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			What we do for ourselves dies with us. What we do for others and the world remains and is immortal.

			Albert Pike.

		

	
		
			Prologue

			They called him “Juss.” Stress on the “u.” With the acoustic effect of the pronunciation, at times, one could think that instead of calling him, what had been intended was nothing but a forceful sneeze. On the other hand, I felt such a name could have existed here on Earth, perhaps as the phonetic and semi-onomatopoeic precursor of the name most well-known and celebrated by everyone: Jesus. And why not? Perhaps there was some kind of interconnection or parallelism between the two worlds. Anyway, I didn’t really pay much attention to my hypothesis.

			When I met him on his planet, Corts, he was already one of the few Caeruleum Neanderthals left there. Caeruleum is how I named and cataloged them in my notes because of their light-bluish skin. The extraction of their species from there was imminent, representing their definitive extinction, resulting from the insertion of the Sapiens variety that would replace them in the artificial, evolutionary chain employed in this world by the three round, neat, white spheres.

			Juss was a hybrid specimen, the result of the genetic blend between a young Homo prasinus— a species loosely related to the Earth’s Homo erectus, although with light-green skin, much less ape and more “sapiens,” a coarse, robust specimen of the first Neanderthals who had begun to resettle the north-central area of the planet. Although they were considered different species in that galaxy, both specimens shared enough of a physical resemblance to not abhor and even find attractive symmetries in the other. His mother was the last link in the chain connecting his people with his father’s species, and it had been during a migration to the north that she was found by the Neanderthal clan. For a short time, both species cohabited Corts’s only continent.

			He had inherited his father’s physical features, which allowed him to identify with his peers as one more of the clan, at least visually. However, hidden in his skull, the genetics of his brain had remained relatively close to that of his mother’s, and consequently, at first, the synaptic functions of his thinking machinery did not possess the supposed development of the species to which he belonged. The hybrid provided the world with a specimen that, according to his group, lacked “balance” and, therefore, he was often considered a member without full abilities.

			Juss was quite peculiar and witty. He stood out not just because of his height and strength but also because he had a mediocre mastery of hunting and other hominid day-to-day chores. These tasks didn’t attract his attention much either. He balanced such deficiencies with his entrepreneurial skills, an unusual joy, and the magic of cave art, which he left on the cave walls and through which he identified every member exercising their roles. Nature is whimsical, impetuous, and likes to flirt with genetic mixtures. He was not mentally disabled, just different; he would prove it when the time came.

			The Caeruleums adopted his mother when she was just five years old. She had been orphaned by both parents and tribe: it happened during their migration to a north that promised not only more food but also better general living conditions; a stomach bacteria had infected them all after they consumed the flesh of a diseased and decaying mastodon, a paradisiacal delicacy, they had found deposited on the semi-desert savannah they were crossing. In just three days, everyone began to collapse and die, abandoning the young girl, the only one who survived the attacks of internal hemorrhaging and the pain and suffering, to her fate. When she was sighted, terrified and sobbing, she was waiting for her uncertain fate under the shade of a Cortsian Baobab tree. They identified her as an alien species – which she was – but considered her sufficiently humanoid, just as they were, to accept her and take her with them.

			Barely fifteen years old, she could not hold life within her body the day she gave birth to her hybrid. The newborn had the dimensions of his father’s species, bigger and stronger than hers, which led to her death. The cause was internal bleeding due to the damage to her reproductive system, cartilage, and other adjacent organs, which could not withstand the birth of such a large offspring. Both species were not fated to meet each other, let alone to reproduce. I was there, watching everything from a distance.

			She was the last of her kind; she didn’t even get to meet her son, and as her eyes closed, the eternal darkness consumed the story of everyone on the planet. who had belonged to her species. For a long time, her kind had been fully extracted; however, the spheres had granted her permission to live long enough, even allowing mating, to introduce and perpetuate part of her genetics in Corts through her son. While it was proven that her brain was more limited, by mating with Juss’s father, her son’s brain mutated enough to receive higher knowledge than the rest and even evolve in the near future. The hybrid was raised in part by his father, who did not experience any anguish for the loss of what he had always considered a weak species, inferior to his own, his mother, and one that had represented nothing but a female with whom he satiated his fits of testosterone. He replaced her shortly after that with another Neanderthal of the neighboring clan. He reproduced on several occasions with her and formed an extensive, genuine family. The head of the household never came to accept Juss as her own; however, given his inattention to her warnings, she did not get his father to renounce his firstborn. Quite the contrary, with the passing of the years and their seasons, he grew and developed, reaching the most intimidating height and musculature of anyone around him, and thanks to the teachings of his father, plus the maternal love of his two aunts, the noble and great pseudo-artist managed to survive and develop the aforementioned talents and much more.

