
Revista de lo breve y lo fantástico 

 

enero-  febrero, 2013  # 124 Revista Digital miNatura 1 

 
 



Revista de lo breve y lo fantástico 

 

enero-  febrero, 2013  # 124 Revista Digital miNatura 2 

 

 

 

 

How collaborate 

miNatura Digital 

Magazine? 

To work with us 

simply send a story 

(up to 25 lines) poem 

(up to 50 lines) or item 

(3 to 6 pages) 

Times New Roman 

12, A4 format (three 

inches clearance on 

each side). 

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: 

minaturacu@yahoo.es  

You can follow our 

publication through: 

http://www.servercron

os.net/bloglgc/index.p

hp/minatura/ 

Facebook: 

http://www.facebook.c

om/groups/126601580

699605/?fref=ts  

The Library of 

Nostromo: 

http://bibliotecadelnost

romominatura.blogspo

t.com.es/  

 
 

 

 

 

And behold 

I saw an angel 

(all cells were 

electronic eyes) 

and heard a voice 

supersonic. 

Which he said: Open 

your typewriter and 

write. 

And I saw a silver 

bullet flying from 

Europe to America 

arrived in 20 minutes 

and was named the 

projectile H Bomb 

(and hell with him) 

Revelation, Ernesto 

Cardenal   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

ð'I'll tell you, sign Chepa calmly 

continued, noting that produced the 

desired effect his story-telling. Well, 

sir, to get to the five corners Narcisa 

Angel, a young man appeared very 

gallant, who asked him where he was 

going at that time of a night ðto see a 

dance, said the innocentð. 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 

became tight, very tight, as coal, that 

the hairs of his head as he straightened 

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 like a 

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, as 

you may have noticed, there has cross, 

and from there threw it into a well very 

deep that opened and closed again 
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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
1
. 

Angels and Demons are messengers 

whose revelations unveil unspeakable 

horror knowledge. Both creatures are 

jealous of the man who praise free will-

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 

English-speaking 

public. 

The digital 

magazine miNatura 

presents in this issue, 

in addition to their 

excellent stories-an 

interview with 

Argentine illustrator 

Ciruelo we plunge 

into the world of 

fairies and dragons 

and to bring us to the 

topic Who is Who 

dug- floating a section- for Cristina 

Jurado hand where Mike Mignola 

himself speaks of one of his characters 

star: HellBoy 

We also disclose the basis of V 

International Poetry Competition 2013
2
 

Fantastic miNatura. 

                                                 

1
 Cirilo Villaverde, Cecilia Valdés o la 

Loma del Ángel, chapter III. 

 We invite you to participate! 

As always we want to thank all the 

illustrators who bring their work to the 

magazine: 

Marcos DK Prieto (Spain)  

Cassandra James (Australia) 

Ciruelo (Argentina) 

Rafa Castelló (Spain) 

Rubert (Brazil) 

Mike Butkus 

(EE.UU.) 

Komixmaster ï

SEUD.ī (Colombia) 

Virginia Kakava 

(Greece) 

Vurore ïSEUD.ī 

(France) 

Neko Punch ï

SEUD.ī (France) 

Sara Lew 

(Argentina) 

Dibujante Nocturno 

ïSEUD.ī (Spain) 

Joseph Díaz (Spain) 

Mijo Becerra (Spain) 

Javier Charro (Spain) 

Sacha Angel Diener (Switzerland) 

Vaggelis Ntosakis (Greece) 

Didizuka ïSEUD.ī (France) 

                                                                       
2
http://certamenesliterariosminatura.blogs

pot.com.es/2012/12/bases-del-v-certamen-

internacional-de.html  

http://certamenesliterariosminatura.blogspot.com.es/2012/12/bases-del-v-certamen-internacional-de.html
http://certamenesliterariosminatura.blogspot.com.es/2012/12/bases-del-v-certamen-internacional-de.html
http://certamenesliterariosminatura.blogspot.com.es/2012/12/bases-del-v-certamen-internacional-de.html
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Próximo número:  

Alchemy 
 

Nick Percival (UK) 

Piero Vianello (Italy) 

Ali Kiani Amin (Iran) 

Pascal Berger 

(Belgium) 

Sonia Leong (UK) 

Vicente Mateo Serra 

(Spain) 

Mauricio Herrera 

(Chile) 

M. C. Carper 

(Argentina) 

Shinemaru Ayami ï

SEUD.ī (Spain) 

Graciela Alfonso 

(Argentina) 

Mike Mignola 

(EE.UU.) 

Pedro Belushi (Spain) 

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. 

The project, 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 a 

story by author. 

Project management is: 

http://lecturesdailleurs.

blogspot.fr/  

If you have doubts 

about the project or wish 

to send from your work 

and you should write to: 

lecturesdailleurs@gma

il.com  

 

Los Editores 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

http://lecturesdailleurs.blogspot.fr/
http://lecturesdailleurs.blogspot.fr/
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The reason angels can fly is 

because they take 

themselves lightly.   

G. K. Chesterton, Orthodoxy 

 

But be warned that 

invoking God is only dust 

and ashes, and invoke it so 

strangely mingled with the 

devil himself who fathered 

him. 

Emily Brontë 

 

The Angels were all singing out of tune, 

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 

 

The devil looks with envy at those who 

suffer much and expels to heaven. 

Friedrich Nietzsche 

 

It is not known precisely where angels 

dwell τ whether in the air, the void, or 

the planets. It has not been God's 

pleasure that we should be informed of 

their abode.  

Voltaire 

 

We must remember 

that the devil has his 

miracles, too. 

Juan Calvino 

 

Millions of spiritual 

creatures walk the 

earth Unseen, both 

when we wake and 

when we sleep. 

John Milton, Paradise 

Lost 

 

God would not have reached the 

general public never without help of 

the devil. 

Jean Cocteau 

 

In heaven an angel is nobody in 

particular. 

George Bernard Shaw 

 

That I were walking between the knots 

of roots 

bone and housing of the worms. 

For me to hear the creaking broken the 

world 

and light bite petrified of the stars, 

to the west of my dream got up your 

tent, false angel. 

Rafael Alberti, El ángel falso 
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Interview to Ciruelo: Lord of Dreams 

 

Entrevista: Carmen Rosa Signes Urrea 

Traducción: Cristina Jurado 

Imágenes: Ciruelo 

 

Revista Digital 

miNatura : Who is Ciruelo? 

Ciruelo: Ciruelo is an 

artist aware of the 

importance of the arts in a 

society of production and 

consumerism. 

