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About the Medium

	Arandi Gomes Texeira is an incarnated spirit conscious that she must evolve, materially and spiritually, to dignify her own existence.

	 

	In 1975, she looked for a Spiritist house to help one of her children. She began to study intensely the works of Allan Kardec, in which she found answers to old questions. After the spiritual treatment of her son, she stayed in the Spiritist house, with the purpose of assuming, intellectually and morally, the principles and postulates of the Spiritist Doctrine.

	Her childhood and adolescence were full of phenomena; some of them physical, terrifying and even aggressive. Then she learned to live with both planes of life. Once in the Spiritist Doctrine, she decided to study her mediumship, educate it and exercise it in the Spiritist work.

	In the late 1970s, a neighbor almost “forced” her to read a large book with a silver cover. At first, she refused to do so due to lack of time, but at his insistence, she leafed through it. One afternoon, she decided to check it out. The book was “The Revenge of the Jew.” She says that right at the beginning of the reading she felt strange, emotional, and began to get angry, inexplicably, with this or that. She asked herself, ‘’Arandi, have you gone crazy?’’ How could she be so demanding? She didn't know the book, had never heard of it and didn't even know the name of its author. So she checked it out and read, ‘’John Wilmot, Earl of Rochester.’’ The impact was great. What a strange situation!... Arandi says that at that moment an idea came to her: challenge the author… She asked him, in a loud and clear voice: ‘’Come to me! Manifest yourself...! I did not have to invoke him twice. He materialized in the middle of the room, smiling, dressed in the clothes of an English nobleman, showing great joy. So, we were looking at each other. I was crying, a lot, and he was very happy. From then on, we never really parted.’’

	Other phenomena arose and they began to walk together every night during her out-of-body experiences. ‘’We wandered, many times, through different spaces and spheres; we talked a lot and he instructed me on the works I should study. Eventually, he told me that we would write books. So it was and so it has been.’’

	On his connection to Earl J.W. Rochester, she explains: ‘’My connection with this spirit is very old. We have walked side by side for a long time. We know each other quite well and respect each other deeply. Yes, there are many facts and countless revelations of other reincarnations, in the different periods he focuses on in his books.’’

	Regarding Rochester's style and the use of various mediums, Arandi indicates that ‘’in fact, Rochester's style is unmistakable. Highly appreciated, he has a very eclectic audience. As for other mediums, it is up to the reader to analyze, compare the works and draw his or her own conclusions.

	The work of psychography is, almost always, exciting. At the end of the work, there are many tears, thanks to the author and there is also the satisfaction of having succeeded to carry out the work despite the obstacles. We never say goodbye. While I make the endless revisions and plans for the desirable edits, he is there, participating in everything, always.”

	The mediumistic novels allow those interested in Spiritism to know Kardec's work, so much so that those who do not study Spiritism may not understand the Spiritist novels at all. Rochester always bases his works on the codification of Allan Kardec (his friend since the time of ancient Egypt). We can, with justice, consider him one of the precursors of Spiritism, when he narrates stories of the ancient world and explains mediumistic phenomena, demonstrating an admirable knowledge of the spiritual plane. 

	Arandi does not see any inconvenience in mediumistic novels when they are based on spiritist principles and postulates. When they are not, they may be novels, but they will never be spiritist. Her advantage lies in her objectives: to entertain, to make people dream, to thrill, to surprise, to instruct, to enlighten and to point out directions, educating and transforming. Our beloved author knows, like no one else, how to create, weave plots and develop them, with mastery, in real stories or not; it doesn't matter, because, according to him, life is more fantastic than fiction. 

	Finally, she says that when she works on the novels of the beloved John Wilmot, Earl of Rochester, she is the first to benefit from the light he gives her and the incomparable opportunity to work and learn.