			There was a night I didn’t disconnect. I preferred to stay observing the two full yellow Corts moons, which, together with the stars of the pink, lilac, and blue firmament, recreated the visual effects of a sky as exquisite in its beauty as it was anonymous and unknown in its immensity. The following morning, the sounds of the uproar to which they all resorted to express their joy woke me up with a sense of having them just a few meters away, even at ten kilometers, where I used to set up my tent. I quickly freed myself from the sleeping bag, and, with a leap, I neared the vicinity of the cliff where I used to place my telescope, and I managed to focus on the cave.

			The reason for such a festive mood was that the ten males who had gone out hunting the previous day, among whom was Juss, who had decided on a whim to experience the dangerous art of harassing the enormous beasts, had returned with a young Mammoth Cornibus. I had dubbed the mammoths from Corts as such in my notes because of the great horns they featured on both sides of their heads. During that exercise, no one had had to perish, so the occasion undoubtedly warranted all those celebrations of joy. The abundant bounty prevented the typical fights for food since everyone knew the young animal, with tender and juicy flesh, would provide for them and fill their stomachs throughout several moons.

			After eating, not minding his stomach and its limits, Juss had treated himself to the luxury of lying down to rest in his favorite prairie, which lay on the slope of the mountain closest to his home, green, quiet, and covered with tiny white flowers. At that moment, his intellect craved abstraction, and, looking up at the sky, he spent time finding the similarities of the clouds that paraded before his attentive gaze to the few forms and effects of a nature that he had come to partially know.

			Absorbed, he had not noticed the melody he had begun to compose between his lips, like a noble buzzing. It had begun to evolve towards a primary and diffuse musical creation, which, although elementary and short, already had an understandable structure. You could say that at that moment, the music had emerged from the depth of his consciousness and, in turn, had begun to break through the cellular universe of his brain.

			Inexplicably and randomly, alien to the development, evolution, and potential of his neural abilities, the first sequences of sounds and harmonic modulations that the Sapiens ruber would one day come to conceptualize as “music” began to germinate in the interior of his nucleus accumbens. In his mind, such an event was caused by the unconscious creation and tipping point between the first two pseudo-musical bars and the structures that joined them and recognized him as part of the same melody he was producing. The propagation of that childish sequence of idle sounds— structured on a microcosmic mental scale, like a universe with its expansive acts of light, life generation, and extinction at the same time— began to expand the walls of understanding and consciousness within the still- scarce ridges of his primary brain muscle.

			He was unable to perceive it, but his neurons had begun the unending rotation of his senses, spreading in his brain the chemistry necessary for the competent synaptic creation he would need one day when he would externalize through the intonation of a song, the pleasure of the universal power of music over men. A power that, even though it had been born within that particular hybrid Cortsian Neanderthal, he would transmit to the rest of his people through the countless creative ideas that had begun to flow within each of his synapses.

			Its prehistoric tonal sequence, with a simple, constant, and crude structure, was enough to provide evolutionary continuity to the consciousness of future generations throughout the thousands of years they lived on Corts. Generations who, when the time came for them to be extracted from the planet, would leave an invaluable inheritance to the variety of humans that would be later inserted; those who, immersed in the light of future philosophies, would come to conceptualize the reason and motives of life.

			Once Juss had finished his digestion process and regained the desire to be fully aware, I observed he had risen from the ground, looking forward with a blank stare. Suddenly, he began regurgitating sounds like a wolf communicating with his pack. I realized he was trying to put forth his melody from the depths of his throat using his rudimentary vocal cords.

			Unlike the musical and linguistic capacity that the Neanderthals Caeruleum came to develop throughout their evolutionary process, and until the arrival of the three spheres, the linguistic communication of their predecessors of the same species, Juss among them, depended on an insufficient vocal tract incapable of gesticulating speech as it is known. So, not belittling it, although derisory for a Sapiens Ruber’s brain level, Juss’ musical intentionality had represented an immense advancement for him, producing an exponential growth of his analytical capacity with the help of endorphins.

			From then on, the young Juss would be reunited with his environment, providing emotional and subjective intensity. He would begin to realize that he had been living oblivious to a world full of senses and sensory secrets. The only thing that had separated him from it had been the inability of a “head” that was not challenged enough. The reality of colors, smells, feelings, and emotions and their conscious effects had been suspiciously sheltered for the brains with artistic-musical curiosity. His world went from being instinctive by default to becoming the sensory universe intrinsic to life.

			“Meetlog díkaa”: Language of the sky, they explained to each other in the cave, venturing what represented the principle of musical melody in their language. Its knowledge was exported to the rest of other nearby clans, and these, in turn, as the triangle and the pyramidal structure do, widened and exported the knowledge to all the groups of the vast continent. In any case, when our friend was just discovering music, it had already reached its supreme conceptualization in many of the hundreds of thousands of star systems it had had the opportunity to impact, dominating the consciousness of all their inhabitants.

			Its goal on Corts had been to recreate itself from the primary intellect of a human brain that left much to be desired. Music was aware of the long and rugged road that remained in the minds of this planet before achieving its magnificence, which it indeed reached after a few hundred thousand years. Despite this, strengthening and expanding the primary consciousness, far from being a burden, was considered a privilege.

