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    Thanks to Aaron  Stchmid  for supervising  these short stories. 

 

 

                              Our gratitude to the students who have sent us  

            their unique stories. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                         In these hard times 

            be brave, 

              be honest, 

                 be compassionate 

                                                         and always be hopeful. 
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and I started to feel that the keyboard wasn’t working well and shortly after, some words 

appeared on the screen. 

Don’t open the wardrobe, not again

At first, I was very frightened and I didn’t understand what was going on. Maybe it was a joke 

or my computer had been hacked. I went to open the closet door and, unexpectedly, I was sat 

again on my chair doing the same essay. I didn’t understand why I was

the same moment from the past until I remembered that I had bought that wardrobe last month 

at the one and only time travel convention. The seller warned me that it was a very peculiar 

item but he seemed to be a little crazy. So, 

One early morning I was doing an essay on my computer,

Don’t open the wardrobe, not again

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Sonia Rondón Valbuena 2ºB LCB

    

TRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPED    

 

 

One early morning I was doing an essay on my computer 

and I started to feel that the keyboard wasn’t working well and shortly after, some words 

Don’t open the wardrobe, not again. 

At first, I was very frightened and I didn’t understand what was going on. Maybe it was a joke 

or my computer had been hacked. I went to open the closet door and, unexpectedly, I was sat 

again on my chair doing the same essay. I didn’t understand why I was a stuck in time visiting 

the same moment from the past until I remembered that I had bought that wardrobe last month 

at the one and only time travel convention. The seller warned me that it was a very peculiar 

item but he seemed to be a little crazy. So, I ignored him.  

One early morning I was doing an essay on my computer, 

Don’t open the wardrobe, not again.  I wrote.  

Sonia Rondón Valbuena 2ºB LCB 
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One early morning I was doing an essay on my computer 

and I started to feel that the keyboard wasn’t working well and shortly after, some words 

At first, I was very frightened and I didn’t understand what was going on. Maybe it was a joke 

or my computer had been hacked. I went to open the closet door and, unexpectedly, I was sat 

a stuck in time visiting 

the same moment from the past until I remembered that I had bought that wardrobe last month 

at the one and only time travel convention. The seller warned me that it was a very peculiar 



 

 

stands steady next to me. As al

Inés uses it in her favor to eat my cookies when I am carele

it difficult for her. 

Inés is very playful, and she has a lot of fun playing with my brother. They don´t sto

chasing one another, each one trying to take away the toy from the other. I also like to 

play, but I´m too small for it and she only wants to protect me, not hurt me.

Now it´s too late, and it´s time for me to go to sleep. I say “Good night” to Inés and 

her a lovely hug, when I realize that I´m crying in my bed, wishing I could come back to 

that sweet dream.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Ana Reina Varona 2º A LCB 

 

“INÉS” 
 

Like every morning, Mommy comes into my 

bedroom to make me wake up. While she is rising 

the blinds, I decline to get up. After several 

attempts, Mum starts screaming: 

Inesitaaaa!”, and then a huge blur of hair rushes 

into the room and starts to lick my face giving me 

the best “Good morning”. There´s nothing that 

cheers me up more than that.

Inés is a beautiful Belgian S

fur that is black as coal. 

While Mum is preparing my breakfast, Inés 

stands steady next to me. As always, I start eating my cookies. I don’t eat too fast

Inés uses it in her favor to eat my cookies when I am careless. Even though I don´t make 

and she has a lot of fun playing with my brother. They don´t sto

chasing one another, each one trying to take away the toy from the other. I also like to 

but I´m too small for it and she only wants to protect me, not hurt me.

and it´s time for me to go to sleep. I say “Good night” to Inés and 

her a lovely hug, when I realize that I´m crying in my bed, wishing I could come back to 
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every morning, Mommy comes into my 

bedroom to make me wake up. While she is rising 

I decline to get up. After several 

attempts, Mum starts screaming: “Ineees! 

and then a huge blur of hair rushes 

starts to lick my face giving me 

the best “Good morning”. There´s nothing that 

cheers me up more than that. 

Shepherd with thick 

While Mum is preparing my breakfast, Inés 

ways, I start eating my cookies. I don’t eat too fast, and 

s. Even though I don´t make 

and she has a lot of fun playing with my brother. They don´t stop 

chasing one another, each one trying to take away the toy from the other. I also like to 

but I´m too small for it and she only wants to protect me, not hurt me. 

and it´s time for me to go to sleep. I say “Good night” to Inés and I give 

her a lovely hug, when I realize that I´m crying in my bed, wishing I could come back to 



 

                                                      

Their reactions seeing how prior generations evolved at the expense of the damage they caused to 

the planet, would shock them. 

