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How collaborate
miNatura Digital
Magazin®

To work with us
simply send a story
(up to 25 lines) poem
(up to 50 linespr item
(3 to 6 pages

Times New Roman
12, A4 format (three
inches clearance on
each sidp

Entries must respond
to the case (horror,
fantasy or science
fiction) to try.

Send a brief literary
biography in case of
having).

We respect the
copyright to
continuous power of
their creators

Contributions should
be sent to:

You can follow our
publication through:

Facebook:

The Library of
Nostromo:

And behold
| saw an angel
(all cells were
electronic eyes)
and heard a voice
supersonic

Which hesaid: Open
your typewriter and
write.

And | saw a silver
bullet flying from
Europe to America
arrived in 20 minutes
and was named the
projectileH Bomb
(and hell with him

Revelation Ernesto
Cardenal

o 'I'll tell you, sign Chepa calmly
continued, noting that produced the
desired effect his storielling. Well,
sir, to get to the five corners Narcisa
Angel, a young man appeared very
gallart, who asked him where he was
going at that time of a nigld to see a
dance, said the innoceént I'll take,
said the young man, taking her by the
arm and pulled her to the wall.
Although very dark, Narcisa noticed
that as they walked the stranger it
becameight, very tight, as coal, that
the hairs of his head as he straighten
lesnas, which protruded teeth when
laughing sizes as boar pig, who were
born two horns on his forehead, he
dragged a furry tail on the ground, we,
who threw fire from his mouth lika
bread oven. Narcisa then screamed in
horror and tried to escape, but the
figure brown clawed at her throat when
she screamed, and, carrying her, he
climbed the tower of the Angel, who,
you may have noticed, there has cross,
and from there threw it to a well very
deep that opened and closed again
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minaturacu@yahoo.es

http://www.servercrnos.net/bloglgc/index.php/minatura/
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swallowing it in an instant. As this is,

daughter, what happens to girls who do

not heed the advice of their elders

Angels and Demons are messengers

whose revelations unveil unspeakablé
horror knowledgeBoth creatures are
jealous of the man who praise free wi
ironically-the work of its creator ... do
demons through temptation, but even
the latter has begun to wane.

With this issue we try to open new
options to make
known to writers of
Englishspeaking
public.

The digital
magazine miNatura | [§/
presents in this issue;
in addition to their
excellent storiegn
interview with
Argentine illustrator
Ciruelowe plunge
into the world of
fairies and dragons
and to bring us to thej
topic Who is Who
dug floating a seabn- for Cristina
Jurado hand where Mike Mignola
himself speaks of one of his characte
star: HellBoy

We also disclose the basis of V
International Poetry Competition 2071
Fantastic miNatura.

! Cirilo Villaverde, Cecilia Valdés o la
Loma del Angelchapter lIl.

D

Is

We invite you to participate!

As always we want to thank d@he
illustrators who bring their work to the
magazine:

Marcos DK Prieto (Spain)

Cassandra James (Australia)

Ciruelo (Argentina)
Rafa Castell6$pain
Rubert Brazil)

Mike Butkus
(EE.UU.)

Komixmasten
S E U D(Calombia)

. Virginia Kakava
(Greece)

VuroreTSEUD.
(France)

Neko Punch
S E U D(France)

Sara Lew
(Argentina)

Dibujante Nocturno
1S E U D(Spain)

Joseph DiazSpain
Mijo Becerra (Spain)

Javier Charro (Spain)

Sacha Angel Diener (Switzerld)
Vaggelis NtosakisGreecé

DidizukaiSEUD. 1T ( Fr an

ce)

*http://certamenesliterariosminatura.blogs

pot.com.es/2012/12/basdslv-certamen
internacionalde.html
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Nick Percival (UK)
Piero Vianello (ltaly)
Ali Kiani Amin (Iran)

Pascal Berger
(Belgium)

Sonia LeongK)

Vicente Mateo Serra
(Spain)

Mauricio Herrera
(Chile)

M. C. Carper
(Argentina)

Shinemaru Ayami
SEUD. 1 (Spai

Graciela Alfonso
(Argentina)

Mike Mignola
(EE.UU.)

Pedro Belushi (Spain) &g

José Gabriel Espinosa//}
(Spain |
We do not want to

close this editorial
without give out this
information that we
believe could be very
interesting for all
writers.

Theproject, which involves the
translation into French tales, integrates
a team of people passionate about the
translation and literature in Spanish and
its main objective is to meet the authors
in Europe (and even in Latin America).

The project does not
involve any financial
'~ commitment to the

. author or the loss of
their rights, the
| translation and
publication are free.
Applicants must submit
the text and a brief
resume. They will read
it and publish what they
like, there is neither
subject nor extension,
though only published &
story by author.

Project management i

lv2)

e http://lecturesdailleurs
. blogspot.fr/

If you have doubts
about the project or wis
to send from your work
and you should write to

=

lecturesdailleurs@gma
il.com

Los Editores

4 )

Préoximo nimero:

Alchemy
\_ _/
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The reason angels can fly is F
because they take
themselves lightly.

G. K. ChestertorQrthodoxy |

But be warned that
invoking God is only dust
and ashes, and imke it so
strangely mingled with the
devil himself who fathered §
him.

Emily Bronté

The Angels were all singing out of tun

And hoarse with having little else to
do,

Excepting to wind up the sun and
moon

Or curb a runaway young star or two.

Lord Byron

Thedevil looks with envy at those whg
suffer much and expels to heaven.

Friedrich Nietzschg¢

It is not known precisely where angels

dwellt whether in the air, the void, or

the planets. It has not been God's
pleasure that we should be informed
their abode

Voltaire
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/
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We must remember
that the devil has his
miracles, too.

Juan Calving

Millions of spiritual

creatures walk the

J earth Unseen, both
. when we wake and
when we sleep.

John Milton,Paradise
Lost

God would not have reached the
general public never whout help of
the devil.

Jean Cocteal

In heaven an angel is nobody in
particular.

George Bernard Sha

That | were walking between the knot
of roots

bone and housing of the worms.

For me to hear the creaking broken th
world

and light bite petrified ofhe stars,

to the west of my dream got up your
tent, false angel.

Rafael AlbertiEl angel falsc

D

W

e
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Interview to Ciruelo: Lord of Dreams

Entrevista: Carmen Rosa Signes Urrea
Traduccion: Cristina Jurado

Imagenes: Ciruelo

Revista Digital
miNatura: Who is Ciuelo?

Ciruelo: Ciruelo is an
artist aware of the
importance of the arts in a
society of production and
consumerism.

r.

Revista Digital
miNatura: Tell us a bit
about your creative process

g

[

i,
1!
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5
D
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Ciruelo: In my job as |
an illustrator, | work for the " {
ideas and concepbf a client K&
(publishing company, art |
director, etc.), bringing my
style and artistic technique.
In the last few years | e |
fortunately have been able to&=4s
work on my artistic catrrier,
without paying attention to other’s needs and demands, focusing on my,own
ideas. That means that | am freer to create. For example | can write and
illustrate my own books, with the result of more convincing and creative
contents.

s
TN NI Y
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Revista Digital miNatura: There is a sentence from the book

Cuaderno de Sue " celyenougla in mysdreants ¢ aan:nevér S t

Ciruelo”. What is the difference between the illustrator and the Ciruelo of

your subconscious?

Ciruelo: This sentence simply exp
where dreams develop, consciousness is not boundctpayaonality. It
remains freed from the ego of our awaken state and that is why it gener
di fferent expectations. We are a
reason why our perceptions and actions are altered.

