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You too, Brutus! 

 

 

 BEFORE THE VICTIM STANDS ON THE SCAFFOLD, the hangman checks 

that the trap-door opens and shuts without any major impediment.  When it is open, you 

can see a piece of black felt that will dull the sound of anything that might fall from the 

victim: vomit or saliva, a glass eye, a gold medallion, drops of blood from a nose bleed, 

even a set of false teeth.  The creaking noises of those two wooden planks will be 

forever etched in the mind because they could well be the very last sounds the victim 

hears. 

 “This can’t be true!” she says out loud, but then she has said similar things in the 

past few days, “This isn’t humanly possible!” 

 They blindfold her and place the rope around her neck.  They carefully lift her 

long hair so that it will not soften the jolt at the base of her head.  

 “Ready?” 

 The executioner arrives panting and shaking his head.  It looks like he has just 

experienced for himself what he has been inflicting upon others for so long.  But it is age 

now, the culprit.  He wears a hood with two slits.  He is, after all, an executioner.  

Holding her by the waist, he places her at the centre of the scaffold.   

 “Ready!” he says. 

 One of those taking part in the event announces the name of the victim as a mere 

formality. 

 “Yes, my name’s Fortune,” she says slowly, confirming her battle name. 
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 She was about to explain that the name was given to her because she had evaded 

the police and the security services on countless and fortunate occasions, but then she 

thought that they probably knew all that already.  She could have easily mentioned any 

other name or even denied who she was, but it would have been pointless in her present 

state.  They have told her that there is more than enough evidence to prove that she is the 

one they are looking for, without really specifying what proof they have or what crimes 

they are accusing her of.  There has been no hearing, no prosecutor, no court.  There has 

been no mention of codes or decrees.  Under which authority and which country are they 

prosecuting her?  The whole process seems outside the boundaries of the law, but then 

she was well beyond the law herself for so long that she is not really be the best person 

to comment.  She has certainly not seen a defence lawyer, nor has she been offered one.  

It appears that, on their own initiative, they have apportioned her the vile and decisive 

punishment of death itself.  Not a death imposed by a few calculating gods or the result 

of being in the wrong place at the wrong time, but a death decided by other men as 

mortal as she might be.  If Fortune was still alive and had been able to endure any 

corrective action, as they called the punishments that were inflicted daily upon her, it 

was solely because she was obsessed with one idea alone:  she would not reveal what 

she knew even if submitted to the most horrifying punishment.  Faced with constant, 

unendurable pain in various and intimate parts of her body, every few minutes she would 

repeat in her mind the same thing over and over again:  if they had broken her body, her 

spirit remained unscathed.  She now said those same words: broken body, unscathed 

spirit.  And she decided, in front of the glaring public she could not see, that whether the 

execution was for real or not –she had experienced other fake executions before: the bath 

filled with water and not acid as had been grimly announced, an electric chair not 

connected to the mains, a noisy firing squad shooting blanks– she would only despise 
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the instigators of such degradation and utterly refuse to beg for her life.  That is how she 

had behaved in each of the bloody episodes of previous days, and she would continue to 

do the same.   

 “What I know will die with me!” she shouts back, realising at once that those 

could well be her last words, but remembering her broken body and her unscathed spirit. 

 The trap-door makes the familiar creaking sound, and voices can now be heard. 

 “Do you believe us now?” they ask. 

 Someone removes the blindfold from her eyes.  The party congregates around 

the scaffold.  The executioner breathes a sigh of relief, and finally straightens his mask. 

 “But the trap-door…” she says, not understanding what has happened. 

 This time she was unquestionably expecting death, and yet the trap-door under 

her feet has failed to open.  From the end of the room someone points at a second trap-

door in a corner.  That trap-door has no scaffold but stands on its own, like the trap-door 

on a stage or a workman’s entrance.  It opens and closes, and they all hear the same 

creaking sound and then faintly nod their heads.  Judging from their bewildered faces 

she suspects that others in the group were, like herself, expecting an actual death this 

time.  And from that crowd a single figure stands out.  Much taller and the only one 

smiling, he explains that the trap-door has not opened because this was yet another fake 

execution destined solely to terrorize her.  

