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			For those who still listen to the voice of conscience —
and for the child within history,
who never had the chance to speak.
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			Sometimes history does not end — it begins again, disguised as a question.
This book is neither an act of praise nor of condemnation. It acquits no one, and it delivers no final verdict. It is a conversation between history and conscience — a fictional account of a trial that never took place, but perhaps should have.
I am neither a historian nor a judge —only a seeker, wandering through the corridors of the past; a past so often written in the voices of victors, and rarely in the voices of children, the defeated, or the accused.
This book may offer no answers. But I hope it awakens a question in your mind:
If we were to give history one more chance to defend itself — not for absolution, but for understanding.


M. Daftari

		

	
		

		
			Scene 1 
A Silent Notice

		

		

		
			It wasn’t raining, yet the fifth-floor window was blurred—as if by a lingering morning mist or the ghostly handprints left from the night before.

			Nathan Grayson stood by the glass, a cup of coffee forgotten in his hand. The steam had long since vanished. It was cold now. Stagnant.

			The hum of the shower in the bedroom died away, replaced by the sharp clarity of Sarah’s voice. “Is that coffee still drinkable,” she called out, “or is it just ink now?”

			Nathan offered a faint, tired smile to his reflection. “It’s not coffee anymore,” he replied, his voice low. “Not the kind that wakes you up. It’s just... black.”

			Sarah stepped into the room, a gray towel wrapped around her and wet hair dampening her shoulders. She slid behind him, resting a hand on his waist in the quiet ritual of their mornings.

			“You didn’t sleep, did you?”

			Nathan shrugged, his eyes never leaving the street below. “I could’ve. I just didn’t see the point.”

			On the kitchen table sat a red folder, its edges crisp and the court seal staring up at them. It was a victory—a massive one—neatly arranged in stacks of paper.

			“Well?” Sarah glanced at the documents. “It’s over. We won. A serious case with a proper result, Nathan. Finally.”

			Nathan downed the cold dregs of his cup. “That’s exactly what worries me.”

			Sarah frowned, leaning back. “Why? Because it was too easy?”

			He turned then, meeting her gaze. “I knew we’d win from the first day. There was no pressure, no stakes. Just a foregone conclusion. I want a case with an uncertain end, Sarah. Something that drags you to the edge.”

		

	
		

		
			Scene 2 
Meeting Ms. Delmare

		

		

		
			The building was a relic of a forgotten era.

			Its pale gray stone and towering wooden-framed windows stood in stark contrast to the modern skyline. Nathan pressed the buzzer on a heavy metal door that looked as though it hadn’t been polished in decades. Below it, a small brass plaque, its edges worn smooth by time, bore a single name: Aurelian Legal.

			A rhythmic, metallic click echoed as the lock disengaged. Inside, the hallway was narrow and draped in shadows. The floorboards groaned under their weight, and bare walls held empty frames like open wounds. Above them, yellow lights flickered with the inconsistent pulse of a dying candle.

			“This feels more like a stage set than a law office,” Sarah whispered, her voice bouncing off the hollow walls.

			“So far, it’s just old,” Nathan replied, keeping his voice steady. “Don’t let the decor get to you.”

			At the far end of the hall, a pool of warm light spilled from a half-open door. Inside, a woman sat behind a massive desk of dark wood. Her attire was impeccable—formal, with subtle golden trim at the collar that caught the amber light. Her hair was pinned up with surgical precision, framing eyes that were bright but unreadable.

			“Mr. Grayson, Ms. Bennet,” Malina said, her smile occupying the narrow space between courtesy and coldness. “I’m glad you came.”

			Nathan stepped into the room, his eyes scanning the shelves. “Likewise. Though the ‘why’ of it all is still a bit blurred.”

			Malina gestured toward two leather chairs. “You were invited because, out of a hundred candidates, only one perspective felt right to us. We aren’t interested in your résumé, Mr. Grayson. We are interested in how you see the world.”

			Sarah sat down, her posture rigid. “Your firm isn’t exactly transparent, Ms. Delmare. What is it you actually do here?”

			“Our cases don’t make the evening news,” Malina said softly. “This one in particular is... unique. We require a defense that functions on multiple levels—legally, morally, and, perhaps most importantly, humanly.”

