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Mrs. Pilar, nearing her sixties, was a highly respected medium, though she remained largely unknown. She never sought out large crowds or fame. By day, she worked as an administrative assistant in a law firm, and in her spare time, she connected with the beyond.

From a very young age, she had felt the call of "those," as she referred to them. Soon, her ability to connect with other dimensions became apparent to others. The first to notice was her mother when, as a little girl, Pilar told her in the kitchen that her grandmother was sitting beside her and asking her to stop crying at night, assuring her that she was not to blame for her suicide. It turned out that Pilar's grandmother had jumped out of a window when her mother was twenty years old, after a heated argument. The reason for her suicide had been the discovery of her husband in bed with her younger sister after coming back from Sunday Mass.

The séances were held in Mrs. Pilar’s house, a modest one-story home of about 150 square meters, gifted to her by a wealthy client grateful for connecting her with her son, who had died of a heroin overdose without a chance to say goodbye.

It was just past ten o'clock at night in Mrs. Pilar’s home. Everyone had their right index finger placed on a glass cup, which remained still, surrounded by all the letters of the alphabet, the numbers zero to nine, and the words "yes" and "no."

A long silence filled the dimly lit room, illuminated only by a single faint light from an oil lamp that Mrs. Pilar claimed belonged to an ancient Egyptian pharaoh. She could never say for sure which one, often remarking that she would have it carbon-dated someday.

She was accompanied at this séance by María Colmer, Rafael Gutiérrez — regulars at all her spiritual sessions — and Rosa and María Monteluis, two sisters interested in contacting their brother Bartolo to find out where he had hidden their father's collection of gold coins. Bartolo, the eldest of three siblings, had died in a car accident at barely forty years old.

"Bartolo. We summon you tonight. We want to hear you," the medium’s voice resonated in the room.

The silence returned, without any sign of Bartolo making himself known on the rudimentary Ouija board.

"Your two sisters are here, and they want to speak with you," the medium insisted.

Everyone present was anxiously awaiting some movement of the glass. Mrs. Pilar breathed deeply, trying to sense a presence.

After a short while, the glass began to emit a faint tinkling sound. Mrs. Colmer thought perhaps it was due to one of the sisters' nervous energy being transferred to the glass. But the medium knew better; they were on the verge of connecting with a being from another dimension.

"Hello," the glass swiftly moved across the board, spelling out the word with such speed that Rafael nearly lost contact.

"Hello. What is your name?" Mrs. Pilar asked.

"My name is not Bartolo."

"What is your name?"

"Labina."

"What are you doing or looking for?"

"We are just passing through."

"We?"

"Yes, we. I am not alone."

"What are your friends' names?"

"That is not important. Could we find another way to connect? This method is very primitive."

"Are you dead?"

"No. We are very much alive, as you say."

"And how would you like us to communicate?"

At that moment, Mrs. Pilar began to feel a tingling in her toes, which slowly crept up to her head. The glass lifted and was projected with incredible force onto a nightstand before gently settling down.

The medium began to tremble and lightly bounce in her chair. The others watched in awe as everything unfolded. Suddenly, she became still, cleared her throat as if preparing to sing, and spoke in a voice not her own.

"Hello again," the voice was entirely metallic. "My name is Labina."

Everyone stared in shock. The two sisters didn't know where to hide, their eyes wide open. They had completely forgotten about their brother Bartolo. Mrs. Colmer and Rafael were equally stunned; they had never seen a being manifest through Mrs. Pilar before.

"Hello? Is everyone gone? Say something; I know you are there."

No one dared to respond. In all previous séances, Mrs. Pilar had always led the proceedings, and they didn’t know how to handle this new situation.

"Hello," ventured María Colmer, staring intently at her friend Pilar’s mouth.

"Perhaps we should introduce ourselves... you know, say our names."

"My name is María. With me are Rafael and the Monteluis sisters."

"And what is my mode of communication called?"

"Your mode of communication?"

"What is my name?" Labina asked, pointing to herself with an index finger.

"You just told us, Labina."

"No, I mean, what is her name?"

"Ohh, Pilar."

"What are you doing here?" the entity inquired.

"We communicate with beings from another dimension, beings that, after dying, exist in a parallel world and want to talk to their loved ones or simply manifest themselves."

"You talk to dead beings?"

