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This document contains an informal translation to English done with the assistance of artificial 
intelligence and edited to keep names of people, places, and other contextual references as close as 
possible to the original text. Lƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊȅΣ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀŘŜǊ ǿƛƭƭ ƻŦǘŜƴ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǘŜǊƳǎ άƳƛƧŀέΣ άƳƛƧƛǘŀέ, and 
άǎǳƳŜǊŎŞέΦ These are terms of endearment typical of the local campesino language in the region of 
Sumapaz. The term guatila also remains in the original language, how people call it in Sumapaz. Guatila 
is a fruit, often known in English and other parts of Latin America as chayote. Next to the story of 
Valentía Montes, the original book in Spanish also contains a timeline of the history of Upper Venecia 
and a series of infographic illustrations of the most representative types of birds, other animals, food 
plants, and trees of this territory. Those illustrations are not included in this document. I invite you to 
take a look at the entire original book.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

ШŰŸƣĲШĤǃШƣőĲШċƨƣőŸƖ 

LƴǎǇƛǊŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎƛǇƭŜ ƻŦ ŎǊƛǝŎŀƭ ǊŜŎƻǾŜǊȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ /ƻƭƻƳōƛŀƴ ǘǊŀŘƛǝƻƴ ƻŦ ǇŀǊǝŎƛǇŀǘƻǊȅ 
ŀŎǝƻƴ ǊŜǎŜŀǊŎƘ ŀǎ ŀ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ǊŜŎƻƴǎǘǊǳŎǘ ǘƘŜ Ǉŀǎǘ ǘƻ ǎǘǊŜƴƎǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƻŎƛŀƭ ǎǘǊǳƎƎƭŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 
ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ ŦǳǘǳǊŜΣ ŀƴŘ ōȅ ƳŀƎƛŎŀƭ ǊŜŀƭƛǎƳ ŀǎ ŀ ƭƛǘŜǊŀǊȅ ǎǘǊŀǘŜƎȅ ǘƻ ƴŀǊǊŀǘŜ ǘƘŜ ƛƳǇƭŀǳǎƛōƭŜ ȅŜǘ 
ǊŜŀƭ ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀƪŜ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ōŜŀǳǝŦǳƭ ŎƻǊƴŜǊǎ ƻŦ /ƻƭƻƳōƛŀΣ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴϥǎ 
ǎǘƻǊȅ ǊŜŎƻǳƴǘǎ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻŎŜǎǎ ƻŦ ǎŜǧƭŜƳŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƴǎŦƻǊƳŀǝƻƴǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘŜǊǊƛǘƻǊȅ ƻǾŜǊ ƳƻǊŜ 
ǘƘŀƴ ŬǾŜ ŘŜŎŀŘŜǎ ƛƴ ¦ǇǇŜǊ ±ŜƴŜŎƛŀΣ ŀǎ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƴŀǊǊŀǘŜŘ ōȅ ƛǘǎ ƛƴƘŀōƛǘŀƴǘǎΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ 
ǎǘƻǊȅ ƻŦ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǇǊƻŎŜǎǎ ƻŦ ǎǘǊǳƎƎƭŜ ŀƴŘ ŎŀǊŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǘŜǊǊƛǘƻǊȅ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ŎŀƳǇŜǎƛƴƻ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 
ǊŜƎƛƻƴΣ ŎǳƭƳƛƴŀǝƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŜŀǝƻƴ ƻŦ ŀ /ŀƳǇŜǎƛƴƻ wŜǎŜǊǾŜ ½ƻƴŜΣ ŀ ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛǘȅπŘǊƛǾŜƴ Ǉƭŀƴ ƻŦ 
ǘƘŜ ŦǳǘǳǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƛƳǎ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǎƻƭƛŘŀǘŜ ǇŜŀŎŜΣ ǘƘŜ ŎŀƳǇŜǎƛƴƻ ŜŎƻƴƻƳȅΣ ŀƴŘ ŎŀǊŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊŜǎǘΣ ǘƘŜ 
ǇłǊŀƳƻΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊ ǎƻǳǊŎŜǎ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƻǊƴŜǊ ƻŦ {ǳƳŀǇŀȊΦ ¢ƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǎŜǾŜƴ ŦŀƴǘŀǎǝŎ ŀŘǾŜƴǘǳǊŜǎΣ 
ǘƘƛǎ ǎǘƻǊȅ ǎŜŜƪǎ ǘƻ ǘǊŀƴǎŦƻǊƳ ŀ ǊŜǎŜŀǊŎƘ ǇǊƻŎŜǎǎ ŎƻƴŘǳŎǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛǘȅ ƻŦ ¦ǇǇŜǊ 
±ŜƴŜŎƛŀ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ǎŜǊƛŜǎ ƻŦ ƭŜŀǊƴƛƴƎǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿ ƎŜƴŜǊŀǝƻƴǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘŜǊǊƛǘƻǊȅτǘƘƻǎŜ ǿƘƻ ǘƻŘŀȅ 
ƎǊƻǿ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊǘǳƴŜ ŀƴŘ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎƛōƛƭƛǘȅ ƻŦ ŎƻƴǝƴǳƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŜŀƳǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƎǊŀƴŘƳƻǘƘŜǊǎ 
ŀƴŘ ƎǊŀƴŘŦŀǘƘŜǊǎΣ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǘƘŜǊǎΣ ǿƘƻΣ ƭƛƪŜ Ƴŀƴȅ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ƛƴ /ƻƭƻƳōƛŀΣ ƘŀǾŜ ǝǊŜƭŜǎǎƭȅ 
ǎǘǊǳƎƎƭŜŘ ǘƻ ŘƛƎƴƛŦȅ ŎŀƳǇŜǎƛƴƻ ǿŀȅǎ ƻŦ ƭƛŦŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǊŜƭŀǝƻƴǎƘƛǇǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƴŘΦ 
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fŰЮƣőĲЮůŸƨŰƣċŔŰƚЮŸŉЮÖƓƓĲƖЮéĲŰĲĦŔċе 

