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It sounds plausible enough tonight, 

but wait until tomorrow. Wait for the 

common sense of the morning.  

H.G. Wells, The Time Machine. 

 

Alone-- it is wonderful how little a 

man can do alone! To rob a little, to 

hurt a little, and there is the end. 

H.G. Wells, The Invisible Man.

 

No one would have believed in the last years of 

the nineteenth century that this world was being 

watched keenly and closely by intelligences greater 

than man's and yet as mortal as his own; that as 

men busied themselves about their various 

concerns they were scrutinized and studied, 

perhaps almost as narrowly as a man with a 

microscope might scrutinize the transient 

creatures that swarm and multiply in a drop of 

water. 

H.G. Wells, The War of the Worlds. 

 

An animal may be ferocious and cunning enough, 

but it takes a real man to tell a lie. 

H.G. Wells, The Island of Dr. Moreau. 

 

I was. I tell you, an enchanted 

garden. I know. And the size? Oh! it 

stretched far and wide, this way and 

that. I believe there were hills far 

away. Heaven knows where West 

Kensington had suddenly got to. And 

somehow it was just like coming 

home. 

H.G. Wells, The door in the wall. 

 

After telephone, kinematograph and phonograph 

had replaced newspaper, book schoolmaster and 

letter, to live outside the range of the electric 

cables was to live an isolated savage.  

H.G. Wells, The Sleeper Awakes. 

 

The past is only the beginning of a beginning. 

H.G. Wells, The Crystal Egg and Other Tales. 

 

If we donõt end war, war will end us. 

H.G. Wells, Things to Come. 

 

The science hangs like a gathering fog in a valley, 

a fog which begins nowhere and goes nowhere, an 

incidental, unmeaning inconvenience to passers-by. 

H.G. Wells, A Modern Uto
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Novemberð December,  2015 # 147 

Revista digital miNatura The magazine of the Brief & 

Fantastic 

Asociación Cultural miNatura Soterranìa 

ISSN: 2340-977 

Directors: Ricardo Acevedo Esplugas y Carmen Rosa  

Signes  Urrea 

Editor : Ricardo Acevedo Esplugas 

Main cover: H. G. Wells / Rubén Paricio Font (Spain) 

Back cover: H. G. Wells / Pedro Belushi (Spain) 

Cover design: Carmen Rosa Signes Urrea 

Contributions should be sent to: 

minaturacu@yahoo.es    

 

Avenida del Pozo 7 San Juan de Moró, 12130, Castellón 

de la Plana, España 

¿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. 

You can follow our publication through: 

http://www.servercronos.net/bloglgc/index.php/minatur

a/    

Facebook: 

http://www.facebook.com/groups/126601580699605/?fr

ef=ts     

The Library of Nostromo: 

http://bibliotecadelnostromominatura.blogspot.com.es/   

 

 Universe H. G. Wells 
 

 

So some respectable dodo in the 

Mauritius might have lorded it in his 

nest, and discussed the arrival of that 

shipful of pitiless sailors in want of 

animal food. ôWe will peck them to 

death tomorrow, my dear. 

The war of the worlds. Chap. VII. 

 

The shadow of H. G Wells is very 

palpable in Catholic Spain in the early 

twentieth century, where Carlos 

Mendizábal y Brunet wrote: Elois y 

Morlocks (Barcelona, 1909), a 

continuation of a time traveler 

adventures, which Mendizabal named 

with the name of Bryan Blondel, who 

together with his brother Zachary 

done in his time machine a new 

journey into the future. On this 

occasion the near future that only 

reaches the distance of a century. 

[José Carlos Mainer, La edad de plata] 

Works such as The Island of Dr. 

Moreau1 (Revista Literaria: Novelas y 

                                                             

1 Hardest he was repressed in their homeland, 

regarded as cruel and racist. 

mailto:minaturacu@yahoo.es
http://www.servercronos.net/bloglgc/index.php/minatura/
http://www.servercronos.net/bloglgc/index.php/minatura/
http://www.facebook.com/groups/126601580699605/?fref=ts
http://www.facebook.com/groups/126601580699605/?fref=ts
http://bibliotecadelnostromominatura.blogspot.com.es/
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Cuentos, 1943) made it through censorship 

with just one "fantasy novel in which 

fantasy is so improbable does not attack to 

anything. It inspired the movie The Island 

of Lost Souls who make us laugh so 

much." 

Thanks to their "excesses" of fantasy 

ever-jealous guardians of decorum and 

decency, they let their ideas on socialism 

and sex ... Do not forget that in Men Like 

Gods (1932) there is an excellent 

description of a ménage à quatre2. 

Free thinker, socialist, atheist and 

advocate of free love our Herbie ended 

disappointed (as his counterpart Verne) to 

see their fictitious premonitions came true 

with Hiroshima and Nagasaki. 

I want to thank especially the cooperation 

in this issue of M. C. Carper has returned 

to save the day by offering us a magnificent 

interviews (in this case made to the 

screenwriter Alan Grant) and whose blog 

recommend 

http:/ /dialogoscf.blogspot.com .ar/       

                                                             
2 Not so the references to the cruelty of the 

Spanish colonizers were eliminated in The Country 

of the Blind and Other Stories (Editorial La Nave, 

1940) and prohibited its second edition with the 

following gloss: The author is undesirable. 

And it is clear recommend reading 

articles, poems, reviews and stories that 

give meaning to this project. 

You cannot forget how long the work of 

illustrators in this issue: Ruben Paricio Font 

(Spain); José Manuel Puyana Dominguez 

(Spain); Evandro Rubert (Brazil); Carmen 

Urios (Spain); Pedro Belushi (Spain). 

The directors of the Miniature Digital 

Magazine wish you a happy 2016 and we 

continue reading us, distributing or simply 

reminding. 

 

Next  issue : 

 

 

Close  date : December, 25 
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Convocatoria selección de textos Tiempos Oscuros Nº6 Uruguay 

 

La Revista Digital Tiempos Oscuros (Un panorama del Fantástico Internacional) 

tiene el placer de dar a conocer la convocatoria para confeccionar su sexta entrega, 

un número dedicado en su totalidad a mostrar el panorama de la literatura 

fantástica de Uruguay. 