 

Revista Digital 

miNatura : Tell us a bit 

about your creative process. 

Ciruelo: In my job as 

an illustrator, I work for the 

ideas and concepts of a client 

(publishing company, art 

director, etc.), bringing my 

style and artistic technique. 

In the last few years I 

fortunately have been able to 

work on my artistic carrier, 

without paying attention to other´s needs and demands, focusing on my own 

ideas. That means that I am freer to create. For example I can write and 

illustrate my own books, with the result of more convincing and creative 

contents.  

 

http://www.dac-editions.com/gallery23.htm
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Revista Digital miNatura: There is a sentence from the book 

Cuaderno de Sue¶os that states: ñStrangely enough, in my dreams I am never 

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

your subconscious?  

Ciruelo: This sentence simply explains that in ñthe other realitiesò, 

where dreams develop, consciousness is not bound to one personality. It 

remains freed from the ego of our awaken state and that is why it generates 

different expectations. We are a different ñIò in the dreams, which is the 

reason why our perceptions and actions are altered. 

 

Revista Digital miNatura:  In the same book you list the following 

daily tasks, including: ñGreeting the sun; remembering dreams; cleaning 

teeth; learning to look; doing ten push-ups; eating fruits; drawing; believing; 

creating; watering a tree; being immortal (at least, few minutes); talking to 

the moon; sleeping (and dreaming).ò The life of an illustration artist, 

engaged with his work and with family responsibilities, does it allow you to 

fulfill dreams like those? 

Ciruelo: In my case, yes. I am very fortunate to be able to live my own 

life style, designed by me and shaped around my family. I must add that it is 

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 passion for life and for the beauty of nature. 

Painting and drawing are tools to help ideas and visions flow. Dragons, fairies 

and other characters appear in those visions and bring on stories that must be 

told. I have to say, though, that I don´t know where they come from. I only 

know that my job is to transmit what those creatures and landscapes tell me. 

 

Revista Digital miNatura: You were born in Argentina. When and why 

did you decide to leave? 

Ciruelo: I left Argentina in 1987 because I wanted to be an illustrator 

of fantastic worlds and in my country; there was no market for it. Then, I 
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settle to Spain to be able to work with different clients in Europe, and that is 

what I have been doing since. 

 

Revista Digital miNatura: Why Sitges? 

Ciruelo: I found this magic village because, when I arrived, Horacio 

Altuna ï a great comic book 

artist- was already living 

here. When I came to visit 

him and I discover this 

place, I realized that it was a 

small paradise.  

 

Revista Digital 

miNatura : When and why 

was born Ciruelo, the 

writer? 

Ciruelo: Since I was 

little, I 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. I 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 I already have achieved that. In another hand, I have many other dreams, 

numerous things that I want to 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. 

 

http://www.dac-editions.com/gallery34.htm
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Revista Digital miNatura: Many new up-and-coming talents in the 

illustration world approach our publication Revista Digital miNatura. Which 

advice would 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 

aims which, 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 be? 

Legolas. 

 

Worst novel that you have read? 
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Some novels from certain young writers that send me manuscripts to 

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 place full of extraterrestrial art works.  

 

What would you take with you to a deserted island? 

A guitaré I can always draw in the sand with a stick. 

 

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

pleasure to talk to you. 

 

Ciruelo Cabral was born in Buenos Aires, Argentina on July 20, 1963. 

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

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 freelance illustrator and 

started a career as a fantasy artist. 
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In 1987 Ciruelo traveled to Europe and settled in Sitges, Barcelona, 

Spain. He then embarked on a search for publishers for his "worlds of 

fantasy", eventually finding them in Spain, England, the United States and 

Germany, and through this means has reached a broad audience. Ciruelo 

continues to work for U.S. publishers, among them Bantam for whom he did 

book covers for the trilogy written by George Lucas, Chronicles of the 

Shadow War (see). 

He also has created a number of rock album covers, Steve Vai's The 7th 

Song and The Elusive Light and Sound being two of them (see). Other clients 

include Wizards of the Coast (Magic cards), TSR, Berkley, Tor, Warner, 

Ballantine, Heavy Metal magazine, Playboy magazine, etc. He worked with 

Alejandro Jodorowsky on a comic story published in France in 2006. 

In 1990 Ciruelo devoted eight months to designing and illustrating The 

Book of the Dragon to be published by the Spanish publisher Timun Más, the 

work proved an enormous undertaking for Ciruelo, who had interrupted his 

daily routine to take on a project that was destined to profit him only in the 

long term. Foreign rights to The Book of the Dragon were sold to Paper 

Tiger, London, in 1992, who had also published his first artbook: Ciruelo, in 

1990. 

In 1997 the book Luz, the Art of Ciruelo came out. This third book 

features over 160 full color illustrations, a number of pencil sketches and ink 

drawings laid out in 128 pages. 

In the year 2000 his fourth artbook Magia, the Ciruelo Sketchbook was 

published. 

In 2006 a special little book came out: Cuaderno de Viajes de Ciruelo, 

Notebooks. 

His new book: Fairies and Dragons, has just been published in 2008, it 

features many illustrations accompanied by a story written by himself. 

He lives with his wife Daniela and their kids, Angelo and Lys in Sitges, 

a quaint and magical town near Barcelona, on the shores of the Mediterranean 

Sea. 

 

 

http://www.dac-editions.com/xbookcov.htm
http://www.dac-editions.com/xbookcov.htm
http://www.dac-editions.com/xbooks.htm
http://www.dac-editions.com/xbooks.htm
http://www.dac-editions.com/xbookHD.htm
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The Angel of 

Death3
 

The Lord of the Mansion has sent me 

to you: I am the Destroyer of Joys and 

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 debit 

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 

then asked for just 

one more hour: and 

even this hour, said 

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 kingôs soul and the king rolled 

off his throne and fell dead. 

And behold men wonder: if the exact 

instant of his death was written, signed 

                                                 
3
 Microfictions, Nebraska University 

Press, Estados Unidos, 2009.  [Traducidos 

al inglés por Steven Stewart] 

and sealed, why or for what purpose did 

the Angel pause to have a vain 

argument? 

And Someone responds: it was so that 

this story could be told. 

Ana María Shua (Argentina) 

The gender of angels 

Regarding the matter of the gender of 

angels, thereôs a story from the life of 

beatus Timotheos.  

There was an 

occasion when Friar 

Heraclius and hermit 

Syriacus debated this 

thorny issue. The 

monk affirmed that 

celestial creatures 

were male, whereas 

the cenobite 

sustained their 

female condition. 

