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“I thank you for your hospitality, my good sir.”

“What?! You're leaving? Why the rush? At least stay for a couple of hours and have lunch with me.”

“I'm sorry, but I must decline your kind offer. You have done more than enough .. I bid you farewell.”

“Why the rush? Where exactly are you headed?”

“No place in particular .. wherever the road takes me. Take care, my good sir.”

Then, he left.

The hitchhiker was a young foreigner called Tivon. Two years prior to this conversation, he was in his 
hometown in a house he called his own. However,  once his mother passed away due to tuberculoses,  
staying at home only saddened him. Other than neighbors and friends, there wasn't anyone else to comfort 
him. He had no siblings, aunts or uncles. His grandparents had passed away when his mother was but a  
child. His own father, a 'great man' as his mother often remarked, was someone he looked up to but never  
had the privilege of meeting. With nothing for him at the family estate other than memories, he sold the 
house and set out on a backpacking journey. He had always dreamed of traveling on foot across the Great  
Kingdom as it was far more beautiful than any place on Earth, certainly better than his own hometown. The 
land  was  vast  and  as  beautiful  as  could  be  –  the  outskirts  and  weather  resembled  that  of  European 
countries,  while  the kindheartedness  of  the locals  was that  of  the Arabians.  It  was  a  harmonious  and 
synchronized region of the world. He had been in that adventurous state for about twenty-four months and 
hadn't had enough. He had a pair of long, athletic legs to match his outgoing spirit. Some nights were spent 
out camping under the stars,  other nights  – whenever it  was possible – he spent them in nearby inns.  
Having no occupation, his means for getting what he required differed in dependence on the situation. For  
example, if he came across a diner and was hungry, he would offer to do the dishes for a warm meal in 
return; if it were a farm and he wished to get some milk, he would help the owner with the farmwork, and 
so on. Still, his standardized means of payment was what he was able to do with a sharpened pencil. Gifted  
with an artistic eye and a wondrous right hand, he drew realistic portraits of people and scenery, and he was  
good at it too. Of course, he never gloated – he let the locals judge his work. Some of his sketches were  
kept with him along his journeys as a memorabilia of the places he had stopped by. Other than his brown 
jacket, dark brown shoes, and plain blue pants, he had a sketchpad bag in which he carried his sketch-pads,  
notebooks, pencils, a pencil-sharpener, and a few erasers. He did, however, sell some of his portraits, but  
for services, not money, such as for a place to sleep, food to eat, or a room to pray. Praying was especially  
important to him as it was a way in which he thanked the lord for giving him so many gifts. Aside from  
being a skilled artist, he was young, healthy, honest, and one day, he wished to share that with someone. 
That was one of the reasons behind his journey – not only to find himself, but a kindhearted soul as well.  
However, on a deeper level, his grand goal was to learn more about life. He wanted to know the meaning of 
life and the secrets it withheld. He knew that life was a test to see if one was strong enough to face their 
ordeals while sustaining their faith in the lord and obeying him to the very last day, but he wished to know 
more about this test. He had secretly hoped to meet someone who was wise enough to shed light on this 
matter. He had no companions to share this with, but he had his notebook in which he confined all his 
thoughts into. He kept a journal of all the places he visited and logged in about every new thing he learned 
along the way. As a child of nature, he asked locals about the history of their village and what it had taught 
them. Furthermore, he had an interest in the elders. He asked the elders to share their insight on what 
they've learned in their lifetime. Like all his methods of payment, he gave them drawings of what they 
adored, but some of them wanted nothing in return. The simple fact that there was someone willing to hear  
them and collect knowledge was satisfactory enough. According to one of the elders, it restored his faith in 
the youth. This has pleased Tivon as he was glad to have gladdened another. Regardless, he never dwelled 
at any place for over a night as there was more to be learned. He was a prudent; a student of nature.

That is, until he heard people talk about someone called Attenborough.
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“I'm sorry, my good sir, but who was it whose name you just mentioned now?”

“Attenborough. I don't know him personally, but I've heard he's been to that town beyond that valley.”

“I thank you for such information, my good sir, please accept this as a token of my gratitude.”

“Oh no, really, its unnecessary!”

“I want you to have it. After all, I've drawn it for you. All the best, my good sir, farewell.”

Then, he left.