			I was one of the researchers who defended the hypothesis that the same thing had happened with the predecessor subspecies of Earth’s Homo sapiens at every opportunity it had worldwide. The only thing I could not corroborate was the existence of visits to our planet by those white “arks”; consequently, I could not capture the relevant evidence to challenge and refute Darwin’s evolutionary laws. I was among the few scientists in the community convinced that, as on Corts, the different subspecies of humans that lived on Earth had also belonged to the cyclic extraction and insertion project the vessels had been carrying out with the terrestrial human beings.

			The circumference of the vessels was perfect. They were gigantic, had a single dazzling white color, and, barring their shapes, they could have been camouflaged among the clouds without detection. When they arrived, they stopped midair, levitating statically in the sky until departure. They seemed to be made of a material like highly shiny white fiberglass. The surface of their bodies emanated what appeared to be curtains of the icy smoke of methane gas, which solidified and began to expand in contact with the ambient temperature, reaching short distances as plasma micro-stars.

			I was only able to see them twice. The first time was when they extracted all the Homos prasinus and deposited the hundreds of thousands of inert Neanderthal bodies belonging to the continent’s first evolutionary phase of the Caeruleums. Eyes wide open but asleep, and with muted lips, looked like standard synthetic series dolls scattered throughout the central and northern areas of the continent. Once the Goddesses departed, they all began to awaken, as if the spark of their lives had been reactivated in unison. The second visit took place after thousands of years when they extracted the last of the Neanderthals and seeded the millions of specimens of Homo sapiens ruber, who I named thus because of the reddish color of their skin, and which would repopulate the planet with the pre-installation of the knowledge inherited from their predecessor species.

			Unlike the first extraction and insertion processes, Neanderthals were not extracted immediately. That time, and for over a few thousand years, both species were allowed to coexist and mix, just like on Earth. By then, I was aware that part of the objective of the spheres was to drive evolution and the genetic improvement of the species and offspring that populated the planet throughout the stages preconceived within at least a master plan, if not a divine one. In this last process, where I had the chance to participate from the point of view of a spectator scientist, the incipient genome of the new human being that was expected as a result of such a mix was what I called the Sapiens “summa.”

			The new human being had a purple skin color, but I did not dare to inscribe it as “Homo sapiens purpura” simply because of the ridiculous name of the color itself in Latin. In my notes, I opted to catalog it as Homo sapiens summa because, apart from a rather unique skin color and a prodigious musculature— there were specimens who reached up to four meters in height— without describing the brain capabilities, I could verify they possessed, among which were levitation and mind reading. The time of extraction also came for Sapiens ruber. On my last visit to Corts, the “summas” ruled not only their world but also the rest of the planets in their solar system and the next closest one, which is just two light years away.

			More than a million years ago, and on the side of a mountain, Juss, the seed of the planned genomic fusion that I denoted in my notes as “Homo-Cortsian Puzzle for Superior Intellectual Development,” at the age of twenty-five and entertaining himself by trying out the second variation of a melody, without being aware of it, had begun to foster the foundations of the intellectual evolution that would take his planet to the apex of the rulership of two solar systems.

			On returning to that past for the last time, I observed how the experience of tasting a tiny drop of musical ingenuity had exhausted the young male to the same extent as if he’d had to carry the very mountain he was on. I concluded that, compared to the measurements of his brain, with the role he had to play in history, his genius, the product of the mix of two different species, could not have been the result of chance and had to be part of a preconceived project, implemented and achieved successfully in other universes.

			That day, Juss, the talented hybrid and the unfocused first musical “composer” of Corts, returned to his settlement with his people with a brain in turmoil and a load of new creative ideas in his consciousness. From then on, they all began to gather near the fire, no longer exclusively to exchange experiences about hunting and the stars of the infinite dark sky that covered Corts, but also to sing the first songs that emerged in this world.

			Juss died at almost thirty, having fulfilled his commitment. He achieved it with his own people and with everyone who can read this, my story, and my research and live the continuity of this life that will be recorded. It is now up to those with purple skin to continue with their lives, anecdotes, and objectives while the spheres allow it. Perhaps they will expand evolution for their species unlimitedly, without the same countdown their predecessors had. But I won’t be able to prove that anymore. At eighty-five and with a ruthless aneurysm, I’ve decided it’s time to die. And what better day to do that than on my birthday? Something I have never understood, even at the time of dying, were the only three words with which, mentally and without being aware until that last instant that the spheres knew of my presence in space and time within that world, one of them said to me, “Here you are...”

			I do not know if, in the future, someone will think of reusing and continuing this life and my experiences to travel to Corts, check on its society, and keep on writing about the course of evolution of its species, which may succumb as a result of selfishness and foolishness, or transcend and continue to expand with the help of immortal knowledge. I hope there is some other non-conformist adventurer, as I was long ago, with enough desire to continue adding more and more metadata to this story I leave behind... the one I would not like to perish due to inactivity.

