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PROLOGUE
I know Salvador Villanueva Medina, the author of this book, very well. He is a friend.

In the name of truth, I must say with some emphasis that this is a completely practical man; there is nothing fantastical about him; we have never seen him daydreaming of any kind. In the past, he earned his living as a chauffeur, and now we see him dedicated to what is called automotive mechanics. He is, indeed, an exemplary man, beyond all doubt. A magnificent husband, an honourable father, a good friend, etc. However, his book has brought him nothing but bitterness.
 His work has been reproduced in many languages ​​and is known in countries such as Germany, Japan, the United States, etc., etc., etc. Salvador Villanueva Medina has not earned a penny from this book; however, millions of copies are sold everywhere, and that in itself is astonishing. Salvador has relinquished his copyright out of love for suffering humanity. This man simply recounts what happened to him, and that is all. He considers it his duty to tell his fellow human beings what happened to him, and nothing more; he doesn't go around seeking money; he tells the truth and nothing but the truth.

Some psychiatrists examined Salvador, arriving after many analyses at the logical conclusion that this author is an intelligent, upright, and balanced man.
Just as something remarkable happened to him, namely being taken to the planet Venus, the same could have happened to anyone else. Salvador simply recounts the event, and that is all.
The Phillips company examined soil and plant samples taken from the place where the aforementioned author found the craft that took him to Venus; the scientists discovered a strange atomic and molecular disorder in these samples.
The craft left traces that the scientists duly photographed. Thus, the event or events narrated by Salvador have irrefutable proof; formidable foundations.

The Universal Christian Gnostic Movement rejoices in this great cosmic event, whose central figure was Salvador Villanueva Medina, a sincere and honest man.
We have always said that Earth is not the only inhabited world, and this has been fully demonstrated by Salvador's experience. Several Earthlings have been taken to other worlds, as Salvador witnessed when he encountered two Frenchmen on Venus who had no desire to return to Earth. Before the impending final cataclysm, the most worthy elements—the cream of our Earthly people—will be taken from this world we inhabit. If you, dear reader, wish to be one of these chosen ones, one of the few who may be taken to other worlds in infinite space before the final hour, write to us, study our books, and join the International Gnostic Movement. Reverential Peace.
Samael Aun Weor

SO THAT EVERYONE KNOWS...
The experience lived by Don Salvador Villanueva Medina in 1953 has given rise to this book, which has already been translated into 6 languages; in Germany alone, 80,000 copies have been sold; Don Salvador Villanueva Medina himself has renounced all literary rights to demonstrate that the entirety of this experience was not for his profit.

PROLOGUE
The month of August has been significant for me, for it was in August that I first saw the light of day,
although nearly half a century has passed since then.

It was also in August that I had the greatest privilege a person could wish for. In both cases, the adventure occurred without my knowledge.

The first can be proven by my birth; the second is difficult to prove because there weren't even any witnesses; but the latter has proven richer in incidents than the first.

Of these, the one that took the deepest root in my soul I owe to a chauffeur. He was the first person to come into my reach as this fantastic adventure was ending. It was easy for me to let my optimism run wild without even imagining its consequences, which placed me on the edge of the sublime and the ridiculous.

But I tried to make the most of my experience. From then on, I proceeded with greater caution, although, to tell the truth, I couldn't get much benefit from this tactic either. I confess that, after the initial setback, I could easily have locked away the glorious experience, even though I had promised to make it public to the people who had facilitated it. For a year and a half, I ignored this promise and relied, to bolster my resolve, on the fact that my intellectual preparation was non-existent. These people persisted, assuring me that they would use some means to help me in this momentous undertaking. It didn't seem strange to me to see on the front pages of newspapers news stories about people who had had similar experiences to mine, although of lesser magnitude. Once again, my curiosity began to stir within me to know if they would believe me. I decided to tell everything to an intellectual, and I think I made the right choice. Around that time, a journalist writing a series of articles on the subject under the pseudonym M. Ge Be caught my attention. Because of the seriousness with which he acted, I decided to interest him by sending him part of the story, since I couldn't shake the concern that my driver friend had caused, and therefore I believe that I made another mistake by not telling this man the experience in great detail.

Because now he was the one who took my words with suspicion, and although he gave me an opportunity to explain myself, I think I didn't take advantage of it, deepening his distrust.

Around that time, an American couple was vacationing in Mexico.
They had had the opportunity to see a spacecraft at low altitude and were so enthusiastic that they decided to research it properly and give some lectures. In Mexico, they contacted Mr. M. Ge Be, who was kind enough invite me to the first lecture they gave in the capital.
About three hundred enthusiastic people attended, most of them well-informed and some with personal experiences. The journalists were also present, so the new incident, which would add to my personal repertoire, was interesting. My eldest son and I took a corner of the room, letting the proceedings unfold. Tempers flared. Several people went up onto the stage to recount their experience, increasing the interest of those present. Suddenly, the person giving the lecture, in a flourish of oratory, asked if any of those present had made contact with the crew of the spaceships?

The question had a profound effect on me, and without fully understanding the implications of my sudden decision, but feeling compelled by an extraordinary force, I raised my hand and was invited to the podium before the general expectation. I had only taken a few steps when I already regretted it; but I continued.

Fortunately, I was treated courteously, and even a great writer, Mr. Francisco Struk, who was present, came to my defence, lending credence to my words, which calmed the fervour I had provoked.

The Americans became interested in investigating my account and, in conjunction with Mr. M. Ge Be, invited me to show them the place where I saw and boarded the ship.

On this occasion, we were accompanied by a military engineer, a mathematics professor of American nationality, and Salvador Gutiérrez, a young, experienced press photographer. The excursion was a success. The engineer, guided by me, made calculations, and we soon located the exact site, verifying the dimensions of the craft. This restored the confidence that my driver friend had caused me to lose, and I acquired new knowledge: that the craft in question always leave a mark where they land, always in uninhabited areas. In this particular case, since it landed in a place covered with tall vegetation, the vegetation was burned in a strange way, unknown to us, and remained that way a year and a half later. We brought soil samples from inside and outside the mark, which were analysed at Phillips Laboratories, and it was found that there was a very marked molecular difference between the two samples. Shortly afterward, Mr. Jorge Adamski came from California, USA. He also gave a lecture on the subject at the Insurgentes Theater, and claimed to have had numerous contacts with the crew members of the ships.

I was introduced to him at Mr. M. Ge. Be.'s house and limited myself to answering his questions; but without elaborating further. I was then firmly convinced that none of the people I had met possessed more experience than I did, and it seemed to me that they were only seeking my confessions for their own personal gain.

The English writer Mr. Desmond Leslie also passed through this capital, and I had the opportunity to meet him and accompany him for a day and a half, thanks to the interest of the meticulous researcher and journalist Mr. M. Ge. Be., who never rested in seizing every opportunity to investigate my experiences.

I must clarify, as I said before, that I had not told the journalist the complete experience either. As with the other people, I limited myself to relating only a part, since I considered the rest implausible. I was afraid of being ridiculed, because by then I already believed it was right that no one should believe what they hadn't seen with their own eyes.

However... the promise I had made to the crew of the spaceship continued to haunt me.

And this is why I decided to write my story at length and without the limitations imposed by journalism. I hope you will forgive my audacity.
For those versed in telepathy, I will relate at the end of this work something that I have had the torment of perceiving without being able to fully decipher; but which I consider an imperative to fulfill my promise.



CHAPTER 1
It was the second ten days of August 1953... Working a shift in a rental car, I served an American couple, a man and a woman, who asked me to recommend a driver to help them drive a car to the United States via the Laredo highway. Contrary to my usual practice, I was interested in the job and
offered my services, leaving two days later. The car was a magnificent 1952 Buick that moved with ease. The couple was eager to arrive, and we took turns driving the vehicle.
We had traveled less than 500 kilometers, 484 to be exact, when a noise came from the car's transmission. We stopped, afraid of causing serious damage.
My companions decided to go back in search of a tow truck, since on the side of the road and without tools, it was impossible to make any repairs. When my makeshift employers left, I got the jack out to investigate where the noise was coming from.

I positioned it, lifting one wheel; I started the engine connected to the transmission and slid underneath to hear more clearly. From that position, I heard someone approaching, as I could hear footsteps in the grit that accumulates on the side of the road. Alarmed, since when my makeshift employers left and I crawled under the car I hadn't seen anyone nearby and the place is deserted,
I tried to get out as quickly as possible. I hadn't even finished when I heard a strange voice asking me in perfect Spanish what was wrong with the car. I didn't answer, but finished getting out, sitting down and leaning against the car body. In front of me, about five feet away, was a strangely dressed man of short stature. He was no taller than 1.20 meters.

He wore a uniform made of a material similar to corduroy or wool fabric. Nothing was visible except his head and face, whose colour was strikingly similar to ivory. His platinum blonde, slightly wavy hair fell a little below his shoulders and behind his ears. These, his eyebrows, nose, and mouth formed a marvellous ensemble, completed by a pair of bright green eyes reminiscent of a wild beast. He wore a thick belt, rounded at the edges, covered in tiny perforations, and with no apparent seam.

He had a helmet similar to those used for American football, slightly deformed at the back. At the nape of his neck, on this helmet, there was a bulge the size of a pack of cigarettes, also covered in perforations that faded at the edges.

At ear level, there were two round holes, about a centimetre in diameter, from which protruded a large number of thin, trembling wires. Flattened against the back of the helmet, they formed a circle about three and a half inches in diameter. These wires and the protrusion were blue, as were the belt and a seemingly metallic band that finished off the collar of the uniform. The collar and the rest of the helmet were a dull gray.
The man put his right hand to his mouth to ask me if I couldn’t speak? I found the musical, resonant sound of his voice, emanating from a perfect mouth framed by two rows of tiny, snow-white teeth, astonishing.
With some effort, I stood up, bolstered by my physical superiority. The man encouraged me with a gentle smile; but I was still reeling from the strange impression made by the sudden appearance of this singular fellow. Since I didn't feel obliged to answer, I asked him in turn if he was a pilot.
Exceedingly polite, he replied that he was, and that his plane, as we called it, was nearby.
Reassured by his answer, I thought of inviting him into the car. There was a rather unpleasant cold breeze, which increased from time to time as vehicles sped by. Darkness was beginning to envelop us, and the man, instead of accepting or thanking me for the invitation, proceeded to carefully adjust his helmet, making a noise very similar to that of a car at high speed. Various lights began flashing on and off in the perforations of his belt, their intensity increasing rapidly.
The man raised his right arm as if waving goodbye, approached a mound of earth, nimbly reached it, and leaped into the woods bordering the road.
After a moment, I climbed onto the same road and tried to find him, spotting the luminous strip of his belt at a distance, resembling a large group of fireflies. I stayed there until I lost sight of him in the darkness of the woods.
I returned to the car, removed the jack, and, following the advice of some motorcyclists patrolling the roads, moved it off the asphalt, bringing it closer to the edge where it was stopped.
I curled up in the seat, pondering that strange being, and thought that perhaps he was indeed an aviator who had suffered an accident or mishap and had his wrecked plane in the woods.
Finally, I fell asleep. It must have been quite some time, because I was sound asleep when loud banging on the front passenger-side window woke me up. At first glance, I saw two people outside the car. I assumed they were the owners returning. Without thinking, I opened the door, and I was shocked to find it was my “acquaintance,” now in the company of another individual who looked just like him and was dressed in the same way. Without realizing it, I invited them in, which they immediately accepted. 
It was then that, for the first time, I felt the strange sensation that these beings were somehow superior to me. As if it were a premeditated warning, when I stretched out my right arm toward them, trying to help them close the door, I felt a sharp pain like a sudden blow to the elbow, followed by a numbness that momentarily paralyzed my arm. The impression was so strong that, instinctively, I pressed myself to the left, putting space between us. A moment later, a warmth emanating from their bodies or their uniforms was felt, which was pleasant, since the temperature in the region is cool at that time of year.
Without any introductions, the one who had visited me earlier, who was staying in the center, asked me if I had managed to fix the car. I replied that I didn't have enough tools to attempt a proper repair and therefore I had no choice but to wait for my companions, who had gone in search of help.
A moment of anticipation followed, and I realized they were trying to observe me with a certain expectation.
I turned on the car's interior lights and, just to ask something, I asked if they were European. The perfection of their features made me understand that they didn't belong to a race within my knowledge.
Smiling slightly, the one in the middle, who was carrying on the conversation, told me they were from a place much more distant than I knew or could imagine.
That mention of a place gave me a strange feeling; but it didn't occur to me to think of other planets, only other countries.
"Our place," he said, "is much more populated than this one. It's difficult to find much space between people."
Then the man started talking so much that I was perplexed. They contrasted sharply, he with his loquacity and his companion with his silence. The second, who was fuller-faced and generally more robust, only made small head movements, occasionally revealing his small, gleaming white teeth, but without uttering a word.
The shorter man continued, saying that his place could be called a continuous city, that it covered everything, as its streets stretched endlessly, never intersecting at the same level, and that there were so many vehicles and such a variety that I would easily be amazed.
He asserted that these vehicles did not use mineral or vegetable fuels, as the gases from these types of fuels are harmful to organisms.
He also stated that their propulsion was provided by both the central heat of his planet and the sun, as these were inexhaustible sources of energy.
He went on to say that along their sidewalks ran endless moving walkways that saved pedestrians from having to walk, and that people never occupied the street's surface, since it was metallic and conducted the force that propelled their numerous vehicles.
These are completely different from the ones you use. You'll see that with the material and space you use to transport six passengers, we carry twenty-five, in some cases up to fifty, and that's just on the first floor. He said this while glancing around the interior of the spacious car we were in. But we
have them up to ten stories high. 