ÉŸůĲƽőĲƖĲЮŔŰЮÉƨůċƓċǍи 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Valentía Montes lived in a wooden house perched on the edge of a very tall mountain. It was the 

house with the best view in the area because from there, you could see the vast high-Andean forest 

surrounding it. You could also spot the roads and trails used by her neighbors and many fields of crops in 

all sorts of shapes, colors, smells, and tastes. There were blackberries, lulo, uchuva, tree tomatoes, and 

many other things. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

One day, her mother asked Valent²a for a favor that would change her life forever. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

òMija, go get me a guatila for lunch!ó her mother called out. 

 

Since Valent²a loved exploring her farm, she happily searched for the guatila, just as she always did. But 

this time, she was surprised to find a plant unlike any she had ever seen before. Its leaves were greener and 

healthier than others, and the guatilas were larger and shinier. 

Delighted by her discovery, Valent²a picked the shiniest guatila and ran to show it to her mother. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

òWow, mija, where did you find such a beautiful guatila?ó her mother asked in amazement. òThat must 

be an enchanted guatila. I will make a soup with it, just for you.ó 

 

When Valent²a tasted the soup, it began to glow even brighter, a strong wind blew through the trees, birds 

sang and soared, and Valent²a was swept through the soup into an adventure in a completely different 

timeê 
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òâGood morning, sumerc®! My name is Valent²a Montes,ó the girl introduced herself to a man she found 

on a wooden path. òI ate soup made from a glowing guatila, and everything around me changed! Could 

you tell me where I am?ó 

 

òOh, mijita, could it be that youõve come from a faraway time?ó the man asked. òLet me tell you, this is 

the land of Hacienda Hungr²a. And by the way, my name is Eustasio, at your service.ó 

 

òHacienda Hungr²a? Whatõs that?ó Valent²a asked. 

 

òAll this land you see!ó he replied, then explained. òOur grandparents and great-grandparents came here 

long ago, fleeing the famous War of the Thousand Days. Many of us donõt have land of our own, so we 

work on the hacienda. But be careful, mija! Step aside because a pack of mules is coming throughêó 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The sound of mule hooves on the wooden path grew louder, creating an unmistakable rhythm: clac, clac, 

clacê 

 

òSumerc®, thatõs so much wood!ó exclaimed Valent²a, impressed. òWhere are they taking it?ó 

 

òTheyõre hauling it up to a peak higher up,ó don Eustasio explained. òThere, they load it onto a cable car 

that travels through the air to the village. Walk a little farther ahead, and youõll see what I mean.ó 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

òIõve never seen anything like that! Theyõre carrying so much more wood than the mules can, those cables 

look like flying mules!ó Valent²a said excitedly. òI have to tell my mother and my friends!ó 

 

òâHaha! Yes, I think they are flying mules too,ó the man chuckled, amused by Valent²aõs imagination. 

 

òDo you know how I can get back to my house?ó Valent²a asked. 

òWell, mija, to get back home, you must go to Casa Hungr²a. In the kitchen, youõll find the Guardian of 

Memory. Sheõs an expert in enchanted soups and knows all the recipes. You can ask her for help. Come, 

Iõll go with you; the path is long and difficult!ó 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

òGood afternoon, sumerc®!ó greeted don Eustasio as they reached the Guardian of Memory.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

òThis young lady has traveled from another time thanks to an enchanted guatila soup. Could you help 

her get back? She needs to tell her mother about the flying mules.ó 

 

òOf course, Iõll help!ó the Guardian of Memory said immediately, her voice soft and kind. òIõll make you a 

soup with magical cubios, a recipe my grandmother taught me. But thereõs one condition! You must visit 

other guardians from different times because thereõs still so much for you to learn about this land. 