Es por ello que todos aquellos escritores uruguayos que deseen participar en la 

selección de los textos que compondrán el número seis de la revista digital 

Tiempos Oscuros deberán atenerse a las siguientes bases. 

 

BASES 

1. Podrán participar todos aquellos escritores uruguayos residentes o no en su 

país de origen, con obras escritas en castellano. 

2. Los textos deberán ser afines al género fantástico, la ciencia ficción o el terror. 

3. Los trabajos, cuentos de entre 5 a 10 páginas, deben estar libres de derechos o 

en su defecto se aceptarán obras con la debida autorización del propietario de los 

derechos de la misma. 
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4. Los trabajos deberán enviarse en documento adjunto tipo doc (tamaño de 

papel DinA4, con tres centímetros de margen a cada lado, tipografía Time New 

Roman puntaje 12 a 1,5 de interlineado). Dicho archivo llevará por nombre título 

+ autor de la obra y junto a él se incluirá en el mismo documento plica que 

incluirá los siguientes datos: título del cuento, nombre completo, nacionalidad, 

dirección electrónica, declaración de la autoría que incluya el estado del texto (si es 

inédito o si ha sido publicado, en este segundo supuesto deberá incluir dónde se 

puede encontrar y las veces que ha sido editado, tanto si es digital como en papel, 

y si tiene los derechos comprometidos se deberán incluir los permisos 

pertinentes). Junto a todos estos datos también pedimos la inclusión de un breve 

currículum literario que será publicado en la revista y una fotografía del autor si lo 

desea para el mismo fin. 

5. En ningún supuesto los autores pierden los derechos de autor sobre sus obras. 

6. La dirección de recepción de originales es: 

revistatiempososcuros@yahoo.es    

En el asunto deberá indicarse: COLABORACIÓN TIEMPOS OSCUROS Nº6 

7. Las colaboraciones serán debidamente valoradas con el fin de realizar una 

selección acorde con los intereses de la publicación. 

8. Los editores se comprometen a comunicar a los autores, que envíen sus 

trabajos, la inclusión o no del texto en la revista. Nos encantaría poder incluirlos 

todos pero nos hacemos al cargo sobre el volumen de textos que se podemos 

llegar a recibir. 

9. Todos los trabajos recibirán acuse de recibo. 

10. La participación supone la total aceptación de las normas. 
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11. El plazo de admisión comenzará desde la publicación de estas bases y 

finalizará el 1º de diciembre de 2015. (No se admitirán trabajos fuera del plazo 

indicado). 

 

Ricardo Acevedo Esplugas 

Carmen Rosa Signes Urrea 

Directores de la Revista Digital Tiempos Oscuros 
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ñWhen I was three years old, my 

wheelchair -bound grandmother 

taught me how to read, using 

British humour comics as her 

teaching aids. She started my 

love affair with comics which 

has never ended.ò 

 

Alan Grant: Chatting with comic 

book writer. 
 

By M. C. Carper (Argentina) 

Translate by Daniel Yagolkowski. 

 

Today's Guest: Alan Grant, Author, writer of stories for 2000 AD, Judge 

Dredd, Batman, Lobo, Robocop and many more. 

 

miNat ura online magazine: Hi, who are you? Introduce yourself in your 

own words, please.  

Alan Grant: Hi. I'm Alan Grant, 

Scottish comic-writer who has been 

fortunate enough to work on some of 

the comic world's greatest characters. 

 

miNatura online magazine: 

How did your liking of comics start? 

Alan Grant: When I was three years old, my wheelchair-bound 

grandmother taught me how to read, using British humour comics as her teaching 

aids. She started my love affair with comics which has never ended. 

http://dialogoscf.blogspot.com.es/search/label/Alan%20Grant


 

 

R
e

v
is

ta
 d

ig
it
a
l 
m

iN
a
tu

ra
 (

S
in

c
e

 1
9

9
9

)
 

 9
 

November -December # 147 2015      The m agazine of the Brief & Fantastic     

 

miNatura online magazine: And when did you feel the impulse to write 

comic scripts? 

Alan Grant: When I was growing up, I was desperate to become a comic 

artist. But my artwork was, frankly, crap. So I became a magazine journalist, 

writing features and editing "true romance" stories for girls...and going slowly 

insane. When my friend John Wagner started writing Judge Dredd for 2000AD, 

he asked me if I could take over writing the Tarzan stories which he'd been 

handling up till that time. My first-ever story 

was "Tarzan and the Sabre-Toothed Tiger". 

 

miNatura online magazine: What 

subjects do you like to deal with in your 

stories? 

Alan Grant: Although most of my 

stories fit into the science fiction and 

superhero genres, I like to bring a sense of the 

real world to my work. Also, wherever 

possible, I like my stories to be humorous. 

 

miNatura online magazine: What is your aspiration, fame? 

Alan Grant: I have no interest in fame, no desire to be famous. I'm happy 

to live my life doing what I love, writing comics. 
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ñI learned directly from the 

master himself, John Wagner. 

We share a very similar sense of 

dark humour, which made life  

easy. We used to read through 

the tabloid newspapers every 

day, looking for ideas which we 

could extrapolate into the future 

world of 2000AD.ò 

miNatura online magazine: How do you judge whether a script is good 

or bad? 

Alan Grant: If it's a humour story, it has to make me laugh. If it's a tragedy, 

it has to bring tears to my eyes. I figure that if it works on me, my fans will like it, 

too. 

 

miNatura online magazine: Do you agree with publication screening? 

Who should perform it? 

Alan Grant: I've never met any 

writer (or artist) who hasn't benefited 

from having a good editor. Sadly, there 

aren't too many of them around. I've 

been lucky - the great Denny O'Neil 

was my editor on Batman, and I learned 

a great deal from him. 

 

miNatura online magazine: 

How was your experience in 2000AD? 