	 

	 

	 

	Excerpted from ‘’Interview with Arandi Gomes Texeira’’ by Eliana Haddad, April 13th, 2020

	Published in Correio.news by Correio Fraterno

	URL: https://correio.news/leitura/entrevista–arandi–gomes

	 


About the Spiritual Author

	John Wilmot Rochester was born on April 1st or 10th, 1647 (there is no record of the exact date). He was the son of Henry Wilmot and Anne (widow of Sir Francis Henry Lee), Rochester was similar to his father in physique and temperament: dominant and proud. Henry Wilmot received the title of Earl because of his efforts to raise money in Germany to help King Charles I regain the throne after he was forced to leave England.

	 

	When his father died, Rochester was 11 years old and inherited the title of Earl, with little inheritance and honors.

	Young J.W. Rochester grew up in Ditchley in the midst of benders, theatrical intrigues, artificial friendships with professional poets, lust, brothels in Whetstone Park and the friendship of the king, whom he despised.

	For the time, he had a vast culture: he mastered Latin and Greek, knew the classics, French and Italian, was the author of satirical poetry, highly appreciated in his time.

	In 1661, at the age of 14, he graduated from Wadham College, Oxford, with a Master of Arts degree. He then left for France and Italy and became an interesting figure: tall, slim, attractive, intelligent, charming, brilliant, subtle, educated and modest, ideal characteristics to conquer the frivolous society of his time.

	When he was not yet 20 years old, in January 1667, he married Elizabeth Mallet. Ten months later, drinking began to affect his character. He had four children with Elizabeth and a daughter, in 1677, with the actress Elizabeth Barry.

	Living the most different experiences, from fighting against the Dutch navy on the high seas to being involved in crimes of death, Rochester's life followed paths of madness, sexual abuse, alcoholism and charlatanism, in a period in which he served as a ‘’doctor’’. 

	When Rochester was 30 years old, he writes to a former adventuring companion that he was nearly blind, lame and unlikely to return to London.

	Quickly recovering, Rochester returned to London. Shortly thereafter, in agony, he set out on his last adventure: he called the priest Gilbert Burnet and dictated his memories to him. In his last reflections, Rochester acknowledged having lived a wicked life, which ended slowly and painfully because of the venereal diseases that dominated him.

	Earl of Rochester died on July 26th, 1680. In the state of spirit, Rochester received the mission to work for the propagation of Spiritualism, and he did so after 200 years through the medium Vera Kryzhanovskaia. The automatism that characterized her made her hand trace words with dizzying speed and total unconsciousness of ideas. The narratives that were dictated to her denote a wide knowledge of ancestral life and customs and provide in their details such a unique style and historical truth that it is difficult for the reader not to recognize their authenticity. Rochester proves to dictate his historical-literary production, testifying that life unfolds to infinity in its indelible marks of spiritual memory, towards the light and the way of God. It seems impossible for a historian, however erudite, to study, simultaneously and in depth, times and environments as different as the Assyrian, Egyptian, Greek and Roman civilizations; as well as customs as dissimilar as those of the France of Louis XI to those of the Renaissance. 

	The theme in Rochester's work begins in Pharaonic Egypt, moves through Greco-Roman antiquity and the Middle Ages, and continues into the 19th century. In his novels, reality navigates in a fantastic current, in which the imaginary surpasses the limits of verisimilitude manifesting natural phenomena that oral tradition has perpetuated as supernatural.

	Rochester's referential is full of content about customs, laws, ancestral mysteries and unfathomable facts of history, under a novelistic layer, where social and psychological aspects pass through the sensitive filter of his great imagination. Rochester's classification of genre is hampered by his expansion into several categories: gothic horror with romance, family sagas, adventures and forays into the fantastic.

	The number of editions of Rochester's works, spread over countless countries, is so large that it is not possible to have an idea of their magnitude, especially considering that, according to researchers, many of these works are unknown to the general public. 

	Several lovers of Rochester's novels carried out (and perhaps still do) searches in libraries in various countries, especially in Russia, to find yet-unknown works. This can be seen in the transcribed prefaces of several works. Many of these works are finally available in Spanish thanks to the World Spiritist Institute.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Only moral progress can assure people of happiness on the earth by restraining evil passions. It alone can enable harmony, peace and fraternity to reign. 

