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The recorder”s hands secmed to muiiliply thoumsnolves,

a mnodern Goddoss

control

of the stercophonic complei.

mitiences . .vccord changed,spob-lishtse. clope. o The

danced, turned, jumped to a mad btenpos Fowr had sl
3 y RN )

Government orders wvere firvm: at four o cloch in the mova-
ing all the night e¢lubs had to cloue their doors,

The recorder placed the warning and begen to tuen on
the lights and gwitch off the complex dovice.

ALL of o sudden the people dancing in lhe middle o Lhe
{loor remained motionless. Until tomorrow, thought i v
corder,

And the androids who were dancing were left alone, gui-
te alone, waiting for a new toworrow wvhen anolher recorder

would coime bo switceh them on once more,

Jaime R, del Castillo



RAAL,

by Angel Rodrfiyueu lieldén

Do you lnow vhat T think? That you arc all stupid. Including
you, HMiguel. You are the stupidest of all."

I let him talk, there is nothing worse for Rafaoel than let-—
ting him $alk when he is excited. He sucats, shoubs, stemps his
feet, and at last, he sinks into a grunting silonce. Then I sbort
o new subjecet and he hates me for it: bhecause everybody forgets |
about him and his gilly problems,

Mis planet, his planet! What do we care aboult higs planet? That
liny spot in "the Milky Way". There’s a name for you! What sood
can you expect from the people who christen a galaxy with that
name, Ugh!

Then Rafael reassembles his maps and his papers and stores
them in o file. I look at him from the corner of my eye, with-
out his noticing it, while I argue about Andromeda or Perscus
or the last civilization started by any of the others. We put
up with him because he is very old and loves his planet madly.
(The Chief will know why) « ,

All the same he will soon retire and Jjust as he is keeping
all his poor papers since nheons ago, he will have to say goodbye
to this ridiculous dreamm he keeps calling mene ...



PILS MAN WHO DID NOT BLLLEVE I PTYIG SAUCH

To ay friend

Antuiio Horalen

lir. Garcfa (as he was called by his friends) was a prototype
of his time and his city. Married and with two childeen, he Li-
ved in a small apartment-—house in a modest, ouvt—of-lhceuay sube-
urb, inhabited almost exclusively by clerlks aud civil servants,

- llis dislike of the absurd and fantastic vas well known by
Lhis companions. One could talk to him about bullfighting, foot-
ball, wages and even women, and although he uscd to be ralher
reticent about the latter, he did not shun the subject wvhen the
caue required that he face it.

Perhaps for these reasons, when he entered the Benk ot 8:10 acn.
as usual, Martfney, the joker of the place, asked him vhile winle-
ing hig eyes on the sly for the benefilt of tlhe others:

"What now? Do flying saucers exist or not?"

At the same time he was showing him a gossipy neuspapcr which
announced in big headlines the interview with a rcgular line pi-~
lot who had seen the "last" flying saucer.

Garcia felt deeply annoyed by the general expectancy raised
by the question, since the chief in person had deigned to leave
his table to approach the group, while saying paternally to him:

"Yes, yes, Garcfa, times change, and there must be some truth
in all this,"

Deferentially Garcfa agreed and read the neuspaper column in
silence. Nothing new, always the same. lle knew it only too well,
The place was different, and the hour and the witnesscs;, but it
was always the same thing.

lle considered the problem as a faith issue: those who belie-
ved in them were endowed with faith, those who did not believe
in them were those who had no Faith in these things.It vas sim-
ply a question of faith or lack of it. And he didn”t know whe-
re he had recad that faith could not be acquired by accumulating
scientific data, it was something given or refused. But Le had
to produce an answer. He was short-tempered on this particular
morning, his neighbour s baby daughter had been crying all night
long, it was annoying to be obliged to suffer other pcople s
children; moreover he had plenty of work waiting to be done,
and he disliked being the centre of attention in suvch a crovd,
and to make it worse the chief was in it end if he dida’t an-
sver it might be taken as bad manners. Partly to exleicate hite
self, partly as a boast, he exclaimeds



"I soon ot rid of all these saucers with a fow ecarth~spoace

yrhaailont it

Urere won some laushbter avd several of hie companions walked

to their tobles. Dut Martfnes would not releose his viclbim so
eaiitly and he ingintods

"And if you were in the country and met 2 blond fellow, six
oot all, who npo Yo a stronge language??

