedition.”
“Francisco! To abandon the enterprise after what we have
been through?”
“Almagro, you have been back and forth to Panamá, while
I was left in these unforgiving lands to suffer unknown diseases,
hunger, and fight the savages. What can I expect from you that
without suffering all these ordeals, you were named a second
captain of the expedition.”
“Francisco! I would rather be here and not in Panamá
begging for money, and men whom you exterminate as fast as
I recruit them.”
“Almagro! You are a traitor.”
“Francisco! Get your sword that I am ready to defend my
honor.” As they were about to kill each other, Nicolas de Rivera
and Bartolomé Ruiz separated them, and they made peace.
They discussed what to do in these forsaken lands without
supplies and few men.
“Almagro, go back to Panamá and bring more resources.
We have enough gold to entice the governor to help us and
others to joing us. I will stay here to take care of the wounded
and the dying.”
“Francisco! Be careful with what you are saying. Nobody
wants to stay. We should make sure that I only take the loyal
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ones. Otherwise, anyone could alert the new governor and
cancel the expedition.”
“Almagro, let us cross to the isla del Gallo where I will wait
for you. I will use the Indians to help us survive.”
“Don Francisco, the historians make us believe that you were
the only ones who suffered; when all along you were using the
‘Indians’, and thousands of them died helping you in your cause.”
“What are they for, if not to use them as beasts of burden?
My partner left for Panamá with a few in whom we confided.
When the sails of his boat were no longer visible, I knew that I
would never see him again. It is in moments like this that one
realizes that all petty fights mean nothing. Almagro, with all his
faults, was my friend, but avarice and the desire for power got
the best of us.
“In the solitude of our thoughts we were left in the isla del
Gallo to wait for Almagro’s return, but not before someone had
done exactly what we were concerned about. A son of a bitch
got the clever idea of sending to the wife of the governor a roll
of llama wool, inside of which he inserted a message written in
verse that I was sending Almagro to hunt men, and I remained
here to butcher them. Later on we found out that it was Sarabia,
a soldier and a rhymester!”
“Don Francisco, knowing what happened to us, how I
wished all of you had returned not only to Panamá but to the
Old World for good.”
“What an ungrateful Indian you are! You should know that
we had been in this unforgiving place for a month suffering
constant rains, lack of food, and perennial fog. My men were
ready to abandon this desolate island.”
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“What was happening to the natives. Weren’t they helping
you?”
“Oh! They were dying of extreme work. We were 80
Spaniards; if I didn’t do something I would lose them all.
“Thinking that Almagro would not return, on account of
our last altercation, I decided to send Carvallo with Bartolomé
to Panamá in our second ship, taking with them the mariner
Lobato who was causing troubles. While they were embarking,
we had to prevent others from overtaking the boat. As the
caravel vanished in the blue yonder, we were left to suffer
unimaginable deprivations.
“In Panamá, Doña Catalina de Saavedra found the secret
letter and she read it to her husband. The governor started to
knit a series of charges against the expedition.
“On July 27, a court of inquiry was assembled in the
center of the city without me being present to defend myself.
Although Almagro, Luque, and Bartolomé were speaking on
our behalf, I was the one whom they were after.
“They began the trial by reading the letter of Anton
Cuadrado in which he said: We are so thin and yellow that three
or four of us die every week just of hunger. To which Pedro de
los Rios responded: You see! All for gold that so far amounts to
nothing. Then, he went on to say: How about the letter of Martin
de Alfaro who says that only 80 men are alive, and 30 of them are
close to dying.
“The governor became furious and exhorted the jurors:
Men of justice! Let’s hear Lobato, who has come with Carvallo,
and the others who came with Almagro. As they stood in front
of the bureaucrats, they spoke in loud voices: Yes, Mr. Alonso
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Sánchez de Caceres, the Notary Public, we have seen many of them
die. Lobato took a step forward and said: There is no denying
that they all want to return, if Pizarro would let them.
“Pedro de los Rios shouted: That is enough! How about
this letter signed by 14 people who say that the expedition has its
merits, but not at such a cost. Not only the Spaniards are suffering,
but also 500 ‘pieces of Indians’ have died in the island of El Gallo.”
“Don Francisco, what do they meant by ‘pieces of Indians’?”
“Vamos, hombre! To us, they were like the pieces of furniture.
Don’t be so naive! Having said all that by my detractors, on
August 29 they convened for the verdict. Pedro de los Rios,
looking at Almagro and Luque, said: If of all the men who are
in the island, no more than 20 and no less than 10 want to stay,
I will let Pizarro continue with the expedition for six months.
I will send two ships: one under my pilot Tafur, and a second
with Bartolomé to pick them up before they all die. Immediately,
my partners started to plan how to save the expedition. Let us
listen to their arguments.”
“Luque, legally we have lost the judgment. But, just like
that bastard who sent a letter to the governor’s wife, let us send
one telling Pizarro not to give up even if the expedition ‘busts’.
He needs no less than 10 and no more than 20 men to continue.
He must have, at least, that many who are loyal to him.”
“I would think so, Almagro.”
“Great pilot! In your hands we place this letter for the
captain. Tell him that the bureaucrats want to take over our
enterprise.”
“Luque gave Bartolomé the letter and on September 14,
the governor sent two ships to take all of us back to Panamá.
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“CunturSoul, we were at our last when low and behold,
on a cloudy day, an emaciated sentry who kept watch for the
sails of a boat could not believe what he was seeing. Barely able
to walk, he came to me saying in a hoarse voice: Capitán, they
are here! We are saved, we are going home. The man fell, wishing
not to die, but to live another day and return to Panamá. As if
the retched bastard had any place to go to, for jail is what was
waiting for him.
“As the two ships arrived, all my men ran to the bushes
looking for their meager belongings while shouting in harmony,
to hell with Pizarro and his cursed Indians! We are getting out of
this miserable island!
“When Tafur disembarked, all my men went running to
him. I was left standing alone.”
“Pizarro! I have orders that all you of must come with me.
I have brought enough supplies to last the 15 days that the trip
will take us. Bartolomé can tell you of the trial that took place.
The verdict is clear. Be glad that the governor is generous in
sending this expedition of succor.”
“Then Bartolomé discretely took me aside; he told me
what had transpired during the trial, and he read the letter.”
“Capitán! Your partners are asking you not to give up, even
if the enterprise ‘busts’. The governor said that if you get no
more that 20 and no less than 10 of your men to follow you,
he would let you continue with the expedition for only six
months.”
“Oh! CondorSoul, those words were spoken by God. Then
and there I pulled my sword, I traced a line on the sand, and
shouted as loud as I could:
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Come closer and listen to what I am about to tell you!
Up there is Panamá! Those who return will be nobodies.
Those who come with me will have:
Land, gold, women, and become Hidalgos.
So! Cross this line to the south, if you want to be rich,
Stay north to be poor.
“Bartolomé remained at my side, while the 80 men not
knowing what to do or what to say looked at each other. To
my disbelief, Nicolas de Rivera was the first one to cross the
line, followed by Pedro de Candia and Juan de la Torre. Once
beside me, they didn’t seem to lament their decision. Then,
one by one, in their rags holding a piece of molded bread to
their mouths, others began to cross the funeral line and join us:
Alonzo Briceño, Cristobal de Peralta, Domingo de Soraluce,
Pedro Alcon, Francisco de Cuellar, Martin de Paez, Anton de
Carrion, Garcia de Jerez, Alonzo de Molina. As I waited for
the rest, no one seemed to dare to cross the dreaded line. After
a short silence one more did, Martin de Trujillo. Where else!
He had to be from Extremadura. I counted on my fingers and
they were three more than my 10 digits. Thirteen dauntless
souls ready to give their lives for gold or for me, I did not care
for what or for whom. Some of these men didn’t even have a
name to themselves, but the place where they were born or
where they came from. Except for Rivera, the treasurer, a man
of social stature. They were enough for me, and with them
we would do what better men could not have done. Let their
names be inscribed in the annals of history and be remembered
as ‘The Thirteen of Fame’.”

Then and there I pulled my sword, I traced a line on the soft sand and the 13 of el gallo joined me. Archeologic Museum of Pueblo Libre. Lima-Perú.
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“Yes, don Francisco, their names are edged on the Spanish
blue-yellow tiles in the cathedral of Lima. I wish those ceramics
and your bones will remain there, because they have already
removed your equestrian statue from the plaza. That is why I
am spilling my guts on these pages, so that some day Perú and
Spain heal their wounds of the past.”
“Let us hope so, Man of the Future. Tafur ordered to tack
north. With Los Trece del Gallo, I was left to endure more than
you can imagine.”
“All that, for what, don Francisco?”
“For gold, glory, king, and God.”
“I admire you for acknowledging your priorities, for God
will always be the last when it comes to avarice.”
In the emptiness of the vast oceans, the Thirteen of Fame
were left on a barren island where one can still hear the bygone
echoes of Pizarro exhorting his men to stay, and the long-gone
grains of sands where he drew a line have been washed away
into oblivion. However, that day will endure in the memory of
those who admire intrepid men; sometimes, regardless of their
diabolic schemes.
Tafur’s expedition arrived in Panamá in a very short time.
A trip that had taken Pizarro more than two years to get to the
isla del Gallo.
“Bartolomé, how is Pizarro? He has been on that island
suffering hunger, diseases, and now desertion. What is he going
to do with so few men and without any supplies or a ship? We
have to prepare for the next expedition, but we have no money.
Even if we did and we get all that he needs, the governor will
not allow us to go.” After two months of pleading, the partners
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were able to convince the governor to allow the expedition to
continue.
“Bartolomé! I gave Pizarro six months. If he cannot find
those rich lands in the remaining time, I want all of you back
(March 1528, Cieza).”
“Governor that is all the time we will need to get to Perú,
and gather information of the Empire of the Inkas.”
Almagro, the beggar of the expeditions, and Fernando
de Luque, the ubiquitous banker, had been able to procure a
ship of questionable sea-worthiness and a few men to handle
the sails. The governor gave them two prisoners sentenced to
death. That was all his contribution, while at the same time
trying to sabotage the expedition by declaring their ship not
apt for navigation. Meanwhile, in the isle of el Gallo Francisco
was having problems.
“Capitán! The natives are coming to reclaim their island.
Our Indians are urging us to cross to the isla de La Gorgona,
which is farther north and far into the ocean.”
“Don Francisco, you have mentioned the thirteen
Spaniards as the only ones who were willing to help you in your
madness. How about the six Tumbesino-natives? Shouldn’t they
be counted as part of the group? They deserve some credit, at
least, in this journey of our souls.”
“What! To be renamed ‘The Nineteen of Fame’?”
“No! Fame is not what the ‘Indians’ need; we are already
famous for having lost a whole continent. You should realize
that you didn’t accomplish the conquest of the empire by
yourselves, but with the help of our own people and against
their own will.”
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“If that is going to redeem them from their humiliation, I
admit that they did help us.”
The ‘Indians’ began to build a balsa that took the Spaniards
precariously to the island of La Gorgona, called that way because
many rivers sprang from a central mountain like the hair of
that mythic figure. As Ballesteros says: ‘With the last of their
clothes, bearded to their chests, and thin to their bones they
lived like Robinson Crusos’.
Having given up all possibility of being rescued, tired of
gazing at the horizon, and when all hopes had vanished, they
saw what it looked like a ship going in the direction of the island
of el Gallo. In desperation, they frantically began to shout.
Sure that they were not heard, they started to make bonfires
and place their rags on sticks, waving to be noticed. Finally,
the phantom of a ship tacked to where the Spaniards were.
Extatic with joy, they all embraced, even with the ‘Indians’. For
adversity knows no gender or race.
It was November 1527; they had been two months on the
island, and they were ready to continue in search of the elusive
empire. With no time to waste, ten of the ‘Thirteen of Fame’,
the pilot, and the six ‘Indians’ embarked. Peralta, Trujillo, and
Paez were too sick to travel. They stayed waiting for their return
while guarding the natives who history keeps on denying the
role they played in diminishing their suffering. It is difficult to
understand how much we had to do with our own decimation,
and we are still helping the present arrivals to the New World
to our own extinction.
“Don Francisco, what is happening! We crossed the line in
the island of el Gallo so we could conquer the Inkas. But this is
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only an expedition of recognizance. Capitan! That is not going
to make us rich or famous. We have to return to Panamá in a
few months, what for? To be the mockery of the town! With
the time that the governor allowed us, we will never reach our
objective.”
“Men of Fame! Do not doubt that you will be rich. Trust
what Bartolomé saw, and what these Tumbesinos have said. The
pilot knows the oceans farther south. We won’t disembark,
unless we find a civilization. I know that we will be back in
time to Panamá, and get ready for the final expedition. I swear
by Santiago!”
On a cold day and in distrust, they all helped unfurl the
sails to go where no one else had gone before. In those latitudes,
the winds and currents run contrary to where they wanted to
go, and their ship stalled dead on the waters. Eventually, they
caught the southern breeze and sailed south.
“Oh! There is the ungodly isle of el Gallo. We decimated
the savages and destroyed that place. We should call it the
cursed island.”
“No, Molina! That is ‘The Island of the Thirteen of Fame’.
For that is where we made history.”
“Carajo! There is the Bay of San Mateo, where Almagro
and I almost killed each other. He is quick with the sword in
spite of having only one eye.”
“Don Francisco, you two have been at each other’s throats
in spite of you being a godfather to his half-breed son.”
“There is Atacames, we almost lost our lives to those
savages. Look at them, they are waving at us. Get closer! I want
to see their ugly faces encrusted with golden pegs and precious
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stones. Mierda! No matter how much they adorn themselves,
they will always be Indians.”
“Rivera! You are a man of letters. I haven’t heard you talk
that way about them.”
“Francisco! They are also Indians to me.”
“There is Coaque. We are getting closer to the equatorial
line.”
“Yes, Piluto-pilot! That is the place where you boarded our
balsa.”
“Indio! It has been sometime since that encounter. Your
Spanish is getting better, and you will take us to the places that
you have talked so much about.”
“Capitán! We are passing Cabo de la Vuelta. That cape is
as far as we got and then we returned. From here on, I will be
navigating on unknown waters. Look at that great expanse of
blue ocean. I will call it the Gulf of Guayaquil.”
“Piluto! Look at the island of Puná. Don’t go there. Those
Indians are savages.”
“Que va Indiano! They are your people, are they not?”
“No! We are mortal enemies. The last I knew, we were
fighting them. Who knows, by now their island must be ours.”
“Then let’s cross to terra firma.”
“Piluto! First go to that small island that looks like a
mummy. The people from Puná call it the island of the Dead.
You are going to find plenty of gold and silver.” They had not
stopped anywhere. Being in need of water and wood, they
tacked to the uninhabited and diminute piece of land.
“Capitan! Look at all these little statues of gold, and also
human bones all over. They do sacrifices. Let us get out of this
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haunted island with everything that we can take, including
that large and heavy silver vase.”
“Capitán, the ocean seems to be getting calmer and there
is no more jungle.” They had sailed the gulf in the direction to
Tumbes, bypassing the island of Puná.
“Indianos! Who are those savages in those big balsas.”
“They are Tumbesinos, who are going to the island of Puná.”
“Oh, no! They are warriors. They will attack us.”
“No, Capito! They are the Tallanes, our people. Let them
come aboard. I will tell them that you are coming to visit our
noble-Curaca.” Strangers and ‘Indian’ warriors went in the
direction of Tumbes, which had recently been unified by the
Inkas.
“There is the city that these Indians were talking about.
We have found what we were looking for.
“Bartolomé, let’s not anchor too close. They have armies.
Any wrong move, we could be in trouble.”
“Capito! Do not fear. You can disembark.”
“How do I know that this is not a trap to kill us.”
“Capito! If you don’t believe me, send one of your men
before you go there. What you are seeing is just the shoreline.
In the city there are palaces, temples, and the cloisters of the
virgins.”
“Men of Fame! Do you still doubt our patron Santiago?
They are coming to greet us, not to fight. These are civilized
Indians.”
“Capitan! You better treat them well.”
“You all have heard what the pilot said! I don’t want anyone
of you maltreating these Indians. I will explain to them our
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purpose, when it is the right moment.” Innocently the natives
approached to what they thought it was a ‘floating house’. But
those are historical conjectures to diminish the ‘Indians’.
“Let them climb aboard, especially that one with large ears
whom they say is a noble from Cuzco.” On board, the natives
admired the Spaniards’ clothing and unusual objects. Their
curiosity satisfied, the noble invited the strangers to come
ashore.
Seeing that the noble was a representative of a higher social
order, Pizarro invited him to have dinner. Sitting at the table
served with new kind of foods, the noble began to question
them about their reasons for coming. The ‘Indian’ hostages
from the balsa tried to translate according to what each wanted
to hear.
“Indian noble! We come from the other side of the world.
We have a powerful emperor and a God mightier than yours.
Our mission is to make you our vassals, and convert all of you
to Christianity.”
“Tumbesinos! You who speak their language, didn’t you tell
the strangers that nobody can upstage Huayna Cápac? I will
report this to the Inka lord. For now, let me enjoy their wine.”
“Noble of Tumbes! Have this iron hatchet as a sign of good
will. One of my soldiers will go with his servant, and inform
me about your city.”
“Alonzo de Molina take these presents to their curacaleader, and return to tell us what you saw. Go with the ‘negro’
to protect you, in case they want to harm you.” So was the first
encounter of two cultures who were in awe of each other: the
Spaniards of their gold, and the natives of their paraphernalia.
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Once on land, the ‘black man’ was stared at by all. The
children, according to the chronicles, tried to erase with their
hands the dark color of his body. The leader of the town
received the presents: a pair of pigs, and a loud rooster that
croaked defiantly.
In the city they saw the temple, a fortress, and the cloister
for the virgins of the Sun. The maidens invited them to savor
their cooking, and to have a pick of any of the fine garments
woven by them. Did they know of the status of the man of
color? We don’t know. The Inkas knew of social classes, a pattern
magnified by the Spaniard’s arrival. Unfortunately, black and
white people would end up discriminating against the ‘Indians’.
Unharmed, both returned to the boat. Molina told
of the incredible things that they had witnessed. Even their
translators could not believe what they were hearing. But then
the adventurers had been in the tropics, any civilization was
better than what they had seen before. The golden and silver
wares were nothing to be disregarded, not even the nobles of
Spain drank or ate with such a fine utensils.
“Pedro de Candia, go and impress those Indians with your
fireworks.”
The Greek, known for his arrogance, wore white attire
covered with mail, breastplates, and a plumed steel helmet
that shined against the sun. With a sword at his waist and
an harquebus on his shoulder, he disembarked. On land, he
showed the natives that the Spaniards were men of fire. Perhaps
to them, the emissaries of their Sun god.
The Tumbesinos allowed him inside the house of the
Virgins, where he must have noticed the young women. The
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sexually starved adventurers may have suffered hunger pains in
their empty stomachs, but their cojones were full of the power
of reproduction to impregnate anyone in this continent. For
no Spanish damsel would have wanted them without gold, but
our women did for the color of their skin and they still do for
their genes.
On his return, Pedro de Candia, a learned man, expanded
on what Molina said. Once he verified what they saw, Francisco
had no more reason to stay. The curaca of Tumbes gave Francisco
a youngster to guide them to the future port of Paita. Who was
he? The Spaniards picked up nine natives in the equinoctial
line. Who were they? The chroniclers give no names. The
Perúvian historian Duthurburu says that one of the hostages
was Felipe or Felipillo, as he was known. Was he? It would be
important to know, because he was one of the most important
translators in the conquest of Perú. Then, what happened to
the others? Were they used as beasts of burden? In which case
Felipillo survived on pure cunning, if he was one of them.
From Paita they coasted the Bay of Sechura, and they
anchored in Santa Cruz. Cieza relates that its female leader
or Capullana invited Francisco to disembark. He declined,
telling her that he would visit her on his return. Molina was,
again, sent to land. He was well received, and he decided to
stay. Bartolomé continued coasting, this time guided by the
compass of the great Andes, which were beginning to be ever
present.
In December 1527, nine degrees past the equator, they
arrived to the mouth of rio Santa from where they saw the
Cordillera Negra. They called it Sierra Morena, because it
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reminded them of similar mountains in Spain. They had been
sailing for two months. In every place that they had stopped
they were wined with chicha, dined with the unknown papapotatoes, and they had the pick of their women. From rio
Santa, approximately the third of the present Perúvian littoral,
Pizarro ordered to steer back to Panamá. He had enough proof
that an empire existed, although he had heard more about
Chincha on the coast than of Cuzco, which was inland. Even
the cartographers, who drew the first maps of the empire for
the Capitulation, placed Chincha and not Cuzco, as the center
of the empire. The location of these two places would create
deadly encounters between Almagro and Francisco, as to whom
the Imperial City belonged when the divisions of lands to be
conquered came into dispute.
Upon their return they anchored in Santa Cruz to pick
up Molina, and to make good on Francisco’s promise to
visit the town. Pizarro disembarked with Nicolas de Rivera,
Francisco de Cuellar, and Pedro de Alcon, who dressed like a
buffoon. On land, the noble-woman or Capullana had a big
fiesta for them. During the festivities, Alcon had been looking
at his host with great affection. Meanwhile Pizarro began to
act out his goal of subjugating the people not by force, but
with symbolisms, telling them that the King of Spain was
their lord, and Christianity their new faith. Francisco asked
his host to unfurl the standard of Castile, while the drunken
Spaniards shouted viva el rey de España! The natives, without
understanding its meaning, repeated in unison what they
were hearing, not knowing that in time that same flag would
cover the carcass of their civilization. Unfortunately there
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was no one to advise them otherwise. Except for one, but for
other reasons.
As Cieza relates: Alcon requested that the captain let him
stay. Francisco knowing that he was drunk and in love with the
host did not allow him. To his negative answer, Alcon began to
shout: swine herder! This land belongs to my brother, the king. You
are usurping their lands from these good Indians. He got hold of
a broken sword and attacked Francisco. Bartolomé Ruiz, the
settler of previous deadly contests, hit him with an oar, leaving
the amorous Spaniard unconscious. Crazy in love with one of
Perú’s women, Alcon was sent to the lower decks to cool off.
Francisco continued north, stopping in Talara where he
left Gines, a mariner, so that he could learn their language. The
town leader gave him in return two youngsters. Cieza says that
one of them was Felipillo, our famous compatriot who in time
became the infamous translator who stirred up the fall of the
empire.
The adventurers continued to Tumbes, where they
exchanged worthless European gadgets for exquisite textiles,
jewelry, and some llamas, which Francisco would take to Spain.
Not wanting to prolong their return, they navigated to
Punta Santa Elena where their leader came aboard. The Captain
used the opportunity to tell the noble to accept a new master.
Right below them was imprisoned Alcon, who upon
hearing the interchange of words, and perhaps not as crazy as
Cieza thought he was, began to shout: Indian brother! Do not
believe him. All of them are liars. They are coming to subjugate
your people and rape your women. The curaca didn’t need any
translation, but to observe the actions of Alcon against his
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own comrades. Francisco told the noble that he was mentally
unstable, and not to mind him. To these days, anyone who
speaks on behalf of the ‘Indians’ is considered like Alcon, a
buffoon. Perhaps, from the pages of Cieza, we should revive
this sensible man to show the other face of the Spaniards who
are not all wicked. But the cries of the people like him will
always fall on the deaf ears of the masses.
With enough natives as translators, golden artifacts,
textiles, llamas, and the heavy silver vase they navigated to
Panamá. The second expedition had ended in the final weeks
of March 1528 within the allotted time that Francisco was
given to finish the task of finding Perú.
In Panamá, after recounting their incredible tales and showing
the objects given to them, the partners still had no support from
Pedro de los Rios. They were out of funds. The money from the
sale of the silver vase served only to pay their debts.
“Almagro and Luque! We have evidence of a civilization,
and the governor is not going to help us. Someone should go
to see Carlos V.”
“Father Luque, you must go and represent us. As a man of
God, they will not distrust you.”
“Francisco, I cannot go due of my priestly duties.”
“And you, Almagro?”
“Forget about me! I lost an eye. I just don’t look impressive
enough. Besides, they are not going to listen to a man from the
unknown village of Almagro.”
“How about you, Francisco?”
“Luque, can you imagine me in the Courts of Spain? I am
a soldier of fortune. I would not do too well with those nobles.”
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“If none of us wants to go we have to send a representative,
preferably a man of letters. Corrales is going to Spain; he has
also invested in our expeditions and he is a lawyer.”
“Father Luque! That is out of the question. Here we
have Francisco, the man who spent more time than any of us
suffering all the misfortunes that God created on Earth. No
one could tell of all that he went through to get to the land of
the Inkas as well as he would. Only he can express how it feels
to be in perpetual hunger, and constantly facing death. Even if
he is not a learned man, Pizarro has to go! I don’t care if he is
named the governor of Perú. He is our man!”
“Almagro, I have a feeling that if only one of you is present,
something is going happen. I urge that both of you go. The
courts in Spain are very peculiar in their capitulations; they
may end up favoring the one who is there.”
“Father Luque, we all have contributed to the enterprise.
I can’t imagine any one of us be so disloyal as to betray the
partners. Especially when there is still so much to be done
before the conquest becomes a reality. I say that Francisco be
named governor of what he has so far discovered, and I to have
the title of Adelantado, advancer, to continue exploring from
the limits of his governorship, Chincha. There must be plenty
of territory down to the tip of the southern hemisphere where
Magellan reached on the Atlantic side in 1520.”
“Almagro! You are already dividing the lands that we don’t
even possess. We have to discuss what we all want in the event
of a capitulation.”
“Father Luque, the bishopric of Tumbes would be an
appropriate investiture for a Man of God.”
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“Almagro! I was not asking about me. How about the
others?”
“For the men of fame, they deserve the same titles of honor
as others nobles who have received accolades for lesser feats.
For Bartolomé Ruiz, nothing less than the Admiralty of the
Southern Seas would be an appropriate title for having been
the first to cross the Equator. I request that we propose to the
crown what we have discussed, unless someone is opposed. If
not, Francisco must leave as soon as possible. Timing is of the
essence. There are other adventurers who are ready to capitalize
on our findings.”
“Almagro and Luque, I will go. I promise to be fair in
the event of a capitulation.” After some more bickering, they
decide that Pedro de Candia would accompany Pizarro.
In early December of 1528, Pizarro left for Seville, taking
the golden artifacts, woolen textiles, and llamas. Felipillo,
Martin, Juancillo, and three other translators were also going;
all in hope that the king would support the third expedition.
“Don Francisco, the crown didn’t help you for the first
two explorations, and the governors wouldn’t let you continue
with a third expedition. Here you are in Spain begging for their
approval. You could have gone to Perú on your own, as you did
when no one knew what was beyond the Southern Seas.”
“CunturSoul, perhaps we could have continued with our
own resources, but once the prospects were real we wanted
to conquer for the crown. Otherwise, our accomplishments
would have meant nothing.”
“You knew what happened to Christopher Columbus;
even to Hernan Cortez who was jailed, because of his dealings
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with the crown. Very close to you, Blasco Nuñez de Balboa,
who lost his life at the hands of Pedrarias and his father-in-law.
People in high places were only interested in the wealth that
you could bring to them without recognizing your sacrifices,
and many of you ended up with a noose around your necks.”
“Hombre! That is the way we were. I hope that you, as a
mestizo, have inherited some of our attributes.”
“What attributes?”
“That the only reasons to live and fight are for honor, king,
and God.”
“Don Francisco, the only justifications to fight are for
freedom and justice for all.”
“You are not talking like an Indian of the past. Freedom and
justice were foreign concepts to them. Are they still the same?”
“Humanity is rapidly changing for the betterment of most
races, but not for the ‘Indians’ of all the Americas. Presently, they
are living in the same conditions as you left them. Perhaps with
the liberty to live in misery and to die without any justice. That
is why it behooves us to change their destiny. For that is the
mission of this trip, and I want you to help us in this endeavor.”
“Hombre del Futuro! How am I going to help, when I was
the one who ended their civilization?”
“Yes! You did. But now the ‘Indians’ and the mestizos are
annihilating themselves with the aid of foreigners who keep on
coming in masses to the New World.”
“Well! Why bring me into your struggles, if it is of your
own doing?”
“Because, I want to know if five hundred years in that
wooden casket has changed your soul. After all, your remains
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are at the very side of God in our cathedral, but I don’t know if
you are in heaven.”
“Coño! You are rattling with my bones.”
“Don Francisco, since we are getting past our formalities,
we can begin to expose the rot that is in all of us with no
apologies to any one but to our conscience. Relate to us your
stay in the Mother Country.”
“Let me tell you, Spain was not fair with me. In their
palaces everything proceeds according to protocols. Not like in
America where one can do as one pleases, as long as one has the
guts to do so.”
“Then you could have been a true American if you had
conquered Perú on your own terms, and for other purposes.
However, you had no other inherent causes to leave Spain,
except that of finding fortune and acceptance of the crown;
unlike the English who wanted freedom from royal oppression
and religion. You lived most of your life in the New World.
Your thinking was, in a way, like that of the savages who live
free. But you remained a Spaniard with the same ancient ideas
of your Mother Country.”
“Man of the Future! What do you live and fight for?”
“I told you once and I will repeat again: I live and struggle
for human dignity. Any nation that gives me that is my country.
A motherland where nobody is considered inferior because of
race, beliefs, or social status.”
“You would not fight for your place of birth?”
“Yes! But only to change their minds, so that they can all
live as one. Let us continue. I understand that the king gave
you many titles. Did that make you any different?”
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“Oh, Yes! I am now a man of noble origin, a ‘Don’.”
“Don Francisco, to me you have always been somebody;
a man of vision, although a malevolent one. With the titles
that you were given, do you think that you had the right to
humiliate my ancestors? Why didn’t you go after the Moors,
instead of the Inkas who treated you so well?”
“Que vá! The Inkas were not what you think they were.
We probably saved them from their own extermination.”
“Maybe what happened to our ancestors was inevitable, but
to carry a legacy of humiliation for five hundred years should
not be. Losing a war is one thing, but losing one’s dignity is
another. We need to rise from that dreadful patrimony. That is
where you can help us, even from your grave.”
“Help you in what?”
“In regaining our dignity! This is another millennium. It
is about time that we change the predicament of the ‘Indians’
through lawful means.”
“With that thinking of yours, no one will ever get the
Indians of all the Americas out of the misery in which they are
in. Only with the sword you will be able to accomplish what
you want for your people.”
“Through violence we will never be able to rescue ourselves
from our past and present indignities, and it is not the way to
reach mankind’s soul to procure an everlasting freedom.”
“Man of the Times, our souls are not suited to
understand the ills of humanity, but the way to our salvation
in eternity.”
“Is that why we create our own hell on earth, hoping for
redemption in the emptiness of the heavens?”
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“Voz sos un hereje! Do not ridicule our beliefs in the hereafter.
If I did any wrong to your people, it happened according to the
standards of our times. You should understand that the epochs
change.”
“I do, I am just probing your soul to comprehend the
essence of our humanity throughout the ages. Let us proceed.
What happened when you arrived to Seville?”
“Oh, ya! As soon as we disembarked, I was imprisoned
with the same lawyer who was going to represent us.”
“Why?”
“Because of some debts that we supposedly had in the
Darien. Meanwhile the golden artifacts, the precious textiles,
our llamas, and even my Indians were confiscated and stored
somewhere.”
“Don Francisco! The natives were not ‘things’ to be stored?”
“Mierda! Who cares what happened to them. In any event,
someone spoke for my release and paid for my debts. Most
likely it was Hernan Cortez.”
“Did you know if it was him?”
“Probably! After all he was an Extremeño, and a close
relative of mine. If it wasn’t Cortez, the people who kept my
belongings told the king to listen to me. You know, gold talks.
I recovered all that I had brought to show to Carlos V, and
discuss business with him.”
“What business?”
“Don’t be so ignorant! To go and conquer your people.
Oh! I mean the Indians.”
“Were you going to tell him that the Inkas were civilized,
and not the supposed savages that you exterminated in Panamá?”
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“Can’t you understand that all the Indians are the same,
whether an empire or not. But in this case I had to tell the
king that the Inkas were more advanced, so I could secure his
backing.”
“The Inka Empire was a well-established monarchy,
although you had not fully seen it yet. Nobody asked for help
from the king in the occupation of Honduras, Nicaragua, and
not even the Aztec Empire. You and Carlos V should have
proceeded according to the protocols among the monarchies
of the Old World, and acted likewise in the case of Perú and
Mexico.”
“Qué vá! Both were a monarchy of Indians.”
“You thought of them below any of the monarchies in the
Old World?”
“We didn’t know if the Indians were human beings, we
regarded them below our African slaves.”
“True in your days, and a fact in our times.”
“Look! What befell your ancestors was a matter of time.
Stop making me feel guilty for what happened to them.”
“Retrospectively, how I wish the king had refused you his
support. Perhaps, our destiny would have been different.”
“Man of the Future, if I didn’t conquer them, others would
have. So, after they returned my mementos, the king called for
me. He was on his way to Italy. I went to see him in Toledo.
I showed him all that I had brought, including the Indians. I
told him that I had discovered an empire greater than that of
the Aztecs, and so far at no expense to the crown. I explained
him that what I needed was his backing, and the rewards in
gold and lands would be more than he could ever expect.”