Alan Grant: Brilliant! I started work as an assistant editor on 2000AD, 

working with some of Britain's top talents - the writers John Wagner and Pat 

Mills, and artists like Brian Bolland, Carlos Ezquerra, Dave Gibbons, Brett Ewins 

etc etc. I became a freelance writer after a couple of years, and some of the 

happiest days of my life were spent co-writing (with John Wagner) the adventures 

of Judge Dredd, Strontium Dog, Sam Slade RoboHunter and a dozen other series. 
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miNatura online magazine: One of my favorite characters is Judge 

Dredd. I love all the characters. It is true that Pat Mills and John Wagner created 

the universe. Was it difficult for you to do stories about Dredd? 

Alan Grant: Wagner and Mills did indeed create the 2000AD "universe". It 

wasn't difficult for me to write stories about Dredd because I learned directly 

from the master himself, John Wagner. We share a very similar sense of dark 

humour, which made life easy. We used to read through the tabloid newspapers 

every day, looking for ideas which we could 

extrapolate into the future world of 2000AD. 

 

miNatura online magazine: I tell you I 

really enjoyed the adventure of Judge Child. 

Judge Anderson also worked on and Strontium 

Dogs. Ah! And Sam Slade, Robo Hunter! What 

can you tell us about that experience? 

Alan Grant: I started off writing all of 

these stories in partnership with John Wagner. 

He had become quite ill, and needed a writing 

partner to help him keep up with the 

demanding deadlines which working on weekly series involve. For me, working 

on these characters  was like being a child in a candy store! 

We ended our partnership after about 10 years, although we remain close 

friends and still sometimes get together to work on scripts (especially on our 

Scottish "hero", the Bogie Man).  
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miNatura online magazine: Then went to DC to write Batman. Batmanis 

a character that you like always? 

Alan Grant: I've been a Batman fan since I was 4 years old, when my 

emigrant cousin started sending back packages of superhero comics from the 

USA. What I liked - and still like - about Batman was that he was a self-made 

hero; he had no superpowers of any kind, no bite from a radioactive spider, no 

cosmic rays, no aliens to help him out. 

To me, it always seemed that anyone 

could be a Batman, if they persevered in life, 

always learning. 

 

miNatura online magazine: I 

remember the dialogues between Dredd and 

Batman in òVendetta in Gothamó. Dredd was 

Batman as a vigilante. The ending is clever 

after seeing them fight for so many pages How 

was it working with Cam Kennedy? 

Alan Grant: Cam Kennedy is also 

Scottish, and we've been friends for 25 years 

now. My family goes to stay in his house, his family comes to stay in my house. 

He has a very similar sense of humour to John Wagner and me, and he is a great 

storyteller (also a great cook!). When he first started drawing our Judge Dredd 

scripts, John and I went to stay with him on the Orkney Islands and had a 

fantastic time. 
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miNatura online magazine: You know. Working with artists that I admire 

greatly. Brian Bolland, Mike MacHamond, Simon Bisley. When I see what you did 

last Bisley, my desire is to achieve its rich graphics, the same happens to me with 

the Brian Bolland works. How was working on Berserker? 

Alan Grant: Working with Simon Bisley is always a great adventure. Surely 

he is one of the greatest-ever comic artists. He has a very short attention span, so 

you have to spend a lot of time keeping him amused and interested! When we 

work together, there are always many phone calls lasting an hour or more. His 

family and my family have also become good friends. 

 

miNatura online magazine: Also adaptto Robocop films about comic 

books Did you work with Frank Miller? 

Alan Grant: I've met Frank Miller, but we've never worked together. Marvel 

just sent me a copy of his RoboCop film script, and I adapted it without any input 

from Frank. 

 

miNatura online magazine: What are Comics to you? 

Alan Grant: The greatest medium of all. I much prefer comics to movies or 

TV or computer games. 

 

miNatura online magazine: Which of your scripts is the one you cherish 

the most? Why? 

Alan Grant: A hard question to answer - I have a favourite story for every 

character I've worked on. With Batman, it was perhaps The Nobody (Shadow of 

the Bat *13), although I loved Norm Breyfogle's work so much I like every 
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Batman story he ever drew. The Nobody was a simple tale, which tried to answer 

the question "Why does Batman do what he does?" 

I also like the stories I did about Anarky, the teenage vigilante. 

With Judge Anderson, it was the series called "Satan", drawn by one of the 

UK's best artists, Arthur Ranson. I very much enjoyed bringing the Devil/Satan 

into 2000AD's future world. 

For Judge Dredd, it was the "Democracy" storyline, drawn by John Higgins. 

Dredd, of course, is very anti-democratic so he thought nothing of executing 

people who believed in democracy. This is a very poignant, though violent, tale. 

My favourite Lobo story was perhaps the very first mini-series, with Bisley 

on art. Lobo was such a breath of fresh air to write, because he's a total anarchic 

anti-hero, who doesn't give a shit about anybody else. But I enjoyed writing the 

monthly Lobo, too, with great artwork by Val Semieks. 

 

miNatura online magazine: Do you have any favorite e-zine? 

Alan Grant: No. I don't have much time to surf the InterNet, so I guess I 

miss out on quite a lot. 

 

miNatura online magazine: Is there any contemporary scriptwriter you 

are the follower of? 

Alan Grant: I read every story I can written by John Wagner and Alan 

Moore. 

 

miNatura online magazine: Who is your favorite scriptwriter? 

Alan Grant: Without a doubt, John Wagner. 
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miNatura online magazine: In your opinion, do comic scriptwriters 

cooperate with each other or are isolated individuals? 

Alan Grant: In my experience, most comic writers are loners. I prefer 

working in isolation with no input from anyone else (except perhaps the editor). 

But DC Comics used to hold regular scriptwriters' meetings, where I got to know 

Doug Moench, Chuck Dixon and many others - we had to work on many multi-

part tales and crossovers, so it helped to have us all in the same room at the same 

time! 

 

miNatura online magazine: What do you think of artists ? 

Alan Grant: I envy them! I always wanted to be an artist, so I have the 

greatest respect for people who can actually draw - and who can tell the story in 

pictures. 

 

miNatura online magazine: Is it important the diffusion of new 

developments in comics? 

