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Richard: ...is brought to 

you by Soylent red and 

Soylent yellow, high 

energy vegetable 

concentrates, and new, 

delicious, Soylent green. 

The miracle food of high-

energy plankton gathered 

from the oceans of the 

world. 

Soylent green (Richard 

Fleischer, 1973) 

¿¿¿ 

Computer: Do you identify the word 

Sanctuary? 

Logan 5: Negative. 

Computer: Sanctuary is a pre-

catastrophe code word. Used for a place 

of immunity. 

-g_YfÂk 3mf (Michael Anderson, 1976) 

¿¿¿ 

Freeman Lowell: [gesturing toward a 

picture] Look on the wall behind you. 

Look at that little girl's face. I know 

you've seen it. But you know what she's 

never going to be able to see? She's never 

going to be able to see the 

simple wonder of a leaf in 

her hand. Because theres 

not going to be any trees. 

Now you think about 

that. 

Silent Running (Douglas 

Trumbull, 1972)  

¿¿¿ 

Colossus: We can 

coexist, but only on my 

terms. You will say you lose your 

freedom, freedom is an illusion. All you 

lose is the emotion of pride. To be 

dominated by me is not as bad for 

human pride as to be dominated by 

others of your species. 

Colossus: The Forbin Project (Joseph 

Sargent, 1970) 

¿¿¿ 

 Ã:gm cfgo $`Y\Âk \]^afalagf g^ l`] 

New Poor? People who are too far behind 

with time-hYqe]flk gf f]pl q]YjÂk eg\]d 

to make the down-payment on the one 

^gj l`] q]Yj Y^l]j¿Ä  

John Brunner, Stand on Zanzibar 
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 Overpopulation  
 

 

 

 

Instead of recommending 

cleanliness to the poor, we advise 

otherwise, we will make the streets 

narrower, will put more people in 

homes and try to cause the 

reappearance of an epidemic. 

An Essay on the Principle of Population 

(1798), Thomas Robert Malthus. 

 

We will assume that the young 

Malthus had an idyllic view from his 

window. According to the 

descriptions of the time was 

Dorking: Almost entirely residential 

and agricultural, with some lime and 

brick factories, sawmills, wood and 

water mills. 

Were their trips to the crowded 

London (dirty and decadent with so 

many dirt roads and poor defecating 

in full view) what soured their 

perfect world and transferred it to 

the rest of the cities on the planet. 
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The only way to save the poor is 

poverty. And with these musings 

generated first safer places for the 

intelligentsia, surrounded by gardens 

and music. And for the poor he 

outlined the first ghettos, far from his 

eyes in order to preserve the pristine 

landscape. 

And welcome gave a name to its 

future Effective Demand1. 

Where the poor is part of the 

smothering statistics, breeding ground 

for testing new diseases and selective 

extermination. 

I would think that spoke of science 

fiction, but this is not the case. 

I want to take this opportunity to 

apologize for my delay to take this 

issue and I hope you good reader 

patronize this humble son of 

neighbor. 

And now I went to enjoy what we 

have for you, an efficient selection of 
                                                             

1
 "If everyone is satisfied with the simplest 

food, the poorest dresses and the most humble 

homes, surely there would be another kind of 

food, clothing and housing." 

texts each in perfect harmony with 

the theme suggested. 

As always thank illustrator who 

made our cover, this case Gastón 

Barticevich, who was able to reflect 

the rawness and fragility that this 

issue required. 

And we cannot leave out this group 

of friends who number after number 

enliven this publication: Evandro 

Rubert (Brazil); Miriam Ascúa 

(Argentina); Puy -seud.- (Spain); 

SantamarÍa Manuel Barrios (Spain). 

 Regards! 