"I ovontd summon the police," quickly ansvered Gorefn. "hey
voenld kuoir how to make him tallk,"

Thoere wziz more langhter and at Last he was left alone. Good
God, vhal a mens! They could believe whot they wanted, he wvould
not lemgh at them (al though it was the logical thing to do); but
if he d4id not believe and was not 1ntorested in the whole thing,
vhy had he to suifer them? Really, he thought, people arec absurd,
Unfortunately Tor him, flying sauncers were becoming an ol l-too-
frequent subhject and the others seemed amised by his inorhdulity.

they had an inkling of the things ho was really interested in
they would certainly be surprised! But he was zafe. .

In 1950 public opinion wa 5 divided, thosc who believed were a
minoriltys about 1980 people had begun to believe in ecarnest and
now, approaching the year 2000 there was practically nobody who
2id not believe in them. The situation was beginning to annoy
him. He would have to do something,

Garcfa, his work finished, went quickly to the underground,

At the newstand by the exit he bought a fashion magazine for his
wife and he stooped at the grocer”’s to buy hwo yoghourts for his
children who would be now finishing their dinnere.

He erossed the threshold of his hous and. went down to a tiny
basement where all the neighbours kept their unused furniture.

e placed the magasine on the Cloor and on it the yoghourts,
It was silent all around, a pale glimmer of Light came in from
the street. He groped for a table lamp with an ugly wooden stand.
He smiled, the lamp had been sent to him by a friend, from very
far awvey, as a vedding present, and Lolita had abs olutely refu-
sed to have it in the homes That solved. a problem, he thoughte

e prossed the button, heard a buzzing and the bulb shone in
a silvery light. Goareia whispereds

"I'm Zzzyn, calling Vega. Psychological preparation more than
sufficient, you are overdoing ite. The first phase is finished,
Depin 6 achses ‘

JOSE ANGEL CRESPO



B CARLFUL ! by GLORGE WILLIANM BROOKS

I felt the icy wind of the mountains on my foce, vhile I ran
in despeair towards the valley.

What kind of intoxicating wine was flowing in my veins or
vhat spellbinding philter had poisoned my dreams as an astronaut?

I only know that, on leaving the spacecraft, sowmething chang-—
ed-in wy immer being and I killed my two companions., Their nanes,
as also their faces, have disappeared into the haziness of a re-
nmembrance which I forget if it was ever rcal,

Night and day I roam about this small star and scarch, shouwl-
ing, for something I ignore the naturce of and the dimension of
which I cannot comprchend., Afterwards the three suns pass by and,
sometimes, there is the rain, eold, blue, salty.

The woods are my home and the forsaken cities my landscapee
But now I suffer, and the gctxi...because whattxzgk njix /,.978,
NoleeoGoodhyBeoeX; —ooo



LTI DAY

Szt

Ana looked sorrowfully at the baby, who was yavming, hungry.
Dhe vould have to settle that.

she corsed once more that horrible maclear wer that had left
her as the only survivor in this isolated place, alone in a de-
serted world, murdered by the Bombe..Alone? Ho! Not alone, she
had the bhabyl 4

'or her the world had shrunk to the size of the tiny cubi. le
with wetallic walls that was the shelter. The deathly level of
radistion outside kept her more effectively shut in then the
most perfect of prisons made by man would have done.

bhe would turn mad were it not for the baby, it provided her
vith a goal, a reason to keep alive in the reduced universe of
their prison, a gleam of sanity to grope for during the nights
when again came the Nightmareg, the Terror and the Memories.

But now it was hungry. Ana had no problems with her own food,
it was assured by huge quantities of nutritional concentrates in
the shape of tablets she had found stored in the shelter.

But as far as the baby was concerned they proved useless, she
had tried lovingly to make him swallow them but he had thrown
them up: his stomach did not admit them,

At first the milk in her breasts had been sufficient, but
now he was growing and he needed meats meat! where was she to
find it?