			Finally, I tell you I was unaware the spheres knew of my presence in the time and space in which the world of Corts existed until the last moment. They let me know right at the end when one of them, separating from the rest, began to approach my vantage point. Far from standing still and communicating with the Goddess at once, an instinctive and unrecognizable force seized my will, forcing me to escape and disappear from virtuality. As a result of my brain’s inability to return to Corts, I will die without having managed to understand the words that the vessel pointed to my conscience: “Do not continue to flee, Henry, do not insist. The end will be the same.” Today is March 20, 2065. Happy Birthday!

			“Okay... you can disconnect me now,” I’ve just muttered to the machine that keeps me alive. The weight of my eyelids began to force me to close my eyes... I feel that I go and give myself once and for all to whatever the meaning of death is... yes, there is no going back... Farewell.

		

	
		
			PART I

		

	
		
			1

			While I bowed to thank my audience from my central position on the stage, I sometimes had the feeling that the decibels produced by their cheers, disguised as noise, besieged my eardrums just like a burly, uncoordinated blacksmith with his hammer, who, in his eagerness to wield and mold steel on the anvil, strikes the metal again and again without caring about the acoustic damage he can cause to third parties. I needed the applause like air, but, on countless occasions, my ears, and especially my psyche, were inclined to detest such thunderous sounds, even translating them, unfortunately, as unbearable shrillness, which urged me to escape to my dressing room with desperate urgency. 

			With a frozen smile and trying to appear precisely the opposite, I endured the praises and whistles that, like whips, from the obscurity of the rear seats and upper boxes of the audience, pierced through the vibrational euphoria exhibited by the rest of the fans closest to the proscenium, to hit my brain. I’m not going to lie; sometimes, I felt myself not only the most fortunate but also the most powerful man in Madrid’s musical guild. It was one of the reasons why I clenched my teeth tightly and remained static, flaunting my gratitude, when, in truth, every act and protocol other than playing my saxophone represented a burden for me. For many artists, such ovations symbolized the maximum distinction for their art, but, regrettably, for me, sometimes silence would have been enough.

			According to my psychoanalyst, I wasn’t ill, or at least not enough to take pills. Perhaps she was absolutely right when, with total confidence, she looked at me, shaking her head and forging a thinned-lipped smile, deeming me a “XXL-sized” eccentric with a significant lack of control over my manias and subjectivities, which, she concluded, were not that substantial. “And what artist does not have them?” I thought every time I left her office, aware that I would return to see her and leave my money in exchange for listening to my repetitive narrative in just over twenty days. Indeed, that was enough for me to feel like a normal person again.

			My name is Henry, and I’m an egomaniac. Beware, all musicians and artists are, in general, and for anyone who tells me otherwise, I am always willing to give them the number of my shrink, which is what I call her, to have her look at the parts of their self-deception engine. It is true that, as we achieve success and fame, such disorders gain intensity, volume, and emotional weight. But that is another issue. I don’t wish to focus too much on the characteristics and peculiarities of my personality either.

			On repeated occasions that night, while my faithful, noble, and effusive audience continued to applaud, cheer, and show a devotion that, indeed, I considered, to a large extent, to belong to the art of the musical code of conduct and not to me, I concentrated on contemplating harmonic and rhythmic imperfections arising from the vibrations caused by the noise.

			Some sounds had a longer life than the rest, the tone varied at every second, and the rhythm of the applause was not completely chaotic either, so, with the conjunction of all those effects, I found the logical and necessary apex to imagine a sudden musical work, sufficiently incomprehensible and as “easy-going” as many of the contemporary works written today, and with which some composers torture the authenticity of the concept of music.

			Throughout the ten or fifteen minutes the ovation lasted, amid all that arrhythmic and tonal anarchy, I devoted myself to recognizing and giving shelter to the leitmotif that aspired to make its way into my consciousness. “Henry, if they cannot realize that, if they do not agree to applaud with the same speed and rhythm or order the echo of their voices with awareness, they will not give rise to the formation of an actual and musical body as such. Come on, forget about it, detach yourself... Or, on the contrary, try to make way in your mind for the music you manage to understand, so when you get home, you grab any piece of pentagram and, by writing it down, you will free yourself,” I reflected.

			After the concert, I walked through the city center with my group of musicians. I got home around three in the morning, quite dizzy from the whiskeys I’d consumed. After an icy shower, I threw myself on the bed. I looked at the ceiling, wishing that, once awake, I would have forgotten the abstractions that had kept me too absorbed on that occasion while the others enjoyed a night that had been certainly simpler than mine. After a few months, and after some therapy sessions and my own effort, such post-concert fixations ceased. The fact was I had reached a state where I kept looking for the piece of music that existed in the audience’s applause, which had begun to worry me.

			Luckily, my brain had apparently thought better of it, considering that paranoia and fantasies of yesteryear were more than enough.

			A frigid December arrived, with skies grayer and paler than usual. I organized the Christmas concert that everyone expected, as I did every year. The venue we selected for the occasion reached its maximum capacity, and we considered the event a success with about five thousand spectators. Prominent artists from the music scene had been invited, and the business idea worked very well. The event was welcomed by my followers and the rest of the fans of the great artists who shared the stage with me, including Gustav-L, the bioandroid and most famous rock guitarist in Spain.