Next issue: 

 

Quixote Universe  
 

Deadline: September, 15
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End of the world of the end  

 

By Julio Cortázar 

Translate by Paul Blackburn 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

s the scribes will persist, 

the few readers there are 

in the world are going to 

have to change their roles and 

become scribes themselves. More and 

more countries will be made up of 

scribes, and more and more factories 

will be necessary to manufacture 

paper and ink, the scribes by day and 

the machines by night to print the 

scribesõ work. First the libraries will 

overflow the houses, then the 

municipalities decide (now weõre 

really into it) to sacrifice their 

childrenõs playgrounds to enlarge the 

libraries. Then the theaters will go, 

then the maternity homes, 

slaughterhouses, bars, hospitals. The 

poor use the books like bricks, they 

stick them together with cement and 

build walls of books and live in cabins 

of books. Then it happens that the 

books clear the cities and invade the 

countryside, they go on flattening 

wheat-fields and meadows of 

sunflowers, even though the 

Department of Highways manages to 

keep the roads cleared, even if only 

between two extremely high walls of 

books. At times a wall gives and there 

are terrifying automobile accidents. 

The scribes labor without let because 

humanity respects vocations, and the 

printed matter reaches the seashore. 

The President of the Republic gets on 

the telephone with the presidents of 

the republics, and intelligently 

proposes to cast the leftover books 
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into the sea, which act is 

accomplished simultaneously on every 

coast in the world. Thus the Siberian 

scribes see their works cast into a sea 

of ice and the Indonesian scribes etc. 

This allows the scribes to step up 

their production as the earth again has 

space to store their books. It does not 

occur to them that the sea has a 

bottom and that at the bottom of the 

sea the printed matter is beginning to 

pile up, first in the form of a sticky 

pulp, then in the form of a solid pulp, 

and finally a tough though viscous 

flooring which rises several feet a day 

and will finally reach the surface. 

Then much of the water invades 

many of the lands and there is a new 

distribution of continents and oceans, 

and presidents of various republics 

are replaced by lakes and peninsulas, 

presidents of other republics see 

immense territories newly open to 

their ambitions, etc. Sea water, forced 

to expand with such unprecedented 

violence, evaporates faster than ever, 

or seeks rest, blending itself with the 

printed matter to make that glutinous 

pulp, to the point that one day shipsõ 

captains on the great trade routes 

report that their ships are advancing 

slowly, thirty knots drops to twenty, 

to fifteen, the engines sputter and 

pant and the propellers are wrenched 

and bent out of shape. Finally the 

ships stop wherever they are at 

different places in the sea, trapped by 

the pulp, and scribes all over the 

world write thousands of articles and 

books explaining the phenomenon 

are filled with an enormous 

happiness. The presidents and the 

captains decide to convert the ships 

into islands and gambling casinos, the 

public arrives on foot upon the 

cardboard seas, and on these islands 

and casinos dance orchestras fill the 

night and sweeten the air-conditioned 

atmosphere and the dancing lasts 

until the early hours of the morning. 

New printed material is piling up on 

the seashores, but itõs impossible to 

put it into the pulp, so that walls of 

printed matter are growing and 

mountains are being born on the 

shores of the old seas. The scribes 
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realize that the ink and paper 

companies are going to go bankrupt, 

and their handwriting gets smaller and 

smaller and they use the most 

imperceptile corners of each sheet 

and paper. When the ink runs out 

they write in pencil, etc. When the 

paper goes, they write on slabs of 

wood or rock or on stone tiles, etc. 

The practice of intercalating one text 

into another begins to become 

popular, to take advantage of the 

space between the lines, or to scrape 

down the letters already printed with 

razor blades so as to use the paper 

again. The scribes are working slowly 

now, but their numbers are so 

immense that printed matter now 

separates the land completely from 

the beds of the ancient seas. On the 

earth the race of scribes lives 

precariously, doomed to extinction, 

and at sea there are the islands and 

casinos, or rather the ex-transatlantic 

liners, where the presidents of the 

republics have fled to refuge and 

where they hold enormous parties 

and exchange wireless messages from 

island to island, president to 

president, and captain to captain. 
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The Space merchants 

(Fragment) 

 

By Frederik Pohl & C. M. Kornbluth 

Galaxy Science Fiction, 1952 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

owler Schocken inclined his 

head. "Thank you, 

Matthew." And he meant 

it. It took him a moment before he 

could go on. "We all know," he said, 

"what put us where we are. We 

remember the Starrzelius Verily 

account, and how we put Indiastries 

on the map. The first spherical trust. 