Revista Digital miNatura: In thesame book you list the following
daily tasks, including: AGreetin

teeth; learning to look; doing ten pusips; eating fruits; drawing; believing;

creating; watering a tree; being immortal (at least, few minutes)iriglko
the moon; sleeping (and dreaming
engaged with his work and with family responsibilities, does it allow you
fulfill dreams like those?

Ciruelo: In my case, yes. | am very fortunate to be able to live my ¢
life style, designed by me and shaped around my family. | must add tha
possible to do it if one insists on it.

Revista Digital miNatura: What came first in Ciruelo’s life: the
passion for dragons or for painting?

Ciruelo: Art is first: the passiorof life and for the beauty of nature.
Painting and drawing are tools to help ideas and visions flow. Dragons,
and other characters appear in those visions and bring on stories that m
told. | have to say, though, that | don’t know where tryefrom. | only
know that my job is to transmit what those creatures and landscapes tel

Revista Digital miNatura: You were born in Argentina. When and W
did you decide to leave?

Ciruelo: | left Argentina in 1987 because | wanted to be an illustrat

| ai

ates
di

own
Litis

fairies
ust be

me.

/hy

of fantastic worlds and in my country; there was no market for it. Then, |
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settle to Spain to be able to work with different clients in Europe, and thg
what | have been doing since.

Revista Digital miNatura: Why Sitges?

Ciruelo: | found this magiwillage because, when | arrived, Horacio

artist was already living
here. When | came to visit
him and | discover this
place, | realized that it was
small paradise.

Revista Digital
miNatura: When and why
was born Ciruelo, th
writer?

Ciruelo: Since | was
little, | have been doing
different artistic activities
like drawing, writing and
performing music. It is
normal to me to express
myself in one or another
artistic way. | equally love

all art forms.

Revista Digital miNatura: Have you make your dreams come true or

are you still fighting to fulfill them?

Ciruelo: In one hand, my dream was to make a living through my art

and | already have achieved that. In another hand, | have many other dr
numerous things that | want tell and a lot of art to do. I'm afraid that the
fighting to find a way to achieve all of that is still on.

Altunai a great comic book

at IS

a

eams,
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Revista Digital miNatura: Many new ugand-coming talents in the
illustration world approach our publication Revista Digital miNatura. Which
advicewould you give them?

Ciruelo: First of all, it is important for artists to be clear about their
passion for the arts. After confirming their vocation, they must have a dream
to pursue. Many artists feel that passion since their infancy and have clear
aimswhich, in order to find your own path, helps. When you set your
objectives in a clear manner, there is no way to fail.

To end this interview, we would like to ask you few questions with
quick answers:

Lord of the Rings or Star Wars?
Lord of the Rings

Omnivore or extreme vegan?

Omnivore with involvement of very little number of animals.

Vampires or Fairies?

Fairies.

E-book o paper book?
E-books are a good answer to an urgent problem of Earth deforestation.

Which fiction character would you liked to &

Legolas.

Worst novel that you have read?

enero febrero, 2013 # 124Revista Digital miNatura 9
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Some novels from certain young writers that send me manuscripts

get advice. In all cases, my recommendations are always encouraging.

Best novel that you have read?

La Saga de los Confines by Liliana Bodoc.

What kind of music do you listen to?

All types. Just now, I'm listening to Karl Jenkins in my studio.

3D, yes or not?

It doesn’t really seduce me.

Superpower?

Inter-dimensional travel.

Can you share with us a dream that you had?

To walk around a placellf of extraterrestrial art works.

What would you take with you to a deserted island?

A guitaré | <can always draw

We would like to thank you for your time and attention. It is been &

pleasure to talk to you.

Ciruelo Cabral waborn in Buenos Aires, Argentina on July 20, 196

His formal art training was limited to a few courses in drawing and

to

—

advertising design, after which, at the age of 18, he immediately found work
in an ad agency as an illustrator. At 21 he became a foeeildustrator and

started a career as a fantasy artist.

enero febrero, 2013 # 124Revista Digital miNatura
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In 1987 Ciruelo traveled to Europe and settled in Sitges, Barcelon:
Spain. He then embarked on a search for publishers for his "worlds of
fantasy", eventually finding them in Spain, England, theddh&tates and
Germany, and through this means has reached a broad audience. Cirue
continues to work for U.S. publishers, among thigantamfor whom he did
book covers for the trilogy written by George Ludakyonicles of the
Shadow Wa(see).

He also has created a number of rock album covers, Stevel'Waigh
SongandThe Elusive Light and Soutbeing two of them (see). Other clien
includeWizards of the Coag¢Magic cards) TSR Berkley Tor, Warner,
Ballantine,Heavy MetalmagazinePlayboymagazine, etc. He worked with
Alejandro Jodorowsky on a comic story published in France in 2006.

In 1990 Ciruelo devoted eight months to designing and illustrdiieg
Book of the Dragoto be published by the Spanish publishenun Masthe
work proved an enormous undertaking for Ciruelo, who had interrupted
daily routine to take on a project that was destined to profit him only in t
long tem. Foreign rights t@he Book of the Dragowere sold tdPaper
Tiger, London, in 1992, who had also published his first artbook: Ciruelo
1990.

In 1997 the bookuz, the Art of Ciruel@ame out. This third book
features over 160 full color illustrations number of pencil sketches and ir
drawings laid out in 128 pages.

In the year 2000 his fourth artbobdagia, the Ciruelo Sketchboakas
published.

In 2006 a special little book came oQuaderno de Viajede Ciruelo,
Notebooks.

His new bookfFairies and Dragonshas just been published in 2008
features many illustrations accompanied by a story written by himself.

He lives with his wife Daniela and their kids, Angelo and Lys in Sit
a quairt and magical town near Barcelona, on the shores of the Mediterr
Sea.

o)

IS
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,in

1
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17/ The Angel of Deatht Ana
Maria Shua (Argentina

17/ The gender of angelsiiian
Pablo Norofia Lamas (Cuba)

18/ Celestialdream/Carlos

Enrique Saldivar (Peru)
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26/ The Angel/Juan Antonio
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27/ Broken wings of lives off/
Vicente Arturo Pichardo
(Dominican Republic)

27/ UniOn/ Carlos Enrique
Saldivar (Peru)

28/ Poem incomplete or
conversation with a girl dressed
completely/Ricardo Acevedo
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Maria Shua (Argentina)

29/ Paradise/ Rui Caverta
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29 Own handQuan Guinot
(Argentina)

30/ Angel TemptatiohRodolfo
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carnem/Salomé Guadalupe
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cZines
Comics
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Libros

-'1.
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Osorioi SEUD:- (Mexico)

33/ Realism in its purest state/
Sara Lew (Argentina)
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37/ Your call is important for us/
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The Angel of
Death

The Lord of the Mansion hasrgeme
to you: | am the Destroyer of Joys ang
He Who Disperses All Gatherings.

|~

Thus spoke Azrael, the Angel of Death,

to the unlucky king.

The king then begged for one more

day, to return the stolen riches he kept

in his treasury, and

not to have this deb
charged to the

account of his evil
works. But the

Angel announced,

with frightening

voice, that the days /
of his life were
numbered and his
breaths counted and

his moments written
down. And the king /?\ 1/
then asked for just g‘ 1
one more hour: and \
even this hoyrsaid
the Angel, was *\

already included in the accounting, and

his fate was written and must be
fulfilled in that instant. And the Angel
took the kingbs s
off his throne and fell dead.