			“So, you want a moralist?” Nathan asked, a skeptical edge to his voice. “Or someone to help you bypass morality altogether?”

			Malina’s smile deepened, though it didn’t reach her eyes. “We want someone who can distinguish between what is seen and what must be judged. Someone comfortable working in the gray, Nathan. Black and white is for amateurs.”

			“Who is the client?” Sarah cut in.

			“No names. Not yet.” Malina didn’t blink. “Until you commit, the identity is irrelevant.”

			Nathan leaned forward, his hands clasping the armrests. “We’re lawyers, not actors in a play with a hidden script. We need facts.”

			Malina remained silent for a heartbeat. She rose smoothly and retrieved a slim folder from a nearby shelf, sliding it across the polished wood. “This outlines the basics: compensation, security, and absolute confidentiality. But understand this—once you step inside this case, there is no turning back.”

			Nathan met her gaze. There was no threat in her eyes, nor was there any warmth; there was only a terrifying, absolute presence.

			“Well,” Nathan said, his voice dropping an octave. “At least now I see how you draw people in.”

			“And you, Mr. Grayson,” Malina replied, her voice like silk, “are not a difficult man to lure.”

		

	
		

		
			Scene 3 
Doubt, a Glance, and a Long Pause

		

		

		
			Outside, the air had grown biting, a cold that seeped through glass and steel. Thick clouds had swallowed the sun, leaving the city in a bruised, premature twilight.

			Inside the car, the silence wasn’t heavy, but it wasn’t empty either. Nathan sat behind the wheel, his hands resting loosely on the leather. Sarah was beside him. Neither reached for their seatbelts. For a long minute, the only sound was the low, steady hum of the idling engine.

			«You’ve gone too quiet, Nathan,» Sarah said, her voice barely rising above the vibration of the car.

			Nathan offered a phantom of a smile. «Just thinking.»

			«About what? The offer she never quite made, or the woman who managed to say everything while revealing nothing?»

			Nathan caught her reflection in the rearview mirror before turning to look at her directly. «You didn’t like her.»

			Sarah let out a short, hollow laugh, staring at the fog gathering on the windshield. «Quite the opposite, actually. She was perfectly polite, perfectly professional... perfectly beautiful. It’s just something in her voice. She speaks in riddles, Nathan, and I’ve never been a fan of games.»

			Nathan shrugged, his gaze drifting back to the gray building they had just left. «Maybe that’s because she hasn’t given us anything to work with yet. You’re used to clients who spill their guts the moment they sit down.»

			Sarah finally turned to him, her eyes narrowing slightly. «Or maybe it’s because from the moment we walked in, your focus shifted. You weren’t in the room with me anymore.»

			The engine’s hum seemed to grow louder in the pause that followed. «That’s not fair, Sarah,» Nathan said eventually.

			«No, it isn’t. But you were watching her—studying her—even when she was silent. Especially when she was silent.»

			Nathan tightened his grip on the wheel, his knuckles whitening. «I was trying to read her. Not because of who she is, but because of what she’s hiding. There’s a case behind that composure, Sarah. A big one.»

			

			Sarah looked away, her eyes lost in the swirling mist outside. «You’re always chasing a ghost, Nathan. You’re addicted to the challenge, even when that challenge starts to stand between us.»

			«Sarah... we haven’t agreed to anything. I’m just curious. That’s all it is.»

			She gave him a look that was both sharp and weary. «When you’re ‹just curious,’ Nathan, that’s when you’re at your most dangerous.»

			Nathan had no answer for that. He stared at the road ahead, but he didn’t put the car in gear. The engine kept running, burning fuel, going nowhere.

		

	
		

		
			Scene 4 
Night, in Bed

		

		

		
			The bedroom was bathed in a soft, amber glow from the bedside lamp, casting long shadows that seemed to crawl up the walls. The only sound was the rhythmic, clinical ticking of the wall clock—a steady heartbeat in the silence.

			Sarah held a book open in her hands, her eyes tracing lines she had likely read three times already. Nathan lay on his back, staring at the ceiling as if searching for a crack in the plaster.