"Yes. Aren't you dead?"

"No, we are not dead."

"Then where do you come from?"

"We are just passing through. We made a technical stop on your planet on our way back to ours."

"Are you extraterrestrials?"

"Well, if you want to call us that. Yes, we are extraterrestrials."

"You're not just some mischievous spirit, are you?"

"No, we are not spirits. We are from another planet. This isn’t our first time passing through Earth. We’ve been doing it for a long time, and we always make a stop on our way. This is the first time we've had direct contact with humans. I suppose we owe it to Bartolo."

"And where are you now?"

"We're nearby, in one of the deep-sea trenches between the islands you call Gran Canaria and Tenerife."

The spiritualists remained seated, not moving a muscle, as they watched Mrs. Pilar speak with a voice that was not her own.

"We have to leave now. We will be around for a few more days. We’ll get in touch again."

The medium began to breathe deeply. She leaned her head forward and started yawning as if waking from a deep sleep. After a few moments, she asked, "Could someone bring me a glass of water? I'm terribly thirsty."

Rafael stood up and headed to the kitchen to fetch the requested water.

"What happened?" asked Mrs. Pilar.

"We were in the middle of the Ouija session when you suddenly went into a trance," Mrs. Colmer explained.

"And what happened after that?"

"You started speaking with a man's voice. It claimed to be an extraterrestrial. But I don’t believe it; I think it was a playful spirit," said Rafael.

"This is getting interesting. This has only happened to me twice before. Once many years ago, before I fully devoted myself to spiritualism. I went into a trance during a session with two mediums. At that time, a young girl who had died spoke through me, wanting to contact her father. In the end, we couldn’t help her. And the other time is now, which is quite different from that one. The sensations are very different. I’m convinced they are not spirits. They are other entities."

The Monteluis sisters used the pause as an opportunity to stand up and say goodbye. Their hearts were pounding from everything they had witnessed that night.

"But Pilar, how can they be beings from another planet?"

"They can be. In the 1970s, Manuel Pitrianni, an Argentine who settled here in Gran Canaria, also had contacts with extraterrestrials through the Ouija. They gave him evidence that they came from another world. A group that still maintains contact with these entities from another civilization."

"But how can we know for sure that they are extraterrestrials?" asked María Colmer.

"My dear, with faith. It’s very difficult to prove anything that lies at the edge of reality or beyond it. Scientists sit in their thrones of knowledge, and anything outside common sense doesn't exist for them. And if it does, it ends up in the ‘unexplained phenomena’ drawer. People like us — parapsychologists, mediums, and seers — we are here to verify that they exist. If we dedicated ourselves to explaining them, we’d be lost, María."

"What we've experienced here tonight is very difficult to explain, and besides, if we tried to explain it, no one would believe us," Rafael concluded.

"Listen, Rafa, everything we do is very hard to explain. I’d like to let it go and keep silent about it. Tomorrow, I want to have another session. It’s late now. Let’s go rest; we all have work tomorrow."

They said their goodbyes until the next day, with many questions still lingering, for which it would be hard to find conclusive answers.

The following night, everyone was punctual. Before ten o'clock, they were already in the kitchen, sipping tea prepared by Mrs. Pilar.

"Are we ready to begin?" the medium asked.

"Well, ready, ready... not exactly. I think few people are prepared to face a phenomenon like the one we experienced yesterday," said María Colmer.

"True. We’ve always dealt with spirits, some good, some a bit more troublesome, but we’ve always controlled the situation. But yesterday, our expectations were completely turned upside down. Personally, I’ve always enjoyed situations that present new perspectives on this world or others," the medium reflected.

"We agree, Pilar," Rafael mused, "but you'll admit that this new circumstance completely changes our view of reality. Now we have an entity that claims to be an extraterrestrial, and it’s sitting underwater between Agaete and Tenerife, waiting for who knows what to head back to its planet millions of light-years away. This is madness."

"We must keep an open mind, friends. This moment could be historic. Many have contacted beings from other worlds in the universe, and almost all their experiences — with some exceptions — have fallen into the pit of absolute ridicule. We need to seize this opportunity this contact presents us."

"No doubt we should seize it. I just hope the events don’t overwhelm us," Mrs. Colmer remarked.

"If we act with determination, composure, and a cool head, we can steer the situation where we want it to go. But enough talk. Let's
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