—F

And behold men wonder: if the exac
instant of Is death was written, signed

% Microfictions, Nebraska University
Press, Estados Unidos, 2009 raducidos
alinglés por Steven Stewart

O U bt yafif).

and sealed, why or for what purpose
the Angel pause to have a vain
argument?

And Someone responds: it was so tt
this story could be told.

Ana Maria Shua (Argenting

The gender of angels

Regarding the matter of the gendér
angel s, t herebds a4
beatus Timotheos.

There was an
occasion when Friar
Heraclius and hermit
Syriacus debated thi
thorny issue. The
monk affirmed that
celestial creatures
were male, whereas
the cenobite
sustained their
female condion.

They were in the
presence of beatus
Timotheos, who was
at the time sightless.
Rumor has it God
had blinded him to stop his vast
knowledge from growing even more,

thus keeping him from the temptation
the king r g

After hours of disagreement, the
polemsts requested wise Timotheos
take on the matter. He sighed, and
spoke:

0 | know the sex of the angels. But |
am not to tell anybody.

did

nat
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Syriacus and Heraclius begged him
much that the scholar told his reason:
for silence.

U

0 | recently witnessed an occurrenc
that leaves no doubt about the sex of
angles. But that is a secret knowledgg
banned for mankind; therefore, by the
act of revealing it to me, my sight fell
into wrongdoing. So | was punished
with blindness. | fear that if | now
di scl os e tlierendered u
deaf, for God punishes such a sin wit
loss of the sinful body part.

112

13”4

The monk and the hermit, anxious to

increase their learning of things divine,

pressed the matter further. After muc
begging, they convinced the wise ma
to give them half #&ruth, for it was all

they needed to deduct the rest, by way
of using the reason and understanding

the Lord had given them.

Timotheos smiled, and said unto
them:

0 All right then. But heed me well,
for only once 1|06l
angels is opposit®@tthat of demons.

Rumor has it Heraclius and Syriacus
became insane shortly afterwards.

Juan Pablo Norofia Lamas (Cubg)

Celestial dream

Sparkling creek that bathes my love
tanned body, hence my wings
indestructible waterproof reflect light
coming from diferent parts of the
surrounding space, like a musical sca
exquisite melodies caress my ears an
encourage browsing on exciting liquig

y

SO

t

h

stream that becomes a river, stream that

flows into an ocean, sea which creates
waves, which grow up to the sky. Nad

and pleased reached the magnificeng
of God's work, | receive illustrious
characters, outstanding lead me to th
entrance. My feet float above a floor
like cotton, mischievous cherubs rest
my legs, then gently fired. Dazzling
females approach me antl me with

lfisse);, SYerygne wants to take me with

her, however | choose the more timid
the brightest, | rise, taking her hand,
and walk the vast city, the main
between seven hundred sevesgyen.
Structures lavish, blue, celestial blue
and white recreatthe view, houses
made of glass, spectacular beings
enjoying multitude of pleasures; taste
delicacies, makes all kinds of games.

My companion is close to me, gives me

BN v
s
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y
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a tender kiss, his tongue is delicious,
love her. Angels surround us and leac
us to tke splendid palace, where

everyone can enter, where everyone

live, where the only rule is to be happy.

Descend to the place, which seems t(
expand to infinity; see people hugging
love, loved ones, united, fathers,
brothers, boyfriends, husbands,
children, friendsPath between them, |
turn toward the center, there lies the
most powerful and perfect brightness
all. Born tears from my eyes, | want tg
thank, praise, apologize, say so mucl
but my strength fails. Then my belove
away from me with speetifeel the
ground opens under my feet and | fal

into an abyss, into a torrid darkness .|.

"Sleeping again, son of a thousand
whores?"'Someone tells me while he
nailed mr his horns and claws. "Arise
shit, today is a day of torture!".

Nervous and sad hake my tail, grab

my pitchfork and start my sad task. Life

is often very hard in Hell.

Carlos Enrique Saldivar (Peru

Spiritual dispute

| see it. It is always there, mixed
between the people, looking with thes
eyes full of a rare love. | remember th
his face was happier when | was a
child, his face was turning out to be
more luminous and was smiling with

great frequency. Now he does not smi

already, years ago it stopped doing it
but always it is there, after my steps,
observing me with sadness iretayes.

of

d

N

e
at

The sadder it is, the happier one feels

e

the subject that came when he stoppé
smiling; in a beginning it approached
with shyness and, since then, it impel
me with malevolent insistence to do
what other refuses to pass. Today |
have seen them fagnthat of the sad
eyes opened two enormous wings wh
that of the tail tried to attack it. There
disputed the peace of my soul and of
my conscience; in the fund, both fulfil
the work for the one that they have
been created. | laugh, while | sink the
syringe in my forearm and the pain an
the quakes begin
Nevertheless, my guardian angel doe
not desist, | know that it will fight up tg
the end to make me return to the corr
way. In my unconscience, while | sink
in the labyrinths of therdg without
which | cannot already live, | see my
personal seated demon along with mg
fixing deeper the syringe, laughing wi
perversity.

Patricia O. (Patokata) seud- (Uruguay)

Storm-

A strong wind is taking everything
away: umbrellas, hats and min@nly
empty heads remain on orphan bodie
with no souls.

It's an infernal storm. The sky is
coming down and malicious angels fa
with the rain. Anger flares up in
thunders and lightenings, then. The
battle seems endless, but truce soon

14
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comes. The sky cleaup and the sun i

* Traduccién Sandra Montelpare
(Argentina)
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shining. Angels disappear and go up
the clouds again, hoping to get up to
their old tricks.

Sara Lew (Argentina

The Divine Trinity

A heap of light stopped on a mound
black sand on a desert island. In an
instant both substancesgan forming
several groups. They were angels an
demons, which developed a semicircl
to talk. They understood separately h
not been achieved by channeling the
man neither roads. Neither the good 1
evil. The man had come to believe all
creation busiess.

Eventually agreement was reached
satisfy both groups of humans would
exiled from the face of the planet but
man would take the role of Adam and
start all over again. The weight to be
renewable weighed on humans. They

to
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chose the only person whas able to

Low

move to both groups equally, the
baritone Juan Cruz. An averalpmking
man but his melodious voice had bee
exalted to heavenly and the hellish
admire. Some claimed that since no @
had come Paganini possess that mag
gift.

For forty dayghe earth was hit by
blazing fire coming out of the ground.
All existing volcanoes and some
createdad hocspit lava plains distortec
and filled cities. Only the baritone (for,
which exclusive, time had been
arrested) remained in her dressing ro

at the heater, a building of the century.

Eventually the plan was executed witl
great skill. Only chosen survived and
was elevated to a place in the center
the world where the plants began to
grow exponentially. And they saw the
celestial beings that shouldtrize alone
and unfounded got great slumber to
begin the process of creating a
companion for him.

ne
ical

of
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While waiting space beings on the
darkside of the moon, and the table tg
theme again was that the snake woul
teach how to master the mind of wom
and thugepeat the cycle.

lvan Payano (Dominican Republi

Semyaza

The angel Semyaza was with his wit
in bed, sleeping man's daughter,

Semyaza got up from the bed, spread

his wings and huge translucent blue
fluorescence emitted a blue glow. Th¢
blue-eyed bloné immortal turned his
head to look at the human, had pregn
in the belly of the female grew a
nephilim. Semyaza remember when |
was in heaven and had under him
several angels, but he fell in love with
daughter of man, wanted to possess
one day Azael discovered the passior
that tormented his Chief Angelic, the
warlike angel with black wings and
carrying weapons of war had told him
that a troop of
heavenly
angels who
wanted to have
intercourse
with the
daughters of
men, all met
and agreed
with Azazé.