The gift was a modest one, but also a valuable one as it soon carried a sentimental value in the heart of 
its new owner. It was a portrait of him depicted him as the hard worker he was, emphasizing on the sweat of  
his forehead and armpits as a means to capture the essence of his hard labor. It was a beautiful work of art, 
one which his eyes shed tears upon its first sighting and knew that it would always be effective on his tender 
soul. It was a peasant Tivon had stopped along the way to chat with and ended up gifting him with the 
portrait.  He  did  so  because  the  peasant  cared  to  remember  the  name  of  the  one  people  called 
Attenborough. At first, the name carried no significant meaning to Tivon, but as time went by, he heard 
people mention that name more and more. They spoke of him highly as if he was a celebrity. He did 
appear celebrated across the land, though. Regardless, it only shook hands with Tivon's attention, but the 
name really grabbed his attention once he heard it being uttered on the tongues of elders. His name was 
included in sentences which carried profound words, such as 'knowledgeable',  'unearthly',  and 'unique'. 
Furthermore, not only did they indicate that he was wisdom personified, but a contemporary man as well.  
According to them, he still roamed the earth and – adding more delight to the Tivon's ears – resided within  
the Great  Kingdom. Although the land was vast,  meeting Attenborough had became a possibility,  one 
which found its way onto his agenda. In fact, it ranked among the highest priorities in no time. The way 
people reacted when they heard Tivon ask about Attenborough was remarkable. They shifted as if he had 
brought  them  the  King  of  the  Kingdom  himself,  and  not  a  mere  mentioning  of  the  extraordinary 
gentleman's name. An extraordinary gentleman – that was one exact description Tivon got from a wise 
elder. Another called him an erudite, then insisted that he had never met anyone more suitable for that title 
than Attenborough.  He elaborated on that  point  by telling Tivon something he had acquired from an 
acquaintance of his during Attenborough's stay at his place. The elder had never seen Attenborough, but 
knew that his acquaintance was no lair. The elder told Tivon that he learned about light. He told him that,  
as he understood from his acquaintance, light, as everyone knows, is associated with civilization, knowledge, 
and truth. Yet, at the same time, it is also associated with fire, which is the symbol of destruction. Like a 
coin,  it  has  two faces  at  the same time. Light is,  as his acquaintance put it,  a  lonely  line defining  the 
boundary between good and evil, but to which side does it tend to lean towards is the real desirable treat.  
Of course, the elder went on, his acquaintance stated to Attenborough that light is as good as its bringer – if  
one has a pure spirit, his light would be good, if not, then its vice versa. However, to the acquaintance's  
shock, Attenborough stopped him by saying that his hypothesis was wrong.  Although the acquaintance 
himself  was  an  educated  individual,  Attenborough  did  not  stand  for  such  random  conclusions  and 
corrected him on the spot.  He then went  on to shed light  on the subject  – or more accurately,  shed 
darkness. Attenborough told him that Lucifer, the lord of darkness, means "light-bearer", hence, light is a 
form of evil. Once one is touched by light, their heart will always remain a darkened and, in some cases,  
sinister one. Tivon was shocked to have heard this tale as it represented Attenborough as a man with a  
pessimistic view on life. However, the elder assured him that any knowledgeable man of such things would 
no longer remain innocent. For everything there is a price, even for the truth. Tivon acknowledged that 
with more truths about the world, a soul grows. However, in which direction is a matter which powers  
reside with one's heart and its strength to accept the truth and endure its acknowledgement. Tivon wished  
that his soul would grow as well, and for that, Tivon had been searching for Attenborough ever since.

Making his way into the town, Tivon came across a man who spoke of Attenborough's appearance.
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“You've met him?!”

“Why yes, my boy, and since you sound eager to meet him in person, go for it!”

“I .. can? My good sir! Is it really possible?”

“He's a legend, boy, but not a dead one! Take that route uphill and you'll find his cabin.”

“Oh, thank you thank you thank you! I'll come back to repay you!”

Then, he left.