			On that occasion, I was also committed or instead forced, due to budgets, margins, and commercial gains, to invite those I always considered improvised reggaeton musicians. If the arrhythmic applause and atonal ovations were able to inflict synaptic short-circuits on me, you can’t imagine how much I suffered every time I had to swallow a rehearsal with these pseudo-artists. Even considering it a lack of respect for those with talent and a career with many hours of practice behind them, I appreciated every time they activated the software that tuned and shaped their grotesque voices.

			I have a hard time with hypocrisy, to which I liken and attribute the density of snail slime. Still, over the years, apart from learning to better deal with it, I also learned to play with its different faces and the accessibility to each of them as necessary. Anyway, after looking and smiling at them and nodding as if everything was as planned, I couldn’t escape the need to punch myself in the face. This happened in the sound tests when I could no longer endure listening to the voices and lyrics of any of those reggaeton vocalists singing a cappella. No matter how mega-famous they were, when they bellowed without pause and with iniquity, in their eagerness to emit a musical sound from untrained vocal cords and a throat itself devoid of talent other than to destroy consciousness, the least you could do was imagine a shot to your temple.

			Such howls and other hollers, together with those corrosive rhymes, transformed in my mind into images of an obsolete locomotive approaching on pure steel wheels with air-pressure brake systems, the metal screeching slowly and maliciously on the ancient rails until it stopped in front of me. Even after so many years of forging a psychological and protective armor against attacks of cultural ignorance, such aggressions, which attacked me secretly, helped me to unload the impotence of not being able to do anything to rescue art from superficiality and the public that needed it. However, although they could be counted on my fingers, I acknowledge that not all reggaeton singers and rappers massacred art. There were also true poets. 

			Among friends, we regularly discussed musical quality in its past, present, and future. The best thing that could have happened to me was having the typical circle of friendships exclusively made up of artists. I always considered it a grave mistake to devote my cognitive education to only learning about the musical code. This alienation also seemed different to me, with different nuances. I knew that the secret of life and its understanding were made up of countless cognitive elements, sometimes very different from each other, due to the various educational spheres. One could find a pianist or a violinist in my closest group of friends. Yet, we also had a lawyer, an engineer, and a mathematician: Neus, our favorite nuclear physicist, and my beloved life insurance salesman, Camilo.

			Okay, there was also Kyle, who continues to be one of the most famous rappers in Spain, and who is not only a genius on the piano and in Cuban repentismo and jazz but also a great proponent of “techno-reggaeton,” a genre that he made popular around the globe and through which he became a millionaire. He used this argument to rub his success in my face on every occasion, whether when we shared a stage or in conversations on radio or television. He always managed to “slip in” during the monologue he used to take over all interviews that it had been thanks to his reggaeton that he had been able to give me the Ferrari, which I warily kept in my garage, for my one hundred and twentieth birthday.

			While it was true, it was also an opportunity to look at him with laughter and take the opportunity to counter the ironic shot, arguing I had put that Ferrari on sale the same day he had given it to me. That’s the way among good friends, even more so when friendship has extended beyond one hundred years. We had met at music school and studied all levels together until graduation. He had moved and lived on one of the islands of the Oceania federation, arguing against the current decadence of European and Western societies in general. He predicted that Europe would be decimated again at any time and that any other type of viral strain, such as those of yesteryear, would be used again for that purpose, so it was better to stay away.

			After the Christmas concert, which would be the last of the year 2125, without haste or commitments with third parties to celebrate anything, I went to my dressing room, giving the rest of the musicians the necessary time to escape through the doors in their desperation to commemorate what was supposed to be the best night of the year. With more than one hundred and forty springs, the only thing I desired at the time was the conformity of a peaceful and simple solitude. Even though I really very much enjoyed the Christmas season and spirit, at my age, alone and with a lover who had not shown signs of life so far, I had all the time in the world to myself and the whims that arose in the walls of my home.

			The genius Neus had left me a little ecstasy on her last visit, and I had spent a fortune in Eurocoins that year, buying the most expensive whiskey on the market. I didn’t feel much like sex either, so I wouldn’t miss it too much. Anyway, if I recovered that urge, I could at least settle for paying a visit to my favorite virtual prostitute. At that time, I wanted to walk home feeling the cold and humidity of the night, and, covering myself from my chin up to my nose with the scarf, I sensed that no one would recognize me on the street. The plan was to get home and drink one or two glasses of the expensive elixir, and immediately afterward, after cutting and snorting one or perhaps two lines of Neus’ gift in its most potent, russet version, together with the pleasing background music to which I would connect my ears, be thrown at least at the speed of sound, if not at the speed of light, in the direction of psychedelic interstellar space.