One day, thousands of those time tourists are in ships above the earth, staring at the water as if 

from the era they came from, they had nothing else to look at, quietly waiting, maybe praying 

from inside their souls for someone to op

sympathize with the devastating future to which the inhabitants of that time were destined if they 

didn’t take action.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

Andrei Gabriel Cristian 2ºB LCB  

                                                      Time Travel 

 

In a future when time travelling becomes regular, time 

tourists will begin to show up in large numbers around 

historical events like the World Wars, Stonehenge, the 

American Revolution…; observing, studying and learning 

from the past as if they were witnessing

first row. 

prior generations evolved at the expense of the damage they caused to 

One day, thousands of those time tourists are in ships above the earth, staring at the water as if 

from the era they came from, they had nothing else to look at, quietly waiting, maybe praying 

from inside their souls for someone to open people eyes to the reality or just made them 

sympathize with the devastating future to which the inhabitants of that time were destined if they 
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In a future when time travelling becomes regular, time 

begin to show up in large numbers around 

ars, Stonehenge, the 

American Revolution…; observing, studying and learning 

witnessing a history class in the 

prior generations evolved at the expense of the damage they caused to 

One day, thousands of those time tourists are in ships above the earth, staring at the water as if 

from the era they came from, they had nothing else to look at, quietly waiting, maybe praying 

en people eyes to the reality or just made them 

sympathize with the devastating future to which the inhabitants of that time were destined if they 
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                            LIKE A PLANT 

 

The sun is beginning to rise, and the dark 

of the night goes out. With the arrival of 

the sun, I feel better. This night was the 

coldest of winter so I couldn´t move my 

leaves. 

Therefore, a few hours later, I didn´t have 

frozen cells. Thanks to that, I can grow 

up with the help of the sun. Because the 

sun’s rays reach me, and with water, I 

can grow and have my leaves green and 

healthy. 

That´s the end of a hard time. The 

problem was it hadn’t rained for five 

months; for this reason, the soil was dry. 

Therefore, it was always cloudy and it didn´t rain, so we were dying a 

little. 

 A few days later, the sky was very cloudy, almost black. And that’s 

when I saw the first drop. 

After one day of rain, the soil is wet and we feel healthy. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Rebeca García Rincón 2ºB LCB 



 

 Formerly, when the printing press did not exist, the books were 

copied by hand. The monks rewrote the bible. The bible is the holy book 

for Jews and Christians. If the monks copied the bible wrong, the 

copied bible was a sin and the monks were punished. Th

punishments were to cut off their hands or put the monks to death. 

Therefore, the fear of the monks created Titivillus. 

 

 Titivillus is a demon that invades your body to force you to fail 

while you write and speak. When the monks failed while they wer

copying the bible, it was Titivillus's fault, not theirs. When the monks 

failed to pray to God, it was Titivillus

continues to make mischief when you are wrong in your writing or 

speaking. Bad tongues say they created t

to fight Titivillus.  

 

If in this text I have errors, it is Titivillus´

 

 

 

 

 

 

Francisco Fernández Marín 1ºEMC

It´s Titivillus´s Fault 

 

Formerly, when the printing press did not exist, the books were 

copied by hand. The monks rewrote the bible. The bible is the holy book 

for Jews and Christians. If the monks copied the bible wrong, the 

copied bible was a sin and the monks were punished. Th

punishments were to cut off their hands or put the monks to death. 

Therefore, the fear of the monks created Titivillus.  

Titivillus is a demon that invades your body to force you to fail 

while you write and speak. When the monks failed while they wer

copying the bible, it was Titivillus's fault, not theirs. When the monks 

failed to pray to God, it was Titivillus´s fault too. Currently, Titivillus 

continues to make mischief when you are wrong in your writing or 

speaking. Bad tongues say they created the automatic mobile corrector 

I have errors, it is Titivillus´s fault, not mine. 

Francisco Fernández Marín 1ºEMC 
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Formerly, when the printing press did not exist, the books were 

copied by hand. The monks rewrote the bible. The bible is the holy book 

for Jews and Christians. If the monks copied the bible wrong, the 

copied bible was a sin and the monks were punished. Those 

punishments were to cut off their hands or put the monks to death. 

