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Free Soul 

He ran and ran and ran... Suddenly he stopped and screamed, and from his mouth escaped lots of voices that had been locked inside him. After that he climbed to the highest peak. He spread his arms out in a cross and jumped off. Then, he flew… He was free. 
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During her first days everything was splendid: she was getting on in the job, her gentle workmates gave her a warm welcome, in short, a job environment desirable for everyone. However, not only had her smile disappeared but her eyes had also lost its glitter. What was crossing her mind?
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I was wearing a white mask that hides my “real face”. Suddenly my body started expressing itself in a way I have never felt before. The movements just came from my soul showing all the suffering and joy it keeps. I realized that “false faces” could illustrate   truth through barriers.
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He woke up and found himself soaked in sweat. His only wish was to find out what had been in his mind for the whole night and which he could not remember now.


It was wonderful, gorgeous, he thought. Perhaps one of those feelings that just live in our dreams.
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The Note

I know it by heart. I don't need to read it again but I do. Her trembling writing, her desperation: 

"I'm Jane, your neighbour. He'll return tonight. Call the police. Take care of my children, please"

 

Read too late. The children sleep. I wonder if they dream.
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An Anecdote

Sergio started university and met Pilar. After talking for several minutes, Pilar asked him, “do you have a sister called Maria?” Sergio, surprised, answered, “Yes! How come you know?” Pilar said, “I met your sister last year and your gestures, your way of laughing and speaking remind me of her”.
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Farewell

You open your eyes slowly, just to find loneliness. Trying to remember, you discover memories are gone. You dive into darkness looking for hope already lost. A desperate cry echoes while you are swallowed by darkness. No hope, no god, nothing. Only death and oblivion, nothing will change without you.
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To whom it may concern:

If he could imagine just for an instant how much what he had done to me hurt, I am sure he would never do it again.

Why was he so mad at me?

Maybe I hadn’t shown him how to love me…

Signed: A pig
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Obsessions

He is obsessed, mostly, with “faulty” things, for instance, a scratch in a piece of furniture. This obsession produces in him more and more suffering and anxiety because he cannot forget about it and he is all the time remembering it. Although he acknowledges his problem, he cannot solve it.
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Tar Heels
Who knows for sure how North Carolinians got to be called “Tar Heels”?

Some people say that when Cornwallis’ British troops forded the Tar River in 1781, on their way to Yorktown, they got stuck in tar that had been dumped in the river to keep Yorktown from being captured.
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Never did I have a better time in my life. The blue sky, the warm weather… And everybody seemed to be lovely. My dress was so beautiful and made me feel so gorgeous… Should I have imagined such a sweet funeral, my husband would not have lived for so long.
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Autumn

I like these moments before raining, when the clouds run together at the other side of the window. It reminds me of our youth and the moment I met you. How fast we ran then, and how much it has rained since then…

So light I still feel with you.
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Mothers. They are supposed to love us, their offspring. They indeed love us when we are innocent and vulnerable. But when we grow up, they only want to control us, to destroy our lives by turning them into what they would like their lives to be like. Then, they die. 

[image: image16.png]



He


It was a normal day. She was coming back from work. She was very tired, and just wanted to read her novel. Suddenly the train stopped at her station and then she saw him -- there he was!,  the man in her novel! the man she had always dreamed of...
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Walking on the street he felt somebody following him. He turned round to find out who it was, but nobody was there. He had the same feeling again tow more times and began to feel scared. Then from the corner of his eye he saw something behind him – his shadow.
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My childhood memories are not very pleasant. My mother could not support five kids and I had to live with my aunt, who kept saying nobody, but herself, loved me, but hit me more often than not. 

So I promise, sweetie pie, my sisters will never know you were born. 
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They looked at each other in silence. They were the only inhabitants of that lonely station. She thought he could be someone who could fall in love at first sight. He believed she looked like a Boticelli goddess. None dared to talk. Finally, the train arrived and broke the spell.