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 temptations 

of vanity. 

After hours of disagreement, the 

polemists requested wise Timotheos 

take on the matter. He sighed, and 

spoke: 

ðI know the sex of the angels. But I 

am not to tell anybody. 
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Syriacus and Heraclius begged him so 

much that the scholar told his reasons 

for silence. 

ðI recently witnessed an occurrence 

that leaves no doubt about the sex of 

angles. But that is a secret knowledge, 

banned for mankind; therefore, by the 

act of revealing it to me, my sight fell 

into wrongdoing. So I was punished 

with blindness. I fear that if I now 

disclose this truth, youôll be rendered 

deaf, for God punishes such a sin with 

loss of the sinful body part. 

The monk and the hermit, anxious to 

increase their learning of things divine, 

pressed the matter further. After much 

begging, they convinced the wise man 

to give them half a truth, 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: 

ðAll right then. But heed me well, 

for only once Iôll say the gender of 

angels is opposite to that of demons. 

Rumor has it Heraclius and Syriacus 

became insane shortly afterwards. 

Juan Pablo Noroña Lamas (Cuba)  

Celestial dream 

Sparkling creek that bathes my lovely 

tanned body, hence my wings 

indestructible waterproof reflect light 

coming from different parts of the 

surrounding space, like a musical scale; 

exquisite melodies caress my ears and I 

encourage browsing on exciting liquid 

stream that becomes a river, stream that 

flows into an ocean, sea which creates 

waves, which grow up to the sky. Nude 

and pleased reached the magnificence 

of God's work, I receive illustrious 

characters, outstanding lead me to the 

entrance. My feet float above a floor 

like cotton, mischievous cherubs rest on 

my legs, then gently fired. Dazzling 

females approach me and fill me with 

kisses, everyone wants to take me with 

her, however I choose the more timid, 

the brightest, I rise, taking her hand, 

and walk the vast city, the main 

between seven hundred seventy-seven. 

Structures lavish, blue, celestial blue 

and white recreate the 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 
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a tender kiss, his tongue is delicious, I 

love her. Angels surround us and lead 

us to the splendid palace, where 

everyone can enter, where everyone can 

live, where the only rule is to be happy. 

Descend to the place, which seems to 

expand to infinity; see people hugging, 

love, loved ones, united, fathers, 

brothers, boyfriends, husbands, 

children, friends. Path between them, I 

turn toward the center, there lies the 

most powerful and perfect brightness of 

all. Born tears from my eyes, I want to 

thank, praise, apologize, say so much, 

but my strength fails. Then my beloved 

away from me with speed. I feel the 

ground opens under my feet and I fall, 

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 I shake my tail, grab 

my pitchfork and start my sad task. Life 

is often very hard in Hell.  

Carlos Enrique Saldivar (Peru) 

Spiritual dispute 

I see it. It is always there, mixed 

between the people, looking with these 

eyes full of a rare love. I remember that 

his face was happier when I was a 

child, his face was turning out to be 

more luminous and was smiling with 

great frequency. Now he does not smile 

already, years ago it stopped doing it, 

but always it is there, after my steps, 

observing me with sadness in the eyes. 

The sadder it is, the happier one feels 

the subject that came when he stopped 

smiling; in a beginning it approached 

with shyness and, since then, it impels 

me with malevolent insistence to do 

what other refuses to pass. Today I 

have seen them facing, that of the sad 

eyes opened two enormous wings when 

that of the tail tried to attack it. There is 

disputed the peace of my soul and of 

my conscience; in the fund, both fulfill 

the work for the one that they have 

been created. I laugh, while I sink the 

syringe in my forearm and the pain and 

the quakes begin to disappear é 

Nevertheless, my guardian angel does 

not desist, I know that it will fight up to 

the end to make me return to the correct 

way. In my unconscience, while I sink 

in the labyrinths of the drug without 

which I cannot already live, I see my 

personal seated demon along with me, 

fixing deeper the syringe, laughing with 

perversity. 

Patricia O. (Patokata) ïseud.- (Uruguay) 

Storm4
 

A strong wind is taking everything 

away: umbrellas, hats and minds. Only 

empty heads remain on orphan bodies 

with no souls.  

It's an infernal storm. The sky is 

coming down and malicious angels fall 

with the rain. Anger flares up in 

thunders and lightenings, then. The 

battle seems endless, but truce soon 

comes. The sky clears up and the sun is 

                                                 
4
 Traducción: Sandra Montelpare 

(Argentina) 
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shining. Angels disappear and go up to 

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 of 

black sand on a desert island. In an 

instant both substances began forming 

several groups. They were angels and 

demons, which developed a semicircle 

to talk. They understood separately had 

not been achieved by channeling the 

man neither roads. Neither the good nor 

evil. The man had come to believe all 

creation business. 

Eventually agreement was reached to 

satisfy both groups of humans would be 

exiled from the face of the planet but a 

man would take the role of Adam and 

start all over again. The weight to be 

renewable weighed on humans. They 

chose the only person who was able to 

move to both groups equally, the 

baritone Juan Cruz. An average-looking 

man but his melodious voice had been 

exalted to heavenly and the hellish 

admire. Some claimed that since no one 

had come Paganini possess that magical 

gift.  

For forty days the earth was hit by 

blazing fire coming out of the ground. 

All existing volcanoes and some 

created ad hoc spit lava plains distorted 

and filled cities. Only the baritone (for 

which exclusive, time had been 

arrested) remained in her dressing room 

at the theater, a building of the century. 

Eventually the plan was executed with 

great skill. Only chosen survived and 

was elevated to a place in the center of 

the world where the plants began to 

grow exponentially. And they saw the 

celestial beings that should not be alone 

and unfounded got great slumber to 

begin the process of creating a 

companion for him.  
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While waiting space beings on the 

darkside of the moon, and the table talk 

theme again was that the snake would 

teach how to master the mind of women 

and thus repeat the cycle.  

Iván Payano (Dominican Repúblic) 

Semyaza 

The angel Semyaza was with his wife 

in bed, sleeping man's daughter, 

Semyaza got up from the bed, spread 

his wings and huge translucent blue 

fluorescence emitted a blue glow. The 

blue-eyed blonde immortal turned his 

head to look at the human, had pregnant 

in the belly of the female grew a 

nephilim. Semyaza remember when I 

was in heaven and had under him 

several angels, but he fell in love with a 

daughter of man, wanted to possess her, 

one day Azazel discovered the passion 

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 Azazel. 