However, this time, Tivon's departure was hurried. He took the route dashingly. His feet ran uphill as 
thoughts ran across his mind – joyful thoughts, such as 'Ah! The honor!' – What a splendid honor, Tivon 
thought, what a once-in-a-lifetime privilege! To look into the eyes and chat with someone who has actually  
seen and had a conversation or two with Attenborough! And what's even more fantastic was the fact that in 
a matter of seconds he himself could meet with him. There was so much he desired to do, and yet, so little  
patience .. If only time could be stopped, he thought, as to honor the upcoming moment. He wished to log 
about it – to make an entry in his journal of what had happened during his last conversation with the last 
villager he had spoken with, and how he had felt during the chat and afterwards – what he was feeling right  
now as he sprinted up the hill .. but he could not wait any longer! He wished to stop and thank the informer 
properly, in spite the fact that drawing the man a portrait he adored – perhaps his hometown from a hill  
point-of-view or one of his family and friends – wouldn't be enough to thank him for what he has done .. 
but he could not wait any longer! He wished to stop and pray to the lord, a simple prayer of gratitude for  
such an opportunity, one which he feared that it had expired .. but he could not wait any longer! He wished 
to wait and savor the moment – to prepare his entrance greeting and what he would say to Attenborough 
once he meets him instead of mumbling like a fool .. but he could not wait any longer! He felt that this was 
too good to be true .. that, if he did not hurry fast enough, he might miss out on a chance of a lifetime – a  
chance to understand what a lifetime is all about, as well as the meaning of it component words, 'life' and  
'time'.  In  his  heart,  Tivon  believed  that  Attenborough  was  this  great!  He  wished  to  stop  thinking  in  
anticipation of the moment and think for something clever to say, to show him that he was more than a  
mere fan, but he couldn't.  For once in his life,  Tivon couldn't  think straight.  His mind was fixated on 
sprinting towards that cabin uphill. It scared him, yet he welcomed the fright – it was a good sort of fear, he 
believed. As the cabin appeared in his eyesight, an image of Attenborough started to built up in Tivon's  
mind. He would be sitting either outside the house on the porch, or in a armchair in the center of his living  
room facing the fireplace. He would wear a comfortable robe and have a cup of a light drink in his right 
hand. In his left hand, he would have a book – either reading from or writing onto, anyone of them would 
be something Attenborough would do. His hair would be grayened of age and wisdom, and would be wildly 
erratic, like Einstein's. The look in his eyes would be intriguing and full of knowledge, like Chomsky's. His 
hands would be mastered and gentle,  soft in their complexion, strong in their will to do good, like the 
hands of all great men, because with such hands, one could build a reputation as the one Attenborough has. 
As the image was formed and maintained, it only grew stronger and more powerful with every step he took 
closer towards that cabin – that cabin which held one of the nation's most profound treasures, he believed. 
How offensive! He should be in a palace, not a cabin. But then again, that was the way of great men.  
Modesty, as the humanitarian essayist Hazlitt once put it, is the lowest of the virtues, and is a confession of 
the deficiency it indicates – he who undervalues himself is justly overvalued by others, as Attenborough's 
case has proven. Even though he had yet to meet him, he has learned so much from him and the people he 
influenced. Now, all he craved – all his soul craved – was a taste of that influence through a first-hand 
experience.  It  wasn't  so  that  he  could  gloat  to  others  that  he  had  met  and  spoke  with  the  great  
Attenborough, but to teach his ways onto his disciples one day. Ah! Only seconds remained, he thought.  
With that, Tivon became more eager than ever before to stand before the one they call Attenborough.

Once in front of the door, he forgot all manners and barged in upon a man sipping from a cup of tea.
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“Sir, are you .. Attenborough?”

“Huh?! Oh o' no, no I'm not. I used to bring him milk and, well, before he left, he gave me his place.”

“He .. left?”

“Yes. He mentioned something about changing air or something. He didn't say where he was going.”

“Oh, I see. Sorry to intrude, sir, please forgive me.”

Then, he left.