Merging a whole subcontinent into a 

single manufacturing complex. 

Schocken Associates pioneered on 

both of them. Nobody can say we 

were floating with the tide. But that's 

behind us." Men! I want to know 

something. You can tell me 

truthfullyñare we getting soft?" He 

took time to look at each of our faces 

search-ingly, ignoring the forest of 

hands in the air. God help me, mine 

was right up there too. Then he 

waved to the man at his right. "You 

first, Ben," he said. 

Ben Winston stood up and 

baritoned: "Speaking for Industrial 

Anthropology, no! Listen to today's 

progress reportñyou'll get it in the 

noon bulletin, but let me brief you 

now: according to the midnight 

indices, all primary schools east of the 

Mississippi are now using our 

packaging recommendation for the 

school lunch program. Soyaburgers 

and regenerated steak"ñthere wasn't 

a man around the table who didn't 

shudder at the thought of soyaburgers 
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and regenerated steakñ" are packed 

in containers the same shade of green 

as the Universal products. But the 

candy, ice cream, and Kiddiebutt 

cigarette ration are wrapped in 

colorful Starrzelius red. When those 

kids grow up . . ."he lifted his eyes 

exultantly from his notes. "According 

to our extrapolation, fifteen years 

from now Universal products will be 

broke, bankrupt, and off the market 

entirely!" 
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Stand on Zanzibar  

(Fragment) 

 

By John Brunner  

Doubleday, 1968 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

. . . and Puerto Rico today 

became the latest state to 

ratify the controversial 

dichromatism provision of United 

States eugenic legislation. This leaves 

only two havens for those who wish 

to bear disadvantaged children: 

Nevada and Louisiana. The defeat of 

the baby-farming lobby removes a 

long-time stigma from the fair brow 

of the Junior-but-One Stateña 

congenital stigma, one may say, since 

the J-but-O State's accession to 

hoodness coincided almost to the day 

with the first eugenic legislation 

concerned with haemophilia, 

phenylketonuria and congenital 

imbecility ..." 

Poppy Shelton has believed in 

miracles for years, but now there's 

one happening right inside her body 

and the real world is leaning on her 

dreams. 

THE DIFFICULT WE DO AT 

ONCE. THE IMPOSSIBLE TAKES 

A LITTLE LONGER. 

ñBase version of General Technics 

motto 
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The Caves of Steel  
(Fragment) 

 

By Isaac Asimov  

Galaxy Magazine, 1953 

 

 

 

 

 

 

his is the third time 

this month I've 

watched it rain. 

Quite a sight, don't you think?" 

Against his, Balev had to admit to 

himself that it was Impressive. In his 

forty-two years he had rarely seen rain 

of the phenomena at nature, for that 

matter. 

He said, "It always seems a waste for 

all that water to come down on the 

city. It should restrict itself to the 

reservoirs." 

"Lije," said the Commissioner, 

"you're a modernist. That's your 

trouble. In Medieval times, people 

lived in the open. I don't mean on the 

farms only. I mean in the cities, too. 

Even in New York. When it rained, 

they didn't think of it as waste. They 

gloried in it. They lived close to 

nature. It's healthier, better. The 

troubles of modem life come from 

being divorced from nature. Read up 

on the Coal Century, so me times." 

Baley had. He had heard many 

people moaning about the invention 

of the atomic pile. He moaned about 

it himself when things went wrong, or 

when he got tired. Moaning like that 

was a built-in facet of human nature. 

Back in the Coal Century, people 

moaned about the invention of the 

steam engine. In one of Shakespeare's 

plays, a character moaned about the 

invention of gunpowder. A thousand 

years in the future, they'd be moaning 

about the invention of the positronic 

brain.  