Alan Grant: Yes. Comics is the only medium which forces its 

readers/viewers to use both hemispheres of the brain at the same time, which in 

my opinion makes it the greatest medium of all. So any new development is an 

important one. 

 

miNatura online magazine: What do you think of self-publishing? 

Alan Grant: I'm all for it. However - as I have found out to my cost - it's 

much harder for a self-publisher to get good distribution than it is for the major 
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ñTo anyone thinking of self -

publishing, I would caution - Be 

careful! It might end up costing 

you a lot more th an you've 

budgeted for. ò 

publishers. To anyone thinking of self-publishing, I would caution - Be careful! It 

might end up costing you a lot more than you've budgeted for. 

 

miNatura online magazine: Would you dare to give an opinion on an 

editor who had published you? Or had not published you? 

Alan Grant: I prefer to keep my opinions to myself regarding editors. I 

would only observe that some of them are more concerned with giving work to 

their friends than to people who can do the job better. The best editor I ever 

worked for was Denny O'Neil, truly one of comics' all-time greats. 

 

miNatura online magazine: Do 

you watch television?  

Alan Grant: Not a lot. I was off 

work, ill, for 8 months last year and was 

unable to do much except watch TV. I 

was horrified at how bad most 

programmes are. I sometimes watch 

"Family Guy" and "The Simpsons", but my favourite show is "Coronation Street", 

which is Britain's longest-running soap opera; they always get the best 

scriptwriters. 

 

miNatura online magazine: What do you think of daily-life technological 

developments? 

Alan Grant: Well...because I live in the countryside, I'd be lost without my 

car! And because I live in a country with a rotten climate (Scotland), I really 
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ñI prefer to keep my opinions to 

myself regarding editors. I 

would only observe that some of 

them are more concerned with 

giving work to their friends than 

to people who can do the job 

better. ò 

appreciate central heating and washing machines! Computers have made writing 

easier - no more carbon copies needed. 

 

miNatura online magazine: What do you think of the new forms of 

communication? And of social networks? 

Alan Grant: E-mail is great, much faster than the telephone. But e-mail has 

a downside - I sometimes receive 30 or 40 e-mails a day, all of which have to be 

dealt with before I can get down to work, so it's very time-consuming. 

Although I have a Facebook page, and 3,500 Facebook friends, I don't have 

a lot of time for social networking sites. 

They steal so much time away from 

what I think is important - writing 

stories. 

 

miNatura online magazine: 

Nowadays youngsters follow 

adventures via videogames or movie 

stories conditioned by merchandising: do you feel this is going to replace 

traditional literature?  

Alan Grant: I hope not! Movies and videogames engage only one half of 

the brain - the other half goes into a sort of trance. But I don't think traditional 

literature will ever die - look at the world-wide popularity of Harry Potter, for 

instance. 
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miNatura online magazine: Why do you think that, for the general public, 

comics are low-quality things or solely for children? 

Alan Grant: When I was a child in school, I was sometimes punished - 

physically, via the belt - for reading comics in class. Today,  I get phone calls and 

e-mails from many teachers asking me to go and talk to their classes about 

comics...because so many of today's kids have no interest in reading at all. 

It may have been true in the past that comics were of low-quality and 

primarily aimed at children, but many of today's comics are extremely 

sophisticated and demand adult attention. 

 

miNatura online magazine: If there was a climate or ecology holocaust, 

what would you do? 

Alan Grant: Make sure my family were around me. I have a huge garden, so 

we'd be able to grow our own food. And we could sit around the campfire at 

night, telling stories to each other. (I'd also ask the local policeman to give me 

back my gun, which I handed in to him for safekeeping!) 

 

miNatura online magazine: Which is your favorite comic-based movie? 

Alan Grant: Alan Moore and David Lloyd's "V for Vendetta." It's a very 

grim movie, but we live in a grim world. 

 

miNatura online magazine: Do you think that comic writers are nerds or 

bookworms detached from reality? 
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Alan Grant: Maybe some are. But most of the writers I know are deeply 

engaged with trying to make their readers laugh or cry...and the whole range of 

emotions in between. 

 

miNatura online magazine: You worked for Epic, Dark Horse, Image 

How do you imagine the future of comics? 

Alan Grant: I'd like to think it will 

be like Manga in Japan - comics for 

children, businessmen, housewives...every 

sub-group in the world will have its own 

comic stories. It's true that circulations 

have shrunk disastrously since the 

"boom" of the late 1980s and 1990s, but I 

don't think comics will ever die. They're 

too important for that. 

 

miNatura online magazine: 

Which was the last comic you read? 

Alan Grant: 2000AD - I'm reading 

John Wagner's latest Judge Dredd epic. 

 

miNatura online magazine: What are your future projects? 

Alan Grant: I'm still writing various things like Judge Anderson for 

2000AD. I'm also working on a comic for autistic children. I have a graphic novel 

coming out soon about the 1812 war between America and Canada. My very 
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irreverent "Tales of the Buddha" (art by Jon Haward) will be released as a 

download soon. And I'm working on a new superhero concept for a well-known 

non-comic personality (still top secret). 

 

miNatura online magazine: Do you think somebody is going to read this 

dialog? 

Alan Grant: Who knows? 

 

About the Author: 

Alan Grant (born 1949) is a Scottish comic book 

writer known for writing Judge Dredd in 2000 AD as 

well as various Batman titles during the late 1980s, 

1990s and early 2000s. He is also the creator of the 

characters Anarky and the Ventriloquist. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Alan_Grant_(writer) 

 

About the Interview: 

M. C. Carper: argentine writer and science fiction 

illustrator. Winner of the  PIEE 2009. He makes the 

biographic comic of AC/DC and a comic books the 

Inner Circle, Los Maestros del Caos. Work for Time 

Bomb Studios a english editorial. He make cover for 

Alfa Eridiani, Forjadores, Axxón, NM y miNAtura. 

http://dialogoscf.blogspot.com/  

http://enfrentamientosdelosdioses.blogspot.com/  

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Alan_Grant_(writer)
http://dialogoscf.blogspot.com/
http://enfrentamientosdelosdioses.blogspot.com/
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The 

Time 

Machine: 

An 

Invention 3  

(Passage XI The most distant vision) 

                                                             
3 Editorial Heinemann, 1895 

The darkness grew 

apace; a cold wind 

began to blow 

in freshening 

gusts from the 

east, and the 

showering white flakes in the air 

increased in number. From the edge of the 

sea came a ripple and whisper. Beyond 

these lifeless sounds the world was silent. 