All this was making me suspicious, since I didn't know of any country in our world that didn't use some kind of fuel in some of its vehicles. It could be that they were overpopulated, but that was the extent of it in terms of their cities.
I also didn't know of any that were mechanized to that degree.
Those men were starting to seem like a couple of jokers to me. I asked how they managed to grow food, given their large population. I asked jokingly; but he calmly replied: That long ago they cultivated food in far greater numbers than we can today. They did so in perforations or pockets, using the walls for that purpose, resulting in indoor and subterranean vegetables.
Some of this seemed logical to me. Other things decidedly not. Now, trying to get my bearings, I asked if they had a sea nearby. He answered offhandedly, that they only had one, but that it was three times deeper than ours.
The thing seemed farcical to me, and I reproached him for his behaviour. The two individuals burst into loud laughter that further irritated me; but I came to think that perhaps my ignorance was greater than I imagined, and if I'm to tell the truth, I wasn't offended.
Seeing my impassivity, the man snapped at me:
"I hope you understand that we're talking about another planet."
"Another planet?" I asked, somewhere between indignant and astonished.
"Yes, man, another world, as you call this one you live in. I think you know they exist?" "Of course I know," I hastened to reply, for the question struck me as offensive.
"Give me a break! How could I not know that other planets exist?" And I finished, to demonstrate my knowledge of astronomy, by asserting that, according to our wise men, no other planet besides our own can have rational inhabitants.
"What makes you think such a thing?" he asked me. "Is it perhaps the deficient means at your disposal for making your calculations? Don't you think it's presumptuous to believe that you are the only beings that populate the universe?"
This was taking on a more serious tone than I had anticipated. Suddenly, I became aware again of the pain I still felt in my arm and also of the strangeness of those men in their uniforms and belts, with their helmets, the odd colour of their skin, the colour of their expressive eyes, and their strange voices, whose sound I could find no resemblance to.
For my poor intellect, these were simply too many pieces of evidence. I decided to keep resisting, 
and told them that everything seemed unbelievable to me.
"True," he replied. "It seems unbelievable to your way of thinking; but, tell me, why does it seem unbelievable?"


CHAPTER 2
The question was so unexpected that it threw me off. I randomly replied that I thought I knew, from the calculations of our astronomers and mathematicians, that some planets in our solar system are too cold and others too hot.
"Well, then. Let me give you a simple example: you have extremely cold places, and yet people live there who, without any artifice or mechanical aids of any kind, manage to survive, relying solely on their own resources. Now imagine those same people endowed with the necessary elements, useful for creating the climate or environment they need. What does it matter to them how far they are from the sun, if it gives them the means necessary to protect themselves and, moreover, to turn what is harmful into something beneficial? Now, another small example..." I continued listening.
"You've probably noticed that an individual, using only a small tank in which they store what they need to breathe, can be outside their environment without endangering their organic structure."
The example illuminated my mind, and without wasting any time, I asked him:
"Do you have to breathe something different from what our bodies are used to?"
"Of course," he replied, satisfied.
"But I don't see anything extra."
"You don't see anything because, according to your way of thinking, it must be extra; but touch here..." he said, inviting me to touch what must have been his stomach, and there I felt a semi-hard consistency, different from how ours feels.
He then completed the explanation:
"We carry here what gives us life. It's injected directly into the lungs."
"This is truly marvellous!" I exclaimed enthusiastically. But... what the heck! doubts continued to assail me. He noticed, so he told me to ask whatever I wanted, and he would answer.
To begin, I asked him if they came from another world, what kind of vehicle did they use?
He replied that he had already told me his ship was nearby and that I would soon have the opportunity to see it, if I so desired.
A question was flitting in my mind, but I couldn't find a way to ask it without offending him. It occurred to me that, since the adults were so small, what would the children be like?
And to my astonishment, as if he were reading my mind, he answered my thought in the following way:
"I'm going to explain what you want to know, that is, what's related to children. In our world, we don't see children in the streets. From birth, they are under the guardianship of what we might call the government, and it is responsible for their care until they reach the appropriate age." They are then classified according to their physical and mental qualities and assigned a specific place where they are needed.
This operation is generally carried out in pairs, man and woman, and it occurred to me to ask him how they acclimatized an individual from a cold area to a hot one, or vice versa.

"As you can see, we don't have this problem. For the simple reason that our entire world enjoys a single, uniform climate, and this climate is not natural, but artificial, created by ourselves. You will now understand that we enjoy a single, benign climate, without having extreme regions like you do. Besides, our population wouldn't allow us that luxury."
That, for me, was already leading to complete conviction. Everything seemed favourable to what he was saying, and it was beginning to seem logical. Again, my mind gave way to another question. It was related to their single sea, and I hadn't even finished formulating it when he interrupted my thought:
"I already told you that we have one sea, and it contains as much liquid as all of yours combined." From it we obtain all the materials we use to build our buildings, to make our clothes, to manufacture our vehicles, and 60 percent or more of our food.
He continued:
-- Our ships today are not as you conceive and build them. Ours are equally at home in the air, on the water, or in some other place without danger of any kind. In that sea, at great depths, there are enormous factories with systems different from those you use. These systems attract the inhabitants of the sea. There they are selected and scientifically exploited.
To my astonishment, he added:
-- As you can understand, in our sea there are no disturbances of any kind, since we have it at our service and under our control, and therefore such contingencies are eliminated.
This had already become a constant concern for me. I longed to know more about those people.
I asked him how they spoke Spanish so well. He replied that they could speak any language in a short time, no matter how difficult; that in their world, countless languages ​​were spoken, just as in ours; that now they only used one made up of the easiest words, and that they had achieved this in an extremely efficient and simple way.
I asked him if they knew our entire world.
He assured me that they not only knew it superficially, but also its structure and all the customs of the different regions, however remote they might seem to us. He said that they achieved the former with appropriate devices equipped on all their ships, and the latter with selected people from among themselves, those who most closely resembled us physically.
They usually left them well-supplied near the place they were interested in investigating and picked them up at the opportune moment.
I was beginning to worry about their aims in our world. So, when I asked him, he answered, illustrating his response with a bit of history:
-- The stage you are going through now, we lived through some thousands of years ago. In our world there were wars and destruction, setbacks and advances;
but one day equanimity arrived. Political leaders were overthrown and wise and distinguished humanists were elected in their place. In place of the arrogant, ambitious, and selfish, who only sought profit for their own benefit, who were annihilated like the opportunists, men dedicated to the collective improvement were put in place.
-- There was a total change in public administration and, little by little, vanity, which was the best ally of the exploiters, disappeared, and morality in all its aspects finally took firm root. Now we are governed by true sages who strive for better food, better clothing, and a better and uniform education. Privileges are over. Now, in the same place, those who likely come from wealthy families and those who come from poor families receive physical and mental education. Those who excel during that period of their lives are sent to a place where they can freely and without worry develop their abilities.
He added:
-- What you call Nation or Homeland has completely disappeared. We are only citizens of our world. We don't use flags or any kind of identification. Every child is tattooed on their feet at birth. It's like a card that tells of their origin and abilities. That's how they grow up without complexes, healthy and free.
The hours had passed quickly. It was beginning to get light when we got out of the car. To tell the truth, I didn't know if what had happened to me was real, but it must be, since I was only an inch away from those two people, ready to verify what they had told me.
They went ahead a little, climbing onto the dirt edge. And suddenly they turned their faces, as if trying to catch me in some suspicious movement.
 I noticed that intermittent, loud sounds were coming from their helmets and belts, sometimes rising in pitch until they hurt my ears. Curiosity got the better of me, and I had no choice but to ask them what the belts were for. The question, it seemed, filled them with satisfaction.
The short one fixed his gaze on the belt. His companion just raised his hands to it, without taking his eyes off me. But their expressions suggested that, with that marvel on, they felt immune to any danger.
Or at least that's what it seemed to me. Their bright, gleaming eyes showed affection and confidence.
Finally, the short one looked up and said to me:
"This is a device used to immobilize any mechanism or enemy." "Now tell me," he continued, "your curiosity satisfied, do you wish to see the machine? Come with us." He sealed the invitation with a broad, friendly smile. I didn't think it proper to refuse them. Therefore, I hurried to follow. The ground was muddy. Our men waded through the puddles, searching for firmer footing. Suddenly, I noticed that where their feet touched the mud, it split open without sticking, like a hot iron.
I saw my shoes. They were completely covered in mud, which even stained my trouser legs. The discovery gave me the feeling of walking behind two ghosts, and unconsciously I began to fall behind, increasing the distance between the men and me, but without ceasing to follow them. That was only the beginning of a series of surprises that would be forever etched in my mind.
A few meters ahead, unexpectedly, I saw before me the majestic ship they had told me about. It emerged dazzling, surrounded by foliage, like a gigantic egg in an enormous nest. I stopped in my tracks and began to contemplate what was before me. A majestic, flattened sphere rested on three buoys that formed a triangle. At the top, it had a cable slightly inclined inwards, about a meter high, surrounded by holes that resembled portholes like those used on ships.

The whole thing was impressive and gave the impression of great strength. It was a colour very similar to that produced on a piece of steel that has been ground too long against an emery wheel, but with a diffuse transparency.

When the men were about a meter and a half away, they both reached up and placed their right hands on their belts, and immediately an opening began to appear and widen in the lower part of the sphere, eventually becoming a ladder. Two cables, apparently elastic, served as handrails, as they flexed when the men leaned on them.

I had remained about seven meters away; but, since the craft was in a hollow, I could see that, indeed, the men didn't leave a single particle of mud on the steps that they might have carried on their feet.

I could also see how the bulkier one disappeared inside, and the other stood halfway up, leaning on the handrail, turning to face me, inviting me to come closer. Although something pulled me in the opposite direction, I made an effort and kept walking until I was about a meter away from the craft. Something must have changed inside me, because the fear or misgiving I had felt until then turned into boldness. I began to imagine that what I had in front of me wasn't a craft at all, and I even found it somewhat resembling a conventional explorer's house. When the man repeated his invitation, I decisively moved forward and began to climb after him. We came out through a kind of skylight or round hole, roughly half a meter in circumference, onto a horizontal platform. When I realized it, the hole we had entered through had been unexpectedly sealed. I was certainly impressed; But, despite being enclosed inside that thing, light passed through, and the part that must have faced the
staircase we climbed seemed to be made of glass, for one could look out through it with perfect clarity.
I began to scan my surroundings. A wall descended from the ceiling, forming an angle with the platform.
On this wall, I could make out something that might well have been a backrest, although it was far too high.
At an angle to that misshapen backrest—for it was something else entirely—was what must have been the seat, divided into three sections, viewed from the front, with what looked like seat covers, but these had been lifted to the sides.

I must have seemed like a fool in a bazaar, because the men just stared at me.

Finally, the one who spoke Spanish invited me to walk around a bit, but now it seemed to me that it wouldn't lift even an inch under my weight, so I ironically told him that I'd like to try.
They pointed to the middle seat, taking the ones on either side themselves.

The seat was plush, to a degree I'd never experienced before, and I've spent at least two-thirds of my life in car seats, so I couldn't deny that I'd like to equip my work car with a seat like that.

But wait, if the seat was surprisingly soft, the backrest was even better. Just leaning back slightly was enough to easily lose myself in that pleasantly cozy mass.
The covers were lowered, and I immediately felt a light pressure on my legs and part of my abdomen. They fit with such pressure and firmness that it felt like being inside a bale of sponge rubber.
What was above my legs was none other than an instrument panel. Like each of the sides, these panels were identical, and the machine could be operated from either one.

I'd really like to describe one of these panels, and I'm going to try.

They are like a small rectangular table, slightly tilted towards me.
Next to my chest, and standing out noticeably from the other instruments, was a screen, no larger than a car headlight with a convex surface. It appeared clear and luminous, with astonishing clarity. Beside this screen, on each side, were two round protrusions, one white and the other black. I should clarify that the colours of all the instruments were luminous, more intense than the fluorescent light we know. In front, next to the aforementioned screen, were three small wheels, two positioned vertically and one in the middle, in a horizontal format.

To the right side, a series of keys could be seen, the first one wide and the others narrow. Halfway down the first key, this keyboard begins with the largest key, white, and as you move further away, the colour gradually darkens until it ends in a glossy black.

At the opposite end, on either side, within easy reach of the thumbs of the little men, were two tiny, angled finger rests, pointing outwards.
On the left side, in a row, just like the keyboard, were levers shaped like small rackets or paddles, which were manipulated by pulling them forward.
Finally, in front of the screen and approximately in the centre of the board, were four crescent-shaped pieces, with a circular bottom and flat surface. It tilted in the centre, so only two movements are visible on each piece. These pieces form a cross.
These boards are complemented by a cylinder placed at the rear end. Inside this cylinder, five sections move at different speeds, with the readings taken diagonally. It changes colour as it rotates, going from white to black.
That was more or less what the board looked like. The movements of the machine are reproduced on it at the crew member's will.
Observing all this, I didn't realize when we started to ascend. The ascent was smooth, slow, and vertical.


CHAPTER 3
I could see the abandoned car at my feet.

We continued climbing, always vertically, always with the car at my feet as our target, seeing it for the last time in a blurry shape, no bigger than a child's toy car.

My companions instructed me on how to operate the screen. It was enough to turn any of the side wheels to bring everything outside the craft into sharp and precise focus, from the top, right,
bottom, and left. The central wheel, which was horizontal, zoomed in to give the impression that it was a meter away from us.

I forgot to mention that at the far right of the control panel there is a ball embedded in a socket, ending in a round lever. This moves a black dot across the entire screen, serving as a reticule when
it is necessary to use different weapons, which I will try to describe later.

Finally, everything was covered in clouds, and we continued climbing. The men were looking for a clearing so I could see our planet, because they thought, and rightly so, that it would impress me.

For my part, I felt calm. I tried to find the reason for this calmness, because it didn't seem normal to me. My temperament is nervous by nature, and besides, I had never been on a plane before, and that alone seemed reason enough to be anxious.

I remembered that just moments before boarding the plane I felt fear. I remembered seeing the chubby man disappear inside the stairwell and I longed at that moment for the other man to do the same, so I could "fly" back to the road and get into the car, which offered me security. However, at a certain point, that fear disappeared, and now I even felt indifferent about the fate of the abandoned car.

I was beginning to worry that I was under the influence of those men.

However, I tried to push those worries out of my mind, and I distracted myself by watching them manoeuvre on the control panels and looking out through the walls, observing the effect. I even felt admiration for the simplicity and manoeuvrability of that craft, which even a child could operate.

When we entered a clear space, they pointed out what was at our feet. 
I confess that, however resentful I was, and even if I had been sure that I had boarded the craft under some strange influence, I would have found it forgivable.

What lay before me was a marvelous sight, a sphere slightly opaque, somewhat blurred, which at times transformed into a round, trembling mass, like an unrealistic jelly.