298

The Holocaust of all Times

“Was it that easy to convince him?”
“No! But when I told him of all I went through to reach the
Inka Empire, he realized of my singlemindness in this endeavor.
I was twice his age, but he understood soldiers of fortune like
me. When Pedro de Candia spoke of Tumbes, the king was in
awe by all of his vivid descriptions; the Greek could talk! And
Carlos V was not going to retract from this venture. He ordered
that the ‘West Indies Enterprise’ start to draft the legal papers.
“The bureaucrats who were drafting the documents knew
the exact coordinates to where I was supposed to govern. They
had information from the Portuguese and the Pope, who were
well acquainted with the Atlantic side of the southern continent.
With our crude maps their cartographers made sense of our
discovery, but the notaries took their time. Meanwhile, I was
out of money and that did not concern them. Nevertheless, I
made sure that everything was documented.”
“You see, Don Francisco, reading and writing are just
tools. You checked all your possibilities from intuition alone.
Unfortunately, there was no one to talk on behalf of the ‘Indians’.”
“Is someone speaking for them in your times?”
“Five hundred years later nobody is and if they do, no one
is listening.”
“You should be fighting for their cause, instead of
disturbing my bones.”
“That is why I am encountering your soul. Tell me the
concessions that you procured from the capitulation.”
“Oh, yes! After my dealing in the courts I was named
adelantado, the only one who could advance and conquer Perú,
and be its governor with a salary of 725,000 maravedis. With
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those powers invested in me, I could assign lands with ‘Indians’
to anyone I wished to give to. In other words, I was given the
duties of a viceroy. I also received other titles, but the Order
of Santiago is what I wanted the most. With that investiture, I
became part of the royalty.”
“Were you speaking for your partners?”
“Luque and Almagro received lesser denominations. In
time that brought me problems with Almagro, who distrusted
me for the rest of our lives.”
“What did your partners and the others get?”
“Diego de Almagro would be the mayor of Tumbes with
a salary of 300,000 marevedis, and his mestizo son an Hidalgo.
Hernando de Luque was named Protector of the Indians with a
salary of 1000 ducados. Pedro de Candia was given the duties of
Commander of the Artillery of Perú, and he could manufacture
the arms needed to kill the Indians. Bartolomé Ruiz was given
the order of Grand Pilot of the Southern Seas. The ‘Thirteen of
el Gallo’ were recognized as Gentelmen of the Golden Spur. We
all got titles, but the money that we needed had to be obtained
in the New World.”
“Don Francisco, I am confused about your nomination of
Adelantado. Did that mean that you could conquer and govern
past the Inka Empire or was there a limit?”
“As an Adelantado, I was given the rights to conquer from
rio Santiago, in Ecuador, to Chincha, in Perú, a distance of
approximately 250 leagues or 875 miles.
“So you had a limit as to how far you could conquer. But
after the conquest you did not want to honor that clause of the
capitulation, and you had to battle against Almagro.”

300

The Holocaust of all Times

“We didn’t know exactly where Cuzco was situated in
relation to Chincha, and Cuzco is where all the gold was. Let
me tell you of the other accolades that I received.”
“More titles, Don Francisco?”
“Que vá! The most important of all, my coat of arms, that
initially portrayed the solitude of the oceans with two galleons
sailing to Tumbes. As the conquest continued, they added
an Inka with shackles around his neck with his hands on top
of two coffers of gold surrounded by seven Indians chained
together from their necks. In time, they would also add a stone
fortress depicting the great city of Cuzco. Then, the coat of
arms of Carlos V and the little seal of the Pizarro’s with its lone
pine tree supported by two bears. With that great seal, I was
accepted as a member of my family or better yet, they were
part of my nobility. Our descendants would be known as the
Marqueses de la Conquista.
“Don Francisco, to depict our people in fetters is the most
disgraceful act that could have ever happened to your nation,
and it shows the essence of what you were. Those degrading
symbols should disappear from the face of the earth.”
“CondorSoul, what they engraved in my coat of arms
are the same acts that are still being perpetrated by your own
people.”
“That is true. However, I cannot believe that Almagro
was given the guardianship of Tumbes, since it was not even
taken. He wanted the title of Adelantado, so he could continue
on his own conquests after the limits of your governorship.
The money that he was going to receive was probably less than
what he put of his own for the expedition. Was he happy?
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Almagro was a very difficult man. In this case, he had all the
reasons to be.”
“It was not within my power to do differently. The crown
didn’t want to give the leadership to two captains.”
“How about Bartolomé Ruiz? He was named the Admiral
of the Southern Seas, a title that he earned on his own right.
That is all he got?”
“No! He would be an alderman of the city of Tumbes with
a yearly salary of 75000 maravedis, and to his son they gave
him the high position of Public Notary.”
“And how about Luque? He was given close to nothing.”
“Oh! No, he would be well endowed with the bishopric of
Tumbes if the pope approved. Meanwhile, he was named the
Protector of the Indians.”
“Don Francisco! The fate of the ‘Indians’ could have been
better without any protectors.”
“Que vá, Indiano! Don’t pick on the priests. They are just
men who want to do good, but some are also sinners like any
of us.”
“We are talking of the extermination of human beings,
and not of sinners.”
“CondorSoul, the annihilation of the Indians was the
product of war.”
“You call that war! Innocent and backward people as your
adversaries?”
“Look! The Inkas were warriors. If they had won, they
would have minced us to pieces. They were not the retarded
society that you seem to imply. I am surprised that you, as one
of them, are so deprecating of your own people.”

The seal of Pizarro. “Don Francisco, to depict our people in chains is the most disgraceful act that
could have ever happened to your nation, because it shows the essence of what you were. Those degrading symbols should disappear from the face of the earth.”
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“So, with the Capitulation you all obtained titles. But the
sovereignty of the Inkas was not even discussed.”
“Mierda! We were not going to sign pacts or create
marriages among princess of Europe with any Indian noble.
Stop thinking of inconceivable unions, it was the will of God.”
“What happened and is happening to them has nothing to
do with the will of God, but with the ‘survival of the fittest’.”
“God knows the ones He makes the strongest. In any event,
after having spent half a year dealing with their bureaucrats, we
were able to conclude all the formalities. On July 29, 1529, the
legal papers for the Capitulation were signed in the absence of
Carlos V by his mother, Juana La Loca. However, I still had to
recruit the men. But, I found no one to hire. Many had died
in the wars with Italy, and most had already gone to the Indies.
I figured I could get them in Trujillo; it had been more than
a quarter of a century (27 years), since I left Spain. I wanted
to go to the place where I was born. I was an Hidalgo with all
the privileges that a king could bestow on a man of humble
beginnings like me. I was somebody, I wanted to meet my half
siblings. Hernando Pizarro, whom I knew as a child and the
only legitimate son in our lineage, was 30 years of age. My two
younger brothers: Juan, 23 years old, and Gonzalo, a teenager,
both from different mothers. I also found out that I had a
brother from a another father, Martin de Alcantará. What a
family disorder; in those days not a good situation to be in.
Hernando was a noble on account of his legitimacy, but he was
not wealthy. The others were destitute, and very enthusiastic
to come to America. That is why in this encounter, you find
me praying in this ancient cathedral of Trujillo. Not a bad idea

304

The Holocaust of all Times

to come to the place of my childhood to form a concept of
myself.”
“That was the main reason for my trip to the Old World.
Trujillo is a beautiful city. The people treated me well, especially
señorita Magdalena and doña Toñi, who introduced me to one
of your present grand-grandnephews.”
“What does he look like?”
“He is of average stature, well learned, and cautious in his
speech. I made the mistake of greeting him as a direct descendant
of yours, since you were the object of my spiritual visit. To
which he corrected me that he was of the lineage of Hernando
Pizarro. Perhaps letting me know of his true ascendancy. At
least, I thought so. I don’t want to misrepresent him. After all,
I am an ‘Indian’ with a past that needs to be explained.
“I was invited to the house of doña Toñi to have tea with
your distant nephew. We talked till late hours of the night. I
wrote a short essay to keep in perspective on how I felt about
him.”
“Let’s hear it.”
“What I composed is something personal, I may not make
justice to him. You know how proud the Spaniards are.”
“Yes, just like the Indians and mestizos.”
“Perhaps you have the right to be. You were the conquerors
with a questionable past that needs to be answered; whereas
we, the conquered, have a trajectory of humiliation that must
cease. Nevertheless, this is what I wrote:
Noble descendant of conqueros,
You made me feel different,
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Not because of your lineage,
But for the forthrightness of your thoughts.
You said that our problems are ours, and not yours.
I would agree in the present, but not in the past.
For your forefathers subjugated the essence of our ancestors,
Embittering our souls.
It is time that your people accept us.
Francisco Pizarro did,
By taking Inez Huaylas Yupanque, an Inka princess, as his wife,
Siring doña Francisca Pizarro,
A mestiza and a niece to Hernando Pizarro,
With whom he married when she was 18 Aprils,
And he 52 years old.”
To which he answered:
“Hombre Americano, since the conquest of Mexico,
Our lineage has inherited Indian blood,
And I am not ashamed of it.”
“Did you discuss all these matters with him?”
“Yes, and his last statement is the irony of our encounter.
He could have rejected the mingling of his ancestors with
‘Indians’, yet he chose not to. Contrary to the mestizos who do
not accept their ‘Indian’ heritage, they only embrace the little
Spanish blood that is in them.”
“I see that you still have ambiguous feelings toward us.
You have been living in another country for so long, when are
you going to forget what happened?”
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“I will, when the condors cease soaring to the unreachable
mountains of hope.”
“You are talking nonsense.”
“Perhaps our encounter doesn’t make any sense, but my
trip to your place of birth did. The two ladies of Trujillo
showed me your old city to understand its past, the crux of
my visit.
Pizarros, Orellanas, Santiago, Santa María,
An endless rosary of places and names etched in history.
This hamlet was the cradle of our conquistadors,
And it also conquered my heart.
Gracious señora Duran and vivacious señorita Galiana,
You showed me your city that I so timidly carry in my being.
With devotion you spoke of your Lady of Victory,
Who protected Trujillo against the moors.
But She will not help us to get rid of our demons of the past.
Over ancient stony paths of narrow streets,
We ascended to the door of triumph,
From where I could see the green meadows of hope.
Oh! Arco de Santiago,
Through its arches daring men left to the Indies.
With that legacy for the unknown,
I also dared to venture to faraway places.
Not to conquer, but fleeing from my past.
Oh! Trujillo, like your storks,
Help us descend gracefully from the treacherous peaks,
And like your ravens croak to the world:
I have nothing against the Mother Country of our disgrace!

When are you going to forget what happened? “I will, when the condors cease soaring to the unreachable mountains of hope.”
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Trujillo of Spain is ours, because we carry that city in our souls.
Trujillo of Perú is yours, because Pizarro’s bones are in Lima.”
“Man of the Future, in anger, you can express your repressed
feelings disguised with words. But deep in your soul, you would
like to say: Down with Spain, the stepmother of the Indians.”
“No, Don Francisco! It is time that we all become one people,
because that is what we are. Do you hear me? I am offering you
the olive branches, so that the ‘Indians’ are part of mankind.”
“What you are saying will only lead you to the impossibility
of accomplishing your thoughts.”
“Then what to do Don Francisco?”
“Your meek ways will get you nowhere, and why I am a
man of actions. By the way, talking of action, it is time that I
return to America before some son of a bitch goes to Perú or
worse, my partners go there on their own. But, there are more
obstacles that I have to overcome. The Council of the Indies
promised me 250 men: 150 from the crown if they were true
in their offering, and 100 to be obtained in the New World if
I could recruit them. Instead, they gave me six priests and 50
black slaves. They procured me four ships and 50 horses, but
no money. It is half a year since the Capitulation, and all I have
are more priests than I need. Not only that, they told me that
I could not take Moors or Jews, of those there were many who
wanted to come. They changed their names, I was able bring
them, and you could be a descendant of one of them. They
also told me not to take those who had been prosecuted by the
Inquisition. Válgame Dios! I wouldn’t do that.”
“Pedro de Candia, are we ready to leave?”
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“Capitan! Not yet. The inspectors have to certify that the
ships are seaworthy, and if we have all the men before we can
depart. That will take time, and we don’t have enough men.
What to do?”
“Hernando, I have to leave in the smaller boats with just
enough sailors to man the sails. You will stay with the big ship
and the greater number of men for the final inspection. I will
be waiting for you in the island of Gomera, where we are no
longer accountable to the crown.” Thus, with the Capitulation
of Toledo, a document that today would be worth no more
than its weight in paper, it gave Pizarro the right to go and
usurp an empire. What an injustice!
“Vamos! Man of the Future. That is the way it was. On
January 19th, 1530, I left for the Indies, as if I was running
away from my own country. From Gomera, we sailed to Santa
Martha, Colombia, where my men were told by its governor
that the expedition to Perú was madness, and they could get
rich without going to unknown places to die.
“I sailed to Nombre de Dios, in the east side of Panamá,
with less men than I had brought. Almagro was waiting for me
very concerned with the few grants that I was able to secure for
him. He began to quarrel with Hernando, who was critical of
him. During the crossing of the isthmus to the city of Panamá,
many of my men died. My partners had been able to secure
more men and ships. One of them was Hernando de Soto, a
man of great wealth and courage who would join us later. With
the added contingent we were ready for a final assault to the
land of the Inkas. This time as an expedition of annihilation,
and not of recognizance.”
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It had taken Francisco Pizarro six months to sign the
Capitulation of Toledo (Jan to July 1529), half a year to get
ready and sail to the New World (July to December), one
year in Panamá to prepare for the third expedition and start
the cruelest of conflicts. But a conflict, it was not. It would
be the most sanguinary genocide ever, which dwarfs any
other bloody event in the history of mankind. Holocausts
are historical accounts, but to the ‘Indians’ it happened, it is
happening, and it continues to be perpetuated even by those
who have suffered these tragic events in their own flesh. What
befell us not only decimated our people, but all indigenous
civilizations of the Americas. Unfortunately, the ‘Indians’ are
not a cohesive ethnic group able to liberate themselves. These
days no one is uttering one word on their behalf, and they
are not of any concern to the World Court. We have lost
the yearning to cry to the four winds, and, as the stones of
our ruins, we no longer feel the flames of the incandescent
racism or the frigid indifference of mankind to our plight.
We live under the universal God-given right of ‘survival of
the fittest’, and there is no more veridical fact than the one
we have been practicing since the beginning of time. Thus,
it behooves the ‘Indians’ to unite and fight for their rights,
understanding that God looks after those who are willing to
walk over the carcasses of others, and our hopes will always be
in the humanity of our inhumanity.
“Man of the Future, the law of the strongest is a Supreme
mandate and why I believe in a Higher Authority. With the
blessings of the Almighty, we sailed to Perú in December 1530
to do God’s works.”
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“What an idiocy! You thought that you had His blessings
to destroy a civilization. Under what pretense?”
“For His glory! And just like the Crusaders, we will also
massacre these infidels with the church’s blessings.”
“Maybe the Creator wanted to be that way. Let us hope that
some day humanity will have some mercy for the ‘Indians’.”
“I wish I could call you an idealist, but you are a sacrilegious
heretic.”
“Don Francisco! I am a mestizo, I have some Spanish blood,
and like your Quixote, I also would like to fight against the
windmills of injustice. For now, we have to say good-bye. I will
not see you until you are in the land of the Inkas, and the rest
will be the history of Perú.”
Coincidental with the departure of Pizarro, the Inkas were
embroiled in a civil war. My soul goes to encounter the last and
legitimate sovereign.
“Huascar, your father’s mummy is arriving from Quito.
Are you going to celebrate his entrance?”
“Man of the Future, are you still with us? Where have you
been? You seem to be disconnected with the events that are
taking place in Cuzco. I fear that the worst is going to come
from my own subjects.”
“Inka, I have been in the land of the people who are coming
to conquer your empire. It is them, and not your subjects,
whom you must fear.”
“I am the lord of the land! No shaman like you is going to
forecast our end.”
“Huascar, in this trip to your past, we should try to
understand the reasons for our downfall. Perhaps our tragic
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destiny began after your father died of the pestilence brought
by the invaders.”
“How could he have contracted their disease, if he was
never in contact with them?”
“Oh! No. The strangers had been exploring in the north
for a considerable time in order to come to the heart of the
empire. The coastal people were the first ones to come in
contact with the foreigners, and through them your father
indirectly contracted their disease. He suffered a horrible
death on account of the plague and also, because he never
knew if they were demigods or just usurpers. He had
rumors of both. Unfortunately, his own subjects allowed
the invaders to explore the coast of the empire. Unlike other
nations, farther north, who fought the explorers everywhere
they stopped. But then, they were ‘savages’ who perhaps
understood more about freedom than the civilized Inkas
did.”
“That is why we have never trusted the northerners.”
“You have to start to think of all of you as one people,
especially now that you are going to confront a common enemy
with a different way of thinking. It behooves you to know that
once they were certain of the existence of the Inka Empire,
they left not for good, but to return with more resources and
subjugate your nation.”
“Why are you telling me of all these unwelcome events?
Just let it take its course, as it happened.”
“I do this in order to understand who we were as a people,
and why we lost as a race.”
“Lost as a race? We were the Inkas!”
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“For that reason you succumbed to them; like the mestizos
who think of themselves other than ‘Indians’, when both are
the same.”
“In spite of what you are saying, I will take care of the
strangers if they come. Before I do that, I have to get rid of my
own enemies who are in Cuzco and in Quito.”
“Lamentable, your descendents are going to pay for the
consequences of your politics of persecution.”
“CunturSoul, if you don’t know yet, we are not united. I
am going to put an end to this anarchy that is destroying us.”
“Inka, you should know that to these days we are still a
disunited country.”
“Perhaps I should call you a Man of Doom for being so
negative about us.”
“Let us continue, and you will understand why I am a man
without hope. I understand that as soon as you found out that
your father died, you appointed your own high priest, Challco
Yupanque, to crown you.”
“I did that because the center of the empire is Cuzco, and
Huayna Cápac promised me the crown.”
“Your father took two of your brothers to the north who
fought at his side; he probably realized that one of them was
abler than you were to be a king.”
“Man of the Future, whoever is going to lead these lands
has to be from Cuzco and reside in the Sacred City. I don’t trust
anyone who is eight months away, and has nothing in common
with us. As it is, my father and Ninan Cuyoche are dead. I
hope that you are not implying that Atahualpa should be next
in line.”
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“Sapa Inka! The funeral party of your father’s mummy will
be arriving at the outskirts of Cuzco.”
“Chuqui Huaman and Cusi Atauchi go and accompany
the funeral procession in their last trek. Let me know if there
are any unusual activities in their entourage.” For the last time
a triumphant Inka warrior, although a mummy, crossed the
Apurimac river.” Once in Limatambo, the intrigues began.
“Nobles! Huascar is not fit to be king. We should get rid of
him and crown Cusi Atauchi, his younger sibling.”
“Chuqui Huaman, we know that Huascar is a lecherous
man. But who is going to dethrone him?”
“I will personally go to Cuzco and carry out his demise.
But Cusi Atauchi shouldn’t know of our plans. Once Huascar
is dead, I will return and crown his brother.” Chuqui Huaman,
instead of doing what he had planned, he told Huascar that his
brother and the other nobles were planning to kill him.”
“I knew it! I can’t even trust on my own family. Go and get
rid of all those rebels, including my brother.”
“Huascar, shouldn’t you first inquire who is behind this
plot against you?”
“CunturSoul, I have to suspect anybody who may appear
in the least to be a traitor.” Chuqui Huaman became Huascar’s
confidant, and he began to question the nobles of the north
under torture.
“Colla Topa Yupanque, high priest of Quito, why is
Atahualpa not accompanying the mummy of his father?”
“He hasn’t come, because many nations in the north are
not completely subdued, and we don’t have a representative
of the Inka in Quito. Atahualpa is requesting that Huascar
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names him his second-in-command to keep the empire
intact.”
“No! We know that Atahualpa wants to revolt against
Huascar. I will get the truth from all of you.”
With the unrefined techniques of a Spanish Inquisitor,
Chuqui Huaman proceeded with the gruesome task of torturing
the nobles of the north who had nothing to confess. Till his last
breath, Colla Topa denied any rebellion against Huascar.
“Sapa Inka! The Quitos have not revealed anything. All
I have obtained are these presents from Atahualpa with the
message that you name him your representative in the north.”
“Liars! I still have my mother from whom I can obtain
some information about Atahualpa’s intentions.
“Man of the Future, the punishment that I have inflicted
on ours and their nobles is going to serve as an exemplary lesson
to all those who want to rebel against me. I will be the most
feared Inka.”
“Huascar, how could you begin your watch of the empire
by committing such atrocities?”
“What I did was to keep the empire intact.”
“Huascar, my son, the distrust that you harbor for the
northerners goes beyond my understanding.”
“Queen Mother! Tell me why Atahualpa didn’t accompany
my father’s funeral? If he wanted to be my representative, he
should have come.”
“He didn’t, because the Cañaris and the Chachapoyas
are not completely subjugated. Atahualpa knows who are our
enemies in the north, just as you know who are yours in the
south.”
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“Mother, you are on Atahualpa’s side. To avoid any
questions of my legitimacy you are going to marry the mummy
of Huayna Cápac.”
“He is my brother! I consorted with him after his wife died.”
“No! Cusi Rimay was his rightful wife. You were only his
concubine, and I am not his legitimate son. So that no one
will question my right to the throne, I will also marry your
daughter who is my sister.”
“Huascar, I will wed the mummy of your father, but I will
not allow you to spouse my daughter.”
“Mother, you know that I cannot be the Sapa Inka unless
I join in wedlock to my sister.”
“No! She and I can not become part of your hideous
scheme.”
“Chuqui Huaman, I need your advice. The queen mother
will not consent to my marrying my sister. Without this union,
I cannot be a bona fide lord.”
“Sapa Inka! Challco Yupanque, your high priest, can offer
sacrifices on your behalf. Your mother will not oppose the will
of our idols.”
Rahua Ocllo, Huascar’s mother, had no other choice but
to accept. The wedding took place in Limatambo. As lawful
consorts, the dead Inka with his living wife at his side entered
Cuzco with all the pomp befit for a victorious warrior. In the
midst of the macabre celebrations, Huascar married his sister
Chuqui Huipa.
Huascar was now the sole and rightful Sapa Inka. No one
could claim the crown, unless he was ready to fight for his
crown. The only one who could challenge was his half brother
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in Quito. Thus, we had a Caligula in the north and a Nero in
the south, both of whom would proceed to end the empire as
the Romans did with theirs. But Atahualpa and Huascar would
destroy the empire with the help of Neptune on whose waters
the invaders were coming.
“Huascar, you are neglecting to go on your trips of
recognizance of your kingdom.”
“CunturSoul, I will. But for of all the people who should
have been here was not present. Respect to the Inka lord must
be done in person, Atahualpa has disobeyed that mandate.”
“Perhaps he didn’t come; because he needs to represent you
in the north. So far you have not answered him, and Atahualpa
doesn’t know what to do.”
“I don’t care! From this moment on any friend of his is an
enemy of mine.”
“Inka, terror is the wrong course to lead the people. Don’t
make matters worse by letting everyone know of your paranoic
state.”
“You call paranoia taking care of one’s own interests?”
Meanwhile, the runners had a message for Huascar.
“Sapa Inka! Atahualpa has sent two women to spend time
with the queen and her daughter.”
“Rahua Ocllo! What are these women doing here? Are
they emissaries from Quito?”
“Yes, they are. Atahualpa thinks that they may be able to
get to your heart better than he can.”
“Mother! You are planning something against me. From
now on, you and my sister will be under my strict supervision.
Tell these women to return, before I get rid of them.”
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Meanwhile, Huascar sent Chuqui Huaman on an
expedition of pacification to the north, instead of going himself.
His confidant tried to betray the Inka again. The Chachapoyas,
aware of his treason and to gain acceptance from Huascar,
decapitated Chuqui Huaman and they allied with the Inka.
Atahualpa was also carrying an expedition of his own in
the northwest. He crossed to Puná and he lost to the islanders.
He took refuge in Tumbes, where he heard reports of the
strangers. The news of the foreigners infiltrating the empire
did not interest him, because of the prospect of an imminent
civil war.
Atahualpa sent a second embassy consisting of a mutual
cousin, Quilaco, who on his way to Cuzco dared to carry an
amorous affair with the daughter of Huascar.
“Nobles! Where are the emissaries of Quito?”
“Sapa Inka, they are in Siquillapampa where your daughter
is. Quilaco spent some time with her.”
“Tell the emissaries to come to Calca, instead of Cuzco. I
will take care of them without the interference of my wife.”
“Sapa Inka! Remember that the young prince is the son of
Auqui Topa Yupanque, the great general and older brother of
Huayna Cápac.” Once in Calca, Huascar confronted him
“Quilaco, I know you have been visiting with Cury
Coyllor. As my vassal and ambassador of Atahualapa, your first
official act of State was to fornicate with my daughter.”
“Great Huascar, Chuqui Huipa is like a sister to me.”
“I don’t care! Any noble from Quito is a traitor.”
“Sapa Inka, Atahualpa and I only wish to serve you.”
“Then why didn’t he come?”
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“Because, your ire would have been inflamed with his
presence. All he wants is that you officially name him your
representative. If you don’t, he will not be credible in the north.”
“If he had come in person, perhaps I would have allowed
him to be my second-in-command in Quito.”
“Atoc! Get the truth from the other nobles. If they have no
answers, torture them.”
“Quilaco, I will spare you. Let this be Atahualpa’s last
embassy. The next one, I will kill all of them. Take these
feminine clothes to Atahualpa, as presents from me.” His
cousin left to the north.
“Huascar, the foreign invaders are coming. If you two
brothers are divided, the empire will fall.”
“Man of Doom, those strangers of whom the coastal
people are talking about are just rumors. I will not believe until
I see them.”
“I warn you that Huayna Cápac prognosticated that he
might be the last emperor. Don’t you believe in the augurs of
the dying?”
“My father’s predictions were due to his hallucinations
caused by the poison given to him by the Quitos.”
“Huascar, how I wished the invaders came when your
father was alive or you two brothers had solved your problems.”
“Why, Man of Doom?”
“Because Huayna Cápac, as a sole leader, would have
confronted the few foreigners. As it is going to happen, your
carcasses will never be mummies for being stubborn ‘Indians’.”
“I thought you were not going to use that derogatory label
imposed on us.”
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“Let that name be our curse for not being united.”
“CondorSoul, we are humans and disunity is common to
mankind.”
“Huascar, proof that we are not part of humanity is that
we are now ‘Indians’.”
“CunturSoul, of all unlikely possibilities for our downfall,
you have chosen my faulty personality, knowing that empires
rise and fall. Maybe is time for ours to end.”
“Why do you think that moment has come?”
“Because the panaca-dynasties of dead Inka lords have
taken the key places in the great square of Aucaypata. I have no
more space to build a palace for my posterity. Since no one can
remove them, I have to go to the heights of Colcampata, far from
the political center in the Sacred City. It is the accumulation
of eleven dead emperors in key places who are going to be the
cause for our demise. I can’t do anything without interfering
with their caretakers, who yield more power than I do in this
City of the Dead. I will do away with all of them, but first I
have to get rid of Atahualpa.”
“Huascar, respect for the dead is one of the most profound
feelings that any individual or a society has. A nation that
disdains its ancestors will never be united and we, your
descendants, seem to be following in your same footsteps.”
To synchronize these events: a trip from Quito to Cuzco
took months, according to the purpose and who was doing
it. If they were chasqui-runners probably weeks. If we assume
that it took eight months for the funeral entourage of Huayna
Cápac to reach Cuzco (March to December 1528), 6 months
for the first embassy (to July 1529), and another 6 months for
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Quilaco’s party (early 1530), which was the time when Francisco
departed from Spain to America. In the first month of 1531,
the third expedition left from Panamá to conquer Perú. In that
time the Inka brothers had to decide: either Atahualpa comes
to Cuzco risking to be killed or he realizes, as he had already
done so, that he could become the Lord of Quito without the
blessings of his brother.
“Quilaco, what news do you bring from my brother?”
“Great Atahualpa, actions speak for themselves. Let
the nobles come in, and see for yourself what is left of your
embassy.”
“Oh! This is horrible! What happened to the others?”
“They were killed. Here are the presents that Huascar sent
you.”
“What is this? Women’s clothes for me, and only half of
my embassy left. This is a declaration of war! There will be no
more delegations.”
“Challco Chima, Quizquiz, and Ruminahui! My faithful
generals, we are being dispossessed of the empire. I will not be
a representative of the Inka in the north. What should I do?”
“Great Atahualpa, we should have revolted a long time
ago. We have the whole army to defeat them. The north will be
under your leadership, as the Lord of Quito.”
“Sapa Inka, a mission from the Cañaris has come all the
way from the north to pay their respects.”
“Atoc, let them in.”
“Great Huascar, our old Curaca is dead. We have come for
your approval of our new leader. We didn’t want to infuriate
you by asking Atahualpa to reconize him.”
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“Atoc! The Cañaris are with us. Atahualpa will not be
able to keep Tumibamaba. All he can have is Quito, which
is not a loss for us. However, he can easily defeat them, take
Cajamarca, and advance to Cuzco.” Perhaps, and in retrospect,
the Cañaris were the missing link who started the civil war.
Atahualpa spoke to his generals:
“Warriors of Quito, this is going to be an all-out conflict.
The Cañaris have aligned with the Cuzcos, knowing well that
their old leader, although my enemy, was allied with me. We
will take possession of Tumibamba.”
Surreptitiously, the empire was divided into two factions
by an astute brother with the most dedicated generals who had
lived most of their lives in the north. It would be easy to say
that Atahualpa and Huascar were the sole cause of the fall of the
empire. But, we must take into account that civil wars are the
inevitable adjustments that civilizations or nations have to go
through in their political evolvement to either their greatness
or downfall. Both Inkas had their own ideas on how to create
a better system of government: Atahualpa, as a warrior, wanted
to expand to other nations. Huascar, a politician, felt that
the accumulation of past dynasties was to be eliminated. The
two brothers were on the right path, if they had only worked
together.
How did the civil war started? History is anecdotal.
Supposedly, Huascar sent an envoy to apprehend his brother.
He was taken prisoner, but somehow he was able to escape.
Atahualpa felt that this was not an event to go unnoticed. He
concocted a story that his get away was a divine act, stating that
he was transformed into a snake and he crawled through a hole.
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Now the north had a divine leader, like Manco Cápac who came
out of the waters of lake Titicaca. Seeing the aberration of his
divinity, the Cañaris and the Chachapoyas informed Huascar.
“CunturSoul, as I suspected, Atahualpa has seceded from
the empire.”
“Huascar, the predicament in which you find yourself is
due to your harsh leadership.”
“Man of the Future, we have to be severe with all of those
who oppose the one in power. Isn’t that the same case in your
times?
“Those are the dictators who create mass graves of
dissenters, and in their majority are ‘Indians’.” The lord of
Quito named his generals:
“Challco Chima, I am naming you my general and
Quizquiz your captain. We will pay dearly, if we are not
successful against the Inkas.”
“Great Atahualpa! We will fight for you, as we did for your
father.”
“Don’t forget that we will be battling against the Inkas,
and not the savages of the north.”
“Great Atahualpa, we will advance south while you take
care of the administration of the north.”
“Quizquiz, you are more of a northerner than a southerner.
If we are victorious, we have to decide which side we belong
to.”
“Challco Chima, at one time we lost to the islanders of
Puná. We must go back to them. Before we do that we should
first take possession of Tumbes, their historical enemies.” The
coastal city of Tumbes was taken by Atahualpa.
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“Lord of Quito! The warriors of Puná have allied with
Huascar, and they are continually coming to attack us. Now that
we are part of your army, let us cross the gulf to their island.”
The Punás and the Quitos fought, and Atahualpa was injured.
He abandoned the island, leaving six hundred Tumbesinos. The
Punás, under their curaca Tumbala, disembarked in Tumbes,
and they ransacked the town. However, not everything was lost
for the Quitos. The island of Puná and Tumbes were not a
great loss for Atahualpa. He knew that he had to fight Huascar
in the Andes, where victory would have to be decided in the
cordilleras and not on the coast.
“Atoc! My Inka general, Atahualpa has lost in Puná and he
has abandoned Tumbes. You should go and defeat the Quito
lord with the help of the Cañaris.” The general of Huascar
departed to Tumibamba, confident that he would be victorious.
The Quitos fought Huascar’s general Atoc
“Atahualpa, we have lost against the Cuzcos and their
Cañaris accomplices.”
“Challco Chima! Prepare my troops. I personally will
apprehend my half brother Atoc, and castigate his Cañaris
allies.” The Inka general lost.
“Sapa Inka, the cañaris have sent you an envoy from the north.”
“Let them in.”
“Great Huascar! We have lost to Atahualpa. Your brother
Atoc and our curaca-leader have been taken prisoners. We are
at risk for allying with you.”
“Go back, tell your people that Atoc’s expedition was not
intended to be a full-scale war against Atahualpa. Since the
conflict has degenerated into an all-out war, I will send my
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great Inka general Huanca Auqui to rejoin the retreating troops
of Atoc.” In this trip to the past, I have my first encounter the
enigmatic Lord of the north.
“Atahualpa, I don’t know under what title to address you.”
“Man of the Future, I am the Lord of Quito. I know that
you have spent some time with Huascar, and you are with him.”
“I am not siding with either one of you, but I am concerned
that both of you are fighting while strangers are on their way to
conquer the empire.”
“Oh! You are referring to the bearded men. They have
come and gone long time ago.
“Atahualpa, the people from the Old World are returning
to invade your lands.”
“Nonsense! Have this Chicha to celebrate our first meeting.”
“Atahualpa, this is a human skull! I am not going to drink
from such a vase, even if it is lined with gold.”
“CunturSoul, this was Atoc’s skull.”
“You may want to use the remains of your enemies as a
sign of revenge. But using your brother’s skull for that purpose
is something that I can’t comprehend.”
“To hell with the Inkas! Our future is in these northern
lands. Cuzco is too far, and too distant in our hearts.”
“Atahualpa, I am afraid that I will have to meet you again
when your arrogance is chained to the new masters. You will
be the last Inka who could have been king, and with you our
hopes will be vanished for ever.”
My first meeting with the Lord of Quito had ended. He
was muscular, and had a petreous face and bloodshot eyes. His
conversation was detached. Someone had to do the talking for
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him, so as not to face the person who was addressing to him.
Unlike Huascar, who was sociable. Probably because he had
never been exposed to the harshness of the elements and the
cruelties of war.
“Huanca Auqui! We are losing. Atoc is dead. The Cañaris
are our strong allies fear for their own survival. Take all the
warriors you can muster and go north to avenge the death of
our brother. Help will never be farther than where you are.”
“Sapa Inka, I fear that my bad luck is greater than my
desire to do the best for you.” His new general left to the north.
“Huascar, you are not different than Atahualpa when it
comes to doing away with your brothers. In the end, both of
you are going to lose everything. Can’t you understand that?”
“Man of the Future! As long as Atahualpa is alive, I don’t
care if it costs me the empire to get rid of him.” Huanca Auqui
left Cuzco with his captains Huaca Mayta and Ahuapanty.
He had explicit orders to fight Atahualpa in Quito. Once he
reached Tumibamba he stayed there, instead of continuing to
Quito as he was ordered by Huascar.”
“Lord of Quito, Huanca Auqui, Huascar’s new general, is
in the north and he wants to negotiate with you.”
“Challco Chima, should I go to him?”
“No, great Atahualpa! The Inkas are exhausting themselves
by coming north. This is the time to take Tumibamba and
advance to Cuzco.”
“CunturSoul, I might still be able to avert a war. After all,
you are for negotiations.”
“Yes, Huanca Auqui. But you have come as a man of war
and not as an ambassador. Do you think that Atahualpa is
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going to come without an army, after what Huascar did to his
emissaries?”
“Man of the Future, that is why I have to negotiate from
strength, and fight if I have to.” The pact did not take place; the
Quitos surprised them. Huanca Auqui retreated to Cusibamba to
reorganize and prevent the Quitos from marching to Cajamarca.
Atahualpa took Tumibamba, killing many of the Cañaris.
In anger, Huascar sent women’s clothes to his three captains
for losing the war. Without the Cañaris as their allies, Huanqui
Auqui stood alone in the north, unless the Chachapoyas took
Huascar’s cause.
History is confusing at this point. The opposing parties
took a reprieve, perhaps to form alliances or to tend to their
fields. After some time, Atahualpa’s generals began their
relentless persecution of Huascar’s forces.
Meanwhile, four months into their third expedition, the
Spaniards had covered two thirds the distance to Tumbes,
settling in Coaque, close to the equinoctial line.
“Don Francisco, I see that you are finally going to fulfill
your destiny and seal the fate of the Inkas.”
“Man of the Future! This time I am an Hidalgo, and I will
be the governor of Nueva Castilla.”
“Don Francisco, remember that I am a man of the
Americas. Titles mean nothing to me, even if given by kings.
For glory is fleeting, and one’s actions have to be reconciled
with our conscience and not by the adulation of someone or
the masses.”
“CondorSoul that is what we Spaniards live for; sometimes
poor but with titles and if rich, so much the better.”

