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	In a lower level


	 


	The great arch is cracked, and through its fissures gilt beams spurt. “El bicho,” called so by the native for sputtering incoherent words that no one understands, even though he knows how to speak Spanish, wakes up. A nightmare upsets his rest and makes him afraid the past might come back again. On the island, the dawn breaks. The morning light calms him down, so he goes out.


	In the distance, an apricot corolla happens to be. Its petals of rays burst into a red fire. He does not spare the slightest recollection of the past. His vault of memories is hollow. Indeed, he has turned into a nowhere man. This is his choice. All is gone irretrievable.


	Even in the early hours, the heat-stuffed air is oppressive. Sweat drops crawl along his coppery nude torso. Under the roof of braided straw, outside the hut, he watches one marvelous spectacle of nature. The refulgent and coloured lights blind his sight. They have a changing effect at a distance.


	His watery eyes are fixed on the blue waters of an endless-seemingly sea. He feels secluded in another world, but alive. The extinct world on the other side of the sea has forgotten his name long before. So, he shelters himself up in an island opposite Gauguin, who considers society corrupt by the calfskin of gold, and abandons the European civilization for abrogating freedom. Like the French painter, his life is a miserable existence, plagued by adversity when his heart and mind obsess with Art.


	His back is scratched by the roughness of the timber, as he props himself up against it. His mind is yet blank. He looks his own hands, flecked and withered─evidence of aging─and wonders in hesitation if it is true about the serum of youth. Anyhow, he cares nothing about it. Real or not, he turns the legend into a well-crafted narrative, granting himself fortune, as well as disgrace.


	Undoubtedly the German physician exists, but he is not certain about what he saw. Was it real, a dream, or just his vivid imagination? Anyway, what he experiences is astounding. He lives it, and this does him in, unfortunately. It cannot be attributed to a vision, and if so, he is mad. Certainly, it is not fictional, no matter how incredible it seems. In fact, he is the living proof, rather all his frame. He is not even the mere shadow of what he had been formerly.


	It is seared in his mind, the memory of a crucial moment of his life. It comes again to his thoughts by the nightmare that awaken him at midnight. He rises up on the mattress, soaked in great drops of sweat from the excitation, to find himself in the dark, inside the hut. At his side, his companion sleeps peacefully.


	He knows the worst happened long before. He is afraid. The horror reduces him to his want, while up above, black clouds conspire against him. On the shore, he watches the sea climbing mountain-high, cast skyward with each mighty, white-crested wave going down to beat him like a fury. It seems to be a terrible soaring creature, who devours any living being. The same one that strips off each ribbon of his flesh, relentlessly. Indeed, a frightening creature, once. He is left to remain –a lean body of floppy flesh and bonny limbs, all sunken-in, with his usual reddish itch all over.


	This malign being is not the demon that horrifies the French painter’s vahine. Such fear inspires him to create his first masterwork. He comes to the theme when he finds his paramour on the mattress, naked, with her fleshy butt uplifted, her back hunched, her sight lost in the dark, and crying out “tupapau.”


	Manao Tupapau is his impression of the religious terror of the native, whose origin is in a remote past. In one way, it depicts one of the old Mahori legends that tells about evil spirits. Of hooked crawls and eye-and-teeth, wolves, who linger in holes and dens to come out haunting men.


	Beyond no doubts, a wild man created the painting. Not a European one, neither a civilized being, and much less a Christian. It is the conception of someone else who went back to the origins where religion and art are one. There, the real, blended with the magic, become as one reality.


	It is what he finds when he becomes a writer. Indeed, all the papers shown are about fiction, but he embodies this with realism magic. So, in a sense, he achieves what the French painter does when he brings together the real and magic as one. In his case, all is ironic. He has no idea what to write in the beginning, or where he is going.


	All that happens to him is consequences of the circumstances, but he comprehends nothing at the time. Somehow, the haphazard events in his life encourage him to pursue his ambitions, which burn him out inside. Eventually, they turn into obsessions. As an irony, fatality grants him enough strength, and above all, lust for his aim.


	In his first ideas, he has a rough one about which he intends to write. He does not have a single clue about what direction to lead in the world of letters. It is about love. He always wonders if sentiment transcends reality and physics. How ignorant he is then. Unfortunately, all he learns is not for his delight, but it is how wisdom is granted.


	He aspires to be an established writer. Perhaps, a famous name. Even though the idea of writing a masterwork never crosses his mind, he makes the grade. Upon his success, a question haunts him. It is whether you have written a well-wrought manuscript by your ingenious, or if this is just the influence of some obscure force aiding you in the task. You will never find out, and it doesn’t matter in the present. Unfortunately, the world has forgotten you.