He did so miserably. Tivon was devastated – he felt like his spirit was shattered. One moment he was  
alive – more alive than ever before – and the second, he was depressed. He had never been this down 
before. Such is the power of Attenborough, he thought, to uplift and descend people's spirits, even those 
whom he hadn't  known existed ..  and might  never  know. That  thought  caused  a  great  heartache  and 
suffering to Tivon. However, despite of his sadness, he did understand that a great man like Attenborough 
could never be bound to such a small cabin. He was a world's person – His home was out there; his  
backyard, nature itself. Tivon acknowledged this, yet, he couldn't help but feel down. He descended down 
the hill and continued his journey. To where? He couldn't care less at such a blue moment. However, 
before he left the village, he paid a short visit to the man who guided him towards the cabin. He did so to  
draw him a portrait as promised. The man relieved him of that duty, but Tivon insisted and drew one of his  
family. Needless to say, it wasn't his greatest work. Everyone knew that the spirit had a lot to do with what  
the eyes inhale, the mind envisions, and what the hands emit. Tivon tried not to let it effect him as he was 
known from childhood to have a colorful and strong personalty, one which he was always proud of and 
knew its power. He wished to share it with the entire world for as long as he could because he knew that  
smiling, along with a kind manner of good intentions, was the key to happiness. As long as he smiles, it 
would rub off on others and, in return, they would reflect his smile on their own. Tivon struggled with 
himself in an attempt of closing the episode and putting it in his past. He prevailed at last. He convinced 
himself  that  it  was  all  meant  to  be,  and  probably  for  the  better.  He  couldn't  explain  how  meeting  
Attenborough could ever result in something bad, but he had faith that everything happens for a reason. To 
keep his mind off of it, he tried to justify the cause to why Attenborough had left. Was it possible that it was  
an emergency? Does he have a family somewhere? No, that could never be the case. If he did, he wouldn't 
be dumb enough to leave them alone. Children are a gift and, like everything else in the world, they are 
restricted to time. They grow every day, and once a day passes, it could never come again. A man as wise as 
Attenborough  would know better  than to miss  out  on that  chance.  But  then,  why  had he left,  Tivon 
thought, why did he walk away from home? Was it possible that he had more in common with him that he 
had originally thought? Was it possible that Attenborough left in search of more knowledge regarding the 
universe? After all, the smart knows that there is always a limit to one's own knowledge, and prudents – true 
students – would never cease asking questions. There won't be a place on earth where a prudent isn't willing 
to go in seeking the truth. But then again, hearing the tales about Attenborough, that wasn't like him. There 
has to be more to it than a mere journey of self – and surrounding – discovery, Tivon believed. The tale  
about the light in Attenborough's perception speaks volumes about Attenborough's nature. If the story he 
heard was true, then Attenborough must've left not in search of something grander, but in escape of it. As  
fearful as it was for Tivon to take this path, he started to see logic in this skeptical, not to mention insulting,  
approach. But if it was true, then Attenborough wouldn't be the man he thought he was. Regardless, Tivon 
couldn't help but indulge in this hypothesis, which was the fact that Attenborough might've been fleeing 
from the truth. In this approach, Attenborough would constantly remain as an unstationed hermit because 
of what he knows and might know. In other words, Attenborough might be walking the earth eternally not 
in seek of knowledge,  but in fear  of  it  – perhaps he knows something so sinister  that  he regrets ever  
knowing .. perhaps, he is trying to escape the fact that he knows too much.

By the time the sun had set, the winds began to blow. Tivon made a stop at a nearby house.
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“Thank you for the rice, ma'am, After I clean the bowl, I shall leave it next to the door.”

“.. From the looks of it, I'd say a storm's coming. Why don't you spent the night in the barn?”

“You won't mind, ma'am? Letting a stranger spend the night on your property?”

“Not at all! Why, you remind me of my own children. I can sense that you are a nice young lad.”

“I appreciate it, ma'am. I shall repay you for your kindness.”

Then, he left.

