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    To the people who feel invisible in the noise of the city.To the ones who have been told their hurts are too small to matter.And to those who choose to be careful with the hearts of others.
This story is for you.

      

    



  	
        
            
            Justice is not always found in a courtroom.Sometimes, it is found in the way we say each other's namesand the way we remember to listenwhen the world has forgotten how."
— From the Archives of Malva

      

    

A Novel by Davis Shyaka Musirikare.
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Chapter 1: The Road to Malva
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Leo sat on a bus that smelled like old leather and damp mountain air. He leaned his forehead against the cold glass of the window. Outside, the world was a blur of deep greens and soft greys. The mountains rose up like sleeping giants, their tops hidden by white clouds. Leo felt like he was traveling to the edge of the map. In a way, he was.

Leo was a journalist. He lived in a city where everything was loud, fast, and very bright. People in his city did not look at the sky. They looked at their phones. They did not speak to their neighbors. They sent emails. Leo had spent ten years writing stories about politicians who lied and companies that stole money. He was tired. His heart felt like a piece of paper that had been folded too many times.

He had heard a rumor about a place called Malva. It was a tiny town hidden in a valley. The rumor said that Malva was a beautiful place, but it was also a place of secrets. It was not a place of crime or violence. It was a place where people went when they were hurt in small, quiet ways. It was a town that specialized in the art of getting even.

Leo did not believe in the rumors. He thought the stories were just fairy tales for people who had been treated badly. He wanted to find the truth. He wanted to write a story that would show the world that Malva was just a normal town with a strange hobby. He wanted to expose the "industry" of revenge. He thought it would be a funny story. He thought it would make him famous.

The bus slowed down as it turned a sharp corner. The road was narrow and made of grey stone. Suddenly, the trees opened up. Below them lay the valley. It looked like a painting. There were small houses with red roofs. There were gardens filled with flowers of every color. In the center of the town was a square with a fountain. Everything looked perfect. It looked too perfect.

"Last stop," the driver said. His voice was deep and kind.

Leo grabbed his bag. It was heavy with his laptop and his cameras. He stepped off the bus and felt the air. It was crisp and sweet. It did not smell like exhaust or garbage. It smelled like pine needles and rain.

He looked around the town square. A few people were walking slowly. An old man was painting a bench. A young woman was sweeping the steps of a shop. They all looked very peaceful. They did not look like people who spent their time planning revenge.

Leo walked toward a small building that had a sign hanging over the door. The sign showed a quill pen and a wax seal. This was the place he had been looking for. This was the office of the town council.

He pushed the door open. A small bell rang. The room inside was warm. The walls were covered in shelves. The shelves were not filled with books. They were filled with folders. Thousands of folders. They were organized by color and date.

Behind a heavy wooden desk sat a woman. She was wearing a bright yellow sweater. Her hair was silver and tied in a neat bun. She looked up and smiled. Her eyes were sharp, like she could see exactly what Leo was thinking.

"Good afternoon," the woman said. "You look like you have traveled a long way."

"I have," Leo said. "My name is Leo. I am a writer. I am looking for information about Malva."

The woman tilted her head. "Information? We have plenty of that. But usually, people come here looking for something else. They come here because they have a problem that the rest of the world thinks is too small."

Leo took out his notebook. "I heard that this town helps people. I heard that you help them get revenge on people who have been mean to them. Like someone who steals a parking spot or a neighbor who is too loud."

The woman laughed softly. It was a pleasant sound. "We do not use the word revenge, Leo. We prefer the term 'restoration of balance.' If someone takes something from you, the world is tilted. We simply tilt it back."

"By forging letters from homeowner associations?" Leo asked. He tried to sound cynical, but the warmth of the room was making him feel relaxed.

"Sometimes," the woman said. "But every case is different. Every hurt is unique. My name is Hana. I am the coordinator here. If you want to know about Malva, you must stay for a while. You cannot understand the balance by looking at it for five minutes."

Leo looked at the folders on the shelves. "What is in all of those?"

Hana stood up. She walked to a shelf and pulled out a blue folder. She opened it and showed Leo a letter. It looked very official. It had a gold seal at the top.

