                                 race God created: you are a freak. Your mind is deranged, you are mentally ill ....."



" I am not."



" A man who has no appreciation for his fellow man, is not a member of the human race, 
and therefore cannot be classified as a man. Second question: What are you?"



" You've asked me that before."



" I got no valid answer before."



" I told you already: I am a man."



" A person who does not understand another member of his race clearly, and treat him as 
a brother, cannot be classified as a member of it and therefore, on this basis, you are not a man. 
Third question: What are you?"



" I told you!" Shouted the Lone One. "I can't classify myself as anything else but a man!"



" Fourth question: What are you?"



" What do you want me to answer?"



"A person who does not know what he is, is nothing: he is Void. Fifth question: What are 

you?"


But the Lone One was broken. He had collapsed in despair. He only blubbered under his tears: " 
Do, what you want with me; I'm finished."



" Sixth question: What are you."



" I am anything."



" Anything is nothing, and nothing is Void. You have failed yourself badly, but You are 
not alone. Others are failing in the same way at this very moment. There are many individuals 
hovering between the four dimensions that are like you. But, they are not men: they are derivatives, 
they have no feeling of unity; they do not belong to any race; they are Lone Ones in the full 
meaning of that word; they are insane.. .



" But I'm not insane... "



" You do not recognize the Sounds of Void when you hear them, and you are therefore 
insane. 'You have eyes, and do not see, have cars, and do not hear.' "


The last words of Alpha faded away. For some time, the Lone One remained motionless. Then his senses slowly came back to him and he looked about himself. He was alone. Around him stretched the eternity of Void; but for him, the ordeal had just begun: he was to never hear those ringing voices again: the Sounds had ceased speaking ... forever ....
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BEDTIME STORY


A piercing scream shattered the silence of the dark caves and a girl ran round a corner, hair flying. She was lost in a maze of winding tunnels which had been transformed into a living nightmare of horrors.


The girl stumbled over something and fell headlong on the floor. She turned to feel what she had fallen over and her hand touched something cold. She lit a match then dropped them all as she saw a body, lying face upwards. Its eyes were open and had a surprised look in them. Blood had congealed around its mouth. She turned and ran. She did not care now where she went if only she could get out.


Out of breath, she stopped, trying to get her bearings, but it was useless, as the caves were so large and there was only one way out which was blocked by that raving madman. He must be watching her now. She shivered and went on.


She knew that it was useless but she could not help running. She had to try, at least, and by now all she could think about was that she had to run. She could feel that she was slowly going insane. She wanted to lie