Gulf of Mexico

PANAMÁ
Isle of Perlas
Gulf of
St. Michael

R.

San

Jua
n

PACIFIC OCEAN

Bay of St. Mateo
Atacames
Quito
Coaque
Puerto
Viejo
Punta Santa Elena
Isle of La Puná
Gulf of Guayaquil

TUMIBAMBA
TUMBES
R. Chira

SAN MIGUEL
DE PIURA
R. Piu

ra

CAJAMARCA
R. San

ta

JAUJA
Chincha

CUSCO

Third expedition of Pizarro. “Some day you should reenact these voyages, so that you can understand
what I went through to conquer your people.”
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“We respect your idiosyncrasies. Do the descendants from
the Old World respect ours?”
“I know you have plenty of reasons to be angry for what we
did or are about to do in this encounter. After we commended
our souls to the Lord, on January 20th, 1531, we left Panamá
on our third expedition in three ships with 180 men, 50 horses,
and hundreds of ferocious dogs.”
“Leave the Almighty alone. He is not a partner in the
carnage that you plan to commit. Otherwise He would not be
God, would He?”
“Indiano! Just wait until you get where I am then you will
know what hell is like.”
“You mean to say that where you are is not a world of
nothingness? Because existing in any form and anywhere is
better than the emptiness that is awaiting for us. Let us not
talk of something that no one knows beyond our terrestrial
existence, and why we must believe in a Supreme Maker. Tell
me where did you get 180 men? You had many deserters and
nobody wanted to join you.”
“Yes, and only the aged wanted to come. I avoided them,
because it is better to teach the young than to straighten the old.
But I still brought a few of them along with some of the ‘Thirteen
of Fame’. With the great pilot Bartolomé Ruiz, we sailed to the
island of Pearls. Here we contemplated what course to take. We
decided not to stop in any of the places where we stayed before.
We anchored on the Bay of St. Mateo, Ecuador, on February 11.
It took months to achieve what had taken us years to get to this
place. Some day you should reenact these voyages, so that you
can understand what we went through to conquer your people.”
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“Reenact your trips! How I wish your expeditions had
failed. But in the end you might have been more benign than
others if they had come instead of the Spaniards, because we are
still around. Not like in the north of America, where there are
only a few natives left and there was little mingling of bloods.”
“Then you are with us?”
“I should be, after all I am a half breed or a mestizo.
Nevertheless, did you know that San Mateo was the northern
limit of the empire and the Inkas were fighting a civil war?”
“That is good to know now, but we didn’t know it then.
On February 17th we decided to go by land, while the three
ships followed us close to the coast. After marching on a
difficult territory and with few provisions, we arrived at Coaque
on April 19th. The Indians gave us food, shelter, and emeralds.
We also acquired a strange disease that affected some with skin
tumors, causing the death of many.”
“Esmeraldas! Don Francisco?”
“Yes! Emeralds. They were so big that a priest told us to
hammer them to see if they were real. Once splattered, he kept
the chips. I guess some men of God are also avaricious, like the
rest of us.”
“It seems that you had more tolerance for the priests than
the ‘Indians’ who gave you the entire precious stones and not
the chips.”
“CondorSoul! Don’t compare them with the savages. The
Indians have no souls.”
“How can you question the essence of the natives? I hope
some day they are treated like human beings by those who
think like you.”
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“Man of the Times, even if they are humans they will
always be the same Indians that they were and are.”
“As a man of God, you should accept that we are part of
His creation.”
“Nobody knew in our times, no one accepts them in your
days, and that is why they are still the same Indians that we
encountered.”
“Then we must find ways to erase that ill legacy.”
“Man of the Future, no one is interested in what we are
saying in this trip to the past.”
“Nevertheless, I am leaving a record of how I feel about
my history. I wish you could have done the same.”
“I didn’t write; how could I have left any record?”
“That is why I am taking this trip so that your soul can
tell me how you felt about my ancestors, in spite of what they
wrote about you.”
“I hope they said good things about me.”
“Your brutal legacy has been and is still written in golden
letters. You are in the glory on Earth, but I don’t know if you are
in the grace of God. I hope you are burning in hell, if there is any.”
“Coño! You really despise me for what I did. You will hate
me more for telling you how I felt about the Indians. To us, a
dog was more valuable than the natives. What else can I tell
about your ancestors?”
“Don Francisco, five hundred years later those same feelings
are still palpitating in the hearts of many. Whereas you disliked
the ‘Indians’ for personal idiosyncrasies, in our days mankind
despises them because they don’t have the guts to recover what
was theirs.”
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“You are blaming the whole world for their problems.
How about the butchery committed among themselves?”
“I told you once, the worst enemies of the ‘Indians’ are the
‘Indians’ and the mestizos. As you have said, they were savages.
What is your excuse? You had the wisdom of the ages, and the
guidance of a true God.”
“So, we alone are not to be blamed.”
“Don Francisco, that is what I have been trying to tell you.
This is not an encounter to place culpability on you or your people,
but finding ways of mending what the Old World did to us and
what are we doing to ourselves in an occupied New World.”
“Cynical words to express what you feel about us. We
stayed in Coaque suffering hunger and disabling diseases.
Being short of supplies, I sent one ship to the isle of Pearls to
get provisions, a second to Panamá to pay our debts, and a third
to Nicaragua to bring more soldiers, horses, dogs, and Indian
slaves. Sometime after, a caravel arrived with the bureaucrats
who were left in my hasty departure from Spain. I continued
by land causing terror, so that the savages knew who we were.”
“Don Francisco, from the beginning your men were killing
and plundering.”
“CondorSoul, I knew that fear, devastation, and the
systematic extermination of the Indians was the only tactic to
subdue the Indians.”
“That happened in the northern latitudes, but what is
going to happen with the Inka civilization?”
“Que vá! All Indians are the same, whether they were
civilized or not. I was not going to rest until we got rid of them,
or they became Christians.”
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“In your times it was very convenient to do evil deeds in
the name of the Almighty, and we are still marginalizing the
‘Indians’ for some misconceived ideas like the so-called illegal
immigration by none other than the people who came from the
Old World to the New Continent illegally in the first place.”
“Man of the Future! We didn’t have to have any excuses to
annihilate them. Besides, the Indians sacrificed their own for
their idols while we killed for a true God.”
“Then all of you adventurers were just as savage as the
‘Indians’ were for not respecting the human rights of others.”
“CondorSoul, the Indians were not conquered with
idealism, but with the sword and the Cross.”
“That has been the fate of the natives with or without
gods.” Meanwhile, the Spaniards had reached Ecuador.
“Lord of Quito, the bearded men are crossing the gulf of
Guayaquil to the island of Puná.”
“I hope those islanders fight the intruders. When I am
finished with Huascar, I will take care of the strangers.”
Tumbala, the curaca of Puná, who was aware of their
previous expeditions, sent envoys to prevent the Spaniards
from disembarking on their island. Tumbala offered Pizarro
large balsas to traverse the channel of Huayna Cápac. Francisco
was alerted that they had intentions of untying his balsa and let
him drown. In distrust, Pizarro asked that Tumbala, himself,
navigate the channel with him. The cacique accepted, hoping
to get rid of all of them once on the island.
As soon as the expedition set foot on Puná they begun to
command a land that was not theirs, committing injustices against
its inhabitants, as Cieza says.
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The occupiers liquidated the natives with their dogs,
using the wounded and dying to keep the animals well fed.
Infuriated, Tumbala sent archers to open holes in their ships,
but they were unable to sink any. In response, the Spaniards
with a few mounted lancers went after 15 curaca-nobles and
their 3500 warriors. The islanders were able to kill two soldiers
and the horse of Hernando Pizarro, who was quick to bury
the animal so that the natives would not find out that they
were beasts of burden. The nobles and Tumbala were taken
prisoner. Few warriors were able to escape, and got lost in the
marshlands to continue fighting.
On a side note, I went to visit the present island of Puná, a
peaceful city that has remained, perhaps as it was. At the center
of the plaza there is a statue of Tumbala placed by Felipe II in
1660 with a plaque giving the cacique thanks for being helpful
to the Spaniards when they first arrived. What an irony! So is
history, when one lets it be distorted.
“Hernando, the islanders are fighting a guerrilla
warfare. We will not be able to exterminate them. Send an
envoy to tell the Tumbesinos to come and we will make
a pact with them.” As his guests, Francisco gave them the
15 nobles to do as they pleased with them. To seal their
alliance, Pizarro returned the 600 Tumbesinos who were
taken prisoners when they were fighting under Atahualpa.
Thus, the islanders were the first to dispel the assumption
that the strangers were demigods. Atahualpa was informed
of what had happened, and he understood that the invaders
were mere mortals.
“Lord of Quito! Huanca Auqui is retreating to Cajamarca.”

Statue of the cacique Tumbala placed during the reign of Felipe II in 1660 with a plaque giving him
thanks for being helpful to the Spaniards when they first arrived to their island. What an irony! So is history,
when one lets it be distorted. Photo taken by Doctor Carolina Marchena.
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“Challco Chima, go after them. I will stay in the north with
my general Rumiñahui, Eye of Stone, and continue southward
according to how the war progresses.” Meanwhile, the Inkas
were desperately looking for allies.
“Chachapoyas! We need your help to fight against
Atahualpa so that you can save your lives and we the empire.”
The Chachapoyas allied with the Inkas.
In the carnage, thousands of Chachapoyas lay dead. The
generals of Huascar with a few of their warriors began their
desperate retreat to Cuzco, followed by the relentless Quito
generals.
Atahualpa established his new center of action in
Cajamarca. While waiting news from his generals, he went
to Huamachuco to hear the oracles from a wizard who was
acceptable only if he had good augurs to prognosticate.
“Shaman! What is in the future for me?”
“Lord of Quito! You will never be the Sapa Inka.”
“You wretched old man, don’t you know that we are almost
at the doors of Cuzco? You are with Huascar, and for that you
are going to die!”
“You may do as you wish with me, but you and your brother
will never reign in the Empire of the Sun. The Wiracochas are
getting ready to sail to Tumbes, if they are not already there.
The coastal people and the islanders have been asking for your
help, but you have not assisted them against the stranger. Some
are already forming alliances with them.”
“You despicable old man! This macana-mace will silence you.”
The shaman fell at the rattling sounds of his seashell ornaments.
Atahualpa ordered that the city be razed to the ground.
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Huascar’s warriors began their desperate retreat to Cuzco, followed by the relentless Quito generals.
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“Huanca Auqui! You are relieved for losing to the northern
generals.” With fewer warriors, Mayta Yupanque, the new Inka
general, confronted the thousands of Quitos and he also lost.
Without reinforcements and no hope of victory, he retreated to
Vilcas, not far from Cuzco. Huascar was very alarmed.
“Oh! Challco Yupanque, the Quitos are here. What to do?
Nobody is going to save us.”
“Great Huascar! We still have a chance to win if you take
command of our troops.”
“I knew it! I should have personally confronted Atahualpa.”
The Inka implored:
Sacred huaca of Huanacauri!.
Your sanctuary and my life are at stake.
I will make great sacrifices if I am victorious.
If I am not, the Inka dynasty will end.”
Huascar knew that the empire was lost. However, he
would prevail if he had Pachacútec’s intuition to save Cuzco.
He fought, and the Quitos lost. Huascar’s hopes were renewed.
“Quizquiz! Cuzco may not be ours after all. The Inkas have
control of the bridge. We have to fight them in Cotabamba.”
Huascar had proved to be a good tactician. With his
captain Topa Atao, the Inkas fought in Cotabamba from sun up
to sun down. The victory was again Huascar’s. In haste, Challco
Chima’s troops ran to a hill covered with high and dry grass.
Huascar had won two battles. His genius as a warrior,
or his stupidity as the Son of the Sun, would decide the final
outcome.
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He sent warriors to burn the hill. The night fell and the
sky glowed. As the sun rose, the cinders of death turned into
embers of hope for the northerners. Huascar had made the
fateful decision of not going in after the fire had ceased. Instead,
he waited until midday to finish with the remaining Quitos
who had not perished in the inferno. The desire to celebrate his
glory while Inti was shining was more important to him than
going after them, when he should have.
“Topa Atao, go after the Quitos who have survived. I will
follow you with a few of my nobles and enter the ravine to claim
victory.” Challco Chima survived and made his logistic plans.
“Quizquiz! We made a good decision in not returning to
Quito.” The few Inka warriors who went to apprehend the
Quitos were surprised, and Topa Atao was taken prisoner. The
Quitos went back to the hills to wait for Huascar’s arrival, while
the sun was at high noon.
“Quizquiz! Look at that statue of the Sun in a litter.”
“Challco Chima! That is Huascar dressed in his golden
attire. He is coming to claim victory.”
“Quitos! Do you see that man who shines in that litter?
He is Huascar. We must take him prisoner. Once his golden
diadem falls, the Inkas will be without a leader.” The Quitos
run down from the hills and took Huascar prisoner.
“We are the victors!”
“Quizquiz! Do not sing glory yet. There are still troops at
the entrance of the bridge. We have to defeat them before we
can enter Cuzco.”
“Challco Chima, dress yourself with the golden attire of
Huascar, and go in his litter to the encampment of the Cuzcos.
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We will follow you, as if we were his prisoners. When we get
closer, we will attack them.” The Inkas waited for their worriors.
“Challco Yupanque! Look at our victorious Huascar
followed by the Quito prisoners.” As the false entourage got
closer, the Cuzcos noticed that Huascar was not the Inka Lord,
but Challco Chima dressed in Huascar’s regalia. Precipitously,
the Inka warriors began to run in the direction of the Sacred
City.
Having received the news of the fall of Huascar, Huanca
Auqui fought one more battle against the Quitos inside Cuzco,
but his karma was faithful to him and for the last time he lost.
Who knows? Had Huascar won, could he have emerged
as the second Pachacútec? The world has only one Caesar, one
Alexander, and one Napoleon. Those who followed after them
are only emulators who fill the pages of history but not the
hearts of the people. Inti had given one Pachacútec to save
Cuzco, but he denied Huascar the honor of preserving the
empire.
The Inkas were threading the last knots of their history in
the strings of their quipo-writings. The civil war was over. The
future of Pizarro never seemed so fortuitous.
“Don Francisco, you have decimated the natives of Puná,
for reasons that are not clear in the souls of men.”
“CondorSoul, it was my brother who believes that the
Indians are subhumans.”
“How about Soto, does he think the same?”
“Que vá! He has been in the New World longer than my
brother. In Nicaragua, they call him the butcher of Indians.
He has money and power. I don’t know why is he here, if not
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to exterminate the natives.” Soto was not the gentleman that
history wants us to believe he was. After the conquest of Perú
he went to North America, where he died in the Mississippi
River.”
“Now! That is an Extremeño with cojones all the way to
his watery-grave.” In the first days of April of 1532, having no
more islanders to exterminate, the Spaniards decided to cross
to terra firma.
“Hernando, pick our most courageous men. The Punás
will take you to Tumbes. Once you secure a strand on the
beach, we will go and disembark.”
In four balsas: Hernando Pizarro, Hernando de Soto,
Cristobal de Mena, and Benalcazar navigated the gulf. As they
got close to Tumbes, the islanders began to untie the balsas.
Hernando de Soto and Cristobal de Mena, who were at the head
of the expedition, managed to reach the shore. Believing that
the Tumbesinos would help them, three of their men jumped on
land. The warriors of Tumbes killed the three Spaniards. Soto,
seeing what happened to his comrades, spent the night on the
high seas. Next day, Pizarro’s ships arrived, they disembarked,
and unleashed their powerful cavalry. Unable to fight against a
force never seen, the Tumbesinos retreated to hide in the bayous.
Tumbes was taken. A mass was celebrated in front of a wooden
cross.
“Don Francisco, you have just consecrated the first massacre
in Perú, and killed innocent people who protected what was
theirs. It is difficult to understand our great capacity to thrive
on the injustices committed against others. We don’t seem to
learn from our disgraceful acts, for the benefit of mankind.”
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“CunturSoul, that is the history of our humanity, and we
will never change.”
“In Tumbes, the Spaniards took the native leader prisoner.
As Cieza tells us, they constantly admonished Quilimasa for killing
three of their men after they themselves had butchered thousands of
Indians.”
“Quilimasa, tell me where and how to find the lord of Quito.”
“Wiracocha Francisco, go south on the great deserts, turn
east, climb the high mountains, and they will tell you where
Atahualpa is. His whereabouts are changing day by day due to
the civil war.” The doors to the empire had been opened, and
usurpers left in the direction indicated by Quilimasa.
“Lord of Quito, the bearded men have landed in Tumbes,
and the Tumbesinos are asking for your help.” Atahualpa, who
was in his way to Cuzco, ordered to let the invaders continue
their march and he returned to Cajamarca to wait for them.”
“Don Francisco, all you have to do is apprehend Atahualpa,
and, like Cortez did with Moctezuma, take the Inka hostage.
You are worse than Attila who sacked cities, but he did not
destroy civilizations.”
“Que va! This is the New World. There are no civilizations
here but savages. The Indians were not united to fight against us.”
“Don Francisco, the empire was not different than Old
Spain with its feudal lords who were not united either, and why
it took them so long to get rid of the Moors.”
“CondorSoul! We were the same people; although the
Moors were our enemies, we still coexisted.”
“There must have been something in common with the
natives in the new world?”