	Allan Kardec

	The Genesis – chap. 18, item 19

	 

	 


PROLOGUE

	Dear readers!

	At that time, in which our novel is set, the multiple characters already instinctively and courageously structured the brilliant stage of the Renaissance, which would come to the rescue of arts and culture, thought and science, irremediably with the excesses resulting from all that is new and still misunderstood and subjected to the onslaught of human passions.

	Vigilant and loyal to God and to life, committed to Truth, these champions of true progress were fertile ground, in which would be sown the seeds of Good and Love, which would travel in the chariot of triumph to institute a new era on our planet.

	In an unequal and implacable fight, they collided with those who fiercely clung to false values or any moral values, suffering, as a consequence, cruel reprisals. An immense theater, sometimes horrific, sometimes sublime, was installed in all spheres of life and the combat became overwhelming and savage.

	For a long time, the clergy, possessors of power and of all possible and imaginable prerogatives, have cruelly dominated. 

	              Jealous of their positions of relevance, these pseudo-leaders have assembled a powerful and wide network, like a monstrous snake, which hungry and thirsty attacks those who, by chance, dare to challenge it.

	Day by day, life at that time proceeded in the midst of outrages of all kinds.

	But lo and behold, a dawn of gradual and broad change was announced, bringing wholesome hope and joy to the hearts that struggled for the establishment of order and true justice.

	The ruling power, however, was imposing itself with arrogance, taking what it wanted and doing what it pleased. Disoriented and obstinate in evil, while soaked in the tears and blood of others, they created for themselves unimaginable pains and sufferings, which would extend for countless reincarnation expiations. 

	It is worth remembering that, considering the evolutionary journey of all of us, immortal spirits towards perfection, when we are repentant and after countless fights, many of us may have reached much higher evolutionary levels in less time than other souls, who already identify with good, but remain in indolence and complacency.

	And who among us can know where one has been and what one has done in so much time traveled? After so many centuries – this no longer matters –, we have to assume new times, new ideas and ideals, in line with the will of the Creator.

	Wherever we may go and wherever we have lived, we leave footprints and traces of our actions.

	In this tiny world, we live our days, now lost in memory, benefiting from the kindness of the Lord's agents, who gave us new opportunities to grow and evolve.

	In the learning process, like students returning to school benches, thirsty for love, we followed the paths traced towards the desirable redemption that would unfold over time, but in our own way.

	Recalcitrant, we act as we want and not as we should, in unbridled rebellion.

	Making use of our well-developed intelligence, and nostalgic for the comforts to which we were accustomed, we were intensely driven to development and creation that would guarantee us the perpetuity of comforts and pleasures, while we struggled to establish our way of being and living, for which, marginalized, many of us were purged from other worlds.

	Woe to us! How much time wasted! Only pain would make us stop and reflect.

	Yet, when we look back, we see with shame that after so long we are still slow to get it right and eager to exercise our old addictions.

	Today, immersed in a historical phase, due to the transition from a world of trials and atonements to a world of regeneration, evil is concentrated in dark and apocalyptic synergies.

	Thus, with great difficulty, we painfully reap the result of our former sowing.

	More sensitized, today we are surprised by the pain and afflictions that reach almost everyone and we think that we have been wronged. What a mistake! The Creator's justice is perfect, even if we do not have the measures to evaluate it. If we suffer, we should know that pain is often corrected by the right adjustment of ourselves with our conscience, taking into consideration that we are in the great law of cause and effect.

	May we not lose; however, the faith and hope that should always guide us, believing that better times will come. Fatal is the progress of creatures and worlds, for nothing in Nature remains stationary. Evil is transient, part of the process of evolution.

	When the time is right, progress will come, regardless of any other circumstances, and it will be established forever, officializing the New Age in the name of a higher law, based on love and truth!