			«Aren’t you going to say something?» Sarah asked softly, not looking up from the page.

			Nathan closed his eyes, let a beat of silence pass. «About what?»

			«About that office. About why you’ve been a ghost since we left it.»

			Nathan exhaled a long, heavy breath that seemed to deflate his chest. «There’s nothing specific to say. I just feel like we’re standing on the edge of something... another world, maybe. I don’t know.»

			Sarah snapped the book shut—a sharp, final sound. «If you don’t know, Nathan, then why are you so drawn to it? To her?»

			He turned onto his side, propping himself up to face her. «It’s not about her, Sarah. It’s professional instinct. This is a chance unlike anything we’ve ever seen. A case that actually matters.»

			Sarah met his gaze, her eyes searching his for a truth he wasn’t giving. «I know you need a challenge. You’ve always been restless. I just don’t know if this one is worth what it might cost us.»

			Nathan reached out, his fingers brushing her hand. «I’m right here, Sarah.»

			She let him take her hand, but her grip was limp, cold. «Your body is here,» she whispered. «But your mind? Since you saw that woman... you’ve been miles away. Even now, looking at me, you’re somewhere else.»

			Nathan didn’t defend himself. The silence that followed was his admission.

			Sarah pulled her hand away and reached for the lamp. Before she turned it, she looked at him one last time, her voice cracking slightly. «I’m a woman, Nathan. I know the difference between a man looking at a case, and a man looking at a mystery he wants to solve.»

			The light clicked off.

			In the sudden, suffocating dark, the room felt larger than it had a moment before, filled to the brim with everything they were no longer saying to each other.

		

	
		

		
			Scene 5 
The Call

		

		

		
			The office was suspended in a strange, gray limbo. Whether it was mid-morning or late afternoon, the light filtering through the grime of the windows didn’t say. Even the wall clock had surrendered, its hands frozen in a permanent, meaningless V.

			Sarah sat behind the glow of her laptop, the hum of the fan the only sign of life in the room. Nathan stood by the window, his coffee long since cold, his reflection a pale ghost in the glass. Their silence wasn’t a weight, but a void—a soundless gap where words used to be.

			Then, the phone on the mahogany desk vibrated, a harsh, mechanical rattle that made them both flinch.

			Nathan stared at the «Unknown Number» for a heartbeat too long before picking it up. «Hello?»

			«Mr. Grayson.» Malina’s voice was as smooth as silk, devoid of the usual pleasantries. «Is this a good time?»

			Nathan sat, his eyes instinctively drifting to Sarah. She had stopped typing; her gaze was fixed on him, sharp and unyielding.

			«I’m listening,» Nathan said, leaning into the receiver.

			«We’re ready for the second meeting,» Malina continued. «The one where the choice becomes yours.»

			Nathan hesitated, his thumb tracing the edge of the phone. «I still don’t know what I’d be stepping into, Malina.»

			He could almost hear the faint, cold smile on the other end. «No one ever does, Nathan. But some people are wise enough not to confuse courage with certainty.»

			There was a heavy pause.

			«Tomorrow. Four o’clock,» she said. «Same building. Same room.»

			«Tomorrow,» Nathan repeated, his voice barely a breath.

			«Ms. Bennet is welcome as well,» Malina added, her tone shifting just enough to acknowledge Sarah’s presence in the room. «If she chooses to come.»

			Nathan looked at Sarah. She didn’t blink. «Ask her why us,» Sarah said, her voice like ice. «They still haven’t named the client or why we were singled out.»

			Nathan relayed the question, his voice tightening. «My colleague wants to know... why the secrecy? You still haven’t told us the ‹who’ or the ‹what’.»

			A silence stretched over the line, long enough for Nathan to wonder if they had been disconnected. Then, Malina spoke one last time.

			«Sometimes, Nathan, names ruin everything when spoken too soon.»

			The line went dead. There was no click, no dial tone—just a sudden, absolute absence.

			Nathan slowly lowered the phone. The silence of the office rushed back in to fill the space, more suffocating than before.

			«Tomorrow?» Sarah asked.

			Nathan stared at the black screen of his phone. «Tomorrow.»

