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Chapter One:The unforgettable picture
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The silence of the National Archives was of the Blues type, covering the shoulders like a damp coat stifling even whispered sounds.Leila, with her soft touch of old paper and the smell of antique dust, preferred this silence.Here among the restrained memory of the nation, she found her purpose.Her task today was routine: sorting out an old family donation belonging to the old "Parodi" family, which brought out politicians,

bigwigs and merchants at the turn of the twentieth century.
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The envelope was Brown and thick, it was discarded in the corner of a wooden box. Leila did not pay attention to him earlier, because she is preoccupied with political speeches that seem more relevant...But when she moved the pile of documents away, her attention was attracted by a strange symbol in the corner of the envelope: a circle with a triangle

inside, and a wavy line running from each side like gold.
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It was nothing ordinary. Her curiosity, that engine that made her an accomplished historian, prompted her to carefully open the envelope with white cotton gloves.

There were no speeches. Only a black and white photograph, perfect but carrying the burden of time. The photo was taken at what seemed to be a luxurious masquerade party in an Italian-style mansion. People with the elegance of the Twenties of the last century, masks hiding half of their faces, smiling at the lens with the confidence of a layer that has

not yet been touched by the worries of the world.

​

But Leila's eyes were not on fashion. They were mounted on the back. On the balcony of the second floor, away from the noise of the party, a man and a woman stood. The man, dressed in a dark suit and not with a mask, tightly grabs the woman's arm. His facial expressions were harsh, tense. The woman, her mask was raised on her forehead, looked straight into the lens. And in her wide eyes... there was a pure, absolute panic,

almost a silent cry engraved in silver.
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Leila's breathing stopped. This was not a simple emotional disagreement. This was a fear for life.

With a heart beating fast, I flipped the picture. On the back , in neat,

interlaced calligraphy, he wrote in :
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- October 15, 1926

- Occasion: autumn parodi party

And only one sentence made the hair on her arms stand up:here was the

end...And it’s still among us.
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Leila whispered, it’s still among us?'It's impossible who in 1926 could


still be among us today?'

She shook her head trying to dismiss the idea. But that panic in the woman's eyes... it was very real.

she hurried to the computer, got into the databases, and then into the general search engines. "The family of parodi", "October 15, 1926",

"disappearance", "crime".

​

The results were non-existent. No disappearance reports, no scandals, nothing. Only a community article in an old newspaper talks about the"legendary party held by the former minister Albert parodi."

When she took her eyes off the screen, she noticed something strange. On the Far table, where she had been working hours earlier, there was a similar brown envelope. She didn't put it there.

She walked towards him slowly, every sense in her tightened. There was no code. Only her name is written in a strange, cold font.

With a trembling hand, she opened it. There was only one paper.

An exact copy of the picture was in her hands. The same party, the same smiling people.

But in this copy, there was neither a man nor a woman on the balcony. The place was empty.

And in the bottom corner, where the date of the party was, the date of the day was written in thick red font.

History repeats itself, stop now or you will be the next character to be deleted from the picture.

At that moment, Leila felt that a wall of invisible eyes was watching her from among the endless corridors of the archive. The game has begun.

And the danger is no longer recorded in an old photo.
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He was here. In the present. Watching. And waiting.



:Chapter Two

The Shadow of the past



Major Omar sat in his rickety chair behind his desk full of papers, drinking his cold coffee as he heard Leila's words. He was a detective in his forties, he learned that trust is earned and not given, and most of

the "mysterious stories" have a very boring explanation.

In his hoarse voice, desperate for cigarettes, he said: "Lady Leila, the archive is a place for dead paper, not for crimes, maybe it's a

joke. Eccentric graduate student, jealous classmate..."
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Leila pushed the original photo and the threatening copy across the office. "Look! . This woman is scared! And this sentence! And this is history! This is not a joke.

Omar took the photo, examined it with that look in which you see details that others do not see. Leila noticed how his forehead wrinkled slightly when he looked into the woman's eyes. He saw that too.

He said: "the handwriting is different, the font on the original photo is old, the threat font is modern... It doesn't help us."

"But"
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He calmly interrupted her and said, " I'm going to record the communication and I'm going to send one of the men to check the archive cameras. That's all I can do now."

Leila walks out of the police station and a feeling of frustration

suffocates her. He didn't believe her. Or he didn't want to believe her.

Instead of returning home, she turned to a small cafe nearby, opened her laptop and started searching anew. This time, she was looking not for crime, but for people. "The parodi family", "party members", "Albert

parodi".

Again, a wall of silence. Even on genealogy and social history sites, the mention of the "Parodi" was almost non-existent. She was a ghost.

She raised her eyes to see her reflection in the darkened window glass. She was scared. The threat was real. She felt that she was alone in this

battle.
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Her phone suddenly rang. Unknown number. With a trembling hand, she answered. "Yes?"" Silence on the other end. Then, a faint, indistinguishable whisper: "You did not advise... Don't keep him waiting."

The call is over




electronically modified,


The archive closes at ten.

Her heart was about to come out of her chest. "Don't keep him waiting."Who?" The archive itself

She looked at her watch. it is quarter past ten. There is only a quarter of an hour left.

She didn't think. She grabbed her bag and hurried out towards the

archive. She had to know. She had to face this ghost.

she got to the huge and dark building. The exterior lights were off except for a dim security light. The main door is closed. she remembered that there is a side door for the staff, which is often left poorly closed because the night watchman is lazy..

she heard the sound of footsteps. It wasn't her steps.