	John Wilmont, Earl of Rochester

	 

	1.– FATHER AND SON

	 

	 

	Leaning over his desk, Wladimir Vladosk was extremely resentful: 

	– ‘’What kind of news was that and why had it not reached his ears before? Was the feudal lord looking for him? What did he want? Was he someone unaccounted for and adrift?

	Rumors of a new sedition1 run through the streets of Florence, and in between, ruin seems to threaten everyone. 

	A dark and heavy cloud looms in the air. 

	Will his home be safe from this possible threat? How could he know?” 

	He flails like a fish out of water and almost loses his breath.  Oppressed, he clutches his chest with both hands. He leans back against the back of the old hardwood chair, closes his eyes, and internalizes his thoughts. 

	It seems like yesterday... He arrived full of dreams but without resources. However, confident and willing to occupy a prominent place in that majestic city, which had inhabited his thoughts several years ago, and with the intention of establishing the proper means to achieve the level of a gentleman, he elaborated his life routine. 

	But he did not just want to get rich. His aspirations went far beyond that. His morale and intellect, stimulated as always, would continue to develop like cedar. 

	From that moment on, he remembers the unbearable pain in his back, in his still vigorous arms, in his feet that burned on contact with the ground, in the calluses on his hands, on the crown of his head, from carrying such heavy loads. His body ached and needed a rest that was not always possible. 

	Under the rigors of time, he faced everything to reach his desired level, as well as obtaining the means for a dignified survival. From one village to another and another, he worked doing the most diverse jobs and negotiating goods he transported. 

	              Incomparable learning, constant work, sweat for daily bread!

	And just like a background, the most important goals. Numerous steps to accomplish, intense dreams and great intellectual pretensions. At the expense of much sweat, pain, tears, humiliations, shortcomings, facing multiple dangers, accumulating a great amount of money, he was finally able to bargain, negotiate, compete ...

	Despite his fatigue, he continued educating himself with so much determination and anxiety, tenaciously immersing himself in the various science of all times, expanding the knowledge he had already acquired since childhood.

	He masters a great deal of knowledge. He is able to speak on the most diverse subjects related to almost all sciences.

	His contemporaries respect his undeniable competence, his enviable professional prestige and, why not say it, his fortune too.

	Throughout all stages of his life, he met people of all kinds and learned to select them, thus preserving the best ones and carefully excluding those who followed tortuous paths. For them he felt great mercy. They are sons of the Almighty in an atmosphere of apprenticeship, still lost in themselves.

	To be fair, he should never forget that these people too, because of different circumstances, were of help at decisive moments. Nobody is all good or bad. 

	He tried not to make enemies, but he had them. Some opposed him for no reason. They would not try to understand, for in their minds there was only interest in the literal meaning of physical existence.

	Thus absorbed, Wladimir, who had just written another of his metaphysical theses, did not even notice the approach of his son Norbert, who reverently, was looking at him.

	His son admires him for his stoicism in the face of so many challenges and disaffections. 

	As an upright and determined man, Wladimir always follows the principles of goodness and love, at any time or place. Thanks to God's mercy, he and his father have survived many dangers.

	His mother was gone too soon! Poor woman... Valuable mother and admirable wife...

	This memory still causes him almost physical pain and his eyes fill with tears. In spite of the time that has passed, he still remembers the sad farewell.

	Along with his father, he faces the difficulties of every day, but his soul suffers and struggles with great insecurity. They are so connected that, even from a distance, they seem to communicate mysteriously. 

	Norbert walks away slowly and silently, leaving him to his thoughts. 

	He asks the Almighty for him. Only the Creator can grant you all that you need and deserve. Smiling slightly, he imagines how much God must love his father. 

	Absorbed in himself, he continues walking down the halls: 

	– ‘’How many times have we survived so far? Some in an extraordinary way: due to the political, moral or financial strength of a friend who, appearing providentially, had pulled us out of the problems that the world knows how to prepare so well to steal from us the precious opportunity to live and grow..." 

	In the same mood, he walks for some time through a peristyle. In the center, there was a lush garden. 