-We will
choose very
beautiful
women and
beautiful of the

Kk
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her,

daughters of men, they must be blonde

and blueeyed to produce children.

Then the top leader spoke with a
booming voice.

| am afraid the only culprit in this
deed, and | solely responsible foisth
sin.

Other respondents heavenly angels
raising their hands in unison.

-Let us all pledge an oath and under
anathema to not back this plan but to
really.

All down the accursed swore Mount
Hermon. Semyaza growing belly
looked like his wife came over time
during delivery and that the bheyed
blonde heartbreaking cried before dyi
while giving birth to a giant. Semyazal
wept disconsolate over the loss of hig
beloved that he no longer cared
punishment for the consequences of
their acts. Azazel taught menwar
and wealth.

Tomas Pacheco Estrada (Méxig

Mistranslation

How art thou fallen from
heaven, O you morning star, s@
of the dawn! Fbw art thou cut
down to the ground, which dids
weaken the nations!

Isaiah 14:12

History has not been
sufficiently stringat with the
| bloody adventures of the
"Society for Research and

>

g
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n

Training in German Ancestral
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Heritage", theF¥ scientific unit created

to rescue the origins of the Aryan race.

Its members, enthusiastic individuals
oscillating mental stability and lacked
professionalism, devoted their efforts
conduct extravagant experiments, qu
often fatal ones. Some chronicles wry
evoke failed expeditions to Tibet and
the North Afrian desert.

In this instance, an Afrika Korps
officer thought he recognized a runic
alphabet carved in stone. The leaders
the Ahnenerbe stealthy sent over a
contingent of linguists. After reviewing
the inscriptions, they presaged a very
important findirg. It certainly was a
huge discovery albeit most abnormal
for as it turned out. From under many,
tons of sand emerged a colossal statl
instead of the prophesied Viking city.
The humarshaped giant showed
angular features, a hooded head, an

D

of

5 Of

)

elaboratelycaned breastplate and
hands that rested on
the hilt of the sword.
All of these features
suggested a mythical
warrior of unknown
lineage. However, the
obsequious chieftains
of the NSDAP Party
rushed to authenticatd
the image as that of
an ancient Germanic
god.The frenzy that
followed was
advanced and
accredited by the

Egyptian canons, but especially for it

absence of any analogy with the EL

condition as a wingebteing. Strictly
speaking, a monwinged creature; the
other appendage appeared to have bgen
sliced of at the base and not by the
industrious course of ages but by the
sculptor’s own chisel. As it stood, the
effigy’s nobility was somewhat altered
by this detail which if deliberate was no
less disturbing.

The war was unfavorable. It was said
a British blast buried the whole
excavation. Others affirmed it was
blown up by the Nazis themselves
enraged after hearing that scrupulous
readings concluded the cuneiform
characters were a form of earliest
Hebrew. They were so angered by th
revelation as well as bjpé example of
degenerate art in their hands, thus na
one paid attention to the fatal warning
hidden at the foot of the statue: "Behold
Michael, defeated commander of
heavenly militia. Generations will
profess otherwise, but I,
Shaytan, who was created
from smokeless fire, killed
him once and forevet.

D

Pablo Martinez Burkett
(Spain)

Cambions

| was never the most
beautiful, not the most
celebrated of the land, but
he chose me and |
welcomed the lure of his

® A half-human offspring of @emonand a human
http://en.wikipedia.ag/wiki/Cambion
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bitter breath. His desirable body exud
sensualityscented with sulfur and
sweat. | gave myself to that ardent
creature, seduced and intrigued by hi
promises of an eternity in passionate
submission.

Each embrace felt like a free falling;
each kiss matched the discharge of &
hundred storms; each intercearwas a
feverish dance over volcanic charcoa
| never quite understood how his
boiling skin could leave my spine so
cold and my stomach so full of dark
emptiness. Despite de pain and the

burns, his absences were unbearable.

found the reason of my exgce in his
words and in our magmatic love. To
me, the rest just seemed unimportant
futile.

He left the first night that | vomited,
weakened by the new presence in my
belly. As soon as he saw my back
bended by the nausea, he guessed n
condition. Mycalling did not stop him
from leaving; my plea did not convinc
him to stay. | spent the nine months
waiting for his return, guarded by

shadows as it was his custom, but the

night never brought him back to my
door.

| was used to the ulcers that | got

whenour skins touched, so the delive
was almost painless. The midwife col
not admire for long my newborn’s
beautiful horns. She only had time to
make the sign of the cross before the
baby pierced her heart with the sharp
tip of his tale.

Cristina Jurado ($ain)
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It debates

The unconscious intent of being taken

out the ties made it return in yes.
He/she was very near a steep cliff, in
the periphery of the forest; and in that

moment it perceived the hoarse voice:

d | cannot continue allowing your
constant he/she helps other men. Wh
they will suffer. For what reason, |
make an effort converting the well in
bad.

0 But it should not be this way
Beli al é

0 Ah! You even know my name, you

know who | am and you don't fear me.

am a demoné

0 And | am an angeld it was
listened from abov@ God sent me to
liberate it. My group of choirs is the
one in charge of protecting the humar

0 Because | have comfrom the Hell
to make it to suffer and to finish with
their life.

While angel and demon debated, tf
prisoner was able to loose the strings
that you/they tied it and he got the
attention of both:

0 | return to my world! Some from
there we came to fdr help; but if the
deities created by the men don't achie
their own under st

They didn't listen more; angel and
demon were astonished in view of a
sheaf of light that went away.

Omar Martinez (Cuba
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A story hard to
swallow

Once upao a time, while in bed with

his wife, Charlemagne heard her saying
in her dreams that a monarch powerful

than him rules over Bizantium. Like a
bat out of hell, the King of the Franks
got dressed, girded on his sword and
traveled to Constantinople to medth
Yet our traveler, driven by his firm
devotion though not less than by his
own interests, was impelled to come t{

Jerusalem first. Here, an angel dressed

in red tunic guided him to the Holy
Sepul chre.
tomb he rescued a crownthiorns, a
nail, as well as a chalice which by
miracle kept several drops from the
Last Suppero6s win
Charlemagne that drinking the wine

enero febrero, 2013 # 124Revista Digital miNatura
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. of peffection angycguplty. { fged on

will glorify him. At that very moment
he heard Maryds W
and a verse from the Songtbe Songs,

Drunk of holiness, Charlemagne left for

Bizantium where he was lavishly
received by the Emperor who
unexpectedly knelt in front of his gues
Returning home, the queen and his
subjects, were waiting for Charlemag
at t he pal arvedbhaltedy
his horse, took the relics out of the
saddlebags, and then in the middle of
startled silence he poured the emptin
of the chalice over the whole empire.

Adam Gai (Israel

s a \Simulacrume n e c

I'm a night beingDespicable and
dark, but beautiful. th a brilliant blend

feelings, juicy and sweet feelings of

24
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poor gullible ones falling yielded to m
charms.

My way: the one you prefer. | am
what your eyes want to see. What |
enjoy most is the selective blindness
those obsessed with love. Those are

most fun when it comes to crush then

The more they love me, the more |
entertain myself leaving them with
nothing but a cold emptiness when
they're deprived of my attentions.

They generally commit suicide. For
me it isa great show. You see them
there, weeping bitterly, thinking a

thousand times about the reasons wh

left them, with those big swollen eyes
and their faces buried between their
knees. What a pathetic sight! They ar
just simple and disgusting creatures
unable to be whole beings; nasty

y

the

—

yl

parasites, worthless spongers who carry

the burden of their happiness in others.