"T 
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Billennium  
(Fragment) 

 

By J. G. Ballard 

Amazing Stories, 1962 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

All day long, and often into the early 

hours of the morning, the tramp of 

feet sounded up and down the stairs 

outside Ward's cubicle. Built into a 

narrow alcove in a bend of the 

staircase between the fourth and fifth 

floors, its plywood walls flexed and 

creaked with every footstep like the 

timbers of a rotting windmill. Over a 

hundred people lived in the top three 

floors of the old rooming house, and 

sometimes Ward would lie awake on 

his narrow bunk until 2 or 1 a.m., 

mechanically counting the last 

residents returning from the all" night 

movies in the stadium half a mile 

away. Through the window he could 

hear giant fragments of the amplified 

dialogue booming among the 

rooftops. The stadium was never 

empty. During the day the huge four" 

sided screen was raised on its davit 

and athletics meetings or football 

matches ran continuously. For the 

people in the houses abutting the 

stadium the noise must have been 

unbearable. Ward, at least, had a 

certain degree of privacy. Two 

months earlier, before he came to live 

on the staircase, he had shared a 

room with seven others on the 

ground floor of a house in 755th 

Street, and the ceaseless press of 

people jostling past the window had 

reduced him to a state of exhaustion. 

#he street was always full, an endless 

clamour of voices and shuffling feet. 

By 6.5% when he woke, hurrying to 
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take his place in the bathroom queue, 

the crowds already  jammed it from 

sidewalk to sidewalk, the din 

punctuated every half minute by the 

roar of the elevated trains running 

over the shops on the opposite side 

of the road. As soon as he saw the 

advertisement describing the staircase 

cubicle he had left (like everyone else, 

he spent most of his spare time 

scanning the classifieds in the 

newspapers, moving his lodgings ah 

average of once every two months) 

despite the higher rental. A cubicle on 

a staircase would almost certainly be 

on its own.
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The Futurological Congress  
(Fragment) 

 

By Stanislaw Lem 

Kongres futurologiczny, 1971 

 

 

 

 

 

 

he Council of the 

futurological Association 

elected Costarricania as a 

place of the election, because he was 

dedicated to the scourge of 

catastrophic diluvial population 

growth and how to combat it. For 

Costarricania currently has the highest 

rate of population growth worldwide, 

and under the pressing pressure of 

that reality, we had to act efficiently. 

In all honesty I must say - but only 

say the malleolus- the new hotel, built 

by the consortium Hilton Nounas, 

seemed empty, and Congress had to 

attend, in addition to the futurists, as 

many journalists. Since, in the course 

of discussions nothing was left of that 

hotel, without fear of being accused 

of advertising, I can say that was a 

great Hilton, with a very clear 

conscience. These words are on my 

lips a special significance, because I 

am, by birth, a true bon vivant and a 

sense of duty only moved me to leave 

the comfort for the torments of 

astronautics. 
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Nothing can be 

done about that 

By Juan Pablo Noroña L. (Cuba) 

 

 

This little girl wants for nothing but 

a chance to hug her best friend. So 

she sighs and looks in-tently at her 

mom. Who sighs back and says, have 

patience, already made a request to 

synchro-nize your Wildpark with that 

of your buddy. But mom thatõs gonna 

take forever, can i just go in the Jetty 

now, and points at the cargo ship, 

dwarfed by the huge Habitat Barge. 

Child, weõve talked about this, 

transportation is the only scarce 

commodity, donõt they teach you this 

at school, you canõt go places willy 

nilly, has to be scheduled. Please it 

will take so little, i see her Barge from 

here, look, by the east shore of the 

bay. The Jetty is for supplies and 

adults to go about their business, says 

mom, and when the time comes it will 

take you and other children to 

Wildpark in the mainland, and then 

youõll meet your friend. Well, can we 

bring food and stuff and stay there 

the two of us? The eyes of the woman 

tear up. Iõd be sick with worry, and 

besides they wonõt allow it, the 

environmental impact... No! Screw 

them, screw the environment! Baby, 

calm down, nothing can be done 

about that, the way things are... look, 

what about you get online with her 

and you talk and play all night, no 

sleep time, iõll talk to her mom. But 

the little girl just rests her chin on the 

rail of the balcony overlooking the 

east side of the bay. 
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Census office I  

By Jaime Magnan Alabarce (Chile) 

 

 

The doors slid and 

McKendra appeared 

elated, waving a 

device in his left 

hand. Edwards, in 

front of his desk, 

raised his face 

pocketing the 

greeting.  

