
CURS AND FEAR

This is a tale of a strange happening in a simple village somewhere on a small, lush
island in the great Sea to the west. As many generations have come and gone since the
incidents, most would say it was all indeed but a moral tale or a myth of sorts- nice to
think about, but foolish when brought to the practical level of daily island life. It was like
one of those stories that causes children's eyes to twinkle with soaring imaginations or
that causes the aged to cling to with shreds of something to get them through their last
feeble years. But really, as it always happened, the children grew up leaving their
childish dreams behind and the aged breathed their last, taking their vague hope with
them to the grave.

So, whether tale, myth or child-like fantasy or feeble hope, the writer can't really say.
But the story as told to this writer goes pretty much as follows, much as it has always,
being handed down from mouth to ear to mouth through these many years. Kept intact is
the story of a powerful evil beast who ran "rough shod" over the island and its villagers,
and of a mysterious young man who appeared to challenge it, so they say, conquering as
no one since has ever conquered.

Lachacho was an extremely beautiful island paradise full of rich vegetation with all
kinds of grains and delicious fruit; rich in animal life and abounding in every good to fill
and satisfy the hearts of the islanders. The small tropical island teemed with beauty
typical of but a few precious islands in the whole of the great Sea. Clear, tasty springs of
water bubbled up from a number of places giving all the cool, pure water desired.
Several small rivers cascaded down from the mountains forming waterfalls ideal for
showers, and large pools for bathing and playing.

The waters around the island were full of fish and other things harvested easily by the
fishermen. And on any given day one could spend the afternoon diving beneath the
ocean calm, exploring in and among the treasure-like surroundings colored in wondrous
designs that only the sea could display. The ocean breezes gently fanned the island
sanctuary keeping temperatures within a pleasant range. Except for the periodic showers
of ample rain which fell, the sun shone brilliantly day in and day out, broken only by the
few clouds which eased along the mountains. The evening sky was filled with more stars
than one could imagine counting, looking like so much diamond dust sprinkled across the
heavens. The natural beauty of the island provided a scenic wonderland setting for
people in which to grow in the enjoyment of their simple lives, and to abound in the
wonder of their secure home. Or so they thought until the tragic beginnings of what
spelled the end to their "place of peace". This ushered in a sober period of island history
darkened by doubts, anxieties and fears so deeply rooted within them so as to rob them of
most of what was previously theirs to freely enjoy.

As the story is told, the tragic change began one usually quiet morning with the
fishermen going out for their daily check of the fish and crab traps. When coming to the
markers they discovered that they had been moved around. And when the traps were
pulled up they found the catch tom apart- claws off and other mutilations. Trap after trap
when hauled up revealed the catch senselessly damaged. From what they could see none

were eaten, but all were killed and viciously mauled in some unexplainable way. So,
after spending the entire morning viewing the sickening sight, they reset the cages and
went to the leaders of the village and described their awful findings.
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At first the peculiar report was set aside and played down, kept from the villagers. But
after about seven sunrises worth of the continued harassment, everyone knew that
something sinister was taking place out in the sea beds. No one could say how the traps
themselves weren't damaged, or why the catch wasn't eaten, but simply destroyed. At
night around the fire the men were feeling the heavy strain over the remarkable problem.
The old couldn't remember when any such thing had ever happened before. All were
troubled and perplexed!

The food could be made elsewhere, that wasn't the problem. What was really
bothering them was the disruption and invasion of their tranquil security. And to confuse
matters more, whoever, or whatever was pillaging their traps at random puzzling
intervals. A few days would go by without any trouble and then, for a week straight the
terrible thing would happen. Then it would alternate days, then on and on in
unpredictable combinations. All of it seemingly was calculated to wear the men to a
frazzle, to stress the families mercilessly. For each day's strain grew worse than the
previous one upon them until many actually were physically sick each morning before
the outriggers were pushed off. Some of the very strongest hearts grew cold and fearful.

After several months of this, from lunar cycle to lunar cycle, things turned for the
worse. The fruit and vegetable harvesters came upon a similar sight of ruthless
destruction. Plants were pulled up by the roots. Branches were broken and bark was
roughly peeled away exposing the raw flesh of the fruit and nut trees. Even the sheltered
spice trees were attacked. An emergency meeting of the entire village was quickly called
because some sadly even began to suspect each other.

As the anxious villagers gathered together order became hard to keep as shouting
mingled with weeping and cries of confusion until somehow a plan was pieced together.
It was decided that some of the bravest and strongest young men and women would be
chosen to watch over the fishing traps and over the orchards and fields. Each vowed to
the death to resist this thing and to protect the island from the malicious destruction.