Silent? It would be hard to convey the 

stillness of it. All the sounds of man, the 

bleating of sheep, the cries of birds, the 

hum of insects, the stir that makes the 

background of our livesñall that was over. 

As the darkness thickened, the eddying 

flakes grew more  abundant, dancing 

before my eyes; and the cold of the air 

more intense. At last, one by one, swiftly, 

one after the other, the white peaks of the 

distant hills vanished into blackness. The 

breeze rose to a moaning wind. I saw the 
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black central shadow of the eclipse 

sweeping towards me. 

In another moment the pale stars alone 

were visible. All else was rayless obscurity. 

The sky was absolutely black. 

A horror of this great darkness came on 

me. The cold, that smote to my marrow, 

and the pain I felt in breathing, overcame 

me. I shivered, and a deadly nausea seized 

me. 

Then like a red-hot bow in the sky 

appeared the edge of the sun. I got off the 

machine to recover myself. I felt giddy and 

incapable of facing the return journey. As I 

stood sick and confused I saw again the 

moving thing upon the shoalñthere was 

no mistake now that it was a moving 

thingñagainst the red water of the sea. It 

was a round thing, the size of a football 

perhaps, or, it may be, bigger, and tentacles 

trailed down from it; it seemed black 

against the weltering blood-red water, and 

it was hopping fitfully about. Then I felt I 

was fainting. But a terrible dread of lying 

helpless in that remote and awful twilight 

sustained me while I clambered upon the 

saddle. 

H. G. Wells (England) 

New 

Generation  

I walked into the Horsell commonland 

dragged by the impatient tugging coming 

from my son. After a decade living in 

Brentford, a mostly intact town in the 

Thames Valley, the stories told by his 

neighbors and peers had permeated the 

boyõs mind, making him discover with 

amazement that I, his father, had been a 

witness to the Martians arrival. Since then, 

the kid had insisted every day on visiting 

the place with me, and I had refused. But 

his insistence and the springtime air of this 

bright Sunday had finally soothed my 

apprehension. I decided to face my 

memories and return with him to the 

location of the first impact. 

Around us, families swarmed leisurely 

across the forest paths. Most people had 

quickly forgotten. Mars still got closer to 

the Earth every two years but our 

astronomers had not seen any sign of 

launchings. The trees and the bodies 

burned by the heat-rays had disappeared 

long ago, and cities had risen again over the 

decomposed remains of the red weeds. But 

I could not take off my mind the fateful 

days of the invasion. My uneasiness 
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increased as we arrived at the clearing 

surrounding the pond. For a moment I saw 

a deep groove on the ground, the ungainly 

Martian body coming out of the cylinder... 

ðWas it there, father? ðThe kid followed 

my gaze. I nodded with dark solemnity. 

I showed him, and myself, that all the 

remains from the nightmare were gone. 

The land had been leveled and the metal 

capsule hidden in a London museum. After 

wandering for a while around the water, 

retelling episodes of the brief war, we had 

lunch on the lawn near the sand pit. 

Satisfied after eating the pudding, the boy 

strolled away, playing by himself. At last I 

could enjoy a moment of quietness, bathed 

in the midday sunlight. But the kid soon 

returned, very excited. 

ðLook, father! ðHe brought a handful of 

red weeds, loaded with dark seeds. 

Salvador Bayarri (Spain) 

The Wonderful 

Visit 4 

(Passage V.) 

The Vicar stood aghast, with his smoking 

gun in his hand. It was no bird at all, but a 

                                                             
4 MacMillan and Co., 1895 

youth with an extremely beautiful face, clad 

in a robe of saffron and with iridescent 

wings, across whose pinions great waves of 

colour, flushes of purple and crimson, 

golden green and intense blue, pursued one 

another as he writhed in his agony. Never 

had the Vicar seen such gorgeous floods of 

colour, not stained glass windows, not the 

wings of butterflies, not even the glories of 

crystals seen between prisms, no colours on 

earth could compare with them. Twice the 

Angel raised himself, only to fall over 

sideways again. Then the beating of the 

wings diminished, the terrified face grew 

pale, the floods of colour abated, and 

suddenly with a sob he lay prone, and the 

changing hues of the broken wings faded 

swiftly into one uniform dull grey hue. 

"Oh! what has happened to me?" cried 

the Angel (for such it was), shuddering 

violently, hands outstretched and clutching 

the ground, and then lying still. 

"Dear me!" said the Vicar. "I had no 

idea." He came forward cautiously. "Excuse 

me," he said, "I am afraid I have shot you." 

It was the obvious remark. 

The Angel seemed to become aware of 

his presence for the first time. He raised 

himself by one hand, his brown eyes stared 

into the Vicar's. Then, with a gasp, and 
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biting his nether lip, he struggled into a 

sitting position and surveyed the Vicar 

from top to toe. 

"A man!" said the Angel, clasping his 

forehead; "a man in the maddest black 

clothes and without a feather upon him. 

Then I was not deceived. I am indeed in 

the Land of Dreams!" 

H. G. Wells (England) 

Blue  

If I take the word, it is not to defend the 

acts of which I am accused, as only society 

that your organization puts men in 

struggle continues against each other, is 

responsible. 

François Claudius "Ravachol" 

Koenigstein. 

Long black hair, straight and neat ever, 

looked completely matted, dirty and dingy. 

The deep gray eyes once were underlined 

by some circles as unnaturally dark contrast 

that fire turned his bloodshot eyes: Burning 

lead. Pallor, increased by huge patches that 

were distributed at random by his features, 

giving it an almost ghostly appearance. 

Finally, the nervousness of his own 

temperament and action, which will serve 

to steal the bacillus (the wrong), was first 

supplanted by fear, embarrassment then 

later by despair and, finally, by a powerful 

sense of dignity. 