			Without cleaning the stains of sweat and saliva accumulated on the saxophone keys or even draining the mouthpiece, I stored the instrument in the case, which I placed on my back with haste to leave as soon as possible. I left the dressing room towards the theater exit, convinced that all the planets had aligned in agreement to grant me a tailor-made evening. However, Daniel, who was also my best friend, who would stand in the way of my desired destiny, had been waiting for me there with the pretext of terrific news for my pleasure and professional interest. Surprised, I looked him in the eye. I wasn’t expecting him at the time.

			I looked at the time and thought that however good the news was, I could wait until the next day, but I knew him well enough to know that he would not leave me alone, so I did not try to deny him. I followed him to the theater bar on the top floor, where we were supposed to have just one drink to say goodbye to each other and the year because, days before, we had said we would not see each other again for two months.

			Someone was waiting for us at the bar. I recognized him once we got close enough. I had seen his face several times in the mobile holographic advertising posters that hovered over the city, relating him to cultural news. Sometimes, these posters were close enough to the viewers to gauge their median interests and generate the most effective and informative public holography. His name was Felipe Duran de Castro, and although he appeared to be my age, I knew he was a few years older than me.

			We were both from that generation of the Millennials, to which all those born in the twentieth century, between the eighties and nineties, belonged, and who, in the middle of the twenty-second century, continued with our streak of good luck in terms of our capacities for conscientious understanding and acceptance of all kinds of technological and scientific booms that have emerged to this day. Changes that never slowed their eager pace in the development of their benefits and that required an ever more acute adaptive and speculative capacity of the human intellect. In particular, I had found the idea of knowing I was from a “bridge” generation, between the “X” and “Z” generations, quite interesting, and with this, I took the chance to frequently remember my childhood and adolescence with nostalgia.

			Those of us who managed to live until the year 2055 could enjoy the technological leap of biotechnology in its eternal race against time and its eagerness to provide human beings with their long-awaited immortality. At that time, many of us were already aware that the richest, apart from doing better, also lived many more years than anyone could imagine and even owned private clone warehouses. Unaware, society accepted such inequality as long as the presumed difference in life expectancy between a rich person and a middle-class citizen did not exceed fifteen years.

			In their millennial habit of being silent and accepting the propaganda and the verdict of the most powerful, the masses continued to look the other way, ignoring the exponential increase in the difference in life expectancy that had begun to become more noticeable in both social classes. The situation started to change when the rich not only bridged the permitted gap but also began to look increasingly younger. Such inequities and lack of compassion towards the same species brought about the explosion of massive marches and vandalism, demanding the general availability and cost reduction of related products as a universal right of all human beings alike. As has always been the case, it was difficult for the elite to share such an advantage and power, but had they not changed their position, the “French-style” revolution they had always been avoiding would have been unleashed.

			For once, the UN assembly was forced to take the side of society. In 2055, the relevant laws were enacted regarding the equitable distribution of the life-prolonging drug, establishing the pertinent and irrevocable commitments and outlining the perpetuity of the laws that would provide for society equally with each new product update. As a species, humans could achieve and enjoy the lack of physical death whenever it was not desired. Immortality has not yet been attained, but there is no need for regrets when you have managed to live as many years as I have.

			It is also a reality that the only ones who can benefit from such advances are those who live in the First World. The rest of the human beings within the geographical areas that comprised the new Third World continue to die as usual and at an even more accelerated rate. Programs for reducing the population through sterilization have gone on long enough to almost exterminate human beings in those places.

			The fate of the former Third World had been agreed upon for more than two hundred years. It consisted of the eradication and replacement of humans by AIs, which are sufficient to maintain the balance between deforestation and agriculture, provide the ecological maintenance and support of flora, fauna, and large freshwater reserves, and execute the exploitation of the existing mineral deposits. The eradication process is still ongoing due, among other things, to the few settlements of humans who are reluctant to leave their homes and regions of origin, especially those attached to the lands for cultural, ethnic, and religious reasons. They are forced to assist in the labor and maintenance of the AIs and in the upkeep of all the prisons on Earth that were moved there.

			Furthermore, a short life expectancy only allows for limited knowledge and enjoyment. Advances in biotechnology today have made it possible to synthesize the cells responsible for extending our lives in a matter of minutes, which was unimaginable even a hundred years ago. This has allowed us, at least the most cognizant human beings, to preview and to become aware as a species, to somehow summarize the intrinsic need for the perpetuation of life, on the one hand, to reach a knowledge comparable to that of the rest of the universal species with which we have contact; and on the other hand, in my opinion, the most critical point, to allow ourselves enough time to find its true meaning. The longer the life expectancy, the less need to hasten in achieving life’s natural purposes. This gives us more time to enjoy thought and the senses, evolving them without the burden that would represent a fleeting life.

			The “Oxycar-41” capsule is the remedy that allows us to live more than two hundred years today. This is its pharmacological name, but we all prefer to call it “Why die” globally. The advertising slogan used by the intermediary company that introduced it on the market at the time as the first commercial drug of its kind. Over time, other pharmaceutical companies began to release their own versions, diversifying the product and its benefits.

