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My eyes focused on my opponent: Adolf King. The fire that was slowly engulfing the burning military base illuminated his ashy, black skin. His tarnished black-grey uniform was littered in dirt. While myself was in a clean, white uniform pure from dirt. We were both in our early forties and bursting with life. 
Behind me was my large swiveling chair atop a podium. On my chair rested a white pointy hooded cloak. I simply stared at Adolf and his gun knowing he wouldn’t fire with my gun aimed right back at him.

 I spat on the ground near Adolf and looked at him with contempt. I despised                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                              Adolf. He made my blood boil; he was a nigger; something beneath me, an inferior species that was about to finally be extinct. 
For years, he headed the terrorist organization Panthères Néo-Noires. Its purpose was to counter the plans of my international military CCC (Ce Cle Clan), which protects the world. However, now these criminals have brought the world to the brink of destruction. 
I let my eyes briefly wandered looking around the control room, engulfed in flames. My soldier’s bodies were littered around me. The stench of burning flesh didn’t even faze me the slightest. My porcelain white skin and pale blue eyes were quite safe; safe from the sparks flying out from the broken computers and the crumbling infrastructure, which would soon completely collapse. 
“You are a monster Shane. I only have one question for you: Why? Why did you build those camps? You’ve killed over half a billion people all because they were black. What justifies your genocide!” he said gritting his teeth. I stepped down from my podium onto the tarnished blue floor. My gun still trained on him. He didn’t even move. He was actually expecting an answer!
I merely laughed “Why? I will tell you why I: Shane Strickland did what I did. Why I cleansed the earth of dirt. Do you know how long people have been fighting? Do you want to know what’s causing it? All those problems are the cause of niggers! They’ve are destroying this world! The only way for humanity to survive is if I kill off every last stinking nigger! My plan is the only cure for what’s ailing humanity and only I and I alone can administer the serum because I can and did what no one else was willing to do! I will annihilate every last one of your people Adolf!” my voice, rose with increasing ecstasy, faltered burning with my own anger and sadness.

Adolf then with his own audacity shook his head as if pitying me. Flames continued to erupt and I jumped to my left dodging one. I looked around seeing the fire spreading.

“So we niggers are the cause of the world’s problems?” he said with a smirk, “So that justifies you killing hundreds of millions of innocent men, women, and children. Doing all this will lead to happiness?”

I replied with an icy silence, “Yes, my plan will ensure peace for mankind. So it has to succeed no matter how much it costs. No matter what the end cost is for humanity.” I looked down at my balled up fist unable to look Adolf in the eye.

He released a weak laugh knowing nothing was funny, “You claim to call for peace, but you have weapons in your hands. Is that the truth?” he said with regretfully irony.

I put my gun away and said quietly, “Come with me.”

I walked out the room down to the end of the burning hallway to a small room. It was sparsely furnished; it was equipped only with a bed, drawer, desk, and a chair. I flicked on the light and opened the drawer pulling out my favorite book The Anarchist Cookbook. I flipped to the last page removing a photo of my wife, twin daughters and son. I hesitated briefly and then handed the photo to Adolf. I looked at Adolf still holding his gun and saw his eyes widen in disbelief and confusion.
“It’s true, my wife was black, and we had mulatto children. They were killed by a mob of niggers because she married beneath her; she defied the rules because we loved each other. They destroyed nearly every thing I loved. I barely even made it out alive. Some of the perpetrators became involved in your Panthères Néo-Noires club! All because I was a cracker. All because I was white. Now I forsake God’s existence blaming him for my woes.” I said baring my soul.
“So the world’s most anti-black person had a black family.” He stared at me trying to see my past and then back at my family absorbing my wife’s ebony skin and full lips and our young children’s light pecan colored skin bathed in innocence and love, all the while in his mind trying to process it all. His face began to coil with anger.
“You family is black and now your wiping out all blacks! Why?” he said with a vein popping out of his forehead.


“When my daughters were born—I vowed to make a perfect world for them to live in free of pain, suffering, and sadness. I said I would protect my family at all costs. With them dead, I have to keep that promise to them even more. It’s the only way they’ll forgive me.  It’s the only way to make things right. Since this is the only way to do that, I don’t have a choice. And I can’t break my promise to them!  I have to win at all costs! I can’t let them down again!” I said in an eternal storm of tears.
“You’ve lead a tragic life haven’t you?” Adolf  said after a long pause.

“Yes, I have led a tragic life. But now I can break humanity’s endless cycle of war, peace, and revolution. The final door is opening to paradise Adolf and if you shoot me now that door will never open.” I said waving my arms trying to convince him. Then I willing dropped my gun to the floor.
Adolf lowered his gun slowly, “The final door your opening will lead only to the apocalypse, and the world because of you will be scared with never ending tears—and suffering.” 

He looked at his skin again, “At what cost will there be peace? At what cost? I want to know. I want to know so badly,” he said starting to cry.
“I saw the concentration camps you built in Antarctica to annihilate my people. I went back to my past in the year two-thousand and four seeing only see dead bodies from Darfur. I lived there as a child and watched people be murdered in mass numbers, as the world did nothing. I later joined a rebel Islamic militia cult and killed my entire family. After many people to the war I fueled I saw the truth: There is no god when you’re dead.” Adolf’s guilt ridden voice cracked as if still in puberty.

“Looks like we’ve both been baptized in blood,” I said weakly

“That is the blessing of those who have turned their backs on god.” We both said emotionlessly at the same time. I laughed weakly thinking of the other paths I could have taken.

Adolf opened his hand to me, “It’s not too late Shane.”

I shook my head, “It’s too late for me Adolf.”

I grabbed a flask of whisky out my pocket and gulped it down in a fury. “If you shoot me right here and now; how will you deal with a world once again in chaos and darkness?” I said with seriousness.
“I don’t know. But all I know is what you are doing is wrong. I can’t let this go on. Not after all that you and I’ve done.” Adolf was on his knees by now and crying profusely using every profane word in human speech.

I walked past Adolf ignoring him and touched the doorknob; it was broken. I saw that we were trapped and started to panic. No! I was going to lead the world in eternal peace. I can’t die here. I can’t die like this. I started banging on the door for help until the heavy smoke which had been silently entering the room forced me to gasp for fresh air, but my lungs were being filled with poison and I dropped back against the bed heaving as if I was have an asthma attack.

Adolf’s tear stained eyes looked at me with an accusing glance. He raised his gun and fired straight into my chest three times.
I fell back not feeling a thing. I saw the world become dark and saw a small vague light emerge. At the end of the light, I saw my family. They were free and so happy. 

My wife Aisha called out to, “It’s alright Shane. You don’t have to cry anymore. We’re free and our pain is gone. We’ll always be with you because— we will always love you.” 

I ran away from my life into my family’s embrace crying out in pain and joy. I last heard Adolf’s voice poisoned with smoke sad and defeated say to me before I slipped away, “There was nothing we could do to stop it or change it. We were all apart of the plan. The final cruel truth of our world Shane is in the end humanity will be swallowed by the darkness it’s created.”
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