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This book is dedicated  

to the Maya Indians of Central America 

Past and Present; 

   

They have given the world much. 
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The day of my birth was 17 Ch'en
11 Ix, a day when harvest was coming to an
end and the delicious foods of the fields were
plentiful.  It was a good day to be born because
on Ix days the ancestors of one's mother are
close and watchful, and it is true that my entry
into this world was easy for my mother and
for me.  On that day I was given my infant’s
name, and the surname of my mother, and
the surname of my father, and my mother
sang to me that my lineage is one of the oldest
in my village.  I was told by my father that
our bird is the potoo, the night bird with bright
yellow eyes, but that is an evil flier which
spreads suffering under its wings, and maybe
he was bitter when he told me this. Our tree
is the red chacté, which gives strong poles for
the blood-staff of the priest but cannot be used
for furniture because it shatters when bent.

Because of the things that have happened
my given names are lost now, and I have fled
to live in this hut in the dead city of my
ancestors, this place they called K’ulwitznal, or Holy
Mountain. There are wild dogs in the jungle that
surrounds me, but their cries are poor comfort on lonely
days.  Sometimes I walk through the jungle to the village
where I was born and lived until my sixteenth year, that
place I can no longer name for fear of leading evil spirits
to my people, and there I can hear the sounds of life
that keep my heart from dying.  On certain days I must
creep close to watch the men working in their fields
and the women washing clothing and carrying water.
Children run about or help their parents or throw stones
at ain the crocodile, who lives in the river near the
village.  Then I remember the way it was for me in my
childhood, with my brother, before the lords of the
night won their victory over my lineage and over me.

My name now is ah-Kiinsah, Killer of His Fathers,
and the stories I hear told about me are stories of my
betrayal of the powerful men of our village.  But those
stories are full of lies, and if I say nothing, no one will
ever know what truly happened.  In this place of howler
monkeys and black wasps I have plastered the walls of
my hut, and here I will write of my life in the village
and in the temples of our fathers, and the things I
discovered there.  When I am gone and someone reads
these words, they will learn of the treachery of those
who were supposed to protect our people, and the truth
of why I did what I did.

A Kernel
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