			The pill should be taken twice a year to sufficiently slow the aging and death process of the body’s stem cells. The protein cocktail introduced into stem cells dilutes its chemistry inside their core, altering their DNA. By introducing new regenerative genetic information into their core, the biotechnological blend not only slows the aging of the cell itself but also corrupts the natural transmission of the incipient one. In this way, the newly born cell inherits the information from both its predecessor and the synthetic one, and the technology urges it to create, in turn, a more efficient genomic system as regards its ability to detect and defend against the diseases that cause its death, either because of aging itself, cancer, or as a consequence of pathogenic agents coming from outside its membrane. The new cellular system, more intelligent now, transfers information to the coming generations of stem cells, which, in turn, evolve such knowledge, extending our lives exponentially and bringing us closer and closer to longed-for immortality.

			I have used such advantages not only to plan and write more music but to do it better and better. Although much of my audience has remained true to my art for over a hundred years, this doesn’t mean I could afford to get stuck in time, composing and playing the same thing. My purpose has also been to gain the attention of the younger generations, which is why I am grateful for the long life I have led. Living without haste, I have had enough time to know, compose, and learn to play, serving the new demands of taste, trends, and styles of music today.

			Moreover, I have also had the privilege of experiencing the advances of the technology built into the musical instruments themselves. I had already had the pleasure of getting acquainted with some of them in my early youth, with the introduction of software and programming, for example, to achieve the exact sound and timbre of the actual instruments, the automation of harmonic processes, and features such as multitasking.

			As the old-school saxophonist that I essentially still am, in most of my performances, I insist on using the same saxophone I did seventy years ago. My saxophone is an updated eighth-generation Selmer Mark XV with a reconstructed body with merged materials such as the blend of diamond powder and quartz, which encourages slight rises in temperature in the body of the instrument, allowing, in turn, the vibrational waves in this fusion to build a more powerful sound, which, together with the pressure of my lips, produce, in my opinion, the most beautiful sounds in the world. At the same time, it has metal alloys such as previously ionized gold, steel, and tin, which provide an acoustic and timbre transmission that extends the sound intensity from its generation until it reaches the ears of the receiver.

			With such incrustations at the subatomic structural level in the structure of the body and other components of the instrument, the musical instruments industry of the time had even managed to recreate the pressure and elasticity of the acoustic waves necessary to charge the sound oscillations on their journey through the air, with the positive electrostatics that travels to the brain. These infiltrate the vibrational body of sound, which, once it has reached the muscle of the listener, intervenes in the chemical processes responsible for the secretion of endorphins and serotonin, causing more intense pleasure while enjoying live music.

			As a result of the continuous clashes of the neurons charged with such electromagnetic waves, within the synaptic process, ionic microwaves are generated, which, in short, provoke the subjectivities typical of pleasure. The same effects are increased if the individual, sharing the same space with others, can interconnect his brain with the rest. However, even after such an extravagance of science, the traditional industry has not been able to compete with the benefits offered by intelligent musical instruments.

			Alternatively, I am also an entrepreneur, which means I benefit from the new technologies just as I have been doing for over a century. Yes, the truth is that on many occasions, and very much to my regret, I save on the costs of the accompanying musicians’ salaries with my synthesizers and AI software. While most of the time, I play with the same guys I have been playing with for more than fifty years, many times, I am forced to do it alone due to the agreed budget. That is not new; it’s somewhat painful, but you get used to it.

			Daniel often forces me to think this way when he reminds me of the costs and my economic profit margins, for example. In my favor, I know there have been times when I have paid the rest of the musicians to the detriment of my own profits. Come on, ultimately, the one who played for free was me, but the reality is that I’d rather play with real musicians, although I have to earn much less for that. When you play with a group behind you, the atmosphere is very different, and regardless of the audience’s age, human beings continue to prefer the performances of “live” shows. “I’ve got nothing to complain about.” I am healthy, rich, and highly aware of what the personal and professional harvest of such successes has cost me.

		

	
		
			2

			Felipe Duran de Castro was a Cuban businessman in the music industry, medium height and very handsome. He had an artificial tan and a Dali-style mustache. “This guy never goes unnoticed wherever he goes,” was my first thought a few meters from him. Once, I read an article about his business successes, which, in turn, aroused a great interest in me to know a little more about the transition and conversion of Cuban society after the harsh process of democratization the country had undergone before its unification with Switzerland.

			De Castro was one of the wealthiest Kubschweizers on the Cuban island of Switzerland and one of the few descendants of the Castro family tree who had been allowed to keep that surname. After the Havana Trials, so named by the Cubans themselves, in deference to the condemnatory trials that took place in Nuremberg, together with a few others, and due to the lack of direct incriminating evidence, Felipe’s life was spared. The trials had taken place in the twenty-first century, back in 2027. In these trials, not only those who belonged directly to the Castro lineage but also other families participating in establishing such a dictatorship were tried and sentenced. As was still the case in North Korea, the sentences spread along the genealogical branches from each bloodline that helped perpetuate the Castro brothers’ personal and communist projects.

