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When Blanca and
Arturo listened to someone reading my tales and offered to
illustrate some of them, my surprise was a pleasant one. When I saw
their drawings, my surprise was very big. Their illustrations
hinted at one thousand paths; their characters winked their eyes at
me and of course... I offered to narrate their drawings.

The initial
idea was to create some “picture-tale”, by combining drawing and
micro-tale. We started with two: we read them and we liked them. We
noticed that our creative processes were similar: without
preconceived ideas, allowing room for inspiration and listening to
the characters, which are the wisest in these matters.

Finally, in a
cave on the island of La Gomera, out of twelve drawings twelve
stories were born, which are now ordered as they were written. It
was a great pleasure to dive into these fantastic worlds, to become
intimate with lovable characters and let the stories create
themselves. Thanks for inviting to dream.

Jose Arias,
"Pepín"

 


- This
illustration ... Is there a story behind it, or you simply drew it,
like that? - asked a woman.

I smiled before
answering (it was not the first time I was asked that question when
I was selling my drawings on the street):

- I just drew
it, but I'm sure there's a story behind it...

- And which one
is it? - she insisted.

- I do not
know, ma'am. I make drawings, I do not write stories ... - and I
explained - I create symbols, places and beings, but even I don’t
know where they come from. Maybe someday someone will arrive who
can string these symbols together and give a time to those spaces.
This way, I will learn the names of the characters that I have
drawn...

Thanks, Jose,
for the words.

Arturo Soria
Pellicer

 


These drawings
were born each at a different time, each from a different
inspiration and with a different message. When we drew them, we
never expected them to gather together as they do in this book, and
that they would tell us things about themselves that we could not
even imagine...

We discovered
that the universe of the drawings became complete, as if the
characters began to speak, to tell us their story. Every time we
read one of these stories, we are filled with such an emotion that
we only feel like going on creating and inventing worlds.

Thank you very
much, Jose, for dreaming with us.

Blanca Ramírez
Solana
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One night I
found an old oil lamp which belonged to my grandfather. I dusted it
off and the next moment there appeared a mysterious being who,
holding the lamp in his hand, told me in a deep voice:

- Eighty-eight
years I have been locked in here! ... To show my gratitude, I´ll
grant you three wishes.

- I want to
understand the language of trees and birds, be brave as a lion, and
play the drum with the joy of a monkey – I requested.

Something even
more extraordinary happened then: as I uttered each wish animals,
plants, tattoos and instruments appeared on his body, thus
materializing my words. The drum still echoed as everything
disappeared, wrapped by a thick smoke that came out of the
lamp.

The next
morning I was awakened by two funny voices that chattered near my
window.

- Shall we go
to the park with the others? – said one of them.

- Yes, let’s
go! – answered another.

When I opened
the window, I only saw two pigeons flying away.
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Birdy had
always wished to fly like the birds he loved so much. One day he
made a pair of wings and jumped off from the top of a large tree.
Then everything went dark.

When he woke up
he was surrounded by a number of fantastic winged creatures. They
had a human body and the head of a bird, or the body of a bird and
a human face. They all wanted to meet the child who dreamt of being
one of them, who had tried to fly but could not.

The last one to
arrive was Beebird, the Fairy of the Dream Birds, on the head of
her inseparable companion, Chesstrich. They both stared at Birdy
for a long while until she said:

- Dear Birdy:
we know your dreams, and we admire your courage in pursuing them.
For that reason, some nights we will visit you while you sleep and
we will fly together over our World, where everything is possible.
Remember: your imagination can always fly like one of us.

Birdy came out
of the coma with his sore body in plaster, but his eyes were
shining like those of a bird. Never in his life could he forget the
sweet looks of Beebird and Chesstrich.
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​ THE ANTELOPE OF THE
FOREST AND BIRD-WOMAN
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There was a
time when the tops of the mountains were covered with thick
forests. The Antelope of the Forest looked after mushrooms, plants
and trees while Bird-Woman spread seeds and spores full of
life.

So it was until
a long drought started. The sun grew bigger and the heat punished
the earth, drying up fountains and rivers. Even the Gods came out
of their temples and went to pray to the powerful star.

One evening, a
fish called Salvador drew a river of stars and blew bubbles into
the air. The Antelope then picked up one mushroom, one plant and
one tree of each kind and placed them on his long ears. Bird-Woman
kept the seeds and spores, and together they slid on the starry
water.

Since that day
there is no green anymore on the mountain peaks. The woods take
shelter in the lower areas, protected from the sun of the heights.
And both the Antelope and Bird-Woman dream of extending the forest
again to the place where the air is pure and the view enlarges the
soul.
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TRANSMITTER OF DREAMS
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Time was
eternally stopped in the Amniotic Sea. The Great Mushroom of Life
kept on creating beings while the Candles took care that everything
was all right inside it.