A ghastly idea wormed itself into her mind...No! shouted her
conscience, wrathfully refusing it, It is mneither possible nor
morall

But the idea kept coming back, in a weird merry-go-round in-
gide her brain. And each time it secemed more logical, and each
round defeated a defence, an argument.

At lest, in a supreme moment of devotion, with a supreme sigh
of love and astonished at her own self-denial, Ana made up her
mind: she would sacrifice herself for the baby.

She grabbed a knife, closed her eyes in a dumb praycr of at-
trition and pressed her teeth together. She dropped the blade.
An unquenchable cry escaped from her throat while the walls
scemed to stort a mad dance around her. Overcoming herself she
stopped the bleeding with what she found in a medicine~chost.

Latery, wvhen the shock had passed, Ana picked the scctioned



hand and; calmly, began boning it. bhe would cut il in lioy
picces and make the baby swallow them. Thun he would

got the
Tood he wag needing!

(&

Never, never would she let Pussy starve, her beloved baly
cat!

, LULS  VIGIL
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Lew Dpe duan Ortiz, a yural dooctor, iz in his villoge home.
Srndoy morning,

Zom Yo loot your way and ren oub of pmtrglo T4 o bad thing,
bt 4% vill prove worse for Dr, Ovbiz,.

So-"Vedro, whot wan the neise?' "I don’™t know, doctor, didn’t nce
a lhing. They say something fell from the sky, ot the other
end e the villoge,"

Ao Mo something follen Trom the sky. A plone nover venburoed
oul here. Could it bogsa?"

Demtieny it conldd be an URO!D And you“re the one to meet it Ought
o remember your heart®s no longer young, though."

Ge-"Your veapon is useless here, we are peaceful, Allow ne to
ualcome you to the Barth,"

To="Doclor, I didn”t mean to frighten you. I was only playing
vith the outfit my dad brought me from the town."

But the doctor can’t hear you. His heart wasn“t strong
cnough for his first contect with the invaders,

CCCO0POCAOEODO00O0CRGEOEOOCECOEOEERRDO OO

FRRTAMTTE (B 11 R



PEDRO, PI0E VACHTHISE

Iy cigarcette slowly smouldering, I am alnost wuconsciously

1 lezve off wy office, of my oftice

up to now has heen my lifoes inspector of

o (i
G IS GC

ime Servioe)g Back remain people’s featuvoen, ol

t

moat disfiour

ed by oblivien; nmy professors of welepnilhy ond

paychoneurology, my companions in the olagoes of Lime daaoise

“ligation and during the endwof--term voyages Lo tho
V--320 and V342,

I uwas alweys passionately fond of the IS10 dnvestigation.
vorke. Yet, 1 am now awaiting their verdict. ind all fer jant
one sentences.swhy did it ever enter my wirdd?

We, the TOWS people, deal with the iuvestigation of deaths,
mirders and suicides of the prehistoric men of karlthe AlLthoogh
it may sound paradoxical, they still remain ouiside the uphere
of our intellectual domain. We know vhy any of the arcesic
living in our galaxy dies. But the men of Leath function by

R e

by
feelings and desires totally different from ours. And the Coune
cil considered that in order to exert an effeclive control
over them it was imperative to be perfectly acyguainted with

their feelings, specially those which compel them to put an
end to their own life or that of others.

ly last case was Gamma-3742-B. It was a suicide. 1 spole
only with his wife, a timorous old woman who kepl twisting
the dress in her hands while she answered ny question, It was
the easiest - and most sorrowful - case in my Life as a poli-
ceman, something tightens in my throat when I remcmber our
conversation,

"Yes, sir. His name was Pedro. hverybody lknew him ns Pedro
the machininst. Burely you wouldn®t kvow whol lhat meens, you
are so young and time runs 8o quickly. He drove a train. Yeis,
those trains you say are old-fashioncd. Progreani.. "

The old woman looks around her. The walls ave coveved by
framed very old prints of old and very slow cugines vhich a

long time ago served to transport travellers. One of tham

bears this legend: "Inauguration of the Railroad MHadrid-Avane
juez". The date wore off.
"You like them?" « 'The old women sives me a Look which roe

kes me unable to spealk. "le doted on them. ¢ Juew them b
it

<

their noise. And he gave them all names: Quecn, Buttertly...