I could say with certainty that we were flying over the central part of the American continent, since
I could distinguish with relative ease, as they faded into an endless abyss, both the wide part of the Mexican Republic and the narrower part of the continent.

Then the men pointed to the small screen, advising me to turn the central dial.
And why should I deny it? I have neither the words nor the knowledge to express what I felt, nor to describe what was just a few meters from my astonished eyes, which, to believe it, I had to tear away from the screen and look back through the wall of the ship that seemed more real, more believable.

Within that small, crystal-clear circle, where, at my whim and with just the movement of that tiny control, I could bring and shrink an entire world, down to its most insignificant details, and see our elongated continent swimming in a liquid mass that faded into blue and red, until its contours disappeared into an infinite void.

That incredible spectacle was so deeply etched in my mind that many times I have woken up startled, feeling as if I were floating in a void and drawn to that enormous sphere that I once contemplated, perhaps against my will.

When the men thought it was enough—and they thought so because if they had consulted me, I would have asked them to let me admire it until I was satiated—but for them, time was of the essence, and we soon entered large masses of clouds, some so intense that they obscured the interior of the ship.
Here I received another marvellous impression. We had just emerged from the pitch-black belly of a black cloud when, suddenly, a vivid, blood-red light flooded the ship, changing the appearance of everything inside. Everything changed shape; the men's faces looked bony and spectral, and mine must have taken on a terrible aspect as well, because the little man hastened to tell me not to be afraid, for it was the sun that was giving us that colour; but to me, it seemed more like I was inside a powerful, red spotlight.

Suddenly the movement ceased, or rather the sensation that we were traveling at terrifying speeds. And we were left suspended in the air.
Now another great surprise, no less pleasant than the previous one. It was a gigantic black disc, dazzling, blinding. We slowly circled it, as if recognizing it. The sun's rays bounced off its polished
surface. It was motionless, as if allowing itself to be sniffed out by the now small craft we occupied.

Finally, we were motionless again in front of the gigantic disc. We saw how a lid, the same size as our craft, opened on the top and also how it began to slide inside that monster. We could perfectly feel the friction on the underside, at our feet, as if it were sliding on rails.
This sensation ceased; the panels opened, leaving us once again in Freedom; The men stopped, indicating that I should follow them; the skylight opened, and through it we left that part of the ship. The door of this section was open, and through it we descended into an enormous vault in which there were no columns other than those forming the framework in which our small ship had been fitted.
Inside, there was intense light, though the source was not visible. Rather, it seemed as if every surface within our sight produced light.
The men went beyond the place where our ship had come to a stop, where a wall cut across the circumference, and I followed them with an indifference that only now, when I recall it, sends a shiver down my spine.
Shortly before reaching the wall, a section like a subway slid smoothly open – one half on each side. Following the 2 men, we found ourselves now in a space in the shape of half moon.
Occupying the front part, that is, the semi-circular part, was a kind of wide cinema screen, only intensely bright. At the bottom of the screen a long and narrow table, liberally covered with instruments, among which a large number of small, but incredibly vivid covers stood out with different readings, three rows of keys also stood out, which resembled the keys of an equal number of pianos arranged for a concert and a large number of knobs completed the amazing instrument panel.
Next to it were three voluminous seats. I was so distracted by what was in front of me that I didn't realize that I was surrounded by people, who made up a total of eight with my friends. They apologized for my inexcusable distraction. They informed me that they were happy that inside their ship - which was none other than the enormous thing we were inside, there was something that caught my attention.
Four of those who were there dressed the same as my friends. The other two, they were undoubtedly the leaders, since their bearing and appearance in general denoted not only more mature, but also an authoritative personality, not to mention that the uniform they wore was a shiny brown colour that gave them a distinguished appearance implying a senior rank and, as if this were not enough to differentiate them, it was enough to observe the reverence with which others viewed them.
Everything that had been happening to me since the morning we got out of the car made seemed so unreal that I was beginning to feel a sense of detachment that I feared.
I began to think that at any moment I would maybe find myself back in the car.
But it wasn't like that. I was alive and wide awake.
The leaders of that ship invited me to stay with them for some time, well, as they told me, they felt real satisfaction in having a man of my breed as a guest.
On the right side and in front of the huge screen there was a row of beds, well I don't think that someone of our race who saw them would think they were something else.
Naturally they differ somewhat from ours; but only for its simplicity, as the beds were reduced to frames about a meter and a half long and one meter wide and two inches (50mm) thick. The filling material was yielding,, porous, soft and had to be supported by some mesh of resistant and inelastic material.
Along this frame and properly spaced were two notched cuffs that, by turning them, the bed took on different positions, being able to become a comfortable armchair, without legs of any kind, since the frame was built into the wall and therefore, converted into an armchair, it was hanging or suspended.
Fulfilling the offer they made me to me to give a demonstration of how that wonderful ship worked, the beds were transformed, taking seat, my two friends, the bosses and one more of those who were on the ship. The three sunk into the monstrous seats, next to the instrument panel.
Suddenly a kind of very high-pitched whistle began to be heard and the screen divided into three bands along its entire length. The band in the middle showed red lights which began to travel around the screen, which started in the most unexpected places and always faded at the edges, increasing in thickness most of the time before disappearing.

That caught my attention, and I asked one of the supervisors what it was, since I was sitting in the middle of them.
They explained that they were cosmic particles, which a powerful repulsive force generated by the machine was pushing out of our way so they wouldn't damage the ship.
That was interesting, because as they crossed paths in different directions, they formed whimsical shapes that would have been enough to keep me entertained for several days without getting bored.
It was clear that a lot of time had passed, because my stomach was telling me so. Unexpectedly, one of the men with us stood up and, going to the left side of each chair, pulled out a piece that was part of a long, articulated arm; then he went to the corner opposite where we were sitting and returned with two small trays, one on each arm.

The trays formed a square about six inches across and were divided into five deep sections, each filled with something substantial, with a flavour so pleasant that I found it hard to compare it to anything I had eaten before.

But it wasn't just pleasant-tasting; it was also incredibly comforting.
Shortly after eating this food, I felt a pleasant satisfaction of comforting optimism that erased all my problems and worries from my mind.
My eyes were closing. Naturally, there was an explanation. The night before, I had barely slept, and I had driven at least 300 kilometres. Then there were the various emotions I had experienced, and if that weren't enough, now I was inside a fantastic spaceship surrounded by strange people.
Strange, yes; but they made me feel like the most important man on earth.
They were overflowing with kindness and gentleness, as if they truly felt obligated to me. And, why deny it, they made me feel ashamed and insignificant.

Finally, I couldn't avoid it, no matter how hard I tried or how much I resisted; sleep overcame me, and I knew nothing more.

When I woke up, I was transformed, although I hadn't changed position or location. Everything I was wearing had disappeared.

Now my body was covered in a uniform similar to theirs, only without a belt. The neckband was also missing, as were my shoes. The ones I was now wearing were a kind of one-piece sandal that covered me down to my ankles.
I was also wearing trousers, as tight as a bullfighter's. I felt them physically attached to my body, but without hindering me in the slightest. What covered me from the waist up resembled a sweater that you put on over your head, tight round the neck.
The sleeves reached my wrists, and the closed, tight collar reached my Adam's apple. The clothing didn't have any joins. The garments were without zippers, buttons or pockets, and there was no sign of any kind of seam. The material was thick; in some places, it felt at least an inch thick. Incomparably cool, it gave me the sensation of being naked. The men, seeing my surprise, explained that they had taken that liberty because it was absolutely necessary to protect me. They had tried to wake me, but hadn't succeeded.
And what they did manage to do was make me feel sorry for them, because changing my clothes without my noticing was the height of absurdity; but I did believe them, because I remembered that once, when I was still a child, some friends had taken me out of a car and leaned me against a tree. Why not believe what they said?

Besides, we didn't have time to waste on trivialities.
The men woke me up so that I could see with my own eyes the marvellous spectacle that was about to unfold before me.
They told me not to take my eyes off the screen so that I wouldn't miss a single detail.
Sure enough, a little while later a small ball the size of a marble appeared. It looked completely different from everything else that was crossing the screen at breakneck speed.
This one didn't change position and just kept increasing in size. Now it was the size of a golf ball. It seemed wonderful and was coming straight toward us.
Later it reached the size of a medium-sized ball. It didn't change colour and was a shimmering red, like a ball of burning coals. About the size of a ball. It hadn't moved, and if things continued as they were, it threatened to fill the entire screen. It looked like it was barely going to miss us. Was
that ball obsessing me, and I couldn't take my eyes off it? I was starting to feel afraid.
Everyone else on board felt it too. You could see it on their faces.
They were also watching closely, and I think worried. Our target was now at least a meter away. I tried to stand up.

Both officers simultaneously told me to stay in my seat quietly; but no one was doing anything to prevent the terrible collision. I looked at them, desperate; but they didn't seem to care.

That fantastic ball was almost covering the middle of the screen.

I tried to stand again, and this time I felt the pressure of two small but powerful arms on my legs.
The man to my right told me we weren't in any danger, that we were entering another world, the world they lived in, and that what we were seeing was just an atmospheric layer covering them.


CHAPTER 4
We inevitably arrived. The ball now covered all three screens. I began to feel a suffocating heat; but only I did, the others were unfazed, and I attributed it to my nervous state.
I had managed to overcome the dangerous sensation of shock.
Now the lower screen was covered with small squares, divided by deep, straight channels.
The squares began to grow larger; they were now more distinct. They were covered with something that looked like bushes, and on top of the bushes were some other things. 

We had just passed by some, I could see some ships like the small one we were carrying inside.
I saw a larger craft that covered the entire square.
We began to descend vertically. We went straight onto one of the squares, as could be clearly seen on the lowest screen.
Everyone stopped what they were doing, and we prepared to exit. The cabin door opened. To the left was a thick column, attached to the wall, which I hadn't noticed when we entered. A section revolved into itself, revealing a staircase with semi-circular rungs. The leaders go ahead. One descends, then the other. They disappear into the hollow column. My friends signal me to follow them. That operation reminded me of parachuting. I place a foot on a rung, and as I hold onto the one in front of me, it begins to descend smoothly like a paternoster elevator, and doesn't stop until it reaches the floor, five meters below the lower wall of the ship. 
We are under its belly, and indeed, it is black and shiny. All around me are small trees, all covered in fruit. The air is fragrant. Among the trees are thick metal posts, also black. Our ship rests on them. There are also walkways in every direction, which are at least half a meter above ground level and sound hollow when stepped on.
The trees are no more than two meters tall. Their bare branches have no leaves, and the ground is free of fallen leaves. Their branches are quite thick and disproportionate to the trunk. Each one is laden with fruit.
I touched one and felt its rind was extremely thin. The fruit was soft, as it is when ripe.
Each tree was supported by the trunk, with four arms coming from the ground, open at an angle like legs at the surface and meeting together at the trunk, which were attached to two half channels that embrace the tree.

I examined the soil, but cold see it bears no resemblance to ours. It looked like powder, something like ground rubber or fine sand. It was black and damp, extremely damp, but not with water, rather with a viscous liquid. My friends assure me that it is indeed not soil but a chemical product, and that the trees are not supported by their roots, but that these serve only to nourish them. They also assure me that we are on a rooftop and that this is a tank to contain all the material with which they feed their fruit orchard.

We continue along a corridor to the edge, which is a thick railing. I look down and realize that what I thought were canals are actually streets. Down below, several vehicles are moving and along the walls there are a large number of people, all lined up in order. They don't bump into each other.

If I raise my face, I find something truly astonishing: a very high and continuous vault, whose end is nowhere in sight. My friends say that it covers their entire world, but it is not only that, it also emits rays of light in all directions.

They continue explaining that it's a layer of thick clouds, into which they've mixed substances that, when they receive the sun's rays, absorb the heat and light, re-emit it, multiplying it, and use it to illuminate themselves. They assure me that they don't have nights.
The weather is sweltering, and I'm starting to feel short of breath. I can't breathe enough.
I feel sick, I pull at the collar of that shirt, and it gives way. It's elastic, but I can't get enough relief. My face burns. I think I'm going to faint, and I lean against the railing.
The men who were looking after me expected this reaction and had come prepared; they offer me a large piece of something like rubber, about the size of a cigar, and tell me to suck on it as if I were smoking it.
The reaction is remarkable. With each suck, I regain strength until I feel normal.
The collar of my shirt is tight again, but it doesn't bother me anymore. Beneath that monumental vault, countless ships like the one we have inside can be seen, many more like the large one, all black. They cross paths swiftly at different heights. I notice that the height at which they operate depends on their direction of travel.
There aren't only ships of this shape. There are also tubular ones, of various sizes, long and thick; there are spherical ones, and these also come in different sizes. They resemble glass globes. One that looks like a pear or an egg passes above us. It's low to us and moves slowly. I'm assured that it's also a transport ship. One thing is striking: despite the speed and profusion of vehicles, they don't collide.

A gigantic ship was descending in front of us, and as it crossed paths with a small one, the latter
swerved with astonishing speed. I don't think the crew intervened.
I inquired, and they explained the phenomenon to me: all machines have repulsive forces, and if one imprudently enters the path of another, the latter repels it like a ball.
We walked along the corridor next to the railing until we reached a corner of the rooftop.
There, the elevators were arranged along that entire side. They weren't the enclosed type like the ones we're familiar with, but rather had three sides covered by a solid, rigid grate. We leaned back against this grate. I held on tightly with my hands; but the controls were right where I was leaning.

One of the supervisors asked me if I was hungry, and, I swear, up till then I hadn’t felt hungry - didn't even think of food; but I answered that I was. Because, as it happens, this building is a cafeteria, he remarked, laughing.

