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About our father

 

Our father’s imagination created this novel. Our father was Luis Escudero del Barrio, who was born in Ciudad Real in 1935 and died in Barcelona in 2020. Despite being over 70 years old, he started writing small stories, and later on, he was encouraged to write more extensive works. Most of them do not have a definite ending, an exception being “Zarzo, Braveheart.”

On many occasions, he showed me (Ana) what he had written so that I could help him improve since, although gifted with much imagination, his knowledge of spelling and writing rules was basic. He made mistakes, like any other writer. He also participated in literary contests in Zonaereader under the pseudonym Delfin, intending to improve his writing.

In February 2019, he was diagnosed with advanced pancreatic cancer, which ultimately was the cause of his passing in July 2020. Despite this, he continued to write until the end. We believe that writing provided him with an outlet and a means to cope with the cruel disease bravely.

I found this novel while cleaning up documents on my computer one day. I read it and realized it was a good story suitable for a young audience, even though its author was an older man.

My sister Belén and I decided to publish it, but we needed to edit it. After about a year of rewriting and proofreading, the novel was ready to be read by readers. We have kept the spirit that our father wanted to convey in the work and have focused on improving it.

Ana Escudero and Belén Escudero
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A newborn among the thorns

 

Our protagonist was a young man who lived in one of the villages in the high mountains. He had no name; in the village, he was called Zarzo. He was found in a bramble bush by a goatherd, who, hearing the creature’s sobs and with the help of his two dogs, came to his aid. The municipality’s inhabitants were surprised to see his significant  development  despite  everyone  thinking  he was only a few days old. The shepherd’s family adopted him and gave him their last name.

For eighteen years, the boy grew strong, his muscular body was admired throughout the county. His great strength helped protect his neighbors when they were in danger or needed help with challenging tasks. Everyone in the township monitored him, wanting to know who his mother might be. The only clue was the clothes he was found in, which had the initials R.C.G., and a coat of arms embroidered. It appeared they belonged to an important person, but no one of high rank lived in the town or the surrounding area. 

His parents thought he should investigate his origins. The shield and the initials embroidered on the cloth were all they could offer him to leave the village and search for 

his lineage. He did not want to go but needed to discover his origins. His adoptive father, the shepherd, also felt this way, like a voice whispering in his ear.

“Masaron...  Zarzo  is  not  from  here.  Send  him  to  look for the place where he belongs,There was a place called the  the voice spoke to him through his dreams.

With tears in their eyes, the entire municipality bid farewell to Zarzo on a sweltering day. Such a tropical sunrise had not been seen for decades. The young man mounted a beautiful horse gifted to him and, with provisions for several days, set out on his journey in search of where he had come from. As he rode away from the village, he felt excitement and fear. He had no idea what awaited him in his investigation, but he was determined to discover the truth about where he came from. As he rode towards the horizon, he felt the wind at his back. It seemed to encourage him to continue without faltering.

The sun’s rays scorched him, thirst tormented him, and his canteen dried up. He had thought it would be easy to find water on his route, but he did not believe that he did not know those lands. He had never been far from home, only to accompany his father on his mountain trips. He  had  no  idea  where  to  find  a  spring.  A  winding  road descended onto a plain, at the end of which one could hear the murmur of a river. Zarzo understood that the current was swift since it was possible to listen to it from that distance. The rider and horse rode cautiously down the path until they reached the shore. Once they reached 

the river, they drank the water of that crystalline stream. The hot day and the glacial liquid of the torrent seemed completely opposites. Its water seemed to rush to get somewhere to mingle with other warmer streams. Once his  thirst  was  quenched,  he  filled  his  canteen;  finding  a suitable place cool enough to eat lunch was urgent. He thought he had found the ideal place under some trees with abundant vegetation. He took off his horse’s saddle to make himself comfortable and eat at ease from the abundant fodder before him.

Leaning against the thick tree trunk, Zarzo opened his backpack and took a piece of cheese, blood sausage, and a loaf of bread. He cut pieces of bread, blood sausage, and cheese with his pocketknife. Although he had a big appetite, he tried to take small portions since he didn’t know how long they would last. While tasting the food, he admired the scenery. The river ran at great speed, and if he looked to the right, he could see mountains rising higher than those that had seen him grow up. He hoped he would soon find a way to help him in his search, although he knew it would not be easy.

The horse, an intelligent animal, sought shade after having eaten all the grass he wanted. Observing that the horse was resting, he too decided to make himself comfortable and follow suit. Zarzo, with his head resting on the thick trunk, gave a few yawns. Knowing the ride would be long, he didn’t want to fall asleep. Gentle breezes of fresh air would hit his face; in those moments, he was joyfully thankful for it. The sound of the river’s current gradually subsided until there was no sound. 

The chirping of the birds also ceased to be heard. In the small meadow, an eerie silence reigned over the whole landscape. Zarzo was falling asleep. A loud chatter rudely awakened him. He opened his eyes and saw a black bird flapping its wings and making high-pitched noises with its beak.  Zarzo,  enraged  with  the  black-plumaged  bird,  said to it:

“Bird,  don’t  you  have  somewhere  else  to  make  noise and come here to annoy me with your unbearable screeching?”