	He decides to enjoy the beauty of the flowers, the freshness and lightness of the greenery, the smell of damp soil and the benefits of the balsamic air. He walks down some stone steps and approaches a comfortable bench. He sits down and his deep blue velvet garments are spread out on the seat. His beret of the same fabric and color falls elegantly over his broad, noble forehead.

	His big hands with thin, white, slender fingers – despite his usual willingness to do any job – nervously grip the edges of the beautiful, rich bench surface.

	With a restless soul, he longs to protect his father and also to feel safer. At every step, dangers and urgency of constant vigilance.

	* * *

	Persistent persecution haunts community life. Rude and salaried individuals commit criminal acts in the service of certain institutions as guilty as themselves. To become their victim, it is enough to possess something that interests them (which does not need to be valuable, since addiction unfortunately becomes a compulsion) or to interfere in the interests of someone powerful and accustomed to remain at the top of society.

	Often protected by distinguished individuals, these executioners act freely; however, when they fall into disgrace, they begin to annoy those they had just served. Then, the executers make sure these people begin to suffer the same evils they imposed on others. 

	* * *

	They have already escaped from several ambushes. On some occasions they were wounded; other times, they had to react in order to survive.

	There is a patent fatigue in his very young soul that turns into a long and deep sigh.

	With the same intention to recover, his father goes over there and, surprising him, sits down next to him, bringing him out of his ecstasy.

	– Why are you so thoughtful?

	Smiling, Norbert answered warmly:

	– It seems to me that today we are both immersed in riddles that are difficult to solve.

	– I assume that you observed me a moment ago? Why didn't you talk to me?

	– I respected your internalization. I was at the door, quiet, and then I came here.

	– Tell me, if you can, what is the reason of your sullen face?

	– Some matters bother me a lot... What about you, father?

	– I am anxious, and rightly so! My soul is quite restless, son...

	– Do you foresee greater dangers than we're used to? I know the rumors and I am also feeling uneasy!

	– You could not ignore them, of course, because like me you move daily in your public functions. In these last days, we are more watched than before... I foresee storms... It is not that we have something to hide, but we know the wiles of our enemies…

	– Rest! Once again we will be able to overcome the challenges, my father!

	Wladimir embraces him by the shoulders, while he concludes paternally:

	– You are right! God will preserve and hold us to fulfill our dearest aspirations!

	Norbert hold the hand placed on his shoulder, in agreement with what he heard, and remains silent.

	Wladimir takes a deep breath, enjoying the pleasant scent of flowers and also immerses himself in his thoughts.

	Ignoring each other's thoughts, they recall a traumatic and almost fatal event that marked them forever: together they walked through a town square that had beautiful houses at its surroundings, very crowded at that hour.

	They walked hurriedly minding their business, when a group of soldiers who were having fun at the expense of passers-by, saw them and exchanged glances...

	At that time, Wladimir was not yet forty and Norbert was almost ten.

	Careful, they hurried their pace and were already approaching a corner, when one of them, reckless, decided to chase them.

	They looked at each other in silence and very worried. They realized they had to be brave and very cautious. That attack, so unexpected, could be fatal to them. 

	Their hearts beat strong and wildly like runaway racehorses.

	Wladimir still remembers, with a deep and never forgotten pain, the look of his son asking for help and protection.

	He encouragingly smiled at him, but an icy chill ran down his back. He feared, especially for him, still so small and so helpless… He knew what cruel people were capable of and those soldiers, in addition to their extremely rough appearance, it was clear by their faces that they had drunk alcohol; some more, some less.

	He held his son's hand, giving him confidence, while seeking strength within himself. That reality; however, exceeded any hope of help and salvation, but he continued to smile at him, wordlessly asking him to remain calm.

	Norbert responded with effort to his father's expectations. They quickened their pace and were almost running, when the one who was pursuing them reached them.

	The others ran and, in a few moments, father and son felt rough, greedy hands grabbing them by their clothes, almost lifting them off the ground.