Illusory, the
Transmitter of Dreams, and Kontak, his Talisman, no¬ticed how bad
Earth looked as she arrived. She did not wear anymore those
beautiful green dresses covered in flowers created by humans. For
that reason, both of them applied their whole consciousness so that
the dreams of men should be populated with wishes of skies,
forests, mountains and clean rivers.

Fara came close
to Earth respectfully, covered her with her blanket and hugged her
tenderly. She then gave her her precious Six-Drops Umbrella, which
no doubt would help her in the future. Earth felt that her body was
filled by a heat almost forgotten. After saying good-bye, she
gratefully started her way back, taking those new humans with her,
full of hope.

As they
conveyed a profound respect for Mother Earth to the last being, the
door to other worlds opened and there appeared Fara, also from the
Milky Way. In contrast to Earth, she looked beautiful as she
proudly wore the Blanket of Fires, a gift from her grateful
inhabitants.
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The oracle
clearly shows your future - explained the old magician - and I can
see that the Moon Serpent will look at you with respect, a sign
that you will have acquired her secret knowledge about movement and
flexibility.

I can also
appreciate that you will master the technique of the bow, which
entails precision and balance, as imparted by Diana, who will only
shoot at the sun or at the moon in your presence.

Finally,
Autumn, the Protector of Mushrooms, will smile at you and from this
I deduce that you will have experienced expanded states of
consciousness in his company.

It will be at
this moment when the two silver hummingbirds will sip from the
seven flowers of your chakras and you will be able to contemplate,
in the old Cork Oak of Wisdom, the ancestral face of your soul.
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The old woman
says goodbye to her grandson, who sets off on a journey and is sad
because he feels he will not see his grandmother alive again. But
he knows it's time to leave and she understands him and hugs him.
Without words he says to her:

- Grandma, I
want to jump out, navigate life, visit the other end of the world,
live in summer, cross labyrinths, dream underground, keep turning,
dive into my soul and find the center!

Also without
words, she says:

- Grandson, use
your five senses and beware of danger! With the passage of time,
you will mold seven masks and with them you will be reinforced to
climb the stairs and follow the path to the Eye House, next to the
windy cypresses. There, in a crescent moon, a new pearl will be
born that will link two lives. And from his love a third life will
grow, healthy and strong as a tree. And now go in peace, my dear
grandson, since death is but a step to another dimension.
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Numerous boats
departed from the Eight Great Forests of the Arch to attend the
Summer Solstice Festival, which coincided with the full moon that
year. The wise men of each region waited expectantly for the
message that the celebration of the night should bring along.

When everyone
had quenched their hunger and thirst, Xana picked up her famous
flute and began to play. Such was the beauty of her melodies that
everyone who heard them felt compelled to dance to their rhythm.
She herself began to move like a snake, crisscrossing arms and legs
to form a symbol.

And there were
the wise elders of the Eight Forests, dancing like everyone else
and trying to draw on a paper the figure adopted by Xana’s body.
Later on, in a quieter scenario, they would interpret together the
hidden teachings that this symbol keeps.
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​ THE END OF THE
WORLD
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An old sailor
says that he was there where the sea ends, at the End of the World.
He says that only one mountain is to be found there and on its
peak, only one tree.

They cast
anchor, freed themselves from their burdens and ascended to the
top. From there they watched a gigantic blind being who wore a cape
of a spiral of planets and stars.

Tied to his
head there was another large head from whose forehead a branch of
the beak tree sprouted. On the ribbon of cloth that held the great
head, a master plant was slowly growing.

The immense
white-haired being was serving tea uninterruptedly with a set of
porcelain and the cup never filled up nor did the tea run out. He
did not say anything when he saw us but his presence alone was
enough for us to understand.
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Xana from Earth
... - thought Tirÿk, as he recovered his breath - it would seem
that the symbol she drew was made for me, because it is what I need
to remember at this moment ... I will never forget that look! ...
But now: concentrate and enjoy! ... you are in the Interplanetary
Meeting of Musicians and they are all extraordinary.

Tirÿk took a
deep breath, remembering his past lives and those of his family’s
ancestors. Next he made them present in his heart. From there he
began to play and everyone who listened, regardless of race or
planet of origin, felt the waves of a strong emotion inside.

Tirÿk from
Skÿani - thought Xana, while she put her flute in its case- ...
everyone in that planet enjoys a great intuition and connection
with the sublime ... I feel that he has understood the symbol drawn
by my body... Why did I look at him when my performance ended? ...
So many emotions! His music seems to be played by several beings at
the same time.
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PROTECTOR OF FLIGHT
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When the Gods
still inhabited the Earth, on the summit of the highest mountain, a
puddle of Fires burned and from it, a forest of Mushrooms sprouted.
In charge of this forest was Thirlotus. He had already learned to
observe himself, to have a vision of unity and to feel thankful for
what was to come.

The Eagle took
care of those who came up there during their first flights. She had
to do so
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