 “But no more fake ones!” he announces.  “Next time it’ll be different.  Next time 

it’ll be for real, and the trap-door will open from under your feet!” 

 Fortune recognises that voice and tries to have a good look at the man despite her 

failing eyesight.  For the past few days she has been refusing to take solid food, and now 

drinks only three glasses of water every 24 hours.  But then not only her eyesight is 

deteriorating, but her hearing as well.   
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 “What did you say?” 

 “I said that next time it’ll be for real!” the man shouts out loud. 

 She finally remembers who he is.  Of course!  He used to belong to her now 

disbanded faction, possibly its most resolved theoretician.  Only she remains from the 

original cell, only she is the conduit to other cells of the organization, a giant and 

clandestine life-form the magnitude of which no one ever really knew in full.  That man, 

like many others before him, had simply switched sides. 

 “You, too?” she asks.  

 The man crosses his arms and smiles even more now.  Fortune tries to smile too 

as she reminds him of his battle name.  She never knew his real name, in the same way 

that no one ever knew hers.  His battle name is short, thorny, dangerously sly, and she 

remembers it well although she has never spoken it before, not even under all that 

duress.  She especially remembers how he had always aspired to an unshakable system 

that would support his forceful exhortations and fervent beliefs. 

 “The punishment that has been applied here today,” he states looking at her in 

the eye, “was no more than a First-class Warning Sanction, applicable to the mildly 

insurgent.”   

 In her confusion, or perhaps trying to show that she had always despised his 

strongly academic approach to all matters, she asks him to explain what the Second-class 

sanction is.  He replies that when this sanction is administered, the trap-door under the 

victim really opens. 

 “It opens,” he says, “but then it closes immediately, so you can hear a double 

creaking sound.  In that instance, the punishment is not really that important as there is 

no undue pain or major devastation.  After all we’re talking about hanging in there for a 

stretch of time that is close to nothing.  Let’s say that it’s more of a clear warning to 
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straighten out the prisoner who, after that, generally decides to cooperate with us.  

However, sometimes the damage is irreparable because if in real time the interval is 

barely a second, in simulated time or relative time, or even universal time, the perception 

of a single second is subject, of course, to the nature of each individual.  For some that 

single second means death itself; for others, it’s their whole life.  And in the case of a 

few sceptics we’ve encountered, it’s no more than time wasted …” 

 Even if he was now on the side of the enemy, Fortune realised that he had not 

changed one bit from the theoretician he had been in the old days.  

 “And… and are there third-class sanctions,” she asked, “and fourth-class and 

fifth-class?  How long does the victim hang in the air with the… sixth sanction?  And 

how long with the twenty-eighth?” 

 No one replied to her questions, and she decided to think only of her untouched 

soul and her ravaged body.  Or perhaps those were not the words she had repeated to 

herself day and night for so long in her attempts to find solace in something and get by 

from day to day, from night to night.   

Yes, perhaps there were other words for everyday issues that she had never 

thought about, other names for people, other ways of seeing things, other colours and 

shapes that she was not aware of any more.  Who was she herself but Fortune?  Even her 

real name –both her first and her last– had been erased from her mind, and the same 

could be said about her background, her family ties, her links with fellow human beings.  

For the greater part of her adult life only the Cause was her god, and Warfare her 

profession, and Battleground her home, and Enemy her sole hold on reality, and Blood 

the necessary price.  

 Her old colleague turned round and left through a side door.  The rest of the 

party helped her to get down from the scaffold and dragged her back to her cell.  Lying 
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on a damp mattress on the floor, despite the devastation caused by the corrective 

measures applied over the last few days, she wondered which sanction would be 

imposed on her the following day.  First, second, third, fourth…  And she went on 

counting until she fell into the creaking trap of a slippery and everlasting languor.  In that 

state there was no need to wake up, no need to fall asleep.  Her body and her soul, each 

with their own set of defining moments and vivid adjectives –ravaged, broken, wounded 

and throbbing– parted company forever, knowing that they would never meet again.  

 

________ 
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