			Throughout the years of the dictatorship, strategically, some of the powerful lineages placed members of their families in high military positions and essential political offices. The main objective was to retain the political and business power of the country in the hands of the families themselves, thus avoiding the risks inherent in the process of democratization and liberalization of the economy. The families and their frontmen were aware that, given the time so longed for by the everyday Cuban, they would have to give explanations of their fortunes and companies both within and outside the old country, so staying in a centralized power through their own blood-related interests was the only way out they had left if they did not want to end up tried and shot.

			After a few years since the death of the founding fathers of that tremendous collective amnesia, the few still dogmatized henchmen, repressors, and exploiters of the system, most of whom were already old, remained active in tiny pro-dictatorship cells, fighting and exercising their now common violence through their pre-educated and uneducated offspring. They defended the sustenance of an outdated ideal that had left them practically alone. Still, they had turned them into scholars in the art of repression and managing such advantages to compensate for their inferiority complexes. Some of these elders and their cells remained active for a few more years, not only because of the handouts they received from the top of the family government but also because of their iron dependence on a master, as if they were conforming slaves.

			In any case, that pseudo-communist paranoid schizophrenic micro-world, condemned to extinction, began to collapse until it disappeared due to the lack of support of the new generations and the dictatorial and business incompetence of the descendants of the mafia caste. The disinterest on the part of a government that, devoid of intellect and future business vision, in its conviction of clinging to not sharing the economy of an island with enormous potential and gradually returning democracy to the country, had ended up decentralized and swallowing itself. The Castros of yesteryear and other builders of the dictatorship—due to the very fear with which they had lived for so long to be executed by the resentful people who they knew were waiting for the ideal moment to wake up and go after them—were led to removing from the hearts and genetics of their offspring, the capacity for empathy and love towards the rest of those who did not belong to the clan.

			In the years when the details to complete the process of annexation of Cuba to the Swiss Federation were finalized, after all the treaties entitled “Free Will Processes for Unification,” I met the director of a Santander Bank branch in Vigo. He was supposedly named Jose and was of Cuban origin. A very good friend, Rocio, introduced him to me when we shared a toast after a small tribute concert I gave in one of the halls of the Cuban embassy in the city. She was also from Cuba and, at that time, was having an extramarital relationship with him. I was pretty surprised when I learned that she had turned out to be a spy of the new Cuban government during the transition of that time. She had carried out her mission meticulously, and its success was rewarded when, in the end, it was possible to discover and extradite Jose to Havana.

			Jose was the name he used to go unnoticed in Spain. Luis Gomez Castro, his actual name, had been living undercover in Spain for a long time under a false identity. He belonged to the descendants of the Gomez Castro lineage, one of the genealogical ramifications of the families that ruled the country until before the second great Cuban revolution. Like many of the descendants of the ruling families, he had Spanish citizenship and managed to escape and settle here without arousing suspicion. The operation for his capture and repatriation was carried out in the Israeli Mossad style, with peculiarities in the mission very similar to those of the capture and transport of Adolf Eichmann to Israel.

			Rocio played the riskiest and most decisive role in his discovery and subsequent transfer to the island. She had always been aware that her profession entailed risks such as death, which took her life with a shot in the heart. On that occasion, she was visiting the Chinese wall. Her killer, a young Chinese extreme communist of Cuban origin, descending from the branch of the “Valdes” surname, stood in her way to shoot her head-on and then commit suicide, not before shouting the slogans: “Long live Fidel” and “Homeland or Death,” according to media reports.

			What happened is that many of the descendants of such families, up to the fourth degree of consanguinity, had begun to emigrate for a long time, afraid of the punishments that would fall on their backs, which for the most part would be nothing but death or life imprisonment, because of the crimes against society that their ancestors had perpetuated. Transgressions from which they had continued to benefit after the implementation of the critical and long-awaited changes by the Cuban community in addressing the political and economic decadence and poverty from which the island had to be rescued and to which it had been subjected by their grandparents.

			I was genuinely saddened by her death because, apart from having slept together several times, attributing her supernatural and nymphomaniac powers to her ferocious sexuality, I also considered her a good friend. As a result, I became more interested in Cubans and their modern history. On the other hand, I confess that I was impressed and felt a particular attraction for the “mystical-pharaonic” power that the spirit of Fidel Castro still exerted from beyond, even so many years after his death. The world echoed not only the news and its daily updates through the international media and social networks, through which it was possible to see the videos of the shootings and hangings that were carried out, not without, many times, first walking the condemned through the main streets of the city, giving the people the opportunity to look them in the face and vent their voices among shouts and lamentations.

			“You have to come to Havana, Henry,” Felipe insisted with the smile of a fox about to throw himself on his prey. I didn’t know why, and perhaps it was due to the past experience of having dealt with charlatan entrepreneurs, but the first thing that came to mind was that he did not intend to pay well for the tour. “Maestro,” he said, “you are going to play in the great National Theater of Cuba, my humble home,” he said, nodding and reclining his head, then immediately taking the palm of his right hand to his heart.
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