Zarzo stood up, grabbed a branch near him, and threw it at the bird, almost grazing one of its wings.

“Go away, demon crow,” he ordered.

A gruff, raspy voice replied:

“If you break my wing, you Will lose your eyes.”

Zarzo, who had raised his eyes, looked around in search of the person who had uttered those threatening words. He saw no one, although he checked everywhere. Again, the same voice spoke to him:

“What are you looking for, human?”

Zarzo, thinking it was a peasant’s joke, told him:

“Dear  friend,  you  are  doing  good.  Perhaps  the  crow speaks.”

“For  now,  we  are  not  friends;  we  do  not  know  each other, and I want to make it clear to you that there is no one here but you and me, apart from your horse.”

“You can’t make me believe that the raven reasons like a  human.  Please  come  out  of  your  hiding  place,”  Zarzo continued to insist. What he was hearing had to be the work of some joker.

“I don’t know how to tell you. Look at my beak and pay attention, hesitant human.”

“I  listen  to  you  without  taking  my  eyes  off  your black beak”·

“Thank goodness, Zarzo,” replied the bird.”

“How can you know my name?”

Zarzo was surprised when he heard his nickname pronounced by that creature, which was similar to the common raven. Was he in the presence of a magical being, or had he lost his mind? How did he know it? The only difference was that the bird was much larger than the specimens he had seen in Alcano. He still wondered if this was not a dream.”

“If  you  tell  me  how  to  turn,  I  will  obey  you,”  Zarzo was convinced that the strange being who spoke was a circus performer.

The raven told him it was most likely too late for that. Then he whistled, and Zarzo’s horse came unhurriedly towards them.

The boy scratched his head and said:

“Damn,  what  witchcraft  this  is!  A  raven  that  talks like a human. If I were to be pricked at this very moment,  not  a  drop  of  blood  would  come  out,”  Then he asked the flying jet: “I assumed you were a jackdaw, “He  paused  for  a  few  seconds  before  continuing.  You look like a crow, although you are much larger than the specimens I know, and you are especially dark. Are you from Earth?” Zarzo looked around and exclaimed, “It’s a good thing there’s no one around because they’d yell at me and tell me:”

“Zarzo, you’re sick in the head; go to see a shrink.”

The jackdaw, who listened attentively to Zarzo’s words, responded with his squawk:

“I start with the first of the things you asked me. No... I am not a crow, although you can call me that. Second question: I am not from this place, and neither are you.”

Zarzo did not like the last answer.

“What do you mean, I’m not from here? What do you mean, this camp? In that case, I’m not from this field; my home is in Montes de Alcano.”

“You  are  mistaken;  your  home  is  not  in  Montes  de Alcano. You are not from Earth.”

“What nonsense are you talking about, silly creature?”

“I’m sorry to have to insist. It is Earth, but neither you nor I belong to it.”

“You’re crazy, crow. I’m from here, then.”

“Do you think animals on Earth can reason? I’ll show you. There are four of us.”

“I  must  be  dreaming,”  Zarzo  said.  “I  must  have  fallen asleep.”

“Take a note, kid. You and me. You and your horse. Me and my horse. Horse for two. Two on one horse.” 

“I don’t understand your reasoning. Can you explain it to me, please? All I see is the three of us. You can’t even count  the  birds  that  stopped  singing  long  ago,”  Zarzo waits with a smile for what the crow has to say.

The jackdaw made its characteristic sound again. A unicorn crouching in the bushes got up and came galloping up to Zarzo’s horse. Seeing it, the young man inevitably laughed. That the bird was talking to him was surprising enough, but the unicorn’s appearance at his side astounded him. With a cracked voice, he commented:

“What... is... this... bug? I see... a... a... nag... with... a... horn... I seem to have died, and I don’t know when or how I passed away. I’m leaving, I must get to my destination before I lose my sanity. Besides, the night will be upon me.”

Zarzo saddled the horse and, without another word, mounted it, took the reins and told him.

“Come on, Francesco, we’ve already wasted too much time here. Let’s hope such strange animals won’t visit us in the next break.”

Zarzo set off. Although he was still disconcerted by the strange experience with the rook and the unicorn, he didn’t want to waste any more time there. He knew he had to move on and wanted to go as far as possible before it darkened. The raven and the unicorn followed him at some distance. 

They had been walking for two hours and had encountered no rational or irrational being. Zarzo, very surprised, asked Francesco:

“Where  are  the  people,  Francesco?  I  see  nothing  but fields. You might be seeing something else.” 

The quadruped snorted several times as if confused as well. The sun was lowering on the horizon, and Zarzo was worrying about the lack of a suitable place to spend the night.

“Could  he  have  said  something  to  me  with  his snorting?” wondered Zarzo.


He instantly felt unwell.

“Oh,  my  God,  I’m  getting  dizzy!  Oh,  my  God,  my eyesight... I can’t see! Stop, Francesco, so...”