But their dreams of idealistic anarchism 

had become something more than merely 

providing for the carnival mockery 

bacteriologist. And those brands 

represented their new scent: that of being 

in which the bacillus had slowly become, 

and the consciousness that he had lent him 

blind to the microscopic organism. Yes, his 

self-sacrifice would make real the utopia! 

Run, Harry Hicks! Avoid baths 

Tabernacle Street always guarded by the 

sinister Bobbies silhouettes and down to 

Well Pancras where cohabit the mobs and 

worst of the city, there will deposit the 
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contents of the tube. It's been a few days 

and the lamps can be seen adorning a 

proclamation: "...today we resign ourselves 

and resist. Our scientists are already 

working on the solution... " 

Now the pace is slower and can enjoy the 

innocent faces of his contemporaryõs 

sausages on a false air of security, fixed at a 

miserably paid and assuming the dying 

geranium on the window, time is in its 

favor. He goes to the pub and while asking 

her favorite pale ale, greets the large 

gentleman sarcastically known for The 

Trumpets and yells to the bartender: I'm 

Harry Hicks! Corduroy jacket and no hat! 

Smile, Hicks! Here come the guys that 

Scotland Yard. The effects of the bacillus 

order soon manifest and smiles again at a 

future blue image of Queen Vicky. 

Teresa P. Mira de Echeverría (Argentina) 

Ricardo Acevedo Esplugas (Cuba) 

The Island of 

Doctor Moreau 5 

(Passage XII. The sayers of the law) 

ôHis is the House of Pain. 

ôHis is the Hand that makes. 
                                                             
5 (Heinemann, Stone & Kimball, 1896) 

ôHis is the Hand that wounds. 

ôHis is the Hand that heals.õ 

And so on for another long series, mostly 

quite incomprehensible gibberish to me 

about Him, whoever he might be. I could 

have fancied it was a dream, but never 

before have I heard chanting in a dream. 

ôHis is the lightning flash,õ we sang. ôHis is 

the deep, salt sea.õ 

A horrible fancy came into my head that 

Moreau, after animalising these men, had 

infected their dwarfed brains with a kind of 

deification of himself. However, I was too 

keenly aware of white teeth and strong 

claws about me to stop my chanting on 

that account. 

ôHis are the stars in the sky.õ 

H. G. Wells (England) 

Under the thin 

human varnish 6 

Prendick had fled from Moreau´s Island 

ten years ago. Nobody believed his story, 

so he stopped talking about it. Once in 

                                                             
6 Based on Doctor Moreau´s island, by H.G. 

Wells 
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London, he suspected all around him 

were trifling brutes with human 

attributes.  

"They are returning back to their 

animal state at any moment," he said 

again and again, between breaks in his 

observation of the universe. He had 

found his refuge in the stars. Far away 

from men, far away from all mankind, 

and what is hidden behind a false 

appearance of modernity. 

When he was walking in the gardens of 

his home, several miles from the big 

english city, he was also felling free. The 

few animals which he found them (some 

horses, horses, in one time a red fox) 

shunned him, or they were just watching 

him, they always fearful of reaction´s 

Prendick. He didn´t see evil on them, 

but trifling nature. 

"We are the worst of brutes, despite we 

have covered ourselves with the varnish 

of civilization," once he confirmed to an 

old friend who visited him, and he left 

alarmed from the farm by what he 

considered "the Prendick´s madness 

life". 

He didn´t care about what they were 

thinking of him. He was happy with 
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loneliness and stars. Clean and distance 

stars. 

One day, however, strange and powerful 

aircrafts came from the stars. They 

conquered the planet in few time. The new 

owners, tall and burly lizards, they didn´t 

hide their brutality with culture and 

progress false appearances. 

Prendick was one of the first to die 

quartered by hands by one of the new 

owners of the Earth. They are more 

civilized than previous owners, the humans, 

and they are also much more brutes. 

Francisco José Segovia Ramos (Spain) 

The Invisible 

Man. A 

Grotesque 

Romance 7 

(Passage  IV. Mr. Cuss interviews the 

stranger ) 

Would he subscribe? Said he'd consider it. 

Asked him, point-blank, was he 

researching. Said he was. A long research? 

Got quite cross. 'A damnable long 

research,' said he, blowing the cork out, so 

to speak. 'Oh,' said I. And out came the 

                                                             

7 Arthur Pearson, 1897 

grievance. The man was just on the boil, 

and my question boiled him over. He had 

been given a prescription, most valuable 

prescriptionñwhat for he wouldn't say. 

Was it medical? 'Damn you! What are you 

fishing after?' I apologised. Dignified sniff 

and cough. He resumed. He'd read it. Five 

ingredients. Put it down; turned his head. 

Draught of air from window lifted the 

paper. Swish, rustle. He was working in a 

room with an open fireplace, he said. Saw a 

flicker, and there was the prescription 

burning and lifting chimneyward. Rushed 

towards it just as it whisked up the 

chimney. So! Just at that point, to illustrate 

his story, out came his arm." 

"Well?" 

"No handñjust an empty sleeve. Lord! I 

thought, that's a deformity! Got a cork arm, 

I suppose, and has taken it off. Then, I 

thought, there's something odd in that. 

What the devil keeps that sleeve up and 

open, if there's nothing in it? There was 

nothing in it, I tell you. Nothing down it, 

right down to the joint. I could see right 

down it to the elbow, and there was a 

glimmer of light shining through a tear of 

the cloth. 'Good God!' I said. Then he 

stopped. Stared at me with those black 

goggles of his, and then at his sleeve." 

"Well?" 
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"That's all. He never said a word; just 

glared, and put his sleeve back in his pocket 

quickly. 'I was saying,' said he, 'that there 

was the prescription burning, wasn't I?' 

Interrogative cough. 'How the devil,' said I, 

'can you move an empty sleeve like that?' 

'Empty sleeve?' 'Yes,' said I, 'an empty 

sleeve.' 