òWhat's going on?ó, he asked, while 

the newcomer gave small digital unit. 

òQuadrant AZQñ0390!ó 

Edwards reviewed the module by 

sliding your fingers on the small 

screen. Then he projected data in a 

threeñdimensional image on a larger 

scale. 

òIt's the third increase in the sector, 

so far this yearó, Edwards remarked 

ruefully watching McKendra 

dictamen expected. òIs less than the 

previous... We could ignore itéó 

òI Do not want me to risk a 

sanction, right now running for a 

promotion!ó 

òWe talk about one quarter of a 

million... 

òThe numbers do 

not have names, 

Edwards...ó 

The 

aforementioned was 

silent. Then he said 

the mice: 

òI press the button 

and ready: we solve the problem!ó 

òWe get paid for it! Moreover, the 

economy is reactivated in the area of 

construction, new jobs are generated 

absorbing cheap labor. 

òIt's okayó, he said lamely, stamping 

his signature on the device. 

McKendra took it and went proudly. 
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Edwards set his sights on the screen 

that dominated his forehead. After a 

few seconds it showed an alert. Then 

he could see the development of a 

new explosion reporting news. 

Holders threw a total of 263,794 

deaths and a series of graphs 

indicated that the projected world 

population returned to balance. The 

west side of Salt Lake had ceased to 

exist. With this, her parents and all 

her childhood memories. With the 

back of his hands wiped the few tears 

that rolled down her cheeks. He took 

a deep breath and returned to her 

earrings. It was another day at the 

Census Bureau. 
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The end of 

suffocation 

By Morgan Vicconius Zariah ñseud.ñ 

(Dominican Republic) 

 

 

  The medicineõs advancements and 

the endless Capitalism thirst, led 

astray the mechanized humanity 

toward the most horrible of the social 

sceneries. The consumerism, like an 

invisible agent out beyond the reach 

of the greatest minds, pushed that 

human mass into the abyss of a slow 

and insightful death. Civilization was 

stagnated in an aging population and 

an exhausted planet ñdemanding 

both food and energy. New Babylon, 

the North city, was the place where 

first blew up the chaos like a divine 

doom. 

  ɧThis situation slipped away from 

our hands, the economic system 

weõve built up is the cause of all this 

mess,ɧ said Erick to the members of 

the State Council through his Neuron 

transmitter, while braking his way on 

foot amid the crowd sprawling in 

every direction. ɧThe city is about to 

collapse.ɧ 

  The plunder of stores and 

supermarkets that have been going on 

for several days, got worst. Cyborgs, 

trying to subdue the crowd, were run 

over by the mindless stampede. 

  ɧThatõs the price weõre paying by 

the abolishment of the human 

conflicts, gambling on a global 

consciousness for a mass economic,ɧ 

commented Sarah before the Council, 

with a down cast face over a white 

gown and holding a singular device 

with a bottom. Erick was already 

among them. ɧThis part is painful to 

me, but the ancient environmentalists 

were right regarding the apocalypse 

we were bond to create ñhappily for 

us, some of them worked out the 
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identity chip, coding a mortal virus 

for a situation like this. Weõre going to 

sacrifice seven millions people for our 

cityõs sakeé God forgive us! 
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Rolly wheel 

By Carmen Rosa Signes Urrea (Spain) 

 

 

"It seems to be one of the inevitable 

laws of nature that some humans 

suffer from misery. These are the 

people who, in the great lottery of 

life, will fail. " 

- Thomas Malthus (1766-1834) 

 

"Attention! The first wave will 

exceed three hundred thousand 

individuals, have everything prepared 

for the traffic is fluid, orderly and 

with no altercations. We express 

orders to quell any hint of rebellion. 