He Tizd o stranger temper, you lnow. He didn’t Llike the mo.-

vien or television becanse there you conld neldom oo o

vines. When he heard that they were shoving in the city a
ploture abont engines, as he said, he aluvays took me to sce
e And then we walked to the station and he shoved me all
the eneinens He talked with thew and acked them about their
Journeyse T owas a bit afraid to hear him talk like that,
but then T loved him, you know. And he was so mlad to soe
Thoewmt?

Her cyes shine. I guess she is on the point of cryving
and anontion her no mores I remember the news in the World
Tolovinions

!!IJI

ne Council hag happily completed the transport works

in the for-off planet Barth., In spite of the inconceiva-
ble recistance on the part of the Earth men, the old sya-
fem of transport cal.

led train hag disappeared, and the hy--
rerspoecial canale 2-35 have been implonted.®
And Dy a strange association of ideas there came to ny
mind the. film-book I had read several hours hefore, It was
by proiessor Zumyn, the well-known neuropsychiatrist,
"intisocial feelings in men can bhe suppressed by means
of a guick education course in one of our nursing-homes,
consicting in the extirpation of those brain terminalsg Pro-
voking the above mentioned feelings., Thus the Police IForce
will not be necessary."
And then to my mind came the Questions
"What will become of me when the ISTS hag disappeared??

Diocgo Galén Trinidad

TOCOOOOROCOEO0O0QCR OO S



A BONP'IRE TN THE NIGHT

The two men were approaching along the path, they walked in
silence, reluctantly, they were tired, very tired.
"ow many must they be?"
. "It looks as if they were two, Sergeant.”
The strangers were soon viesible, The light of the bonfire
was a good help.

"Wle are peaceful people", answered the man who seemed to be
the older of the two.

As they had no weapons with them, the sergeant signalled to
his companions. The members of the group got near to the bonfires

"We had not seen you", said the older man,

"This is an old trick", remarked the sergeant.

They all kept silent. The last days had been turbulent. Wea-
‘riness invaded their bodies. Somebody broke the silence:

"lho must be responsible for this."

"How should we know,"

Again they viere silent. Nobody could say who had been respon-
‘sible. International strain during the last few months had reach-
ed the breaking point,

"I think, though," said the older man, "that the Chinese are
to blame." ;

There were hundreds of hypothesis, but...

"You come from very far away?", asked the sergeant; trying
to change the subjecte

"I'rom Barcelonase."

"I lived there," broke in a soldier. "What“s left of it?"

"Nothing, a grave, a gigantic hole from the harbour 1o the
Tibidabo,"

The soldier burst out cryinge. Nobody moved, and the sergeant
vas too tired to try comforting him,.

"There may be other parties left."

They did not want to deceive anybody, they said no more.
The older man turned his back on them, his companion automgti-—
cally did the same. Without taking leave of them, in silence,
they started walking away from them,



\

"lere, boyo, let’s got out of the Llight. Let“s £0 on
vaitineg, "

Phe poldiers went veluctently back to 4heir cache in
The phrdevs.,

Ino the bockeground two ailhounettos were valliing, They
vonld not woit. They went in scorch of deliverys desth,

Jaime Rosal del Castillo



Let hin
and the
Let him

Thus he

BALLAD

e e s e ot

take avay the gold
diamonds and gems,

gquench his awful thirot;

may not return.

Hote the disease in his eyes

full of
Let him
Thus he

Let him
let him
thus he
Thus he

envy and blind luste.e
empty the whole mine:
may not return.

climb into his vessel,
f1y back to his Barth:
may forget us all,

may not return.

ANGEL 1968



THE  APPLIS

Peter observed carefully the staine on the apples. He picked
some of them and, frowning, started walking slowly towards the
house through the rich fields where his fruit-trees grow.