Like in other cities, Tumbes was taken and a mass celebrated in front of a wooden cross. Archeologic Museum of Pueblo Libre. Lima-Perú.
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“I didn’t see any use for the Indians other than to serve us
as slaves and to feed them to our dogs.”
“Didn’t you learn anything from Felipillo?”
“All I know is that that Indian could kill one of his own
race, if we asked him to do so.”
“What else could he have done? He had to survive.”
“That is where we differ. We are willing to fight and die
for our people, while you Indians and mestizos are capable of
killing your own for others.” The Spaniards left Tumbes and
marched to Poecos on May 1st, 1532 leaving 26 soldiers.
Francisco encountered their leader who was not too happy to
see the invaders. The Curaca heard that the Spaniards took a
city with the sword and fire.”
“Marca Vilca, regardless of what you think of us, we will
stay in your city. First, you have to swear allegiance to the crown
and accept our God.”
“Wiracocha Francisco, I will repeat anything that you ask
me to say, as long as you don’t kill my people or burn our
fields.” The notary read the Requirement.
“Felipillo! Are you translating el Requerimiento if as is
written for these Indians?”
“Yes, Don Francisco.” Felipillo coerced the Curaca to
answer positively.
“Marca Vilca! Tell the stranger that you will do as they say,
even if you don’t comprehend their rules, or you will die.”
“This Indian has said yes!”
“Felipillo, what else did you tell him? We never know if
what you are translating is what the crown and the church
wants of them.”
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“Francisquillo, did he repeat what the notary read?”
“Yes, Capito! Word by word. This Indian leader has sworn
to abide by the Requirement.”
“And what are you two, if not Indians like him?”
“Don Francisco! We are Christians, we speak Castilian,
and we are no longer one of them.”
“CondorSoul, these two translators are now refined. Any
Indian like them is always a good ally.”
“Don Francisco, five hundred years later we are still a
nation of refined ‘Indians’ and pretentious mestizos who are not
different than the translators.”
“You are also a refined Indian.”
“ No, Don Francisco, I am a learned man.”
“Because you can read and write, does that make you
better than an Indian?”
“It goes deeper than that. I am a enlightened man, because
I accept my Indianism.”
“Vamos! An Indian, even if educated, will always be an Indian.”
“Marca Vilca! Tell us where is Atahualpa.”
“Wiracocha Francisco, go to Cajas and Huancabamba, and
you will get some more information of his whereabouts.”
“Indio! Are you sure you are not sending us to our death?”
“That I don’t know. You will encounter the nobles of Chira
and Motupe, who have even rebelled against the Inkas.”
The Spaniards were on their way to Cajamarca. Meanwhile,
the victorious Quito generals commanded that all nobles in
Cuzco receive their brand of justice.
“Nobles of Huascar! The civil war is over. What happened
in the empire was a conflict between two brothers to see who
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was the most able. Atahualpa won. This is the age of the great
Ticci Cápac.” As Challco Chima finished with his apparent
conciliatory message, Huascar was already feeling the harsh
lashes of their justice.
“Cuzcos! Kneel down. Pull your eyelashes and blow them
north where Atahualpa is.” The ritual finished, the Inka nobility
were surrounded by the Quito generals.
“Challco Yupanque! Why did you crown Huascar knowing
that Atahualpa was more capable?”
“I did, because Huascar was chosen to inherit the crown
before Huayna Cápac’s departure to the north.”
“General Huanca Auqui! We practically know the size of
your sandals. We have been following your footprints all the
way from Quito.”
“Mama Rahua! You are not the coya-queen. You were
just another concubine of Huayna Cápac, and Huascar is not
your legitimate son. Give this urine to him. He is thirsty.” The
nobility of Cuzco had to suffer the blows of justice of the Quito
victors, who would also pay with the same coin to a different
master who was getting closer and much crueler than they were.
“My son, you should have never maltreated the ambassadors
of Atahualpa. You deserve all that is happening to you.” His mother
slapped Huascar, who was tied down on a wooden stretcher, a most
humble position for a Son of the Sun. The Quitos punished the
priests and generals of Huascar by letting heavy stones fall on their
backs, breaking their spines to never again do sacrifices or fight.”
“Challco Chima, the lord of Quito is sending his high
priest, Cusi Yupanque, to see what to do with Huascar and his
family. He is going to be more severe than we are.”
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“Quizquiz, I have come with strict orders from Atahualpa
to eliminate all traces of the Inka dynasty.”
It is known that the next Inka leaders tried to erase all the
deeds of their predecessors, and start a new period. Atahualpa
may have taken this anomaly to extremes, due to their civil
war. He would get rid of most of the lineage of Huascar, the
storytellers, and their string quipo-writings. That is one reason
why our history is a distorted one.
Justice over, only a few brothers and close relatives of
Huascar survived. Some by escaping and others by siding with
Atahualpa. Huascar, his wife, and their children were spared.
“Cusi Yupanque, we have found the mummy of Túpac
Yupanque, the conqueror of Quito.”
“Quizquiz, rattle that mummy on the streets until the last
of his bones are scattered all over.”
Terror followed in the city of stones where the boulders of
the great fortresses witnessed what happened to the Inkas, and
we still continue perpetrating injustices among ourselves.
Sometimes I feel like a betrayer for portraying my ancestors
as having exclusivity on cruelty. Nevertheless, our past has to
be told as it occurred, if it did, so it will not be repeated again,
hoping that we will evolve into beings capable of goodwill, at
least toward our own.
While these events were taking place in Cuzco, I went to
seek some solace with the civilized men created by a true God.
My soul was shattered after witnessing the atrocities committed
by uncivilized people who worshiped false idols.
“CondorSoul! Where have you been? You seem to be
distressed.”
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“Oh! Don Francisco, I have been to the place where you
so much want to go. When you get there, I hope your God will
redeem the blood spattered in the city that saw the rise of the
Inkas, and now it will attest its demise by strangers who will
spill more blood than they ever did.”
“Man of the Future, you are drunk with that horrible
chicha.”
“No! I am inebriated with the wickedness of men against
men. Something incomprehensible among human beings.”
After a two-month stay in Poecos, the Spaniards continued
to the Valley of Tangarara where the first City Council was
formed in San Miguel de Piura. The governorship was given to
Hernando Pizarro, instituting the first oligarchies in Perú.
“Capito, a noble of Atahualpa has been with us in disguise.
He is not as humble as the rest of the Indians; he wants to see
you.”
“Felipillo! Ask him why he hasn’t told us that he was an
emissary of the Inka?”
“‘Bearded men! You are a bunch of thieves. Atahualpa
wants back all the gold that was stolen from him.”
“Hernando, this Indian doesn’t know whom he is talking
to. Torture him. When he comes to his senses, bring him to
me.” The spy-envoy of Atahualpa understood who the invaders
were.
“Cinquinchara, did the strangers treat you well?”
“Great Atahualpa, they are so few that I can kill them,
if you give me five hundred warriors. I would only spare the
smith who forges swords, the trainer who tames the horses, and
their barber who makes anyone look good.”
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Atahualpa did not allow him to go after them. Instead, he
instructed his troops to destroy the towns where the Spaniards
were passing through, so that none of his subjects would align
with them.
“Francisco! So far, Atahualpa has not attacked us. That
means he wants us to go where he is. We have waited too long
for Almagro. It is time that we leave these coastal lands.”
“No! We have to wait for my partner.”
“Francisco! Without him, the empire will be all ours.”
“Hernando, how are we going to confront the thousands
of Indians with the few of us?”
“We won’t need Almagro, if we take the Inka hostage.” His
brother convinced Francisco. Pizarro spoke to his men:
“Spaniards! Those who want to stay in San Miguel, this is
the time to choose. Those who desire to continue, follow me.”
Of the two hundred men, five of the infantry and four of
the cavalry decided to stay. The rest followed Francisco. They
had nothing to lose in an expedition where death was no longer
a constant companion.
“Don Francisco, our history makes us believe that only a
few of you conquered the Inkas. If that was true, then it was
not a war but a genocide. What else could it have been? The
chroniclers portrayed you as heroes, because nobody wants to
win an easy war.”
“Words! Words! Why don’t you accept that what we did
was boldness on our part?”
“Don Francisco, your courage against backward people is
not in question. History is for distorting the facts to morally
subdue a race that innocently let the Old World rape the
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New World. Unfortunately, mankind keeps on sterilizing the
annihilation of the ‘Indians’ of all the Americas.”
“Man of the Future! That happened five hundred years
ago. Do I complain about the Moors who occupied Spain for
seven centuries?”
“No! Because in the end you won. Whereas, we are still
under the shadow of the usurpers who are now in us. I hope
that in this encounter, conqueror and conquered mend their
wrong deeds. So that you can save your souls, and the ‘Indians’
regain their dignity. To accomplish that, we need your help.”
“How am I going to help? I am as dead as the dust that you
are stepping on.”
“As dead as you are, let your soul make me understand
why I feel so remorseful for something that happened so long
ago.”
“Man of the Future, what you need to do is to think of
yourself as the very Spaniard who conquered you. Why do you
have to identify with the vanquished? Who in the world gives a
damn for an Indian who doesn’t rise above his Indianism. Stop
calling yourself Indian or mestizo. No one does!”
“That thinking is what I would like to change.”
“Mierda! History will take its course regardless of what you
write or say. You must do as I did: kill for gold, fight for glory,
and the apostles of religion will redeem your soul. As it is, I
can not let my name be used, out of all things, to regain the
dignity of the Indians. Do you think that any Spaniard or for
that matter any mestizo or even an Indian is going to help you
in a hopeless cause? Instead of whining, you should pick up the
sword and fight for justice.”
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“Don Francisco, I was hoping that the soul changes with
our death. I see that I am wrong.”
“Yes, you are. Only through our actions one can right the
past. Speaking of action, it is time to go and meet that Indian
who calls himself the Lord of the World.” For five months they
had been scouting the coast. On September 24th they left San
Miguel de Piura, arriving at a valley where they established
another city, which was closer to the ocean. In this reverse of
the times I encounter Atahualpa.
“I see that you are now the Lord of the Empire.”
“Yes, Man of the Future. I am the Ticci Cápac. I was on my
way to Cuzco to make it official when the strangers appeared.
I don’t know who they are, or what are they here for. I have to
decide what I am going to do with them. They have already
ransacked the coast.”
“Why are you procrastinating? If history was reversible,
you would have already destroyed them.”
“As a man of war, I am intrigued with their scepters of thunder
and their swords. If I had those killing instruments, I would be
the greatest warrior ever. That is why I am wondering how to get
what they have. But, I will not go to the coast to apprehend them.
They have already made alliances with the coastal people.”
“You should have helped them when they were asking you
to get rid of the intruders. It is too late for you to do anything.”
“I will wait for the bearded men in Cajamarca, where I will
take care of them.”
“Rumiñahui! Go to Cajas and Huancabamba. Once there
punish the people who have allied with Huascar, and invite the
strangers to come to Cajamarca.”
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The invading forces arrived at Pabur, closer to the
cordilleras, where Francisco heard reports of Atahualpa’s troops.
“Soto, go up to Cajas and see what is happening. I will
be waiting for you in Serran.” With 50 men, Soto climbs the
cordilleras and he finds the city destroyed, but the temple
untouched. The Spaniards take the 500 Virgins of the Sun
to the center of the plaza, and in plain light they rape them.
Afterwards, they continued to Huancabamba on the great
royal road, so spacious that six horses could gallop abreast.
Although surrounded by Rumiñahui’s troops, Soto’s men were
not harmed. Eight days later, they return.
“What news do you bring from the Andes?”
“Francisco, there are so many warriors, I don’t see how
we are going to fight them if they attack us. I received their
emissaries who asked us to return the gold that we took from
the temple.”
“Soto, I wonder why Atahualpa’s warriors didn’t confront
you.”
“His troops were not after us, they were after their own.
They killed more Indians than we could possibly do ourselves.
The way they did it is something that I don’t want that to
happen to us.”
“Capito, there is an embassy bringing you gifts.”
“Francisquillo, open those packages and see what is in
them.”
“Capito! Look at these two miniature fortresses carved in
stone, and these smoked ducks without their heads.”
“I don’t understand. Atahualpa has been providing us
with all that we need. Food we have. These presents tells us
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something. I think these two fortresses means their strength,
and the headless ducks what he is going to do to us.”
“Francisquillo, give these mirrors for the messengers, and
this silk shirt for the Inka.” With the new intelligence, the
Spaniards continued.
Five days later they arrived at Cinto, where Pizarro sent
a young noble to tell Atahualpa that he was on his way to see
him. The invaders continued to Saña.
“Hernando, what to do? We are at the intersection of two
great roads. We either continue to Chincha or go east, where
Atahualpa is.”
“Francisco, we already made contact with his emissaries.
Why not proceed to Cajamarca?”
Pizarro decided not to continue south on the well-paved
coastal road. Instead, he elected to go east and climb the Andes.
In Saña, they saw men who were hung from the trees for
trying to rebel against Atahualpa. The fact that he could kill
his own people frightened the Spaniards. Aware of what could
happen to them, Francisco harangued his troops:
Men! Do not fear the desolation caused by Atahualpa,
These Indians harm only themselves.
He has made it possible for us to come this far.
Let us continue.
In spite of what history tells us of their fears, the invaders
knew that they would prevail. The Inkas were civilized, and
among civilized peoples it is all about cunning and not brute
force.
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From the low lands, they began trekking the high sierras,
not knowing that in one week they would end the empire.
“Hernando! The coldest places in Spain are not as frigid as in
these cordilleras. It is so high that I can’t breathe. The Indians who
are carrying our heavy loads don’t seem to get exhausted. We don’t
even feed them, they only chew coca. Their women carry their
children on their backs and at their breasts without complaining.”
“Francisco! They are Indians. They also know that they
can lose their heads if they tire or get sick.”
“Capito, there is another embassy from the Inka. They say
that Atahualpa has returned to Cajamarca to receive you.”
The next day, Sunday, November 10th they received
Cinquichara, accompanied by a cortége of fine-looking women
bringing food and chicha. The emissary told the captain that
the Inka was waiting for them and to hurry up.
“Capito, the young noble that you sent to Cajamarca is
back. He says that contrary to what these well-dressed Indians
are telling you, Atahualpa has intentions of killing all of you.”
Infuriated, the young noble attacked Cinquinchara, pulling his
golden earplugs. Apparently, as an ambassador of Francisco,
he was not well received, and he resented that the emissary of
Atahualpa was so well treated by the Spaniards.
“Hernando, how can that be? Atahualpa has helped us all
the way. Now, I hear that he wants to get rid of us. It is too
late to turn back. If we do, Atahualpa’s troops will kill us on
the way down. Let us keep on going. It is now or never! Life
without gold is not worth living.”
On November 15th, the Spaniards arrived to the heights
overlooking the green valley of Cajamarca. I have admired
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that same view, perhaps from the very same vantage point that
Francisco once may have contemplated the city below. Now,
those mountains of the past are being cut away by foreign miners
contaminating the soil with the mercury of their greed, like the
conquerors desecrated our lands with the blood of our ancestors.
Francisco saw the magnificent stone buildings that
surrounded the plaza of Cajamarca. In our days, only the
imprisonment house of Atahualpa is still standing to remind
us that this is where the last Inka lived.
One wonders what Atahualpa had in mind when he saw
them. To think that he could have exterminated the intruders
the very moment they entered the empire. That inability to kill
for our own survival is what it makes us into ‘Indians’.
“Atahualpa! Look at the strangers on the heights of
Sichuana. Are you going to let them come down?”
“CunturSoul, I am not going to worry about thieves who
can’t even trek the mountains. They are going to pay for raping
the young women and stealing our gold.”
Thus in one November of the past our end came to pass,
and we will never have the Januaries of hope.
“Don Francisco, finally you are at the threshold of
greatness. You will go into the pages of history as the hero who
conquered an empire, but you will be a villain in the hearts of
those who are just.”
“CondorSoul, if you don’t know yet, in that valley below
we will encounter the most powerful lord of this land. When
we get down, those green meadows will become the valley of
death for them or for us. It has been eight long years since my
first expedition; now I am face to face with my destiny.”
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“Your destiny! How about theirs?”
“I don’t give a damn what happens to them! We are soldiers
of fortune, we live by the sword.”
“Don Francisco, you are no longer seekers of fortune, but
the soldiers of a mighty kingdom. As its subjects you should
represent the noblest ideals of your nation.”
“Man of the Future, we are still the same men thirsting for
wealth and willing to fight to get it. If we live, we are going to
line our pockets with gold. If we die, the crown and the pope
will get other adventurers to finish what I started. As you can
see, by giving our lives we are also nobles at heart.”
“Francisco! Look in the distance: row upon row of tents
of thousands of warriors. I am afraid that we are falling into a
trap. We are so few!”
“Soto! We are few but we are also astute, and we have to be.
Let us descend to Cajamarca.” Francisco harangued his men:
Españoles! We are not a large army,
But we have the cojones to fight these superstitious Indians.
Today we will either be the richest men on earth,
Or die for the glory of God.
Have no fear! Santiago will be with us.”
“Atahualpa! You are finally going to meet the strangers as
they are, and not as what you thought they were.”
“CunturSoul, this is something I have never imagined.
Men with resplendent shields mounted on huge animals.
Everything on them shines. I wonder if they are the Sons of the
Sun, and not the bearded men who are terrorizing my people.
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Whoever they are they will die if they are coming to fight, or
be my allies, if they are the messengers of Inti.”
“Atahualpa, if you are in doubt, why are you letting them
come down to your city? Can’t you realize that if they take
the plaza, they will have an advantage over you? Here you are
bathing in the hot springs, as if what you are seeing is not
actually happening. As a man of war, you should protect the
very place where you live.”
“Of course, I have thought of all those possibilities. Once
they are inside the walled plaza, they will not have a way out.
Look around! Can’t you see the thousands of warriors ready to
take my orders? I have also sent Rumiñahui to the surrounding
mountains to apprehend the strangers who are trying to escape
or come to my rescue if I am in trouble. The other reason why
I sent my one-eyed general out of the city is that he is of the
same opinion as my other generals, kill the strangers. But I
want to know for myself who are they? So far they have only
talked to my emissaries, and not to me. I have to see them faceto-face, before I know what to do with them.”
“Sapa Inka! For the future of our race don’t let the Spaniards
in. If you do, your descendants will live to regret what you are
about to do.”
“You are calling me lord! Why now?”
“Because, you will be the last sovereign who will end with
the Inka Empire. You who have won all there was to win, do
not lose all there is to lose.”
“Hernando! I cannot believe that a warrior-emperor is
letting us come down to his city without opposing us. Santiago
guarded our citadel to the last of our men. Only then, the
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Moors could take Trujillo.” The invaders entered the outer
limits of Cajamarca. They marched to the fenced triangular
plaza with only two entrances with no doors. It seemed to
have been designed for the purpose that the Inka had in mind.
Instead, it happened in the reverse. Ever since, we have been
enclosed within those walls of the past.
As they entered into the heart of Cajamarca, only the
ominous notes of a quena-flute played by a blind man echoed
into the far Andes.
“Men! Fear not. All we have to do is to enter the plaza that
has been reserved for us and fight to keep it.” Once inside, they
took over the main buildings for their protection and comfort.
Francisco began to plan the logistics before nightfall. Meanwhile,
up on the mountains, the thousands of warriors were lighting
their torches and the fire pits to keep themselves warm.
“Soto, before it gets dark, go with twenty mounted men to
the spring baths where the Inka is. Tell him to come and dine
with me tonight.”
“Don Francisco, you have the audacity to invite the owner
of the house to have supper with you. These are not the manners
of a well bred Spaniard.”
“CondorSoul, this is not a war of etiquette. What do these
Indians know about chivalry. They are probably planning to
get rid of us. As far as I am concerned this is my house, it could
also be my tomb. We are fighting for the survival of the most
astute, and not necessarily the strongest.”
“Don Francisco, these people are not the pigs that you
once herded. They are human beings capable of benevolence,
if you are benevolent to them.”
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“We will find out in due time if these Indians are what you
say they are.”
Soto’s party, with Felipillo sitting behind him, began
trotting over streams of vaporizing volcanic waters. Through the
mist, the Inka warriors seemed perplexed to see men and beast
as one floating in the haze. To them perhaps centaurs, as the
chroniclers write. Taking less time than it would have taken the
natives, they reached a wooden bridge not fit to be crossed by
horses. Instead, they stampeded across the shallow stream at the
sounds of the iron hoofs, resonance never heard on these lands.
“Oye Indio! Where is the Inka?”
“Felipillo! Be careful how you treat them.”
“Don Hernando de Soto! To me they are just as Indians, as
they are to you.”
“Wiracochas! The great Ticci Cápac is in his bath house.”
As they arrived to the stone house, the Inka was notified that
the Apu Machu, Old Man, as Francisco was called didn’t come.
Atahualpa wanted to talk to him or someone of his lineage.
“Francisco! Soto is taking too long. Something is not going
well. I should go to find out what is happening or at least have
a show of force with more cavalry.”
“Hernando! Go, and don’t humiliate the Inka with your
arrogance. We are in no position to fight them. We must
apprehend Atahualpa at the right time, that moment is not
now.”
Galloping on a land of cautious llamas, the fifteen mounted
men arrived at the baths of the Inka.
“Soto! Why is Atahualpa behind that veil? Have you been
able to talk to him?”
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“Hernando, I am following the orders of Francisco to be
patient with the Inka. Atahualpa doesn’t want to talk to anyone,
but to the Old Man.”
“Don Hernando Pizarro, he says that since you are his
brother he will to talk to you.”
“Felipillo! Who do you think am I? I am as noble as the
Pizarros.”
“Señor Soto! I am not making that distinction, Atahualpa
is. He knows that don Francisco is the Apu Machu, and his
brother is a noble like him.”
“Soto! You and I know who we are. I will do the talking, if
that is what the Inka wishes.”
Finally, the veil was removed. Atahualpa, still looking at
the stone floor, made no visual contact with the strangers or
showed any interest in their horses. His nobles, however, were
awed at the sight of bearded men mounted on animals scraping
the ground, as if they were getting ready to run over them.
The initial fears subsided in each party, Felipillo, now
standing on ground, began to translate directly to Atahualpa.
The Inka answered nothing. The translator should have been
talking to his alter ego, Marca Vilca, who would hear and
speak for the Inka. He was the curaca of Poecos who was
humiliated by the Spaniards, and now one of the principal
nobles of Atahualpa because he knew about them. The
Inka Lord, as it was their custom, was not going to talk to a
yanacona-servant or any Spaniard whom he knew could steal
and fornicate.
The rules of translation understood, Hernando’s words
were addressed to the Inka through his representative, making
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sure that the dialogue was not between Atahualpa and Felipillo,
but Hernando and Marca Vilca.
“Atahualpa! My brother wants you to come to dine with
him and pay his respects to such a magnificent war-lord.”
The Inka kept looking at the floor; he answered nothing.
In disconcert, Soto, who was a fine horseman, began to make
a show of his equestrian prowess that would have astounded
anyone, especially if seen for the first time. The sovereign had his
sight at the faraway mountains that were taking an orange hue.
Frustrated and to get him out of his stupor, Soto spurred his
horse, charging straight toward the Inka. The animal stopped
with its front legs pawing in the air barely missing him while
foaming hot saliva that spattered on Atahualpa’s clothing. The
Inka didn’t portray any signs of panic, but his guards backed
up. They would later be hanged for being unable to restrain
their fears.
Finally, in a highly stylized Quechua, Atahualpa spoke:
“That is enough.” In a defiant voice, he addressed them through
his alter ego: “I understand that the curaca of Tumbes killed three
of your warriors and one horse, which proves to me that you are not
demigods.”
“Inka! Marca Vilca is not telling you the truth.” Hernando
had been talking to Atahualpa in a defiant tone, in spite of
earlier recommendations from Francisco to oblige the Inka; a
most difficult behavior to sustain for any Spaniard.
“Soto! It is insulting that an Indian doesn’t talk directly to
me. I don’t care if he is the lord of the land.”
“Hernando, be calm. Atahualpa knows that we are warriors
like him, but his people don’t know that. Humble yourself, at

Huascar - the twelfth Inka: The one who led the empire to its destruction

363

least for this time.” In a sudden change of mood, the Inka gave
a faint smile, putting his nobles at ease. With a facial gesture,
he commanded to bring chicha for the mounted men.
“Soto, I am not going to drink any of their brew.”
“Hernando! If we don’t, he might feel insulted.”
“Inka! Let us toast to our alliance. Will you come tonight,
and dine with our good captain?”
“Marca Vilca, tell them that I am fasting. I will be there
tomorrow to see their Apu Machu.” The first meeting with
Atahualpa had ended. The Spaniards left as fast as they came,
wondering about what had transpired.
“Hernando, I am concerned. Atahualpa is not a stupid Indian,
as you tend to think of them. He is the most dignified of all the
caciques that we have encountered. He could have done away
with us, and he hasn’t. Why not? What does he want from us?
We are dispossessed Spaniards, and why we are in the New World
trying to get what we don’t have. Whereas they have enough gold
to cover Spain, metal for which we are willing to die.”
“Soto! That is our advantage; we know what we want.
The only thing that is making him doubt is that we are just as
human as they are, but to us they are other than human beings.
Have no fear that we shall prevail by the will of our Man-God
Who exists, whereas their sun-god only shines.”
“Hernando! Don’t be so impudent. We have just seen a
defiant war-lord with all the power to kill us, and that is what
we have to tell your brother.” That was the first encounter of
the Inka with the Spaniards.
“Atahualpa, you have faced the so called Wiracochas. What
are you going to do with the invaders?”
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“CunturSoul, I am not frightened by them. Those who
were afraid are now hanging from the trees. Tomorrow, the
bearded men will pay for all that they have done.”
“Inka! A mounted man is equivalent to 100 of your
warriors. You are at a disadvantage.”
“I am so sure of our superiority in numbers that I myself
will go to the square, and just seeing my entourage they will
prostrate to my feet.”
“You are betting the whole empire to prove that you can
impose yourself over the few of them. When are you going to
act like you did with your enemies, so decisive and merciless
against your own? This is the time to be unforgiving with the
strangers.”
“Man of Doom! Since you know what took place in our
history, tell me what is going to happen?”
“Oh, Inka! What befell upon us is written in my soul. That
same anguish is present in the millions of your descendants
who live in misery, as a result of what you are about to do.”
“Am I responsible for that?”
“Within twenty-four hours you will be.”
“Are you instilling fear in me, instead of giving me an
insight of what I must do or what I should have done?”
“Inka! I have just told you the results of your shortsightedness.” I made peace with Atahualpa and left him
somewhat consternated at the prospects of our latter days in
the past.
“Hernando, what happened? Is he coming to dine with me?”
“Francisco! Atahualpa is a proverbial Indian who needs to
learn some civility.”
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“As usual, your arrogance overcame you.”
“Soto, what do you have to tell me?”
“Capitán! What we have seen and heard doesn’t look or
sound too good. Atahualpa is going to kill all of us tonight or
tomorrow. We are surrounded by 30 thousand Indians with
not a chance against them. This time, Santiago is not going to
help us. What to do?”
“CondorSoul, you also seem to be apprehensive for what
is about to take place.”
“Don Francisco, how I wish that apprehension was for
me alone. The event that is soon to unfold is going to be of
catastrophic consequences to our people. Never in the history
of mankind has a civilization lost so much and for all epochs to
come. Can’t you understand my anguish?”
“Man of the Future! We are the ones who are going to lose
our lives if we don’t apprehend the Inka.”
“In the end, only your lives are at stake. What I am talking
about is the holocaust of a civilization.”
“Nonsense! This is just another raid against the same
savages that we have been exterminating, except that the Inkas
have more gold and the ability to butcher among themselves.
If we annihilate them now or in your times, they are no loss to
anyone. They are not even considered humans. So! If they are
not human beings, how can that be a holocaust?”
Francisco Pizarro was at the culmination of all that he had
suffered for and in his mid-fifties, he knew that if he died it
would not have been in vain. He was afraid as the rest, but he
would not share his fear with them. This was the time to show
his audacity. He spoke to his men:
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Españoles! We are at the threshold of greatness.
Right under us is a great empire for the taking.
If we do:
The almighty will protect us,
The king will praise us,
And history will honor us.
Fear not the thousands of heathen.
They let us inside the plaza to be entrapped,
Not knowing that they themselves have made their own trap.
These walls will not protect us from the ones coming in,
But from the ones trying to get out.
Only God knows of the massacre that is to follow.
If we die, we will be forgotten forever.
If we live, we shall be remembered for all times to come.”
“Don Francisco, we still live by the whims of demagogues
who let others die for their causes, forgetting that there is a vast
humanity who will be left out.”
“CondorSoul, what I have said is not demagoguery. My
struggles are also theirs. We are not men of thought, we are
soldiers of fortune. In moments like these, my words have
more meaning than yours.
“Soto, Hernando, Pedro de Candia, and Father Valverde,
we have to plan our strategy. There are only two entrances,
and that could be an advantage for us. We will let the Inka’s
entourage and his warriors enter until the place is full. Once
inside, we will act according to what the Inka has in mind:
perhaps he is going to try to kill us, to which we will resist;
maybe he will talk to us into forming an alliance, we will listen;
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or the impossible, to take us as his vassals. That will never
happen! Whatever his desires are, we have to take him hostage.
The Indians will be without a symbolic leader, and they all will
attempt to escape. But how and to where? We should be able
to kill all of them in this walled-off plaza.”
“Pedro de Candia, take the small cannon and the
harquebuses to the tower. Aim them at where the multitude
of Indians are going to be. When you receive my orders, fire at
will. The noise and the smoke will cause panic in these heretics,
who think that our weapons are the scepter of thunder of their
god of war.”
“Capitan! Just make a sign with your handkerchief, the
sound of my arms will make echo to your orders.”
“Well said, Greek! We have 177 men, 67 of which are of
the cavalry. Let us divide in three sections. I will stay with Father
Valverde in the palace of Atahualpa. Hernando Pizarro, you take
the House of the Virgins. There are no women, so save your cojones
for the fight. Soto, Mena, and Benalcazar, take your horsemen
to the large barracks. The infantry and our Yunga-Indians will
be under the command of my brothers Juan and Gonzalo.
When I shout: Santiago! The cavalry will charge, the infantry
will follow, and our coastal Indians will finish with the wounded
and the dying. For now the horsemen will remain mounted,
and the soldiers standing ready for battle. We don’t know when
Atahualpa is coming; it could be tonight or tomorrow.”
“Soto, did the Inka mention if he was coming with armed
men?”
“He said that they were coming armed. I told him that
he could come anyway he wished, that all you wanted is to
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have dinner with him. He seemed to indicate that his warriors
would be carrying only ceremonial weapons. But he appeared
to have a dilemma on how they should come.”
“Whether they come tonight or tomorrow, armed or not,
all our men have to do is to toughen their cojones.”
“Francisco! They better enlarge their bladders. Many of
them are already urinating from fear.”
“Hernando! They will be shitting in their pants when
morning comes. That is good; it will keep them awake and
alert.”
“Father Valverde, as the chaplain of our troops, you will be
the first one to go to Atahualpa and recite him el Requerimiento,
so that they know what the crown and the church wants of
them. If you are in good terms with the Almighty, we will
be saved from bloodshed. If you are not, we have to do as I
planned.”
“Capitan! Que vá. Are you using me as a sacrificial lamb,
because I am a priest?”
“Yes, Father! Your mission is to convert that heathen. If
you die, the Lord will reward you in heaven. If you live, you
will be the spiritual leader of all these heretics, wearing red
robes, fancy hats, and silky shoes.”
“Válgame Dios! You are the devil dressed with the tunic of
Santiago.” The theatre of an imminent genocide was planned.
The Inka would be at the mercy of their God.
“Great Atahualpa! Like I have asked you before, let me
go and kill the strangers; except for the barber to make you
handsome, the one who makes weapons, and one Hernando
Sánchez Murillo who domesticates the offspring of those big
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animals that reproduce by mounting just like our llamas do.
Inka! Their horses are not supernatural, and the strangers are
not the true Wiracohas. They are none of those things and why
I can get rid of them, if you give me 500 warriors.”
“Cinquinchara! Quilimasa killed three of them, and you
think that you can kill all of them. The warriors of Tumbes
were able to do that while the Spaniards were jumping from
their boat, and not on horseback. I am not against your
proposition, and I wish you could have done away with all of
them. However, you must understand that you are fighting a
different civilization who think of themselves superior and they
are, but not for the reasons that they believe they are. To the
invaders we are not humans, and to them one of their soldiers
is worth one hundred of you.”
“CunturSoul! The Sapa Inka should let Cinquinchara
bring those three Spaniards, and kill the rest.”
“Marca Vilca, the foreigners are not a subjugated people
like you are. Freedom is a concept that lets people do the utmost
for their own interests. I don’t know if you understand what I
am trying to tell you, maybe Rumiñahui does. He is going to
fight when it is convenient for him, and when the Inka needs
him he may not be around.”
“You want us to be united for a common cause, and
Rumiñahui will be free to do as he pleases?”
“No, Marca Vilca. You should all come to a consensus. For
this is the last war you will ever fight.”
“Man of the Future, fear not for us, but for what is going
to happen to them. We have won all the battles in the empire,
feats more difficult to accomplish than to fight against a few
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invaders. How can we lose what it is already polished in stone,
and sealed with blood? That is why I sent them those miniature
towers of stone and the headless ducks. ”
“Inka, those symbolic gestures tell us that we have the
strength to be great, but not the vision to attain it.”
“CunturSoul, it is time that you encounter Rumiñahui.”
“Man of the Future, why do you come to meet with me?
You should be with the nobility who are giving the Inka bad
tactical advice, and now the invaders are inside the plaza. Who
is going to get them out of there? We can’t fight them.”
“Rumiñahui, the generals of Atahualpa are in Cuzco. You
are the only one who can save the empire. Are you going to
help the Inka when he needs you?”
“If Atahualpa is taken prisoner and I try to rescue him, I
could end up with two enemies: the bearded men and the Inkas.”
“If you don’t fight them, not only the Inkas are going to
lose, but all of you as a race. You need to combine the different
instruments of war that each nation has and confront a modern
army.”
“I know that the ayllos, round stones tied to ropes, are
what the mounted men fear the most. When thrown to a horse
it raps around its legs, and the animal falls.”
“But you are not going to use them, and in a few hours
you will not have a commander-in-chief.”
“I will do what is convenient when the time comes. Go
and comfort the Inka or court the Spaniards. You, as a Man of
the Future, seem to be unable to take sides.”
“Don Francisco, I see that you are ready to exterminate
these credulous people.”
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“Qué vá! We have spent the whole night awake. My priest
has been praying, the cavalry mounted, my infantry defecating
from panic, and you are telling me that we are going to butcher
them? If you don’t know yet, this might be our last night. Let
us follow history that is chiseled in stone by them, and it will
be written with blood by us.”
Atahualpa ordered that six thousand of his men prepare for
the short march. A long road that the ‘Indians’ and mestizos are
still trekking for not knowing what happened to our ancestors,
and why it happened.
Soiled and sleepless, the Spaniards were commending
their soul to the Almighty during a mass officiated by Valverde.
After the communion, the priest gave his sermon:
Christians! You are about to do God’s work.
If you live I will absolve you of all the killing that you will do.
If you die your rewards will be in heaven.
Fear not that the Almighty will protect us.”
The priest’s intentions had not a hint of hypocrisy in what
he was preaching. Even in our times, we are still killing with the
notion that God has created some races or nations to survive
over others. The Spaniards believed that they were on a grand
crusade, and they exalted their cruelty against those who did not
accept their beliefs. Although worlds apart, Atahualpa was no
different than in the Old World. He was also going to sacrifice
the strangers for the same reazons, and ofter them to Inti.
While Atahualpa was going to the plaza, both parties were
sending emissaries to size up each other’s movements. The
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Inka knew of their numbers, but he was not aware of what was
in store for him. The Spaniards feared that Atahualpa could
change his mind and not come to be taken hostage, a decision
that could alter the destiny of both.
“Que pasa! The Inka has stopped. It is noon and this Indian
is taking his time.”
“Capitán! A chasqui has come with a message from the
Inka that he will come tomorrow with armed warriors.”
“Felipillo! Explain the runner that his lord can come as he wishes.”
“Soto, let us send Saldaña as my representative. He is the
youngest and the scrawniest of my soldiers. Atahualpa, after
seeing him, will think that we are not as dangerous.”
The Inka became furious at the sight of the unimposing
emissary. He ordered that his warriors take his sword. Whether
in defiance or out of fear, Saldaña held on to his weapon.
Atahualpa, contrary to what he had seen when Soto and
Hernando went to meet him, thought that perhaps the rest of
the Spaniards were as meek, as the soldier seemed to be. Seeing
the diminute Spaniard trembling for his life, the Inka still
puzzled by his boldness let him go with a message that he would
be in the plaza at sunset. In disbelief, Saldaña left as fast as he
could. Who knows? Perhaps Francisco sent him because he was
an astute soldier. He held to his sword, for what reason? He had
not a chance. That pride comes from their Spanish heritage.
Whether old or poor they maintain their self-importance, and
why we all want to be Spaniards and not ‘Indians’ or mestizos.
“Atahualpa, you have halted your march midway to the
plaza. Have you changed your mind, and perhaps let your
troops fight them?”
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“CunturSoul! I am the Sapa Inka. I do as Inti inspires me.”
“Inka! This is not the time to play with gods, it is a real
war. At least, they see it that way. Once they have you inside
the square, there will not be any action from your people, if
you don’t lift a finger.” The Inka thought that he was prepared
for all eventualities, and he ordered:
“Marca Vilca, send a messenger to tell them that I will
come with unarmed men, and dispatch a chasqui to Rumiñahui
to get ready to catch the mounted men who try to run away.”
“Great Atahualpa, you don’t need to go inside the plaza. I
will take care of them.”
“Cinquinchara, I am a warrior. It wouldn’t be fit not
to be in front of my troops. I want to see the Apu Machu in
person, and impress on him that I am the only lord of the land.
Remember, Huascar is still alive.”
As described by different chroniclers: six or seven thousand
people began the short trek toward the square with all the
pomp befit an emperor. Hundreds of men led the entourage,
clearing the road of debris, followed by dancers and musicians
giving the event a carnivalesque atmosphere while the Inka in
his sumptuous litter was imbibing chicha. Then, the thousands
of warriors wearing checkered-designed uniforms and armed
with ceremonial clubs followed last. Unknowingly, they were
all marching to their final destiny. Atahualpa was thinking
that the strangers perhaps came to celebrate his victory against
Huascar.
In the spiritual history of the Inkas, they believed that alien
beings came to their ancestral lands, and that some day they
would return. Atahualpa was not sure if this was the time, and
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if the bearded men were the ones. A belief not only peculiar
to the Inkas, the Christian world is also waiting for the return
of the Messiah. But deep in our souls we do not want this
to happen, for it will be the final Day of Judgment. It still
remains to be seen what we will do, if He does—and if He
ever comes—will we crucify Him again or receive Him well,
even if he is not God? What are we going to do? We think that
we are too advanced to accept any man-like creature coming
from nowhere and telling us, I am the Redeemer! Can anyone
imagine that?
The ceremonial entourage continued a slow pace through
the narrow streets of the city, arriving to the main square. The
first ones to enter saw an empty and eerie place, but soon the
soft pacing of the carriers of the Inka began to give life to the
site. Finally, his litter came to a stop at the center of the plaza,
while the rest of his entourage kept on coming. Among them,
the lord of Chincha and the nobles of other important cities
transported in their hammocks; then, the stone-faced generals,
followed by their warriors. Once all inside, Atahualpa lifted his
right hand and ordered to halt the entrance of more people to
an already packed enclosure.
“Marca Vilca, where is everybody?”
“Great Atahualpa, the strangers are hiding. Perhaps, they
want a sign from you to come out.” That is exactly what the
Inka wanted to hear. For subservient people will always say what
their superiors want to be told, especially when devastation is
imminent.
“Padre! Your time has come to go to him, and convert that
heathen Indian.”