Titivillus is a demon that invades your body to force you to fail 

while you write and speak. When the monks failed while they were 

copying the bible, it was Titivillus's fault, not theirs. When the monks 

s fault too. Currently, Titivillus 

continues to make mischief when you are wrong in your writing or 

he automatic mobile corrector 

 



 

     

 

  Harry decided to buy a car when he realized that it was vital for his everyday

one he had, broke down last month. It was very old.

  "It's a really good bargain," said the man in the showroom, it looked like he was 

telling the truth. "It's yours for just £8,500!" he continued. At first, Harry thought it was 

over his budget but then, he realized that it was the only showroom in t

they gave him one year’s insurance for free so it was a bit more reasonable.

 Harry couldn’t stop looking at that blue car, newer than that old

had. It had all types of comforts and was full of new technologies like GPS. But there was a 

problem: the price — it was more expensive than he had planned, he didn’t have en

at the moment. 

 He had been saving since he took his first job. His expectations of how his car 

would be were exactly as this blue one, it was a really nice car. The one that would make 

him feel he had achieved something great, make him feel all his h

rewarded. 

 "£8,500! That's it and this beast will be yours” said the man.

 “Well, I’m not sure, I love this car but it exceeds my budget,” replied Harry. 

 “It’s OK, I understand but you must know that you can have it for five thousand in

cash now, and the rest in three months. You can get a loan from the bank.”

 So, he handed over the fifty pound notes, the wad was burning a hole in his pocket. 

Even if the insurance was only third

the driving seat, adjusted its position and turned the key. After all, he had just realized his 

dream. Now he was ready to discover the world, meet new people and open his mind to 

new perspectives. 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 A NEW CAR 

Harry decided to buy a car when he realized that it was vital for his everyday

one he had, broke down last month. It was very old. 

"It's a really good bargain," said the man in the showroom, it looked like he was 

"It's yours for just £8,500!" he continued. At first, Harry thought it was 

over his budget but then, he realized that it was the only showroom in t

year’s insurance for free so it was a bit more reasonable.

ouldn’t stop looking at that blue car, newer than that old-fashioned “machine” he 

had. It had all types of comforts and was full of new technologies like GPS. But there was a 

it was more expensive than he had planned, he didn’t have en

He had been saving since he took his first job. His expectations of how his car 

would be were exactly as this blue one, it was a really nice car. The one that would make 

him feel he had achieved something great, make him feel all his hard work had been 

"£8,500! That's it and this beast will be yours” said the man. 

“Well, I’m not sure, I love this car but it exceeds my budget,” replied Harry. 

“It’s OK, I understand but you must know that you can have it for five thousand in

cash now, and the rest in three months. You can get a loan from the bank.”

So, he handed over the fifty pound notes, the wad was burning a hole in his pocket. 

Even if the insurance was only third-party, he reckoned it was a good buy. He settled into 

driving seat, adjusted its position and turned the key. After all, he had just realized his 

dream. Now he was ready to discover the world, meet new people and open his mind to 
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Harry decided to buy a car when he realized that it was vital for his everyday-life. The 

"It's a really good bargain," said the man in the showroom, it looked like he was 

"It's yours for just £8,500!" he continued. At first, Harry thought it was 

over his budget but then, he realized that it was the only showroom in the city and also 

year’s insurance for free so it was a bit more reasonable. 

fashioned “machine” he 

had. It had all types of comforts and was full of new technologies like GPS. But there was a 

it was more expensive than he had planned, he didn’t have enough 

He had been saving since he took his first job. His expectations of how his car 

would be were exactly as this blue one, it was a really nice car. The one that would make 

ard work had been 

“Well, I’m not sure, I love this car but it exceeds my budget,” replied Harry.  

“It’s OK, I understand but you must know that you can have it for five thousand in 

cash now, and the rest in three months. You can get a loan from the bank.” 

So, he handed over the fifty pound notes, the wad was burning a hole in his pocket. 

party, he reckoned it was a good buy. He settled into 

driving seat, adjusted its position and turned the key. After all, he had just realized his 

dream. Now he was ready to discover the world, meet new people and open his mind to 



 

My dusty fairytale starts like this. A knight defeating the dragon to save the 
princess. But in the end, there is not a princess and the Dragon is his master, 
not his enemy.  

My short story is not really that short really. 