[image: image21.png]



Christmas Times

Once upon a time a good spirit, called the Christmas spirit, got to the Earth to help humans to be happy and have good feelings towards everybody. However, human beings guided by their selfishness turned this spirit into a new concept, consumerism, which is considered now the new Christmas spirit. 
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The city of Madrid has eighty million lights in use for Christmas. What is this for? Are we so lost that we need them to enlighten our way? We must be in a very deep darkness as a society to be needing almost twenty-three lights illuminated per citizen for Christmas.
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The comfortable room was ready. The clock struck five. She stopped ironing. The same music. She looked at him and waited for his reaction. He invited her to sit down beside him. The same music. Some words. The same music. Brandy again. This time the cyanide would do the rest.
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You and Me

She touched my face tenderly. I took her hand when suddenly a bright light got right into me. I could not see anything but I was completely calm and happy. I had dreams. I dreamed that I flew. I flew all over the whole wide world. Then I kissed her. 
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You come to me, so young, under the sun, smiling. The orange soil, the lush green fields, the purple hills.

I was lost without you. Oh I couldn’t bear your pain. I would hug you for 70 years. 

There are no mirrors in case you come, love, so young.
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She was pretty eager... finally they were meeting. She was very excited and could think of nothing else but him. But when they met, she found he wasn't like she had thought.


Now she feels frustrated about that love that never began. All had been a fantasy in her mind...
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A Dream

I was wearing an elegant dress, in a luxurious house. While walking down the stairs, I felt pleased to see my father standing there, smiling.

Everyone was waiting for me to open the ball with dad, who was a handsome man. 

I have never felt as happy as that night.

[image: image29.png]



Hello darling! It has been so long time since we last met. Perhaps a year…

Nothing has changed here but coldness. 

Wait! If my memory works it was a November 1, like today.

One year, darling!

You don´t have to bring anything!

Why flowers?

Why are you crying?

Darling?
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“I will check in the living-room,” I said to my sleepy parents that January morning.

“We have to wait!” I whispered as I came back, scared and excited after seeing their silhouettes through the glass-door.

We all waited.

Then, I remember my parents smiling and I in my new colourful gown.
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Sweet Ignorance 

She was talking very excitedly but suddenly she stopped and I turned round to look at her. She had a far-away look and was doing sucking gestures with her mouth. When I went up to her she continued talking like if nothing had happened. She had got her mother’s illness...
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Waking Up

I get up at 5.45 a.m. When the alarm-clock goes off, I turn it off. I don’t get up. I remain in bed till 5.50. However, if asked about when I get up I say 5.45. I’m not lying, because my alarm-clock is five minutes ahead of me!
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This is the fourth shop I visit today. Oh! It's perfect: a candle. Cheap, beautiful and… cheap. I think Joan will like it… because that's what we usually do, although we hate the gift.

Wrapping presents is Art, a challenge. That's why I ask always for help. 
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Fear

They heard a vague murmur, peculiar and sorrowful, just above them. Then they saw it — it looked like an old man, stained in blood. They tried to move but they could not. Their hearts beat anxiously. Finally, when they were able to move again, they ran away from that place.
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Costa Rica is a small country in Central America. It is located between the Pacific and the Atlantic Ocean. It is a country full of contrasts. In its lush jungle, we can see from exotic animals to active volcanoes. 

Costa Rica’s subtropical climate invites visiting the country all year through.
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The wind moved the lace curtains betaking the autumn. What I did not know was that it also betook your departure. We had grown together and time was separating us as the wind snatches the leaves of the cherry trees. I hope you come back in time for the cherries.
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November (2003)

The point of “November”, the film, is the need of an independent, free and improvised theatre, useful to change this fucking, unfair and ugly world. Art is a weapon loaded with future so let’s use it properly, please – the world needs it, so do we… Be selfish for once!
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Dream

It was only my head, beating very hard. Three hours before, the street looked as if it were going to rain. A huge crowd seemed to absorb me deeper in, dragging me very far away. Wake up! Wake up! And I could see my mummy’s face smiling at me mischievously.
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Dreams

She was in the middle of the library with some books in her arms. She had always wanted to be a student as those who didn’t have to leave school as she had had to.

—Put those books in their place —grumbled her boss.

Her dream would never come true.
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I was watching the girl who was playing with my son. There was something familiar in her playful smile, in her gaze… for a strange reason it brought me memories of love, youth, innocence…

A man called her suddenly, crossly — twenty years later, in a different city, but he was…
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