Huascar - the twelfth Inka: The one who led the empire to its destruction

375

Father Valverde was carrying in his left hand the lance-like
symbol of the cross, and in the other hand the Bible. Perhaps,
how Wiracocha-Pacha-Yachachic was described by the ancestral
Inkas. However, they or their predecessors didn’t know of the
paper or writing, which demonstrates how our history has
been tampered and suggesting that we may have been visited
by no other than the God of the invaders. One wonders what
the Spaniards were doing here, if not to exterminate them?
The emissary of Christ, closely followed by the indispensable
Felipillo, started to approach the Inka.
Surrounded by six thousand ‘heretics’, the priest would
preach Atahualpa through Felipillo in matters that are unknown
to humanity but believed by all, the existence of God. The
exchange of ideas would be the most difficult point to get
across. The Old World language is a learned one, whereas the
Quechua dialect of the Inkas is a breast-fed tongue in which the
heart talks.
The Spaniards would give their Maker one last chance to
avert bloodshed through their proxy Valverde who invoked for
one last miracle, convert Atahualpa. God in His infinite wisdom
would not materialize such a prodigy. However, his followers
would do exactly opposite of what He Himself sacrificed for,
so that we mortals will not have to crucify among ourselves. In
the process, we must have crucified God a thousand times.
The priest began to talk in a slow and calculated manner,
so that he could be clearly understood through his translator
who was looking directly at his former master, and now his
enemy. To the Inka he was just another yanacona-servant, the
very ‘Indian’ that Felipillo was to the Spaniards.
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“Atahualpa! The padre says:
“That in the beginning there was creation by a God who
cannot be seen like Inti is.
“That there are three gods: the Father, the Son, the Holy
Ghost, and all are one God.
“That his Son was crucified to save us from eternal damnation.
“That in the beginning there was a man and a woman who
committed carnal sin, and you must be baptized to redeem yourself
of that original transgression.
“That the God of the Christians has a representative in the
Old World, the Pope, who has instructed the emperors to conquer
the New World, divide the lands among themselves, and spread
Christianity.
“That Carlos V is the Emperor of Spain, if not the world, to
whom you must obey and pay tribute.”
The difficult translation over, and the main points wrongly
put across by Felipillo left the Inka bewildered. The translator
was inept in spiritual matters. Worse yet, he did not understand
the quechua spoken by the nobility, a tongue different than
his, being a northerner long removed from his country and
now in his twenties. To make matters controversial many of
the Spanish words have no equivalent in the Inka idiom, like
baptism, redemption, and many others which to these days
are intermingled with the dialect of the natives. That is why
Felipillo could not explain ‘The Trinity’ of one God. The
Inka understood that ‘three plus one God is four’. However,
Atahualpa was not there to understand the intricacies of their
beliefs or to hear of God-sent-potentates, but to get revenge for
desecrating the only kingdom that he knew, and it was his now.
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“Felipillo! Tell their priest that I don’t understand what
is he is asking me to comprehend: how can it be creation, if
we do not know when it was the beginning? The Sun is in
perpetual motion, and there is no end or beginning in its
endless rotation. Thus, in the beginning there was no creation,
because the beginning was already created in the eternity of the
times. Then he says that there are four divine entities, none of
which can be seen while we can see Inti. More incredible yet,
how is it possible that mere mortals killed the Son of God?
Then, He is not a powerful God. Is He? Ask him.”
“Padre Valverde! This Indian doesn’t want to accept that
your God is the true one.”
“Tell him about the transgression of Adam and Eve, and
why he has to be baptized to clean himself of that original
sin.”
“I will Padre, but that would mean the end to his endless
life of fornications. He is not going to like that.”
“Miserable servant, what did you tell him? I am the one
who is answering, and not you. Explain to the priest that if in
the beginning there was only one man and one woman it is
natural that they had to reproduce. What is this baptism and
redemption all about? I don’t have to be responsible for someone
else’s fornication. Any god would want us to procreate so that
he can have more worshipers, and that is why their priest wants
to convert us. I will not do anything of the sort, let alone be
baptized. As if immersing in water is going to change my belief
in my idols. Inti wants me to fornicate with different women,
so that there are more Sons of the Sun.”
“Padre! He is getting blasphemous.”
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“This damned Indian is going to be burned alive, like
those heretics in the Old World who talk like him. Explain to
him about the pope and the emperor who are on earth. Maybe
that will make more sense to him than talking of the heavens.”
“I will, Father.”
“Yanacona-servant! Ask the priest who is that pope who
dares to divide our lands, and give them away without spilling
one drop of his own blood? Who is this emperor who claims to
be greater than I am? He can be all that he wants to be in his
own dominions, but not here. I will pay tribute to no one!”
Felipillo was out of words. The Inka had rebutted all their
demands. The translator had heard and seen the insolence
of the Inka, and to him it signified his death. Felipillo, had
misinterpreted and told the Inka in a few words what it should
have been explained without any personal rancor. Even if
the Inka understood what the priest was telling him, would
that have prevented ‘Indian’ blood from being shed? Should
Atahualpa have kneeled down to a new God and pay his
respects to the friar? If Atahualpa had accepted their monarch
and pope, would the Spaniards have considered the ‘Indians’
their equals? Only the Almighty would have wanted to be that
way. But we mortals know that it would not have made any
difference, just as it is happening in our days. Nevertheless, the
‘Indians’ of all the Americas are the most devout Christians in
spite of having being forced into a new religion, which they
now defend with the irrationality of their beliefs.
The miracle that would have made the priest pious did
not occur. Atahualpa remained defiant to their God, pope,
and king. Valverde, realizing the futility of his mission, began
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shouting without the translator’s help, so that everybody could
hear his frustration:
“Atahualpa! We have come to offer you eternal salvation.
You heretic! Embrace this cross and accept the word of God
that is written in this book.” While the priest kept pointing to
the Bible, Atahualpa sensed what he was saying. He looked at
the book. To him it was just another object, like many others
brought from the Old World. In rage, Atahualpa stood up and
he responded:
“Priest of the strangers! I am here to recover all that you
have stolen from us, and now you want me to bow to these
two crossed sticks? Give me that black object and let me hear
what it has to tell me, since you say that it is the word of your
God.”
“Hereje! Take the Bible and embrace the Word of God.”
“What is this? It is just a bunch of coca leaves made into
a bundle.” Bringing the book to his ear and upon hearing
nothing, the Inka trew the Bible to the floor.
“Oh! You blasphemous Indian, you will pay for having
desecrated the word of the Almighty. God will be merciless
with you!” Flushed and shaking in fury, the priest turned away
from the Inka, waving the Cross, and while picking up the
Bible, he screamed: “Francisco! Did you see what this heretic
did with the Bible? It is time to teach him who our God is.
Do what you have always done with these Indians! You will be
absolved of the carnage that these savages deserve.”
Having heard and seen what it had occurred, Francisco
came out from hiding, waiving a white handkerchief and
signaling to Pedro de Candia to open fire. At the battle cry of

380

The Holocaust of all Times

Santiago! Santiago! The men mounted on horses adorned with
bells began charging with their sharp lances into the thousands
of people. The foot soldiers with their swords high in the air
followed to the outcry of kill all the infidels! Slaughtering and
maiming the unarmed multitude, while hundreds of their
Yunga Indian allies finished off the wounded and the dying.
In panic, the masses ran to the only two openings, which were
already blocked by mountains of mangled bodies. In their
desperation they pressed against the walls, which fell, and
many escaped to the meadows to be followed by the cavalry.
Meanwhile, Atahualpa’s carriers were barely sustaining the Inka
aloft. Many of them had lost their arms to the cutting swords,
and they were supporting the heavy litter on their shoulders.
The remaining stump of their upper extremities sprayed the
red blood that we all have, while not a single Spaniard had shed
one drop of blue blood, which they claim to have. Who could
describe what happened at that moment in time, let alone me
who is left without any emotions to even understand what the
wrath of God is? With the brutality of all genocides, slashing
and mutilating every unarmed opponent, Francisco made his
way to where the Inka was. In the commotion, the golden litter
began to wobble and Atahualpa fell. The Inka was surrounded
by the Spaniards, who were ready to kill him.
“No! No lo maten! The Inka has to be taken alive or we are
all dead!”
“Alonzo de Mena! Hijo de puta, get your sword out of the
way. Can’t you see that I already have Atahualpa by his hair?
Mierda! You cut my wrist. Go and kill the rest of the Indians,
who are escaping.”

“Atahualpa fell from his litter, and he was surrounded by the Spaniards, who were ready to kill him. Archeologic museum of Pueblo Libre. LimaPerú.
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“Miguel de Estete! Leave his crown-fringe alone. The Inka
is mine, and the empire is ours.”
Out of all the Spaniards, Francisco was the only one who
was injured, and by one of his own men. Their ‘Indian’ allies,
who had fought in a hand-to-hand combat against their own
brothers, were not accounted for in the casualties. No one
would ever know what Atahualpa was thinking, but from that
moment on our fate, as Inkas, ended. To this day, we are the
very ‘Indians’ who lost to the Spaniards.
In the ghostly wheezing winds of the past, anguished voices
of crawling humanity could be heard amidst the apocalyptic
dust of destruction. With the crumbling walls of the plaza, our
Jericho came to pass.
They had massacred the thousands who were inside.
In the open they followed hundreds to their deaths and the
persecution of the ‘Indians’ continues to this day by no other
than their own half brothers, the mestizos. Both becoming the
most humiliated race in the history of mankind.
The Inka had fallen, the empire was without a leader.
In less than one hour, six or seven thousand natives lay dead.
The chroniclers differ and the historians dispute how many
died. Take any number! Who cares for their accuracy? Now
they were just ‘Indians’. One or a thousand of them had no
significance then, it has no meaning now, and it will never have
any importance if we let the world keep on humiliating us.
Thus, in the twilight of one crepuscular Saturday
November 16th, 1532, our demise came to pass. A date that
has been lost in the annals of our forgotten history, as one of
the most disgraceful acts committed by human beings against
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human beings. Five hundred years later, we, as a race, are still
suffering its effects with no end in sight. Can anyone doubt our
holocaust? Why is no one speaking on our behalf, as they do
for others? Why? Why not? Have we not even the dignity to
cry to the four winds, and arouse the ire of the civilized world
for what happened and is happening to all the ‘Indians’ of the
Americas? Such is the essence of our humanity in the emptiness
of our nothingness.
The massacre over, Francisco and Atahualpa sat at the table
to dine. As in the last supper of Christ with his Twelve Apostles,
the Inka will also have his Judas in Felipillo, who would not
treason him with a kiss, but with his tongue. Outside, the stench
of the dead and the cries of the wounded could still be smelled
and heard. To Atahualpa, it was another war lost; for Francisco
just another massacre of ‘Indians’. To them, the fortunes and
misfortunes of genocides were the property of the gods. As far
as the Inka was concerned, the God of the Spaniards had won.
With the mixing of the chicha and wine, a new era had began.
“Felipillo, before you sit at the table of humiliation, I want
to know from you of the events that brought our downfall.
Although, it is too late to change what happened, you and
the priest could have done something to prevent the killing of
your own people. I don’t know whether to pity or despise you,
because you represent what we are. I seem to know you, I am
one of you. Enlighten me on who you were, and I hope to be
wrong about my perception on who we are.”
“Man of the Future, like you, I have also lost my identity.
I don’t know who am I or to whom should I pledge my loyalty.
The Inkas and the Spaniards are the most despicable people I

384

The Holocaust of all Times

know. What am I supposed to do? I am a hostage of both. They
scorn me for what I am, as you have contempt for what I did.
Let me be a translator, and not the arbiter of two bastards who
are intent on taking the little dignity that I have left.”
“I understand, but you could have acted as a neutral
mediator to preserve the survival of your race, and save the
reputation of the Spaniards. Where do you fit in this dilemma?
Our fate is in your tongue.”
“I also don’t know what to think of you. Are you a refined
Indian or a self-centered mestizo? Which one are you? You seem
to talk well of the Spaniards and of the Indians, albeit with
some irony in between the lines for both. What happened to
us, nobody could have prevented. Your inability to forget the
anguished past is the reason for your perpetual melancholy. Yes!
What I translated in the plaza, I may have altered. But, you
should know that the Inka lords subjugated my people. Even
now, Atahualpa treats me like a yanacona-servant knowing well
that I have learned the manners of the Old World.”
“Felipillo, it is not enough to imitate the ways of other
nations. More important is to follow their highest ideals for the
good of all.”
“CondorSoul, all I have learned from the Spaniard is
treachery, avarice, and discrimination. It was not easy for me
to be in Spain; I was treated as a curiosity. In other words, like
an Indian. That is the image that I would like to erase, but
Atahualpa treats me worse than they do. If he could, he would
have me killed. He is no better than the Spaniards are. You are
right in saying that his future is in my tongue, and that is the
way it is going to be between the two of us.”
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“Can’t you see that this is a matter beyond you and him? It
is all about the survival of our race. What you say or do in malice
will have atrocious consequences long after you are gone, and
for generations to come. That is why we must reconcile our
historical blunders, so that our ancestors, in the dust of their
bones, can mend their deeds and we, their descendants, remake
ourselves while we are still alive.”
“I can see what our history has done to you. Why don’t you
do like I did? Join the ones who are in power, and forget about
the Indians of the past or of the present like all the people of
your times do.”
“Felipillo, you who have lived with them, you could
have felt the essence of El Cid who was loyal to king and
country even if he was banished from his beloved Burgos;
immerse in the soul of Cervantes who tried to mend the
wrongs of mankind, even if they laughed of his Quixote or
kept allegiance to your own people, like our own Garcilaso
de la Vega who never denied his Inka heritage. As you can
see, in the land of Spain, as in other nations, there are men of
thought. But, like in your times, humanity does not follow
the ideals of great thinkers.”
“Man of the Future, the people whom I dealt with were
fortune seekers. My way of thinking was theirs. I don’t know
how to read or write, I learned Spanish by listening. What do
you expect from me?”
“Felipillo, I only hope that in the inertness of your being,
you accept your own people, or are you like many of us who in
spite of having gone to foreign soils have remained an enemy
of our race?”
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“You mean like you who in every line that you write is
an affront to your people, and the very place where you were
born? That Quixote of whom you are taking about never
righted the wrongs of his own people and you, a half-ass
Indian, want to do what better men couldn’t accomplish
with their ingenuity. Regardless of your empty rhetoric,
Atahualpa is going to pay for what he has done to my nation,
and don Francisco is going to appreciate me. Just wait and
see!”
“Then join Francisco with his guest, and let us hear how
our destiny is going to be played with the game of words among
the three of you. I imagine that being impartial must have been
difficult, and you should not to be faulted for what happened.
For whether you meant well or ill, the Spaniards knew what
they were going to do with us.”
It was still Saturday, when another atrocity was going to
be committed in the black legend of the Spaniards. Atahualpa
was shackled with chains of iron, to him an unknown metal
and more valuable than gold. However, and soon, he would
find out that golden chains should have been proper for a
man of his rank or better yet, no chains at all—for he was a
king. At a quickly made table, the interpreter sat in between
Atahualpa and Francisco. They were face to face as equals.
But as far as the Inka was concerned, he was against the two,
although Felipillo didn’t belong to either: the Inka’s nobility
or the Spaniard’s cast. He was considered lower than an
‘Indian’ in the eyes of both.
“Felipillo! Tell the Inka not to feel bad for what happened
today and…”
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“…Atahualpa, the Apu Machu says that you were fighting
against a few men of great courage, and you should not be
ashamed that you have lost the battle.”
“Yanacona-servant! Tell the Apu Machu that I came with
unarmed men. He calls that an army? I entered the plaza in
good faith; now I am his prisoner. I didn’t let him come all the
way to Cajamarca to fight against him. If that would have been
the case, I could have decimated his forces in the cordilleras
under my general Rumiñahui who wanted to kill all of them.”
“Capito! Atahualpa says that you have betrayed him…”
“…Tell this heretic that he was not coming in good will.
He was not a man to be trusted, but to be feared.”
“Atahualpa, the Apu Machu says that you have committed
many crimes…”
“…I am the lord of the land. I don’t tell his emperor what
to do with his subjects.”
“Capito, he says that not your king or the Pope can tell
him what to do with his people.”
“Explain to him that I don’t kill Indians unless they resist
me. Even then I am more merciful than he would have been with
us if I had lost, and we still don’t know where Rumiñahui is.”
“The Old Man says that you still have forces to attack
them”
“Tell the Apu Machu that he doesn’t have to worry about
his safety, as long as he keeps me alive. I know he could have
killed me, but he saved me from his own men. I think there
should be some trust between the two of us.”
“Then translate to him that he will have all his women and
means of communication, until I decide what to do with him.”
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“Capito! Atahualpa says that your word is only of value if
gold is given to you, and that you are going to die.”
“This discussion and dinner has ended! We will see which
one of us is going to lose his life first.”
After that turbulent evening, the victors searched among
the dead and the dying for the spoils of war. Then they began
ransacking the palaces and temples of all the gold and silver.
The heavy litter of the Inka alone equaled the empty coffers
of the crown, and from that moment on they would be filled
with the sweat of our slavery for centuries to come. While the
surviving natives were witnessing, the Spaniards were raping
the young women and girls. Where in the history of mankind
has a civilization fallen so suddenly and so mercilessly? It
could only have happened in the Americas, the cradle of all
unsung holocausts. Will the ‘Indians’ rise some day? Only
God, who brought us our misery, knows that our deliverance
will not come from the heavens; it will have to happen on
earth. But, by whom? Whoever that person is, he or she must
feel the pain of what happened to our ancestors and what is
happening to their descendants. Unfortunately, we have had
whites, mestizos, and ‘Indians’ in the seat of power, but to no
avail. No one can change what ails our souls, which is the
disdain that we all have for the ‘Indian’ blood that runs in our
living carcasses.
In the dawn of a new day, the beginning of a new era had
begun. When Christ died they called that day ‘Good Friday’,
an appropriate name for a day of mourning. Should we call
a ‘Good Saturday’ the moment the Inka civilization ended?
That would be the time when we, ‘Indians’ and mestizos alike,
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will be finally united. But we don’t even remember when our
end came to pass, let alone commemorate what happened to
us not so long ago. That date has no meaning in our souls,
and why every rising of the sun is a ‘Bad Saturday’ for us.
The Spaniards had taken Atahualpa hostage, and he had
Huascar captive. From there on, their confrontations would be
wars of deception among the three of them: Francisco would
outsmart the two Inkas for gold, and the two brothers would
try to outdo each other to save their lives.
Would Francisco let Atahualpa continue as the lord of the
land? That could be dangerous. Would Atahualpa allow Huascar
fight the invaders? That would have been ideal. But it did not
happen that way, because it is not in us to fight for our own
survival. Instead, both tried to ally with their exterminators.
Ever since, the vultures of the civilized world have descended
to feast on the carcass of what we were, and we still live in the
pestilence of their greed. There is no end to our saga; we will
always be hostages to those tragic events. What happened to all
the Indians of the Americas is written in volumes that corrode
the soul of those who read our sorrowful past.
Perhaps, I should end with the twelfth and legitimate
emperor, Huascar. However, his brother changed our destiny.
Not to be sacrilegious at the comparison, we have come close
in numbers to the Christians of antiquity with their twelve
apostles and the thirteenth, Jesus, who was crucified for the
salvation of men. But Atahualpa, the thirteenth Inka was no
Christ; he was a man of flesh and bones who was sacrificed for
the greed of men, and we have no Messiah to redeem us from
our ongoing holocaust.
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Atahualpa’s curiosity satisfied, he finally understood that the
strangers were not the Wiracocha-demigods, but men like him.
The Spaniards came to conquer the Inkas, just like Atahualpa
went south to subdue Huascar. But the Inka’s conflict was for
the dominance of the Andean world, unlike the invaders who
had come to the New Continent to aggrandize their hegemony.
Now, all humanity is flourishing on the ashes of our ancestors,
fertilized with the blood of the ‘Indians’ of all the Americas.
With that thought in mind I return to my routine of
doctoring children and ask myself, what am I writing? Is it
I or could it be the soul of my ancestors who are doing it for
me? Am I thinking of myself as their deliverer? What a fancy
of mine that a mestizo with a scanty white beard could be the
Moses of the ‘Indians’. Pensive, I question why this outpouring
of self-crucifixion? Maybe, I am trying to instigate bloodshed
through my writing and not human enough to forget the past.
My claim to the redemption of the ‘Indians’ is so sterile that I
don’t even use my fist to grapple the pen and feel the pain of
my toil. Instead, I edge the cryptic nebulous dots of my past
onto the screen of the future, for what purpose? I do not know.
Let us continue with our history which is no longer that of the
Inkas, but of the ‘Indians’ and the mestizos.
“Don Francisco you are now the governor of Nueva
Castilla. You had your first supper with the Inka, and the last
for the ‘Indians’ with the Spaniards. It is time for you to hang
the innocent.”
“CondorSoul, to whom do you refer?”
“I am referring to Atahualpa. His innocence makes him
in the image of Christ, and you the executiner of both. For
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neither the Inka nor the Son of God should have ever been
martyrs.”
“What an insolence to compare Atahualpa to our
Redeemer. What we are about to do with him is His will.”
“Don Francisco, the almighty has nothing to do with your
inequities. That’s why I want to believe in God in spite of what
we humans are capable of doing to each other.”
“Coño! I thought you didn’t accept the existence of a
Supreme Being.”
“Yes! I do, but not for the reasons that you believe in Him.
You think that you are going to occupy the empire for the glory
of God, just like the Moors who occupied Spain by the will of
Allah. However, you expelled them from your lands, and now
you have come to impose your beliefs on us for the rest of our
humanity. What are we going to do? We have no more gods
left, but yours.”
The drama of our tragedy began to be played by the principal
actors: Francisco and Atahualpa. The translator would be the
director of the script. Francisco would ask Atahualpa about the war
against Huascar, but their conversations invariably ended with the
question of where most of the gold was. The Inka realizing that
the Spaniards adored gold more than their God, it became clear
to him that the way to conquer them was with gold, something
that he had, and regain his freedom through reciprocity.
“Capito! Atahualpa says that he has all the gold there is,
and he can give it to whomever he wishes.”
“Felipillo, he is finding out that what we want the most is
gold. Did you tell him that anyone can do whatever one wants,
if one has it?”
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“Capito, to them gold represents the tears of Inti. But he
now understands that it is more valuable than that. I think he
has something in mind.”
“What! Have you ever heard if these Indians pay ransom
for their freedom?”
“No, capito, they use women to solidify their alliances.”
“Their women we have. He seems to hint that he can give gold
for his freedom, and that person has to be me. Are you correct in
translating what he is saying? You also value women more than gold?”
Thoughtful of the discussion, Pizarro left Atahualpa’s
detention house that is still standing, with some remnants of
red paint at the midpoint of the stone walls.
Upon hearing that the strangers wanted gold for his release,
the Inka nobles thought that their horses also craved for silver
since the animals kept on chewing their iron bits, and how
historians in all epochs belittles the ‘Indians’.
How to get more gold was the primary objective of the
Spaniards, Atahualpa’s how to regain his freedom. Both would
try to outsmart each other for their intentions.
“Atahualpa, when is your brother coming? We must
continue to Cuzco.”
“Apu Machu, if gold is what you want, I can order it to be
brought here. Why go to Cuzco or wait for Huascar to come to
Cajamarca?”
“Atahualpa! We also have to take possession of the land for
the king and the pope.”
“No, you and your men are searching for more gold. I told
Felipillo that you can have all the gold there is without having
to travel long distances.”
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“Felipillo, are you translating correctly? You seem to be
distracted with his favorite concubine. Don’t you dare to touch
any of his women! He will be furious with us for allowing that
to happen. There are a lot of Indian girls; you can have any one
of them for your pleasure.”
“Capito! We also love a woman with the same passion that
you have for gold.”
“Indiano, don’t involve us with your personal feelings
if you have any. You said that Atahualpa could bring all the
gold that there is in the empire. Ask him what does he want in
return, his liberty? He is cunning. He has even learned to play
chess, and he is good at it for an Indian.”
“Yanacona Felipillo, what did he say? Your master seems
to indicate that we are coming to some mutual agreement. Tell
him that I will stand tiptoe, raise my arm as much as I can, and
trace a red line to mark how high I will fill the room with gold
and twice that amount with silver.”
“Felipillo! Did I see well what he did, and heard correctly
what he said?”
“Yes! Don Francisco. All that gold and silver for his
freedom. You have heard what he said, and there is no need to
translate what you saw. Yes, that high!”
“Hernando! Measure this room. Atahualpa said that he
will fill it with gold in exchange for his liberty.”
“Yah, and with that gold our demise! Francisco, this Indian
is free and we are all dead. Nevertheless, let us measure it. His
prison is twenty-two feet long, and seventeen feet wide. You
said that he stood on his toes with his right arm outstretched,
which is approximately nine feet high. He is taller than most
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Indians, and that is good for us. If he fills the room, as he said,
we will be the richest men on earth. Who told him the idea
of ransoming? These Indians don’t know the refinements of
paying for their lives, they only know death.”
“Hernando! Don’t underestimate his intelligence; he has
even beaten Soto at the game of chess many times. Call my
Notary to draw up a contract, before Atahualpa changes his
mind.”
“Felipillo, tell Atahualpa that I will give him two months to
fill the room. To expedite, they can bring the golden objects as
they are. Afterwards, we will melt them. We are not interested
in their works of art. To us gold is gold, and better if it is duro
and hard.”
Two people who didn’t know how to read or write signed
the contract with an X, for in matters of avarice neither one is
needed. The ransom would be the richest ever paid in history,
and it is not even recorded in the Guinness Book of World Records.
Another example of how the ‘Indians’ are excluded even in the
most trivial of books.
The Inkas had enough gold to fill the empty coffers of
the Old World, which made it possible for those countries
to emerge out of the Dark Ages. Is anyone speaking for the
natives of all the Americas? No! They are irrelevant to a world
that advances materially.
To the Spaniards disbelief, Atahualpa gave orders to fill the
room with treasure. Time was of the essence. We are not sure
when the ransom was to be fulfilled. It was early December
1532; the next two months would be crucial for Atahualpa’s
freedom, and Francisco’s credibility with the contract.
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Although the Inka was in prison there was no disruption
in the empire; his subjects kept working in their fields to keep
the masses fed.
Meantime, Cuzco was still shaken by the terror inflicted
by the high priest of Atahualpa. Out of this anomaly
another type of intrigue ensued between the northerners
and the southerners: both would try to form alliances with
the Spaniards. It is possible that Huascar’s followers thought
that the invaders were the true Wiracochas, after all they
had just taken prisoner the man who defeated them, just
as Atahualpa believed that at one time the strangers were
demigods who were coming to celebrate his victory. Hate
prevented them from putting their passions aside to fight a
common enemy.
Knowing that there was more gold to be had after the
ransom was completed, the Spaniards were becoming restless
for more. While they waited, they feasted on the brains and
hearts of llamas, the favorite staple of the Inka nobility, killing
150 a day for the 177 of them. Soon the empire would be
without these animals, just as the early immigrants to North
America, who almost exterminated the buffalo, using them as
shooting targets and not for food. The original inhabitants of
all the Americas had a greater sense of ecological preservation
and they would not only lose their riches, but their very means
of subsistence. As time passed the translators were not essential,
they had very little to say. The Spaniards wanted more gold,
Atahualpa his freedom, and Huascar his life.
“Atahualpa! My people are getting worried that you are
delaying the contract in order to attack us.”
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“Apu Machu, if you don’t trust me, you can send envoys to
collect more gold from Pachacamac and Cuzco.”
“Are you insinuating that I send my men, knowing that I
cannot spare any one of them?”
“If you want gold to be brought faster, send someone to
Pachacamac, which is closer.” While these events were taking
place in the north, in the Sacred City, Cusi Yupanque gave
orders that Challco Chima take Huascar with his family to
Cajamarca and let Atahualpa decide his bother’s fate. The
defeated Inka would not be traveling in a golden litter. Instead,
he would be pulled by leather straps that made its way into
his flesh. As the gruesome party traveled north, the news of
the Spaniards were no longer rumors. Huascar thought that he
would soon be freed by them.
“Hernando! Go to Pachacamac. Find out if what Atahualpa
is saying is true.”
“Francisco! You are sending me because Almagro will be
arriving and you will give him part of the ransom? I’ll be back
with the booty, but he will have none of it.”
“Hernando! My partner is coming with more troops
so that we can proceed to Cuzco. Can’t you understand
that?”
“What do you need Almagro for? We are doing well without
him. If he comes, we have to share the gold with the rest of
his soldiers. He has not done much for the conquest, other
than getting us in debt and trying to sabotage the expedition.
Someday, I will kill that one-eyed jackass.”
“Atahualpa! I will send my brother. I want all assurances
for his safety. If something happens to him, you will die.”
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“Apu Machu! All he needs is one of the tassels of my crown
as a passport for his safety. The nobles of Pachacamac, who are
here, will guide your brother Hernando Pizarro.”
The Inka admonished the nobles of Pachacamac to take the
strangers to their sanctuary, and not to deceive them by hiding
the treasures. Their lives were at stake, if they did otherwise.
“Felipillo, what is Atahualpa telling them?”
“Capito, exactly what you want to hear. He, himself,
distrusts the nobles of Pachacamac. Do not fear, they will do as
Atahualpa has ordered.”
With twenty horsemen, nine infantrymen, and a escort
of thousands of porters, Hernando Pizarro left Cajamarca on
January 5th, 1533. It took them three weeks to descend from
the Andes to the coast. Marching on the driest deserts they
passed the future City of Kings, Lima, arriving one week later
to the outskirts of Pachacamac. The gold-seekers decided to
camp the night on the sand dunes close to the Sanctuary. The
next day, early in the morning, they were welcomed by tremors
that shook the earth and infuriated the oceans. Perhaps an
omen of the idol of Pachacamac that was going to meet its end
against a God from the Old World, and become another empty
concept in the minds of credulous people.
“Francisquillo, are these temblors the works of their
idol?”
“No, Don Hernando! You are in the land of earthquakes.
Only the priests of this sanctuary know how to appease the
unknown forces that causes these calamities.”
“Who else, but them? Just like our priests. Let us go to the
sanctuary and see who is this idol that shakes the world.”
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“Don Hernando, they will not let you enter their Sacred
place without first fasting, which can take days if not weeks.”
“Francisquillo! I did not travel this far to be turned away
at the doors of a false god. I am going to climb to the chambers
of that idol, even if the shamans don’t want me to.”
Walking through prohibited passages and climbing
unending stairs, the Spaniards made their way to the top of the
pyramid-like structure. From high above they could see the sun
on its way to the horizon, a breath-taking view that astonished
them. As the fresh breeze of the ocean came their way, they also
sensed the putrid smell of sacrificial offerings that emanated
from the dark chambers of the sanctuary, reminding them of
their own demise; for whether human or beast, the stench of
death is the same.
Two old priests implored the strangers not to enter the forbidden
sanctum. The Spaniards curiously examined the entrance, which
was covered by a curtain of precious stones. Eager to see what was
inside, they abruptly made their way into the shrine.
“Mierda! There is nothing here but a wooden effigy of an
ugly creature. They call this idol the Creator of All? It is not
even made of gold. Atahualpa knew it all along, and that is why
he sent us here. Destroy this worthless effigy, and place our
cross on top of the sanctuary for all to see the God that they
now have to worship.” Thus, another symbol of Christianity
was forced on their lands. The usurpers began collecting the
few pieces of gold and silver of the desecrated and now open
chamber. Hardly what they had expected. Not to be defrauded,
the Spaniards stayed long enough to obtain gold from the
surrounding communities.