		

	
		

		
			Scene 6 
The Condition

		

		

		
			The sky was a bruised expanse of gray, caught in a weary hesitation between dawn and day. Outside, the street stretched out empty, lined by buildings with windows like hollow eyes.

			Inside, Sarah stood before the full-length mirror, adjusting the lapels of a sleek, jade-green suit. The silver of her earrings caught the dull morning light, flashing with every sharp movement of her head. Her hair fell over her shoulders in a calculated mess—loose enough to look effortless, yet neat enough to command a room.

			In the kitchen, the aroma of fresh coffee fought against the sterile chill of the morning. Nathan leaned against the counter in a crisp white shirt, the top button undone. He watched her with an unreadable expression.

			«So,» he said, a slow smile tugging at his lips. «Is today a legal briefing or a scene from a noir film?»

			Sarah didn’t look at him. She leaned into the mirror, applying a layer of matte lipstick with surgical precision. «You said this could be the biggest case of our lives, Nathan. I’m simply dressing for the occasion.»

			Nathan set his mug down on the wooden table. «You’ve dressed for a victory, but we haven’t even seen the battlefield yet. I still don’t know if we’re actually doing this.»

			Sarah turned then. Her gaze was far more lethal than her tone. «We’re going. But we aren’t going as supplicants. If this is a negotiation, they need to know exactly who we are—and what we’re worth—before we even sit down.»

			Nathan pulled out a chair and sat, intrigued. «Alright then, my valuation advisor. What’s the price of our souls this morning?»

			«Fifty thousand,» Sarah said without a second’s hesitation. «Monthly. Retainer. No delays, no fine-print excuses.»

			Nathan raised an eyebrow, his coffee forgotten. «That’s steep. Even for a high-profile firm.»

			«It needs to be steep,» she countered, stepping toward him. «Travel, legal protection, and a separate exit bonus. We’re walking off the map, Nathan. If we’re going to risk our reputations—or our sanity—on a mystery, they need to pay for the privilege. I want them to know we aren’t cheap. Not our minds, not our ethics, and certainly not our fear.»

			Nathan exhaled softly, the sound somewhere between a sigh and a laugh. He stood up and closed the distance between them, his hand sliding firmly around her waist. «You’re terrifyingly smart.»

			Sarah’s smile was faint, guarded by a lingering shadow in her eyes. «And you’re just plain dangerous.»

			«Then let’s be dangerous together,» he whispered.

			For a moment, Sarah’s professional veneer cracked. She leaned forward, resting her forehead against his chest, her breath warm through his shirt. «Just... don’t lose me in there, Nathan.»

			He kissed the top of her head, the scent of her hair grounding him. «You’re my compass, Sarah. Always.»

			The sharp, digital trill of a phone alarm shattered the moment. Sarah stepped back instantly, her mask snapping back into place. She grabbed her bag and dropped the lipstick inside like a soldier stowing a weapon.

			«Let’s go, future star of the courtroom,» she said, her voice steady again.

			Nathan reached for his jacket. He opened the front door, and the damp, gray morning air slipped into the house like an uninvited guest.

		

	
		

		
			Scene 7 
The Nameless Contract

		

		

		
			The building stood exactly as they had left it—shrouded in a silence that felt less like peace and more like an indrawn breath. This time, however, the heavy metal door was already ajar, a dark sliver of an invitation.

			Inside, the dim hallway felt constricted, the air thick with the scent of old paper and something metallic. When they entered Malina’s office, the atmosphere had shifted. The lighting was no longer flickering; it was clinical, bright, and cold. On the desk sat two porcelain cups of steaming tea and a closed folder of midnight-blue leather.

			Malina rose to greet them. She looked sharper, her black blazer tailored to a lethal edge, her hair pulled back so tightly it accentuated the high, cold planes of her face. She was, Nathan noted with a trace of unease, more beautiful than before—as if the proximity to the case was feeding her.

			«Welcome, Mr. Grayson. Ms. Bennet,» she said, her voice a calm melody.

			Nathan took his seat. Sarah followed, her movements stiff but projecting a forced confidence. Malina sank back into her chair, her fingers interlaced on the polished wood.

