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Capac awoke to a beam, of soft morning light warming his face. His weapons lay beside him, and his quipus telling the time of year by the numerous twisting strands tied in knots, each knot representing a different day of the year. Capac rustled through his quipus and found that this day was the summer solstice. It is a special day of sacrifice and ceremony. Although Capac did not enjoy sacrifices like most people in Cusco, he knew in his heart it was good for him and the nation. Capac knew he had to scurry from his guard post just outside the city of Cusco, so that he would not be late for the ceremony. As Capac walked through the city’s front gate, he saw the Great Temple of the Sun lying in the distance. The building’s gleaming gold sun dials reflecting the morning’s sunlight. 
Crowds of people were swarming the temple’s courtyard where the ceremony was going to take place. As Capac shuffled to find a good place to watch, he saw his good friend, Jaul.

“Ah… nice to see you Capac, our great God Inti has come to warm us all. We give him worthy thanks and the priests have gathered a sacrifice graciously given by a family in Cusco for today’s ceremony.” 

Like Capac, Jaul was a soldier for the empire. It was in this venue that they had met and had become friends.  

Time went on. More and more excited voices filled the clearing around the great temple. The great priests walked to the altar marveling at Inti the mighty sun god shining above them. They dragged a screaming girl dressed in a brightly colored tunic and a headdress shaped like the sun. She was tugging, fighting the soldiers that were dragging her to the altar. Capac did not want to watch, but the crowd’s cheering tempted him to look. 

The priests were covered in glimmering gold and wore beautiful long robes that contrasted with the dark stone behind them. Capac noticed that all the priests had crazed looks in their eyes. A priest that seemed to be in charge, stepped forward with his face painted skull white and he spoke.  
“For the great and mighty Inti,”   the crazed looking priest shouted! “We have come to offer a gift to the Gods, but mainly give offering to Inti, our Sun God. We have had a plentiful harvest this year.” Many people yelled with pleasure including Jaul and Capac. “Bring forth the sacrifice.”

As the guards brought the struggling girl, she screamed in fear and agony. Capac had a nervous feeling rising up in the depths of his stomach. An interesting thing about Capac even though he was a soldier, he had never experienced actual combat. When Capac was young, his parents were killed by an illness. They were important officials for the empire. Capac’s uncle adopted him and lovingly raised him. When Capac was old enough he was granted a spot in the military. 
The high priest made the girl kneel onto the altar and drew out a gleaming silver dagger. He raised it and said with a cold voice, “For Inti…give us another bountiful and peaceful year.  To you, we give this sacrifice!”
The priest drove the knife straight into the girl’s chest causing blood to splatter and then ooze from her body. Her eyes wide open staring blankly into space. Capac winced and felt a disturbing feeling rise up with in him. 

“Capac! Cheer with me! Let us celebrate with the crowd!” shouted Jaul excitedly. 

Capac said nothing and stared at the ground. Jaul’s mood suddenly changed to concern and said, “Capac, what is wrong?”  
“Nothing, leave me alone.” Capac answered angrily. Capac shuffled through the crowd not looking at anyone’s face. 
 “Come back!” Jaul alerted. 
 As Capac walked, he suddenly felt a strong crasp clamp around his arm. He turned and saw Jaul towering above him. 

“Capac, please tell me what is with you. I want to help.” Jual’s eyes gazed at Capac’s with a sense of worry. 

“No, just leave me alone!” Capac said looking away.
  Jaul looked around making sure no one would hear, “The sacrifice disturbed you didn’t it?” 

Capac looked up and glared at Jaul. “Why do you ask?”


“I ask because I care about you. You are my greatest friend.”
***

Capac was now walking through dense vegetation following a jungle path through the mountains. He and Jaul had been sent out on a mission to deliver an important message to a military official in Machu Pichu, a wonderful noble city in the high mountains. 

“How much farther?” Jaul asked. 

“A little ways up the path is a bridge and from there it is not far to the city.” Capac answered quickly. 

As they walked further up the path, the two friends suddenly stopped. Strange voices in a very peculiar tongue filled Capac and Jaul’s ears. It was very slurred and rapid. As Jaul stepped ahead of Capac, he peered around the bend to see where the strange noise was coming from. As Capac looked too they both saw a group of pale skinned men wearing garments that were alien to Capac and Jaul. They were also riding the strangest beasts Capac had ever seen in his life. They were like giant deformed llamas that whinnied and shook their long heads.  The group of strangers approached them and pointed a menacing looking device at Jaul. 

To Capac’s left, a man with a straggly beard stepped forward and shouted something at Jaul and Capac. Capac stared in fright for he had never seen anyone with a beard before. Most Inca people had very little facial hair. The same man shouted at them again.  Jaul and Capac, not understanding and confused, said nothing.  The man shouted again, “El Dorado!”  

Jaul turned and looked at Capac and then withdrew his dagger. 
“BANG!”