-We will 

choose very 

beautiful 

women and 

beautiful of the 

daughters of men, they must be blonde 

and blue-eyed to produce children. 

Then the top leader spoke with a 

booming voice. 

I am afraid the only culprit in this 

deed, and I solely responsible for this 

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 blue-eyed 

blonde heartbreaking cried before dying 

while giving birth to a giant. Semyaza 

wept disconsolate over the loss of his 

beloved that he no longer cared 

punishment for the consequences of 

their acts. Azazel taught men to war 

and wealth. 

Tomás Pacheco Estrada (México) 

Mistranslation 
How art thou fallen from 

heaven, O you morning star, son 

of the dawn! How art thou cut 

down to the ground, which didst 

weaken the nations! 

Isaiah 14:12 

History has not been 

sufficiently stringent with the 

bloody adventures of the 

"Society for Research and 

Training in German Ancestral 
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Heritage", the  scientific unit created 

to rescue the origins of the Aryan race. 

Its members, enthusiastic individuals of 

oscillating mental stability and lacked 

professionalism, devoted their efforts to 

conduct extravagant experiments, quite 

often fatal ones. Some chronicles wryly 

evoke failed expeditions to Tibet and 

the North African desert. 

In this instance, an Afrika Korps 

officer thought he recognized a runic 

alphabet carved in stone. The leaders of 

the Ahnenerbe stealthy sent over a 

contingent of linguists. After reviewing 

the inscriptions, they presaged a very 

important finding. It certainly was a 

huge discovery albeit most abnormal 

for as it turned out. From under many 

tons of sand emerged a colossal statue 

instead of the prophesied Viking city. 

The human-shaped giant showed 

angular features, a hooded head, an 

elaborately-carved 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 authenticate 

the image as that of 

an ancient Germanic 

god. The frenzy that 

followed was 

advanced and 

accredited by the 

absence of any analogy with the 

Egyptian canons, but especially for its 

condition as a winged-being. Strictly 

speaking, a mono-winged creature; the 

other appendage appeared to have been 

sliced off 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 the 

revelation as well as by the example of 

degenerate art in their hands, thus no 

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 forever. " 

Pablo Martínez Burkett 

(Spain) 

Cambion5
 

I was never the most 

beautiful, not the most 

celebrated of the land, but 

he chose me and I 

welcomed the lure of his 

                                                 
5
 A half-human offspring of a demon and a human 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Cambion  

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Demon
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Cambion
http://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Schutzstaffel_SS_SVG1.1.svg
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bitter breath. His desirable body exuded 

sensuality, scented with sulfur and 

sweat. I gave myself to that ardent 

creature, seduced and intrigued by his 

promises of an eternity in passionate 

submission. 

Each embrace felt like a free falling; 

each kiss matched the discharge of a 

hundred storms; each intercourse was a 

feverish dance over volcanic charcoals. 

I 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. I 

found the reason of my existence in his 

words and in our magmatic love. To 

me, the rest just seemed unimportant or 

futile.   

He left the first night that I vomited, 

weakened by the new presence in my 

belly. As soon as he saw my back 

bended by the nausea, he guessed my 

condition. My calling did not stop him 

from leaving; my plea did not convince 

him to stay. I 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. 

I was used to the ulcers that I got 

when our skins touched, so the delivery 

was almost painless. The midwife could 

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 (Spain) 

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:                                                                                                                    

ðI cannot continue allowing your 

constant he/she helps other men. When, 

they will suffer. For what reason, I 

make an effort converting the well in 

bad.   

ðBut it should not be this way 

Belialé   

ðAh! You even know my name, you 

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

am a demoné   

ðAnd I am an angel! ðit was 

listened from aboveð God sent me to 

liberate it. My group of choirs is the 

one in charge of protecting the humans.   

ðBecause I have come from the Hell 

to make it to suffer and to finish with 

their life.   

  While angel and demon debated, the 

prisoner was able to loose the strings 

that you/they tied it and he got the 

attention of both:   

ðI return to my world! Some from 

there we came to offer help; but if the 

deities created by the men don't achieve 

their own understanding, thené    

  They didn't listen more; angel and 

demon were astonished in view of a 

sheaf of light that went away.  

Omar Martínez (Cuba)   
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A story hard to 

swallow 

Once upon 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 meet him. 

Yet our traveler, driven by his firm 

devotion though not less than by his 

own interests, was impelled to come to 

Jerusalem first. Here, an angel dressed 

in red tunic guided him to the Holy 

Sepulchre. From Our Savioursô opened 

tomb he rescued a crown of thorns, a 

nail, as well as a chalice which by 

miracle kept several drops from the 

Last Supperôs wine. The angel told 

Charlemagne that drinking the wine 

will glorify him. At that very moment 

he heard Maryôs weep, a Moorôs curse 

and a verse from the Song of the Songs. 

Drunk of holiness, Charlemagne left for 

Bizantium where he was lavishly 

received by the Emperor who 

unexpectedly knelt in front of his guest.  

Returning home, the queen and his 

subjects, were waiting for Charlemagne 

at the palaceôs gates. He arrived, halted 

his horse, took the relics out of the 

saddlebags, and then in the middle of 

startled silence he poured the emptiness 

of the chalice over the whole empire.  

Adam Gai (Israel) 

Simulacrum 
I'm a night being. Despicable and 

dark, but beautiful. I'm a brilliant blend 

of perfection and cruelty. I feed on 

feelings, juicy and sweet feelings of 
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poor gullible ones falling yielded to my 

charms. 

My way: the one you prefer. I am 

what your eyes want to see. What I 

enjoy most is the selective blindness of 

those obsessed with love. Those are the 

most fun when it comes to crush them. 

The more they love me, the more I 

entertain myself leaving them with 

nothing but a cold emptiness when 

they're deprived of my attentions. 

They generally commit suicide. For 

me it is a great show. You see them 

there, weeping bitterly, thinking a 

thousand times about the reasons why I 

left them, with those big swollen eyes, 

and their faces buried between their 

knees. What a pathetic sight! They are 

just simple and disgusting creatures 

unable to be whole beings; nasty 

parasites, worthless spongers who carry 

the burden of their happiness in others. 

They deserve their pain, they deserve to 

be stripped of everything, and I enjoy 

slowly tearing off their souls without 

any mercy; that is my forte. 

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 from 

the pale dying lips of someone who 

have chosen to die. It is wonderful to 

see how the despair invades you, and 

the way you throw yourselves to the 

most bloody and heartbreaking deaths 

while you wonder how youôve suffered 

so much, writhing in agony and 

begging for an answer. 