Idol of Pachacamac. “There is nothing here but a wooden effigy of an ugly creature. They call this the
Creator of All? It is not even made of gold.” Archeologic museum of Pueblo Libre. Lima-Perú.
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Hernando left Pachacamac on his way to Cajamarca.
Midway in his march, he received a message from Francisco
that he should go to Jauja, in the Andes, where Huascar and his
captor Challco Chima were and bring both of them to him.
Francisco had also sent a second party to Cuzco under the
command of Pedro de Monger, Martin Bueno, and Juan de
Zarate. In their way south, the three Spaniards encountered
Challco Chima and his hostage. Huascar, who no longer
looked like a king but more like a beggar, had his first view of
the strangers. To him they were the Wiracochas, including their
black slave. The deposed emperor talked to them not as he
would have done in the past when addressing his subjects, but
on his knees:
“Wiracochas! Please save me from the Quitos. You don’t
have to go to Cuzco. I will give you all the gold that you want.
I am the Sapa Inka, take me to see your Apu Machu.”
“Who is this wretched man, who calls himself the lord
of the land? How could he be king, let alone give us gold?
Tell this miserable Indian that we have explicit orders to go to
the Imperial City. Perhaps, on our way back, we can take him
to Cajamarca.” The envoys continued, leaving Huascar at the
mercy of his captor.
“Huascar, my son! Nobody is going to believe that you are
the Son of the Sun.”
“Mother! Atahualpa is also a prisoner, and he is using all
my gold to gain his freedom. I know that I could convince
the strangers otherwise, if they take me to Cajamarca.” Only
this time Huascar met the Spaniards, unaware that his end was
near. Meanwhile in Cuzco, Quizquiz, after seeing the tassel
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of Atahualpa’s crown, reluctantly received the four men. I say
four, because the man of color should be mentioned as one of
the invading forces.
“Compañeros, look! This city is covered with gold. Nothing
compares to what we have so far seen. Maybe that beggar, who
called himself the Inka lord, was right in saying that all the gold
is in Cuzco and that he was the owner of all that there is in the
empire.”
“Monguer, perhaps we should have helped him. That
general Challco Chima was harsh on him and his family. These
Indians can be cruel even to their own kings.”
“Martin! Look at the black man awed at all that he sees.
He wished he could get some of that gold, but at least he can
have their women.”
“Zarate! Pizarro ordered not to take any liberties with the
women, so that when he comes they will receive him well.”
“Monguer, we don’t have to obey everything the captain
said. He knew we were expendable, and that is why he sent us
here.” The Spaniards were treated better than they would have
in their own homeland. Ever since, any foreigner who comes to
the New World or anyone who can diminish the dignity of the
‘Indians’ is considered superior to them, a don.
With the help of the natives, they started to remove the
golden plates, which covered the walls of the temples. They
would also remove the jewelry of the mummies against the
protests of their caretakers. These were the same clans that
Huascar wanted to do away with to secure his lordship. Now
the strangers were doing what he couldn’t, when he was the
lord of the land.
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The empire had a new master who had come to usurp
what was not theirs. A mentality of misappropriation that is
still been practiced in Perú at all levels of society by people
who have no greater ideals than to benefit themselves, and
not for the common good. If anyone doubts this, just look
how the ‘Indians’ live in spite of the riches of the land that is
possessed by the very few, and why any well-to-do individual
invariably acquired their wealth through extortion of their own
compatriots.
While the two expeditions were collecting and bringing
the gold, the Spaniards waited impatiently for the room to be
filled with the ransom. Albeit, all in a mood of festivity while
siring the new children of Perú who no longer were the Sons of
the Sun, but the ungrateful bastards who despise their ‘Indian’
blood.
Atahualpa, although in chains, enjoyed all the comforts in
his prison and the pleasure of his women. He was fond of Inti
Palla, the youngest and the most beautiful of all his concubines,
and soon to be the seed of discord between an all-powerful
Inka and a refined ‘Indian’.
Gold and silver kept on coming from all over the empire
to free Atahualpa, but also to restore the kingdom to Huascar.
Pizarro didn’t know whom to ally with, and he opted to wait
for the arrival of Huascar. Atahualpa, aware of this, sent orders
to Challco Chima to halt his trip to Cajamarca until he knew
what Francisco had in mind with the two Inka lords who had
offered him the same fortunes.
“Atahualpa, why are you sad?” The Inka responded with a
lie.
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“Apu Machu, I feel despondent because of the news I have
just received. Chalco Chima has killed Huascar, whom I was so
anxious to see. I know that you will hold me responsible.”
Pizarro, who was as deceiving as Atahualpa, thought
nothing of Huascar’s death. Pizarro knew that with the death
of the last legitimate Inka he could choose a sovereign not as
powerful and continue with the conquest.
“Atahualpa! If you didn’t order to kill your brother, finish
your part of the contract, and we will go to Cuzco to crown you.”
Upon hearing the positive response of Francisco, Atahualpa
sent a secret envoy to tell Challco Chima to kill Huascar before
Hernando Pizarro arrived in Jauja. Atahualpa was aware that
once his brother was out of the way, he could deal with Pizarro
as the undisputed lord. The messenger arrived with the lethal
orders of Atahualpa, and that Challco Chima should carry out
as if it were of his own initiative. The general proceeded to give
the final blow to his royal prisoner.
“Atahualpa, what am I doing here? I have been so involved
with your schemes that I have forgotten of Huascar’s fate.”
“CunturSoul, the end of the empire is near and Huascar’s
demise is even closer.”
“Can’t you understand the historical consequences of what
you are about to do, regardless of what happens to either one of
you?”
“Man of the Future, men will always live for their own
self-interests. We were not different, even you are here for your
own good.”
“Inka, as individuals we can elect what is best for us. But
as a race or as a nation we are no longer free to choose for
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ourselves. You should have joined with your people, even if
they were your enemies, and fight for your collective survival.”
“CunturSoul, if Huascar had acceded to my petitions, we
would now be fighting the bearded men. Instead, he is fighting
against me while I am in prison.”
“Can’t you see that if you are a captive of the strangers and
Huascar is your prisoner, both of you are their hostages? If you
die as enemies, the empire will fall. War is all about personal
sacrifices, but the desire for power made you act otherwise. As it
is, your descendants are only able to survive as individuals and
not as a united nation.” In these his last moments, I encounter
Atahualpa’s brother.
“Huascar! You have been humbled to the core of your soul.
You represent the end of what we were.”
“Oh! Man of the Future, look at me, and you will see what
we are capable of doing to ourselves.”
“Inka, sometimes we have to get down to the gutter of our
lives to feel in the depths of our souls the power to move the
scales of justice.”
“CunturSoul! Do not speak to me of righteousness. In
my wretched existence there is a hurricane of hate for all that
is good in us. Open my wounds, but do not expose my fallen
soul that it will never rise again.”
“Huascar, for the last time talk to us, even if the roar of the
river below drowns your words and deafens our ears.” Huascar
speaks:
My descendants! From my world of perpetual penitence,
I implore you to unite in spirit,
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And break the shackles of your heritage.
If you don’t, you will live forever in the misery of our own doings.”
Finishing these poignant words, Huascar’s was killed and
his remains were thrown to the Andamarca river, disappearing
in the turbulence of our times on march of 1533. Like his killers
who washed their hands of his blood, we must also cleanse
our past and strive to be what we never were, a people kind
to ourselves. My soul search with Huascar had ended. Now I
know what happened to us, and why.
Is this the final trek of my trip? No! Our quest must go on,
until we are one spiritual family. For the saga of the Inkas will
continue, unless we end it ourselves. I will stride the last stretch
of my journey to get to the soul of Atahualpa, for only the dead
can hear of our adversities and through them we can forsee our
future.
After Huascar’s fatal event, Chalco Chima had two options:
he either unites the leaderless factions and fights the invaders, or
worse, joins the usurpers to suppress his own people. Perhaps,
he tried to do both. He had no other choice. Although free, he
was a prisoner of conqueror and conquered.
Meanwhile, in Panamá, Almagro had been able to
convince two hundred men to come for the conquest of Perú,
not knowing that Francisco had already taken Cajamarca.
They navigated under an inexperienced pilot, arriving at
the northern tip of the empire, where Almagro learned
that, indeed, his partner had found what they were looking
for so long. Hernando in his return from Pachacamac has
problems.
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“Francisquillo, our horses are shoeless and we have no more
iron to make them. We have to climb these high mountains on
foot.”
“Don Hernando! We are taking hundreds of llamas loaded
with silver, why not use that useless metal to make horseshoes?”
Having shoed the horses with silver fittings, the Spanish
expedition climbed the Andes to Jauja. Challco Chima was
causing terror in the land of the Huancas, their historical
enemies, who allied with the conquerors, and they humiliated
Challco Chima. Although, the Inka general could have
decimated both, he had orders not to fight the Spaniards.
“Francisquillo, we have to take Challco Chima to Cajamarca
as ordered by Francisco. He has a powerful army, and there are
rumors that he has killed Atahualpa’s brother. We are not in a
position to fight him, even if the Huancas are with us.”
“Don Hernando, just tell him that Atahualpa wants him
back in Cajamarca. He will do anything that the Inka orders. It
should not be difficult for you to lie to him.”
“Be careful how you answer me. Although you are a refined
Indian, you are still what they are.”
“I am trying to forget that I am one of them. Otherwise,
why help you if not to dissociate myself from these Indians.”
“It is incredible that you Indians despise your own kind.
Unlike us who we will always be proud to be Spaniards.”
“That is why I want to be one of you. But you don’t accept
us, even if we serve you against our own people and try to be
like you.”
“Francisquillo! We will always treat the Indians the same,
whether they dress or talk like we do.”
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“Then my face denounces that I am an Indian?”
“No! It is your soul that divulges who you are, for being
ashamed of your race. Enough of this conversation. Translate
to this criminal dog that he must come with us to Cajamarca.”
“Challco Chima! The Wiracocha says …”
“…You miserable Yanacona! Don’t you address me by my
name. I am a general. When you talk to me, bow your head as
you do for the strangers.”
“Don Hernando, he will not come. He has threatened me
with my life.”
“Then tell him that his lord wants him to come to celebrate
his freedom and coronation.”
“Felipillo! Atahualpa said to wait for further orders. But if
what the stranger is saying is true, I will go to Cajamarca.”
Challco Chima, without knowing what was happening in
Cajamarca, went with Hernando. With the arrival of all parties,
the triad of deceit began: Hernando and Almagro’s mutual hate
for each other, Atahualpa’s distrust of Francisco’s promises for
his liberty, and the Spaniard’s fears of a revolt of Atahualpa’s
troops. Something had to give, and ever since then Perú has
not trusted even its own sons, who leave in masses to other
lands to find new horizons.
“CunturSoul, I cannot believe that my greatest general is
here. He was my only salvation, and with him all hopes of
recovering the empire have vanished. He too has fallen into the
trap of the bearded men. I am doomed!”
“Yes! You are. Because, you treated your people like
children, and children don’t think for themselves. If the Inka
lords led their subjects as men of free will, Challco Chima
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would have acted accordingly. Instead, you were the ones
thinking for them which is where you Inkas failed, and we are
dismally failing under leaders who treat their own citizens no
better than you did.”
The Inka received the general, who humbly approached
him carrying a symbolic load of wood on his back. Atahualpa’s
eyes centered on his general, who didn’t dare to look directly
at him. Kissing the Sapa Inka’s chained feet, Challco Chima
realized that both were prisoners. All his lord could do was
to feign joy in seeing him, and use Challco Chima to his
advantage. Atahualpa knew that any powerful man in between
him and his captors should be done away with, so that he could
remain the sole power broker.
“Challco Chima, how did you fall into their hands?”
“Great Atahualpa, the brother of the Apu Machu told me
that you had ordered that I should come to celebrate your
coronation. I had no other choice but to oblige to such a great
event. Now I see by the weight of your chains the futility of any
attempts to free you. Tell me, how did you get into this situation
against an insignificant number of men? For Wiracochas they
are not. You had Rumiñahui to protect you.”
“I know. He had orders to kill the strangers who were
escaping. Instead, our people were the one’s running away.
Perhaps he didn’t know what to do on account of my safety,
but he could have done something.”
“That Quito general always thought differently than us.
He must have had plans of his own after your capture.”
“Careful that these walls have ears and eyes. Everything I
say or do is heard by the translators and seen by the foreigners.
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But with every day that passes we get to know of their frailties,
as the mortals they are and not the demigods that we thought
they were. I am the only link to their salvation, and that is
why they can’t determine what to do with me. They are also
finding out that my enemies are not only them, but my people
who have seen in the strangers another master more powerful
than I am. We must seek ways to gain our freedom without the
support of our own, but with the help of the bearded men. For
that, we have to rely on their greed. However, I feel that once
they have what they want they might not honor their word,
and decide our future with the help of our compatriots.”
Challco Chima understood that Atahualpa was no longer
the commander-in-chief, but a puppet of an enemy with an
advanced technology for war. With no new weapons or ways
to fight the invaders, the great and last general gazed at the
hecatomb. He could hear the music played by the Spaniard’s
guitars that had the haunting sounds of trickling water that
would destroy the Inka spirit drop by drop in the centuries to
come.
“Almagro arrived to Cajamarca with more troops and
horses.
“Wiracochas, Soto and Hernando, why are you bringing
more soldiers and horses? I thought that once you obtained all
the gold for my liberty, you would leave.”
“Atahualpa, nobility is more about retaining that status.
For that to happen, one has to know whom to ally with. We
want to help you against your own enemies, who are making
contact with us. You are in friendlier hands with the Spaniards,
and why we are getting more reinforcements.”
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“I only hope that in my moments of need, both of you will
be here.”
The parties, civilized or not, began to concoct their own
games of deception. The novelty of the conquest and the riches
that kept on coming were already an old story. Some wanted to
get their share and return to Spain before being buried in silver
coffins. But, most wanted to go to Cuzco to get more gold and
solidify the invasion.
It was already May 1533; the two months allotted to
fill the room with treasure had long expired. Everybody was
anxious; they felt that the Inka was delaying on purpose to get
rid of them.
“Capitán, we feel that Atahualpa has already filled the
room to the mark that he had traced. There is enough gold and
silver to be distribuited. Many of us want to return to Spain
and enjoy the fruits of our adventure.”
“Soldiers! I hear you. I will make good on my promise.”
“Francisco! Not all the gold that is coming is for
Atahualpa’s freedom; some is to save Huascar’s life and that
cannot be counted as part of the ransom. As the treasurer of
the crown, I have to keep track of what is Atahualpa’s and what
is his brother’s. Almagro’s men should receive part of Huascar’s
treasure.”
“Riquelme, we will melt all the gold and silver objects that
so far have been collected. As a man of finances, I will let you
divide what belongs to the king and our part. I don’t want any
man who soiled his pants to be discontented with his share.”
With the frigid air of the Andes warmed by the exhaled
breath of the natives, they begun to heat the clay furnaces,