My main character, the hero, doesn`t carry the weight of the plot, his daughter 
is the true hero. Although this story is a tragedy. 

And we all know how tragedies end. 

Acates, our main character, fails to reach his goal and gets a curse instead of 

a prize. Arcadia saves the world in the end, and rests with Circe. That is the 

end of a true hero. And Ilejh stays alone. 

And my dusty short story starts like every other. Avenging the death of family. 

With the death of a count on the chess board. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Jaime Martín Suárez 1º EMC 

BLOOD STAINS  

starts like this. A knight defeating the dragon to save the 
princess. But in the end, there is not a princess and the Dragon is his master, 

My short story is not really that short really.  

My main character, the hero, doesn`t carry the weight of the plot, his daughter 
is the true hero. Although this story is a tragedy.  

And we all know how tragedies end.  

Acates, our main character, fails to reach his goal and gets a curse instead of 

. Arcadia saves the world in the end, and rests with Circe. That is the 

end of a true hero. And Ilejh stays alone.  

And my dusty short story starts like every other. Avenging the death of family. 

With the death of a count on the chess board.  

The story is sad, history is 

dark, but all history is 

stained with blood.  
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starts like this. A knight defeating the dragon to save the 
princess. But in the end, there is not a princess and the Dragon is his master, 

My main character, the hero, doesn`t carry the weight of the plot, his daughter 

Acates, our main character, fails to reach his goal and gets a curse instead of 

. Arcadia saves the world in the end, and rests with Circe. That is the 

And my dusty short story starts like every other. Avenging the death of family. 



 

ODE TO MY GRANDPARENTS
 

 “Grab those berries carefully,” My grandpa said while he was lifting me so that I 

my grandma cooked our meal. When we opened the door, there

coming from the kitchen.  

 “Fish soup, grandma!’’ I yelled, so happy for a soup most kids do not like. I 

offered her the bunch of berries I picked before as a present.

 “They’re as red as your cheeks, sweetie,” she said, and laughed 

 “I’m going to put them in the flower’s vase. Set the table while I do.” I always 

picked my super awesome 

together, while I would watch cartoons. So far, the most pleasant meals I’ve ever had.

 The point is, we have to realize nothing’s eternal, unlike memories. All we live 

in the present is already over and we can’t experience the same thing again. People 

come and go. So, I keep holding onto the memories.

 “Grab those berries carefully,” My gra

could pick some tiny fruits from a bush.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

By ‘benjaruamemes’ 

ODE TO MY GRANDPARENTS 

“Grab those berries carefully,” My grandpa said while he was lifting me so that I 

could pick some tiny fruits from a bush. Even if I was 

around six years old, I can perfectly remember this scene 

by heart. And I will never forget it. 

 It is not a remarkable story, neither dramatic nor 

mysterious, not even a cool, fictional story. Merely a 

beautiful memory. 

 “Grab those berries carefully,” My grandpa s

while he was lifting me so that I could pick some tiny fruits 

from a bush. I took them with my small hands, the red 

cluster from the bushes of my grandparents’ garden. We 

went upstairs and entered their house. In those times

spent all my time at my grandparents’ place,

mother had to take care of my newborn sister. I was on 

holiday, so in the mornings I went for a stroll with my 

grandpa and played football in a nearby park. Meanwhile, 

my grandma cooked our meal. When we opened the door, there was a delicious smell 

 

“Fish soup, grandma!’’ I yelled, so happy for a soup most kids do not like. I 

offered her the bunch of berries I picked before as a present. 

“They’re as red as your cheeks, sweetie,” she said, and laughed 

“I’m going to put them in the flower’s vase. Set the table while I do.” I always 

picked my super awesome airplane bowl for my favorite soup. Then we’d eat, 

together, while I would watch cartoons. So far, the most pleasant meals I’ve ever had.

The point is, we have to realize nothing’s eternal, unlike memories. All we live 

in the present is already over and we can’t experience the same thing again. People 

come and go. So, I keep holding onto the memories. 

