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He was sleeping in a chair, leaning against a shelf containing fertilizers, shovels, scissors, and flower pots with vines hanging from them.

			Drops of heat ran down the canvas and fell to the dirt floor, one crossing his broad forehead and thick eyebrows.

			In the forest, he observed clouds and stars. The logs crackled, and the flames of the campfire illuminated the stern face of the Indian, sitting cross-legged on animal skins. Wrinkles furrowed his white-painted face, his black eyes shone, his shadow floated on the tent’s walls. He brought him a bowl, his expression showed obedience, he stretched out his arm, and took the container, the liquid was boiling, he looked up, the Indian arched his lips and nodded with a frown. He drank the concoction in two unbearably bitter gulps. Dizzy, he took a deep breath of air. The Indian looked at him like a judge about to pass a sentence. He said incomprehensible words and the harsh pronunciation frightened him. He fainted.

			He stretched, finding it difficult to wake up. The Indian’s gaze persisted in his mind.

			The sleep ritual seemed real, coming from another life, he was disturbed by the idea of not waking up.

			Lingering drowsiness ran through his burly limbs. He grew excited at the thought of dinner.

			The wet gravel of the path glistened in the light of the flashlight in the darkness of the night.

			He climbed the three steps to the porch, opened the door, and placed his gloves and belt of gardening tools on the wooden table. He fed the fire in the hearth with wood from the pile and arranged it with the steel rod.

			He drew symbols in the ashes. He could not guess where they came from, nor what they meant.

			“Nonsense,” he thought. His lips, outlined by his thick black beard, turned up.

			He put the pan on the fire and sautéed vegetables and meat.

			He thought about the questions; who built it, when, could others have witnessed the performances, perhaps the greenhouse wanted to rebel.

			He believed in the hidden messages of the representations. The greenhouse granted peace, there was nothing left to do or wait for.

			It took him months to get to know them. He tried not to inhibit them, cut off dead stems, and controlled the humidity. He installed automatic heaters, artificial lighting, used fertilizers and new pruning tools. They allowed him to experience the mystery.

			He woke up one stormy rainy thunder summer night. He sensed the disturbance. He left the house under the downpour, with the essential tools.

			Thunderous drops hit the canvas that the stems rubbed against, and some stakes came loose from the ground, threatening collapse, but there was not much he could do.

			After the storm, he provided support for the structure. Inside he placed vertical metal rods, held together with steel cables, tied to stakes that were covered with ivy.

			Sometimes he thought that the greenhouse would not survive without someone to take care of it. 

			He finished some adjustments, and as he turned a corner, he accidentally hit a flower pot with his elbow, which broke on the ground, roots twisting in the scattered earth. He hurriedly searched the shelf for substrate, filled a pot and planted it.

			They prevented him from getting closer, and when he tried, he fell and suffered a nightmare. He escaped through a dark jungle, reaching the end of a path blocked by rocks, the silhouette of a beast and its yellow eyes grew, outlined against the night sky, the hoarse and hot breathing moved the ragged collar of the shirt, the instant it attacked him, he became the beast.

			At last, the nightmares subsided, and he knew he could get back to normal. The punishment did not weaken the feeling towards them, guardians of stories in their moldiness of time.

			He wanted to know what they had to offer. The effect of the plants attracted him. Every time he entered the greenhouse, his stay increased.

			In the early hours of some days of the month, he would start up the truck and go to town to buy supplies, food and drinks.

			He would greet some acquaintance, say nothing important to the market vendor, and refuse any invitation.

			He was dedicated to caring for the crops, awaiting the representations that the greenhouse provided.

			His father and mother died. He sold the house in the city and bought the current one in the field.

			A friend contacted him. 

			He answered the unexpected and unwanted call and said he would go to visit him.

			One rainy afternoon, the car stumbled along the muddy road, dodging potholes. He watched him through the window as he opened the gate. Although he was older, he moved agilely, helped by his thinness, the rain lashed his raincoat.

			He welcomed him into the shed and installed him in a room with a window facing the back of the field, where the greenhouse was. Intrigue dissipated his serene face for a moment, he desired to know it. 

			At dinner, he asked what it was about. 

			—It’s a hobby.

			—I would love to meet it.

			—We’ll go tomorrow —he said, hiding his irritation.

			When he opened the entrance, the visitor was instantly impressed, perceiving a light fragrance and the intense colour of the plants.

			—The diversity is surprising —he pointed out the nearby species, mentioned their names and origins.

			He investigated some very rare specimens, found no information, but he had to respond, censure any suspicion.

			—These are bromeliads.

			Yellow and red flowers covered the trunk where they grew. Immediately after it, there were other flowers with wide, purple petals. He distinguished a liquid, almost imperceptible, flowing through the veins of the plants, and he knelt to see better. He noticed that he had fallen behind, hurried back, and placed a heavy hand on his shoulder.

			—Begonias —he said, interrupting the onset of a hypnotic state—. Let’s continue, there are more species around here.

			It was necessary to be alert and avoid any incidents.  They continued to appreciate ferns of different types, lily flowers, bonsais, and climbing plants growing attached to the damp walls. On a mouldy trunk, mushrooms of different sizes and colours proliferated.

			—Amazing —his friend commented.

			They remained still as if choosing whom to demonstrate to.