Seeing that a storm was clearly gathering upon the land, he took the lady's offer and took shelter in the 
barn alongside her farm animals and equipment. As the night progressed, the storm proved to be a fierce  
one with unkind intentions. Looking from outside the window, Tivon saw nearby huge trees being bent 
radically against the strong currents. They appeared so twisted that he thought they wouldn't be able to 
return to their normal positions again. Like the lashing of a whip, wind struck everything in sight. It was as  
though nature had forgotten how to be gentle and merciful like the nights before. It was as if fury was the 
new trend and anger was the all the rage. Tivon had never seen the weather in this wrathful state before. It  
was odd, yet, oddly enough, it attracted him. He saw beauty in the way it redecorated the farm. He thought  
of drawing what he saw as a means of capturing the essence of the moment. But sadly, he knew that no  
gifted hand or eye could do justice to such beauty. Like the anger, the currents of the air could be felt, but 
not seen. He decided that the mere observing of such a scene should be satisfactory for now. Perhaps, if 
things were different, he would be able to grab the intangible and make it tangible by imprinting it on paper.  
The storm thundered for time to come. Tivon expected to see lightning or at least a few drops of rain, but  
constant thundering was all he got. It was frightening, the cries of nature, but heartwarming as well. This was 
because he knew that, despite the fearful feeling one might receive from such a scene, it was as natural and  
beautiful as any other condition. As long as tornadoes and hurricanes had no role, Tivon was content. That  
night, nature played with the setting of the farm as a child would in his own sandbox. The wind also did  
quite a number on the crops, and the scarecrow, sadly, was no longer a resident of the farm. The animals 
inside the barn, which consists of cows, horses, donkeys, goats, ducks, hens, and roosters, uttered all sorts  
of noises. Tivon did his best to soothe them. He had never seen so many frightful animals. Some were  
calmed down momentarily, others rejected Tivon's idea and thrashed about. Fortunately for Tivon, the 
animals, and the thrashing animal itself, the barn's gates were shut tight so that no animal could run off or  
hurt itself. The night passed and by the time daybreak was upon the land, there was no evidence of the 
raging storm in the air. Tivon had rested well as he had more than eight hours of sleep. By the time he  
woke up the animals were still in slumber. He left them in that position and left the farm right after praying.  
However, before he did, he helped the farm owners by cleaning the mess left by the storm. He removed 
the dead plants from the living ones. He also sorted the haystacks and equipment which had been brutally  
misplaced or scattered around the farm and on the nearby roads by the mischievous bashing of mother 
nature. Upon looking at the trees, he smiled. He was glad that they assumed their rightful positions once  
again. All was right in the world, he thought. Still, before he could leave, he had breakfast – the owner  
spotted him trying to sneak away and insisted that he'd eat some of the eggs and sausages she had cooked  
for her children, and she refused to take 'no' for an answer. Upon his departure, she thanked him for his  
help, but it was he who should be thanking her, he thought. By allowing him to help do the chores, she  
helped keep his mind off of Attenborough. He needed that to clear his mind. Since that storm, the weather 
condition improved into a state of nothing less than marvelous. The usual nice and sunny weather the 
locals know and adore was back in the air, offering a perfect time for a picnic or a walk. The path in front 
of him was green and clear, extremely inviting for any hitchhiker to seize the moment. It was a bit windy, 
but it was a sort of a nice breeze, nothing to be alarmed about. Little did he know, this was the last quiet  
walk he was going to have for a very long time.

On that sunny day, upon exiting the farm and onto the green outskirts, Tivon passed by an old man.
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“Greeting.”

“What do you want?”

“Uh .. nothing. I just wanted to say hello as I passed by. I didn't mean to alarm you.”

“You can keep your peace-spreading to yourself – it has no use.”

“.. I'm sorry you feel that way but you are mistaken, and I shall continue to greet everyone in my way.”

Then, he left.

Agh!  The  nerves  of  that  man!  That  horrible,  horrible  man,  Tivon  thought,  trying  to  spread  his  
grouchiness onto others just because he woke up from the wrong side of the bed! Just because he had his 
share of tough luck in the world doesn't give him permission to ruin other peoples' peaceful mornings. How 
dare he tries to prevent passing people from being jolly? It's one thing to open your heart and share with  
the world what you feel, but it's completely another thing to tell someone to keep their 'peace-spreading' to 
themselves! What kind of a man is he? No, he is no man, not human at least. He is a beast with no heart – 
no, a demon! – for wishing sadness to prevail over happiness. Blast him! One should wish that a man of  
that caliber should never mate and have offspring, then the world would go mad! Sadly, there are people 
who think like him – who wish misery for others just because they happen to be miserable and lifeless.  
Dash it all! Such people should be put behind bars if not executed for the attempt of murder – oh, that is  
correct, murder! Murder in its most foul forms; murder of happiness! Without that emotion which makes 
people smile, the world would go dark – people would have no reason to live – they would have no hope of 
finding a reason to live! What a tragic thought! Foul man, foul old man! Such dead skin on his ugly pale  
complexion suits him well! It isn't any more deceased than the soul which embodies that rusted vehicle. His  
heart must be black as well for a man to present what he had presented upon a mere greeting. Yes, I do 
believe so, his eyes told me so themselves – I could see it clearly, the cold dead look in his eyes! It is the 
look of prevailing darkness! Oh, I'm not stupid, I know very well that every man has darkness lurking inside 
of him, but to shut it up and keep it buried beneath is the trick! He must've failed miserably in life to let that 
dark spot get the better of him, to attain that self-loathing, world-hating status. But then again, I suppose he's 
only human! After all, Hitler is only human! Mubarak is only human! Hussein is only human! – Tivon's 
thoughts went on in that manner for a while. He stopped his mental attacks thoughtfully every now and 
then, thinking that he was too harsh on him and that he went too far in thinking the worse of the old geezer. 
He thought that perhaps a great tragedy had bestowed him recently in his life, forcing him to act in such as 
distasteful manner .. perhaps the loss of a loved one, or the loss of a cause. However, Tivon soon rejected 
those thoughts and grabbed a hold of the first ones. If his faith in the all-mighty was strong enough, Tivon 
reasoned, he would have seen that it was probably for the greater good that whatever 'tragedy' took place 
took place. That is, if he had faith to began with! Such imbecile, idle, and ignorant people have no place for  
compassion or faith in their darkened hearts. They shouldn't even be called people – the walking dead! No! 
Zombies are more alive than they are! And to think I over did it when I called him a demon or Hitler .. I  
bet Satan himself falls down in competition of foulry and sinistry against people like him! Tivon tried to  
rationalize the situation, but instead, he only worsened it. Without even realizing it, the darkness in Tivon 
had slowly began to surface and take control over his emotions; he was becoming bitter by the moment. He 
failed to see that just like how smiles rub off on people, so does horrible attitude. However, in Tivon's case, 
he was stronger than that. Every now and then he paused to think about what he had been thinking. In this 
way, not only did he think critically about the matter, but also constructively. The more he thought, the 
more conclusions he deducted. The more deductions he founded, the more truths he reached to uncover. 
He kept at it until he linked the acts of that man with another specific individual he knew. He didn't want to 
go there, but the connection clearly existed, and, unless he tackles this point of view, he might never know 
the truth. Little did the man know, Tivon had developed a pretty good idea of whom the old man might be.