It was heavy, regular, approaching the side entrance.

She hurried to hide behind a tower of boxes, her heart beating like a drum. A tall man, dressed in black clothes and a hat hiding his face, entered the corridor. He stopped, as if inhaling air, and then began to

walk towards her office.
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He was looking for her.

Leila silently picked up her phone, took a picture of him, and then sent an emergency message to Major Omar with the photo: "he's here...The archive. Now!now!"

At that moment, her phone slipped out of her trembling hand and fell to the marble floor with a resounding rumbling sound in that deadly silence.

The man stopped. He slowly turned towards her hiding place He caught their glances.

In his eyes, there was no anger or madness. There was a frightening cold, like ice.

He said in his true voice, deep and calm, frightening in nature: "I told you not to keep me waiting."

And here, from afar, a sharp police whistle was heard.
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CHAPTER THREE: WHISPERING
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SPIRITS



It was not the sharp police whistle that interrupted that frozen situation in time, but the man's phone itself that rang in a tone that was at once ordinary and frightening. He looked at him phone, then he looked at Leila hiding behind the boxes, then at the main archive door where the spotlights of patrol cars began to creep in. He did not hesitate. He retreated into the darkness with the same coldness with

which he came, disappearing between the corridors like a ghost.

Moments later, the main door opened forcefully and Major Omar and three of his men, armed with searchlights and weapons, entered it. Omar call,with  his voice filled with anxiety that you had never

thought of before: "Leila!"

She came out trembling, pointing her finger at the corridor where the man disappeared. "He went this way! The side door!"

The men quickly followed him, but returned empty-handed minutes

later. "There is no trace of him," one of them said .

Omar looked at Leila, and then at the photo she sent him on the phone. It was blurry, showing only a shadow of a tall man with a hat. He said, and his voice is more serious now. "Well, it looks like I was wrong. Pranksters don't hack into the National Archives in the middle of the night. Go home with one of my men. We'll put a security system on your

apartment. Tomorrow, we start serious work."

​

The next morning, the place was not the police station, but a quiet cafe. Leila, who hadn't slept all night, was drinking her third coffee trying to concentrate. Omar was in front of her, looking at the original photo

and the threatening copy.

Omar said: "a sentence that is still Between Us is key."

It's not just a threat to you, it's a confession...A confession that the crime has not been solved, and that the perpetrator, or at least his family, are still afraid to expose it...But who is this woman"

Leila said in a hoarse voice: "all roads lead to a dead end. It doesn't

exist."

Omar put his finger on the man in the photo. "This is the other key. He wasn't wearing a mask. It was clear that he did not want to hide his face because he was among his friends, in his mansion. He is a well-known personality. Let's look for the host of the party, maybe we'll find his consort."

They returned to the archive, but this time under heavy guard and with a special permit from Omar. Leila focused on the documents of the Parodi family again, but with a new perspective: the search for the host,

for the owner of the mansion.

And in an official invitation letter, they found what they were searching for. The host was "Albert parodi", a former minister and head of the family. But what interested Leila was something else. In the list of invitees, there was a handwritten name on the margin: "Mr. Mahmoud

and his consort Salma."

Salma... Finally, I found a name

Omar whispered: "if his consort disappeared, why didn't he report her?"

"Unless he himself is ..."Leila did not finish her sentence.

Omar decided to rummage through the Immigration and passport records for 1926 and beyond, looking for any trace of Salma's departure or entry. Result: nothing. It was as if she had evaporated from existence.

The frustration was coming back. Even Leila began to doubt her sanity.

Then, the idea came. "The servants. Who knows the secrets of big houses better than the servants"Leila looked through the family salary records, got a list of names. They were ordinary, forgotten names. But she tried any hope.

After hours of searching online and in old phone records,she came up with a name: "Fatima". She was the granddaughter of one of the maids of the Parodi Palace, and she still lived in the city, in an antique folk

quarter.

They find an old lady in her eighties, sitting in a rocking chair on the balcony of her small apartment. When Omar introduced himself and Leila, she looked at them with suspicion.Then Leila showed the picture, the old man's tears flowed silently.

She whispered: "Mrs. Salma has her place in heaven, she was kind-hearted, she was not like them."

Leila asked gently: "like who?"

The old woman looked around as if she was afraid that someone would hear her

"Parodi arrogant ...My grandmother was cooking in the mansion. And on the night of the party... she heard a screaming sound from upstairs. Then she saw a strange car, not like the family cars, coming out the back door at speed in the middle of the night."

Omar asked eagerly: "what is her description?""

The old woman shook her head: "darkness...They just said that she 'went on a long trip'. But she never returned. And the family... They became more cruel and closed after that. It was as if a demon had entered among them."

On the way back to the car, Leila's mind was spinning. A strange car. A

long journey. A complete crime.

When Omar driveing he said: "they didn't kill her in the palace. Get her out. Maybe somewhere in the desert or the port."Then he added, a slight admiring look in his eyes: "really, your curiosity saved this case. If only you hadn't gone to the archives that day..."

Leila suddenly realized something."Stop walking."She suddenly said:" the symbole...I completely forgot about him!"

"What symbol?"

"The symbol is on the envelope! Circle, triangle, wavy lines!"

Leila opened her purse with clenched nerves, took out the original envelope. Looking at him together. It was mysterious and

stylized(decorated).

​

Omar said after a silence: "it's not just a symbol, I bet it's a family logo or a company logo, that's what 'still between us' means, it's not just a person, it's an institution, a heritage, a reputation."

Leila looked at the icon, and then
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