H. G. Wells (England) 

The island of 

seagulls  

In a seedy bar Belmopan, we learned of 

the existence of some island, owned by an 

eccentric millionaire, whose mania for 

collecting beautiful girls, he called our 

attention. Six months ago, Frank and I 

were looking to Celine, our sister. We had 

no luck tour the Gulf of Mexico all the way 

to Belize, following the clues we collected 

on our journey. New information fed our 

hope. We rented a boat and ventured 

bound for the island of seagulls, as they 

called natural: an island that did not exist 

on maps, a cursed place. We stopped a 

couple of miles from the coast where 

reigned the deafening squawk of seagulls. 

Then we dive caressed by the warm 

Caribbean waters. On the beach we were 

captured by a patrol of mercenaries and 

conducted in the presence of Mr. Cross, a 

middle-aged man, interested in genetics. 

When he learned of the reason for our 

appearance in his domain, he was 

compassionate and sent his guards by 

Celine. Seeing her, we hugged her happy, 

but she, absorbed, wrapped in a blanket, 

just showed surprise. "I am happy here," he 

said and immediately fell off his blanket 

and went to the framework of the large 

window that dominated the room. Her 

shoulder blades and wings took flight 

arose. We looked stupefied and as 

bordering the coast, became a gull 

proportions. Mr. Cross explained that the 

birds living on the island had previously 

been jaded girls of their destinies and that 

he was released, genetically modifying them 

to turn them into seagulls. We demand that 

reversed the process, but he told us that it 

was impossible... 

Every day, my siblings and I flew over the 

island. Sometimes, we ventured into the 

sea, but we always return to our new home, 

where we reached the highest hill to watch 

the sunset... 

Jaime Magnan Alabarce (Chile) 
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The War of the 

Worlds 8 

(Passage IV. The cylinder opens) 

"It's a-movin'," he said to me as he 

passed; "a-screwin' and a-screwin' out. I 

don't like it. I'm a-goin' 'ome, I am." 

I went on to the crowd. There were really, 

I should think, two or three hundred 

people elbowing and jostling one another, 

the one or two ladies there being by no 

means the least active. 

"He's fallen in the pit!" cried someone. 

"Keep back!" said several. 

The crowd swayed a little, and I 

elbowed my way through. Everyone 

seemed greatly excited. I heard a peculiar 

humming sound from the pit. 

"I say!" said Ogilvy; "help keep these 

idiots back. We don't know what's in the 

confounded thing, you know!" 

I saw a young man, a shop assistant in 

Woking I believe he was, standing on 

the cylinder and trying to scramble out 

of the hole again. The crowd had pushed 

him in. 

                                                             
8 Heinemann, 1898 

The end of the cylinder was being 

screwed out from within. Nearly two feet 

of shining screw projected. Somebody 

blundered against me, and I narrowly 

missed being pitched onto the top of the 

screw. I turned, and as I did so the screw 

must have come out, for the lid of the 

cylinder fell upon the gravel with a ringing 

concussion. I stuck my elbow into the 

person behind me, and turned my head 

towards the Thing again. For a moment 

that circular cavity seemed perfectly black. I 

had the sunset in my eyes. 

I think everyone expected to see a man 

emerge--possibly something a little unlike 
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us terrestrial men, but in all essentials a 

man. I know I did. But, looking, I presently 

saw something stirring within the shadow: 

greyish billowy movements, one above 

another, and then two luminous disks--like 

eyes. Then something resembling a little 

grey snake, about the thickness of a walking 

stick, coiled up out of the writhing middle, 

and wriggled in the air towards me--and 

then another. 

H. G. Wells (England) 

Alien invasion 

to Mexico  

(The second conquest) 

The Americans left abandoned in Mexico.  

My country was left to its fate. It all 

started one morning in April, arrived ride 

to Mexico City. Getting off the bus, I 

entered the terminal and saw on TV giving 

Javier Alatorre terrible news, alien ships 

have been in Mexico City. They are passing 

video where UFOs were. I did not believe 

what he saw extraterrestrial vehicles 

suddenly started shooting lasers on 

buildings and people. The worst came 

quickly, ships released capsules embedded 

in the streets to free monstrous tanks, 

heavy fighting machines firing waves, 

making the buildings collapse. The Mexican 

army counterattacked, fighter jets and 

military vehicles entered the capital but 

gradually were destroyed, turned into scrap 

in flames. People ran desperately, crying 

mothers hugging their children. A UFO 

came to Los Pinos presidential residence 

and destroyed, the ruling Juan Camilo 

Mouriño ran on time. Collapsed saw the 

Angel of Independence, Chapultepec 

Castle shattered. Responsible finally spoke, 

he was Ashtar Sheran, the messiah of 

contactees and UFOlogists, the plan of 

love and peace was a lie, everything was to 

get us information and conquer Earth. US 

not intervened, no one could against space 

invaders. Mexico became an alien colony, 

Mexicans were detained in guetthos and 

used as slaves. In the socket now he waved 

his flag, and we are not a sovereign nation, 

the second time we were conquered. They 

took the cities of Monterrey, Guadalajara, 

Veracruz, were advancing to destroy all 

resistance. Ashtar Sheran was a statue fifty 

meters and declared himself Emperor of 

Mexico. Nobody did anything. 

Tomas Pacheco Estrada (México) 
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The first men in 

the moon 9 

(Passage XVI. Points of View) 

"It isn't one man in a million has that 

twist. Most men wantñwell, various 

things, but very few want knowledge for its 

own sake. I don't, I know perfectly well. 

Now, these Selenites seem to be a driving, 

busy sort of being, but how do you know 

that even the most intelligent will take an 

interest in us or our world? I don't believe 

they'll even know we have a world. They 

never come out at nightñthey'd freeze if 

they did. They've probably never seen any 

heavenly body at all except the blazing sun. 