With the frigid air of the Andes warmed by the exhaled breath of the natives, they begun to heat the
clay furnaces and melt the thousands of exquisitely crafted objects into ingots of gold and silver, sparing
only a few fine pieces of art for the delight of the king of Spain. Arqueologic museum of Pueblo Libre,
Lima-Perú.
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melting the thousands of exquisitely crafted objects, sparing a
few fine pieces of art for the delight of Carlos V.
“Hernando! Take the royal fith to the king, and honor our
family name with the treasure. You will receive what is due to
you, I have kept my promise that I would make you rich.” His
brother left to Spain.
The distribution among the troops would be the greatest
feast of greed in the history of mankind. Their days were
spent fighting among themselves for any minute piece of
gold that could be acquired. The disbursement was according
to the possession of a horse or any instrument of war that
expeditiously caused the death of a greater number of ‘Indians’.
The chroniclers and historians mingle the different units of
weights and currency used in those days—arrobas, quintales,
marcos, ducados—which have no meaning in our present.
Perhaps a way to describe the ransom is to compare it to the
gold kept in the United States at Fort Knox, or obtain all that
amount in the mines that are still been mined 500 years later
causing the death of millions of natives.
So much gold was coming that it was impossible to keep
accurate records, because the Spaniards would steal or conceal
the metal. All the riches taken to Europe filled the gutters of
their avariciousness, making it possible to begin their industrial
revolution. What did we, natives of the New World, get in
return? The degradation of our race, and the humiliating name
of ‘Indian’. If that is not a holocaust, then what is? That is
why humanity has to restore what we lost in our souls and not
the gold that has been ingested, digested, and all the ‘Indians’
are getting is the yellow shit of their greed. Let the Old World
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keep what they took from our continent, and mankind give us
back our dignity, which weighs more than the fucking fortunes
stolen from us.
So much gold and silver was distributed that even the
ones who received the smallest share were rich enough to lend
money to the crown. Almagro and his men received nothing,
and if they did it was only to pay their expenses for what they
brought to continue with the conquest.
Of personal interest, Cieza tells us that of the 86 cavalry
men, one of them was Hernan Sánchez, and of the 160 men on
foot: Bartolomé Sánchez, Lazaro Sánchez, Juan Sánchez, Alonzo
Sánchez, and Miguel Sánchez. The most numerous with that
surname. Perhaps one of them was part of my mestizaje, and I
cannot deny that side of my heritage. I just want my ancestors
of the Old World to know that life is also about fighting for lost
causes, and I am advocating for my ‘Indian’ heritage that has
been dispossessed. But all those Sánchezes were also fighting
for a cause and, whether good or bad, in the end we all fight for
something that we believe. In my heart there is no ill feelings
toward them; we are all faulty humans.
“Capito! Atahualpa is furious. Only you can calm his
anger.”
“Atahualpa, what happened?”
“Apu Machu! You have to kill that miserable Felipillo.”
“Why? He is the best translator I have.”
“I don’t care! He has been fornicating with Inti Palla, my
favorite concubine.”
“We have been doing the same thing with your women. I
cannot kill him for similar crimes that we are committing.”
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“With you it is different. Felipillo is a servant.”
Atahualpa’s ire was appeased; now the Spaniards had an
ally who would perpetrate one of the most unspeakable acts of
betrayal. Francisco would use to his advantage the adversarial
situation of the man who could distort the translated word
against an all-powerful lord in chains, because Pizarro had
not the least intention of fulfilling his part of the contract.
The contest between Atahualpa and Felipillo would be for a
woman, and the Inka versus Francisco for his freedom.
“Atahualpa, why are you so worried tonight?”
“Oh, Wiracocha Soto! My chess adversary, look at that
bright star with a long tail. It tells me that my end is near.”
“Nonsense! That is a comet; it doesn’t bring any bad
augurs.”
“Yes, it does. My father died soon after that event took
place in the skies. Now, I see that same omen is going to happen
to me. You are the only protector I have. Hernando is gone to
the Old World, and he will never return. Although he was cruel
to my people, he looked after me; perhaps, for his own selfinterests.”
“Atahualpa, your life and the future of the empire are in your
hands. Tell us if it is true that your generals are uprising. You are
a man of war, and that is why you are being kept in prison.”
“Wiracocha Soto, my loyal generals are probably planning
to rescue me. But some are also conniving against me. Challco
Chima will tell you the truth.”
“I hope he does, or he will die.”
“Sapa Inka! Why are you so despondent for the death
of your brother? You should be happy that soon you will be
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released, and we can retake the empire. All we need is your
command.”
“Challco Chima, you must never divulge that I ordered
Huascar’s execution. If you do, they will kill me.”
“General Challco Chima! We know that you are having
secret talks with Atahualpa, and you are planning a revolt. Tell
me the truth or I will burn you alive.”
“Wiracocha Soto, the Inka has been faithful to his contract.
There are no plans to attack you.”
“Indian dog! You are not telling me the truth. Only the
slow fire of our justice will make you talk.” In the center of the
plaza, the general was placed at the stake. As the flames began
to burn his feet, Challco Chima gazed at Atahualpa’s fierce eyes
that were commanding him to die like a warrior and reveal
nothing of what he knew.
“Stop the fire! Do not let Atahualpa stare at me that his fiery
eyes burn more than the flames. I will talk!” Soto extinguished
the fire with his boots. The general regained his composure,
and he began to talk. This time looking straight at the eyes of
Atahualpa to whom he never dared to do so.
“Yes! Atahualpa gave me orders to kill his brother. He is
also resentful, because I didn’t start the uprising. That is why
he wants me to die.” The Spaniards heard all that they needed
to know to execute Atahualpa. Pizarro felt the same.
“Francisco, we cannot blame Atahualpa for trying to regain
his freedom. He has fulfilled most of his pact. It is time that
you let him free. I don’t think there is any uprising. Felipillo is
implicating him to take his preferred concubine, Challco Chima
to save his life, and Almagro to move on with the conquest.”
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“Soto! Atahualpa is an astute warrior, and a dangerous one
to keep alive. With Huascar we could have had two factions as
enemies, and easy to subjugate them. To let the Inka free at the
command of an army is suicide. His death is what the majority
wants. He has to be judged; we have no other choice.”
Who knows? If Atahualpa had been let free would he have
made it difficult for the conquests to continue? Perhaps not,
loyalties to the Spaniards had already been established from his
own ranks.
“Soto! You must be with us and decide what to do with
Atahualpa.”
“Francisco! He is a monarch. We must treat him like one,
even if I kill many of his subjects. At least he would be an
adversary worthy of our efforts. Otherwise, we will just be a
butcher of Indians and there is no glory in that. Imagine if
you send him to Spain, as equal to the king. Don’t you think
that his presence in the Mother Country will ennoble us? I will
reason with him and get the truth from the Inka.”
“Atahualpa, perhaps the bad augur of that comet is going
to happen. Some of your people, and most of ours, want your
death.”
“Wiracocha Soto, I urge you to tell Francisco’s men that I
must be let free.”
“I told them, but their minds are made up. You have no
friends. I will try to prevent your death, if I cannot get your
freedom. I am a man of my word.”
“Francisco! You must kill Atahualpa as soon as possible. I
know that Soto wants him alive. I don’t see why the rest of us
should die for his supposedly chivalry.”
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“Almagro, I am also for eliminating the Inka. But not for
the reasons that you have in mind. I must see if we are going to
honor our word and allow the Inka go free or at least preserve
his life.”
“Francisco is right. We have to honor that part of our
bargain.”
“Soto! To hell with your word of honor to an Indian,
whose people you despise. You and Francisco use that word to
deceive others. As long as Atahualpa is alive, we won’t get our
share of the gold from the rest of Perú. I say that we execute the
Inka.” Felipillo was also wishing his death.
“Capito, I have heard that there is a large contingent of
troops in Huamachuco, not too far from here. Atahualpa’s
generals are getting ready to attack us.”
“Francisco! We must kill Atahualpa before it is too late.”
“Almagro, Felipillo is lying. He wants to have him killed
for the love of a woman, and you for the love of gold.”
“Francisco and Almagro, I will personally go see for myself
if the uprising that Felipillo is talking about is true. Don’t do
anything hasty with Atahualpa, while I am gone. Remember
that some of us are on the side of the Inka, for no other reason
than to be true to the contract.”
The empire continued to be a divided nation, even the
conquerors were forming their own factions: the Almagristas
and the Pizarristas, who in time would end up killing each other.
The Inkas had also formed their own bands: the Huascaristas
and the Atahualpistas who in turn pacted alliances with the
Spaniards’ factions to do their fighting, and we are still siding
for the interest of foreigners.
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“Atahualpa, I myself will go to Huamachuco to verify if it
is true that you have troops in revolt, and exonerate you of the
accusations if they are false.”
“Wiracocha Soto, send someone else. Anything could
happen to you, and I will have no one to speak for me.”
“Atahualpa, they will only believe me. My men, even if
few, will speak for you.”
“Francisco! Soto is gone. This is the time to kill Atahualpa.”
“Almagro, at least we should try him legally. We have
ample evidence to prosecute him and give him the penalty of
death.” With that purpose in mind, the Spaniards gathered to
deliberate the fate of the Inka. Only one of the so many spoke
on Atahualpa’s behalf, Cataño.
“I say no to Almagro and Francisco! They want to try
Atahualpa, because Soto is gone. He is the only one who can
speak on his behalf. I accuse you of treason! The Inka should be
sent to the Mother Country to be judged in the royal courts.”
“Apprehend and jail that insubordinate soldier for insulting
me.”
“Capitán! As treasurer of the crown, I also request that the
Inka be prosecuted. If found guilty, he should be punished by
death. We must proceed to Cuzco or you will be accused of
preventing the enrichment of the crown.”
“Don Francisco, you will be forming an illicit court to free
yourself of guilt. You even have the approval of the treasurer,
and most are in favor for his death. Except for the soldier of
Soto who had protested, and he is now in jail. Such is the will
of the majority, sometimes the disgrace of democracy when
injustice overcomes Justice.”
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“CondorSoul! We are less than four hundred against the
thousands of them. We have been in Cajamarca too long,
and we don’t know what is happening with the rest of the
empire.”
“Don Francisco, what you are about to do with your socalled justice is the same that the ‘Indians’ are now receiving
in our courts with the help of the mestizos who join with the
oppressor to oppress their own people.”
Thus in our times we talk about holocausts, but one
would think that the ‘Indians’ are not part of humanity to be
recognized with one of these catastrophic events. For genocide
it was not; it decimated a civilization. It is inadmissible that
those nations and peoples who suffered these despicable events
do not raise the consciousness of mankind to let the world
know that holocausts are still happening. Nothing will ever
change, until the ‘Indians’ put an end to their own oppression.
But when and by whom? Many are guilty of maintaining the
status quo disguised by religion, unequal globalization, and a
misguided democracy where the minority are the ones who
cause misery in the majority.
“Atahualpa, tomorrow you will be judged for your crimes.”
“Apu Machu! Why don’t you execute me now, and prescind
this disparity that you call justice.”
“Atahualpa, you will receive the benefits of our justice,
even if you don’t understand it. A Spaniard will represent you,
as is required by law.”
“Wiracocha Francisco, the only defender I have is Soto,
and he is gone. Without him, I have not a chance to receive a
fair trial. Do what you have to do without your legal protocols.
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Your sense of justice is just like your religion that preaches not
to kill, and all of you are killing my people.”
Atahualpa’s accusers, besides the Spaniards, were his former
enemies who sought with his death freedom from the Inkas.
Felipillo was the key man in the outcome of the judgment, and
he would give the coastal people their revenge. Others who
clamored for his life were the Chachapoyas and the Cañaris,
who had been castigated in Cuzco. With compatriots like
them, he would have more clemency from the conquerors than
his own people; and why in our days justice to the ‘Indians’
will not come from the mestizos or the ‘Indians’, but from the
World Court.
The next day, July 25th, 1533, the plaza became the first
courtroom to try our own people under the guise of justice by
foreigners, who had and still have not the least interest in a fair
trial for the ’Indians’. Now days our courts are no longer in the
open but in great palaces, where they are still being tried by
unjust judges and with translators like Felipillo, their lawyers,
the ‘Indians’ have not a chance to get a favorable outcome.
In chains, this time around his neck, Atahualpa was brought
to the square in the macabre crepuscule of one afternoon. Felipillo
was at the head of the entourage, while Inti Palla kept an eye on
the translator turned into a semi-Spaniard. Perhaps the love of
two men for this woman accelerated the end of the empire. Sagas
that have been sung in operas and written in countless novels.
That same passionate love of a plebeian for a noble woman was
no different in the New World, even if uncivilized.
The Spaniards sat on the benches hastily made from the
trunks of corrugated trees. Sancho de Cuellar, the notary, would
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write for the pages of our infamous history that the Inka had
his day in court. Chavez, the would-be defender of Atahualpa,
had not the least interest in justice, but he would represent the
accused to conform with the formalities of a court. Among the
members of the ad-hoc tribunal there was not a single lawyer,
but who needed one? For the lawyer’s craft is in his tongue to
twist the facts for the benefit or the detriment of the accused.
In this mock trial anyone was qualified to be one. Because
the more civilized we are, the more uncivilized we become in
our sense of equity. In this judgement no one had the least
intention of speaking in Atahualpa’s defense. Even the lone
Spaniard Cataño had already made peace with Francisco, who
promised him that he would not execute the Inka unless there
was enough evidence.
Atahualpa didn’t have a chance in a court where the
tongue and not the heart did justice. Perhaps the Inquisition,
the stepdaughter of injustice, would have had more mercy for
the accused than these adventurers. This was the New World;
anybody did as they pleased and they still do in all of the
American Continent.
The plaza was filled with the natives who were interested
in seeing the Spaniard’s ways of justice that was different than
theirs, where the Inka swiftly delivered his verdict by letting
the roar of boulders fall on the back of the condemned. There
was Pizarro wearing the black robe of Santiago, like a crusader.
Almagro, whose pockets were empty, looked impatient for the
lynching to take place. With the death of the Inka, he would be
free to continue with the rape of the empire. Also present were
Riquelme and Navarro, the treasurer and the accountant, who
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had no gold for themselves, but they would if the Inka died.
Out of three hundred Spaniards (315) only a few had some
sense of fairness for Atahualpa, not because he was innocent
but to honor the contract. For the ‘word of honor’ to a Spaniard
is as good as his signature. However the Indies was not Europe,
and honored nothing but greed, as it is today. Although Spain
had Cervantes whose Quixote, the quintessential man in
matters of honor, taught us that anyone can fight the ills of
humanity, even by us Sanchos. The Spaniards had the soul to
be magnanimous, but avarice and power putrefies all of us.
“Let the judgment begin! The Public Notary will read
the charges, and the jury decide on its merits. May God have
mercy on this Indian, for his crimes are as visible as the sun.”
“Capitán! Shouldn’t we bless the court first?”
“Oh! Father Valverde, I forgot the most important in all
of our doings.” The priest raised the cross, now made of silver,
and blessed all. In the vanishing reddish evening, the Inka
would spend his last night hoping for a better tomorrow.
The accusations represented a myriad of clashes between two
different cultures, and the verdict would be the most cynical in
the history of mankind. The hearings began with the indigenous
people as witnesses. Some were tortured or bribed to say what
it was convenient for the Spaniards and to the allies of Felipillo.
The notary took note of their testimonies; unfortunately nothing
of what he wrote was left for posterity. But, the results of that
ill-famed judgment have been inscribed in our souls.
The tribunal was in essence a military court; few or any
had any knowledge of civil law. However, the priests had. They
acted as advisors and even as accusers, like the intransigent
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Father Valverde. Francisco was not knowledgeable in matters
of law. But he had to preside over the proceedings, because he
was the Captain General and the Governor of New Castile.
“Atahualpa! You are being judged for crimes that you have
perpetrated against the crown, and your own people. Only God
knows how many others you must have committed. We will be
fair; your subjects are going to be your accusers and witnesses.”
“Felipillo, does he understand what I am trying to tell
him?” The Inka looked at the translator with the disdain of
a king for his subject. The small and black eyes of Felipillo
flashed with pride in his position of translator, as the natives
looked astonished that he could utter the same foreign words
spoken by the Spaniards.
“Yes! Don Francisco, Atahualpa understood what I have
translated.” No, the Inka did not understand of what he was going
to be charged. He knew that the trial was a farce. There was no
need to answer, except to respond with the fiery look in his eyes.
The first accusation: “Atahualpa! We have heard that you
are gathering troops in Huamachuco and soon we will have
proof when Soto returns, if he ever does. Do you admit that
they will attack us?” Felipillo began translating maliciously.
“Atahualpa! The Wiracochas are saying that you are going
to kill all of them.” The Inka’s eyes turned to Pizarro astounded
by the allegation, for he had no knowledge of such a rebellion.
The second accusation: “Is it true that you have been
hiding the gold and silver that legally belongs to the Crown?”
“The notary says that you have been stealing all the riches
of the Crown and…” The Inka laughed at such an incongruent
statement.
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The third accusation: “You are a heretic and refuse to be
baptized.” Valverde kept moving his head up and down, while
a devilish look in his angelical face gave a hint of his negative
verdict for the accused. There was no need of an answer from
the Inka.
The fourth accusation: “Are you the legitimate son of
Huayna Cápac, or a bastard with a Quito concubine?”
“The Wiracocha says that you are an illegitimate son…”
What difference would that make? He knew that he was the
only lord of the land. Legitimacy had nothing to do with who
was the most able. Francisco’s face became red. He, himself,
was illegitimate and perhaps, like Atahualpa, who vanquished
his brother, Pizarro was no longer a bastard. He had conquered
the Inkas.
The fifth accusation: “Did Huayna Cápac leave a testament
naming you the inheritor of the empire, or did you take it by
force from Huascar?”
“Felipillo! Tell the one who writes that I won the crown,
because I was the most capable. Not like the Apu Machu, who
is taking the Tahuantinsuyo by treachery.”
“He says that he is the most powerful man in the empire,
and he didn’t need anyone to give him the crown.”
The sixth accusation: “Ask him why did he continue giving
privileges, lands, and women to his relatives knowing well that
Spanish Crown was in possession of all that there was in the
empire?”
“Yanacona Felipillo! Is he accusing me of usurping in my
own lands?”
“Wiracochas, he says that Francisco is the thief and not him.”
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The seventh accusation: “Did you kill Huascar and if so,
was it after or before we took Cajamarca?” What difference
would that make if he answered yes or no? Atahualpa looked
down, making a negative motion, while the people moved their
heads assertively.
The eighth accusation: “Did you order to commit crimes
in the Imperial City, and desecrate the mummies to end the
Inka dynasty?”
“Felipillo, tell the court that I was not present in Cuzco.
My priest carried out the killings without my knowledge.”
“He says that he ordered his high priest to kill the nobility
to take possession of the empire…” Felipillo had altered his
response. But what were the Spaniards doing, if not killing the
natives in the name of the king and the pope who knew of the
carnage committed on their behalf. Why was he on trial for
identical crimes? Such was and still is the nature of the courts,
when it comes to do justice for the ‘Indians’.
The ninth accusation: “Are you an incestuous man?” The
numerous concubines looked at their lord and consort. Only
one kept looking at Felipillo, Inti Palla, mesmerized at the
translator’s ability to speak with the malice of a lawyer.
“Enough! We could be here all night and accuse him of
more crimes. As you have heard, not only is he a heretic but a
usurper of the throne. Only for being impious, he deserves to
be burned alive. But he has also conspired with his generals to
attack us. As a man of war, he deserves to die by the sword.”
“Chavez! As the defender of this Indian, what do you have
to say on his behalf?” Chavez, a soldier who never spoke in
public and ashamed of defending a guilty man, in this case
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an ‘Indian’, could not make a case in Atahualpa’s defense
against the mountain of misconstrued evidence. Disconcerted,
he looked disapprovingly at his client. He knew that he had
already been paid handsomely with the ransom of the Inka.
His efforts as an impromptu lawyer was pro bono work; there
was no need to prolong the criminal and civil proceedings. All
he wanted was a rapid sentencing, which would secure him a
trip back to the Old World and enjoy his booty.
Atahualpa had not moved all night due to the weight of
his chains, while quietly waiting for the dawn of another day.
Feigning sorrow for Atahualpa, Francisco got hold of the
fetters and led him to his house of detention. For a while no
words crossed between the two. Pizarro looked at him with
compassion for his imminent death, and Atahualpa with
contempt for the unjust trial he had received from his captor.
“Atahualpa, you had your say in court. We will deliberate
and decide your fate before another day comes.”
In the plaza, some arose and in a low tone began saying: “Is
not fair.” Those few men were the followers of Soto, who tried
to make a case for Atahualpa: “How could it be possible that
this Indian who helped us to come all the way here be accused of
anything but kindness in a state of war?” Together and in unison
the majority rebutted: “Idiots! He is not through with us. If we
let him free, it will be the end of all of us. We have no time to
lose. The verdict is clear; he must die before his troops come!”
“No! We have no right to take his life. At least, we owe him
that much for all the gold that he has given us.”
“Vamos! He must be executed. We don’t have time to wait
for Soto’s return.”
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As they all kept bickering, the representatives of the church
stood up. “Christians! I command that he be burned at the
stake, as all heretics are put to death. Atahualpa deserves no less
for being one.”
“Father Valverde has spoken! As a representative of the
pope, only he can give the penalty of death by fire to an
infidel.”
“Yes! He must burn. I will absolve you for the infringement
of the Commandment that says: ‘Thou shall not kill.’ ”
“Padre! Shouldn’t he be baptized first?”
“He should! But this Indian is refusing to accept God at
the doors of death.”
Finally, Francisco ordered all to be silent. Showing some
feeling of personal tragedy, he spoke: “Men of valor, justice
has prevailed. Father Valverde has the last word and his is the
voice of the Almighty. I know that some are not in favor of
the penalty he deserves, but they must respect the rule of the
majority and realize that we are in a state of war. What we are
about to do is not unjust, but a strategy to keep our small force
intact. We have come to conquer with the sword, and not with
the scales of justice. As a fair man I will let those dissenters go
back to the motherland, so that the rest of us can march to
Cuzco. For the sake of unity, this judgment is finished. Let the
will of God be done, for I have spoken my peace.”
“Capitán, let us wait until Soto returns. Maybe he has news
of the subversion, or are they just lies fabricated by Felipillo.”
“I hear you, but there is no way to find out what happened
to him. For all I know Soto is dead, and Atahualpa’s armies are
on their way. The Inka must die before we are attacked by his
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troops. I will tell him of the verdict, and let him have the day
to put his affairs in order.”
Deliberations over and the fate of the Inka decided,
Francisco gravely walked from the plaza to the empty room
of his prisoner, the last piece of real state that the Inkas would
ever possess in their own homeland. Once inside, the flaming
eyes of the Inka ceased burning with the outpouring of tears
of deception. He gave a vile look at Francisco, who evaded his
gaze. Before Francisco could tell him, Atahualpa knew in his
heart the outcome of the verdict.
“Apu machu! You had no reason to humiliate me with
such a profane trial. We Inkas did whatever we had do with
the people we wanted to get rid of, either for personal reasons
or for the good of the empire. You could have spared me the
outrage of having my own people betray me, and you had your
best ally in Felipillo. If that is your sense of justice, the civilized
men are no better than we are.”
“Atahualpa, you are guilty as charged. There is no use to
prolong your agony. All you can do is baptize to save your
soul.”
“Francisco, I am guilty according to your ways of justice,
and you have condemned me for the same crimes that your
people are committing against us. You even charged me of
adultery, while you are rapping our virgins of the Sun in the
flower of their youth. Who is going to judge you for that? Your
God, Who does not care for us?”
“Atahualpa! Don’t be irreverent. You are not a stranger
to what we warriors are capable of doing, and no one could
match your cruelty when it comes to punishing your enemies.
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As the governor of these lands, I legislate by what the majority
decides. As men of war, we also have our own code of justice.”
“Apu Machu, you should not be at war against us. We
never planned to attack you. I have fulfilled my part of the
ransom for my life, but instead of giving me my freedom you
will give me death.”
“Atahualpa, you are not going to be executed for that
reason alone, but for the ones that you have been tried and
found guilty. You should be thinking of baptizing, so that you
are not consumed by the flames of God’s justice.”
“If you have a heart, don’t exterminate me by fire. My
body must remain intact, if I am to sit at the side of Inti.”
“Atahualpa, the church has long ago decided that all
heretics must die at the stake and feel the wrath of God. We
promise not to scorch you, if you accept to be baptized. Then
your soul will be saved, and your carcass can go on existing as
a mummy.” Francisco left the room, perhaps relieved of any
culpability.
In this trip to the past, I feel responsible for not being
at the side of the Inka in his moment of great need. Even if
history describes him as an evil person, he is my ancestor. I
must accept him as he was. Because we are what they were.
“CunturSoul, why were you not present at my judgment?
Who knows, in the reverse of our times, I could have received
some justice.”
“Inka, we cannot reverse what happened. But, by traveling
on the roads of our history we can alleviate the agony in your
souls, and abate the suffering of your descendants. For there is
no more injustice than that of forgetting our ancestors.”
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“Have we been forgotten by our own people?”
“Yes, Inka. That is why ‘Indians’ and mestizos must not
ignore one line of their written past, and persevere by fighting
for one of their own as if they were fighting for all.”
“Then that is what our descendants should do to live with
dignity. Tell me, what is this about the soul that the priest wants
me to save before I die?”
“Inka, nobody knows if the soul exists and if it does, does it
continue after we die? Perhaps the soul is what we are and there
is nothing perceptible in it, except the essence of what we were.”
“That explanation is not enough, I need to know before I
accept this ritual of the baptism.”
“Atahualpa, again, I am as unenlightened as you are in this
matter. That is why we have the men of God to explain the
mystery of our souls. Let me expand, at least as I understand
it. The soul has no relation to time or to our physical being.
I assume that it continues after our bodies are gone. Perhaps
our souls have been free to roam through the ether of our
existence from the beginning of times, and they represent the
essence of mankind. As it is, only God knows the mysteries
of His creation. But while we are alive, we must improve
the state of our souls by living according to the principles
of human righteousness, which comes closer to the sanctity
of the Almighty. In other words, being civilized. However,
civilization, as you knew it, was not just with you. As you
can see, nothing is known about the soul. But I know that we
have lost it, and we must regain it. As your final hours are fast
approaching in this encounter, we want to hear from the dust
of your bones your last words.”
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“Not now! I am still in my own flesh. I can only harbor
hate for the infamy committed against my nation. Let me come
to grips with myself. Maybe at the doors of death, I might have
a change of heart. For now, I will bid farewell to Inti.”
In the emptiness of the moment, Atahualpa left to ponder
about the great star that soon would abandon him. That last
crepuscule is the grief that we Inka descendants will carry in
our souls until the end of times. As the sun fell past the broken
horizon of the mighty Andes, the Inka had seen for the last
time the endless circling of Inti—rise again to set again—which
reminded him of the cycle of life, be born to die. With that last
sunset, the innocence of the Inkas had ended. Inti would no
longer be a god, and no one would ever again give credit to the
sun that gleams on our days of gloom, and give us hope in our
nights of solitude.
“Oh, Inti! You that travels into the unknown,
Do not abandon me in this moment of anguish,
I feel alone, as you have been for eons.
On the morrow we will no longer be your sons,
But the stepsons of another God.
I implore that you keep shining on our descendants,
As you have shone on us,
For they will be lost without you.”
With his arms raised, Atahualpa kept looking at the
departing great star disappearing behind the mountains of
our past. As he bowed his head in the twilight of one bygone
evening, he quietly moved his fetters while his people listened
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to the last sonance of those links that will keep us shackled for
the rest of our humanity.
The Inka was ready to meet his destiny. His executioners
began a macabre march in a land where death was worshipped
and celebrated. With the weight of his chains, somberly moving,
he followed the grisly procession. In front the standard bearer
of Christianity was carried by the soldier-priest Valverde, who
still had not attained his final duty of converting the greatest
heathen in the empire, which would justify the end to his
means. Silently walking, the entourage of the living funeral
reached the plaza amidst the tumult of the shouting onlookers.
Once there, the governor of the New Castile gave a command
to the heralds of justice to blow the trumpets of injustice. For
the last time, the Inka listened to the reasons for his execution
which it did not need any translation.
“Atahualpa! The flames of justice have been lit. May God
have mercy on you.”
“Felipillo! For the last time tell this heretic that there is still
time for his salvation in eternity, if he accepts to be baptized.”
“Atahualpa, the priest says that you...”
“…You dare to talk to me about my salvation, when it is
you who must save what we were. This is the descent of our
race, and the end of our way of life. For you will also die at
the hands of the very same people who gave you a chance to
become civilized. It is not I who must convert, but you who
should come back to your people and help us with all the
knowledge that you have acquired from them.”
“Felipillo! Did he accept to be baptized?”
“No! Father Valverde.”

434

The Holocaust of all Times

“Then place this candle close to his face, so that he can
feel the fiery entrance into the inferno where he will go.” As
the flaming wick began to burn on one side of his face, in this
encounter my soul leaped into the gruesome spectacle and I
removed the candle from Felipillo’s hands.
In tears, I begged Atahualpa: “Inka, even if you have been
dead for as long as we have been chained to our past, we need
to hear from you.”
“Oh! CunturSoul, you who have dared to travel to
our times, I now envisage the purpose of your journey,
and I feel guilty for having neglected the future of our
race.”
Shouting with the last breath of his warrior spirit, he spoke
defiantly in that harsh Quechua that rhymes best in moments
of desperation:
My descendants! May this land of ours no longer be disunited.
For we have lost our empire and it is for you to take it back,
Not from foreign invaders but from yourselves.
We have always been our own worst enemy,
The greatest evil in us that you must overcome.
I bid you farewell not as the children who were my subjects,
But as liberated men to right the wrongs done to us.
For no one is going to fight for your causes,
And only you will struggle for what is right.”
With the charring of the torches around him, the Inka was
placed at the stake with his hands tied behind a post and his
feet above a pyre of wet wood.
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“Felipillo! For the last time, tell this heretic that his body
will no longer exist for posterity and his soul will go forever to
hell if he does not baptize.” The humiliated Inka responded in
a tone of reconciliation:
“Felipillo, for the good of our people tell the man of God
not to burn my body. I want to sit at the side of Inti with the
mummies of my ancestors.”
With the same book that Atahualpa threw on the floor
when he was king, the priest in his final attempt to convert the
Inka thrusted the Bible to his face, shouting: “Baptize! Baptize
you heretic, so that you can spare your soul from the flames of
hell.”
“Yes! I will baptize to reclaim Inti in the glory of my
mummy.”
In triumph Valverde lifted the cross, the sword of hope, and
the Bible, now the instrument of death, frantically signaling to
Francisco of his final victory and to be the godfather of the
Inka.
The priest began to sprinkle the water of salvation over
the head of Atahualpa, while saying in Latin: “Indian! I baptize
you in the name of God, as Juan Francisco Atahualpa. May the
lord have mercy upon you, for your soul is now saved.”
“Felipillo! Remove the cinders from the pyre of wood.
This heretic is now one of us. He will die as a Christian and
save his body as an Inka.”
As an executioner placed a rope around his neck, the new
convert knew that in the end he had outdone Valverde, so that
he could sit at the side of Inti as a mummy. Triumphal, and
while looking at the priest, the first and last white man he saw,
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the executioner began to twist the rope; Atahualpa’s eyes began
to bulge, and his blue tongue started to protruded from his
cavernous mouth. The ashen face of the would-be-king fell to
his chest at 7 o’clock on the 26th day of July of the year 1533,
an evening that has been forgotten by all Perúvians. The last of
the Inkas was garroted and with him, the end of what we were
vanished forever. But we still carry that noose as our legacy
for not having the will to undo that knot that encroaches our
souls, and soar to the heavens of hope.
Thus, my journey has ended. My soul has no more strength
to continue. I have trekked on the path of desperation for a
race that has yet to remove the shackles of human bondage.
But when? Only time will tell. While we wait for the winds of
the past to gather the storms of the future, the night befell in
the darkness of our times. I bid farewell to the thirteen Inkas,
hoping to reflect on our present in the heights of Machu
Picchu, and deliberate the future for our descendants.

Machu Picchu ruins, where my soul will join with the thirteen Inkas.

XIII
The Council of the XIII Inkas appealing before the
International Criminal Court at the Hague: the only hope
for the redemption of all the ‘Indians’ in the Americas from
world oppression

M

anco Cápac, as if he were a Christ with his Apostles,
gathers the twelve Inkas in the lost city of Machu Picchu
to deliberate the future of their descendants. One by one, they
enter a massive neolithic stone chamber following in succession
after the white-haired Manco Cápac. As Atahualpa enters, all
eyes center on the man who ended with the empire. I see their
questioning looks at this unbelievable gathering, and I address
them:
“My forefathers, in the futility of my being we have
assembled to heal the horrors of our history and find ways to
recover our dignity.”
“Oh, Man of the Future! It is a new millennium. The
centuries have turned our bones into dust and our memories
to fog, but our essence will continue in our descendants.
“Inkas! We all have journeyed with CunturSoul, who found
solace in learning of his ancestors, and anguish for the legacy