"This," Hana said, "is a letter to a man who refused to pay his sister back for their mother’s funeral. He is very rich, but he is very greedy. He loves his lawn more than his family."

"What did the letter do?" Leo asked.

"It informed him that his lawn was actually a protected habitat for a rare species of invisible moss," Hana said with a wink. "He spent three months and five thousand dollars hiring experts to find moss that does not exist. He was so busy with his grass that he forgot to be mean to his sister. Eventually, he became so frustrated that he donated the rest of his money to a botanical garden just to make the 'problem' go away. The sister felt much better."

Leo stared at the letter. The handwriting was beautiful. The language was complex and frighteningly official. It was a masterpiece of boredom and bureaucracy.

"Is that not illegal?" Leo asked.

"Is it illegal to write a letter?" Hana asked. "We do not break laws, Leo. We use them. We use rules, regulations, and the things people fear most: paperwork and confusion."

Leo felt a shiver of excitement. This was a better story than he had imagined. These people were professionals. They were artists of the annoying.

"I want to see how you do it," Leo said. "I want to see the whole process."

Hana looked at him for a long moment. She seemed to be measuring his soul. "Very well. You may stay at the inn across the street. But there is one rule. You must not use any names in your writing until we give you permission. And you must be honest about why you are really here."

"I told you," Leo said. "I am here for a story."

Hana smiled, but it was a sad smile. "Everyone says that. But Malva has a way of finding the things we try to hide. Even from ourselves."

Leo thanked her and left the office. He went to the inn. His room was small and smelled like lavender. He sat on the bed and opened his laptop. He started to type.

Malva is a town built on paper and spite, he wrote. It is a place where the smallest anger is treated like a war. The people here are not monsters. They are librarians of rage.

He stopped typing. He thought about his own life. He thought about the barista in his neighborhood back home. For a whole year, that barista had given Leo’s coffee to a woman named Sarah, even though Leo arrived first. It was a small thing. It happened every Tuesday. Leo would stand there, and the barista would look right at him, and then hand the latte to Sarah.

It was a tiny injustice. It was nothing compared to the things he reported on. But as Leo sat in the silence of Malva, he realized he was still angry about it. He could feel the heat in his chest.

Why did that coffee matter so much?

He looked out the window. The sun was setting, turning the sky a deep, bruised purple. He saw Hana leaving her office. She looked up at his window and nodded.

Leo wondered if she knew. He wondered if everyone in this town could see the little ghosts of anger that followed people around.

He closed his laptop. He needed to find out how deep this went. He needed to know if Malva was a place of healing or just a place where people stayed angry forever.

The air in the room grew colder. Leo pulled the blanket over his shoulders. He felt like he was standing on the edge of a very deep hole. He wanted to jump in, but he was afraid of what he would find at the bottom.

Would he find a great story, or would he find himself?

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2: Silence is Never Quiet
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Leo woke up to the sound of a bell. It was not a loud, crashing sound. It was a single, silver note that drifted through the cool morning air. He opened his eyes and saw the sunlight dancing on the wooden floor of his room. For a moment, he forgot where he was. Then, he remembered the folders, the yellow sweater, and the strange promise of Malva.

He got out of bed and dressed quickly. He wore a plain blue shirt and trousers. He wanted to look like a tourist, not a hunter. He wanted the town to show him its true face. He walked down the stairs of the inn. The wooden steps did not creak. In Malva, it seemed that even the wood was trained to be polite.

The dining room was small and bright. There were only three tables. At one table sat a man reading a very large map. At another, a woman was knitting something with incredibly thin needles. The innkeeper, a woman named Marta, brought Leo a plate of warm bread and a bowl of dark red jam.

"Did you sleep well, Leo?" Marta asked. She had a kind face with many lines around her eyes. She looked like she spent a lot of time smiling.

"I did," Leo said. "It is very quiet here."

Marta nodded as she set a pot of tea on the table. "Silence is a choice we make. In the city, noise is something that happens to you. Here, we decide what sounds are worth hearing. We believe that silence is never really quiet. It is just a space where you can finally hear what your heart is trying to say."

Leo took a bite of the bread. it was delicious. "Hana told me that people come here when they are hurt. But the hurts seem so small. Is it really worth all this effort?"

