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This book is dedicated to the memory of Lady Neptune.




River Phoenix, who died in 1993 at the age of 23, is an actor who marked an entire generation. This naive tale, staging River in a romantic and tragic love story pays homage to him.


River Phoenix said that he had a vision of his future wife and that he should meet and marry her in 2002. This is the starting point of our story ...





Prologue


All is so far away now... I just wonder now what 's left of both of you and what 's letf of my own soul?


At the end of my own life , I am now the only one who can tell your legend, because everything today is so confused and far away... like the mists of memory, like your vacillations on this highway you're collapsing on. This fog in one way paralyzes me but in another I'm pleased...
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There will be no structure to this story, it will come uncertain and wandering, like my mind that likes to get lost in the country of souvenirs. It will descend from the clouds like the last ode my soul sang, like the swan song, unfinished and blurry. This tale is like the flow of the river that carries our lives in these other dimensions where everything remains eternal.


Shall I start at the end or in the middle of a dream where the ghosts of yesterday whisper the sweet melody of what only exists in our memories?


I too am looking for the way to my home and my past and just like Laura, I am clinging to this postcard that you sent her from beyond ... It's the vestige of another world, or the missive from another reality. And this endless road turns into an infinite river where dance the waves of our souls which surrender to their destiny without being able to fight ...


Me too I became the river, the one by which I strolled ended up attracting me hypnotic in another world, maybe I drowned there maybe I just refreshed myself but in a way or another I always travels in its translucent waters ...


I only remember this blue bird, this bird of paradise that fluttered above its deep waters.


It invited me on an adventure and surely I wanted to join him, indifferent to the risk I was taking. But I don't care because in the end I know that there is no border between life and death, dream and reality. The blue bird invited me to jump into the clouds that hovered over the mysterious wave. Tired of my loneliness and my sadness, I listened to what its silent voice whispered in my ear.


"Jump in these clouds and wash yourselves from your previous lives, plunge into the wave and you will be reborn infinite ..."


I don't remember more, only this adventure with this blond boy who appeared to Laura under a waterfall in the middle of the dance of the mists. They lived bohemia and even today the poetry of their meeting fills my soul. He was a poet, a beautiful soul and he knew in this journey between two worlds make her dance as she daydreamt.
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He had been waiting for her for a long time in this other kingdom and knew her face long before he had met her.


There are those moments of eternity that haunt us and make us pass out the time clock. Despite the years that erase memories, they cannot diminish the imprint that love leaves forever in our hearts. A few seconds like a fleeting spark ignites the whirlwind of our memories and it is in the transience of this flash that we felt most alive.


It is there that our divinity is revealed, that the heart gets carried away and feels the fusion with unity.
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There is no more time, there is no more space, there is only that language of the soul and this invitation to travel in dimensions that only the initiated can penetrate. Everything rocks in the tsunami of emotions, the being is revealed and reborn from the deepest despair. The unexpected of these moments leaves the infinite feeling of the magic which surrounds us. It is for this quivering of our souls, these few moments of eternity which struck us down that it will have been worthwhile to exist. Time is like a stream, you cannot touch the same water twice since the current follows its course, but the source which floods your heart is eternal.


That boy Laura met in the waters of the river is in my memory the guardian of another world, he is a poet, a philosopher who taught her spirituality and magic during their meetings, he is the prince of her nebula. Perhaps he is the spirit of the river, he is not of any terrestrial kingdom, but for me there remains this bohemian whom she met on the roads of Idaho. You will certainly not meet him in Idaho territory because it is an invented Idaho, an Idaho that has never existed except in her heart.


One day, I will leave at the edge of this river, I will let myself drift like Laura on the river that takes travelers to the land of Idaho.


The blue bird of paradise flies over and over above this mysterious utopia born of the meanders of fertile psyches and leads newcomers to the kingdom of childhood and endless parties.


No bad queen reigns over this dreamlike world with borders as changeable as the race of the clouds. I look forward to seeing the giant sequoia that reigns in the meadow dotted with sunflowers.


Because at the top of this tree is where the lost paradise of our young years is found. Only the elected personns know the secret code to enter this cabin at the top of the trees. The traveler from Idaho then accesses this magical place where one can eternally relive the memories of an innocence here below forever lost, but these fleeting visions disappear at the first dew of the morning.


The Prince of Idaho is this young blond man asleep on the road, who dreams of his vanished childhood which he will never find except in his dreams. He dreams of his home which he will never find on this earth. On this neverending road, the prince of idaho joined the clouds and take Laura with him when life is too painful. So whenever she smells this existential anguish rising in her, she falls asleep and finds the prince of Idaho and his lost home.


In this magical country, your only treasure is your heart and the salmon dance up the rivers.
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