Do not kid yourself my friend, heaven 

does not exist; we have fun at your 

expense seeing how you call us angels. 

Now, dear, you can stop squirming in 

pain and die in peace, I have nothing 

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

María José Madarnás (Venezuela) 

Angy 

December 20, 2012. His 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. 

ðWell, if you donôt want to register, 

what the hell have you come here? I 

like that arrogance around him; I 

recognize that without resistance on his 

part, it would be a very boring job. 

  I start slowly to unzip the red leather 

jacket; I want him to think that I have 

no other clothes. I know how he is 

because my mother has described him 

to me perfectly, and I know that he 

likes it a lot; well, at least he liked to 

rage when they lived together. Now, he 

is even closer to the counter. He tells 

me to continue. After the show, he 

promises   to give me a reward 

according to my work 

 The jacket falls at my feet, his eyes 

devouring me. - Do not remember me, 

right? I say. 
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He's out from behind the counter and 

looks terrified because he has no 

answer. 

Maybe heôs thinking I come to steal 

the fruit of years of work away from the 

home that one day, he left behind in 

another continent. I was just a girl the 

last time he saw me. Furthermore, I 

should be dead. 20 years ago, he set fire 

to the room where my mother, my sister 

and I were sleeping. I should have said 

that, for good behavior, those above 

have left me go down to see my father. 

Once my wings are free from the 

pressure, I can flap them. They do their 

best. My time expires, I just hope I can 

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 I became her guardian angel, I 

had been waiting for this moment. 

Besides, I always wanted to give my 

mother a Christmas gift as good as she 

deserved. She only knew the hardships 

of life in the company of a man who 

never respected her life... I go outside; 

it's cold, a lot. I climb the zipper of my 

jacket and start walking along the 

shoulder, while in the distance, stands 

reflective of red lights in the fog. 

Paloma Hidalgo Díez (España) 

The Angel 

The angel went for a walk in a dry soil 

of some desert with his thin and 

elongated head. His small, dilated and 

watery eyes, looked the horizon next to 

the perfume of carrion into his nasal 

ducts.  His sweat dripped for his 

centered cheekbones and the rough tail 

that it didnôt stop to hit the floor in his 

walking. One day tired to walk, he 

stopped to rest under the shadow of an 

abandoned automobile. In the car, he 

found a mirror. He took that mirror and 

at the moment he looked at himself, the 

Angel died. 

Juan Antonio Díaz Carrión (Chile) 



Revista de lo breve y lo fantástico 

 

enero-  febrero, 2013  # 124 Revista Digital miNatura 27 

 

Broken wings of 

lives off6
 

The angel fell down.  Not explain why 

their wings stopped moving, and his 

skin changed color as traffic light. 

purple, silver, sea ... Others also fell, 

and found each other. At first, they 

didnôt think about the problem, 

however, when they began to feel pain, 

worried about it. They agreed that the 

trip to the sun, affected by the chase, in 

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 army 

against them, in fact, theyôll have to go 

to the center of Hell for sampling. They 

have their heads bent down, because 

although a good number, they will have 

to take the sample from the father of 

AC1231, no other way, they donôt want 

to die. 

Vicente Arturo Pichardo (República 

Dominicana) 

UniOn 

They met in the confines of their 

respective worlds. Their superiors had 

ordered them that never will enter the 

limits, but they ignored the warnings 

                                                 
6
 Translator Freddys Moretta (Dominican 

Republic) 

because they were very young and 

crazy. He saw her by first time through 

an open space, a strange light powered 

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 had 

red skin, horns and a huge, thick tail. 

Every time they looked rose into the air 

and trying to be achieved. Remained 

long observed, months, years, could not 

hear the words of another, but 

developed a language that was only 

them, which were encouraged to dream 

of the day that could be touched and 

love. Over time he began to feel a 

strong heat gnawing gut. She began to 

feel cold, which came over his delicate 

heart. They were born in different 

lands, but they were certain that they 

joined a previous life, shared in a place 

even more sinister than those from 

which they came. The energy 

surrounding the mighty wall that 

separated their bodies kept them alive. 

At the same time, this barrier prevented 

them realize their happiness. One day, 

when they were about to explode and 

die penalty due to their cruel fate, there 

was a cataclysm on the wall were a few 

folds. They could hold hands. And the 

unthinkable happened, something that 

had not ever happened in the History of 

Time: the heat of the male was 

attenuated cold thanks to the female, 

and she felt the warmth of her consort, 

which quickened her. The drag force 

caught them both and led to an 

unexpected place beyond the confines 
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of this reality. They thought they would 

die, but were together, that comforted 

them. They woke up naked and 

lacerated, on 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 of the 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 tele-photo 

lenses 

shots were fired at the 

Vatican 

national mourning 

voting for or against 

miraculous cures 

porn Movie 

and long documentaries 

angels (now drunk) 

covenants discussed forgotten 

(and a certain Jehovah) 

ééééééééééé. 

ééééééééééé. 

ééééééééééé7
 

Ricardo Acevedo Esplugas (Cuba) 

The irresistible cry8
 

The cry of the Exterminating Angel is 

so shrill and frightening that no one can 

resist it.  Two young men tried to resist 

it using Ulysses method, with wax in 

their ears, but the cry penetrated the 

other orifices of their bodies, making 

                                                 
7
 Note: In this last verses are talking (very 

good by the way) of fully clothed girl. 
 
 

8
 Microfictions, Nebraska University 

Press, Estados Unidos, 2009.  [Traducidos 

al inglés por Steven Stewart]
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them explode.  An old woman tried to 

resist it by seeking refuge in her senile 

indifference, but the cry destroyed her 

indifference, did away with her senility, 

and the old woman died converted into 

an intense twenty-three year old.  The 

Exterminating Angel himself tried to 

resist it and lost almost all the feathers 

from his wings, and lost his wrath and 

his voice and forever lost his desire to 

cry out and ever since then the 

Apocalypse is impossible. 

Ana María Shua (Argentina) 

Paradise 

Steps away from collapse, 

He passes the bare bones, 

The putrid flesh, 

The scavengers crunching  femurs 

The flies laying eggs in the dying 

oneôs cheeks, 

The great palm trees, 

The freshly bloomed fruit, 

And the sand wallowing in the feet, 

Itôs Paradise 

But men is at war. 