	Wladimir turned to the one giving the orders and, in simple and objective words, explained who he was, where he lived and where he was going.

	But like a bull blindly attacking his opponent, he saw only what he could benefit from, stealing their belongings and their opportunity to have a good day. In another state, perhaps, he would have acted differently, but the alcohol clouded his reasoning ability.

	He shouted at them to take off their rich, elegant and clean clothes, which interested him very much. Vain, he already imagined himself well dressed and very elegant for the accomplishment he was now undertaking:

	“If Aristophanes could only guess with whom I have spent my nights! Ah...! And how gorgeous is that beautiful Greek! In my arms, she finds more love and more passion…! I will take her once and for all! He can stay with his Church, which he seems to love more than anything else in life…! “

	Self-absorbed, he becomes detached from the reality around him and, meanwhile, practically naked, ashamed and humiliated, father and son have become the butt of jokes and mockery.

	Following the “procedures of law”, the henchmen2 gave them more suitable clothing, in accordance with their conditions as convicts.

	Huddled in a corner, father and son watched as some of them arrived, holding the infamous and well-known sambenitos3 that revealed their cruel intentions. 

	A superlative horror seized them both. Were they saying goodbye and for good?!

	Norbert looked at his perplexed father, who, in shock, without losing hope, said to him:  

	– Be brave, my son, it will pass... Think deeply of God and pray for us with your childlike innocence. He will help us, do not doubt it. If I love you so much, imagine how much He loves his children!... 

	He could say no more, because the soldiers were already putting the greasy and abominable sambenitos on them.

	Finally satisfied, those potential executioners laughed to see them dressed in coarse dark clothes, with their bare feet, and ropes tied around their waists.

	The one who had initiated the persecution, confident that he had them in his hands, felt bored, so he decided to continue drinking while thinking about what to do to get more fun.

	He sat down on the floor and poured the drink down his neck.

	Time was torturously passing for father and son. Silently, they looked around, hoping for something that might help them.

	The “commander” drank and clicked his tongue with pleasure, and the more he drank, the thirstier he became.

	Meanwhile, his men organized themselves around him as best they could, setting here and there with so much indiscipline, as they waited for the orders that were sure to come.

	After what seemed an interminable time for father and son, Diogenes – that was the leader's name – struggling to get on his feet, took a deep breath and looked around.

	With a smirk, he fixed his already somewhat clouded gaze on them and decided it was time to move on with his criminal intentions.

	He walked and shook his head, accepting or rejecting thoughts, seeming to "dialogue" with unseen companions.

	Finally, after this irrational confabulation, composed of marches and countermarches, he declared:

	– We will challenge these two scoundrels to a very difficult test!

	Yes, this is a great idea...!

	With a derisive laughter, he added: 

	– If you comply with our requests, we will be generous, if not! you will go, but without clothes...! It will be quite funny to see you running through the streets as you came into the world. 

	He bursts out laughing at the images he begins to visualize in his sick mind.

	His real desire; however, was to prolong his time of entertainment with his soldiers; weak and pusillanimous men, just like him, since father and sons’ fate was already sealed.

	He addresses the others and announces with great pride:

	– Very well! Let us begin!

	– Yes! Let this test begin soon!

	His subordinates responded in unison.

	– Let everyone know that it will be a great challenge! Those unwinnable ones! After all, we do not want them to run away, do we?

	– No! We do not…!

	– Well, here's the thing: the two of you must get to the other side of the square in the time we set...! If you do, you will be free! King's word!

	Seeing their expressions, Diogenes bursts into uncontrollable laughter.

	Meanwhile, the others look at each other in understanding. After all, anyone could easily gain the way between one side of the street and the other...!

	Reckless, one of them dares to say: 

	
	– But, sir, this is too easy!



	Turning to him in anger, which makes the others step back, Diogenes says:

	– Wait till I complete my thought, stupid! Do you want to start dancing too? Hum... It would be much more fun! The three of you sweating side by side to win the race! In the end, you would get the laurels or the punishment too! Do you want to try it?