The weight was ten times less than the normal one in an ape
ple of that size. On parting it in two brown streaks appeared,
rumnning firom the stains on the skin to the core of the fruite
He compared the results of his tests with those he kept from
corlicr years. Thig would be the third wasted harvest. The
short distonce between his fields and that missile base was
bound to be his ruin. R

He remembered bitterly that some years ago his apples were
something to be proud of wherever he displayed them. He had
won many medals and prizes in national and international com—
petitions. His wealth went on increasing because gradually
fruit became a food for the rich owing to the lack of good
earth on which to grow ity his apples were worth their weight
in gold, _

When that base. was installed Peter did not think of sound
waves as a danger for his trees,

His despair was growing uncontrollably. He thought of turn-
ing to the D.D.N.A, (Department for the Defence of National
Agriculture). His complaints in foregoing years had been to
no availe. But this time they were going to listen to him, it
was their duty to do something.

- Back from the city he felt reassured. They had promised to
send an inspector to study the oase and, surely, once the cau-
ses had been examined, they were sure to make total amends.,

Several days passed hefore the iﬁspeotor appeared at last,
He came surrounded by a team of men and a lot of machinery,
all of which were soon scattered about in the fields, under
Peter“s curious glance.

A missile launching was scheduled for that same afternoon.
The inspector explained to Peter that his instruments would
measure the intensity of the noise, after which they would ve-
rify the damage suffered by the fruit-trees and then certify
it officially.

Punctually on time the engines were ignited and the mig-
sile, resting on the four fire columns, started on its giddy
routee.



Peter wag watehing the majestic ascent vhen somcthing hicp--
pened that his ceyes cought but was not absorbed by his mind
until laters

some hundreds of yards from its depavting point, that na~-
me wighty miosile exploded and slowly disintegrated in o
cloud ol smolke and {lames.

lle Jlowered his eyes, impressed by the disaester and fecl-
ing sorvow for the men in the missile. MHe glanced ol the ing-
pector vhio, by one of his strange instruments,; hod heen wolb-
ching the accident. He noticed with amazcment that the inge
pector'was spiling and felt like slepping his face. How could
he be glad after what had happened?

On the following day Peter was told by the inspector that
they wust prolong their stay until it was possible o regils-
ter all the effects of the launching.

He resumed his daily'taS"s although he was beginning to
Teel uncasy with the preseance of all those strangers avound
hime At first he had been surprised by their silence, and
now it exasperated him.

On that afternoon, his irrigation work finished, he was
walking towards the house feeling very tired wvhen, rounding
a corner, he found the jeep in which those strangers had co-
me, laking sure that none of them was about, he approached
the jeep out of curiosity and on tiptoe tried 1o peep through
the glass of one of the side windowus.

What he saw filled him with amagzement, awe and cerecbral
horror, successivelys.

As if pushed by a strong current he ran away, aghast.

And ag he ren his mind danced in a whirlpool of chaotic
thoughts,.

Now everything was explained. Those creatures vere the
inhabitants of another world who were availing thcemselves
of the proximity of his fields to destroy the missiles sent
from the base.

Breathless he reached the base police office.

Peter”s vehement flow of words made the Chief of Police
laugh. He explained that the missile disaster had been due
to a bechnical mistake already found and verified, for which
reason he could not helieve Peter”s assertions. At last, af-
ter ringing the DDNA and learning that they had sent no ins—
pector, he decided to send a patrol.



hen the juep reached the limil of Poter”s Tields
“top bruscouely oo as not to fall into that di

ithey had
A dwige hole was all that remainced of the pl

e

.00 vhare, Do
mirmtes corlicr, had slood green rous of apple-troon,

In the centre of the hole was a

big rock, the only thing
brealiing the monotony of the ground. Fngraved on the rocl,
theoe words could be read:

"We =hall be able to enjoy these mervellous fruits
in the measure they deserve.'

RAMON CORDON



M FPRIGID JUAHTTO, PILS HOUVIER

vometimes,; after an awful night of nightmores and shouts, I
vake up late in the day and sunlight euters violently through
the high, grilled uindow of my cell, hurting my tired eyes,

sometimes, the man everybody calls dector puts to me questions
and more questions, and I do not know uhal to ansver. My namo?

