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I

So charming scene as the child toyed with the alluring and shinning orange yarrows, behind the fence of dainty poker plants. In ecstasy, his eyes were fixed away on the pretty hummingbirds that, all dressed in one exotic tone, whose slender bills hammering one time after time the pollen, sipped nectar. 

He ramble through some tall spikes of purple catmint, that extends until the wooded area of oaks, a shield against the sunrays for the blooming colonies of hellebores, daffodils and dog’s tooth violet. Under the shade of oaks, the charm of the garden faded away. 

The child of black curls found himself unexpectedly lost in a wood, and the signs of evil left itself noticeable. A vulture hovered around in the skies and black entities were everywhere. Terror came over the child who tried in vain to flee. In panic, he sheltered himself behind a tree, whose branches opened like stretching arms, when a rare parade of lads showed up all of a sudden. All of them in fine and brilliant garments with precious jewels that brightened the march while one single man walked behind them in flaming rags which were burning him up. 

He watched aghast the hideous look of the man in question, who was in chains and following the chalice at the head of the procession, when the eyes of the tortured man fixed on him suddenly. These piercing the scared child’s blue ones tried forcibly to make this address some words for his soul, which the child held back. 

So, the man carried on in purge as the others kept singing canticles to the Lord.

II

As time wore away with lead wings, Frederick, whom from now on is going to be addressed as “Our Wise Man”, lingered in his parlor, which adorned with bronze statues of Egyptian slaves, as memories of the past flashed across his mind.

One remote time seemed to be when he used to behold his own face in the impressive gilded pier, crowned by a mirror with the head of Cleopatra, just to admire his own youth, invested with an extraordinary beauty, which granted the appearance of the Greek god’s creature.

But, what he sees now in the glass are the remains of a notorious handsomeness spoiled by the signs of aging, wrinkles and withering. It repulsed him so awfully, that he preferred to lie on pondering about facts of life in his parlor, decorated with The Land of Nile theme -conveyed by busts and statues of Egyptian figures.

Our Wise Man, lost in his considerations, mulled upon the experimental method –the same one that his father’s mentor experienced in life. Beyond any doubt, this was an ideal one to comprehend the nature of a thing, and it was just based on passing oneself through it. However, to a man who contemplated such an idea, the real pleasure came from exercising influence over someone. In fact, excitement lied on watching how a creature opened his eyes in wonder before the unknown and his sensations for all that he was having for first time and how the disciple was turning into his master’s ideas. All it was a voyage of discovery where one bestowed the fruit of his own life on someone else. In this way, the subject under one’s influence got a certain experience as if he had lived all it by himself. It was a sort of play where one person was entitled to be master.

Out the corner of his eyes saw the piano, covered with Egyptian scarf, and recalled happy times when his slender and smooth fingers played the keys, which delighted his friends.

Suddenly his eyelids got like tiny bars of lead, and falling asleep, he dreamt about a lovely and sad picture. Our Wise Man was a little child, a mischievous one, who beheld the peaks of Monte Cristallo over the lake’s mirror-like surface. It conveyed the Monte in all majesty, which astounded him. As he approached the border of the lake, he set out his little crystal gaff ship sail. This was pulled up by the wind, but it turned into pieces of broken glasses in the middle of the water.

His hand dropped the teacup, of the set topped by sphinxes, onto the floor. Our Wise Man wouldn’t open his eyes this time. All of a sudden, he began to lift himself unconsciously, as his eyes were looking down the blurry parlor, and was thrown into a rarefied aired chamber, like a courtroom.

Desolation hung all over the chamber and terrifying mist crawled around the place, which made the courtroom intimidating. Our Wise Man didn’t have any slightest clue about where had been carried, but he was aware living wasn’t an episode of the one of the chapters of an eerie novel that he had found between his father's things. Nor was the whole narrative in which is depicted as Ezzelin's melancholy is cured by the spectacle of Death, neither was he like the son of the Fiend cheating his father at dice as he laid a wage upon his own soul.

Unexpectedly, his lively blue eyes were blinded by so bright light, which lit up the whole courtroom and made the flaring and gas like blue walls vivid.