At the slightest sign skyrocket. And 

by God, to be accurate, any residue of 

the migratory flow can be considered 

by our superiors as an attempt to 

destabilize the population balance." 

The sound of the siren preceded the 

message that was repeated again and 

again. While human proximity 

devices: checked entries; lit scanners; 

verified that the disinfection system 

and carwash work properly; They had 

rations; and oiling travel ribbons for 

softness and lightness before turning 

to delve into the wilderness; at the 

height of their protected buildings, 

the leaders made satellite monitoring 

of participants, so that the entry into 

avalanche problems and would not 

be simple to assign the winners of the 

stage. Those that finally would get his 
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place in the bedroom settlement, the 

0.01 per thousand runners (equal to 

or lower than losses suffered between 

one stage and the previous number). 

The rest should follow route and 

strive more in the next opportunity if 

they wanted to be victorious. 

Thousands of people move through 

the desert direction back to the aid 

station RWG-48501720, on those 

endless roads that seem to outrun 

them. Hope for success is reborn in 

each attempt. Knowing the futility of 

the race, but knowing that this is the 

way to survive, they are competing 

for: something to put in the mouth, 

scheduled toilet and restock the 

equipment that at each stage. Only 

way to have a life in those 

uninhabitable wastelands where the 

tape tireless wheel with each step 

provides power generators that feed 

the city that can never accommodate 

them all. 
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Central vacuum2 

By Paulo Brito (Portugal) 

 

 

'There are currently 10 billion human 

beings on earth, but I state with clear 

conviction that the so-called 

overpopulation is not a problem, it is 

a myth. The issue is an inefficient 

occupation of the planet. Follow my 

train of thought: if in a five bedroom 

house, only one bedroom is being 

used by 50 people, can we say that 

therein there is overcrowding or poor 

management of space?' 

The G10 members gathered on 

April 19th, 2082 and agreed in unison 

with the statements of President 

Jozefo PaŊjo, who continued to 

speak, saying: 'So, I propose the 

                                                             
2
 Translated by Laura Rivas Fernández 

displacement of 7 billion people to 

uninhabited zones of the planet.' 

'But how?' was the question that 

arose from many mouths. 

'A machine capable of transporting 

people from one area to another will 

be built in geostationary orbit.' 

And thus a machine began to be 

built. On February 12th, 2089, in 

another meeting of the G10, the 

apparatus that occupied the sky 

creating the night in broad daylight 

began its work. From its interior 

thousands of tentacular suction tubes 

began to come out. Panic set in 

because the device was the metallic 

vision of Cthulhu, but regardless of 

this, millions upon millions of people 

were suctioned to the sound of 

chomps from the large urban centers 

and dumped with burps! in 

Greenland, Antarctica, the Sahara, 

Patagonia, Gobi, the Great Sandy 

Desert, on Kaffeklubben Island and 

many other areas barely or never 

inhabited until 2089. 
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And on a scale never seen before, 

humanity watched live the struggle for 

the survival of the fittest. Few 

survived the displacement because 

they were weak to adapt, but those 

who were able to face a possibly 

unfavorable situation would ensure 

stronger offspring. The strengthening 

of humanity supplanted the apparent 

immorality of the act. 

The world population is currently 

3.1 billion people. 