They deserve their pain, they deserve to

be stripped of everything, and | enjoy
slowly tearing off their souls without
any mercy; that is myofte.

You are nothing but our toys. We
hung up medals every time we make

you collapse. It is delightful to see the
way the last gasp of life runs away frg

the pale dying lips of someone who
have chosen to die. It is wonderful to
see how the despair invadgou, and
the way you throw yourselves to the
most bloody and heartbreaking death
whil e you wonder
so much, writhing in agony and
begging for an answer.

m

S
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Do not kid yourself my friend, heaven

does not exist; we have fun at your

expenseeeing how you call us angels.

Now, dear, you can stop squirming in
pain and die in peace, | have nothing

else to rip off, faith was all you had left.

Maria José Madarnas (Venezue

Angy

December 20, 201His frozen face
stares me behind the counter of
infectious roadside motel. His gaze
indolent runs through my body with
nothing expected calm.

- Would you like a room~?Asked

without removing the cigarette from the

corner of his mouth.

-No. My short answer gets his
attention.

oWel |, i f y oragistrp
what the hell have you come here? |
like that arrogance around him; |

recognize that without resistance on hi

part, it would be a very boring job.

| start slowly to unzip the red leathe
jacket; | want him to think that | have
no other clothed know how he is
because my mother has described hi
to me perfectly, and | know that he
likes it a lot; well, at least he liked to
rage when they lived together. Now, |
Is even closer to the counter. He tells
me to continue. After the show, he
promises to give me a reward

The jacket falls at my feet, his eyes
devouring me: Do not remember me,
right? | say.

~—t
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He's out from behind the counter an
looks terrified because he has no
answer.

Maybe heds think
the frut of years of work away from th
home that one day, he left behind in
another continent. | was just a girl the
last time he saw me. Furthermore, |
should be dead. 20 years ago, he set
to the room where my mother, my sis

d

e

fire
ter

and | were sleeping. | shlouhave said

i n gEres'sureC Iocqﬂélap 1th%m. 'ghf:yedgtpe

that, for good behavior, those above

have left me go down to see my father.

Once my wings are free from the

est. My time expires, | just hope | ca|
put in his portfolio the number of my
little sister,she is the rightful heir. She
didn't die like me, engulfed by the
flames that horrible day.

Since | became her guardian angel,
had been waiting for this moment.

Besides, | always wanted to give my

mother a Christmas gift as good as she

deserved. She gnknew the hardships
of life in the company of a man who

never respected her life... | go outside;

it's cold, a lot. | climb the zipper of my
jacket and start walking along the
shoulder, while in the distance, stand
reflective of red lights in the fog.

Paloma Hidalgo Diez (Espafia

The Angel

The angel went for a walk in a dry s
of some desert with his thin and
elongated head. His small, dilated an
watery eyes, looked the horizon next
the perfume of carrion into his nasal
ducts. His sweat drippedrfais
centered cheekbones and the rough
that 1t didnoét st
walking. One day tired to walk, he
stopped to rest under the shadow of &
abandoned automobile. In the car, he
found a mirror. He took that mirror an
at the moment himoked at himself, the
Angel died.

Juan Antonio Diaz Carrion (Chile
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Broken wings of
lives off

The angel fell down. Not explain wh
their wings stopped moving, and his
skin changed color as traffic light.
purple, silver, sea ... Others also fell,
and faind each other. At first, they
didnot think abou
however, when they began to feel pai
worried about it. They agreed that the

trip to the sun, affected by the chase,|i

battle, in the space of the universe, to
the demon AC1231 (Prince). The
analysis resulted did was contagious
and they would die. The cure was a
type of blood almost extinct, and the
characteristics of the human genome
deleted. The heavenly data bank
resulted someone in there with that
blood type. But this one leads an arm
api nst t hem, i n f
to the center of Hell for sampling. The
have their heads bent down, because
although a good number, they will hay
to take the sample from the father of
ACl1231, no ot her
to die.

Vicente Arturo ehardo (Republicg
Dominicana)

UniOn

They met in the confines of their
respective worldsT heir superiors had
ordered them that never will enter the

y

because they were very young and
crazy. He saw her by first time thugh
an open space, a strange light power
energy. She was beautiful, of dark
complexion, wavy hair and wings
shone through the line. She also liked
him, it looked at her constant smiles,
she did not care that the young man k
red skin, horns and a hugdhick tail.
Evargtimp thay mdkedrose into the &
and trying to be achieved. Remained
long observed, months, years, could 1
hear the words of another, but
developed a language that was only
them, which were encouraged to dreg
of the day that could b®uched and
love. Over time he began to feel a
strong heat gnawing gushe began to
feel cold, which came over his delicat
heart.They were born in different
lands, but they were certain that they

joined a previous life, shared in a pla¢

even morke ggted than thesa from  t
which they came. The energy
surrounding the mighty wall that
separated their bodies kept them alive
At the same time, this barrier prevent

w a them raallzeetlyeir khppiméss. One day

limits, but they ignored the warnings

® Translator Freddys Moret{®ominican
Republig

when they were about to explode and
die penalty due ttheir cruel fate, there
was a cataclysm on the wall were a fe

folds. They could hold hands. And the

unthinkable happened, something tha
had not ever happened in the History
Time: the heat of the male was

attenuated cold thanks to the female,
and shdelt the warmth of her consort,
which quickened her. The drag force
caught them both and led to an

unexpected place beyond the confine
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of this reality. They thought they would
die, but were together, that comforted
them. They woke up naked and
laceratedpn a cold, hard floor. Their
bodies had changed. They looked
around, holding their hands, and

understood what had happened. Crying,

hugged and kissed, were covered with
what they could and began their
journey into the world uncertain and
more dangerous afe universe: the
human.

Carlos Enrique Saldivar (Peru)

Poem incomplete or
conversation with a
girl dressed
completely

Angels attacked the city
took the bars for assault
- Beer and sausage for everyone!

shouted the leader
appeared rifles and
camouflage
Angels taken in response
hostages

and crucified the Mayor
(Gregorian chanting)
TV appeared

Satellites and telphoto
lenses
shots were fired at the
- Vatican

__ national mourning
' voting for or against
miraculous cures

porn Movie
and long documentaries
angels (nowdrunk)
covenants discussed forgotten
(and a certain Jehovah)

///////////

,,,,,,,,,,,

éééééééeéeéeéeé’

Ricardo Acevedo Esplugas (Cuha)

The irresistible cry:

The cry of the Exterminating Angel i
so shrill and frightening that no one can
resist it. Two youngnen tried to resist
it using Ulysses method, with wax in
their ears, but the cry penetrated the
other orifices of their bodies, making

U

" Note: In this last verses are talking(y
good by the wayof fully clothed girl.

8 Microfictions, Nebraska University
Press, Estados Unidos, 2009. [Traducidos
alingléspor Steven twart]
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them explode. An old woman tried to
resist it by seeking refuge in her senil
indifference, but the cry destroyed he
indifference, did away with her senilit)
and the old woman died converted int
an intense twentyhree year old. The
Exterminating Angel himself tried to
resist it and lost almost all the feather
from his wings, and lost his wrath and
his voice and forear lost his desire to
cry out and ever since then the
Apocalypse is impossible.

Ana Maria Shua (Argenting

Paradise

Steps away from collapse,

He passes the bare bones,

The putrid flesh,

The scavengers crunching femurs

The flies laying eggs in the dying
oned6s cheeks,

The great palm trees,

The freshly bloomed fruit,

And the sand wallowing in the feet,

|l tds Paradi se
But men is at war.