Days and even weeks passed quickly without any incident, possibly having frightened
off the destroyer with the groups of strong guards. And finally a semblance of order
returned to the village. The traps were okay and the food supply was well protected.
Life resumed a good measure of what it was before the cowardly attacks. Then, quietly
at first, the bathers began to notice a chill in the waters that hadn't been there before.
This chill grew stronger and stronger until only the bravest souls would enter the waters
of these old familiar pools and waterfalls. Not much was seriously thought of it as most
figured the unnatural cold would clear up.

But later, when it didn't, a chill of a different sort sent a shudder through the people.
The idea that maybe this too was the work of this bad "thing" fell heavily upon them.
Then one day the icy cold left the waters and it gradually warmed up. This delighted the
people so much that many spent the length of the full moon splashing and playing in the
soothing waters. They finally relaxed and tried to forget.

After some weeks passed, quite unexpectedly the fresh water springs which supplied
the drinking water began to go bad, becoming salty and warm until no one could drink it.
This forced the women to boil the water now drawn from the rivers. And once again the
peace was shattered bringing many to points of deep depression and anxiety. For months
now their island had been severely hit with one mysterious act of evil after another. "Had
the old life been lost; their wonderful old ways gone for good? Would they ever be rid of
this terrible, invisible agent with its dark powers?" Many tears of grief and sorrow were
shed in the nights to follow.

Within this atmosphere, the leaders rose up to encourage all the people and to assure
them that the day would dawn when they would be free once more from all of these
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awful effects. And so, somewhat reassured and calmed by the words of the elders of the
village, a new resolute wave of determined strength swept over them all. They would
resolve with all of their might to overcome! But sadly, as strong as they might have felt,
they weren't prepared for what was to follow. All the bold words and all the firm
commitments could not stand up to the next twisted assault upon them.

Overnight the fishing traps were brutally attacked, the fields ravaged and the entire
orchards were destroyed as well as the stand of spice trees. The river waters turned icy
cold once more and the fresh water springs became bitter and warm. But worst of all, the
young guards were all savagely attacked! Those at sea were drowned, those by the fields
were crushed and broken, left with looks of horror upon their once beautiful faces and in
their eyes. Those by the fruit groves suffered as well with the exception of one survivor.
And this one remained paralyzed in a state of shock, mumbling incoherently words of
terror. .

At first the villagers were completely stunned. But then panic swept over the people
with escape foremost on their minds. Fear gripped their hearts with an aching cold;
especially so when they found all the boats smashed leaving them trapped like wild
animals in a deadly snare. All they could do now was to hover together in their huts and
to wait for the inevitable ~nd. Moaning and groaning filled the night air.

With the breaking of dawn those who were able to sleep were startled awake by cries of
fellow villagers and the scurry of people moving about, as guards reported the sighting of
a hideous beast! Large and ugly, it walked upright. It was first seen near the shore of the
great Sea and was now moving towards the village center. Since there was no place to
hide from its wicked powers, the people simply cowered and waited for their fate.

Soon, with proud, sweeping strides, the huge man-like being moved into the village
where it stopped- hands on hips, menacingly glaring at the frozen people. Its eyes were
impossible to look at; they poured out depths of hateful evil and wickedness chilling to
the bone at their gaze. A few little children who were the nearest to the beast did meet its
eyes and after a few moments of contact fell to the ground in much the same state as the
one surviving guard. All, from the mighty men to the leading women, bowed in the dust
with their faces covered, waiting for the next and probable last stroke. All that could be
heard was the whimpering and the shuddering of bodies and the moaning of the little
children.

Then the creature broke the silence with its voice. The tone was quite unlike his
appearance- almost melodic in a sickening sense. He spoke in understandable words of
his purpose and of his intents. He spoke of his desire for them to live on their island, but
under his firm hand of rule. They would have their food restored, their water restored
and the old order of things returned except for a few, simple changes. He numbered
them, pausing after each to emphasize his new and absolute authority over the entire
village and over all their lives. What surprised many was the voice; it felt soothing like
the effects ofthe juice of one of their medicine plants which was used mainly to soothe
pain. The sound also possessed a kind of power of seduction likened to the sexual wrongs
which were taboo among the people. Yet, this effect was working upon every man,
woman, and upon every child regarding open acceptance of the fiendish beast.

It even seemed that after some time of listening all would somehow eventually be made
well. Life could become good again. But then a forgotten glance was met with a rush of
deadly fear in return as a quick reminder of the enslavement that was now upon them.
And to think that the morning dew still sparkled on the grasses and blossoms waiting
once more for the sun's warmth.