Zarzo stumbled down from his horse and collapsed to the ground. He was unconscious for a few seconds. When he awoke, he realized he could not move but could hear the strong wind. Wood chips were flying against the tree trunks. The blizzard was increasing and carrying all kinds of leaf litter. The windstorm lasted about thirty minutes. Zarzo remained motionless, not daring to open his eyes. 

He listened carefully; the weather seemed to have calmed down. Even the sun was warming up again, now even more intensely than before. He decided to look, and what he saw surprised him. The sky was tinged with an intense green. He lowered his eyelids again. He did not see well. Zarzo could not believe his eyes, but he could not deny what his eyes were showing him. What had happened while he was unconscious? How could he come back to reality?”

“Why are your eyes closed?” asked the crow.”

“The  sky  is  a  deep  green  color.  The  older  women  of the Alcano Mountains say it is a bad omen.”

“I’m sorry. Please open your eyes and see how blue it is.”

Zarzo opened them with fear. The sky was its usual blue.

“However, I saw it. It was green, like the shade of grass in  the  fields.  You  must  have  seen  it,”  Zarzo  thought  the raven  was  taunting  him.  He  got  angry  and  added:  “I  am searching for my past.”

 I have to find the path that will lead me there. You and that unicorn are hindering me. Get out of my sight.

Zarzo was convinced that these two wanted to divert him from his goal.

“It seems you didn’t understand yet. You have crossed the Gate of Destiny. But be careful; it is not just any door. This access has led you to...”

“Be  that  as  it  may,  I  will  continue  my  crusade.  Come on, Francesco! We can’t stop.”

The crow, who was following Zarzo, said to him:

“The path you seek is not there, so you will not find it. The path you now need to find does exist. That is why you are here. I have no idea how to locate the path. Try to find the path that will lead you to my palace.”

“Everything  is  clear,”  said  Zarzo  to  the  crow.  You brought me here with the sole intention of taking you and the unicorn I don’t know where.”

“No... no, I don’t know where... to my castle, yes...” The crow, very angry, reproached Zarzo.”

“I  would  also  like  to  return  to  my  home,  even  if  it  is not a palace,” Zarzo replied. He was not in a good mood either.

The unicorn stepped between the two and told them:

“Let’s  see  which  one  of  us  I’m  going  to  kick.  We’ll  sit down and clear things up.”

Zarzo accepted the unicorn’s proposal and stopped.

“I would say that the way back will be difficult if you don’t know the location of the Gate of Destiny,” continued the mythological animal. And you can’t say it as it was often  moved.  Now  you  are  here,  on  our  planet.  I  think 

my friend and companion, the raven, should give you a helping hand. You are undoubtedly a strong person, even more potent than you look, but it will not be enough for the mission you have been given. My friend has a name just like me. When he decides to tell you, we will tell you.

Zarzo stood deep in thought, trying to understand the unicorn’s argument.

The four of them stared blankly at the horizon. Francesco had also joined the group. While the unicorn was talking, Francesco was showing his teeth, which was meant to imply that he knew how to smile or that he also knew how to bite, as well as to kick if flies bothered him. The crow broke the silence by saying:

Since my friend has said that we, too, have names, let us reveal them. I am Izo; he, a mythological figure, is Amo.

“What  is  the  meaning  of  the  word  mythology?  What race is that?” asked Zarzo, ignorant.

“This  is  not  the  time  to  ask  questions,  especially  not to me. Ask for an answer from the one who invented the myth,” Izo responded firmly.

“Izo,  give  me  a  good  reason  not  to  wring  your  neck,” Zarzo threatened him.

“Where  did  you  get  that  word?  What  does  “neck” mean? Is it a variety of fish?” asked Izo. “This time, it was the bird that was talking nonsense.”

“Why are you complaining? I haven’t touched you yet. By the way, I wish you were a fish!”

Amo hit the ground with his right paw.

Izo, my friend, are you ready to tell Zarzo about the mission he has to undertake?

Zarzo cut him off:

“Fellow  traveler,  Mr.  Mythological  Horse,  could  you tell me why you are wearing that ridiculous horn? Are you related to animals with antlers? In short, where does the term mythological come from?”

Gently, Amo answered Zarzo, as he explained; Izo had taken flight and disappeared without saying goodbye:

“Mythological comes from myths, and what are myths? I  am  a  myth,  so  they  say.  Why  am  I  considered  fiction? Because I live only in the world of imagination.”

Izo, with his loud shouting, once again asserted command in front of the others.

“The  time  has  come  to  act.  As  time  passes,  all  your doubts will become more apparent, and you will be able to solve them without asking questions. You must find the road that leads to the Tulip Field. There, you will find the palace of Queen Bella Tulia, and you will be in charge of chasing away the dragon with pointed ears. You only have your horse and physical strength, which are few resources to  fight  against  Brisarte,  the  dragon.  You  will  need  a weapon on par with the Warrior from another world. Look carefully where you walk; you will find the light that will illuminate you. Take the sword and raise it as high as you can. Then, it will light up and shine with its light. At that moment, you will be ready to face the dragon. Good luck in your adventure,” explained the raven.

Zarzo listened carefully to the raven’s words.
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