Episode 12 Personal flashforward 

The landing is on a garden, longer rather than large, a strip between the sea and a rock face red more than grey. Palms, paulownia and jacaranda trees, climbing bougainvilleas and passion flowers cover the low buildings and climb the control tower. It’s an airport.
The way out from the terminal is hindered by a fence of elderly black dressed ladies, their faces carved with an ancestral pain. They chant a stifle cry for joy: “That’s him, yes, it’s him. For certain! Leaving is full of danger, but there, it’s him coming back!” And they are pointing at a passenger, older than old, who reminds them of a child long since gone. 
Once at the taxi rank you arrive at a brawl, which is actually just a lively discussion about sport or TV programs, wirh digressions on who should pick up the fare. 

The highway to town runs along the rock face, which hides a fleet of nuclear warheads and submarines, says the taxi driver in a low voice, glancing sideways and at the rear-view mirrors. “Nobody has ever seen anything but it’s there, for certain!”
The Riviera is an architectural anthology of seaside villas with swimming pools, minigolf courses, mown lawns and barbecues.
On the outskirts of the town are castles of composite styles featuring turrets and battlements, but the notice symply reads: SUPERSTORE.

Within the city walls shop-windows glitter with gold, silver and gems, others with early produce and DELICATESSEN from the countries afar, but  the confectionary is strictly local, gaudy and Baroque in form. The goomy elegant suits are never reduced in price.
The society’s holding company is located in a period building. The interior is a gallery of unique furniture pieces, old paintings, statues, porcelain and ceramics shimmering darkly in their Hispano-Moorish glaze.
The  fleetingly smiling President and CEO is imperative: “No problem with financing your project but, dare I ask: When will we yeld some profit, if ever at all? The manufacturing is slow and here we are swift. We tap into value generated elsewhere, no matter where or how, and we multiply it by 10, 100, 1000. Only symbols of wealth give rice to true wealth. Minimal investment, zero risk. Please rework your proposal and come back. Meanwhile, do join us for lunch.

Standing at the departure gate, weighed down by a heavy meal, he was thinking back to those magic words and wondering whether he should persevere or convert to the relgion of the symbols: those that are pure and self sufficient, lost in the chain of returns untl those invisible anthills where things are born. However, however he pondered: 10, 100, 1000. For certain!
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