With Manco Cápac, as if he were a Christ with his Twelve Apostles, we gather to deliberate the future of our descendants in a massive neolitic stone
chamber of Machu Picchu.
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that we have left to them. He has assemble us to dissipate the
pathos of his past, fathom the chaos of the present, and ponder
on the hopelessness of their future.”
“Great Manco Cápac, as our patriarch, you will preside
over these meetings to lead us in the right path.”
“Man of the Times, why do you want to expose the wounds
of our past?”
“Because they are still open. We need to heal them, even if
those scars remain in our souls forever.”
“CunturSoul, we now know what our former times have
done to our descendants; it is time that we must right our
history for the generations to come.”
“Sinchi Roca, my son, what do you do after my departure?”
“Father, I followed your pacific teachings. But the people
that you united made our lifes impossible.”
“Great-grandfather of the ages, that is why I began to
divide the city for a better government.”
“Inka Roca, my great grandson, division has always been
the roots of our problems.”
“Father Inka, I lived under that anarchy. If I were to
recount my sorrowful childhood, we could be deliberating for
days by whom and why.”
“Inka of the bloody tears, let us continue without the
ills of our past, so that we can comprehend the plight of our
descendants.”
As the other Inkas reminisced of their times, the evening fell
in the silence of the city of stones where one falls in a trance in
the mysticism of its unknown past. Next morning, the sun arose,
and it seemed to move fast in a closed firmament of high peaks.
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“CunturSoul, you are talking of Inti as a moving body and
not as our Creator?”
“Father Manco Cápac, the Man of the Future is right in
questioning the godliness of the sun. We deified Inti for so long that
I felt that we should have had another idol closer to our thoughts.”
“Inka Wiracocha, are you the one who revived the divinity
of Ticci-Wiracocha-Pachayachachic?”
“Our patriarch, I urge you not to involve us in matters of
religion. If you do, you will derail the purpose of these Council
meetings, which is to recover our dignity.”
“CunturSoul are there no divine entities in the great
beyond, but powerful men on earth who create gods to control
our thoughts?”
“Great patriarch, that is the history of humanity, and why
we should stay clear out of our own beliefs. For we may offend
the deepest feelings of others.”
“Inka Wiracocha, is it you who almost ended our dynasty
by abandoning Cuzco?”
“Father Manco Cápac, in our old age sometimes we become
oblivious to our duties. We procreate so that new generations
carry on with our destiny.”
“Great Manco Cápac, these Council meetings are not to
place blame on anyone but to deliberate on how to overcome
what befell us.”
“CunturSoul, adversities committed by one’s own leaders
should not be forgotten.”
“Great patriarch, our downfall was not a single event but
a series of misdeeds committed in the past that are still being
perpetrated in the present.”
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“Father Manco Cápac, I was the one who guided our
budding nation to become an empire. But my actions to reach
to that end may be reproached.”
“Pachacútec, sometimes the ends justify the means. That
is why the Man of the Future has taken this trip to see how our
people can improve in those means to better their destiny.”
“Father, I am a man of action. It is preposterous of the
Man of the Future to think that by rewriting our history we are
going to improve the situation of our descendants. We must
face our fate with strength, if we are going to regain what was
taken from us by force.”
“Great Pachacútec, you still have that warrior spirit.
Sometimes we can achieve much more with the power of our
words to reach our opponents. However, that adversary is in
us, and there is no greater enemy than one’s own.”
“CunturSoul, words alone will never accomplish anything.”
“Pachacútec, as I have mentioned before, there was once
a dispersed people who reversed their sorrowful past with the
power of the written word.”
“We can’t follow what others have done. We are a different race.”
“Pachacútec, we all belong to the family of men. The
difference is how each nation forges the soul of its people to
counteract the ills of mankind.”
“CunturSoul, all our endeavors were swiftly accomplished
through war, and how Pachacútec built an empire.”
“Túpac Yupanque, what worked in your times is not
necessarily the way in our present. We have to reach to the
descendants of the people who committed injustices against
our ancestors, and give them a chance to rectify the wrongs
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done by their forebears. However, rectification of past misdeeds
are the hardest to be accepted. Nevertheless, some nations are
making reparations to the very people whose ancestors were
humiliated.”
“Man of the Future, you are involving foreign nations to
undo our misery. We are the only ones who can change our
destiny.”
“Túpac Yupanque, the earth is one planet and as such
we belong to the human species. Unfortunately we are not
considered as part of it, and we are still being undermined by
the appellative of a subjugated race. We should start by asking
the world community to change our denomination of ‘Indian’
for a proper name that does justice to the original inhabitants of
the American continent. We can no longer allow the world to
use that disrespectful noun, which in itself defeats our mission
of recovering our dignity.”
“Man of the Future, do you think that by eradicating that
despicable surname, we are going to change our fate?”
“If we can abolish the word ‘Indian’ it would mean that
we have reached the consciousness of humanity. Because if one
does not have dignity, all is irrelevant.”
“Then by what name should we be called?”
“Túpac, all nations have a historical connotation of who
they are. We were an advanced civilization, and we are now a
subjugated people.”
“Yah! Not only our name of Inka has been changed, but
the usurpers had the audacity to rename the empire with that
of an obscure river that is not even in our own lands. What
pride is in that for our descendants?”
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“Huayna Cápac, I don’t know if we should change the name
of Perú to its original Inka name of Tahuantinsuyo. Many of our
compatriots have died with that given name on their lips.”
“CunturSoul! By losing our historical denomination we
have also lost our identity, and why we should regain our
territorial identification.”
“Inka, what we must regain is our dignity among ourselves.”
“Man of the Future, how do you propose to do that?”
“By treating ourselves as equals. Only then we can begin to
restore our decour.”
“We did maintain our dignity until the foreigners came.”
“Yes, you did. But when the Inkas became powerful, they
also planted the seeds of indignity in the empire.”
“Man of the Times, you said that we must not fault other
for our own debacles.”
“Huayna Cápac, I just wanted to expose the false steps
that sometimes one takes to change one’s destiny.”
“Then I don’t know how I am going to confront Atahualpa,
who killed me, and for whom my hate still persists.”
“Huascar, if anyone harbors any ill will toward your own it
would be you. However, if you, the last two Inkas, join in spirit,
we would have solved one of our most troubling dilemmas—
that of accepting one another for the well-being of our nation.”
“CunturSoul, most of the Inkas have spoken. So far,
nothing has been said. How are we going to right our past to
ameliorate the lot of our descendants?”
“Great Manco Cápac, you have brought us to the reality
of these Council meetings: reparations! We can start by letting
mankind know that they have benefited from our discoveries,
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including our slavery. However, let not material restitutions be
the purpose of our quest, but a means to regain our dignity.”
“Man of the Future, you are cautious in asking what is
due to us. Isn’t money what moves the world? Dignity is just a
word, and words cannot redeem anyone’s grievances.”
“Our Patriarch, in spite of my optimism, I feel that to get
any compensation from those who have no empathy for the
‘Indians’ is going to be a difficult task.”
“CunturSoul, you have finished a long journey exposing
how our end came to pass. The people, whose ancestors did us
wrong, have to understand the reasons for our petitions.”
“Great Inka, our degradation not only affected us, it is
also affecting all the ‘Indians’ of the Americas. The hope is that
someday they all get together to appeal to the World Court for
their past and present injustices.”
“Man of the Future, I cannot believe that those men of
justice are not aware of what is happening to our descendants.
If they are not, they are living in the Stone Age when it comes
to justice.”
“Manco Cápac, the idea of world justice is a recent concept,
and one must give the World Court time to accomplish that
endeavor. Nevertheless, each Inka should propose a petition to
that great institution.”
“CunturSoul, to propose thirteen demands will be a
difficult task for us. We have never asked anyone for anything,
let alone the whole world.”
“Great Manco Cápac, the most important priority is to let
all the indigenous people of the Americas know that they have
the right to reclaim what was theirs.”
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“Man of the Future, we are ‘Indians’! Nobody is going to
listen to us.”
“Great father, the most difficult chore in any undertaking
is to take the first step, and you did that when you united our
ancient people.”
“Then! I, as the first Inka, demand that the detestable
word of ‘Indian’ be forever muted in all tongues, and its black
letters erased from the putrid pages of history.”
“Great Inka let your first demand be accomplished by the
will of just people, like North America did abolish the word
‘negro’ coined to humiliate the African race.”
“What are we going to name ourselves?”
“We are Inkas! And that should be our denomination.
However, we are speaking on behalf of all the original
inhabitants of the Americas, which encompasses a world much
larger than the former Inka Empire.”
“What would be an appropriate name for their descendants?”
“Great Inka, for some reverse of history, when the explorer
Americo Vespucci came to the New World, he was acknowledged
as its discoverer, and America was the name given to the newfound continent. Ever since, the people who came and keep on
coming from all parts of the world are called Americans, when
the true Americans are the supposed ‘Indians’.”
“Then the name of American should be reserved for the
natives of all the Americas or any mestizo who accepts his In…
In…‘Indian’ heritage.”
“Inka! You are stuttering, and that is what anyone should
procrastinate before calling the New World people ‘Indians’.
We are Americans, and those civilizations in the New Continent
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that have survived their holocausts can keep on calling
themselves Aztecs, Mayans or Apaches, instead of ‘Indians’. It
is ironic that the newcomers to our continent call themselves
Asian American, Moslem American or whatever race or nation
they belong to in the Old World, whereas the native Americans
have remained the discarded ‘Indians’ in their own lands. It is
going to be difficult for anyone to accept this concept, but the
world must acquiesce.”
Sinchi Roca, you should propose a second demand. One
that is closer to our hearts: Land! Land in its pristine state is
symbolic to the original Americans, and it must be returned
to its legitimate owners not for financial gain, but to keep the
unused lands as it was before the Old World people came. For
land is a gift of God that belongs to all and to no one. Do not
raise a building in the wilderness, never damn a river in its
natural course or burn one single tree in the name of progress.
That depredation of the environment has to stop by the same
people who civilized us.
“CunturSoul, that will never happen in a world that
progresses for the sake of progress.”
“We are talking of the virgin lands that should be part not only
of the ‘Indians’, but of the whole world for the good of mankind.”
“I don’t see how we, the ‘uncivilized’, will teach the
‘civilized’ world to respect the works of the Almighty.”
“Sinchi Roca, this is not the occasion to make derogative
comments. Remember that by making our demands, we have
given up the right to act or be like the very ‘Indians’ they
think we are. We should respect all, even if the Old World
descendants deprecate us.”
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“CunturSoul, how are we going to recover what it was taken
illegitimately from us? Land, in your times, is a commodity,
and no longer the gift of the gods.”
“I am referring to the few remaining untouched lands that
should be reverted to its rightful owners, the true Americans, to
hold ‘In Trust’ with the ‘Faith’ that mankind would have in us.”
“What do you mean by ‘Trust’ and ‘Faith’?”
“We would retain those lands with the same idea that the
founding fathers of North America coined the words ‘in God
we trust’, which is the ‘Faith’ they have in Him to safeguard
their rights.”
“That is ‘Trust in God’. How are we going to trust in
human beings? Because we are natives of the New World
doesn’t mean that we are not the same as the rest of humanity.
We have also learned the passion to possess what is not ours.”
“Sinchi Roca, we would let the indigenous people continue
inhabiting their ancestral territories without the destructive
technology that in a millennium will never desecrate the earth,
like the migrants from the Old World have done in the last five
hundred years, and who are still destroying the New World at
a fast pace.”
“Then I, the second Inka, demand that the World Court
rule favorably on this petition and return the unused lands to
the original descendants of the New World to keep ‘In Trust’
with the ‘Faith’ that they would have in them.”
“Lloque Yupanque, propose a third grievance.”
“What would that be?”
“Recognition for the products that we have given to the
Old World people who think that they owe us nothing, and
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instead we should be thankful for the civilization that they
forced upon us.”
“What recognition could we aspire to? When we have
even lost our right to wander freely in a continent that once
belonged to us?”
“Lloque! Restitution for what was improperly expropriated
from anyone is a universal right. Even the early Romans coined
the phrase to Caesar what is Caesar’s, and two thousand years
later that aphorism is not a new concept. Since words are not
going to solve our problems, we need to be granted some
restitution for our contributions.”
“Yah! Give us back all that they took from us.”
“Atahualpa, it is not the material things that we want to
be returned to us. It has to be something more transcendental
than that.”
“What could that be, gold?”
“No! What we want is awareness for our accomplishments
that helped humanity. Many nations of the Old World were
saved from hunger and diseases with our products and the
knowledge of our medicinal plants.”
“What produce would that be, the potato? You have
mentioned that before.”
“Lloque, we could start with that seemingly trivial item,
which it is not. The whole world subsists with this staple
that from a meager tubercle, by trial and error, we genetically
engineered into its present form, and some countries, like
Ireland, were saved from starvation. This is an example of
what I mean by not giving us credence for what we initially
domesticated and produced.”
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“Man of the Future, all the credit our descendants are
getting from the potatoes is shit!”
“In a way, that is exactly what we are getting.”
“Then are you suggesting that we should be recognized for
the domestication of the potato?”
“The Finnish people do. They call the potato, peruna.”
“You want to change the word potato for that name?”
“No! But this petition can be addressed to the giant food
chains and compensate the ‘Indians’ a minutia of their profits.
Even if symbolic, we would have accomplished something.”
“Aren’t you contradicting yourself? You don’t want to have
ownership of the land. Now you want to obtain profits from
our ancestral products?”
“We are talking of the present, unlike in your times when
barter was used in exchange for profits.”
“If they compensate us, what are we going to do with all
that money?”
“Buy back our dignity through the information media,
which comes at a high price and it is possessed by the powerful.”
“We are going to be called irrational for asking restitution
for a product that has been in the world market for centuries.”
“Oh, no, Inka. The list encompasses from the medicinal
plants to industrial materials, which are as many of the
contributions from the Old World. However, we did not
conquer them, and we are now enslaved to their products.”
“Then we should also compensate their descendants for all
their advances?”
“Lloque! We are the injured party. The descendants of the
Old World have to understand that it is time they do some
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justice to us. There are precedents to this effect; we would only
be late in trying to get any indemnization or retrieve what was
ours. The African people have regained their dignity, and their
lands have been returned to them.”
“Did those people recover what it was taken from them
just by the asking, like we are trying to do? I am sure that
they spoke and fought in order to get back what was and is
theirs.”
“Yes, they did. Perhaps, because they are discriminated
for their color, and that keeps them united. Unlike us who
mingled with our conquerors and why it is so difficult to fight
as a homogenous race, unless we want to be against our own
mixed blood.”
“CunturSoul, I thought we were only trying to ask
reparations for the ‘Indians’?”
“True, but we have mestizos of different degrees of mixing
who only admit their Hispanic heritage. Who knows, by
restoring our dignity those who are half ‘Indians’ and half
Hispanics may accept their indigenous lineage.”
“You seem to indicate that it all comes down to the color
of our skin, and the whiter the better for that group of people.”
“No, Lloque. It also affected the Israelites who are white,
but they were ostracized for their ancient religious beliefs.
However, they have been fighting for so long against their
detractors that they have prospered on that endeavor alone.
They have kept their dignity, recovered their promised land,
and they are getting restitutions from the very same people
who recently tried to annihilate them. As you can see, we have
precedents not only of one race but also a religious group.”
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Then we may have a chance to be heard by the World
Court.”
“Not necessarily. Those people are united either by race or
by their beliefs, and that is going to be difficult for us. We are
not identified by either one.”
“What are we going to do? We have so much in common,
yet so unwilling to accept that we are the same.”
“Lloque, the only way we can change our destiny is by
accepting each other as equals.”
“You are not giving us any practical solutions to end the
problems of our descendants.”
“Inka, each of us has to see how to change our destiny and
collectively come to a consensus to act on our demands or, at
least, prevent future crimes against humanity.”
“Man of the Future, I doubt of your intentions to ever
become a reality. Because it is only we, the dead, who are listening
to you. Nevertheless, in the nothingness of our graves, we hope
that that International Criminal Court will do us justice.”
“Lloque, great deeds come from the strong belief in our
humble thoughts. Nothing like being the underdog to dream
of the impossible, the only thing that matters in our existence.”
“Inkas, we have covered the main points of our demands:
abolish our derogatory name, return our pristine lands, and
recognition for our contributions. Let that be the cornerstone
to eradicate the injustices of the past and of our present.”
“CunturSoul, perhaps you are complicating our situation
with these petitions: like changing our ‘Indian’ name, for what?
Getting back our virgin lands to keep ‘In Trust’, for whom?
And the incredible! Recognition for our contributions, by
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whom? Remember that we have accepted our fate for so long,
and why we have lost the will to fight for our rights.”
“Mayta Cápac, you may have a point. If we continue
asking for more compensations we will be seen as a weakminded people, and that we are not. These three demands,
perhaps, would start a dialogue on behalf of the ‘Indians’.”
“Man of the Future, after an arduous journey you
want to end your quest of recovering our dignity with only
three requests? How about the nation and their descendants
who conquered us? They are the ones who have to be held
accountable. You have not even mentioned them. Instead you
are blaming the whole world and even us.”
“Mayta, we cannot fault one country or its people for our
situation; humanity is, and that includes us.”
“CunturSoul! Mayta Cápac is talking about Spain. Their
descendants should compensate us for the past abuses of their
ancestors. The people of whom you have talked about didn’t
blame the whole word, they made responsible those who
harmed them.”
“Cápac Yupanque, they first raised the consciousness of
mankind and in time they confronted the perpetrators. Not an
easy feat for the ‘Indians’ to accomplish.”
“Why don’t we ask those people who recovered their lands
and their dignity to help us, or are they only fighting for their
own causes?”
“I am not aware of any agenda on behalf of the ‘Indians’.
All I know is that we should be unified, as they are. Since you
have mentioned the land of our conquerors, why don’t you
make a proposal to them?”
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“I accuse Spain as the mother of all of our misfortunes.”
“That is a great accusation!”
“CunturSoul, with the passage of time you have been
intimidated. Dignity alone is not going to restore what they
did to us. There must be some actual reparations to make our
demands real. Otherwise, what we are trying to do is just an
exercise in futility and we will have accomplished nothing.”
“Cápac Yupanque, what you are proposing has to be done
with political astuteness. If we don’t, we will be ostracized.”
“Isn’t Spain a prosperous nation? They don’t have to return
the riches that were taken from us; gold will only corrupt our
politicians. We can ask them for reparations in human deeds,
like taking our Inka youth to teach them in their universities
and force them to return to their homeland with the hope that
our people will receive them well.”
“Cápac, to the best of my knowledge, Spain has not
admitted to any wrongdoings. To them what happened to us
is part of our ongoing history. However, restitution from them
should come in some form; even a gesture of apology would be
better than nothing.”
“How about their economic outreach in a globalized
world? Aren’t they back in our lands investing and profiting
from us again?”
“Cápac, our cause is cleansing our past. Money will never
equal the rewards that dignity can offer us. Nevertheless, let
your proposition be our fourth demand. Education is brighter
than gold, and it behooves them to help their half brothers
in the Americas. After all, we recognize Spain as our Mother
Country, but to them we are only their stepsons.”
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“Words! Words! Why don’t you tell like it is? They are still
the ruthless conquerors that they once were.”
“Perhaps I should. But we must be able to use our horrible
past to our advantage, like other subjugated nations and people
have done.”
“Then what should our next demand be?”
“Oh! The mother of all churches. The bastion of our beliefs
and the pantheon of the gods, where everything began and where
we will all end. Diabolic in the past, virtuous in the present, and
triumphant in our final days because we all need a God.”
“Man of the Future, you either accept or dislike the church.
Why are you so dubious about your feelings?”
“I would like to be indulgent to those who committed and
are committing injustices to our people, which is not humanly
possible and why it is so difficult to express my thoughts.”
“Are you attacking the emissaries of the church?”
“No, Yahuar Huaca, any religion is guided by men who
long in themselves the eradication of the very same evils that
we all have.”
“Tell me if the representatives of the God of the strangers
were men of good will, and if their organization owe us
something?”
“How can anyone judge the ones who were and are trying
to save our souls? One can only question the means to their
end. The priests were men of their times and cruelty to the
infidels was acceptable, as it was in your days.”
“CunturSoul, the church was the main instigator of our
desecration. Granted, it was their times. Nevertheless, it is a
fact.”
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“It was not the principles of the church, but some of their
men who took the sign of the cross to act against the better
teachings of their God. It is us, mortals, who throughout the
ages continue perpetrating evil deeds in the name of a Higher
Being.”
“Well! If they are mortals like us, let’s ask their church for
reparations. We are not asking restitution from the Almighty.
The Gods are untouchable! Let His emissaries do what they
preach: redeem our sins in exchange for some penitence.”
“Perhaps you are getting me out of this dilemma. We
could ask them to continue helping our descendants, but not
spiritually. They have been doing that for the last five hundred
years, and look where we are. Although, they should endure
with that endeavor, for humanity will never change. Evil is in
all of us, including us, ‘Indians’, which is what makes us human
and we want to belong to the community of mankind.”
“Then, what can we ask from the church? Our gold has
long been melted into Christian chalices.”
“Yahuar, you had schools only for the nobles. That is where
you failed and that is where the church is also failing. Some of
their schools are only for the privileged.”
“If we had similar faults in education, and they are still
perpetrating the same deeds in spite of the times, why don’t we
ask them to teach our ‘Indian’ children in their schools.”
“They might accept your demand. The church is beginning
to correct their ancient mistakes. They have even restored the
soul of Galileo who dared to state that the sun was the center
of the universe, and not the earth.”
“We knew that Inti was the center of everything.”
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“Yes, the sun was the center of your beliefs. But proof of
what we believe is what one needs to be in unison with God and
the universe. The church has also apologized to the Israelites
for keeping silence of their holocaust during World War II.
However, we have not heard an apology from the popes for the
greatest genocide ever committed in the American Continent
with the backing of their church.”
“Then ours is also a holocaust.”
“Nobody has an ownership of that word. It belongs to
anyone who has suffered great and wide destruction, as defined
by the dictionary. However, ours was and is a living holocaust
without any hope of extinguishing its flames, unless we cry as
loud as others who have righted their past indignities.
“CunturSoul, we have spent too much time discussing the
church of the strangers. I hope we have not aroused their anger,
for their revenge is deadlier than the wrath of their God. Thus,
I propose that the mother of our beliefs helps us to educate our
needed children.”
“Yahuar, let that be our fifth demand, conscious that it is
we who have to be vigilant for our own reparations. For nobody
is going to accept any culpability.”
“Man of the Future, are you implying that no one had any
part in our downfall?”
“Inka Wiracocha, we were the main instrument of our
own demise.”
“How are we going to ask the world to restore our dignity,
if we were responsible for our decline?”
“We were, and we should start to recognize the evil deeds
perpetrated against our own people. Once we can do that, we will
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get the deference of the world. For there is nothing more admirable
in a nation than the esteem their citizens have for each other.”
“How are we going to go about asking restitution from
ourselves?”
“Inka Wiracocha, it is time that we venerate the temple
of our innocence, the very stone upon which God laid His
church —a child— and be the guardians of our most precious
heritage, the ‘cloning’ of ourselves through procreation.”
“Have we not done everything for the welfare of our
descendants?”
“No! And we will continue failing, if we don’t look out for
our own progeny.”
“How?”
“By becoming the best parents we can be, which would get
us closer to the wishes of our Creator.”
“You are talking like a priest.”
“Wiracocha, the preaching of all men of goodwill will
always end in the love for all of our sons and daughters. If
anything, humanity owes reparations to them. For there is no
excuse that most of the children of the world are in utter moral
and bodily decay, and the culprit is overpopulation.”
“Who are you or others to tell anyone to reproduce, as
they wish?”
“All I want to say is that we should not procreate what we
cannot possibly take care of. One would not expect to plant
forests in a desert, but probably one single tree nurtured with
our own blood.”
“Man of the Future, that is hardly a request. But in the end
over procreation is what is affecting the whole planet.”
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“Inkas, this petition is going to get us in trouble, and
perhaps it should be our final demand.”
“Man of the Future, we should all be heard even if our
demands are not worth hearing by the International Court.”
“Inkas! The world of ours is not all about demanding, it
is more about taking care of our own problems. For no one is
going to act on them, unless we make an effort to solve them
ourselves. If we could do that, we would have accomplished
more than we have ever dreamed. Nevertheless, speak your
minds before Pachacútec’s turn. By the way, where is he?”
“He is not attending our council meetings, because he says
that we are just talking and not taking action. We can’t even
think of any proposals, fearing that we may be ridiculed by him
and the people of your days.”
“Mayta Cápac, none of our demands are to be scoffed
at. For they are long overdue. Democracy is expressing one’s
thoughts, as long as it is uttered without maliciousness.
Freedom is one’s personal exaltation that should always fall on
the perimeter of our two feet. We seem to be prone to forget
the rights of others and ourselves. Remember that we are seen
as the last of the people who are trying to regain their dignity.
The men of justice are going to find reasons why we should not
be heard, in spite of the fact that the World Court supposedly
advocates for the human rights of those who can not defend
themselves.”
“Are you implying that we never cared for the rights of our
own people?”
“The Inkas lost their decour for not respecting their
subjects. However, that happened when you were isolated
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from the democratic advances of other civilizations. What is
our excuse now that we are in touch with he rest of the civilized
world.”
“CunturSoul, are you as pure minded as you portray
yourself to be? As a human being, you must have faults.
Otherwise, we will think that you are as dead as we are, for
being alive is to be imperfect.”
I am not faultless, and why I am here to find out the reason
for my imperfections. Let us listen to your demands.”
“You said that we have contributed to the Old World with
our staples and medicines. Does that mean that we also gave
them our sacred coca, perhaps the curse of all addictions?”
“Mayta Cápac, the first two we did but not the last. Vice
is not given, but is acquired by those who feel that the pain in
their souls is too much to bear it alone. Don’t make yourselves
culprits for the ills of humanity. We gave them the knowledge
of some of the effects of the coca; the scientists extracted the
essence of its curative properties for the benefit of mankind.”
“CunturSoul, we used the coca leaves to work without
feeling hunger and to withstand the thin air of the high
cordilleras.”
“You also knew that the bolus of coca caused your mouth
to become numb. This property made the doctors in the Old
World be aware of the possibility of ridding our body of pain.
Unlike you, who used it to ease your physical needs dorming
your minds. However, someone had to be the first to try. The
Inkas did, and we are due some acknowledgment.
“With that preamble, and with the permission of Dr.
Sherwin B. Nuland, I will recount the good and bad of our
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coca, which gets to the core of your question: do I have any
faults? Yes and so do great men, who when fallen rise above
their afflictions to become the best they can be. I refer to Dr.
William Halsted, the father of surgery in the country where I
studied Medicine, who became addicted to cocaine. But he was
able to overcome his addiction with the help of his colleagues.”
“That is to be expected from his compatriots.”
“Yes, but help to our own people is something that we still
have to master.”
“What do you mean by that?”
“That we are the most unforgiving people among ourselves.
So much so that when we see our ‘Indian’ brothers go under,
we pound their souls to the pulp of their spirits from which
they cannot rise again, and why discrimination among us is so
inexplicable.”
“Then, we must try to do away with this defect among us.
Nevertheless, we should get some restitution for the coca leaf
that benefited mankind.”
“Inka, compensation for that plant is going to be difficult
to obtain, because cocaine is the scourge of the world.
However, I want to connect Dr. Halsted to our past and get
some recognition in the field of Medicine.”
“Yah! I am also interested in this healer who, like our
sorcerers, used the coca to alleviate our tired bodies and
despondent souls.”
“Not necessarily in that context, and as Dr. Nuland writes:
Perhaps nothing in medicine is so well remembered, as the use of
general and local anesthesia. One created through chemistry, ether,
which was introduced by William Morton in 1846. The second
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took place in Vienna in 1884 at the Ophthalmologic society, where
an article of the medical student Karl Koller stated that the surface
of the eye could be anesthetized by the application of a few drops
of the alkaloid extracted from the coca leaf, Erythroxylon. Nuland
goes on to say that: (of course, the Perúvian Indians knew of its
properties centuries before us).”
“That is all the credit we received, and in parentheses?”
“Mayta Cápac! At least he mentioned us. Halsted understood
the implications of this drug in the field of painless surgery.
Unaware of its addictive properties, he and his students began
experimenting by snorting or infiltrating cocaine in their own
bodies.”
“What is the difference? We also tried on ourselves.”
“Inka, like in any other trade there is always the good and
the bad in any profession, and medicine is no different. He
and some of his pupils became addicted. However, Halsted
overcame his addiction, although not completely, becoming a
great surgeon and an inspiration to countless medical men who
followed the essence of the man whose virtues lay on the toils
of his work and not on the failures of his life. His name will
endure as an example of our indomitable courage to overcome
our vicissitudes.”
“Then he became a great healer on account of our coca?”
“No! He understood that deep in him there was a man
who could rise from the ashes, like a phoenix, to become a
better doctor. So, let people be recognized for the little good
they have done, and not for the weakness that is in all of us.
For the world is full of virtuous people, who do more evil with
their virtueness than with the goodness of their hearts.”
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“CunturSoul, before Pachacútec comes, I would like
to make another proposal: We should also get some type of
reparation for the large tree that saps the rubber. It grows in our
forests, and we learned of its elastic properties.”
“Mayta, as with other of our products, this tree can no
longer be claimed to be exclusively ours. England transplanted
young trees to the jungles of the Old Continent to produce
logistic materials for their World Wars. Now, through chemistry,
they have been able to reproduce its chemical properties and
our natural caucho is no longer needed. It also happened with
the bark of the quinine tree against malaria. As you can see, we
have lost to thievery and technology.”
“Damn it! I can’t seem to ascertain with any demands.”
“Yes! You said something that the world has forgotten. The
rain forest people are the ones who deserve to be compensated
for the discovery and use of these industrial products or, at
least, let them preserve their way of life. For there is no greater
destruction on earth than in our tropics and the so-called
‘savages’ are not getting the benefits, but the contamination
and deterioration of their environment.”
“Shit! All you are asking is for crumbs. There is only one
way to retake what it was taken from us through violence;
and that is Violence! One doesn’t ask permission to retrieve if
something was stolen, one reclaims it. Stop all the nonsense of
these demands. CunturSoul has lived too long with the people
of the Old World. We have no time to wait for their mercy.
Let’s get what is due to us through force, as they did with us.”
“Pachacútec, we are trying to create a new world order in
which reason and tolerance is the way of the future. Otherwise,
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we would have already been annihilated by the same people
who at different times are in control of the world. We have an
International Court, where we can make the men of justice
aware of our predicament. Meanwhile, all we can do is to
arrange our own problems among ourselves.”
“Man of the Future, you are disarming us with your useless
rhetoric. If you have come to disturb our graves, do not leave us
with false expectations. Hope is no longer in our domain. We are
dead! And the dead have no future. I will tell you how to take
back our empire and return it to its proper owners, the ‘Indians’.”
“Pachacútec, the Council of the XIII Inkas has nothing to
do with show of power. We are beyond that.”
“CunturSoul, I was absent from the Council meetings,
because I could not stand the nonsense that you were talking.
We are going to be the mockery of the world. Only with
courage one can do the unimaginable. The world belongs to
the bold!”
“Inka! You were a great statesman and a builder, but you
were also a tyrant.”
“Whatever I did it was with resolve, and within our
own means. Not like our descendants who no longer have
the fortitude to get their own affairs in order. Instead, they
go begging for help from the very people who have kept us
in legal chains to their self-serving laws and ideologies. It is
no wonder that our people have learned to survive through
chicanery, because nothing has been given to them in good
will and that comes at a price: we trust only in ourselves, and
we are suspicious of everybody. There must be a reason for the
psychological state in which our people find themselves in.”

The Council of the XIII Inkas appealing before the International Criminal Court at the Hague
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“Inkas, with those last words of Pachacútec I must end my
trip to the past.”
“CunturSoul! Huascar and Atahualpa have not made a
proposal, and most of our demands have been made to ourselves.
The World Court is going to feel that we can mend our own
problems, and our credibility is going to be questioned.”
“Inkas! It is not a coincidence that our souls have joined in
this abode of the gods. As your patriarch, I urge that this great
real state of Machu Picchu be returned to our descendants,
who are the rightful owners of everything that their ancestors
built. The mestizos despise us, the white people detest us. It
behooves them to revert this place to its proper owners.
Thus, as the first Inka, I propose that Machu Picchu be
returned to the ‘Indians’. This once lost city represents the heritage
of their past, and by all rights it belongs to them.
“That the exorbitant income derived from the tourist trade be
used exclusively for the welfare of the needy children.
“Let every foreign visitor to this ancient citadel know that
he or she is indirectly repaying us for the wrong deeds done to
us by their ancestors of the Old World. In the end this would be
the only compensation that we will ever get to our demands. The
International Criminal Court at the Hague will not listen to us;
we are ‘Indians’ and of no relevance to the world.
“I must remind you that we are not here as living creatures,
otherwise our mestizo brothers would not have allowed us to be here.
“Consequently, we should ask the men of justice of this Inka
nation to appeal to our government to return all the rights of this
Inka monument to its legitimate owners, the ‘Indians’ of today.”
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“Father Manco Cápac, perhaps your proposal is the
only demand closest to our reach and credible to the world.
Perú is known for the ruins of Machu Picchu. Without this
undisturbed city we would just be another third-world country
with no past. Who knows, this calling to our consciousness
may spark the cinders of hope to reunite our people.”
“Then I, Pachacútec, as the visionary of all that was great
in the Inka Empire, urge that we all accept Manco Cápac’s
petition as a sole proposal to ourselves. With his guidance we
should be able to accomplish the restitution of Machu Picchu
to his direct descendants, and to all those who are not ashamed
of their Inka ancestry.”
“Pachacútec! Let the proposal of our spiritual father be a
mandate to our people, for it is Perú of today that has debts to
the Inkas of the past and to the ‘Indians’ of the present. May
Inti and all the gods of our humanity listen to us, if they are
there.”

Epilogue
The spiritual essence of my life, as a mestizo

I

n the dawn of a new era, I realize that our lost causes should
never last more than our lives. I have tried to reach in to the
soul of my people and I question myself: Am I too ingenuous
to think that one can fight the evils of our humanity or is it
that in the evening of my life, I can only see the impossibility
of my intentions?
Yes! I have answered to the call of my consciousness, and
as I come to the end of this trip I will no longer wander on
the tundras of my desolation. Now I know that we are mere
mortals, who will die with a feeling that we could have made
of this world a better place for future generations to come.
Mankind will follow its course, and perhaps in not too distant
times the plight of the ‘Indians’ will be heard. Meanwhile, all
we can do is to cry in the vacuum of our existence. But, for how
long? In the ether of the times, I seem to hear:
“Until you die! Then the torment of your thoughts will
have ended with you. In the darkness of your coffin your soul
will know that we were put on this earth to live with what nature
provides us, and not with what our souls beseech us. Only God
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can right what He does and only He —in due time— will do
justice to the ones whom He created for some purpose.
“Man of the Future! Go and enjoy your grandchildren,
who are oblivious to the bleakness of your ancestry. You are the
last Inka in your lineage; your descendants will no longer suffer
the psychological chains that enslaved you. They are free! That
is God’s way of ameliorating your pain for all eternity.”
In the reality of my being I ask the Creator, why did you
put me on this earth if not to redeem myself? In the unknown
of His Being, He answers me:
“Man of the Times, your soul has done what your mind
wanted to do. Stop these wanderings of the spirit that lead you to
nowhere. Go to the interminable oceans to hear the waves of the
future, and you will know that there is hope in this world of frigid
poles. Life is light, do not morose in the dungeons of your past.”
Oh! What can an errant fool do but go back to the land
of one’s birth place to spread hope, and where nobody has ever
been a prophet. Nevertheless, if someday we all understand
that one ‘Indian’ is part of the New World, then we would have
understood that everybody is somebody in this continent of
contrasts. After all, what is life if not climbing the inaccessible
mountains of hope, and I have. For it is in our essence to do the
impossible to change our destiny, as God has designed.

Years will pass, and as time softens the edges of the mountains
and the souls of men I will rejoice in the last molecules of my remains,
feeling the ‘Indian’ children dancing and singing along with all the
children of the world. As my dust covers their little bodies I will
know that the burden of what has happened to us is gone to the end
of the universe, where in that emptiness I will feel no more pain.
Portrait by Anja Hovland, U.S.A.
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Glossary

Acamama.
Adelantado.
Acllahuasi.
Alcavicza.
Alco.		
Amautas.
Andenes.
Antis.
Apu machu.
Apurimac.
Ary.		
Cápac.
Aucaypata.
Auqui.
Ayarmancas.
Ayllos.
Ayllu.
Amaruhuasi.
Ayo.		
Cápac Raymi.
Cancha.
Cabuya.
Cápaccunas.
Cápaccocha.
Cápacñan.
Capito.
Chamán.
Collasuyo.
Condesuyo.
CondorSoul.
Coño.
Coropuna.
Coya.

Old Cuzco
To conquer lands with a self-assumed permission of the
crown of Spain
House of the virgins
Name of a leader in old Cuzco
Dog
Teachers
Stairway-like fields of cultivation in the steep mountains
Forest region to the east of the Andes
Old man
The Great Speaker
Yes
Powerful
Central square of Cuzco
Prince
Original inhabitants of Cuzco
Instrument of war effective against the horses
Andean community
The snake house
Professor
Great party
Toasted corn
Cactus fiber
Inkas of royal lineage
Sacrifice of children, also powerfull men of the oceans
Great Inka road
Captain, (mispronounced word by the Quechua people)
Sorcerer
South of the Tahuantinsuyo
West of the Tahuantinsuyo
Soul of the Condor (Spanish-English)
Oh! (Spanish slang)
Wonderful
Reyna

Glossary
CunturSoul.
Curaca.
Cusipata.
Chacchar.
Chuncho.
Chomba.
Champi.
Chasqui.
Chicha.
Chinchansuyo.
Choclocoha.
Chullo.
Chuqui.
Chuta.
Don.		
Encomienda.
Falconeta.
Guachaconcha.
Hanancuzco.
Harquebuses.
Hidalgo.
Hispanic.
Huaca.
Huacanquis.
Huacchacuyac.
Huaco.
Huaraca.
Huarachicu.
Huara.
Hatun Colla.
Ichu.		
Indoamérica.
Indio.
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Soul of the Condor (Quechua-English)
Leader of a town
Happy square
To chew
People of the forests
Pitcher
Ax
Runner
Liquor of corn
North of the Tahuantinsuyo
Lake of the tender corn
Headgear
Copper lance
Bread from the town of Oropesa
Of noble origin
Lands with ‘Indians’ given, as their property, to the
Spaniards by the governor
Small cannon
Offspring a low caste
Upper part of Cuzco
Long rifles
Son of somebody
A person of mixed race: ‘Indian’ and Spanish, mestizo, who
clings only to his European origin (Anglicanism)
Sanctuary or idol
Sorcerers
Benefactor of the poor
(Aymara) person of courage
Sling
Celebration of the entrance to the virile age
Cloth with three corners to cover the pubis
The high region of the south
Yellow straw
Proper name that should be used for Central and South
America
As is written in English, capital (I) as opposed to small (i) in Spanish
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indio.
‘Indio’.
Inka Rantin.
Inticancha.
Intipchurin.
Kero.		
Koricancha.
Latin America.
Levante.
Llachuasi.
Llacolla.
Macana.
Mamaconas.
Mamacocha.
Machu Picchu.
Mamanchic.
Mascaypacha.
Mita.		
Napa or unancha.
Ñustas.
Ojotas.
Orejones.
Pacarina.
Pachamama.
Piluto.
Pinkullus.
Polleras.
Poniente.
Punchao.
Purun Aucas.
Purunpacha.
Pututos.
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As is written in Spanish, lowercase (i), diminishing the
‘Indians’, even in their dictionary
In quotation marks when the author speaks of the natives,
because he won’t accept that humiliating name
Representative of the Inka
Temple of the sun
Son of the Sun
Drinking vessel
Temple of gold
Erroneous name for the America of the southern continent,
inhabited mostly by ‘Indians’ and mestizos (Anglicanism)
Beginning of the invading expedition
House of war trophies
Mantle
Mace of wood, an instrument of war
Matrons
Ocean
Old mountain
Royal mother
Crown of red wool
Movement of one group of people to a similar place to do
the same type of work
Flag
Young women
Sandals
Noblemen with long and perforated ears
Place of origin
Mother earth
Pilot (the natives could not pronounce some Spanish words)
Flutes
Skirts
Where the Spaniards were initially going to discover
Golden image of the sun
Imaginary warriors of stones
Forgotten times
Marine shells used as bugles

Glossary
Qipos.
Quipomayoc.
Rumiñahui.
Runatinya.
Rutuchicu.
Sapa Inka.
Sinches.
Supay.
Tahuantinsuyo.
Taita.		
Tambo.
Taqui.
Ticci cápac.
Totora.
Tucuyricos.
Tullpa.
Tupayauri.
Tumi.
Urincuzco.
Usno.
Villac Umu.
Virú.		
WiracochaPacha-Yachachic.
Wiracochas.
Wiracocha.
World Court.
Yachayhuasi.
Yahuarcocha.
Yahuarpampa.
Yanacona.
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Cords of llama wool with knots to signify numbers or
dates
Accountant
Stone-eye
Drum made out of human skin
First haircut
The only and powerful lord
General
Devil
Empire of the four cardinal points
Father
Inn, and also a storage place
Party
Lord of the world
Aquatic plant grown in the Titicaca lake
Seers or visitors
Oven of clay
Golden sceptre
Knife of gold
Lower part of Cuzco
Seat of gold for the Inka
Priest
Name of a river that degenerated to the word Perú by the
first explorers
The Creator of All
Assistants of the god Wiracocha
Name given to the Spaniards thinking that they were
demigods
Abreviation by the author for the International Criminal
Court at the Hague
House of learning
Bloodstained lake
Plains of blood
Servant
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