Rui Caverta (México

Own hand

Commissionebursts into theemple
andfinds a
girl with tatteredblouse toplessLying
on thefloor, lies the body oa
type,face downandass in the air.

—~

(0]

[72)

A —

She says shidlled therapistto
save.Showshow. Wield a
knife invisible veinsswollenright
hand,pushes theem forward, leadand
bringstwenty times.

Commissionecomes forwardbend
your kneesfingersfit on the
body, stuckto the floor, push,
rotateachievedThedeadis belly
up, no onestabwoundof. Frustratedh
e demandghe girlto sayhowhe was
killed and sheepeatedhe gesturavith
his hand.

Rejoins,makesa visual touof the
templeand findstwelve womengcome
from an adjoining room.

Abovethe headsail to seethat inthe
next roomthere are sixnale
bodieslying on the floor Makesfour
stepshackward Women gowith the
girl, thesurroundingpassinghis hands
overthe conoursof the bodysuch
astouching,butwithout doing so.

The thirteerwomenraise their
armsand clenched fistsp. The
corpseon the floorgivesspasmsisoff
the groundfloatsin the air andalls to
the groundadding tathe six
bodies.Fromthe tipof the
thirteenfists, thoséhands upfire and
flamespringsare twisteduntil the next
room,wherethe dead merurned.

Female voicesmurmur "Justice".

Commissionecautiouslyback,turns
aroundwalkstoward the exibf the
temple,without looking backwhere
the fireconsumedis shadow.

Juan Guinot (Argentina
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Angel
Temptation

The white and bare breasts of women

trembled every
time a step down.
From wet hips
fell sticky
enveloping
sensuality
everything in its
path. It was a
sight not for
heart. Smaland
sharp mountains
invited the weary
eyes to sink into
its craters, while 22|
the plain below
the abdomen, tWO e

|
seemed 4o
exaggerated |t A

curves away to | Ak
form a cavity to _T
collect all eyes.

On the bank of |

the river, the boy looked at her with
eyes constantly growing.diplessly,

like someone throws a stone, shot a kiss

that was to cosquillarle intimacies. His
image was compacted further,

absorbing every bit of masculinity. On
the ladder slipped a chill up shake the

boy as a thunderous earthquake. In the

dark night the nly sound was the

beating of his heart accelerated wher
blood uproar caused the dead to life.
However revolutions, the spectrum di

D

[®X

not flinch, and continued to fall as
naturally (now by the narrow path
leading to the river). Leaving the wate
the young man rubbed his hands and
felt the weight of those juicy fruits in
the crotch.

=

There were no
words when they
were facing each
other. The youthful
zest spared no icy
eyes who seduced
him and led both
by instinct allowed
claims in his arms
wrap. When she
felt her kiss her
mouth was an
insatiable tomb that
sucked.
Disappeared
suddenly gasps an
erection busting
you skin. Without
knowing how it
was found floating
in a small planet,
twilight zone,
where he barely fit, if it stopped orbit.
Midnight riverside, womaor
whatever, and the erection had
disappeared, and instead the sun burned
like hell. | panicked disconcerting
sound of a huge chain of cans that look
askance at it thought it had its own lifg¢
and intended to exterminate all that fa
in that area othe devil.

o

117

Rodolfo Baez (Republica Dominicana)

enero febrero, 2013 # 124Revista Digital miNatura 30



Revista de lo breve y lo fantastico

Ad delendum
universam carnem

He who forgives everything must have
forgiven himself everything

Antonio Porchia

AiThe col d wil IT shthes
avoids the farewell kiss But the black
spot on his forearm says otherwise. As
soon as he walks out the door, she dials
number on screen since the terrible
epidemic began. AT
out of hando, she
everyone she suspects that this global
pandemic has bearaused by a virus
created in a laboratory, a chemical weap

Alerted by the noise, as nobody replies
him, he decides to enter. The customer i
on the floor, dead but smiling.is not
surprising he says to himself: on the tabl
money, diamonds, goldabs ... And a
throneshaped clay box, antique and
irresistible. On one side is represented E
offering an apple. On the other emerges
Pandora. Cherubs have been carved on
remaining sides.

He just wants to browse a bit, to take a
brief look at the boxontents. The lid fits
tightly... To his surprise, inside there is
nothing. The dweller has fled precipitatel
too long locked inside. That has made hi

even angrier and more virulent: he wants

revenge. The Angel of Death recalls his
first mission, that ne in Egypt ... The old
anecdote will seems a joke compared to
what is approaching.

It seems that, inside the elevator hangi

in the airt impossible to decide whether it

IS going up or down, two mature and

the

on.

S

ve

the

Y
m

D

ng

elegant men are pitting one's strength

o v eworld has changdilite emiles, knowing

he tkﬁ)ée SWi bahi® o dlgc?eEWhﬁ’thre g
MU i A riSes heabmdg I80k|r?g dcm/ﬂ, st

against e other. Both have been an
eternity in the business; they probably
could not live without each other.

1 If you really trust in their good sense,
prove it. | propose a gambling.

T But I made a deal. | promised Noah...

T You still cling to your old beliefs..The

that his time has finally come.

Choose who you want, the most rightec
among t he ndidnydeststa i
protect them. | placed the box in one of

remorse terrifies him. Nevertheless he is
longer inflexible as he was in the early
days. The centuries have taught him to b
lenient with errors: soon, in his
imagination, he begins to shape them
again...

Salomé Guadalupe Ingelm8gain)

The special day

A special day, that dawned in total
silence. All prayed so that the one
spawns of The Sacred Deity it lapsed
harmony and concord. A hundred
sanctified eggs would keep for one
week the life of the new members of
the Beatific Courthat it would
substitute to the current one to guide
during the following five thousand
years the development of the life in th
distant and small planet.

But not everything was peace. Nine
demons waited hidden; with the hiera]
and damned dispositiaf giving death,
in the precise instant, to the sainted

DUS
de

no

e

n

e

.

C

beings; alone that, as always, they
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passed for high the existence of a leg
of angels that invariably took the
initiative to give the attack order, and
impede in that way that the vile demo
acheved their objective.

The battle got rid while all prayed. It
was hard and difficult, both groups
fought with total he/she surrenders. B
when breaking the shell of the first eg
it was already sure the peace of the
distant and small planet for nexty
centuries.

Omar Martinez (Cuba

Clandestine

Nowhere was it written that perfectic
is essential, it will damage the
credibility his repulsive appearance s¢
far from its congeners. He had a lot tc
prove, had questioned his physique,
taunting her tooHe defended his wortl

to the skeptics, to herself in the mirror

ion witnessed that transformation that

to
ns

ut
g

n

O

)

when he watched his imperfections a
flaws, its ugliness.
Accustomed to the
glamor out of their
perverted arts, her
image was grotesque
and unheard posed the
nonsense out to
conquer and fitation.

Crouching waited. No |
suspect interference, |}
the nude body
exposing her back
appendices that filled

marked external connection to the hig
the fellowship of His Holineshe
divismo they differed and that almost
makes her vomit. The success was
based on compassion that he woke u
and it was. With his words he sealed
first of his triumphs.

Do
"sai d

f ool e
to th

not be
l ying

When her hands camearon the torso

and then draw on their breasts and
invisible infinite imperfect circles, his
victory was confirmed. Indescribable
feeling that filled her with joy. The
exchange was mutual, shared pleasu
The light and darkness, visible traces
the errounter, leaving clues to his
origin fantastic. No one would have
guessed it that low passion and
commitment, not in it much holiness.
Surprised at the softness of those
feathers, lost his way and drifted. His
scaly skin softened with every stroke.
Yes, hehad been
unfairly disparaged.
Bowed to the will of
his opponent, now
knew that | wanted to
change and that desiré
led to the unexpected.

