An Island

The end was near. Galbrani could hear the chaos outside, the noise of the air-
craft flying over the island, the fighting, the shouts of men. He peered
through the large window. The paratroopers poured down nonstop, the
boats reached the shore already. His men put up a fierce opposition, but they
would not resist eternally. The rest, the evening sun shining on the vegeta-
tion, the sand, the waves, was as beautiful as ever, but this time he could not
appreciate it.

He walked to his desk. It was too late to do anything, but he had to try.
He accessed his terminal, which showed numerous alerts that screamed for
his attention. He ignored them. He tried to input some commands, to send
orders to Project K, zealously kept in a chamber dozens of feet beneath him.
To no avail, as the systems failed one after another. Doubtless they would
have cut off the communications and power supply wherever they passed
through. He wondered what they would do to Saavedro, and if they would
torture him to acquire the secrets he kept. And what about himself? They
would capture him, surely exhibit him as a hunting trophy, triumphant.
They would accuse him in a travesty of a trial, discredit him, present him as a
monster. No, that would never happen. He would deprive them of that little
victory. He would not let himself be taken alive.

He felt furious, frustrated, his plan unaccomplished. He had tried to do
it the best he could, but even then it proved itself inadequate. There was a
certain feeling of injustice about it. Were his enemies better than him, or had
they worked harder, perhaps? No, they just had enjoyed an advantage, and
luck had been on their side. He had devoted so many years—no, his whole
life—to this deed, and in return he could only see how it all came down like a
house of cards. He reflected on the futility, the time wasted, the sacrifices he



had made. Would Sylvia still have left if he had acted otherwise? Could his
life really have been any different? He had a brief memory of his infancy, of
his youth. Back then he had wanted to be a painter...

He was rambling. It was useless to torture himself for each choice made.
A short distance from there, all pockets of resistance were being slowly extin-
guished. The invaders moved closer and closer towards his sanctuary, where
Galbrani could do nothing but wait, helpless. He sat down, despondent, his
gaze fixed into some indeterminate point in front of him, but without really
seeing anything, just thinking. He made the most of his last moments alone,
almost taking delight in while trying to prolong them, like a man that expects
the inevitable, or a schoolboy that waits for a test he did not prepare for. He
would have liked to freeze time at that moment, forever. He realized he was
crying and felt ashamed of himself, but nothing mattered anymore.

The voices echoed in the corridor. The footsteps approached inexorably
and there was a pause—that he found interminable—once they reached his
door. Finally, it opened violently. Several armed people stormed into the
room and pointed their rifles at him, only to stand still afterwards waiting for
his reaction, as in a game of chess. He did nothing, but he held is gaze on
them, calm, like they were just insects. He noticed the now very familiar em-
blem of a white compass rose on a blue field.

The officer came in next, at a nearly slow pace. His facial expression was
utterly emotionless. His weapon rested still in his hip holster, from where he
probably had not taken it out of during the whole assault. And then, he
spoke.

“You had no chance at all, Galbrani. Your plan has failed. Surrender.”

He pronounced this almost in a ceremonial way, like a mere formality
to achieve something that is taken for granted. In this aspect he seemed no
different from any other civil servant. Galbrani weighed his words, but he
could not think of anything to say. He did not want to be like everyone else
that had preceded him. He wanted to do something different, to leave a long-
lasting mark in this world before departing. The other one, as if to encourage
him to make a decision, added in a useless and too obvious way:

“The island is entirely in our control.”



What could he do? What would be the best choice? Perhaps he should
have thought of it before they arrived. To leap on them and force them to kill
him? Let himself be taken prisoner in the hope of being allowed to talk to
the media? Or maybe end his own life, after delivering a phrase that would go
down to posterity? None of that suited him. He felt worthless and pathetic.

All of a sudden, like it was a miracle, out of the corner of his eye he saw
the white light emanating from the screen, and the message blinked in the
middle. No other text would have looked so beautiful to him, nothing could
have possibly filled his person with such hope.

SYSTEMS INITIATED CORRECTLY. AWAITING COMMAND.

All the time and money invested designing security devices, setting up
redundant equipment, and making it all fail-safe had finally yielded results
despite him expressing his skepticism years before. His project, the work of
his life, was ready to be activated. He hesitated no longer. With a quick mo-
tion he sent out the order. His captors responded in a frenzy.

“NO!”

He felt the stings on his chest, from where the blood began to flow
breaking the harmony of the immaculate desk. He noticed how his vision
turned blurry and his legs could hold him no more. But nothing mattered to
him. He was content, his objective fulfilled. The thousands of secret docu-
ments, that he had closely gathered for so much time, had already com-
menced being distributed to all mankind, inevitably. They showed up in
their homes, in their workplaces, exposing all the facts about their corrupt
governments, the illegalities of their leaders, truths that could never be ig-
nored or covered up. Soon the foundations of society would be rocked and
he, Galbrani, would be the culprit. Whether he had done it out of a vague
sense of philanthropy, or as a personal vendetta, he had never known, and
would never wonder again.

He fell to the floor, the events going by in slow motion for him. He had
stopped feeling pain. In the room, his killers tried by all means to prevent the
unavoidable, tinkering with the locked up computer, cutting cables, yelling
into their radios, raising their hands to their heads. He felt liberated, with no



burden on his shoulders, and absolutely no concerns. He did not think twice
about what to do with his last seconds of life.

He smiled. And shortly after, his flame faded out and he stepped into
the blackness.
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