A sudden flash of light, then a great noise that was like a spear puncturing Capac’s heart filling his insides with fear. Jaul fell fast and collided with the soft jungle path. He was dead. 

Frightened, Capac felt an urge to scream, but kept his fear in check, not to show weakness to this new alien enemy. Two of the men drew their metal weapons and grabbed Capac. They pulled him forward as another man came through on his stead. He dismounted and walked towards Capac staring evilly at him. This man had a sense of power to him which caused Capac to shudder in fear. The grips of the two men holding Capac tightened. 
The man spoke something in his language to Capac, but Capac did not understand. He said it again, but this time a little bit slower than the first time. Capac did not know what to do. The Commander gave a fraternizing order to one of his men; a third soldier stepped forward holding a knife. The man with the knife came up to Capac and pressed it to Capac’s cheek. The commander said the phrase again but this time louder and more pronounced. 
“Dónde está la ciudad de oro?”

“Let me go!” Capac stuttered as he struggled to get loose. 

The men seemed to be getting angry and pressed the knife harder to Capac’s cheek. 

“Dónde está la ciudad de oro!”   The commander yelled in frustration,  “Eran es El Dorado!” The Commander stared at Capac with such menacing eyes and finally said, “¡Córtelo!”

The soldier with the knife sliced Capac across the cheek. Capac held his breath in agony and fell to his knees. The rest of the men stood waiting for their next command.  The commander started to walk away and grumbled, “Ate sus manos y átelo al carro del paquete.” 
Warm blood oozed from Capac’s cut, his face burning in pain. As the rest of the men tied his hands and spat dirty saliva all over him as they bound Capac to the back of a cart with a big, metal, tube-like mechanism on it. Two of the hybrid lamas were pulling it. 
*** 

A day later, Capac was being tugged along behind the cart, his hunger and thirst overwhelming him. His legs felt like lead and his spirit diminished from the loss of his friend, Jaul. Capac was extremely tired and had an agonizing head ache. A tall soldier walked up to Capac and offered him some water. He took it greedily and gulped it straight down. The cool liquid filled his dry mouth, yet Capac felt weak. He dragged his legs causing him to stumble to keep up with the ever moving cart ahead of him. The nice soldier took his water back and gazed at him sympathetically. His vision was getting blurry and he struggled to focus. The hot humid sun beat down on his sweat covered face. The man reached into his shirt and pulled out a necklace with a small gold cross. 

“Usted sabe cuáles es esto?” Said the tall soldier. “Esto es una cruz, y es una cruz en la cual Jesús Cristo murió por usted. Para perdonar sus pecados. Cuál vencen los que no lo creen y no siguen al infierno, pero los que van al cielo y consiguen estar con Cristo.”

Capac, struggled to stay focused, this man was telling him something that was special to him. The man’s eyes filled with joy and compassion. This made Capac wonder. The man turned and walked away. Capac gazed at him for a long while.      

After what seemed a lifetime the caravan of men and carts had stopped in a big clearing.
“Acamparemos aquí esta noche,” a random man ridding one of those strange beasts announced. 

Capac figured that they had decided they were going to camp here for the night. He still felt very weak and nauseous. His cut has scabbed over and ached a lot. He collapsed down on the grassy ground. His mouth was very swollen and was in a lot of pain and discomfort.
Capac drifted asleep not long after he had collapsed. Vivid dreams startled him of Jaul’s death. He awoke the next morning with his head aching worse than ever and his head felt very hot. That same tall soldier prodded him to get up, but Capac was too weak. He prodded Capac again his face filling with concern. 

“Levántese, levántese, él hora de moverse. Adelantado levántese.” 

The soldier glanced over his shoulder making sure no one was looking. He suddenly withdrew his knife and began cutting at Capac’s bonds. He took them and tossed them under a nearby bush. He quickly hoisted Capac and dragged him away from the camp. His nervous breaths seemed to be coming from a mile away. 
Capac’s headache throbbed as the man hid him in some brush. Voices were drawing near and the man quickly hid him. He walked away quickly trying not to catch any attention. Capac waited eagerly as the caravan of strangers left. 

The peaceful sounds of birds chirping and monkeys yelping gave Capac a sense of comfort. He was not feeling normal. It was hard for him to even lift his head or limbs. He was weak and sick. 

***
Hours and hours past and Capac was still lying in the spot were the soldier hid him. He now started to have a rash forming on his face. Capac glanced up and down his body and found that he was covered in red spots. They itched all the time and caused Capac great discomfort. He had nothing to eat for two days and was very weak. 

As Capac lied there, the spots slowly began to form big bulging bumps. Severe back pains stabbed through Capac’s body making him groan and wheeze. He feared for his life. 

The next day Capac was still lying there. He was going in and out of consciousness. He began to hallucinate, seeing visions of his long dead mother and father greeting him with grace and love. Capac no longer had the will to survive.  He released his hold onto the world and focused his eyes on the light ahead. 