Upon turning around and calling out his name, the man answered. It was him. It was Attenborough.
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“Attenborough, sir, please, forgive my rashness – I had no idea it was you.”

“Go away.”

“I don't .. understand, I thought you .. that every time you open your lips, wondrous words came out!”

“You were wrong! Now bug off.”

“...”

This time, he did not move.

Tivon was in more than in a mere trance, he was in a shock. He failed to comprehend what had 
happened. He did not think it was possible for Attenborough to be as such. Was there a mistake? Was he 
a different Attenborough than the one everyone was talking about? Could it be possible that the one, Tivon 
feared, he had been mentally captivated by was this horrible, grouchy old man? If so, and most likely it was,  
then why was he so aggressive? So consumed by wrath? So indulged in his dark side? Had he put up a fight  
and lost? Is he that weak? Could it be that the legendary Attenborough was a representation of fallacy and 
nothing more? With so many devastating questions slashing Tivon's belief, his soul couldn't help but weep.  
Attenborough was something he had chosen to believe in – something to give him a reason to want to learn  
more. Why has this idol fallen? This image; this belief? It was true that Tivon saw this as a deceit – a false  
pretense – and thus hated the man, but at the same time, no one has lied to him. No one mentioned a thing 
about his personality and how he interacted with people. This was the way Attenborough was, and there 
was no reason in getting upset. In spite of that truth, Tivon felt as if a precious man had died. As he stood  
in front of Attenborough, he looked into his eyes and wondered if all the stories he heard had any truth to  
them.  One  of  the  stories  which  came  to  mind  was  that  of  the  four  devisions  of  mankind  and  how 
Attenborough fell into the right category every time. This was a tale he heard shortly after leaving the village 
down the valley. He had heard it from a passing elder whom he assisted him in finding his cane. The story  
goes as following, the elder told Tivon, that man is divided into two groups by four strands. To truthfully 
fall in the right devision all four times was hard, but people wise enough could pass. The first devision of  
mankind, as told by the literary erudite Marti, was the devision regarding the soul's desire – that there was 
two  types  of  people,  those  who  love  and  build,  and  those  who  hate  and  destroy.  He  told  him that  
Attenborough fell into the first category. In this encounter, Tivon failed to see that loving aspect of him. In 
the second devision, which dealt with humility, man was, according to Purdin, divided into two groups,  
those who put themselves first, and those who put others first. Again, Tivon was told that Attenborough fell  
into the first group. The story must be wrong, Tivon thought. Nevertheless, Tivon couldn't help but recall  
the remainder of the story. The third stated, as said by Gandhi, that the two types of men consisted of those  
who  did  the  work,  and  those  who took the  credit.  He was  told  that  Attenborough  fell  into  the  first  
categorization again, but Tivon had his doubts. The fourth and final one stated, as said by Murphy, that the 
two kinds of people are those who divide people into two types, and those who don't. Hence, in an attempt  
to pass in all of the tests himself, Tivon decided to step away from this approach and not to apply it on 
Attenborough. If he did so, Tivon himself would have failed in the fourth one. He convinced himself that  
all he wanted was to know the truth, and the truth, according to what he saw, was that Attenborough was not 
as great as everyone had proclaimed. However, what he saw was what he wanted to see. If he had given him 
a chance, he would've realized that his study of him was incorrect because he had made up his mind about  
him from the first moment he met him. It was human nature to see the good in the ones you love and the  
bad in those you hate.  If  he wished to make a study in human nature,  Tivon shouldn't  be subjective. 
However, it was too late for him now as he allowed himself to get closer than ever to Attenborough. With 
such closeness, he had only two options – he could either step away, or indulge in what he desired for as 
long as he have pondered the name Attenborough. Not wanting to remain in the dark, Tivon decided to go 
for it. He decided to ask Attenborough what had happened and why had he fallen.