Learning the history of Upper Venecia will be very important for you!ó 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The soup from the Guardian of Memory was one of the most delicious soups Valent²a had ever tasted. Its 

flavor was fresh and homely, and she enjoyed it to the last drop. Just then, the wind howled around her 

again, the tree trunks creaked, the birds flew high and far, and Valent²a left the time of the flying mules 

behind, setting off for her next adventureê 
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After Valent²a Montes immersed herself in the soup of magical cubios prepared by the Guardian of Memory, 

she found herself once again on a wooden path in the middle of the forest. But this time, the path was very 

narrow. The forest grew on both sides, and tall grass reached between the trees along the path. From the 

forest came squawks and grunts that Valent²a had never heard before. She was alone and scared. A woman 

riding a mule passed by like flying, as if staying there was a bad idea. 

 

Valent²a walked alone on the grassy path, hoping to find someone who could help her return home. Along 

the way, she found several abandoned houses and even recognized the cable of the flying mules. But this 

time, this strong, stubborn animal wasnõt carrying wood, and it was detained. After walking in fear for 

many hours, she heard a whisper calling her from not far away. ôSumerc®ê Sumercesitaêõ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

òHello?ó Valent²a greeted timidly. 

 

òSumerc®, Iõm so glad I found you!ó exclaimed the voice that had whispered. òThe Guardian of the 

Forest told me he saw you scared on the abandoned path. I am the Guardian of the Land and will 

accompany you.ó 

 

òExcuse me, but could you tell me why everything has been abandoned?ó Valent²a asked, unable to 

shake her frightened expression. 

 

òSumerc®, terrible things have happened,ó the Guardian replied. òViolence took over this region, and 

many people were forced to leave. Only the guardians of this territory, the trees, and the animals are 

left. But donõt worry, thereõs nothing to fear now. Come with me through the forest. Thereõs something 

I want to show you.ó 

òSince peace returned, little by little, people have returned,ó the Guardian told Valent²a. òNow, every 

family can have their own land. Sometimes, families also work together to help each other.ó 

òThey seem very happy!ó she said. 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

òOf course, sumerc®! Who wouldnõt be happy with their own land?ó the Guardian continued. òThe 

guardians are also very happy. Weõve seen that this land wouldnõt be as beautiful without the campesino 

families! But there are still many abandoned houses and paths that we must recover. Thatõs my job as 

the Guardian of the Land: to ensure that all people always have land to grow their food. Never forget, 

sumerc®, that having land and taking good care of it is very important for all campesino families.ó 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  Happy with this new lesson, Valent²a said goodbye to the Guardian of the Land and ran toward the 

nearest house, certain she would find someone there to offer her another magic soup to travel to a new 

time. She was beginning to enjoy her adventures and felt she wanted to learn many more things before 

going homeê 
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After meeting the Guardian of the Land, Valent²a was offered a bowl of green pumpkin soup that 

transported her to a new time. As she was already used to, the birds sang and flew, the wind blew strongly, 

the trees swayed and creaked, and from the ground rose a pile of leaves that obstructed her vision. When 

the wind calmed and the leaves fell to the ground, Valent²a found herself in the middle of the most beautiful 

forest she had ever seen. But instead of birds, animals, and insects, all she could hear around her was a 

loud noiseê òrrrrrraaaaaaaaaaaa!ó ê òrrrrrrrraaaaaaaa!ó 

 

Curious, she followed the sound through the forest, thinking this might lead her to someoneê 

 

òI donõt know,ó Valent²a replied nervously. òI started following that noise and ended up here. Iõm sure 

thereõs something I can learn here. My mission is to travel to the past to learn about my territory. Do 

you know where all that noise comes from?ó 

 

 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

òOf course! What youõre hearing are chainsaws,ó the sawyer explained. òThere are a lot of sawyers in 

the mountain now. Theyõre cutting fine woods. Do you know encenillo, oak, cedar, amarillo, or 

chuguac§? Ask the people who live in the area how strong that wood is. Although we donõt have 

chainsaws, so we have to use a hand sawê But donõt stay stuck in the past! If sumerc® wants to learn 

more, go down this path until you leave the forest and reach those beautiful lulo crops down there. 

Thatõs where our future lies! The Guardian of the Gardens should be around there. Adults canõt see her, 

but Iõm sure sheõll appear to a girl like you.ó 

 

As Valent²a descended from the mountain, the sound of the chainsaws faded, and the sounds of the 

forest began to return: the fluttering of birds flying between the treetops mixed with the songs of other 

birds resting on the branches, and in the distance, the sound of a water stream running and washing over 

its rocky bed.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

On the path, Valent²a thought about what the sawyer had said and wondered if it would be possible to 

know the future of her territory. If, in her adventures, she had learned such extraordinary things from the 

past, what would everything be like in the future? And what did the lulo crops have to do with the future? 

Urged by her thoughts, Valent²a ran along the path to find the Guardian of the Gardens quickly. 

 

òGood afternoon, sumerc®!ó greeted the Guardian of the Gardens cheerfully after appearing 

unexpectedly behind a pile of stacked lulos. òIõve been waiting for you for a long time. Welcome to my 

lulo crop!ó 

 

òExcuse me, I got lost in the forest and met a very kind sawyer,ó Valent²a said, explaining her delay. òHe 

told me that the future of this territory lies in the lulo crops. Could you explain to me what that means, 

sumerc®?ó 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 