The appendices
imperfect out of his
back air soft charged
particles stinging.

Carmen Rosa U. Signe

h,

P,
the

re.
of

v

L

£S

the air with light and (Spain)
soft particles. He
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The plague

| checked for the third time the charg
from my Ruger LC9 regular, but had
three years with special task force ke
confront those things worry me,
although scientists say things did not
stop to explain that they were living
beings, like us, mortal, likes, except
that belonging to a different
dimensional plane. At first, when the
news became known, was a worldwia
culture shock, many sociology and
psychology experts criticized the
United Nations madknown to the
public the discovery, but took refuge i
the damage caused worldwide. Many
the most irrational acts committed by
humans is now explained in the light ¢
this finding.

He was in a park opposite the pond,
feeding the ducks seemed a kind of
harmless looking old lady. |
approached; a cold sweadvered my
forehead.

-We know your true identity, do not
try to escape or make sudden
movements.

He | ooked as i f

that really bothered me, | took the small

device from his pocket and flipped.

Instantly the kind old lady once twisted

and changed shape before my eyes, {
a moment | saw his true appearance,
image that always caused me chills.

Now had the form of my younger sister,

who had died five years now.

-She misses you, | can make you ta

je

e

of

h e

or
an

to her again.
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Instantly his body shornend displayea
great wings of white feathers.

| pulled out the gun and fired a full
charge. At my feet lay disgusting thing
they appealed to our memories and
good feelings, the other to our lower
desires, but they were the same spec
of parasites feedingn our emotions.

Ariel Carlos Delgado (Colombia

The last life

The brigness of that robe made her
rise her head. The angel who appears
knelt and began to stroke her hair. Th
stared at each other for a moment. Tk
woman closed her eyes and the last |
on eart was finallgcythel.

Luisjavier Osorioi seud- (México)
Realism in its
purest state

The candlelight had a blaze going in
the dark as it gave the stick of its light
to other unlit candles that delimited th
room. The altar where the sacrifice
would take place was in the middle of
FYeDbiRdyps rpdy dorthe | 4
shooting. According to the director's
signal, actors raised the dagger with ¢
ritual gesture and a black shadow
appeared terrorizing them, rushing ug
them until their screams were drovane

ies

2d

ey
e

e

nd,

==

on

in a blood stream. Lord of Evil was

® Traduccién Sandra Montelpare
(Argentina)
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never missing when he was called for
horror film.

Sara Lew (Argentina

The sof i

Since Joaquin had died in that terrib
car accident, the
changed. They were about to get
married in a few wdes, and all of their

plans were turned in ashes, as Joaqui

body to blow after blow in his car that
day.

Sofia began drinking more than usu:x

stopped working and her life foundered.

After ten months of that terrible
incident, Joaquin was already on a
higher plane, he became in one Ange
and with the assignment for doing go¢
on earth, he met head to head with hi
beloved who had turned in prostitute
and dedicated to satisfy her cocaine
addiction, she offered her services to
Joaquin. Saddened by the fafehis
beloved, he watched a man that took
strong from her arms and with curses
blows and shoving took her into an

a

a

le

alley.

S gotid tthe SlooMaAd shedost tha d

Joaquin followed them with the aim

trying to defend to Sofia from the man

who had assaulted her and when he
push down the shouldef that man, he

@aligd that & v@s imth{a same plange

as him, just on the opposite side, wag
demon. In reaction, the man pushed

consciousness. The two men clashed
leaving the earthly plane as an angel
and a devil bgan to argue.

0 Leave the woman alone, you're
killing her, - said the angel.

0 To you that you care, is a prostitut
and my boss wants her soul soon.

o [I'll give you my soul instead of
hers,- Joaquin said.

- Stupid! Scornfully replied the dema
he likes wonen, not mannered bastarg
like you.

0 Your boss earns more with the so
of an angel than with soul of a simple
mortal.

0 This is your lucky day my little
angel. Do you want to have fun today
said the devil

e

n
IS

ul
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0 Let's play a poker game. If | win th
woman is br my boss, if | lose, the
woman is yours.

Sitting at the table of a bar with a onge

poker card at the table, Joaquin have
agreed surrender his soul in exchang
for his beloved Sophia.

Ma. del Socorro Candelaria Zarat
(México)

Now you are alone

The night vatch magistrate came intg
the bedroom and, despite a continger
of policeman, the scene seemed him
quietly. The corpses of two males,
young, Caucasian, without a hair
sample, lay quietly on the bed with a

white silk sheet until the chest. A poli¢

officer held to him a handwritten note
with a beautiful calligraphy inside an
evidence bag.

AThe Mankindbés G
anymore. Neither is a fallen angel wh
guards the under w

bodies found here, once belong to the

last survivors of the ost brutal war in
the Cosmos.

Once we were Miguel, Captain of th
Heavenly Hosts, and Azazel,
Commander of the Grigori and Valid ¢
Satan; once we were enemies.

When free will was granted by the
Uni verseds Creatao
malicious of its creaturest friggered
chaos in the Creation. The Almighty
trusted in its cr
they would choose to comply with the
will that reigns in the cosmic order.

e

D

e

it

od

O

or

D

D

nf

e a foQtPdigpCEeater. jt yas peautity H

Lucifer didn’t believe, its favorite with
confidence, who saw the mistake of tl
act, the nmankind would follow own
laws if it would grant that option. And
that was how it was.

All the divine laws imposed to these

creatures, didn’t be useful against thei

curiosityéand the
their fate was unwritten. God turned
mad.

War blew ot devastating dimension
at least sensed by you, and for each
victory a defeat followed it. The
Creation is collapsing and you,
humans, barely notice, for each
decision took by you, there was a figh
always under behind the shadows of
your acts. The wais over, and now yo
are alone. Act <ca

When he finished the reading, the
newbie forensic attracted his attentior
WQiIS %hg was QOIdirégXuP tgetsilk she
Her face had a confusion expression.
YViHﬁ%ugdis%oqujng ﬁheecgrpses,rsﬁee
invited him to tak a peek. The
magister had to blink several times,
before he accepted that the bodies
didn’t have sex on their groin.

Pere J. Martinez Marqués (Spai

The Fall

The creature came out of the bowels

D

@f g1e Ilgm ke SHH'Brrgeld for a momer

His wings were spreband awkwardly
took off from the ground and floated i

Il

delicate and bright skin let out flashe

[

~—+

S

=

et.

that lit the space. He scanned slowly the
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being while it was asleep, and was
pleased with his creation.

God saw itwas good and said
"Youdre a | ight
be called Lucifer. You're one of my
custodians on earth and you'll be in
charge of a third of my Angels"

é

You should not join the men, he said.

e a QY fhink apdywant tg be jike ys, higk

But it happened, | answered. | Walke
the earttfor a
thousand days and a
thousand nights
depending on the timeq
from the sun. |
watched them fulfill
their life cycle. The
land vomited them by}
hundreds, thousands,
maybe, and after
formed they
multiplied. They
procreate over and
over until disintegrate
and return to eternal
sleep. My rules were
specific. Walking in their paths and jo
them to comply with the things were <

for them. Guide them in using their fre

will. Watch as the stars fall, he said, |

know. We don't belong here anymore|.