However, just before Tivon uttered a word, Attenborough spoke.
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“Tell me this, boy,” Attenborough spoke, “have you read Heart of Darkness?”

“Huh? .. Yes, I have. Conrad's finest work.”

“And what do you think of Kurtz?”

“Kurtz? Why, he's a heartless lunatic!”

“Wrong! He's human! .. Go away, kid, you're nothing special, you're just like everyone else – you 
don't want to hear the truth.”

Then, he left.

Tivon stood alone as he saw Attenborough leave. He did so while thinking about what he said and 
meant,  that Kurtz was human. But how could he be? Enslaving people and slaughtering them as if he 
owned them just because he could? He did what he felt like just because there was no order to command 
him otherwise, no law to bound his merciless acts, no force to punish him for his crimes. He did the things 
he did because he knew he could get away with it .. is that, Tivon thought, really human nature? Right then  
and there,  it  all  clicked! The way people spoke about  Attenborough,  the way he acted,  the stories  he 
heard .. everything started to make sense! At long last, Tivon understood what Attenborough knew and 
feared – he knew the truth about human nature and how destructive it really is. Human beings are self-
destructive  by nature;  they create  weapons  of  mass  destruction to annihilate  themselves;  they organize 
groups to wipe out other groups; they kill their own kind. From all of the beings in the Animal Kingdom, 
they are the most unnatural species, and for that, Attenborough tried to exclude himself from this madness  
and tried to live alone. He attempted to escape this fact about humanity by foot, but he couldn't, because 
mankind is everywhere on the planet, and if there was such a uncharted region by man, it would soon be  
colonized and inhabited by him. The fact that Attenborough wished such knowledge would die along with 
him became as clear as the fact that he did not have many years remaining on him. But why? What was his  
reason for concealing such truth? Could it be that it traumatized him so profoundly that he wished that he 
had  never  been  born?  Moreover,  just  as  the  truth  made  its  way  to  him,  it  would  do  so  for  future 
generations, such as in Tivon's case. Truth always finds a way. Tivon was grateful for such insight on the 
human psyche, but was also saddened by it as well. His once-optimistic view of life has now shifted by  
another man's pessimistic view of the truth. For that, Tivon struggled to accept the truth – to digest it – and 
hoped that it would not make him as bitter as the one before him. After all, taking life is really not that odd  
in behavior. Killing is a natural instinct – an innate feature – existing in every living thing, and since it is  
done in fear or hunger, mankind's urge to kill is not that far off. His motive could be linked to both; he  
organizes wars in fear of others' advancements, and it does so because of hunger for more power. It was 
completely justifiable, Tivon kid himself, the urge to self-district … Subconsciously, he accepted the truth 
partially. Unlike his predecessor, he decided that he won't freak out with such knowledge – that this truth  
shall not prevent him from seeking more knowledge about life and nature regardless of how horrible and 
inhumane it might be. It was true that in such truth existed ugliness, but wasn't it Da Vinci who stated that  
ugliness is a form of beauty? And everyone knows that beauty and nature are one, so it only made sense  
that the circle closes with the conclusion that nature is essentially ugly. Although a big chunk of the truth 
was uncovered, it was nothing more than a mere step into the light, one which would be followed by many 
others. After all, Tivon chose this path – he wished to be a child of nature, a student of life.

Like a child following in his father's footsteps, Tivon followed slowly in Attenborough's.
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