Rui Caverta (México) 

Own hand 

Commissioner bursts into the temple 

and finds a 

girl with tattered blouse, topless. Lying 

on the floor, lies the body of a 

type, face down and ass in the air.    

She says she killed the rapist to 

save. Shows how. Wield a 

knife invisible veins swollen right 

hand,pushes the arm forward, leads and 

brings twenty times. 

Commissioner comes forward, bend 

your knees, fingers fit  on the 

body, stuck to the floor, push, 

rotate achieved. The dead is belly 

up, no one stab wound of. Frustrated, h

e demands the girl to sayhow he was 

killed and she repeated the gesture with 

his hand. 

Rejoins, makes a visual tour of the 

temple and finds twelve women, come 

from an adjoining room. 

Above the heads fail to see that in the 

next room there are six male 

bodies lying on the floor. Makesfour 

steps backward. Women go with the 

girl, the surrounding, passing his hands 

over the contoursof the body, such 

as touching, but without doing so. 

The thirteen women raise their 

arms and clenched fists up. The 

corpse on the floor gives spasms, isoff 

the ground, floats in the air and falls to 

the ground, adding to the six 

bodies. From the tip of the 

thirteen fists, those hands up, fire and 

flame springs are twisted until the next 

room, where the dead men, burned. 

Female voices murmur "Justice". 

Commissioner cautiously back, turns 

around, walks toward the exit of the 

temple, without looking back, where 

the fire consumed his 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. Small and 

sharp mountains 

invited the weary 

eyes to sink into 

its craters, while 

the plain below 

the abdomen, two 

seemed 

exaggerated 

curves away to 

form a cavity to 

collect all eyes. 

On the bank of 

the river, the boy looked at her with 

eyes constantly growing. Helplessly, 

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 only sound was the 

beating of his heart accelerated where 

blood uproar caused the dead to life. 

However revolutions, the spectrum did 

not flinch, and continued to fall as 

naturally (now by the narrow path 

leading to the river). Leaving the water 

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 and 

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, woman or 

whatever, and the erection had 

disappeared, and instead the sun burned 

like hell. I panicked disconcerting 

sound of a huge chain of cans that look 

askance at it thought it had its own life 

and intended to exterminate all that fall 

in that area of the devil. 

Rodolfo Báez (República Dominicana) 
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Ad delendum 

universam carnem 
He who forgives everything must have 

forgiven himself everything 

Antonio Porchia 

ñThe cold will be over tonightò īshe 

avoids the farewell kissī. But the black 

spot on his forearm says otherwise. As 

soon as he walks out the door, she dials the 

number on screen since the terrible 

epidemic began. ñThe situation has gotten 

out of handò, she murmurs. Like almost 

everyone she suspects that this global 

pandemic has been caused by a virus 

created in a laboratory, a chemical weapon. 

Alerted by the noise, as nobody replies 

him, he decides to enter. The customer is 

on the floor, dead but smiling. It is not 

surprising, he says to himself: on the table, 

money, diamonds, gold bars ... And a 

throne-shaped clay box, antique and 

irresistible. On one side is represented Eve 

offering an apple. On the other emerges 

Pandora. Cherubs have been carved on the 

remaining sides. 

He just wants to browse a bit, to take a 

brief look at the box contents. The lid fits 

tightly... To his surprise, inside there is 

nothing. The dweller has fled precipitately; 

too long locked inside. That has made him 

even angrier and more virulent: he wants 

revenge. The Angel of Death recalls his 

first mission, that one in Egypt ... The old 

anecdote will seems a joke compared to 

what is approaching. 

It seems that, inside the elevator hanging 

in the air īimpossible to decide whether it 

is going up or downī, two mature and 

elegant men are pitting one's strength 

against the other. Both have been an 

eternity in the business; they probably 

could not live without each other. 

īIf you really trust in their good sense, 

prove it. I propose a gambling. 

īBut I made a deal. I promised Noah.... 

īYou still cling to your old beliefs ... The 

world has changed īhe smiles, knowing 

that his time has finally come. 

Choose who you want, the most righteous 

among them, he saidé I did my best to 

protect them. I placed the box in one of 

those Swiss banks so discreet ... While the 

lift car rises he avoids looking down; 

remorse terrifies him. Nevertheless he is no 

longer inflexible as he was in the early 

days. The centuries have taught him to be 

lenient with errors: soon, in his 

imagination, he begins to shape them 

again... 

Salomé Guadalupe Ingelmo (Spain) 

The special day 

A special day, that dawned in total 

silence. All prayed so that the one 

spawns of The Sacred Deity it lapsed in 

harmony and concord. A hundred 

sanctified eggs would keep for one 

week the life of the new members of 

the Beatific Court that it would 

substitute to the current one to guide 

during the following five thousand 

years the development of the life in the 

distant and small planet.    

But not everything was peace. Nine 

demons waited hidden; with the hieratic 

and damned disposition of giving death, 

in the precise instant, to the sainted 

beings; alone that, as always, they 
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passed for high the existence of a legion 

of angels that invariably took the 

initiative to give the attack order, and to 

impede in that way that the vile demons 

achieved their objective.   

The battle got rid while all prayed. It 

was hard and difficult, both groups 

fought with total he/she surrenders. But 

when breaking the shell of the first egg 

it was already sure the peace of the 

distant and small planet for next fifty 

centuries.    

Omar Martínez (Cuba) 

Clandestine 

Nowhere was it written that perfection 

is essential, it will damage the 

credibility his repulsive appearance so 

far from its congeners. He had a lot to 

prove, had questioned his physique, 

taunting her too. He defended his worth 

to the skeptics, to herself in the mirror 

when he watched his imperfections and 

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 flirtation. 

Crouching waited. No 

suspect interference, 

the nude body 

exposing her back 

appendices that filled 

the air with light and 

soft particles. He 

witnessed that transformation that 

marked external connection to the high, 

the fellowship of His Holiness the 

divismo they differed and that almost 

makes her vomit. The success was 

based on compassion that he woke up, 

and it was. With his words he sealed the 

first of his triumphs. 

ˈDo not be fooled, you're beautiful  

ˈsaid lying to the verb. 

When her hands contonearon 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 pleasure. 

The light and darkness, visible traces of 

the encounter, 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, he had been 

unfairly disparaged. 

Bowed to the will of 

his opponent, now 

knew that I wanted to 

change and that desire 

led to the unexpected. 

The appendices 

imperfect out of his 

back air soft charged 

particles stinging. 