Jozefo PaŊjo was right to say that 

overpopulation was a myth. 
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Final destination 

By Violeta Balián (Argentina) 

 

 

Inevitably, New York became 

another overpopulated metropolis 

that succumbed to the environmental 

contamination, climatic change, and 

industrial waste.  Even so, reassured 

by the well-monitored conditions and 

a good dose of nostalgia, the UN 

President asked the political leaders to 

convene there and together, solve the 

pressing problem threatening world 

order.  Massive crowds ðuprooted 

from their homes by the same wars 

the UN had created to contain the 

increase in populationñadvanced 

north searching for warmer climates, 

refuge, and food.  But, as they 

wandered, they found more hunger, 

devastation, and hostility.  Those who 

watched them pass by reported to the 

authorities that the exiles traveled 

with their mutant children, strange 

beings without distinction of age or 

sex, bearing the same face, devoid of 

expression, and marching, syncopated 

in a sort of collective autism.  Worse, 

their numbers were increasing by the 

day.  The implications of this exodus 

justified the extraordinary meeting.  

òWe have a solution,ó announced the 

Secretary handing over a Report and 

Action Plan prepared by a team of 



 

T
h

e
 m

a
g

a
z
in

e
 o

f 
th

e
 B

ri
e
f 
&

 F
a
n

ta
s

tic
   

 ju
ly

- 
a

u
g

u
s
t- 
s
e
p

te
m

b
e
r #

15
1

  2
0

1
6 

н

 у
 

scientific experts.  The President read: 

«Instead of looking to the outside, to 

the space stations or the exoplanetary 

allies for temporary shelter, humanity 

has an alternative and should seriously 

consider the Earth´s interior.. Down 

there, the huge spaces and caverns are 

more than adequate». The Secretary 

explained he had explored that 

possibility already and had made 

contact with the non-human 

inhabitants residing in the belly of the 

Planet.  The draconians, he reported, 

were well disposed to receive the 

huge flux of humans. Concerned, the 

President inquired: And how do we 

synchronize the expatriation of these 

crowds? Very simply. An ultrasound 

communication audible only to the 

mutant children will mobilize them in 

the right direction, toward the depths.  

And the parents?  They will follow 

their children.  Will they return?  No, 

definitely no.    The voting was 

unanimous and by acclamation. 
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Final Point 

By Dolo Espinosa (Spain) 

 

 

I guess it was the right time for the 

penetration of the idea. The 

population had reached an untenable 

point. The world had installed in 

despair, humanity seemed unable to 

find anything nice and respectable in 

herself. The human race had become 

a patient of depression. The message 

that we were the most vile, selfish and 

destructive species that ever evolved 

on the face of the planet had taken 

root so, that we had no was no wisp 

of love for ourselves and our works, 

or love, or pride... 

And then someone suggested our 

extinction. 

The idea took shape gradually and  

taking root slowly but surely, in the 

minds of all. The idea of ending all 

human beings ceased to be seen as 

something horrible and became an 

acceptable and even desirable idea. It 

was accepted as a fact that our destiny 

as a species was the collective and 

therapeutic suicide. 

Then, it transformed into political 

proposal. It took to parliaments. It 

was discussed at the U.N. and finally, 

after long deliberations, the 

immediate, compulsory mass 

sterilization worldwide was decreed. 

Civilization has died of starvation: 

no cities, no technology, no culture, 

no children, no future, everything was 

becoming rubble and ruins. Nature is 

taking back what we had stolen. The 

animals roam in large avenues and the 

buildings have become dens and 

hunting grounds. 

Now that there is not remedy, I, the 

last homo sapiens, curse the stupidity 

of those who made us believe we 

were just filth and they blinded us to 

the good and beautiful of ourselves. 
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I agonize, and mankind is agonizing 

with me. And both, humanity and me, 

will die cursing those who believed 

that stupid lie and longing for the 

future that they were denied us. 
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The nightmare 

By Mª del Socorro Candelaria Zárate 

(Mexico) 

 

 

What else do I need to see? I'm 

about to turn one hundred and two 

years old and what saddens me is to 

continue here, living. How ironic is 

this, when I was young I always asked 

God to give me a long life; today I'm 

not even sure I believe in Him. In 

fact, I no longer believe in anything. I 

wish with all my might die, and think 

that terrified me the idea of dying as 

young as my great great grandfather 

who left at forty years of age; blessed 

him. 