Indeed, as we descended, we stopped at each floor; but they were all too crowded. We continued descending. Finally, on one floor, we discovered several empty spaces and jumped down. 
A great harmony reigned in all the movements of the people. They didn't get in each other's way or chatter. Each person arrived, took their food, sat down, finished it, returned the empty tray, and left. I noticed that the front wall we were standing by on the way down was also covered with elevators. And the two remaining walls had been converted into surrounding cupboards, covered with trays, just like the ones we used on the ship. The floor of this place was covered with small chairs, which were complemented by a reversible flat section on which the tray was placed. How wonderful! Now the food tasted better. My friends offered me a double portion, and I ate until I was satisfied. There were ten flavours, all different colours. I also noticed that the trays were so many different colours that I got tired of counting them, and the men assured me that each colour has five different flavours, resulting in thousands of flavours; but, of course, they all have the same consistency. The spoons they use are somewhat similar to our flat, slightly curved shovels and are very tiny. The people I saw in this building were no more than a meter tall. All tiny, but well-proportioned. They all wear clothes like the ones I had been given, in different colours. In this climate-controlled world, there is a continuous orgy of colours, wherever you look. Men and women dress the same, and from the front, they are distinguished only by the woman's unique form. When they speak, their voices are calm. Not so the men's, which is harsh and even somewhat unpleasant to the ear. They all have platinum blonde, wavy hair that falls to their shoulders.
Green eyes and ivory skin are also common.

My friends explained that the race is small because they want it that way, since the process is scientific. As for the colour of their skin, hair, and eyes, it's due to the climate prevailing on that planet.
My first two friends and I remained in the dining hall. The other people had left us, as they had to submit their reports and check in.
We spent our time snooping around freely. It was wonderful to be among so many human dolls, to whom I must have seemed like a monster.
We left the dining hall in the same elevator and arrived at what would be the mezzanine. This floor is completely empty. People walk through it. There are no doors between streets. The two front walls without elevators are made up of a series of arched entrances, and in the centre are two that are more spacious than the rest. Vehicles pass by, there's a lot of light, but the source isn't visible.
You could say the walls produce it. We walk on a cushioned floor, polished like metal.

We headed out onto the street and stopped when we reached the plaza. The pedestrians moved at a moderate speed. They were divided into three lanes: two moving in opposite directions, and the middle one was stationary. People moved nimbly from the moving lane to the stationary one, and from there to the lane coming from the opposite direction, or they entered a building. The facades were smooth, without any windows, completely blank. Their beautiful colours seemed like glass, or rather, mirrors, as the image was reflected with clarity. The joins of the building materials were visible on each floor, but only along the entire length.

Each building was a single colour. That's how they were distinguished. There were no signs of any kind. The cafeterias, for example, were blue, and you'd find one every four blocks.

 The street channel is wide, divided in the centre by a narrow curb, and covered by a kind of metal strip, one narrow and one wide, the narrow one yellow and the wide one dark brown.

I only find two types of vehicles, ground vehicles, we might say, since we can't really call them land vehicles. They are small, individual vehicles for one person. This one is equipped with two rollers. They don't match our idea of ​​a well-proportioned wheel, as they are short and wide. Only one person rides on them, but there are some with three rollers. In the first type, there is a seat with a backrest, and on the front wheel, there is only a handle no larger than one person's hand. It is operated like a handlebar. In the second type, the seat is wide and also has a backrest and footrests. Like the others, it is operated with the handle. These types of vehicles are often seen abandoned in almost every building, on the mezzanine level, and anyone can use and abandon them as they please. The three-wheeled ones are usually ridden by pairs, men and women. You see them traveling at a good speed, generally on the narrow lanes.
The other type of ground-level vehicle could be called a bus. They resemble the frames of small, unfinished buildings. Most have ten floors, although some have fewer. This type of transport is unusual, as it doesn't pick up and drop off one person, but rather entire floors. And since I found the system interesting, I'm going to try to describe it in detail, but first, let's look at the streets to understand it better.
They rise and fall, forming underpasses at every corner, so the vehicles always pass under a bridge every two blocks, and the space beneath it is used to house the platforms that pick up passengers.

Now let's look at the vehicles that travel about a metre out from the sidewalks.
And since we're on the subject, let's complete their description: a rigid railing runs its entire length, separating it from the street. Where the curb would normally be, the endless mouth of a suction collector is open, responsible for sucking up any dust that the continuous rolling of the vehicles might produce on the ground—the only acceptable waste in this world, where absolute cleanliness is evident. As I mentioned, they are frames that sit on a platform that serves as their base. This platform, in turn, rests on several rows of rollers.
Each row generally has five strong rollers, and there are up to ten rows in total.
This is the traveling frame, and just like it, there are two at each stop. They are
rollerless themselves, and are lined up one behind the other.

Now I will try to describe the passenger compartment, where the passengers sit. It is a
box with up to ten seats in a row, each row seating five or six people.

Naturally, they are small. Each box is a complete mechanism.
The vehicle arrives at its stop and aligns itself with millimetre precision, parallel to the
first fixed frame. A sharp click is heard, and a section extends toward said fixed frame. It travels a few more meters until it aligns with the next section and receives another box full of passengers.

They said earlier that each of these boxes is a complete mechanism because the seats are mounted on a belt that, as soon as it is inside the fixed frame, begins to rotate, placing each seat within reach of a type of escalator with bars, automatically.

People use both the escalators and the seats with great ease. These elevators lead to underground passageways, and to board one of these vehicles, the process is reversed. There are no drivers or motorcyclists. They don't use trolley poles. Nor do they run on tracks, and yet they are so precise in their stops that I think even if an intelligent machine were to operate them, it couldn't achieve greater accuracy. They travel one after the other, sometimes in a tight line. In certain places, they reach speeds of up to seventy kilometers per hour or more. They always travel on two of the narrow lanes. The light in the streets comes from the sky, or celestial layer. It is not as bright as the light we enjoy during the day; rather, it is somewhat like the light that reigns in our world at dawn and can be seen emanating from thousands of places at once, like rays of the sun, passing through white and silver clouds that form an infinite reflector.

My friends had told me that there was no artificial light in the streets and that there were no nights either, and the fact that no vehicle carried any means of producing light seemed to confirm what they said. But inside the buildings, the intensity of the light used there was surprising, seeming to emanate from the walls and ceilings. We went for a walk because, although the sidewalks rolled forward, people enjoyed using their little legs and no one let themselves just be carried. On the contrary, it seemed that some were having fun jumping from sidewalk to sidewalk; but I walked clumsily and my only concern was not to step on someone, who would never have forgiven me. The change that takes place within me is remarkable. I feel my mind clear and have a great power of observation. I easily assimilate what they explain to me and experience such a degree of carefree abandon that I almost forget I have to return to my world, although my friends don't know when. I hadn't even realized that they both already spoke Spanish, and I only snapped back to reality when I saw how out of proportion I was to everyone around me, not only in height, but also in ugliness.


CHAPTER 5
From the first time I was on one of its rooftop gardens, I found something that powerfully drew my attention. They were buildings that, although similar to the others, only resemble them up to about halfway up, and from there they rise in a circular shape to a height of perhaps two hundred meters, ending in a round, smooth dome. This extension is a glossy black, the same colour as the circular craft, like the one that transported us to that wondrous world. They are numerous, as they are separated by only four buildings, whichever way you count, meaning that each of them is situated within a group of twenty-four blocks of buildings. They are the only ones that have signs or guides, but these guides, according to my friends, only indicate the zone number that is controlled from them.

My friends assured me that these monstrous buildings were the most important, for from them the administration of the surrounding group is managed, including dining halls, dormitories, cinemas, game rooms, sound rooms, laboratories for food preparation, a medical centre, a clothing factory, and a cleaning laboratory for the clothing. They control the distribution of clothing and food, the climate and lighting for their group, all automatically.

They also assured me that constant communication was maintained with ships and other buildings from their domes. Sounds from across the universe are captured in their towers. These sounds are studied, classified, and materialized. The shape and height of their atmospheric vault are maintained from their domes, and the climate outside the buildings is controlled.
Their preservation is also overseen, and, as if this weren't enough, each one houses a living archive where one can investigate its past, observe the present, and witness the gestation of the future.

Without leaving the rooms, one can observe the construction of buildings, the manufacturing and assembly of all kinds of air and land vehicles, and the preparation of their food and clothing from scratch.
A marvellous self-viewing system is used, allowing the viewer to control the spectacle at will. In each room, there are curtains on the walls, controlled by handles located on either side of the opening. The entire hand rests on these handles, with the thumb on a button. Like a movie theatre, it creates an incredible sense of depth, giving one the impression of actually seeing men, materials, machines, and their processes. These handles allow the viewer to move the spectacle left and right, or stop it, just as if they were in a vehicle traveling through the area; simply pressing the buttons is enough to do so. Since I consider what I saw in some of them interesting, I will try to describe these interesting impressions:
We will begin with something we all know, the tyres of any vehicle.

This is a thing of the past, since nowadays they have a surface as smooth as a mirror and use a different rolling system.
But, as I say, they used a type of tyre very similar to ours, although the manufacturing principle was different.
We, in terms of both land and air transport, have advanced in speed, but not in safety. We launch a car at more than a hundred miles an hour and we leave the outcome to chance, since we ride on four tyres supported by the air inside the tyre or inflated tube, and we know from experience that not only at that speed but even at a third of it, if one of those tyres were to suddenly lose the air holding it up, life depends solely on luck.
Well, they didn't gamble with their lives or leave them to chance; therefore, they sought security in something reliable, the solidity of a material. And their tyres of all types were built on that principle.
And since I saw the entire manufacturing process, I'm able to describe it.
I hope, in this case, that you'll understand me, since my vocabulary is so limited that I don't know if I'll be able to express myself properly.
We'll start with the core, that is, what in our tires represents the pressurized air, which is the basis for a reliable tire.
To achieve this, let's visualize a mould for that core as if we wanted to fit one of our tires into it. This mould is open at the top. It's also divided lengthwise in the centre, forming two equal sections that can be opened to remove the core once it's assembled. The two walls of the mould are covered with perforations along their entire length. This mould rotates on a machine, and the material that will form it is wound around its hollow core. I saw three types of this material: a small hose or tube with the same diameter as a pencil. It was made of a special plastic, but it could just as easily have been the rubber we know. The next type was the same hose, now reinforced with fibre, giving it greater strength. The next type was made of a material that was neither hollow nor solid. It was a cord or rope of the same diameter as the previous ones. It was constructed from fibres, perhaps flax, hemp, coir, or any other fibrous material, naturally twisted and chemically treated, so that it would accept a casing—plastic there, rubber here—just like the fibres that form the casing of our tires.
Well, once the mould is filled with this material, naturally always with the same tension, quantity, and weight, it enters the curing process, mould and all, in order to achieve a compact unit that won't fall apart when removed from the mould.
When the core is finished, both sections rotate in opposite directions without removing from the material, and that's how they detach from the core without damaging it.
Having achieved this, we now have the base for a good, semi-solid, and reliable tire.
After this, we move on to constructing a metal mesh, which will be responsible for increasing its strength and maintaining its shape. There's a machine that weaves this mesh around the outer circumference of our core, and as it's woven, the cores are fed into it, accompanied by a spacer with a slot in the middle. This slot is necessary because on its way, it passes through a circular cutter, which divides each core only the necessary material. Shortly after the mesh is cut, the cores separate from the spacers, which then follow a path, while the cores enter channels that deepen even further until the mesh adheres to the sidewalls, forming a fixed and secure opening. Next, they are coated with the material that will form the tread, in our case, rubber; then they go into moulds that will imprint the tread pattern. They used smooth ones, but let's continue with the process. Once our tyre is finished in this way, we won't be able to mount it on our type of wheel.
Our current Earth wheels are made to be used with empty casings and inflated after mounting.
But we can take advantage of the procedure they used, that is, two discs of thick sheet metal, stamped to the shape of the rim and joined in the centre on the finished rim, complete with the necessary holes for any type of car hub.
We could replace our current, unsafe wheeling system with complete units of this type.
As you can see, these discs can be finished with the utmost beauty, making them worthy of the finest automobile.
This system has some advantages, the main one being the replacement of worn tyres. In our world, this would be a whole industry. 
They now use roller-type motors that work in reverse to ours. We rotate the centre or coiled mass. They rotate the tire or carrier and fix the axle.
As you can see, there isn't much difference in this respect.
Now let's move on to their aircraft. They had assured me that the principle we use to fly is incorrect, since our ships are not only fragile and unsafe, but also depend on fuel for propulsion, which, besides increasing their volume, reduces their range.
That we must find a way to build machines that use the forces that surround us, which are vast. That they, in each ship, carry small but powerful energy sources. That they harness heat as well as cold, light as well as darkness, magnetic lines as well as electrical storms.
The principle of their machinery, in all their ships, is the same, and only its arrangement varies.
I will try to discover the construction process of a small circular ship, that is, what is commonly called a flying saucer in our world.
The first thing we see is the base, that is, the bottom part. It comes unfinished. The enormous hollow circle is visible: its three cavities are also visible, where the bearing marks will be placed. It also has five bases that will house as many sealed bearings, marvellous indeed, into which a liquid, non-natural, laboratory-made material very similar to tin is injected. Each bearing will house the end of a vertical shaft.
There will be five of these shafts, and on each one will roll large, slender flywheels attached to smaller ones.
Three of these shafts house five of the large flywheels; the two remaining ones only four. These large flywheels end in a very sharp angle, which will fit into a groove of the same diameter as the small flywheel. This sharp part I'm referring to is covered with small circles, which very may well be coils, since the small ones that house them are in turn covered with small bars, arranged at an angle around them.
This operation is followed by the placement of the power sources, which will also be five and are shaped like a turkey roasting container.
Everything is properly assembled. Next comes the tubular interior ladder. It is housed between two sets of handwheels, and once everything is arranged in this way, the central cover is placed. It rests between four motorized legs that rotate, rise, or lower at the operators' command. This cover, in turn, has the bearings properly positioned and fits perfectly onto the axles, ladder, and lower part of the vessel. Now we have the engine room that will propel this vessel. Although this is the most laborious part, everything is executed with precision and ease. The same machine that brought the central cover now raises the entire assembly, thus facilitating the placement of the landing legs or support struts. These must be fixed precisely, because when they are not needed, they rotate and disappear into their cavities, leaving a continuous surface with the rest of this part of the vessel. These devices have two types of ladders: a circular one that can descend below the vessel and another cut into the lower part of it. But it coincides with the previous one, which leads to the upper part of the ship, converted into a control room. The upper part, which also arrives on a four-legged motorized crane, like the central hatch, has its platform, rostrum or upper dias, as we may call it. This platform has round ‘windows’ around it, it raises and lowers at will, and when lowered, like the support struts, it leaves a smooth surface extending the shape of the ship, oblong if we see it in profile. These windows are not for direct observation, but rather screens for different uses.
And now the ship is finished. We see the technicians enter who will put everything into operation; but the most important thing is still missing. Here the ship moves at the will of its crew. It goes up, down, operates in different ways and at different angles, but it is unarmed.
Through our observation point or peephole, we followed its movements and saw it approach another apartment, where there were some kind of tubular tanks with a capacity of approximately two hundred litres. One of these tanks detached from the group and went to meet the craft, which approached at a low altitude until it hovered over the cylinder. Everything had moved without the direct intervention of men. The craft descended slowly until it seemed to have swallowed the cylinder. When it rose again, it carried the cylinder inside, and only the small platform on which it had been moving remained on the floor, as it slowly returned to its apartment.
Can you imagine what this cylinder was? Nothing less than a terrible weapon that could disintegrate everything, absolutely everything, at any conceivable distance and also produced vibrations capable of destroying buildings in just a few minutes.
The walls of the craft were more than ten inches thick. The material is transparent, with greater visibility in the lower part where, in some cases, the rotating wheels of its machinery can be seen. These wheels produce luminescence that increases or decreases in intensity depending on the area in which they operate. These wheels rotate at different speeds, with the lower ones being the slowest. Our ship, whose progress we have been following, is semi-finished and now only needs polishing. For this final process, we see it float gently and head towards another department, until it arrives and positions itself in the centre of a gigantic machine, equipped with a series of discs that rotate at high speeds, moving in all directions until they completely cover the ship, making it disappear from our sight.
When this operation is complete, our ship is brand new and ready to undergo all kinds of testing. It goes out into open space and is tested in an incredible way. According to our way of thinking, one can only believe these marvels by seeing them. The tubular ships have two sets of flywheels running their entire length and, depending on the length, can have up to twenty of them on each axis, and they are quite large. One of the characteristics of these ships, according to my friends whom I asked if they lost any on their incursions to other planets, was that they have lost some, but they always blow them up at sea when they are damaged, after picking up their crews, in order to prevent the wreckage from falling into greedy hands. And in all of them, absolutely all of them, the machinery consists of flywheels of different diameters depending on the size of the ship. I think that will finally be the principle we use to propel independent vehicles. But there is one remarkable fact that can serve as a piece of information for our wise men, and it is this:
The number of flywheels, their diameter, and the number of power sources depend on the size of the ship. Given that these sources are small, as I said before, no larger than a turkey roasting tin, and the outer part or lid is covered with small perforations.