			He was happy, the visit lasted only a few days. His friend said nothing, but he found him changed, withdrawn. He left inviting him to come and visit him.  

			At dinner time the dew began to fall. From the window he saw the gloomy stable, the animals were sleeping. Fog covered the plain, automatic lamps went off inside the greenhouse, in the quiet of the night.

			Lying in his bedroom, images of flowers growing in a peaceful place came to him.

			Watering them, cutting dry stems, preparing soil, conditioning flower pots. In these tasks the world became remote. He watched them patiently, accustomed to their presence, waiting for the awakening of the representations, dramatic or peaceful, like the movements to dissolve. 

			A rectangular pot, set aside in a corner, darkened by humidity, housed a plant with oval leaves and pointed edges, of a deep green, which seemed very old. It had acquired the ability to grow suddenly, perhaps over many years. A tangle of branches spilt out of the pot, crushing rakes, scissors, shovels, watering cans, and parts of other plants. Stems grew tangled, creating a scene.

			Not knowing their veracity, he did not doubt the hidden messages. The days passed peacefully, and he ended up lying in his bed, wrapped in blankets and the night peaceful.

			He drew the curtains over the windows, the morning lit up the room. Dry leaves floated in the pond, birds were cooling off.

			They awakened in him an unexpected consciousness, manifest life.

			He had breakfast, left his cup and cutlery on the table, and fastened his belt with his botanical instruments. He stretched his arms out on the porch, walking down the steps, his straw hat holding in the wind, watching the flowers sway, the canvas shimmering in the heat of the day.

			They stretched as he passed. Sitting on the wooden chair he stroked them, cut dry leaves.

			Without expecting it, they intertwined, grew, and formed a representation. In amazement, he watched a human figure walk through a forest and reach a cliff into which a bucket fell.

			A sudden sleep overcame him; he plunged into the deep sea, in search of the bucket, where the light of day fades. They returned to their original position.

			He didn’t know how long it had been, the drowsiness had left him, particles were floating in the air, he rubbed his eyes. With a magnifying glass he inspected the veins of the leaves, he could make out the slight flow of a substance. 

			The phenomena in the greenhouse could be the product of a factor that came from another time, transmitted by the plants. There was no indication of the origin of the manifestations. He did not know why they reacted to him. He found in them an involuntary state of calm, the forgetfulness of desires.

			He did not know it, but others knew about the greenhouse. The last owner of the house took care of it, but he did not see any representation.

			He had to move due to work issues. Perhaps they didn’t show up because of his short stay. He never mentioned the greenhouse, hoping no one would find out.

			It was night, he walked distractedly, hearing the chirping of insects, and seeing the orange trees and the damp grass, shining in the moonlight.

			The greenhouse lamps flicker yellowish in the silence of the nocturnal.

			He opened the zipper of the tent. They recognized him instantly, and stretched slowly, responding to his taciturn presence.

			Standing on the bench, he cut off wilted sections from a leafy clump with long leaves and jagged edges. He stepped down from the bench and stems grew together, creating the shape of a ship, a man at the bow, branches shaped like a shore, and people were waiting. Fascinated, he saw boats with sailors. Suddenly, the plants diminished their animation and returned to their original place.

			He lit a lamp hanging from the ceiling, gathered up his tools, and meditated on the act. He closed the zipper, fastened the tarp at the entrance, and returned home, thinking that the scene was unfinished and that the end overwhelmed them for some reason.

			In the bathroom, he washed his hands and face. Looking at his reflection in the mirror, he remembered that they had once created a section of a labyrinth, where someone appeared in one place and another, looking for a way out. That representation was repeatedly unfinished.

			He boiled rice, fried fish, ate dinner, and lay down to read a fragment of a book until he fell asleep.

			It dawned, a sunny day, with wisps of clouds in the sky. 

			He bought provisions in the village, and on his return he inspected the greenhouse.

			In one of the vast pots, there was a bush that looked like a large, dense fern. Using pruning shears, he cut off the dry leaves.

			For a few seconds he forgot where he was, a shiver ran through him, he tried to move away but found himself cutting the ends. Without realizing it, stems and leaves formed the figure of a man and a woman, they retracted, representing a savannah, grasslands and swaying trees.

			He interpreted the meaning as the landscape longed for by both. He recognized the sensation coming from a forgotten past.

			The mysterious manifestations in the greenhouse reached him through the plants, granting him peace. He stroked them, wanting to see more.

			He opened the windows to the sunlight, the wind ruffled the curtains. 

			For days he had been feeling an unusual heaviness when waking up. 

			He delayed his visit to the greenhouse, finished pending tasks; he fixed the gate, repaired the radio, which had been broken for months, bought food in the village, talked about the weather with merchants at the market.

			On the way back, he realized that he had to water them.

			He walked around the outside of the greenhouse, two stakes were sticking out, he found a hammer in the toolbox and hammered them in.

			Using the botanical instruments, time passed unnoticed. He noticed them restless, then an unexpected omen occurred.

			He realized that his intervention was never necessary, the greenhouse would survive, after all, he didn’t know how long it had existed. The plants wanted to be uncovered, although he did not understand the reason. He shuddered.

			It was getting dark, he was finishing making furrows in the yard to plant seeds, he saw turned off lamps in the distance. He searched the shelves in the closet for spare parts.
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