	He decides it is better not to think about the past. It is time to go back inside.
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	“El bicho” swings open the wooden board covering the breach, and the morning light streams inside. The dark, hot vapor strokes him as he comes in. On the mattress, on her front side, the swarthy-looking woman sleeps. He watches her big, rounded buns half-covered by a thin sheet, and her wide back, as he considers for first time how sex became paramount in his existence.


	Like Gauguin, intercourse had not been so important in his youth. Even when the French painter is a sailor and descends to those infernal dens, where dwells the most abhorrent fates. As the brothels of those ports where his ship anchors, his sexual drive was not yet awakened. How could it be? They are just shapeless creatures sold like animals to copulate.


	During his teenage years, he is not under the mental strain of chasing the opposite sex for his own gratification. His apathy for sexual encounter lasts until his time as a broker is over. The same thing happens to the French painter, who works in the Parisian market before shaping himself into a Post-Impressionist artist.


	To Gauguin and him, sex is paramount, since Art is the essence of his own. So, one goes into painting, and the other becomes an established author. Once these men decide to change the course of their lives, turning a prosperous and disciplined existence into an adventurous and pauper one, sex becomes an obsession, as well as a source of fantasies and excessive baroque.


	As their respective fortunes go into a downward spiral, the former brokers lead an artist’s life. Peculiar to misfortune, poverty, creativity, and mental disarrangement, all the same. This existence is rich of emotions to the senses and soul.


	These civilized men become wild ones. To the French painter this is just an endless search, which helps him conceive his art. As for "El bicho," he will turn one at his winter days, when he is no longer a writer.


	Patiently, he waits until his vahine wakes up. On the small, wooden table is a copy of a manuscript, the one given by an old man in Spain. As he is leafing through the pages, he thinks about the way in which he writes an exceptional work. At the time, when the hard copy is handed over, mere ideas are floating around in his head. Justly, a persistent dream seems to be a coherent theme to develop. Nevertheless, he considers it senseless. What dream is not illogical?


	His eyes fix on the lines of the first chapter of the manuscript.
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	There are mysteries uncertain by their nature. They are regarded as Facts of Life, but the logical reason for them is not precise. One of the presumable causes of not having such an explanation is that some of these inexplicable events are the result of decisions made by the human psyche.


	 


	Nonetheless, the term Facts of Life is not just reduced to the bewildering comportment of the individual. It is applied, as well, as a certain biological process that occurs in man's life and considered irretrievable. Upon the basis, it is unknown if the medium will either alter or halt their occurrence.


	Whatever sort of Fact of Life, rather whether it is or not derived from a biological process or psychological deed, the sequel is certain man’s psyche is afflicted. It does the most when any sort of breakthrough might change the course of events. Perhaps, this is the reason for which in some yellowish pages of a forgotten and ripped-up manuscript, lies a formula of an incredible discovery that will astound the whole world.


	 


	It is an ironic thing that this astonishing scientific advance’s revelation to the world is not averted from the noblest motives for the benefit of mankind. Instead, it is only for the unexpected visit of an unwelcome guest, which snatches away the scientist from existence. 


	 


	That is the real reason for it.


	 


	The scientist, whose investigation has the purpose of deciphering the mysterious formula of a German doctor to mummify, rather to preserve, the human corpse, has brought himself to an accidental result in the development of it. Having realized this, he reissues the postulates of the new research, which is no longer based upon the primary aim.


	 


	Such an investigation, at the time, is not sustained on the works of the English doctor, Richard Lower. He conducts a series of experiments using the transfusion of animal blood. He, along with his colleagues in Italy, are doing their medical experiment on the classical notion of life as the union of radical heat and radical moisture substances whose gradual disappearance corresponds to the aging and mortality of the body. It is natural for them to think of transfusion in terms of longevity.


	 


	Evidence of such rare experiments is depicted in the Philosophical Transactions.


	 


	“At S. Griffoni's at Udine, the Blood of a Lamb is transfused into the Vein of a Spaniel. Middle size, of that kind, thirteen years old, who has been altogether deaf for above three years. He walks very little, and is so feeble that he is unable to lift up his feet. All he does is trail his body forward. After the transfusion, he leaps down and finds his masters in the other chambers. Two days after he is abroad, he runs up and down the streets with other dogs, without trailing his feet, as before. His stomach also returns to him, and he begins to eat more greedily than he had before. Even more surprising, is that from that time he gave signs that he began to hear. The thirteenth of June, he was almost quite cured of his deafness, and appears without comparison more jocund than he was before the Operation.” (Lowthorp 1731 230).1 


	 


	Even though the term cloning is a way in time, the result of the scientific breakthrough is considered an extension of life. The procedure of the experiment does not involve eggs or embryos. The mechanics of cloning is to take a donor egg and withdraw the nucleus─therefore, the DNA─and fuse it with a skin cell from the person being copied. Once this is done, with the aid of an electrical current, the reconstituted cell should start growing into a genetic duplicate. This is not the medium to have a run-off of oneself, as it is believed that cloning is creating another being with one's traits.