CHAPTER 6
Now, continuing the narrative, let's take a look at the process of preparing their food. We'll divide it into two parts, because that's precisely what it is, since they are independent; that is, one of the raw materials comes from the sea, the other from the rooftop gardens; but they both end up in the same place, namely the laboratories.
Let's start with the sea: these are large floating factories, and each one has corrals made of netting that surrounds them at great depths; but there is a place that the enormous fish rarely leave. It's something like a watering hole for beasts in our world, only here it's an oxygenating zone. And it's here that they catch the fish for study and food. In this same area, they are served food consisting of special diets, which must give them excellent results, because I don't think I spent less than an hour observing this process from one of the building's peepholes, and I didn't see them take a single fish to the slaughterhouse that was less than two meters long; I did see them over four meters long. Nor did I see them of different shapes, say, sharks, manta rays, or other species. All the ones I saw being handled had the shape of a gigantic salmon with white, enticing flesh. These enormous fish go through a whole process that I found marvellous, which ends up being transformed into impalpable flour.
And there we have one of the raw materials. The other raw material, as I already mentioned, comes from their rooftop gardens. But let's explain. They have developed a type of fruit, which is generally round and no larger than a small orange, like a papaya fruit. They are fleshy fruits and without fibre. Their skins are as thin as plums and they have no pit. They assured me of this before I could verify it myself. The processing of these fruits also ends in powdered flour. Both materials are then converted back into liquids, to be transported by pipe to the laboratories and from there to the processing sites.
And it was also in one of these buildings where I saw the construction process of their buildings. I had been assured that there were more individuals of my race in that world, and we were there to gather information about them. When I entered, I realized that the building was growing or detaching from the ground. They explained that it was only adding floors, that they did this in reverse to us, which made perfect sense, since they use their rooftops as gardens and landing strips. To see the process firsthand, they took me to the basement, which is where the operation takes place.
I realized that this basement is nothing more than an underground street used by a special type of vehicle to move construction materials, and it is through these basements that thick black pipes run, transporting food, clothing, and everything else needed by the inhabitants.
But let's continue with the building. All the basements are traversed by columns about twenty inches thick, which form the building's framework.
Where we were, everything is ready for expansion. A jack, shaped like a half-round moulding, is placed on each of the columns. 
The column is secured to it by means of a groove with a projection on the jack or clamp.
These are composed of several internal sections, are pneumatic, and are connected to each other with flexible joints.
When everything is ready, a small machine applies force to all the clamps, and the building is raised on them.

The column sections, about two meters long and twenty inches thick, are solid and have a precisely fitting coupling at each corner. They are extremely lightweight, to the point that I could easily carry one under my arm.
They are placed one by one in each hole uncovered when raising the building, and there they remain firm.
The force is released from the jacks, and the building is lowered into place. The backfillers come into operation.
They position the elevator boxes, which, by the way, are also not like ours, as they are autonomous units equipped with rollers on their sides. These roll on a one-piece hub and are assembled in sections, just like the columns. Therefore, they don't use cumbersome and dangerous cables.
When it's their turn to work on the exterior, they simply slide the arched roofing in, and then proceed to fill the resulting gap. 
Some standard equipment emerges, each carrying a roll of material. This material is the width of the exposed area. It's quite a sight to see a small man comfortably seated in a seat that's part of something that looks like a giant spider with astonishing manoeuvrability, safely approaching the precise spot with his roll of material. Another man mounted on a similar contraption, but without any roll of material, equipped only with a small device that he holds in one hand, and with the other he adjusts the end of the material where it will be welded, because that is precisely what they do. With his feet he moves the controls of his rigging, which raises and lowers him in his comfortable seat. Once the end of the roll is secured, the two rigging systems move forward, one carrying the roll and the other welding it in place, and thus, in less time than it takes me to describe it, everything is finished.
Well, everything I saw here in person I saw again in one of the control buildings. Here, in the form of a projection, which studies the work done from different angles. Something that is truly marvellous in its detail.
In this same control building, they located and made contact with the two ground crew members with whom they had planned to interview me, which demonstrates the efficiency of their communications. As I later confirmed, these individuals were on the other side of the world, practically from Mexico to China. I learned that they weren't Spanish but French and that they had been living there for about five years. In one of these buildings, I also saw something that caught my attention. It was related to their past in terms of transportation and food. The first was a conveyor belt, and it was the type that culminated in efficiency and speed. After it came air transport to cover great distances, and this mode of transport became a thing of the past.
It was a giant ball, larger than the spherical craft we use. It is divided into three sections, and the two joints that close the sphere are the rolling surface. They travelled in channels that housed more than half of the transport.
Because of its enormous circumference, it must have reached tremendous speeds, since its rails are extremely smooth. But that's not all; this means of transport could be called inertial speed, since it didn't use any kind of propulsion. My friends gave me a demonstration with a small model, and I saw it rise to a height of four meters, and it would have risen five hundred if the demonstration hadn't ended there. The stopping stations are cubes of the same diameter as the ball, stopping by the action of the pull that compresses within it. This cube or tunnel is equipped with gates and valves to allow the device to exit.
Another thing that caught my attention was the primitive method they used to obtain vegetables in ancient times.
They had told me that there was a time when they cultivated a greater number of vegetables than we know today. So, when the opportunity arose, I asked them if there was any way to learn about the methods they used to achieve this, and since we had little time available, we entered a control building looking for a reproduction of that ancient method. They assured me that what I saw there in the model they would show me in real life if time allowed.
The reproduction was like a waterwheel, which they could rotate to any depth they desired or needed. On the wall of this waterwheel, they made circular cuts, shaping what would be the roof of the flat section below, and also the floor and support of the one above, into an angle or shelf. This system of cross-sectional cuts resembled a group of cones placed one on top of the other with the narrow end facing upwards.
This type of vegetable garden had several windows, the main one protecting them from the scorching sun's rays. According to them, these windows were in use when people hadn't yet learned how to properly protect themselves from the sun's rays.
The second advantage was that they achieved high production on a small surface area with little effort, since they had used an efficient system of elevators since primitive times. According to my friends, some of these waterwheels had hundreds of stories or levels.
Now I'm going to try to relate some things about the sea.
I'll start with some models of boats. I mentioned before that the ones I saw there didn't look much like ours, and more than once I've thought that the difference might be necessary because the water or liquid in which their boats had to float was either denser or thinner, something I didn't consider then because I would have asked my friends. There was a model whose flat floor resembled more a rudimentary, slow-moving barge than a vessel built to achieve great speeds.
This type was designed for cargo and consists of galleries running its entire length, with a hollow, airtight, honeycomb-like wall between each gallery, its sections filled with a buoyant material. There were as many of these walls as the ship was wide. Their exterior shape is tapered at the ends, as if one of our ships were laid on its side, or even better, as if two of our vessels were laid on their sides and joined at their open ends.
That is, precisely, the shape of those ships. There is no danger of shipwreck.
Well, as I said, it has floating walls, both exterior and interior, in abundance. This type of vessel wasn't limited to the sea, as it was built in such a way that, after the sea voyage, it would continue inland, since the entire exterior floor is covered with propulsion rollers arranged in horizontal channels, and between these are openings through which pressurized water is expelled to propel it through liquids. Each roller forms an independent unit, which also serves as the pump, making the dual function of each unit readily apparent. This type, as I already mentioned, existed in every imaginable size, but always maintaining the same style. The entire upper part, or roof, is covered with hatches through which cargo was loaded, using cranes whose booms covered the entire surface. These vessels played a crucial role in feeding the people, as they transported fish, the staple of their diet. To better understand this, before describing another type of vessel, I will begin with the floating rooms. These rooms consisted of a series of tubes sealed at their ends. They were arranged side by side, forming a large platform or raft, joined together by special fittings. On top of these platforms was a floor of resistant mesh, and on top of that, the bubble-shaped rooms were conveniently distributed. They also had a courtyard where they raised birds and cultivated vegetables specially adapted to that environment. In the centre of these floating platforms were small towers, which undoubtedly allowed them to communicate with those on land or their neighbours, as there were, according to my friends, perfectly distributed colonies. Each of these units also had a small boat for large-scale fishing, as each dwelling had a specially shaped, floating tank where they deposited their produce, awaiting the large vessels that would come to collect it in a very practical manner.
Since these tanks were equipped with special lugs on top, the vessel simply extended its crane boom, reached the tank, and moved it to any of its upper hatches. It then moved a trap that served as the tank's floor, emptied the contents, and returned the tank to its place.
Between these colonies, there were boats that visited them, supplying them with the produce they didn't grow in their floating gardens.
There was also a type of marine tower that was in use before they covered their sea with buildings, and these towers were used for radio and television in the early days of this technology. These towers were composed of a cone-shaped frame joined at their base, with a floating mass at the joint, that is, in the centre of the tower, on which it pivoted. These towers were aligned, marking with signals all the routes followed by their vessels when their sea was uninhabited. And they not only served as signals, but their floating elements were converted into recreational stations for seafarers. They were equipped with a counterweight and anchor. This counterweight kept them vertical. Two types of anchors were used, among others: one in the form of a sphere bristling with barbs, which were projected or retracted within the sphere at the operators' will; the other type, which was more commonly used, could be called a "pig's tail," as it resembles one. It is equipped with a drill bit at its thicker end to penetrate deep into the seabed, and once at a certain depth, it bristled with protruding spikes, preventing its withdrawal. Both in this type, as in the previous one, the spikes or lancets are operated at will from the vessel with electrical impulses.
They did not use metal chains or any other ferrous material known to us. They replaced these with something we could call plastic, and they were composed of a large number of small tubes joined together, increasing the thickness of the material according to the number of tubes that make it up, just like one of our cables, composed of thin wires, joined together, but not twisted.


CHAPTER 7
Now we will move on to the elegant type of vessel. These were also the culmination of the maritime system, giving rise to the different types of aircraft that they now use and which truly bear a great resemblance.
I will try to describe this elegant type of vessel.
Let's imagine we take at least two, but also three or four body sections of our modern airplanes, lay them parallel and separated, and on top of them place one of the modern circular vessels they use, and the result is one of their fantastic luxury vessels, a kind of dreamlike and fantastic catamaran.
Undoubtedly, they must have been beautiful and efficient; but from there arose air transport for that design, since their current aircraft bear a resemblance not only to the lower bodies of said maritime vessel, but also the upper part bears a great resemblance to their modern gigantic circular vessels.
And before I forget, I am going to tell you something of utmost importance and which is vital for this standardized world. These are their toilets.
There isn't a single building that isn't equipped with them. They're housed between arches, in the mezzanines of every building. When no one is using them, they're in plain sight; but it only takes a person to encroach on a space of about a meter and a half around them for them to disappear inside a wall of intense darkness, like those that protect the beds in the bedrooms.

The surface is shaped like a mango, I mean the fruit we know; it has a sharp, oval-shaped cut at the top. It's used straddling and fits precisely. It's made of a semi-soft material. For washing, it's equipped on its right side with a small handle which, when pressed down, releases a fine, intense spray that not only cleanses but also refreshes, and pulling on this handle creates a vacuum that dries perfectly.
And now let's continue our journey in search of the terrestrial ones.
We had to take a different kind of ship than the ones I already knew to go looking for them, since they were apparently on the other side of that planet; but here, distances don't matter.
To get to a building that housed these ships on its roof, we had to board a bus, or whatever you want to call it, "and that's where the trouble started," because the seats were positioned so that you had to tuck your feet into the back of the seat in front of you; but I, in addition to my feet, had to put my head in and I prayed to God that we would reach our destination.
We got off and through an underground passage, where I had to keep an eye on my head, we reached a bench; from there to the mezzanine of a building; it was a library, but we didn't stop there, we went straight to the roof. My friends promised me that I would see it on the way back.
There were three ships on this roof. That's what they assured me there were. To me they were just
three gigantic, shiny balls that I don't think were less than five meters in diameter circumference. We walked down a corridor, between small, fragrant trees and thick, black poles, where the ships were moored. When we were close, a tube descended through the centre of the ship, a section slid open, revealing a series of semi-circular steps, which we climbed to reach the upper half of the ship. This elevator is part of the control cabin. In a circular shape, forming part of the exterior wall, are seats with backrests and leg and abdominal supports. Due to my size, I was a bit more snug than my companions, but I didn't feel uncomfortable, as the material used for the seats, backrests, and supports was extremely elastic. To me, they looked like blocks of sponge rubber. Inside the cabin was a man. Although they dress the same as women, there's something about them that makes their features completely different, giving them an air of undeniable masculinity.

