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Para mi padre Eduardo,
gue me acompafia desde los bosques celestiales,
y para mi madre Carmen,
que esta a mi lado.

For my father Eduardo,
who stands by me from the celestial forests,
and for my mother Carmen,
who is here with me.
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El Valle Prohibido




Las despedidas no son féciles, y por mi larga vida supe que
ésta no seria la excepcion. Frente al riachuelo que marca el
limite del Bosque Escondido, estaba sentado esperandome
mi nifio pequefio, como todas las mafianas de ese verano. Ya
habian pasado dos afios desde aquel dia que lo rescaté cuan-
do huia de la crueldad de otros chicos. Su timidez habia
desaparecido, pero mantenia ese afan por saberlo todo; en
esto ultimo me recordaba mucho a mi hermana Constanza
cuando tenia su edad. Me le acerqué despacio por la espal-
day le toqué el hombro provocandole un susto.

—iBruja Casilda! -me dijo con una sonrisa.

—M i nifio pequefio, hay es tu Ultimo dia de vacaciones.

—Si, por eso vine a despedirme —dijo con tristeza—,
pero nos volveremos a ver cuando regrese.

¢Cémo se le dice a un pequefio que su mundo de
fantasias esta por terminar?

—¢Por qué te quedas callada?

—Por nada mi nifio, simplemente recordaba...

—¢Qué cosa?



—A otros nifios como tu que he conocido a lo largo
de mi vida en la Madre Tierra.

—¢Cuantos afios tienes, bruja? —me pregunt6 con
una sonrisa picara.

—¢Cuantos afos tiene la Madre Tierra? —fue lo
Unico que le pude contestar.

Abrié la boca como si fuera a decir algo, me ima-
gino que una expresién como “;Tan vieja eres?”, pero
se contuvo.

—Mi hermana se qued6 en casa, pero te envié esto
—dijo mientras me entregaba mufiecas de trapo, una que
pretendia ser Constanza y otra que parecia ser yo —dice
que son para que la recuerdes mientras esta en la ciudad.

Sonrei, y evoqué a esa criatura revoltosa.

—Mis papas dicen que regresaremos dentro de tres
fines de semana, pero nos puedes visitar en el patio de la
casa, como has hecho en otras ocasiones.

Dejé escapar unas lagrimas.

—¢;Qué te pasa, Bruja? No estds alegre como
siempre. ¢Acaso el bosque esté en peligro de nuevo?

Me divirtié por un momento su ocurrencia.

—No, mi nifio, pero cuando lo esté, seras el prime-
ro en saberlo.

Me miraba esperando la respuesta, pero yo solo
pude decir:

—Ven, acompéafiame a dar una vuelta por el Bosque
Escondido.

Entramos en él. Ain me maravillaba el hecho de
que de todos los nifios que visitaron nuestro hogar,
fuera el Unico que pudiera llegar sin perder el camino, el
Unico que sabia la ruta secreta. Desafortunadamente,
eso se borraria de su mente dentro de poco.

—Bruja, ¢ recuerdas que hace tiempo prometiste contar-
me la historia de El Bosque Escondido?
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PROLOGUE

Goodbyes aren't easy and from the many years | have
lived, 1 knew that this wouldn't be an exception. Like
every morning that summer, my dearest child was
waiting for me in front of the stream that divides the
border of the Hidden Forest. Two years had passed
since that day when I rescued him from the cruelty of
those other boys. His shyness had disappeared, but
his curiosity to know everything remained. This trait
reminded a lot of my sister Constanza when she was
his age. | approached him slowly from behind and
touched his shoulder. This startled him.

“Casilda the Sorceress!” he said with a smile.

“My dear boy, today's your last day of vacation.”

“Yes, that's why I came to say goodbye,” he said
sadly, “but we’'ll see each other again when I return.”

What do you tell a child whose world full of fan-
tasy is about to come to an end?

“Why aren't you saying anything?”

“It's nothing my dear, 1 was just remembering...”
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“What?”

“Just other boys and girls like you whom I've met
during my long life on Mother Earth.”

“How old are you, Sorceress?” he asked with a sly
smile.

“How old is Mother Earth?” was all 1 could
answer.

He opened his mouth to say something like ‘You're
THAT old?, but he refrained.

“My sister stayed at home, but she sent you this,”
he said as he handed me some rag dolls. One was sup-
posed to be Constanza, and the other one looked like
me. “She says that they are to remember her by while
she’s in the city.”

I smiled and recalled that hyper child.

“My parents say that we're coming back within
three weeks, but you can come visit us in our back yard
like you did other times.”

I shed a tear.

“What's wrong, Sorceress? You're not your usual
happy self. Is the forest in danger again?”

His idea had my attention for a second.

“No, my child, but when it is, you'll be the first to
know.”

He waited for my answer, but I could only manage
to say, “Come. Let's take a stroll in the Hidden
Forest.”

We went in. 1 was still amazed that out of all the
children who visited our home, he was the only one who
knew his way around, the only one who knew the secret
path. Unfortunately, in a little while this would soon be
erased from his memory.

“Sorceress, remember a long time ago you prom-
ised to tell me the history behind the Hidden Forest?”

137



“Of course, my dear, I'll tell you today so that it
can be engraved in your heart.”

“Manrique the Tiger says that he is the only one
who knows the story in its entirety.”

“Manrique is frowned upon in these parts. He
claims to know, however, 1 have lived it.”

Just like your sister Constanza and Rencifo the
Sorcerer, right?”

“Yes.”

“Please tell me. I want to know everything about
you, Rencifo the Sorcerer, Constanza, Manrique the
Tiger, Karkoff the EIf, Marquela the Sorceress..
everyone.”

“My dear child,” 1 said enthusiastically, “when I'm
finished, it'll be nighttime.”

“l have all day,” he replied. “My parents think
that I'm at Fernando’s house.”

“But he and his family returned to the city
already. Why have you lied to them?” | scolded him.

“Well, didn't I lie all those times 1 said | was doing
something else instead of saying that I was with you?”

He had a point.

“Okay, my dear, I'll keep my promise. I'll tell you
the story of this place.”
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