Carmen Rosa U. Signes 

(Spain) 
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The plague 

I checked for the third time the charge 

from my Ruger LC9 regular, but had 

three years with special task force kept 

confront those things worry me, 

although scientists say things did not 

stop to explain that they were living 

beings, like us, mortal, like us, except 

that belonging to a different 

dimensional plane. At first, when the 

news became known, was a worldwide 

culture shock, many sociology and 

psychology experts criticized the 

United Nations made known to the 

public the discovery, but took refuge in 

the damage caused worldwide. Many of 

the most irrational acts committed by 

humans is now explained in the light of 

this finding. 

He was in a park opposite the pond, 

feeding the ducks seemed a kind of 

harmless looking old lady. I 

approached; a cold sweat covered my 

forehead. 

-We know your true identity, do not 

try to escape or make sudden 

movements. 

He looked as if he doesnôt understand, 

that really bothered me, I took the small 

device from his pocket and flipped. 

Instantly the kind old lady once twisted 

and changed shape before my eyes, for 

a moment I saw his true appearance, an 

image that always caused me chills. 

Now had the form of my younger sister, 

who had died five years now. 

-She misses you, I can make you talk 

to her again. 

Instantly his body shone and displayed 

great wings of white feathers. 

I 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 species 

of parasites feeding on our emotions. 

Ariel Carlos Delgado (Colombia) 

The last life 

The brigness of that robe made her 

rise her head. The angel who appeared 

knelt and began to stroke her hair. They 

stared at each other for a moment. The 

woman closed her eyes and the last life 

on eart was finally scythed.  

Luisjavier Osorio ïseud.- (México) 

Realism in its 

purest state9
 

The candlelight had a blaze going in 

the dark as it gave the stick of its light 

to other unlit candles that delimited the 

room. The altar where the sacrifice 

would take place was in the middle of 

it. Everything was ready for the 

shooting. According to the director's 

signal, actors raised the dagger with a 

ritual gesture and a black shadow 

appeared terrorizing them, rushing upon 

them until their screams were drowned 

in a blood stream. Lord of Evil was 

                                                 
9
 Traducción: Sandra Montelpare 

(Argentina) 
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never missing when he was called for a 

horror film. 

Sara Lew (Argentina) 

The sofiaôs soul 

Since Joaquin had died in that terrible 

car accident, the Sofiaôs world had 

changed. They were about to get 

married in a few weeks, and all of their 

plans were turned in ashes, as Joaquin's 

body to blow after blow in his car that 

day. 

Sofia began drinking more than usual, 

stopped working and her life foundered. 

After ten months of that terrible 

incident, Joaquin was already on a 

higher plane, he became in one Angel 

and with the assignment for doing good 

on earth, he met head to head with his 

beloved who had turned in prostitute 

and dedicated to satisfy her cocaine 

addiction, she offered her services to 

Joaquin. Saddened by the fate of his 

beloved, he watched a man that took 

strong from her arms and with curses, 

blows and shoving took her into an 

alley. 

Joaquin followed them with the aim of 

trying to defend to Sofia from the man 

who had assaulted her and when he 

push down the shoulder of that man, he 

realized that he was in the same plane 

as him, just on the opposite side, was a 

demon. In reaction, the man pushed 

Sofia to the floor and she lost the 

consciousness. The two men clashed 

leaving the earthly plane as an angel 

and a devil began to argue. 

ðLeave the woman alone, you're 

killing her, - said the angel. 

ðTo you that you care, is a prostitute 

and my boss wants her soul soon. 

ð I'll give you my soul instead of 

hers, - Joaquín said. 

- Stupid! Scornfully replied the demon 

he likes women, not mannered bastards 

like you. 

ðYour boss earns more with the soul 

of an angel than with soul of a simple 

mortal. 

ð This is your lucky day my little 

angel. Do you want to have fun today? 

said the devil 
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ðLet's play a poker game. If I win the 

woman is for my boss, if I lose, the 

woman is yours. 

Sitting at the table of a bar with a one 

poker card at the table, Joaquin have 

agreed surrender his soul in exchange 

for his beloved Sophia. 

Ma. del Socorro Candelaria Zárate 

(México) 

Now you are alone 

The night watch magistrate came into 

the bedroom and, despite a contingent 

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 police 

officer held to him a handwritten note 

with a beautiful calligraphy inside an 

evidence bag. 

ñThe Mankindôs God doesnËt exist 

anymore. Neither is a fallen angel who 

guards the underworldôs circles. These 

bodies found here, once belong to the 

last survivors of the most brutal war in 

the Cosmos.  

Once we were Miguel, Captain of the 

Heavenly Hosts, and Azazel, 

Commander of the Grigori and Valid of 

Satan; once we were enemies. 

When free will was granted by the 

Universeôs Creator to the most 

malicious of its creatures, it triggered 

chaos in the Creation. The Almighty 

trusted in its creatureôs choice was it; 

they would choose to comply with the 

will that reigns in the cosmic order. 

Lucifer didn´t believe, its favorite with 

confidence, who saw the mistake of this 

act, the humankind 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 their 

curiosityéand they discovered that 

their fate was unwritten. God turned 

mad.  

War blew out, devastating dimensions 

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 fight, 

always under behind the shadows of 

your acts. The war is over, and now you 

are alone. Act cautiously.ò 

When he finished the reading, the 

newbie forensic attracted his attention 

while she was holding up the silk sheet. 

Her face had a confusion expression. 

Without discovering the corpses, she 

invited him to take a peek. The 

magister had to blink several times, 

before he accepted that the bodies 

didn´t have sex on their groin. 

Pere J. Martínez Marqués (Spain) 

The Fall 

The creature came out of the bowels 

of the light. He squirmed for a moment. 

His wings were spread and awkwardly 

took off from the ground and floated in 

front of its creator. It was beautiful. His 

delicate and bright skin let out flashes 

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 it was good and said -

"Youôre a light bearer, therefore, shall 

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. 

But it happened, I answered.  I Walked 

the earth for a 

thousand days and a 

thousand nights 

depending on the time 

from the sun. I 

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 join 

them to comply with the things were set 

for them. Guide them in using their free 

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

know. We don't belong here anymore. 

My wings fell to my sides and the 

remains dragged along the ground till 

become to ashes. My skin was hardened 

and I saw him walk off from the 

phosphorescent flashes that were 

coming out from the cracks on my 

body. Your decisions will mark your 

destination. You and your allies will be 

cursed and the extent of your sentence 

will be eternity. You were one with 

humans and gave them reason. Now 

they think and want to be like us, higher 

and eternal; their minds evolved with 

their bodies and now they want power, 

he said. They want to be like you, I 

replied. 