Divinity conveyed over himself so that Seraphs got God’s thought carried by energy to the inferior angelical hierarch. To Cherubs were granted the knowledge and they would spread God’s commandments to the classes underneath them.

The Archangel was attired with a coat of mail, a tunic rather pliant and solid, and a sea-like colored robe of short-sleeves –under the garment of scales, and a shining red cape, which sheltered the armor.

With his hands forming a dome, and pulling back his fine-chiseled features as he pondered over the opening speech of the prosecution; the sinister and fine-drawn shape in the middle of the court addressed the accusation in front of the jury –little shimmering flames.

Satan delighted himself as he said the right words to condemn the soul on trial. “Cruelty was the most atrocious sin committed in his mundane existence. And, this was inflected by and on himself. It might be considered that the accused was unaware of who was in question. In fact, he was all conscious of who was the man, but, anyway, he was cruel on him... Indeed, this sin rejoiced him.”

The prosecutor sauntered by the rail of the witness box and added. “Besides, I found another horrible sin the instruction of wisdom to the ignorant, which brought the most dreadful consequence as personal ruin for the instructed one.”

Gleaming with joy, he passed his cunning agate eyes over the jury in the most earnest way, and carried on with the speech. “This soul wasn’t self-satisfied with the first sin; he went on for the second one, which found fascinating. In fact, the essence of this was to watch the most ordinary person gazing in astonishment at the world’s marvels.

So, this prosecution finds guilty to the soul on trial. I ask to this court that the punishment to the accused be eternal confinement to hell.”

Once that the Archangel listened to the charges by which the soul was prosecuted said. ”I have been appointed by the Supreme Being as the judge of this trail. So, as part of one of the proceedings of this court, I must ask the accused: how do you plead?”

The Spirit Guide, who also had a worldly existence, and whose appearance wasn’t related to the prosecuted –the coarse juxtaposed the fine, leapt to his feet. “Plead not guilty. The defense is unconscious of what the prosecution refers to in the first charge.”

Within the most agonizing silence, two angels in splendor led the soul. The prosecuted went up to the stand and the cross-examination started.

“Have you ever recognized the person of your dream?” The prosecution asked.

“Pardon me! What are you talking about?” He added. “I mean, what dream?”

Satan's figure rose in exaltation. He foresaw the consequence of his question. “A strange one that you had.”

“Which one?”

“So the accused admits that he had it?”

“Certainly, I’ve had strange dreams, even nightmares,” he said naively.

“And, perhaps you don't know what I mean... Well, just let me remind the accused for what he is blamed.”

“It would be my pleasure to find the reason for I am here,” the accused told defiantly.

“Do you remember the man whose rags burnt him up and who marched behind the lads going to Light?”

“Finally! Now I have idea about what you are talking about.”

“Do you?” Satan asked licking his chops.

“Certainly... And, why should I have been sorry for him?”

“In vain, this soul in agony didn’t try to make you pronounce the words: "Requiescat in Peace." But, you spurned it?” He added. “And, wasn’t it your father in your worldly existence?”

“Was he sorry when he abandoned me?”

‘In spite of this ruthless act, the man was the means through which you came to life,” the prosecution said wisely.

“Yet in my mind ligers the memory of as this man brought doom over the name of the woman that delivered me. Before that, there was none blotch of disgrace on her reputation until this came along. Once that shame fell over her name, he walked out on her and a stigma was seared on her forehead until death.”

With refined manners, the prosecutor retorted cleverly. “Is it not certain that on his deathbed you were brought to his presence?”

“Certainly. Perhaps either for regret or petition.  I mean, his desire for his possessions weren’t in the hands of anyone out of his linage.”

Satan, analyzing the reply, was rocketed out of his abstraction by the prosecuted soul’s words. “Where is cruelty here? Isn’t meanness or misery with which you have to deal in life since the day you are cast in the world? Why don’t we go through history? My concept would be evident. In fact, what was the profit for those men who were generous?”

Turning around in the bench, and with lively eyes watching the soul on trial, the Archangel asked. “What do you mean?”

“What do you say about this flamboyant Irish writer?”

A deceitful smile flitted on the lips of the prosecutor that was pleased with all that was forthcoming. “Wilde?”

“He helped
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