“Grab those berries carefully,” My grandpa said while he was lifting me so that I 

could pick some tiny fruits from a bush. 
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“Grab those berries carefully,” My grandpa said while he was lifting me so that I 

could pick some tiny fruits from a bush. Even if I was 

years old, I can perfectly remember this scene 

, neither dramatic nor 

mysterious, not even a cool, fictional story. Merely a 

“Grab those berries carefully,” My grandpa said 

while he was lifting me so that I could pick some tiny fruits 

from a bush. I took them with my small hands, the red 

cluster from the bushes of my grandparents’ garden. We 

went upstairs and entered their house. In those times, I 

grandparents’ place, since my 

mother had to take care of my newborn sister. I was on 

so in the mornings I went for a stroll with my 

grandpa and played football in a nearby park. Meanwhile, 

was a delicious smell 

“Fish soup, grandma!’’ I yelled, so happy for a soup most kids do not like. I 

“They’re as red as your cheeks, sweetie,” she said, and laughed afterwards. 

“I’m going to put them in the flower’s vase. Set the table while I do.” I always 

bowl for my favorite soup. Then we’d eat, 

together, while I would watch cartoons. So far, the most pleasant meals I’ve ever had. 

The point is, we have to realize nothing’s eternal, unlike memories. All we live 

in the present is already over and we can’t experience the same thing again. People 

ndpa said while he was lifting me so that I 
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                                UNA CONFESIÓN EN LA MADRUGADAUNA CONFESIÓN EN LA MADRUGADAUNA CONFESIÓN EN LA MADRUGADAUNA CONFESIÓN EN LA MADRUGADA

              Me encuentro aquí sentado escribiendo.

                  Solo movido por la necesidad

            que producen en mí, tus ojos, la verdad

                ocultada dentro de mi ser siendo.

Siendo este el que se está perdiendo,

alejándose de la oscura realidad,

hundiéndose por completo en tu idealidad

mientras mi fuerza de voluntad

va sumergiéndose y muriendo.

Cada día me quedo estancado en el intento.

Pongo punto muerto a mi valentía

por no saber encontrar el momento.

Por no saber cómo darle paso a la alegría

que se lleve consigo el miedo de mi pecho.

ese que no deja que te confiese lo que siento.

Pero hoy siento que decírtelo debo.

Para así dejar de seguir fingiendo

y al fin confesarte todos mis miedos.

                                           Mirarte a la cara 
                                  

                                                           

 

 

 

 

                            Erick Del Valle 2ºB LCB

UNA CONFESIÓN EN LA MADRUGADAUNA CONFESIÓN EN LA MADRUGADAUNA CONFESIÓN EN LA MADRUGADAUNA CONFESIÓN EN LA MADRUGADA    

Me encuentro aquí sentado escribiendo. 

Solo movido por la necesidad 

que producen en mí, tus ojos, la verdad 

ocultada dentro de mi ser siendo. 

 

Siendo este el que se está perdiendo, 

alejándose de la oscura realidad, 

hundiéndose por completo en tu idealidad 

mientras mi fuerza de voluntad 

va sumergiéndose y muriendo. 

 

Cada día me quedo estancado en el intento. 

Pongo punto muerto a mi valentía 

por no saber encontrar el momento. 

 

Por no saber cómo darle paso a la alegría 

que se lleve consigo el miedo de mi pecho. 

ese que no deja que te confiese lo que siento. 

 

Pero hoy siento que decírtelo debo. 

Para así dejar de seguir fingiendo 

y al fin confesarte todos mis miedos. 
 

Mirarte a la cara y poder decirte... 

                          Te quiero.Te quiero.Te quiero.Te quiero.    

rick Del Valle 2ºB LCB 

 



 

 

 

 

Por fin supe el significado de la palabra magia, 
me la había enseñado aunque no lo supiera. 
dio significado a esa palabra que tant

había visto escrita en mi libro favorito. 
magia residía en él y que era capaz de transmitirla, que era capaz 
de curarme cualquier dolencia. 

La magia residía en él y ahora también en mí;
cada vez que nos mirábamos y sonreíamos, cuando
con nuestras lenguas;
acababan en risas infinitas en cualquier coche, a cualquier hora 
de cualquier día de vete tú a saber de 
año.  

Que sabrán los magos de la magia si no te conocen.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Almudena Pires Jiménez 2ºB FYPF

     Tú Eres la Magia 

Por fin supe el significado de la palabra magia, 
me la había enseñado aunque no lo supiera. 
dio significado a esa palabra que tantas veces

había visto escrita en mi libro favorito. Él, que nunca supo que la 
magia residía en él y que era capaz de transmitirla, que era capaz 
de curarme cualquier dolencia.  