My age? How do I feel? And 1 understand nothing.

At other times they hit me very hard and put wme under the
cold shower, dressed in a sheath that binds my limbs. And I
shout, and shout, and shout. I think that once I killed one of
the nurses. That day I had shouted and cried a lot, and he hit
me and hurt me very much, And I took the stick from him and hit
him with it, and it was he who shouted then. And I hit him so
mich that the stick broke and the man’g head was & mass of brains
and blood. I think I xilled hims

From that day on two very tall and strong nurses enter my ccll,
and they look at me with a serious and nervous expression, ycs,
nervous. And when they find the cell filthy they get furious and
shout and say very strange words. They hate me and I hate them,
too. They always call.me mad. What does med mean?

I asked the doctor about it and he looked very astonished and
excited and put more questions than ever, and I did not know the
answers and he kept asking. I think I seized him by the neck, bhut
the nurses got hold of my arms and wanted to beat me. "Don”ti",
cried the doctor, and I jumped in fury and shouted and bit themsee
Then, the icy shower and the terrible, long-slceved shirt,

They hit me no longer. The doctor told me that if I behave
they will never hit me any more. The doctor is kind, [ seized
his hand and kigsed it and he got very serious and mournful, as
if he were on the point of crying. I do not want him to cry, he
is kind.

The nurses are not kinde. They hit me no more; but they go on
hating me and they look at me as an enemy,

I live in a very large house, with the doctor and many nmarses
and many nmad people, men and women, Through my ccll’s window on
the corridor and then beyond the doctor”s window I have seen them
in a large and pretty garden, mich like that of Sister Antonia.



I remember now that I have not mentioned Sistoer Antonias; ohe

too wvey very kind and called me child, she called ns 211 child,
¥ wag smaller than now, and I played with the others in the pgore
dene T also remember Juanito, he was the smallest, hut his head
was very bigs, and balde. He never spoke or wepl or shouted like
the others. Somebody colled him monater, What iy o monster? I
loved him, he wvon my friend. One day he died, they told me, and
I sow him no morc. Then I {think I was brought here.

At nipht they all shoul and shout, T ceannot help hearing them
and [ shout too, I am very much afraid of the dark, the noicen !
and the murses. T am alone and it ig cold at nighte. T cannot go
to sleep and I tremble and weep. The night is awful, it ig cven
worge if I sleep, then I sece things, very strange and big, and
cverything hurte me and the things shout more then the madmen
and pursue me. I do not want to sleepe. _

Hobody knowss in my cell there is.a sgecret door. Neither the
nurses nor the doctor have cver seen it bhecause it only opens at
nightfall. Beyond the door it is dark, darker than night, I never
~dare creogs it because I fear the darkness and so I do not know
what there is beyond the door. Many times I get ncar and peep
ingide, but I see nothing, hear nothing. Only the madmen’s voi-
ces shouting, always shouting, and when I shout too the nurses
come and then the door disappears and they cannot see it. I anm
glad, it ie mine, only mine, and someday I will enter through it.

Today I walked beyond the door. ALl the madmen were shouting
and my head ached terribly and beyond the door there was silence,
I like silence, the doctor is pleased when I am silent, and the
doctor is kind. le told the nurses not to beat me, Beyond the door
everything is blacks you see nothing before or behind you, or any-—
where, I gol lost and felt more afraid than ever.

I felt wrapped in the most total darkness. The blackness wags
so dense that it seemed something tangible, like a thick and op-
pressive fluide Never before had I felt something like it, it was
very disquietings but I went on walking without a goals. Suddenly,
I felt the nearness of something alive and my hairs stood on onde.
I tried to walk back only to find wmyself lost in the darkness.
Something strange and terrible is happening to mes, I remember va~—
guely and with horror my painful state of some minutes ago. I o
o madman! T have alvays lived in an asylum!



It is only when I couquer my feor and devce crous the door that
I enjoy a relative lucidity much worse than wadacss itocliy since
in madness L am ignorant of my misery, and while lucid the pains
ful condition of my miscrable life becomes clear to me.