When I was young I believed to die 

from a serious illness it was 

something undesirable. Bah!, today I 

know that "undesirable" is to live in 

this world of the late twenty-first 

century is overpopulated and having 

to pay the consequences of all that it 

implies: I have seen endless wars 

around the world, murders in the 

streets of the cities, rape in broad 

daylight, unstoppable unemployment, 

lack of opportunities for all and 

natural disasters such as earthquakes, 

tsunamis, floods, droughts, 

devastating hurricanes that arrive each 

year with a more violent and 

destructive force, volcanic eruptions 

and a long string of social conflicts 

and natural problems. Experts say 

that this is a result that we are many 

people in the world and we are 

destroying it and ourselves. The 

scientific explanation is something 

called overpopulation. 

But that's not the real demon, the 

monster that lurks around every 

corner and settled to live with me is 

the oldness coupled with poverty. In 

this capitalist, consumerist and highly 

individualistic world, all of what I told 

them does not have any relevance to 
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me; I only care what is destroying me, 

what kills me slowly and this 

nightmare with no end, every day I 

am poorer and older. The real danger 

that is killing almost half of the 

inhabitants of this planet and nobody 

seems to notice. 
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Anarchy3 

By Óscar Quijada Reyes (Venezuela) 

 

 

ʄáShane!, where are you going? 

Please stay with us ʄhis aunt begged, 

she could not hold back tears. 

ʄEndless litigants before that row, 

although conditions are critical, this is 

our planet and know ʄel young man 

told the only sister of his mother who 

remained standingʄ. Also, we do not 

know what place we take those ships. 

ʄAll has collapsed, there is no food, 

services no longer exist and insecurity 

is alarming. Your parents entrusted 

me to take care, that's what I try to 

do, as if you were one of my children. 

ʄAunt, you must go with them, 

await you. I love you! 

                                                             
3
 Translate by Douglas Quijada Reyes 

The boy started running and walking 

away, his aunt called him last time, 

almost no energy. 

ʄShane... 

Nevertheless, he hoped everything 

would go well for those who boarded 

the ships. He stood at a safe distance 

and noticed something strange: after 

putting earthlings on board, esturilim 

down machines. I was aware when 

the first rose and exploded in space. I 

knew I could not do something to 

prevent the third will happen the 

same.
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The south door 

By Omar Martínez González (Cuba) 

 

 

All, in scattering ran and they 

pushed by the corridor to be able to 

arrive until the vertical glider.    

They no longer fit in that level.    

Those that were not able to enter 

insurance would die; because nobody 

would give them food, neither it 

dilutes neither space.   

ñ Thomas, we chose the mistaken 

road ñ she told him Looks at it to 

their husband while the glider moved.    

Each one hugged very strong to the 

son that took loaded.   

ñ We should leave to the cosmos; it 

will be very difficult to find an 

underground level that has four free 

squares ñ she concluded their idea.   

ñ There is no longer solution... ñ 

he said with the overwhelmed face.   

ñ Looks! In the ñ14B there are 

eight.   

Nevertheless, twenty people that 

went there also noticed it.    

All looked at themselves, increasing 

the general tension and then they 

heard the internal announcement: 

òListen! The south door will allow 

alone the exit of five people. "     

ñ Why if there are eight spaces!? ñ 

with that desperate query the pushes 

did begin to arrive in front of the hall 

door that they would open up.   
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With one stone 

By Salomé Guadalupe Ingelmo (Spain) 

 

 

Truly man is the king of beasts, for 

his brutality exceeds them. We live by 

the death of others.  

Leonardo Da Vinci 

 

òDespite all shortages caused by 

radical decrease of resources and 

consecutive migration of foreign 

industry, birth rate has continued to 

grow at a brutal speed in 

underdeveloped countries. We must 

seek a way out for all those children 

who are now crowded like cattle in 

suburbs where sanitation and food are 

almost completely missing. You must 

not feel remorse. They would have no 

chance in their hometowns. This 

experience will be extremely 

rewarding, you will see. Usually those 