él y ahora también en mí; residía en nosotros 
cada vez que nos mirábamos y sonreíamos, cuando jugábamos 

lenguas; cuando nuestros gemidos intercalados 
acababan en risas infinitas en cualquier coche, a cualquier hora 
de cualquier día de vete tú a saber de qué mes, pero ojalá así cada 

Que sabrán los magos de la magia si no te conocen. 

Almudena Pires Jiménez 2ºB FYPF 
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Por fin supe el significado de la palabra magia, él 
me la había enseñado aunque no lo supiera. Él le 

as veces 
ue nunca supo que la 

magia residía en él y que era capaz de transmitirla, que era capaz 

residía en nosotros 
jugábamos 

cuando nuestros gemidos intercalados 
acababan en risas infinitas en cualquier coche, a cualquier hora 

pero ojalá así cada 
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                                                                    NO ESTAMOS SOLOSNO ESTAMOS SOLOSNO ESTAMOS SOLOSNO ESTAMOS SOLOS 

 

 Mi tía bajará en seguida, señor –anunció una jovencita de quince años con mucho 

aplomo -. Mientras, deberá hacer todo lo posible por soportar mi compañía. 

 Estuvieron hablando del inusual frio que hacía para la época que era, mientras los dos 

miraban hacia el cielo, teniendo este un tono que nunca habían visto sobre sus 

cabezas, un azul turquesa que maravillaba a la vez que aterraba. 

 A las nueve y cuarenta y cinco, treinta y cinco minutos después, salió por el umbral de 

la puerta del portal una mujer vestida con un chándal de color oscuro y media melena 

sin maquillar, se acercó a la jovencita que acompañaba al chico que le había estado 

esperando y le dijo: 

- Adiós  sobri, te espero para comer- mientras le daba un beso en la mejilla, y se fue 

con el chico, que era lo opuesto a ella, estaba muy arreglado,  no aparentaba más de 

treinta años, aunque él sabía que aparentaba menos de los que realmente tenía. 

 Subieron a un coche de finales de los setenta, pero con un color y una tapicería muy 

bien cuidados. 

- Sofía, todos nos están esperando para empezar, ya lo tienen todo preparado, espero 

que no estés asustada y no te eches para atrás.- Le dijo él cogiéndola de la mano 

temblorosa mientras conducía. 

 - No, tranquilo Javi, ¿ya tienen marcado el circulo en el suelo? 

 -Si- le respondió mirando al frente extrañado por lo que estaba viendo delante de sus 

ojos. Fue frenando gradualmente hasta que llego al final de una fila de cinco coches 

con las puertas abiertas, cuyos ocupantes miraban el final de una carretera que no 

continuaba a ninguna parte. 

Asombrados y estupefactos por lo que estaban viendo, Sofía y Javier bajaron del coche 

asustados, y dirigiéndose hacia el grupo de personas que estaban al borde de un 

precipicio, Javier les preguntó con voz temblorosa: 

 - ¿Qué……?, ¿pero qué…..?.....¿ha pasado?. 

 - No lo sabemos.- le contestaron al unísono un grupo de cuatro personas que estaban 

más cerca de él. 

 Oyeron como se acercaba un coche por donde habían venido ellos, era un coche con 

unas luces centelleantes en el techo; era la policía.  Todos rodearon a los agentes, 

asaltándoles con preguntas. 
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Los dos policías no encontraban ninguna respuesta ni explicación para lo que estaban 

viendo en ese momento, pero guardaron la compostura  y se acercaron al final de la 

carretera a través del pasillo que les hicieron los ciudadanos. 

- Tranquilos, podremos darles alguna explicación en cuanto contactemos con la 

central.- Dijo uno de los policías a la vez que no se creía lo que decía, ya que llevaban 

más de veinte minutos sin ninguna señal por radio y ahora volvían a la base para hacer 

el relevo. 

 Uno de los policías cogió una piedra del suelo y la lanzó hacia aquel vacío, y vieron 

como la piedra formaba una serie de ondas en el aire, como cuando tiras una piedra al 

agua, y todos retrocedieron muy asustados. 

 En ese mismo momento,  a Sofía le llamó la atención dos grandes luces que se movían 

por aquel extraño firmamento y se acercaban rápidamente hacia ellos. 

 Con un grito sordo, y haciendo un gran esfuerzo para no volverse loca, llamó la 

atención de todos los que allí se hallaban. Con una mano se tapaba la boca y con la 

otra señalaba las luces que se habían parado ante ellos, suspendidas al otro lado de la 

extraña pantalla, que seguía temblorosa por la piedra lanzada. 
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