Raisa Pimentel (Dominican Republic) 

Wrestling 

with the 

Angel10
 

What a disgrace to 

think youôve wrestled 

with the Angel and to 

discover, looking at 

the corpse, that 

youôve just beaten a 

mugger.  For this 

reason itôs better not 

to resist so much, to 

maintain the illusion, 

to be defeated. 

Ana María Shua (Argentina) 

Guardian angel 

When I am calm, your aura of purity 

gives yourself away. You show 

colourful and winged, dancing waltzes 

in the air, painting frescos in the ceiling 

worn out by the years, whispering me 

                                                 
10

 Microfictions, Nebraska University 

Press, Estados Unidos, 2009.  [Traducidos 

al inglés por Steven Stewart] 
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words that tell me how I must be, and  

listening to you, I 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 gloomy 

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 sulfur and soot. 

Ezequiel sat up, 

frightened, finally he 

had before him the 

very being that had 

been tormenting him for weeks.  

çWhat could he want from me? Iôm 

just a humble painter that traced those 

looming deaths on my canvas that my 

unstable mind dictated to me. Is this the 

one who is responsible for the 

predictions that haunt me so?» 

ðAre you the Devil? ðasked 

Ezequiel. 

ðThe dark figure smiled. 

ð Tell me your greatest desire and 

Iôll make it come true for you,ò ð said 

that dark red infernally gleaming 

creature with a cracking voice like the 

creaking of an old wooden door. 

ð I curse my latest creations, I donôt 

know why I have this gift and I donôt 

want to use it anymore. I want to be of 

goodness to mankind and to be inspired 

by messages of coming peace and 

promises of everlasting love. I 

wantéto be an angel. 

ðYour wish shall 

be granted ðdeclared 

the being. 

ðBut how is it 

possible that the 

Devil can grant such 

a wish? ðasked 

Ezequiel as the figure 

began to dissolve 

once more into the 

mist from which it 

began. 

ðAnything is 

possible for those 

who believe in me. 

Rafael J. Sánchez Rivera (Spain) 

Your call is 

important for us 

This is Miguel speaking, what can I 

do for you today? I am Hilario Melián, 

this is an emergency. ¿What's the 

nature of the emergency, Mr. Millman? 

It's Melián, not Millman, a demon gang 

just broke into my garden. Mr. Melián, 
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¿do you have a 

blessed water 

irrigation 

system? I do, 

but one week 

ago the 

sprinklers 

stopped 

working and 

the repair team 

hasn't showed 

up yet. Let me put you on hold for a 

minute, Mr. Melián (Toccata and Fugue 

in D minor, Bach, BWV 565). Thank 

you for your patience, Mr. Melián, I 

just added you to the urgent request list, 

a repair team will visit you during the 

next three days. ¡In two hours we will 

all be posesed, Miguel! Keep the faith, 

Mr. Melián, it's demons' sabbath high 

season and we are saturated, I can offer 

our extended service with a special 

discount. ¿How much is the extension, 

Miguel? Let me transfer you with 

Exorcisms (Ave María, Schubert, D 

839). Hilario sees the 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 diabolic uproar. Hilario 

breaks down, takes out his cellphone 

and dials the number in the red magnet. 

Who is this, asks a tired voice. This is 

Hilario, a friend gave me your number. 

What can I do for you, Hilario. A gang 

of demons broke into my garden, I can 

hear them banging at the back door. 

¿Do you know what you have to do, 

Hilario? Yes, I do. No need to worry, 

then. Silence invades the house, no 

shouts or coarse laughter can be heard. 

Hilario peeps out of the window: there's 

no trace of the invaders. Thank you 

very much, he says, that was quick. 

You are welcome, I'm sending over the 

papers for you to sign. Hilario says 

goodbye and hangs up. His hands are 

shaking. It had to happen some day, he 

thinks. It's the first time he has to 

mortgage his soul. Tomorrow his 

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 I 

going to give this to, sighs Hilario, as 

he walks to the kitchen to prepare fresh 

coffee. 

Martín Andrés 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 products 

that gave it its identity. Its brick walls 



Revista de lo breve y lo fantástico 

 

enero-  febrero, 2013  # 124 Revista Digital miNatura 39 

 

lined with ebony panels were teemed 

with every kind 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 time 

they store was a witness to ages of true 

darkness", he thought, just before to ask 

the old man behind the store counter by 

the toy he chose. 

  ðIt's here ðanswered the owner 

fixing his eyes on the child's ones who 

trembled of joy beside his fatherð. As 

the legend goes it belonged to Pope 

Sylvester II, 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 

platform, stood a mirror. On both sides, 

just in the very center, there turned 

round two crystal spheres standing for 

the planet Earth. One face of the mirror 

was silvery, the other black. From the 

inside of the black face, a row of little 

toy angels came out. They moved 

forward flapping graciously their 

wings, went around the sphere that was 

rotating from left to right by the gentle 

touch of their swords, and ended up 

plunging again, as if by magic, into the 

blackness of the mirror. In the same 

spot, but from the silvery face of the 

mirror, issued little demons of fire color 

that drew the same course, forcing the 

rotation of their sphere from right to left 

with the pricking of their tridents. Each 

sphere, when forcing to rotate, showed 

in its crystal surface fantastic images 

belonging to mythical times of the 

earth. Once the mechanism stopped its 

cycle, the child had to switch the 

position of the spheres; in order to see 

the angels and demons rotating the 

opposite sphere. "It's a funny game ð

he thoughtð... Especially on the 

silvery side." 

Odilius Vlak ïseud.- (Dominican 

Republic) 

The Riders of 

Remembrance 

As spectres 

They wander by the desert prairies 

Of the old region of Franks 

Deep-set and dark their eyes are 

Their bodies lean and pale 
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Covered by rags 

And long and thin 

As shrivelled wheat ears 

Are their hands 

In the star-spangled nights 

They leave their caves looking for air 

And the water of cactuses 

And to see the wrinkles of their faces 

Bathed in moonlight 

They are the riders of remembrance 

Riding mutant camels 

By the dunes and waves 

Thinking over life 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 

Come from the second circle 

Beyond the heaven of spaceships 

They say that the radiant messengers 

of gods 

Were those who gave them the bread 

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 of their antennas) 

To burn the bad written pages 

Of that old story 

And start again 

  Antonio Mora Vélez (Colombia) 

Rabbi Versus 

Angel 

A Hasidic Rabi promises one of his 