Marta leaned against the table. She did not look offended. She looked thoughtful. "If you have a tiny stone in your shoe, you can walk for a minute. You can walk for an hour. But if you walk for a week, that tiny stone will make you bleed. It will change the way you walk. It will change the way you see the road. Is the stone small? Yes. But the pain is not."

Leo thought about his barista. He thought about the way the man would look past Leo as if he were made of glass. It was a tiny stone. But it had stayed in Leo’s shoe for a long time.

"I suppose that makes sense," Leo said quietly.

"Finish your breakfast," Marta said with a pat on his shoulder. "Today is a busy day. There is a meeting in the town square. A new contract is being designed."

Leo ate quickly. He felt a hum of energy in his veins. This was what he lived for—the moment a story started to breathe.

He walked out into the square. The sun was higher now, and the town was waking up. It did not wake up with the sound of car horns or shouting. It woke up with the sound of sweeping brooms and the distant ringing of a bicycle bell.

In the center of the square, near the fountain, a group of five people sat on stone benches. They looked like a group of friends having coffee, but they all held clipboards. Hana was there, her yellow sweater a bright spot against the grey stone. She waved Leo over.

"You are just in time," Hana said. "We are discussing Case Number Four Thousand and Twelve."

Leo sat on the edge of the fountain. "What is the case?"

A man with thick glasses and a very sharp pencil spoke up. His name was Bram. "The client is a school teacher from a city across the ocean. For two years, a colleague has been stealing her lunch from the staff room refrigerator. Not every day. Just often enough to make her feel unsafe. Just often enough to ruin her Tuesdays."

"Did she talk to the colleague?" Leo asked.

"She did," Bram said. "The colleague laughed. She said it was just a sandwich and that our client was being too sensitive. The school principal said it was a private matter. The teacher felt small. She felt ignored."

"And what is the plan?" Leo asked.

Hana looked at the group. "We are not going to steal the colleague’s lunch. That would be simple theft. We are going to use the mail."

A young man named Omar, who had very nimble fingers, showed Leo a stack of envelopes. "These are official notices from a fictional government agency called the Department of Refrigeration Safety and Hygiene. They look very real. They contain a series of increasingly complex forms that the colleague must fill out."

"Why?" Leo asked.

"Because," Omar explained, "the colleague is a person who hates paperwork. We have researched her. She is disorganized. We are going to inform her that due to a 'reported incident of unauthorized food consumption,' the entire staff room is now under a temporary hygiene audit. She, specifically, has been chosen as the 'Safety Liaison.'"

Hana smiled. "As the Safety Liaison, she must document every single item she eats in the building. She must weigh her food. She must photograph it. She must send a weekly report to an address that we have set up. If she does not, the 'Department' will inform her boss that she is a health risk."

"But the Department does not exist," Leo pointed out.

"She does not know that," Bram said. "The website we built for the Department is beautiful. It has many links that lead to very long, boring articles about bacteria. It looks so official that even a lawyer would be fooled. We are not hurting her. We are simply giving her a new hobby. The hobby of being very, very careful about sandwiches."

Leo stared at them. "You are going to make her fill out forms for the rest of the year just because she stole a sandwich?"

"She did not just steal a sandwich," Hana said, her voice turning serious. "She stole a person’s peace of mind. She made a kind teacher feel like she did not matter. Our goal is to make the colleague feel the weight of her actions. We want her to realize that taking something small can lead to a very big headache."

Leo watched as they began to sign the papers. They worked with the focus of doctors performing surgery. There was no laughter. There was only the sound of pens scratching against paper.

"Is this really the best use of your lives?" Leo asked. He could not help it. The cynicism was bubbling up again. "You are talented people. You could be doing anything. Instead, you are making fake websites about moldy bread."

Hana stood up and walked over to him. She smelled like old paper and honey. "Leo, the world is full of people who do big, terrible things. And there are many people trying to stop them. But the world is also full of people who are being pecked to death by tiny birds. Someone has to stop the birds."

She turned and walked toward a small shop at the corner of the square. "Come with me. I want to show you the Heart of Malva."

Leo followed her. The shop had no sign. Inside, it was cool
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