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Chapter One

T

he rain was light, but steady, just enough to keep most people
indoors. There was a chill in the air as often happens on an early
spring day. The tears running down his face were disguised
because of the rainwater dripping from his thick, coal-black hair. His
blue eyes, unusual for most people of this region, were as misty as the
atmosphere.
“Good-bye, Mom, Dad. I’ll miss you. I promise you, I’ll find who
did this to you and avenge your death.”
Alejo declared that from that day forward, he would call himself
El Diablo, the devil. Like most twelve year olds, he possessed a vivid
imagination. Throughout his teen years, he acted the part of El Diablo,
the devil and avenging hero by dressing in a mask and dark clothing
accented with red. He led his teenage followers on adventures, helping
those who were bullied and then he would disappear mysteriously. His
family had been taken from him and then he’d been exiled from his
village. Alejo’s anger simmered deep within him, only showing its ugly
head through his play-acting the part of the infamous El Diablo. His
friends loved being a part of his heroic scenario.
At the age of eighteen, Alejo confronted his adoptive parents. “I
must leave now,” he told them. “I appreciate all that you’ve done, but
it’s time I make it on my own.”
“What will you do, Alejo?” his aging, substitute father asked.
“I’m not certain, but you need not worry. I have some thoughts.”
Alejo didn’t disclose that those thoughts focused mainly on finding his
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parent’s killers and making the village he had been exorcized from pay,
especially the old woman there they called Aldona.
“I’ll be back when I’ve found what I’m looking for in life,” he said as
he hugged Alba, his adoptive mother. “I love you. Thank you for taking
me in when I had no one else,” he whispered in her ear.
“Oh, Alejo, you have been the son we’ve always wanted, but could
not have. You take care of yourself and write to us or come see us.
Know that we love you as though you were of our blood.”
That was the last time he had seen his adoptive father. He died six
months later. He had been back to see Alba over the last six years, but
his visits were brief and often came in the middle of the night.
As he sat by the campfire on this mountain in central Mexico, his men
long asleep, he wondered to himself, How long will I wander, seeking
revenge for two people that even now are blurred in my memory? Snap
out of it, he told himself. You’ll never find inner peace until you find
their killer.
Alejo laid down on his bedroll and fell asleep with a wicked smile
on his face, while declaring his nightly mantra to himself. Tomorrow
will be the day I will find a clue that will lead me to the killer.
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