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  At noon, the exhausted body got to its last dwelling. Within the terrain, upon which weed had established their realm and straw closed in on the rotten crosses -with the blur lettering of the deceased' name- risen on the graves, would be buried the rustic casket.




  An enormous cauldron was the Earth as the great luminous astron star scintillated impetuously. The mourners with their clothes adhered to their skin listened to the prayers said by Father Jesuso, who seemed to be a soul in torment under his cassock. Elegábalo fixed his sight on the remains were inside the pit.




  Once it was cast the last shovel over the hollow, the funeral had concluded. The assistants got back to their labour, and the priest and his companion left behind the arch of stone of the cemetery as they strolled down over to the town.




  One o' clock.




  “This land needs new fruits. It is about time you gave them.”




  “I know, father. But I don't want to sow in this ground,” the young swarthy man said with a profound determination in his entity.




  “In what place can you flourish if it is not on this land which witnessed your birth? Your roots have gone. The Creator has called them, but it doesn't mean this land doesn't belong to you anymore.”




  “A land is not just yours because you have risen on it; through work and the fruit you get from its bowels are the means to make yours.”




  “You haven't got another one, have you?” He insisted with his characteristic Spanish accent. “At what horizon are you looking?”




  The strapping youth attempting to alter the small world inside the priest's head said. “Father, you forget I'm a man and a man can get what he wants in this life.”




  “Don't always get what you want, my boy. You should try to settle down on this land where you were born,” he said with anxious words budded in his heart.




  “Why do you say that if the people of this town are dying out and there is no new blood?”




  Father Jesuso grinded to a halt and looked at the town with resignation in his eyes commented. “We are now a farmhouse... Here there is no a lot of work for God. We just need a cold to be disappeared from the map.”




  “If we're even on it!” Elegábalo said.




  The two walkers carried on their way.




  “Let's see, what are your plans?” Father Jesuso said.




  “I've got just one... It's to work for the future. I am going to the city,” the strapping youth announced him.




  The priest admired at the rebellious soul in the flourish of youth as he was imprisoned by fears of an uncertain destiny.




  “So, what are you going to do over there? Do you think there is a room for you in the city?”




  “I don't know, father. But if there isn’t, I'll make one.”




  His answer had drowned Father Jesuso's hope of finding a man with his fate traced in the palms of his hands.
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