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  …my letters will live breathing the air of your existence in the retina of the infinite time which accompanies  my soul in its eternal journey from generation to generation. 


   


  Gonzalo España, La canción de la flor 


  Synopsis



   


   


  The plot revolves around two passionate lovers of life, skins, waves and desert, and around a secret and remarkably strange organisation which plans to assassinate God. Two lovers without so much as an identity, memories of themselves or a reason to be in this world other than the immense affection, passion and tenderness they both feel for one another; two lovers who will nevertheless go through the game of a lustrous and uttermost intense seduction and through the deepest requirements provided by inner feelings of revenge. Will, thus, those two lovers of life and fate murder God? Will they be able to love each other at an overwhelming speed and cross that way the pupils of infinite time?


  



  DEEP DOWN IN THE PUPILS OF INFINITE TIME


   


  One


   


  That spring was the sweet mother of the most beautiful flowers and that each star owned its own cosmic tail of heat, were truths little Susana sensed, one way or another, in her little solicitous heart.


  Nowadays, nobody knows for sure how she disappeared. Some neighbours in that coastal region, so rich in reefs and wistful horizons, where such a little girl of bewildering dazzling eyes and frizzy brunette hair used to live, have ventured to comment one thing or another to explain what actually happened to her.


  They’ve said, for instance, and always in a tone suggesting hearsay, that Mr Rodrigo Buenaventura, the father of that girl who used to unveil tenderness through each of her pores and fibres, sold her one day to a people’s trafficker; one of those who tend to seek brand new merchandise overseas. They’ve also said, always in a tone suggesting hearsay, that he, that is, the father of the beautiful child, used to sexually molest her during the frigid cold break of dawn, the warm and weary afternoon hours and through the uncertain opaque incomprehensibilities that take place underneath the stars. One night, rumour has it, before the puzzled stunned glance of a silver moon, he went too far, both in the exploitation and the clobbering he administered his little child, to the point he wound up taking her life all of a sudden. It’s been said that he then proceeded to conceal her somewhere on the beach, under the sweet droning of some breezes which wanted to turn into the moon’s donning, and the incessant flight of some seagulls infatuated with the sea.


  Naturally, only Rodrigo Buenaventura could possibly give us a clue, with some certainty, about what actually happened that inauspicious cloudy afternoon when Susana disappeared as if by magic. A hint that would help us substantiate the way those events, undoubtedly cloudy and covered by the seminal unsuspecting essence of mystery, took place.


  That day, the sky was utterly pouring and it seemed like it was mocking the very passing of time. When Rodrigo returned from work as usual, he found on the main table of his house a note where little Susana notified her whereabouts. That was a common occurrence. Sometimes little Susana left notes for her dad saying ‘I’ve gone to town to buy some bread’ or ‘I’ve gone to draw on the sand in the beach.’ The fateful note Rodrigo had in his hands at that moment, however, merely read ‘dad, I’ve followed the voice of the horizon.’ 


  In that instance Rodrigo went out looking for his beloved daughter, the only company he had at home, since his wife (i.e., Susana’s mother) had passed away a few years earlier. He did thus go out looking for his little child amidst an arrhythmic rain damping his thoughts and drenching the very fabric of his heart, when he saw her in the distance, just when a furtive wave took her away after fiercely crashing on the beach and turning back towards the ocean. A wave of aggressive strength which only left a haze of incalculable size in Rodrigo’s ill-fated grief-stricken heart.


  There hasn’t been a single dusk since then without Rodrigo standing before the sea to listen the wind’s howling with his taciturn distressed gaze and with the only certainty that his little kid’s dreams would be forever ploughing through in the bottom of the ocean the same way seagulls fly over on a daily basis in a sky open to a limitless colourless hope and with an incessant perennial beauty which tends to hide, for some reason, a shade of innocence.


  Shortly after Susana’s disappearance, Rodrigo Buenaventura perished. If anyone had ever known him well enough they would’ve said the cause of death had been grief.


  When fourteen years passed since the absurd and mysterious departure of such little girl in that coastal town so rich in riffs and many fortuitous unexpected encounters with destiny’s absence, she showed up, aged over twenty, on a train, with a red outfit and not knowing or having the most remote idea of who she was exactly.


   


  Two


  His eyes were slowly opening. Within himself, it seemed like time had been lost in some dark and hazy abyss and was gradually returning like the good son coming back home. The sweet light of day, by its side, covered him all of a sudden with its brightness. Sounds from people and the general milieu, on the other hand, slowly reached his ears as brief sustained whispers. Then, after some seconds of regaining consciousness, in which either he or she could have heard the sound of breeze amongst petals which in autumn fall on the floor, assuming he, or she, would have wanted to and would have been in the right place for that, the first certainty showed up: he or she, or whoever it was, was travelling on a train, there was no doubt about it. Next to him – or her – there was a window by which a landscape full of trees with green and dense attires could be seen. The vehicle where they were being transported was also producing a mild sound, just like a train, very similar to a modest babbling river.
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