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At Aula

Mung years ago, My fqv'nih:, and I went
to Villabline (Lesn). We were on holi-
day. I was very excited: L had never
been to Villabline. It was great fun.

My little sister and L plqyed a lot. That
day. I was very tired. L slept fast. But L
woke up Sooh; it was still dark. I looked
out of the window. Suddeniy. L saw horses
and there were men fighting. The horses
ran away, frightened. But the men went on
fighting. L closed my eyes, scared, and then
L opened them. The men and the horses had
disappeared. I was frightened. What was
happening?

The next day. L asked my sister if' she
had heard anything the previous night.

“No, why?" she answered me. “Are you OK?”
I thought that L was crazy but.. That was

! entry - (in this context) submission; contes-
tant; composition

*I couldn’t take it anymore - I could no longer
control myself, I had had enough

* eventually - (faise friend) in the end

*to allow - permit

? nearby - close-by, in the vicinity

“runner-up - competitor in (equal) second
place

2008 (Madiric) we organized a composition competition for secondary school students, Here is the winning entry':

impossible... it was so reql. I heard men and
horses fighting! L was sure!

L saw a person going for q walk. L
couldn't take it ahymore”. L asked the man
if there were horses there.

“There were horses before. But it has been
a long time since Villabline had horses. It's
very cold, so people took the horses far
away from here. Why? bo you want to ride o
horse?” he asked me.

"No' L said. "Last hight, L heard horses and
men fighting’

“Ah... bon't worry he said to me. “That was a
battle. 150 years ago, they fought to conquer
these lands. But they lost and some nights
they come back to conquer these lands.
They lost these lands when they were dlive;
however, they think that they can conquer
them Now that they are dead”. He stopped. ‘1
don't know what they are exactly: ghosts?
Maybe. My imagination and yours? Who
Kknows?"

At first L thought that the Man was crazy
— like me — but eventually® L thought, why
can't the dead come back 1o recover their
lands?

While L was eating, I was thinking about
the harseman's story. It was fantastical ang
unreal. Nevertheless, 1 liked to think that L
Saw Something that was true.
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The next weekend, I came back to Madrid.
I didn't want to go fo Madrid. I wanted 1o
listen to the rest of the horseman's story.
But my family didn't allow’ me to do . L had
to return to Madrid.

When L was in the can I looked out of
the window and, Suddel’]ly. I saw q horse and
a Mah oh q hill P’qur\by“", He smiled ot me, and
then he vanished. L don't know if what I saw
was true or Not, but I know what I Saw and
1 know that the story was true.

* Runners-Lp®: Xieoghen Mao and Enrigue Prieto Prieto
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