	 


	At this time, the view of aging is that each individual has a biological clock inside. The scientists discovered aging is the result of accumulated damage to the cells and tissues of our body. It is related to the Cross-Link theory, which states:


	 


	Connective tissues are found in every organ system of the body. A large part of any connective tissue is the protein collagen. Collagen comes in several forms, some of which are soluble and some of which are not. The cross-linkage theory is the chemical conversion of the soluble forms of collagen via cross-linkages that cause a decrease in elasticity and cell permeability. The passage of nutrients and wastes through blood capillary walls becomes more difficult, as does diffusion to distant cells. The elasticity of tissues within the lung, kidney, vasculature, and gastrointestinal system becomes less elastic.2 


	 


	Such damage is in the genetic material (DNA) of cells, but this is not linked to The Genetic Aging Theory that proposes the life span of an individual is programmed into their DNA, based upon the life span of the previous relatives.3 


	 


	Later, it is considered an element, which is vital for human beings. It is responsible for cell differentiation. In a complete variety of aging theories, such as created by Harman, from The University of Nebraska; Warburg, Nobel Award; J. Miquel, Chief of Experimental Pathology Division of Ames Research Center Nasa; and Imre Zs-Nagy. They, in their own postulates, have a coincidental point. The process of aging is not on those cells that have the capacity of division, just on those which do not have the ability of proliferation─as neurons. The toxicity of oxygen is the result of free radicals (R-OH), which are no more than normal oxygen transformed and activated by cells. So oxygen is the key for aging.


	 


	The accidental result of his research is the finding of a substance that reduces the accumulation of cell damage. Where it laid the incredible science development. At the extent that such a factor of error will alter the whole course of humanity.


	 


	It is not a mystery for which a breakthrough of such an immense magnitude is not ever disclosed to the world. The interrogation is about how the scientist knows that in a remote place of the planet there is a German doctor who injects a substance into a corpse so as to preserve it. Besides, what are the steps of the research? There seems to be none. Attempting to find out the formula to mummify the human body, he makes a mistake and discovers the substance for eternal youth.


	 


	Eternal youth attained with a serum? Unclear, yet. Was it a vision, or just an event? One creation of his vivid imagination or the old man’s? Who wrote the manuscript that he read? Anyway, it didn’t matter now.


	Somehow, he writes a great work and achieves his purpose. An urge is his source of creation, for the French painter is about sex, but in this case it is love. This instinct or sentiment chills him out and grants the will to create. What "El bicho" regrets is that his masterwork is not created as Gauguin’s paintings, conceived by a new man─a wild one─whose mind is liberated. He is not like the French painter, who learns how to paint as well as to make love. He accepts the good and evil of his own nature, and uses it to satisfy his appetite too.


	Paul Gauguin has to be a different man after living under the inclement sun of Panama’s jungle, copulating with black women in the red soil and dusty sand of the Caribbean. "El bicho" could not be any other either, so he becomes wild at his old age. It is not for Art.


	 


	Unfortunately, there is no account of the whole event, just some pages of the manuscript where the formula was written, and an obscure version of the episode.
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	"El bicho’s" aqueous eyes watch her aboriginal features as she rouses from sleep. In a mess, her long, parted hair lies uncombed over her shoulder. His vahine looks for some water to clean herself. She brings inside the seed of a lost civilization, which has been corrupted by the world. Indeed, she is the fruit of the native and European man, who went mad about the swarthy looking. Her fattish hips wiggle as she searches for corn, stones, and an aripo.


	One dramatic course has taken his life. He goes onto an island, where he will dwell in his final days and end up living with a native, whom he ideates as a Polynesian. It looks like he impersonates the French painter. In fact, seeing the reproductions of Parau Api and Joyeuseté when he opens the door of his room in the boarding house in Spain, his Gauguin period begins, which intensifies on his winter days.


	His vahine’s back facing his front grinds the corn with two flat stones.


	Beyond no doubt, the Universe is not aligned to mundane desires. Things happen due to the course, but the reason is sometimes unknown. Definitely, fate is uncertain. He reads in a book that people come along in our existence at one particular time and for one purpose, but he has never figured out why she appears in his life. Nothing is drawn from the experience.


	Indeed, life is mysterious and its secrets─even riddles─are not disclosed to man. After a long time, he ends reasoning so.
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