			«Today is about clarity,» Malina began. «If it is still your intent to move forward—»

			«We have conditions,» Nathan interrupted, leaning into the light. «Before we discuss clarity, we need to discuss terms. If this is a collaboration, you need to understand what it costs to have us on your side.»

			Malina didn’t flinch. She simply rotated her hand in a small, graceful gesture, inviting him to continue.

			Sarah stepped in, her voice precise and cold as a blade. «Our retainer is fifty thousand dollars a month. Guaranteed, official, and upfront. Expenses, legal protection, travel, and a separate success bonus are non-negotiable. We only engage if your offer reflects the weight of what you’re asking us to do.»

			For a fleeting second, something sparked in Malina’s eyes—not shock, but a predatory kind of amusement. It vanished as quickly as it had appeared, replaced by that same unreadable smile.

			«A significant figure,» Malina murmured. «But not an unreasonable one. We are dealing with a matter that is... priceless. Not in currency, but in consequence. I agree—crossing certain borders should carry a heavy toll.»

			She opened the leather folder and drew out a single sheet of heavy parchment. She placed it face down on the desk between them. The tea continued to steam, untouched, the heat dissipating into the chilly air.

			«This document defines the framework,» Malina explained. «Payment structures, obligations, and the scope of your immunity. The client’s name remains absent for now.»

			«And why is that?» Nathan asked, his eyes fixed on the back of the paper.

			«To keep your judgment clean until the very last second. Once you sign, the veil is lifted.»

			Sarah leaned back, her silver earrings catching the harsh light. «And if we walk away now?»

			Malina locked eyes with her. «Then this room, this conversation, and my face will become nothing more than a fading dream. You will leave with a memory of the most mysterious client you never had. But if you sign...» she paused, her voice dropping to a whisper, «the door opens. And you will find that you can no longer remain the people you were when you walked in.»

			Nathan looked at Sarah. She gave a microscopic nod—not of agreement, but of a grim, shared curiosity.

			Nathan reached out. His fingers hovered over the paper before he flipped it.

			«I said the name would remain hidden until the signature,» Malina said softly, her gaze intensifying. «But sometimes, knowing the name is the only way to truly sign your soul away.»

			Nathan turned the page.

			The header was embossed in a deep, dried-blood red. At the center of the page, under the line for the Defense Counsel, was the subject’s designation:

			PETITION FOR LEGAL DEFENSE: SUBJECT — ADOLF H.

			The silence that followed was absolute. It wasn’t just the room that went quiet; it felt as if the entire world had stopped breathing. Even the mechanical ticking of the clock had died.

			Nathan stared at the letters until they seemed to burn into his retinas. He looked up at Malina. She wasn’t smiling anymore. She was simply waiting.

		

	
		

		
			Scene 8 
The Forbidden Name

		

		

		
			Nathan stared at the name.

			Seconds bled into minutes. The letters—Adolf H.—seemed to vibrate on the heavy parchment, small strokes of ink that carried the crushing weight of a century’s nightmares.

			Sarah stood up so abruptly that her chair shrieked against the floorboards, the sound echoing like a gunshot in the sterile office. «Is this a joke?» she demanded, her voice trembling. «Some kind of sick, elaborate prank?»

			Malina remained perfectly still, her hands folded over the dark wood of the desk. «No,» she said, her voice a calm anchor in Sarah’s storm. «We do not lie. We simply speak the truth... a little later than most.»

			«But he’s dead!» Sarah’s palm hit the desk. «He’s been a ghost for decades. Is this a metaphor? A front for someone else? Or are you suggesting—»

			«He is dead,» Malina interrupted, her gaze never wavering. «And yet, he remains more alive than most living men—in memory, in fury, and in the collective judgment of history. We are not here to reopen the case of a man, Ms. Bennet. We are here to ask a question: If the evidence of the soul is heard again, can it be judged... differently?»

			Sarah’s voice dropped to a jagged whisper. «You’re asking us to defend a monster. You’re asking us to be the voice for the very symbol of human evil. To stand as attorneys for the man who murdered millions?»

			Malina didn’t blink. Then, in a voice as cool and effortless as a winter breeze, she spoke: «I am asking you to listen. To see. To understand. If you can find a defense, build it. If you cannot, walk away. We do not ask for lies, Mr. Grayson. We ask for a vision that pierces through the darkness of consensus.»