	– No, my lord, have mercy! – Begs the man, kneeling in the middle of the street...

	Giving a threatening look to him, Diogenes remains silent as he studies the reactions of his subordinates. He likes the impact he causes when he acts like this. He is delighted to observe their fear and the “respect” they pay him. 

	He does not respond, just gives the supplicant a look that freezes him. He crawls silently to a corner of the street to huddle there, like a reptile. He knows well how cruel Diogenes can be. 

	Continuing, the “boss” expands his idea: 

	– You will be able to cross the street to the other side, but... 

	He cannot complete his idea because he bursts into new and loud guffaws, in a fit of uncontrollable laughter.

	Every time he tries to speak to give them the necessary explanations, laughter takes over.

	Finally, he takes take a deep breath and explains:

	– To cross the street, you will take a step forward, but at the same time… –. He pauses and observes the effect of his words, between new guffaws, holds his big belly to contain himself and continues:

	– You will take a step forward and then two steps backwards...! And so it will be: back and forth, back and forth, back and forth, endlessly! We, of course, will be counting the allotted time and with each attempt to deceive us, they will give you what you deserve…!

	The other henchmen, just as bad as he was, burst into raucous laughter.

	Increasingly enthusiastic, Diogenes continues to expand his unbridled joy, affirming:

	– Whenever you need it, we will give you a “little push”, won't we? 

	– Yes! – They all answered. 

	– And do not try to deceive us! – Said another one, encouraging the “commander” more and more. 

	– And do not dare to run away, because we know why you are being penalized for, don't we?

	Mischievous and treacherous, Diogenes looks at his henchmen meaningfully, waiting for a satisfactory answer.

	Looking at each other fearfully, the group mulls over his statements and in a small uproar, they say:

	– Well, well, we certainly know, don't we?

	Meanwhile, the one who had been threatened decides to take the opportunity to correct his imprudence of minutes ago and at the same time, mischievously, says:

	– Our admirable commander must have already elaborated in his powerful mind the due accusation and fair judgment, mustn't he? What would we all be without his undeniable wisdom and competence!

	Caught in his own trap, Diogenes is silent. He scratches his greasy head, breathes noisily, and the minutes that generate enormous expectation in his subordinates affect much more Wladimir and Norbert, who with growing horror fear the next insanities of that evil, drunken and completely uncontrolled man. 

	Finally, emphatically puffing out his chest, Diogenes decided:

	– Yes! That's it! They are two heretics! We are witnesses that they made gestures and strange whispers with demonic evocations!

	The soldiers agree with these statements, although they all know that the commander is only creating a false defamation to justify his persistent cruelty that feeds on other people’s pain. 

	Father and son look at each other. Where did he get that idea from?!

	– Do not lose heart, my son – whispers Wladimir in Norbert's ear–. Keep on praying. If it is God's will, we will emerge unscathed.  

	All around them, the noise grew louder and louder:

	– Heretics! Witches!

	– Oh, you scum! Scum of hell! – reproached some people spitting on the ground –. The more we kill them, the more they reproduce!

	Motivated and moved by brutality, some rushed towards the two and began to attack them.

	Wladimir covers his son with his body, but without mercy, the small group surround them from all sides. 

	Hugging tightly, they react as best they can.

	Norbert cries. Disconsolate and panicked, he presses himself against his father. Never in his entire life had Wladimir suffered so much. His heart bleeds...

	After a few minutes of pleasure watching the sad spectacle, Diogenes orders:

	– All right, let's get started! You two there! – He points his finger at father and son –. Take one step forward and then two steps back, without a break, until you reach the other side of the square!

	Given the “sentence”, he smiles with satisfaction:

	– If you slow down or try to deceive us, you will be executed right here!

	Ruthless echoes harmonized with his lines:

	– And do not try to deceive us!

	Those who came attracted by the ‘’spectacle’’ were soon informed of their sin and of the test to which they

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