My wings fellto my sides and the
remains dragged along the ground till
become to ashes. My skin was harde
and | saw him walk off from the
phosphorescent flashes that were
coming out from the cracks on my
body. Your decisions will mark your

et

ned

destination. You and yowlies will be

cursed and the extent of your senten¢
will be eternity. You were one with
humans and gave them reason. Now

e

and eternal; their minds evolved with
their bodies and now they want power
he said. Theyant to be like you, |
replied.

Raisa Pimentel (DominicaRepublig
Wrestling

with the
Angel-

What a disgrace to
think youd
with the Angel and to
discover, looking at
the corpse, that

youbve jugt
mugger. For this
reason itas

to resist so much, to
maintain the illusion,
to be defeated.

Ana Maria Shua (Argenting

Guardian angel

When | am calm, your aura of purity
gives yourself away. You show
colourful and winged, dancing waltzes
in the air, painting frescos in the ceiling
wornout by the years, whispering me

N—r

U

19 Microfictions, Nebraska University
Press, Estados Unidos, 2009 raducidos
al inglés por Steven Stewhrt
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words that tell me how | must be, and
listening to you, | gently ignore you.

Sara Lew (Argentina

Dreams, madness,
and delirium at
midnight

Like a flash of lightening he shot out
of bed, in the midst of a dark storm that
lashed over and over
at the small attic that
was his home. The
shadows flooded the
room, rousing the
appearance of gloom
images against the
bare wall opposite his
bed. Right in front of
him a sinister ochre
colored figure began
to be drawn in mists
of suffur and soot.
Ezequiel sat up,
frightened, finally he
had before him the
very being that had
been tormenting him for weeks.

¢ What he

coul d w

0 Are you the Devil®d asked
Ezequiel.

0 The dark figure smiled.

ant
just a humble painter that traced thosg
looming deaths on my canvas that my
unstable mind dictatetd me. Is this the
one who is responsible for the
predictions that haunt me so?»

0 Tell me your greatest desire and

I 61 1 make it &ecamde true
that dark red infernally gleaming

creature with a cracking voice like the

creaking of an old wooden door.

0l curse my | atelst cr
know why | have t/his g

want to use it anymore. | want to be aof
goodness to mankind and to be inspired
by messages of coming peace and
promises of everlasting love. |

want éto be

o Your wish shall
be granted declared
the being.

0 But how is it
possible that the
Devil can grant such
a wish?0 asked
Ezequiel as the figure
began to dissolve
once more into the
mist from which it
began

d Anything is
possible for those
who believe in me.

Rafael J. Sanchez Rivera (Spajn)
f , O
"Yourcall is"
Important for us

This is Miguel speaking, what can |
do for you today? | am Hilario Melian,
this is an emergency. ¢ What's the
nature of the emergency, Mr. Nnan?
It's Melian, not Millman, a demon gang
just broke into my garden. Mr. Melian
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¢do you have a
blessed water
irrigation
system? | do,
but one week
ago the
sprinklers
stopped
working and
the repair team
hasn't showed
up yet. Let me put you on hold far

minute, Mr. Melian (Toccata and Fugue

in D minor, Bach, BWV 565). Thank
you for your patience, Mr. Melian, |

just added you to the urgent request list,

a repair team will visit you during the
next three days. jln two hours we will
all be posesed, MigueKeep the faith,

Mr. Melian, it's demons' sabbath high

season and we are saturated, | can offer

our extended service with a special
discount. ¢ How much is the extension
Miguel? Let me transfer you with
Exorcisms (Ave Maria, Schubert, D
839). Hilario seethe demons dig a
hole, sparks flying from their hooves,
just above the phone line duct.
Desperate, his eyes stumble upon the
little red magnet on the refrigerator.
Lead us not into temptation, he prays
The call drops, and in the background
he hears a dimlic uproar. Hilario
breaks down, takes out his cellphone

and dials the number in the red magnet.

Who is this, asks a tired voice. This i
Hilario, a friend gave me your number.
What can | do for you, Hilario. A gan
of demons broke into my garden, | can
hear them banging at the back door.

¢,Do you know what you have to do,
Hilario? Yes, | do. No need to worry,
then. Silence invades the house, no
shouts or coarse laughter can be hea
Hilario peeps out of the window: there
no trace of the invaders. Thap&u
very much, he says, that was quick.
You are welcome, I'm sending over th
papers for you to sign. Hilario says
goodbye and hangs up. His hands ar¢
shaking. It had to happen some day,
thinks. It's the first time he has to
mortgage his soul. Tomorroks
friends will buy him a beer. A little red
magnet will arrive, mixed with the

mortgage contract: the bank is always

looking for new referrals. Who am |
going to give this to, sighs Hilario, as
he walks to the kitchen to prepare fre
coffee.

Martin Ardrés Hain (Argentina
Duality through
the looking glass

The interior of the store of antique
toys was attired with a gloomy
decoration, thanks to the weird produ
that gave it its identity. Its brick walls

rd.
'S

e
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D
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lined with ebony panels were teemed
with everykind of mechanical toys;
jewels coming from the most ancient
epochs and civilizations, and from the
two millennium of Christianity. Mr.
Escher didn't like at all the look of
mummification the toys had: "The tim
they store was a witness to ages of tr
darkness"”, he thought, just before to g
the old man behind the store counter
the toy he chose.

0 It's hered answered the owner
fixing his eyes on the child's ones wh
trembled of joy beside his fatlier. As
the legend goes it belonged to Pope
Sylvesteill, who also possessed a

brazen head that answered yes or not.

Come, I'll show you how it works.

In the solitude of his chamber, the
child put in motion the mechanism of
the toy. In the middle of a rectangular|

D

ue
1Sk

by

platform, stood a mirror. On both side

just in the very center, there turned
round two crystal spheres standing fo
the planet Earth. One face of the mirr
was silvery, the other black. From the
inside of the black face, a row of little
toy angels came out. They moved
forward flapping graciousltheir

wings, went around the sphere that w
rotating from left to right by the gentle
touch of their swords, and ended up
plunging again, as if by magic, into th
blackness of the mirror. In the same
spot, but from the silvery face of the
mirror, issuedittle demons of fire color
that drew the same course, forcing th
rotation of their sphere from right to le
with the pricking of their tridents. Eacl
sphere, when forcing to rotate, showe
in its crystal surface fantastic images
belonging to mythical thes of the
earth. Once the mechanism stopped
cycle, the child had to switch the
position of the spheres; in order to se
the angels and demons rotating the
opposite sphere. "It's a funny gahe
he thoughd ... Especially on the
silvery side."

Odilius Vl& i seud- (Dominican
Republic)

The Riders of
Remembrance

As spectres

They wander by the desert prairies
Of the old region of Franks
Deepset and dark their eyes are

Their bodies lean and pale

=

as

[¢Y)
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Covered by rags

And long and thin

As shrivelled wheat ears

Are their hands

In the starspangled nights

They leave their caves looking for ai
And the water of cactuses

And to see the wrinkles of their face
Bathed in moonlight

They are the riders of remembrance
Riding mutant camels

By the dunes and waves

Thinking overlife and paths

They say that their voices whisper
The good old times

Before the return of angels

And that also relate the sounds of
horror

The ripped flesh
The earth devoured by the fire

=

UJ

Come from the second circle
Beyond the heaven of spaceships

They saythat the radiant messengers
of gods

Were those who gave them the breag
The sacred light and the dream
The authors of the uproar

And they also say that returned
whistling

Strange sand melodies

And that they felt disillusioned and
decided

(With the pain otheir antennas)
To burn the bad written pages
Of that old story

And start again

Antonio Mora Vélez (Colombig

Rabbi Versus
Angel

~

\°J

1d

)

A Hasidic Rabi promises one of his
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