			Nathan hadn’t moved. His hand rested flat on the page, his skin touching the ink of that forbidden name. His lips were parted, but no sound came out. He knew, with a chilling certainty, that this wasn’t a game. But something deeper, something darker in the marrow of his bones, whispered: If anyone can find the logic in this madness, it has to be me.

			Sarah turned to him, her eyes wide with a plea that was almost a prayer. «Tell me you won’t, Nathan. Tell me this is beyond us. Tell me this is the line we finally refuse to cross.»

			Nathan said nothing. His thumb slowly traced the curve of the letter ‹H’.

			«Maybe,» he said, his voice sounding as if it came from a great distance, «the lines aren’t where we were taught, they were.»

			The silence that followed was suffocating.

			Malina rose smoothly. She walked to the door, her heels clicking rhythmically on the floor. She didn’t look back as she held the door open. «You are free to decide. Tomorrow, at the same hour. If you return... your first conversation with the client begins.»

			The door clicked shut behind her.

			In the sudden isolation of the office, the silence became a physical thing—heavy, cold, and absolute.

		

	
		

		
			Scene 9 
This Is a Joke… Right?

		

		

		
			The heavy door clicked shut behind them, the sound of metal meeting wood echoing down the narrow, sunless alley like a final verdict.

			They walked in silence for a few yards; their footsteps hollow on the damp pavement. A biting wind swirled between the tall buildings, tugging at Sarah’s coat. Neither of them dared to look at the other until Sarah abruptly stopped, her breath hitching in the cold air.

			«This... this has to be a joke, Nathan,» she said, her voice trembling with a mixture of fear and fury. «Right?»

			Nathan kept walking for a second before turning back. His face was a mask of pale composure. «If it’s a joke, it’s the most meticulously crafted piece of theater I’ve ever seen. It’s too precise. Too dangerous.»

			«Or an experiment?» Sarah pressed, her eyes searching his. «A psychological project? One of those clandestine university studies on morality and obedience? It has to be.»

			«If it is an experiment, they’re playing it flawlessly,» Nathan replied, his voice dropping an octave. «Malina was real. That office was real. And that document... that felt like gravity, Sarah.»

			«That name isn’t just a name!» she snapped. «It’s a catastrophe. It’s the smoke of the chambers and the dirt of the mass graves. What are we even supposed to defend? A man? Or are we being asked to cross-examine history itself?»

			Nathan stepped closer, his shadow stretching long against the brick wall. «We haven’t signed. We haven’t committed to anything. It was an invitation, Sarah. An invitation to listen.»

			«To what? To an absolution? To a rewriting of the worst century in human history? Or is it just a simple, cruel temptation?»

			Nathan looked up at the thin strip of gray sky above the alley. «We’ve only ever seen those horrors from a distance—through grainy films and dusty textbooks. But what if now... someone speaks from the center of that storm? Don’t you want to hear it? Just once?»

			«And what if listening is the start of the slip?» Sarah whispered, her eyes shining with unshed tears. «What if just one sentence, one twisted piece of logic, one ‹but’... is enough to make us lose our footing forever?»

			«I’m not looking to justify anything,» Nathan said, his voice hardening with a sudden, sharp ambition. «I’m just tired of living in a world of inherited judgments. I want to see for myself.»

			«You honestly believe you can defend him? Even if it’s just the act of hearing him out?»

			«I don’t know,» Nathan admitted, his thumb tracing the line of his jaw. «Maybe there is no defense. Maybe the ‹hearing’ is the point. Something no one else was ever willing to do.»

			Sarah let out a jagged laugh. «Because no one should have been willing to! Or because the world already heard enough in 1945.»

			«Judgment is easy when the voice on the other side has been silenced for eighty years,» Nathan countered.

			Sarah looked at him as if seeing a stranger. «If we go back there tomorrow... and it really is him... I don’t know what to expect from you anymore. Just... don’t let me be the only one who remembers why we became lawyers in the first place.»

			Nathan reached out, his hand brushing hers. It was cold as ice. «We’re in this together. But we have to understand one thing—if we take the next step, there is no walking back. Not with our ethics. Not with our souls.»

