Third Interlude: Decision
     The man sighed and sat back in his chair. He was a grizzled, old man in his 50s, his hair graying significantly already. He had a well-built body and a dark tan from being in the army for years. He stroked his square chin, pondering on what Graham had just told him.

     “ This…this is really…I don’t know what to say…Are you sure about this?” the man asked.

     Vice-President Graham sat opposite him, across his desk. He nodded his head to acknowledge the fact. On the man’s desk was a file that contained pictures, documents and information of Umbrella’s doings with the government. The man picked the file up to have another good look at it before throwing it down on his desk in disgust.
     “ Yes, everything is true…” Graham sighed.

     “ What do you plan to do about it?” the man asked.

     Graham stood up and started pacing around the small, square office room of the man. He took slow, calm steps as he walked around the room. After what seemed like minutes, Graham said, “ I don’t know really. The man I’ve been working with and working for in the last 10 years in my life is no longer the man I used to respect.”

     The man stroked his chin again, thinking deeply for a while. “ Graham, understand this. I can execute what you have asked me to, but you must also know that there will be repercussions for what you have done. Thus, I need to know that if I do execute this order, would you support me?”
     Graham paced around the room again, his answer quick and decisive.

     “ I would…” Graham said.

     “ Very well,” the man replied. He then lifted up his receiver and dialed a few numbers. Graham walked up to a window of his room to get some fresh air as the man started to speak to another person on the other line.