How are they to know there is another 

world? What does it matter to them if they 

do? Well, even if they have had a glimpse 

of a few stars, or even of the earth crescent, 

what of that? Why should people living 

inside a planet trouble to observe that sort 

of thing? Men wouldn't have done it except 

for the seasons and sailing; why should the 

moon people?é 

"Well, suppose there are a few 

philosophers like yourself. They are just the 

very Selenites who'll never have heard of 

                                                             
9 George Newnes, 1901 

our existence. Suppose a Selenite had 

dropped on the earth when you were at 

Lympne, you'd have been the last man in 

the world to hear he had come. You never 

read a newspaper! You see the chances 

against you. Well, it's for these chances 

we're sitting here doing nothing while 

precious time is flying. I tell you we've got 

into a fix. We've come unarmed, we've lost 

our sphere, we've got no food, we've 

shown ourselves to the Selenites, and made 

them think we're strange, strong, dangerous 

animals; and unless these Selenites are 

perfect fools, they'll set about now and 

hunt us till they find us, and when they find 

us they'll try to take us if they can, and kill 

us if they can't, and that's the end of the 

matter. If they take us, they'll probably kill 

us, through some misunderstanding. After 

we're done for, they may discuss us 

perhaps, but we shan't get much fun out of 

that." 

H. G. Wells (England) 

The commission  

My name is Bellows and some years ago 

we had lively conversation in which I made 

a series of confessions about taxidermy 

ever, and I swear to God that this has been, 

I had to reveal. My visit carries one of the 

most difficult decisions that any man has 
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ever had, covered in words that, at that 

time, assumed with fright, but now contain 

the solution of my sorrows. In the carriage 

he found the bodies of my loved ones, who 

died in a fire. I want the rebuild, to 

continue living with them. 

Mr. Zagrek rubbed his hands. In his 

workshop, he stripped the bodies to see 

how they were, the initial euphoria, 

followed discouragement. It would have to 

replace vital parts: an arm, a leg ... But he 

was the king of deceit in his office and, 

soon, imagination worked the miracle the 

job was completed. 

I'll call Darwin method. I used two 

samples of chimpanzee, one adult and one 

child. One would I dissected the arm 

pulling his skin, as a final step, shaved, 

painted with a skin tinter giving a final 

finish with varnish. It proved challenging 

task resemble the anatomy of all the simian 

to human limbs. For this I cut, buff, sewed 

and paste the three bones: the ulna, radius 

and humerus. I replaced the muscles you 

wire vesicles that I designed. I respected 

the exact distribution of muscle strands 

that were as flexible and shapers to fill 

them with goose down pillows. The hand 

of his youngest son, which I replaced by 

the smallest monkey, marked an incredible 

job for thoroughness details: shortened 

phalanges, create the opposable thumb, 

reducing volume, bring color, texture and 

other details such as the grooves knuckles 

and palms, the more I painted nails with 

brush microfileteador my exclusive 

creation. I'm anxious for the Bellows 

arrived to contemplate my work. 

Sebastián Ariel Fontanarrosa (Argentina) 

Carmen Rosa Signes Urrea (España) 

The New 

Accelerator 10 

(Passage) 

"Gibberne," I cried, "how long will this 

confounded stuff last?" 

"Heaven knows!" he answered. "Last time 

I took it I went to bed and slept it off. I tell 

you, I was frightened. It must have lasted 

some minutes, I think--it seemed like 

hours. But after a bit it slows down rather 

suddenly, I believe." 

I was proud to observe that I did not feel 

frightened--I suppose because there were 

two of us. "Why shouldn't we go out?" I 

asked. 

"Why not?" 

                                                             
10 The Strand, 1901 
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"They'll see us." 

"Not they. Goodness, no! Why, we shall 

be going a thousand times faster than the 

quickest conjuring trick that was ever done. 

Come along! Which way shall we go? 

Window, or door?" 

And out by the window we went. 

H. G. Wells (England) 

Project H. G. 

Wells  

It was Christmas of the year 2050. The 

coolness from the outer space broke into 

the souls of the astronauts on board of the 

ship H. G. Wells; for them it was a cosmic 

winter, different from the Earthly snow 

that lights up the hearts with the 

Christmasõs sparks. The team that 

developed the Project found out how to 

manipulate the Dark Matter with a sort of 

anti-matter explosion, creating what they 

believed were worm holes. 

"The hour has come, James Ballard!" 

exclaimed the Captain pointing out one of 

those artificial holes. "If our predictions are 

correct, we should travel through time one 

thousand and five hundred years into the 

future."  

Ballard, who was an astrophysics with a 

terminal cancer, locked in his capsule, 

sacrificed himself for scienceõs sake in a 

project that nobody would prove to be 

successful at the present time. The capsule 

sunk in a hole of light; he waved his last 

farewell while the vortex got close.  

Ballardõs consciousness came out from 

what seemed to be death before the 

amazed look of a small group of beings of 

pale skin and bright eyes, who used 

telepathic for communication. He seemed 

to understand their language. His cancer 

got healed when those beings showed him 

a brief glance of their semi-ethereal future 

world. They told him: "Weõre the Eloi, first 

Time Traveler. Weõve evolved from the 

ancient humanity in symbiosis with the 

machines. There isnõt almost nothing 

impossible for us; our mental power could 

do wonders. But the humankindõ s days are 

numbered. The Morlocks, a division of 

humanity that developed in Mars, have 

kept in secret their instinct for war and 

domination and their strange tripod like 

machines have razed the Earth." "That ray 

is almighty," said another Eloi while the 

enemy reached the sky. "They call their 

project: Deadly Project H. G. Wells." 

Morgan Vicconius Zariah ñseud.ñ 

(Dominican Republic) 
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The Food of the 

Gods and How It 

Came to Earth 11 

 (Passage II. The experimental farm) 

"It might be Titanophorbia, you know. 

Food of Titansé. You prefer the former? 

"You're quite sure you don't think it a 

little tooñ" 

"No." 

                                                             
11 Macmillan Publishers, 1904 

"Ah! I'm glad." 

And so they called it Herakleophorbia 

throughout their investigations, and in their 

report,ñthe report that was never 

published, because of the unexpected 

developments that upset all their 

arrangements,ñit is invariably written in 

that way. There were three kindred 

substances prepared before they hit on the 

one their speculations had foretolds and 

these they spoke of as Herakleophorbia I, 

Herakleophorbia II, and Herakleophorbia 

III. It is Herakleophorbia IV. which Iñ