			The wind howled through the narrow passage, growing stronger, colder. Together, they stood at the mouth of the alley, staring toward a future where every certainty they held was about to be burned away.

		

	
		

		
			Scene 10 
A Face Behind the Name

		

		

		
			For three days, their home had been a tomb. Sarah would drift toward Nathan like a ghost, only to retreat into a cold, impenetrable silence. Nathan spent his nights anchored to his laptop, though his fingers never touched the keys. He was staring—at the window, at the dark screen, or perhaps at the fraying edges of his own conscience.

			The alley was the same, but the air had changed. It felt thick, as if the gray stone walls were exhaling the dust of a century. This time, the office door was shut tight. Nathan pressed the buzzer, the sound echoing flatly.

			Malina was gone. In her place stood a woman in a clinical white blazer, her face a mask of neutral indifference. «This way,» she said.

			She led them down a corridor they hadn’t seen—bright, sterile, and smelling of ozone. At the end stood a heavy metal door. It swung open without a sound.

			The room was a void. A bare table, three chairs, and a harsh, overhead light that stripped away all shadows. And there, his back to them, sat a man in a long gray coat. His silver hair was combed with agonizing neatness. He sat with a terrifying stillness—neither arrogant nor afraid. Just... existing.

			As they stepped forward, he turned slowly. His face was a map of age, but his eyes were piercingly clear. Beneath his nose sat that thin, unmistakable line of a mustache—a relic of a nightmare.

			«Hello,» he said. His voice was calm, unforced, and horribly human. «I am Adolf.»

			Sarah caught her breath, the sound sharp in the hollow room.

			«I know the name is a fortress of terror,» he continued softly. «If you have come, it means you are willing to look past the walls. I do not seek forgiveness. I only wish to be heard—without the screaming, without the headlines, without the weight of a history written by others.»

			Nathan sat down, his movements deliberate. «We’re here to listen,» he said, his voice steadier than he felt.

			«Listening does not mean believing,» Sarah added, her voice brittle as she remained standing.

			

			The man nodded slowly. «I do not ask for belief. Only for a judgment that is yours, and not the worlds. You ask: Why us? Why now? Because everyone has asked what happened, but no one has dared to ask why the gears began to turn long before I reached the lever.»

			«So, you blame the tide for the drowning?» Sarah’s voice sharpened.

			«No,» Adolf replied. «I bear my part. I have paid for it in ways the world cannot imagine. But I will tell my story from the start. Not from where the hatred began, but from where I began to build.»

			He leaned back, the gray coat rustling. «I was born in Austria. A small town, a cold father, a mother who was the only softness I ever knew. When she died, the world went silent for me. I was twelve. I became a quiet child with loud dreams. I wanted to paint. I wanted to build. I wanted to be an architect of beauty.»

			«The rejected artist,» Sarah said skeptically.

			«Twice rejected,» he corrected gently. «The Academy in Vienna didn’t like my style. They had one key for one door, and I didn’t fit. Then the war came. I was a soldier, not a god. What followed was the humiliation of Versailles. Germany was starving. Dignity was a luxury we couldn’t afford.»

			Nathan leaned in. «And that dignity became the fuel?»

			«It became a contagion,» Adolf said, his eyes darkening with memory. «When people feel unheard, they look for a scream. I didn’t create the fire; I was simply the one who stood closest to the flames and gave them a voice. I gave them bread, order, and pride. At a price... yes. The future.»

			Sarah leaned back, her eyes narrowing. «Just one thing... if you loved Germany so much, why leave Austria? Why choose them?»

			A brief silence fell. Nathan looked at Sarah, a flicker of surprise in his eyes, while Adolf raised an eyebrow, a crooked, almost admiring smile touching his lips.

			«Do you know history, Ms. Bennet? Or are you testing me?» he asked.

			Nathan let out a short, dry laugh. «Sarah... you actually asked that?»

			Sarah shrugged, her gaze fixed on the man across the table. «I’m a lawyer, not a historian.»

			«I was

		

	OEBPS/image/EN_-_Front.jpg
The Trial of the Mirror

The Defense of Adolf

M. Daftari






