The Observer


Though night had fallen several hours earlier, the city of Alamar was still bright from the fires that had broken out in the square.  Alaka had not moved from her seat in some time, preferring to wait and watch for the inevitable carnage that would come from the Resistance Movement’s latest attack.  Even that was better than trapping herself in a corner of the room they had assigned her – rather, the cell in which they had thrown her.  The door had been secured by both visible and invisible security measures, but they still found need to chain Alaka to one wall using a metal rope heavy enough to make her wrist throb with numbness from its presence.


The room itself was insignificant, save for the large circular window that looked out upon Alamar’s main city square.  It was how they tortured her.  After the experiment had been successfully completed, they decided to keep her – reap rewards from what they had done to her.  Hence the window; her opening to the unsuspecting Alamarian citizens was made up of several panes of indestructible glass.  Against her will, Alaka had been made into a spy.


People had begun to appear outside in the square.  To Alaka’s relief, most of them were members of the Resistance, driving back the red-uniformed soldiers that helped to imprison her.  All of them were also, to Alaka’s grim delight, wearing the full combat uniform; their eyes were shielded from her view by the visors on their helmets.  Alaka did not have to know their pains, their fears, their plans.  They would remain silent to her.


Alaka didn’t flinch when a thunderous knock threatened to break down the door; it was the same warning she received every night.  A subconscious procedure, she moved to the far corner of the room and sat down, drawing her knees up and laying her forehead against them.  For the guards’ peace of mind, the head scientist, Heinz Schuler, had told her.  Almost placidly, Alaka waited for the nightly intrusion.

Two of the red-clad guards entered, followed closely by Schuler – the one who had been in charge of Alaka’s transformation.  Each of them was wearing a pair of the specially designed eye goggles Alaka had come to know as their way of protecting themselves from her.  One of the guards was carrying a tray of food; he placed it unceremoniously onto the small corner table and then immediately departed with his partner, leaving Alaka alone with Schuler.


“It’s so difficult to find guards who have no fear of coming in here with me,” Schuler began, foregoing any type of greeting.  “All of them seem to be very intimidated by the thought of falling victim to your…talents.”


“Yes Schuler, I’ve noticed,” Alaka did not bother to look up, irritated that Schuler would still make such comments after holding her for six weeks.


“Well, let’s have a look, shall we?” Schuler continued as though he hadn’t heard Alaka.  “I want to make sure your eyes have sustained no damage.”


Schuler reached down and forced Alaka’s chin upward with his fingers.  She stared back at him with eyes reminiscent of black holes.  The procedure had left them completely black.  Schuler examined them for a few moments and, satisfied, turned to leave.


“I’m sorry you are unhappy with your current value to this agency, but I understand your feelings.  I wouldn’t want to have to betray my friends either.  I guess this is your punishment for surrendering after all of your other teammates were killed during that last raid.  Maybe you should have joined them.”


With that, Schuler departed.  Alaka stood up and walked over to examine the food tray.  Finding nothing recognizable, she left it alone and returned to the window.  The fighting had moved on, so the only person to be looked upon through the window was her own reflection.  The stark contrasts were startling.  Her dark hair and eyes stood out dramatically from her steadily paling skin.  Alaka continued staring at her reflection, and soon drifted into thought.
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Alaka swore and quickly turned away from the window, realizing she was reading her own thoughts through her reflection.  She wished she didn’t have to invade everyone’s privacy, including her own…
“This can’t go on forever.  I’ve got to figure out a way to escape.  Why did this have to happen?  I wonder if anyone knows I survived.  I don’t know what to do…”
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