My friends whispered something in their rough, unpleasant language to the crew member,
and he, after checking that we were properly secured, maneuverer and we immediately gained altitude vertically.
The craft was made of a transparent material, almost like glass, and its walls were noticeably thick. It was their thickness that made what we saw outside appear somewhat blurry, as if we were looking through a half-meter-thick block of the glass we know.
We reached a certain height; our craft was moving at breakneck speed.
I immediately felt dizzy, something that had never happened to me before. My friends turned to look at me solicitously and advised me to lean my head back against the seat, close my eyes, and inhale more deeply from my rubber "cigar," in my mouth –not breathing at all through my nostrils. Strangely enough, I then felt fine.

My friends explained that the device I had in my mouth was a kind of filter that made breathing easier while also supplying me with oxygen, because inside that small spacecraft the air felt heavy on my lungs. Fortunately, it soon passed. We went through a very large area where all the buildings were arranged in a circular shape, but the colour or hues of the buildings were similar to those we knew. My friends explained that it was a kind of city for children, a collective home, and they described it to me in detail, starting from the maternity wards in the outer circles and working their way to the central circles. Each building is surrounded by vast open spaces, transformed into playgrounds. Within this area, people live the same normal life as the rest of the world. I would have liked to see it in detail, but I think there wasn't enough time, or perhaps they thought it wasn't important to me. We picked up speed again, and shortly after, we flew over another area, similar to the previous one in its layout, but different in its appearance. It was a cluster of silver, gleaming buildings, where beams of light projected from the sky collided, fragmenting into thousands of them that scattered in all directions, giving the whole scene a marvellous sight. It was none other than a research site. We descended slowly because the place was teeming with ships of all shapes and sizes, crisscrossing at different altitudes and speeds. It was wonderful, spectacular.

As we descended, we could see it in detail. It became such a marvellous spectacle that I don't think any imagination could conceive it. The simple fact of slowly losing altitude gave me the sensation of being held by a parachute. We began to distinguish gigantic, fantastic, black, gleaming cigars, the same colour as the gigantic circular ship that had brought us to that marvellous world. But it's incredible: these cigars were at least four times larger. We landed gently on the nose of one of those monsters. We descended the same ladder, but this time we hadn't lowered the tube that contained it; instead, a section opened up in front of it, in the same way as in our small ship, the first one I boarded, defying my own fear, which now, upon recalling it, seemed like nothing more than a fantastic dream. The place where we are, that is, the nose of this colossus, is flat, covered along its entire length with narrow veins.

There is nowhere I look that isn't covered with these monstrous devices. I estimate they are at least four hundred meters long and about fifty meters thick.
The sight is so fantastic that I think if one of these things were to suddenly appear in our world, it would inevitably sow panic, perhaps with tragic consequences.

My friends assured me they were motherships and that they were sure I would find it interesting to know their fate. They were going to grant me the privilege of seeing the inside of one of them.
A hatch about twenty meters long and thirty-five meters wide rose before us, revealing a slide. Inside, there was as much light as in one of the buildings I had visited.

The slide is covered by channels or rails that extend into that hallucinatory cave. The upper part of these bulky rails is smooth and polished; But the channels are cushioned, like a thick carpet. We entered one of these channels, and I have no words to explain the feeling that overwhelmed me. It was more impressive than when we entered the circular ship anchored in space, back in my distant world. But a greater surprise was to come...

CHAPTER 8
We walked about a hundred meters until we came upon two large circles, like two large, fantastic, and round eyes of a mythological beast. Bulging and protruding eyes, like two church domes projected toward us.

But what we saw in the immense hollow of the enormous vault, which could easily be imagined as the round breasts of a fabulous woman, were nothing other than two ships. Ships that, according to my friends, were automatic, requiring no crew of any kind. One could say, without exaggeration, that they were large electronic brains equipped with numerous eyes, ears, and noses.

They were destined for exploration, in which they would not only capture sounds and take pictures, but also absorb samples of the matter around them. That gigantic ship that contained them was the one meant to take them to their destinations.

The one we were visiting had two rows of sixty automated ships, making a total of one hundred and twenty, and there were thousands of those gigantic, strange ships with sharp V-shaped heads in that research area.
How I regretted having such poor education, and how I wished I had the ability to recount this marvellous opportunity that fate granted me! But, what can you do? Some people console me by saying that one must be content, but unfortunately, I am a discontented fellow, who fights against the mockery of my destiny. Well, to avoid further whining, let's resume this walk...
In one of the buildings that were under the belly of that gigantic ship, we went out onto the roof. In this area, there are no trees, no spikes or poles, but rather the ships rest on the roof's solid structure.

We boarded the elevator and descended to one of the intermediate floors. Since the Earth people worked and lived in this area, my friends had invited them to that building.

The moment I saw them, I recognized them as the anachronistic product of our world of ugly people. And now that I had the opportunity to compare my friends with someone similar to myself, the contrast was even greater. Short, deformed, disproportionate—that's what my guests were like... In short, they were twin brothers, the sons of a Frenchman and a Spanish woman, born and raised on a French estate across the Mediterranean. They don't speak Spanish, as they were orphaned at a very young age and only learned their father's language. They are of good height, according to the
measurements of our race, and it is curious to observe them next to the small and neat inhabitants of that fantastic world, for while the latter have their bodies free of hair, wearing it only on their heads, our compatriots resemble orangutans in their presence. Their bodies were practically covered in hair, and only their faces were kept clean, thanks to a cream they invented, which they use for shaving. The hair on the rest of their bodies is acquiring a leaden tint. On their heads they wear it like the people among whom they live, and although they are quite good-looking, the disproportion with their surroundings is noticeable.
They are undisciplined, for they do not dress like the rest of the population, wearing only shorts as their only attire, claiming to feel uncomfortable dressing like everyone else.
They assured me, through the interpretation of my kind guides, that they had been living there for more than five years, having only come as visitors, and boasted of having marvellous lungs that they quickly adapted to the dense climate there. They also claim to have fought in the last war and that now they find our way of life stupid.

I asked them if they had managed to learn the language of that world, and they replied laughing that they didn't understand a word, but that they had already managed to get everyone in that building to learn French.

We said goodbye to them and returned to our spherical ship by the same route.

I had been intrigued by the library and asked my friends to take me to visit it; but they, with utmost courtesy, indicated that we had to leave it for later, because it was time to eat and rest, so we returned to the building where we had begun this seemingly short trip. Again, I contented myself with just a glance inside the library as we descended. This time we didn't take any form of transportation, but in this fantastic way of life, it makes no difference whether you go into a restaurant or a hotel in one place or another thousands of kilometres away. Therefore, we walked a few blocks until we found a restaurant. Satisfied with such delicious food, we spent some time peeking and admiring little details, which my friends, contrary to the custom observed by almost all of them, forgave me for. We went back out into the street. The degree of natural light neither decreased nor increased. It's quite novel to see people going in and out of all kinds of places at all hours. There's no device in sight, nor is anyone using one, anything that could measure time; but this doesn't matter. If you're hungry, you go in and eat, and if you're sleepy, you go in and sleep. If you want to have fun, you do. No one's monitoring, according to my friends. If they invest five minutes of every hour they live doing something for the benefit of the community, that's payment enough for all those comforts. Well then, slowly savouring the spectacle that surrounded me, I let myself be led by my kind guides who, with an interest uncommon in our circles, attended to me down to the smallest details, which at times made me feel insignificant, giving me the impression that they were just winding me up to see if I would aggrandize myself and act important. Sometimes, feeling embarrassed, I would ask them to tell me if I was behaving inappropriately according to their customs, but they almost always replied that they were happy to be with me and observe my way of being and reacting to everything I saw.
Finally, we arrived at a building, hotel, or dormitory, or whatever you want to call it. My friends explained that there were three types: for single men, for single women, and for married couples, and that they weren't very different from each other.
Here, as in the others I've visited, there are two sides covered with elevators and two covered with arches and free passageways, facing the front, on the mezzanine levels, but I find a difference: on the sides where the elevators are located and in one The space was about two meters wide, and across the entire width of the building, there were as many rows of small lights as there were floors in the building, and each light marked a corridor, since rooms weren't used there.

We looked for where there were three empty beds together, so the row told us which floor to go to and the light which corridor. So row 12, for example, indicated that there were empty beds, so we went up that number of floors and, upon arriving, we found ourselves in a corridor that led to our right and left.
The entrances to another series of corridors converged on this corridor, and at the entrances to these corridors there were also small lights indicating empty beds.

We went to the one we were interested in. Since some of the lights were on and others in between were off, it meant that we would have to pass near occupied beds to get to ours. Before entering, you have to undress completely. My friends proceeded to do so, indicating that I should imitate them.

On the right and left walls there are elongated openings. On the right side, we proceeded to deposit our clothes, disappearing from sight, and were left naked, completely naked.
My friends pointed me toward the corridor. But... Good heavens!, they were playing a joke on me. I hadn't walked ten steps when I felt myself being sprayed with a kind of vaporous rain, warm and pleasant. The suddenness of the bombardment produced an unpleasant reaction, which I tried to escape by retreating; but behind me were my friends, waiting for this outcome for their amusement, and with incredible force they pushed me, forcing me to continue, and no sooner had I passed this humid welcome than I entered another, even more unpleasant one. Now I felt as if I were being sucked in or a vacuum was created around me, removing from my body even the tiniest particle of dirt I might have, producing an incredible sensation of cleanliness and freshness.

When I had completely gotten over these two bitter pills, I had no choice but to burst out laughing, as if to imply that I hadn't been impressed. But I wasn't fooling anyone, not even myself.
In these dormitory corridors, they use a system that I found very practical.

They have absolute control over light and darkness. This system had already been used in the bathrooms, so I wasn't unfamiliar with it, but I didn't know it was also used in the dormitories. Therefore, I'll try to explain it: the beds, like those in the ship, are frames supporting a thick, porous material, and they are like shelves, embedded in one of the walls; But in these dormitories, near each bed and within reach of their small arms, there is a small wheel that, when turned to the right or left, produces blinding light as well as thick darkness, so thick that it gives the impression of being a black and impenetrable wall.

When we were in our beds, my friends instructed me on how to use that small but effective control which, when activated, only covers the space occupied by the bed in darkness, as if a thick, black curtain were being lowered, placing that bed beyond the reach of other people's curiosity.
When I was lying in my bed, I turned the wheel several times to be sure of its effectiveness; but, once lost in that small immensity, everything disappeared, and I felt as if I were on an island covered in thick blackness. I was overcome A kind of drowsiness invited me to abandon all thoughts except sleeping and resting.

Waking up was peaceful and satisfying. My mind felt clear, and I spent some time pondering, enjoying, savouring that incredible comfort. I felt full of vigour, eager to work, to expend the energy that lay dormant within my body, making me feel young, perhaps too young.
It was then that I understood why no one is forced to work, for it is undeniable that with that kind of food and rest, anyone would feel the desire to work, to expend the energy that surges within their body.

When I turned on the light to my bed, I discovered that my friends were awake and occupied, using some small devices between the beds. This device is no larger than a pocket watch and hangs from the wall attached to a smooth, elastic cord, which retracts and secures it to the wall when not in use. The device is a tiny screen on one side and a kind of microphone on the other, with a small button on its edge. My friends were reporting in and asking for orders, and on the tiny screen, I could clearly recognize one of the bosses and hear his distinctive voice. My friends told me we had plenty of time and were going to use it wisely. So we headed for the exit, passing through the inevitable bathroom and drying area, which I found extremely pleasant. At floor level, there's a groove where you put your feet, feeling a tickling sensation, and when you take them out, your toenails are trimmed and polished. The same process is repeated at a height of about five feet, where the operation is repeated with your hands. And here came another prank from my good friends. As it happened, I hadn't worn those clothes and therefore didn't know what they were like. So, when we got to the cupboards, we went to the one opposite the one we'd used to put our dirty clothes in. They grabbed whatever was available and started getting dressed, completely oblivious to what was happening to me. No matter how much I searched, I couldn't find anything that would fit. I think I was about to burst into tears, and they were about to laugh, because I was in a sorry state: the biggest shirt would barely cover one of my little boys, and the underwear was even worse.


CHAPTER 9
Finally, satisfied with their joke, they took a random shirt and stretched it until it reached my size, and did the same with a pair of underpants and shoes.
Wonderful qualities of a material suitable for a standardized world.

My friends explained that this material could grow up to three times its original size, to which it easily returned simply by immersing it in a liquid that washes and deodorizes.

But it didn't stop there. Once placed on the body, with the body's heat it shrinks and adheres, giving the sensation of being naked, as it is incredibly cool. At one end of these openings, where the clothes are left and taken away, there is a kind of protective helmet, which covers from the forehead to the shoulders. The head is placed inside it, and this device combs and adds a greasy substance to the hair, while simultaneously trimming it to shoulder length by sucking out the excess.

We left the dormitory building, going out in search of a dining hall. We found it a few blocks further on. I wasn't actually hungry, but I was curious to taste and see for myself if each tray really did have different flavours according to its colour. I should point out that that substantial food, whether you're hungry or not, is eaten. At least I've never refused an ice cream or a good sweet treat in our world, and what they serve here has a certain resemblance to those sweets.
And as I said, without being hungry, I easily devoured the contents of two trays, and I even think that if I had stayed there longer, the curve of my stomach would have taken on alarming characteristics like those of the French people I met.
With my appetite or curiosity satisfied, we went in search of a library, since what I had managed to observe as I passed by had sparked a certain interest in me.