But I never dared prolong thesc brief and painful woments of
rongeiousness: I alwaye turned hack, to the other wside of the doow,
to my madman®s cell. But today I did not succeed in doing it becauw-
se I could not find the way back and now I amm wvandering in a place
totally unknown to me and whose secrets are hidden behind an abso--
lute darkness. I have felt horribly afraid, the presence of other
beings is getting more and more roal. I feel and infinite desire
to shout, to return to my past madness; bul L do not find the vay.

IFeelings follow one another in a giddy succession in my mind.
Now I am swayed by the fiercest hate against all that I knows A
hate demanding vengeance, blood. A hoarse groan leaves my porched
throat, a raging groan, an unquenchanble fury that makes mc tuist
my limbs on the hard floor with a frothy mouth.

Some hands colder than the floor itself have helped me rise and
led me through the darkness. I do not know how long I have walked
like this because then I have lost consciousness;y I feel as if I
were floating,

And then the light, incredibly intense, white, blinding. And
my friend Juanito, the monster. Only much bigger, with his pro-
truding eyes in the bald, cyanoltic head. But not only onc, hun~
dreds of Juanitos are observing me insilence, with the screne and
friendly expression that used to be his! I do not understand, all
around me are the gigantic heaeds and the eyes fixed upon me, fiwed,

And now they speak to me, voiceless, lis thoughts take hold in
my brain and I can understand them perfectly. They tell me that
they have been calling me all this time (all my life?). They tell
me that they have opened the door but cannot get heyond it with-
out my help. That it is they who allow the cobweb of madness to
leave my mind, thus lelting in common sense and understandinge..

They have told me what they want. They want me to help them en-
ter my world, they want me to open the door from my cell so that
thoy can slip into the man. Who are these monaters rcally? Their
appearance is truly awfuli but there is something sofl and melan-—
choly in their eyes, something I saw many years ago in Juanito’s
red pupils, so much like these creatures®...an expression of friend-
liness that only the doctor has given me aftervards.

I do not dare do it, my mind is getting clearer and I feel as
I never felt in my life. Good God, I think I am reaching sanity!



Bul these creotures stoare at me, demand me, suifocate me with
!

their deep, Tixed eyese I have tried to resict them, pomelling
tellio we T must not believe them, must not rely in dheme ol I
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heor sirange noines, all iz turning around me, before my oyes,
colours, colourn! T have escaped through dark corvidors, through
huee rooms full of ghaolbly mysberios, Shadows, cricn, colourn,

)

I fell and rose again. The monsters are following me. ) counod

find the cxit, T ghout a piercing shout...

I have looked at what I have written ond T understend nothing.
There are mony words unknomm to me, and I remcember zlmost nothe
ing of what I write about. Iverything is as it was befores: the
mirses, the doetor, the cell, the madmen, the cries,..

There is something different. My friend Jusnito. I remember
him no longer as a beloved creature, I am afraid of him. And the
door in closed every night. I know that they are waiting for me
to open it. Now the door fills me with horror. I cry and shout
cvery night and pull my hair and knock my head against the wall
until the blood blinds my eyes and gets mixed with the tears
and the nurses come and I want them to see the door, but they do
not see it. I went to diee I want no more showers, no more orics
no more friends.

Today the doctor called me and said he is angry with me, I ha-
ve mishehaved once more and made him sad. I have not answered,

I do not love the doctor any more, or Juanito, or anybody. IHe

has gone on speaking. My head was aching, I got nervous and froth
hag risen to my mouth. I have wanted to kill hime I hit him with
the metal statvette on his table, The nurses have attocked me and
thrown me on the floor, where they have hit me savegelys my whole
body ached.

'They_gave me o new cell, this one is smaller and has gquilted
walla, there are no windows. What will happen tonight?

Wow T know. I know that the gtrange door follows me cveryuhe-
re, Tonight I sow it again and I felt the desire to open it and
let the nongters come to the light. I must not do it.

They beat me every day. They put me under the shower. T canw
boar it no longer. Tonight I will open the doore

Angel Rodrigues Metdn





