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Trial

To the right stands the accused man. In the center, a black-robed judge sits behind a podium. To the left sit five white-robed angels.

Judge (flipping through pages of a file): Cause of death?

Accused: Concussion and severe head injury due to torture.

Judge (cold and formal): The file says suicide.

Accused: It is a mistake, your honor, I died under torture.

Judge: Cause of death has no bearing on our judgment. However, you are the first to claim we have committed an error. Are you telling me the messenger of death has erroneously reported your cause of death? Our terror teams are well trained. This is unheard of, are you quite certain you didn’t kill yourself?

Accused (sarcastically): How could I forget such pain?  I was tortured for weeks. They pulled my fingernails, shocked me, and lashed my back …

Judge (frowning): Enough. Do you remember the agent who took your life?

Accused: No, your honor. But the torturers referred to each other as “doctor” or “professor”.

Judge: Enough. Why do you insist on answering every question with sarcasm? I am referring to the agent dispatched from the divine organization to take your life. Under our new rules, he must have handed the death warrant to you personally. Do you remember his face?

Accused: Oh! The face of death. It was awful, your honor, absolutely horrible.

Judge (furiously pointing his finger at the accused): We don’t care how you died. We have cases like yours everyday. Besides, dying under torture is not a plus. Everyone has to die somehow. I advise you not to make a fuss and waste our time. When your time is determined, the warrant is issued by the higher council and the terror team gets to work. Although according to the newly ratified regulations, the authorities are to design methods of death more delicately. And every year, to make it more interesting, we draw some names and the winners get to kill themselves how they like. Your name is under this column too. According to your file, you were supposed to commit suicide but you claim you didn’t. What happened?

Accused: Would you review the facts once again to avoid further errors?

Judge: You are not in a position to tell us what to do. Error in our system has no meaning. Our intelligence agency knows what will cross your mind in the future—that’s how accurate we are.  You are dealing with the divine council, not the utility company. We have this court merely as a formality; your fate has been pre-determined. 

Obviously we have no choice but to spend more time on your case. I do see several eraser marks in your file.  Please respond truthfully to every question so we can rectify your file. Have you ever committed suicide?

Accused: Yes.

Judge: But you told us you didn’t kill yourself. You said you died under torture.

Accused: That was the case.

Judge (irritated): Would you tell us how you finally died?

Accused: On my eighteenth birthday, my parents threw a spectacular party. They invited many friends and family; our house was full of people drinking and eating and having a good time. That was the night I decided to take my life. My father kept a handgun in the house; I found it behind some boxes in his closet. It was loaded with only one bullet. I walked to my room, aimed at my temple, and pulled the trigger.

Judge: So you committed suicide?

Accused: Yes and no.

Judge: You pulled the trigger.

Accused: I did. An enormous explosion filled my head and I collapsed.

Judge: Tell us what happened. Give us the punch line.

Accused: I shot myself but there was no blood or pain. Guests burst through my bedroom door. They saw me lying on the floor. I was unharmed with a smoking handgun in my grip. I peered up at them, puzzled like an idiot. They burst into laughter, raising their glasses and toasting my health. I could see they were laughing but I couldn’t hear anything, I couldn’t feel anything.

Judge: How were you still alive?

Accused: That bullet was a blank. The explosion left me deaf, but alive. 

Judge and the jury of angles roar with laughter.

Judge (puts his finger to his lips for silence): So you tried again?

Accused: I tried once again.

Judge: Your case grows more and more interesting. Tell us how you blew it the second time?

Accused: A few months later, I decided to take my life using a cyanide pill. It was a frigid winter night; the city was blanketed in snow. I had the newly-purchased pill in my fist. And my fist in my pocket. It was like a gem. I was rushing home to take my life. No one was out, just the secret police. They must’ve seen me walking suspiciously fast. I felt a sharp pain in my leg and fell to the ground; they shot me because I didn’t hear them ordering me to freeze. I was screaming in pain, I watched as my blood turned the white snow dark, like ink spilling onto blank paper.

They searched me. When they found the death pill they must’ve been convinced I was a dangerous political element. They threw me in their car, started beating me, and asking me questions I couldn’t hear. They beat me unconscious.

When I awoke I was lying on the floor of a dark cold room. I could feel my body, like meat in slaughterhouse, surrendering to death. But something changed inside of me. A powerful energy rose in me that didn’t want to die. Unlike my body, my soul resisted death. A few hours back I was courting death, now the demon of death was after me, but I was escaping.

Judge: Use more respectful words when referring to the angel of death. Let’s review your actions. The first time you decided to commit suicide, you foolishly failed. On your second attempt, you couldn’t even take a pill and die. You drug your feet so long that you finally fell into the hands of government agents. And now you’re blaming them! You resisted your fate and you have the gall to be proud of it. Well, you shouldn’t have.

Based on your file, you were to live eighteen years and not one day more. During your eighteen years of life, you committed no sins. But the moment you failed to take your life with that gun, you became a rough element, an outlaw, a criminal. Your behavior in this court reflects your state of mind. You are mocking our judicial system; you accused us of committing an error. Now, listen to me carefully, how long did you live after your arrest?

Accused:  I was tried. But the trial was a formality; they thought they knew my intentions, so I was convicted and jailed for six months. These six months were the only time I ever truly lived. I tasted life and what it meant to be alive. The torture continued until I came here.

Judge: Now everything is clear. You were not to live more than eighteen years. From that day on you’ve been an outlaw. The second time that you were supposed to give up your life was the night of your arrest under torture. Your death warrant was issued three times. You rewrote your fate not once but twice! It’s an unforgivable sin. Because of your defiance, your file doesn’t reflect your deeds after eighteen. You lived of your free will and that we do not tolerate!

Your actions have created chaos. Even the poor torturer who was to take your life that night will be reprimanded for negligence. There will be an extensive investigation and authorities at all levels with be held responsible for this fiasco. Do you have anything to say as your final defense?

Accused: No sir.

The jury members put their heads together for a few minutes. One approaches the bench and whispers to Judge.

Judge: After careful consideration of your file, this court finds you guilty of sin. You are sentenced to the maximum penalty.

Sound of a gavel
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