These buildings are not much different from the dining halls in their layout. Like those, two walls house the elevators, and the other two are always covered with shelves overflowing with books. Like ours? No, they're a little different. I'm going to try to describe them, and not just the books, but everything I saw. My friends must not be much for reading, because they told me that while I was snooping around, they went up to the roof to get some fresh air. I went to a shelf and picked up a book. There's no one to ask, nor anyone to inquire about. So I did it at random, and right there, standing, I started leafing through it. The covers, to use our term, have two trays, square or rectangular, joined together, forming a kind of box. The interior material is a continuous strip folded accordion-style and attached to the covers at its ends. This material is gridded in a fine pattern, and the writing it contains is reduced to tiny dots, angles, and circles, placed in different positions within the grid. The books can be opened from two sides, so when they finish one, they close it and open the other, continuing to read. In addition, it has tabs that help keep it open. This is necessary for this reason; the entire floor is covered with small armchairs. They have armrests and footrests and can be reclined at any angle. An articulated arm, equipped at its end with a pair of little bars that end in a small magnetic circle, so, comfortably seated, you can position your arm at whatever distance you like, place the open book between the two circles, hold the reading material with its prongs, and please, who wouldn't want to read with so many conveniences? And the most interesting thing is that if someone is interested in writing, they'll also find something to do it on, since there are several rows of chairs that, instead of armrests, have a flat surface, like those in dining rooms, and there's a good supply of blank books. They use little devices no larger than a lady's fountain pen, but they don't have a nib. Instead, there's a tiny square. Inside it is a circle, and in the centre, a dot for writing. They use any of the angles. Pressing a button on the top brings out the circle, and doing the same with a bulge in the middle of the device brings out the dot. They don't use inks of any kind, but rather an electrical reaction that operates on the writing material, which isn't paper. It looked more like gummed silk or a similar material, which doesn't wrinkle or tear easily.

These rooms are quite tall, reaching three meters, and the shelves cover the entire wall. To reach any book, there are devices consisting of a bar with a seat, which can be raised or lowered on the bar, which in turn moves left and right. There are about ten or twelve of these devices on each wall, and they are operated with buttons located on the seat. In these rooms, as in all buildings, there is a veritable waste of light, without the source being revealed, and just as everywhere else, a variety of colours prevails, with each row of books occupying a single colour.

My friends called the elevator so we could go to the rooftop and I could see something interesting, and indeed it was: some people were harvesting fruit.

As I said before, all the rooftops are converted into orchards of different species. Naturally, everything in this world is new, at least it seemed so to me. Perhaps there are people who don't find any of this even logical; but in any case, I'm going to limit myself to describing what I saw.
In one corner of the rooftop was a tiny shed. It was no more than three meters around. A ladder descended through the centre, reaching between the trees to one of the walkways.

When I went up to the rooftop, calling my friends, they pointed out two little men who were performing a task that, incidentally, in our world is tedious, since they were harvesting fruit.

But these little men, neither of whom was more than a meter tall, did it in the easiest way. In their little shed, they carried a tray about two meters in circumference; but it was divided in two, with a circular cut-out in the centre. This tray, like almost everything else used there, is made of an extremely lightweight material. Each of the halves is placed directly above the ring that supports the tree by the trunk. One of these halves has a hole about ten inches in diameter. An elastic tube of the same diameter is inserted into this hole, and the lid of one of the walkways, which also serve as a gutter, is lifted. When everything is ready, a small device, slightly larger than a pack of cigarettes, is placed under the tray on small rails fixed to the ring. It is then set in motion, and fruit rains down onto the tray. The fruit travels through the tube to the gutter and from there into the interior of the building, reaching the processing area via internal pipes. That little device is a vibrator that detaches the ripe fruit. As you can see, harvesting is extremely easy. When they finish the operation they repeat the process on one tree and another, going from rooftop to rooftop with their small craft and their strange implements.

I asked my friends what they did with the fruit. By the way, the trees are short.

They don't measure more than two meters; but they are very leafy. The tops of these trees are covered with branches distributed in surprising symmetry and well proportioned. Not a single leaf is visible, but they are covered by small buds, which most have a stalk that supports a fruit. Their bark is green, with a tender and smooth appearance like the stem of a banana; the fruits I saw and touched had soft skins, like plums, among others. I couldn't confirm it, but my friends assured me that they didn't produce pits.

Returning to the topic we were discussing, what they did with the fruit, they answered laughing uproariously: What do you think you ate? That thing you liked so much is nothing more than a mixture made with fruit and fish; But, if it doesn't taste like fish or fruit, of course not, in laboratories they're prepared by removing the original smell and taste. That's why they tasted different to you, but all our food comes from those trees, complemented by properly processed and balanced seafood. Now my friends were interested in showing me some of their favourite pastimes. "Let's start with the first thing we find," they told me, and it was a movie theatre. When they told me it was a movie theatre building, well, I imagined something else entirely, perhaps something similar to what I knew. I expected, at most, a gigantic screen, a dark audience, uncomfortable seats— omething like ours. Of course, I expected the building to have all its floors dedicated to the same purpose. I'd gotten used to that by now, but let's see what I found. In these buildings, which are perhaps unique of their kind, the elevators are in the centre, and the screen occupies a circular wall that encircles the building at its widest point.
The spectators face away from the elevator tower, and in this way, they are not disturbed by those arriving or departing.
The auditorium is brighter than on our best day, with the same clarity we know. I've already told you that these people have a great mastery of both light and darkness; therefore, upon entering this auditorium, it felt as if I were stepping out of a semi-dark building.
We sat down in the first seats we found. Naturally, these can be called seats; they are a frame of hard sheet metal, upholstered in a cool, spongy material. Being twice as bulky as my friends, I force my way in and find myself inside, or rather, become part of a bale of a material unknown to me but which bestows upon me a comfort I've never felt before. No one is in the way, the floor is conical, and I can see the screen from the floor.
The spectacle slowly rotates around the entire building. Intrigued, I stood up and looked for where that marvellous screen began and ended, finally finding a slit where different pieces of the spectacle could clearly be seen emerging and disappearing. It rotates so slowly that it would be boring if it didn't immediately take hold of our minds that this is no cinema as we conceive of it, nor as we know it, for sitting comfortably I have the sensation of being on top of a hill and seeing a stream running slowly down below. Going down a path, a string of donkeys is being urged on by three muleteers. It's wonderful, doubly so, because I hear the muleteers' shouts, the animals' panting, and even the peculiar noises their stomachs make when they exert themselves. Everything is heard and seen with such clarity that one loses all sense of place and distance.
The spectators, for the most part, don't just watch. They carry pieces of material, something like glass; but, although it's no thicker than ordinary glass, it gives the impression of being just the lid of an illuminated box. On this material, they try, and sometimes succeed with accuracy, in reproducing what they see. I wouldn't say they paint, since they use neither paint nor brushes, but something very similar to the nibs they write with. The only difference is the device at the tip, where, at will, and simply by applying pressure to the bulge located halfway up, it produces a small fan, similar to that produced by a spray gun. As I said before, it's not paint but a kind of beam of light that changes colour or intensity when the top knob is turned. Some use this device with such skill that they produce truly marvellous tones, as the beam of light extends from a single point to two centimetres in width and produces the same effect as fire on the material at different distances. There are shelves on the mezzanine where they stock up on the necessary materials and where they also store their work. We went back out into the street, this time looking for a sports hall. When my friends told me this, I imagined a gym; But I was taken to a building that had none of this.
The entire floor was covered with small square tables that only had one central leg.
From each side hung a bar, and on it slid a seat with a backrest and footrest.
The surface of the table was gridded, in black and white, and on it slid small markers, which moved like in chess or that checkers game we use.

My friends assured me that this was played in thousands of combinations, that new ones were constantly being invented, discarding the easiest ones. That was interesting, but I thought this wasn't what they had promised me, and I asked them about the gym. They replied that only the brain did exercise there, and that they didn't waste energy uselessly since health and physique were
monitored from the laboratories through the dining halls.
Now it was time for another kind of entertainment.

A few blocks ahead we entered another building. As soon as I saw the first room, I felt disconcerted. I recalled some scenes from an Asian film depicting an opium den, where emaciated beings, overcome by vice, lay on filthy cots attended by mysterious and equally emaciated figures. This room is filled with comfortable reclining chairs, into which one easily sinks, becoming lost. They have footrests and give the impression that they were made for sleeping or resting. The backrest, which extends beyond the head, is designed so that the head is submerged, and the sides are fitted with devices, apparently microphones. The complement to this fun, which I did find a reason for, is a small circle made of a soft, slightly thick, black elastic material. This is placed around the head and its purpose is to cover the eyes, giving the sensation of darkness. The room is fully illuminated. Equipped with this contraption and properly positioned in the armchair, the show begins, which this time is only for the ear and the imagination.

In the first armchair I occupied, where I settled in with some difficulty, but without discomfort, a very familiar sound filled my ears. 
It was like the noise of traffic in big cities, with a deadly racket: the incessant honking of horns, the wailing of sirens from various emergency services, the peculiar clanging of bells from small vendors' carts, the classic clamour of the markets, the whistles of officers trying to restore order, the rumble of heavy streetcars on worn rails, not forgetting the clatter of a monotonous train with its distinctive whistles and bells, its rhythmic steam exhausts, and many other noises I recognize but that escape my memory. It all felt so real that, sometimes, when a train approached, I removed the strip I used to cover my eyes to make sure I wasn't in danger.

Since my friends warned me that a different sound could be heard in each row of seats, I moved to another seat, a few rows further along. Here I found something that, although I don't really know it, I could easily identify.


CHAPTER 10
It was an opera concert, and the sound was so clear that I could even identify not only the hushed whispers of the ladies next to me, but also the rustling of their dresses as they settled into their seats and the barely perceptible rustling of the fine tarlatan. What was happening on stage was in a foreign language, unknown to me, and I couldn't say for sure which opera it was.

The fidelity with which everything could be heard in these concert halls was truly astonishing. In another seat, the characteristic sounds of a large fire were being reproduced; it was undoubtedly in a forest and of devastating proportions. There was the crackling of the flames, the terrifying roar of a gigantic tree, which, in its fall, tore off branches from everything in its path, and finally the sharp, muffled, impressive crash, with incredible realism. Waves of intense heat could be felt, spreading in all directions, and with them new areas that began to burn, multiplying and increasing the radius of the fire.

This scene was surely being filmed from a high-altitude aircraft, and the fire was occurring in a monitored forest, because with astonishing speed it moved from the untamed flames to the areas where specialized individuals, with the characteristic calm of those accustomed to these tasks, carried out their mission without becoming agitated or rushing.

Orders, undoubtedly given by radio, could be heard, delivered with complete deliberation, like someone offering advice. The speaker then shifted from giving orders to requesting reinforcements. The shot then changed location. Now it was a flock of birds; immediately afterward, the unmistakable noise of large groups of small animals fleeing in terror, trying to put distance between themselves and the fire in search of safe haven, could be heard.

That's why I say these scenes are filmed from a great height, from where vast expanses can be surveyed.

I heard, for example, in another row, something that was undoubtedly also a fire; but now it was perhaps happening in a commercial area with modern amenities.
The deafening screams were clearly audible, frantic running without order or coordination, typical of people when panic grips them.

Then shots were fired at someone who wasn't obeying, because police whistles could be heard.

The wailing of fire truck sirens, the screeching of brakes, shouts among the firefighters giving orders; the dragging of hoses, the metallic clang of connections at the water inlets, the impact of powerful jets against the burning walls, the sound of the walls collapsing, the muffled clamour of the expectant crowd contained within the area of ​​the fire.

Even people's comments were easily distinguishable, all in languages familiar to me, though I couldn't say precisely which race of our world they belonged to.

I also heard the terrifying roar of a hurricane, which literally swept away everything in its path, the sound of stones rolling down steep slopes, the clash of one against another, shattering into pieces, the noises multiplying.
Trees uprooted and hurled a distance, the chilling hiss of the wind, the rush of great torrents of water overflowing the banks of a mighty river, and from time to time the desperate bellow of some trapped beast or the desperate splashing of some animal in danger of drowning. All seen only with the eyes of the imagination. More than once I removed the blindfold covering my eyes to make sure that I was only hearing sounds, and that these were far removed from the reality I imagined. All this in a single room, where it was enough to change rows and occupy one or two seats further forward or backward to find a variation of the imaginative spectacle. The most surprising thing of all is that, even if a seat is empty, nothing escapes from it that is heard when one is occupying it. One of the sounds that those people liked most was the one reproducing the sound of our seas, since those rows are usually occupied, but I managed to get one of those seats as soon as it became available, and I could say that I liked it too. It was something characteristic, something we might call a symphony of the sea.

One can guess that the first scene is a seaport, and it must be of great importance. One can also guess that it is a foggy morning.
The sound of chains begins, characteristic of the sound produced when retrieving the anchors. At times, it is muffled by the crashing of waves against the sides of the ship.

Then come commands amplified by the use of megaphones, rushes of men stationed to carry out orders, the creaking of cables as they are tightened between the ship and the tugboats. The number of noises increases with each passing moment. Now the ship's siren, seemingly gigantic, and the warning whistles of the tugboats are added.

Now, desperate cries of inexperienced sailors emerge, contrasting with the commands of seasoned captains from their respective command posts. Then comes the noise produced by the machinery as it begins to build pressure in the boilers, and finally the clatter of the control levers.

These sounds were so easy to identify that they felt as if they were on board, observing all the preliminary manoeuvres of a large vessel leaving the port. The shot then shifts to the docks, undoubtedly well into the morning.
Workers rush about, shouting greetings to their colleagues, or loudly recounting their adventures from the previous night; the rolling of handcarts, the clatter of packages being unloaded; the creaking of steel cables moving the baskets of gigantic cranes; and the shouting increased by the moment until it became a pandemonium.

Now the shot moves toward a resort area. It begins by capturing the roar of the engines of some speedboats engaged in a race, then the buzz of an airplane flying nearby is heard; Again, boat engines, now towing water skis; you can feel the breath of the person guiding the ski, and you can even distinguish, by the sound, which wake belongs to the boat and which to the ski.

We approach a group of bathers; you can hear them splashing in the water and their shouts as they are swept away by a wave. 
Then comes a group of children, with their joyful and unmistakable shouts, their running, their water and sand fights, their protests, and then their cries.

Finally, the authoritarian shouts of their parents restoring order to the chaos.

Now we are on a beach, devoid of human noise; the waves crash thunderously against the cliffs; then the sound shifts to a place without barriers, where they die slowly, rolling on the sand.
The wind whizzes fiercely among the palm trees, and enormous flocks of seagulls seek refuge inland, screeching loudly.

We venture into the open sea. The wind continues whistling, now with even more force; the waves grow larger; they can be heard crashing against the cliffs in the distance.

It is undoubtedly a storm, but we move away, searching for a peaceful place, and we find it. We can hear the gentle glide of small fish. We easily distinguish the size of the fish by the force with which they propel the beating of their fins in the water. We move on. Now it's a group of flying fish. You can feel them the moment they are propelled out of the water to fall forward in a continuous and rhythmic motion.
Then comes the catch of a good-sized fish, its struggle to free itself from the hook, hitting the water noisily, the squeal of the line as it is reeled in, the panting of the anonymous fisherman from the effort, and finally a cry of discouragement or disappointment as the prey escapes. We keep moving in search of new things.
Now, something I've seen must be truly impressive: the capture of a whale. A veritable hurricane on the surface. A shot fired from a boat;

A harpoon whistles through the air, the quick tug of the line sets the reels in motion, and the unerring strike pierces the animal's body; the animal, feeling wounded, bolts, dragging the boat and its intrepid crew. Moments of anticipation. What I hear is so real that I fear for the fishermen's lives and sense a fatal outcome. The animal sinks in its desperation to escape the iron that is taking its life. Finally, man triumphs over beast, shouts of jubilation leave no doubt: the prey has been subdued by man's intelligence. Now they are towing it slowly and heavily to the mother ship. The hustle and bustle was frenetic: the hissing of jets of steam or pressurized air, the clatter of gigantic blades, and the wailing of sirens in a mad race against time; the unmistakable bubbling in enormous boilers; and finally, torrents of water sweeping the decks. I did enjoy this form of entertainment, and I think I spent more time on it than we had free time, because I was about to change rows looking for more sounds different from those I could identify—it felt like I was in a contest—when my friends spoke to me because we had already been called back to the ship. We were leaving when I saw two men take a man from a seat and place him in an opening in the wall. Something gave me the impression that they were laying him in a coffin. To be sure, I asked my friends what was happening. They explained to me that since they don't have cemeteries, they resort to more
scientific means to dispose of the people who die, even though there are In nursing homes where the elderly are confined when they feel too old, it frequently happens that in any building, or even right there on the street, someone dies. Therefore, it is the duty of those closest to the victim to place them in the nearest disintegrator. That was precisely the place where I saw them put that seemingly lifeless body. My friends explained to me that every building has one of these devices on each floor, and it is so important that even the beds in dormitories have a timer that sounds an alarm when someone remains motionless for a certain amount of time. When this happens, specialists come to the location to carry out the operation. I asked them if it was possible for a living person to be disintegrated, and they replied that this never happens because the device is so perfect that as long as the person placed inside is alive, nothing will happen to them. It frequently happened that an individual, presumed dead, would emerge from the disintegrator, only suffering from some ailment; but this served as a warning for them to seek treatment.

My friends warned me that we were likely about to depart; but that, even if we didn't, we would still sleep in the ship that had transported us and we would eat there, as it was time.

So we went up to the roof to board one of those fantastic spherical ships, which, when flying, look like gigantic balloons; but when you're in them and realize the speed they reach, you're terrified, for it gives the impression that it's just a crystal ball that at any moment will crash into another ship, shattering into pieces. On this foray, flying in the spherical craft in that distant world, I saw below, on a remote street, a series of slender, gigantic wheels, seemingly flat; they were either being towed or were part of some strange machine. I asked my friends what it was, and in response, one of them took a nearby microphone and gave an order to the craft's crew member. The craft slowed down, spiralled, losing altitude, and positioned itself a few meters ahead of the strange contraption. Even from a few meters away, they still looked like enormous, flat, yellow wheels. Unable to guess what it was, I asked. Then they explained that it was just a machine laying a metal floor. In front of the machine, the floor was dark brown and had a rough surface, like some kind of concrete. In the machine, the rolls of laminated metal, which were none other than the enormous wheels, were spaced about a meter apart. The machine's function was to polish the floor, open a channel or groove, and once the floor was prepared in this way, it deposited those metal strips, which are approximately twelve inches wide and whose function is to become conductors of the power used by the vehicles.
We landed on a rooftop, in front of the building where our ship was.
We took the elevator and went down to the basement. There, we took an underground passage to cross the street and reach the other building, to board the elevator again and reach the rooftop, under the belly of our cosy ship. Looking for something to talk about, I decided to ask them something about their people that had caught my attention. I hadn't seen a single person with any physical defect, and it occurred to me that if our world wore clothes like theirs, practically glued to the body, how would our fellow humans look, so ugly and disproportionate as we are, with such bellies, swollen legs, drooping shoulders, and hunched backs? It would be laughable.
They explained that their people's physical development is controlled in the laboratories where their food is prepared, resulting in perfectly balanced and easily digestible meals. They never suffer from illnesses caused by indigestion, which is itself a product of poor chewing and excessive liquid intake, which tends to increase stomach volume and irritate the intestines.

Inside the ship, the control room was dimly lit, and only one of the crew members was present.
Apparently, my friends outranked him, because he was the one who served us.
After we ate, the same man converted the armchairs into beds, and we went to sleep.


CHAPTER 11
More than once, reviewing everything that happened to me on that occasion, I have found myself certain that the entire time, from the moment I suddenly felt the desire to see the machine, there in Ciudad Valles, I was under their mental control, as this seemed the most logical thing to me. But you will discern this. Now I will continue narrating everything, just as it unfolded.

When I was awakened, I was again dressed in my own clothes, and the ones I had worn there were nowhere to be seen. Naturally, this way of acting by my friends drove me crazy, but they always had a way of justifying themselves. Now they told me that they had changed my clothes because it wasn't worth waking me up and that, besides, while I was asleep, I gave them the opportunity to conduct some studies on my body at the precise moment, so without my consent they were turning me into a human “guinea pig.”

But I must confess that, faced with the kindness of these people, I was disarmed and no longer saw it as being violated. What I am certain of now is that some substance must have been added to the food they served me on the ship, and this was what caused such a sleep.

We were back in our world. The mothership was "anchored" in our space. We were seen off by the two leaders to the door of the smaller ship and boarded it under their watchful gaze. Moments later, I felt the indescribable thrill of being launched into space. The slide through which we had gently entered the mothership had now become an impressive catapult that dismissed us in a rather undignified manner.

The sensation was extremely unpleasant, for I felt the same thing that the famous human cannonballs must feel when they are launched from a cannon in some circuses.

Since this seemed strange, as flying the ships under their own power doesn't produce any unpleasant sensations, I asked my friends what the change was due to.
They explained that these ships create their own gravitational force, becoming small worlds when they propel themselves. I took the opportunity to ask them what kind of force they use to move. They gave me a simple explanation. Among other things, they use magnetic lines or magnetic fields as we know them, and these are generated between moving masses, assuring me that each ship has a device that harnesses this force. It's simple enough, right?

I asked them if it wouldn't be feasible for them to lend us a hand with some of their knowledge. They replied that it was something they would greatly appreciate, but that it was extremely dangerous.

Because they've become convinced that, in addition to disrupting our evolutionary process, they would accelerate our mutual destruction, since they would have to put in our hands knowledge inappropriate to our destructive nature.

And as if to convince me of their words, they told me to look through the small screen in front of my eyes. I fixed my gaze and saw only clouds, but, by pressing the control, the clouds began to dissipate and a hill appeared. When I had this target just a few meters from the screen, they told me not to lose sight of it. The hill began to sink, as if a large piece of butter were being struck by the flames of a powerful blowtorch.
The hill almost disappeared, and in its place was a gigantic waterwheel, its walls seemingly cut straight. It reached an impressive depth in just a few minutes.

"Now watch what's going to happen," they told me. "What you saw was just a powerful disintegrator, but this weapon is followed by another."

And terrified, I watched as the walls of that fantastic waterwheel began to crumble, hurling tons of earth and stone to its bottom. When this stopped, it was transformed into a cone or funnel of colossal dimensions. "As you can see," they told me, "these weapons are truly destructive. Without even using the first one, which is merely lethal, the second could blow up an entire city in just a few minutes, leaving not a single steel beam of the great buildings' framework intact. Now, tell us, would you like us to place one of these weapons in the hands of a nation on your world?" I was so terrified that I didn't dare answer; but the shorter one, perhaps taking advantage of my state of mind, said: "Don't think we would use these weapons against you. If we were interested in dominating you, we would simply need to use a gas of which each ship carries a good supply. This gas is heavier than the atmosphere of this world, and when you inhale it, your minds would fall under our control." I was stunned, and he added: "Don't go thinking we would use it on you." As he told me this, he looked at me with a certain malice, or something suspicious. I noticed in his features that made me shudder, thanking God for being back in my world.
Moments later, I recognized the spot where I had been standing with the Americans' car.
We got out slowly, until we felt we had touched down. My friends made me promise that I would share the experience they had granted me everywhere and by every means at my disposal, and it was then that I warned them that my intellectual preparation was non-existent, and they promised me their help.
Moments later, I found myself running toward the road, because they told me that until I got far enough away, they couldn't take off since it would endanger my life.
When I reached the edge of the land, I looked toward the spot, expecting to see the craft rise; but it swayed majestically at about 500 meters high, as if waving goodbye to me. Then it gave such a strong tug that it disappeared from sight, only becoming visible again as a small oval, six or seven inches across.

Again, my mind went muddled. I looked down at my trouser legs, and they were completely clean, unlike how they'd been after wading through the mud five days earlier when we crossed from the road to the warehouse. I spent a good while surveying the area and pondering that fantastic adventure, and, strangely enough, I was sure everyone would believe me when I told the story, since
I could answer any question they asked me about this amazing trip.
The only thing that intrigued me was how much time had passed.
I saw a car coming south, crossed the road, and without daring to stop it, it pulled up in front of me. The car had license plates from the State of Mexico and appeared to be occupied by a family. A fat man was driving; next to him was a well-dressed woman, and in the back were two young men.

The man asked me if I was going to town and if I should get in, that he would give me a ride. He thought I was from around there, and since he was having engine trouble, he thought I could point him to a mechanic; but I didn't know the town or its inhabitants. I just advised him to stop at the first gas station. There we were lucky enough to find a cocky and somewhat drunk mechanic, who immediately diagnosed the problem, charming the car's owner into following him, since he was driving a clunker. I stayed at the gas station. Shortly after, a large cargo truck arrived in the same direction, and I asked the driver for a ride. The man driving it agreed, as he was headed to Mexico City. I felt brimming with optimism. I remembered perfectly every incident of the journey and was sure no one would mistake me for someone else. I asked my companion what day it was. When I answered, he gave me a look, a mixture of surprise and mockery, but I was so optimistic that I didn't pay it any mind. I counted the days I had been away from home and prepared to tell my companion about my adventure. He listened calmly, still giving me suspicious glances, perhaps thinking I was crazy, but a passive kind, not dangerous. Finally, when I was sure he wasn't in any danger in my company and that I had inspired the necessary trust in him, he said to me:
"Look, brother, weed is bad when you smoke it straight. You'll see when you cook it. If I told you what I saw, you'd be amazed."
That saddened me. Could it be true that this man thought I was high? So I slept the whole way, because I suddenly saw clearly the magnitude of my experience and lost all desire to make it public. But I remembered the promise I had made to my friends to make public the opportunity they had given me, so from then on I had to fight to overcome that complex that took deep root when I told the fellow driver who brought me. It was for this reason that I didn't tell anyone for a year and a half, and only risked it when accounts began to appear frequently in the newspapers of people who claimed to have had the opportunity to admire these fantastic spaceships.

As I said at the beginning of this book, I've had so many disappointments since I decided to tell my story that I've ended up considering the adventure unbelievable and justifying the people who make fun of me, since they have the right not to believe what they haven't seen or experienced. So, when I run into someone who asks me jokingly, I end up telling them that it was just a trip my mind took on the wings of imagination, and that satisfies them, because they almost always puff out their chest and say:
--I knew this was impossible. Nobody fools me. And so we both remain happy.

Now, when I find someone free of arrogance and "wisdom," I almost always tell them everything, and we gladly discuss what is feasible and what is not. And, let's say they don't believe it, but they're left with the doubt, and besides, they had fun, which satisfies me.
After this trip, such strange things happened to me that they are beyond my understanding.

I recount them hoping that some of my readers may have some idea of ​​what they are about.

Many people besieged me, asking what planet those men came from, and this tormented me to such a degree that it became an obsession, since it seemed stupid not to have thought to ask those who could have cleared up my doubt.

One of those days when this worry tormented me most, I began to feel an unbearable mental pressure that grew heavier at times, to the point that I had to stop working, as it was dangerous.

I went home around three in the morning and, although I wasn't sleepy, I lay down on the bed.

The room was dark. I didn't want to wake my wife, so I refrained from turning on the light. I was, I remember it perfectly, awake and deep in thought, and the reproach I felt for not having thought to ask such an important question was swirling in my mind. Suddenly, the place was illuminated, flooded with light, but the light I had seen on that planet. I tried to sit up but couldn't, and to my astonishment, everything familiar around me disappeared, and I found myself participating in a scene where my two friends were giving me an astronomy lecture. They were drawing on something placed on one of the walls, what must have been a diagram of our solar system. I recognized the sun and nine planets of different diameters, with thirty-seven moons in total, thirty of them distributed among the five outermost planets and the remaining seven between our own and the sun. Once everything was arranged, the one acting as the teacher—who was none other than the thinner of the first two men—simply drew a cross on the second planet, starting from the sun.

Then, the same man turned to face me and said in his familiar voice:
"Do you remember when we entered our planet, and you asked if what you saw was the sun, and one of our superiors answered that it wasn't, but that we were entering our planet through the door of the sun, that is, through the part where our star is always shining?"

And I swear I didn't remember those words, because I was so frightened by what I saw that they didn't stick in my mind.
After this interrogation, the light disappeared, along with my friends and everything I had just seen, and I couldn't sleep again until the next day.



