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In a small community where secrets and lies run deep, Lea, a young woman with a passion for history, decides to break the silence surrounding the painful chapters of the past. Driven by the desire to give a voice back to those who are no longer heard, she embarks on a risky quest: to reveal buried truths and mend the rifts between the inhabitants.

She quickly encounters Adrien, a charismatic leader who fiercely defends the established order. Lea must then navigate a labyrinth of alliances, betrayals and raw emotions. Along the way, she finds an ally in Noor, a loyal friend. Together, they encourage members of the community to share their stories, gradually transforming pain into a liberating force.

As secrets surface, the community trembles. Some reject change, preferring the comfort of lies to the harshness of truth. Lea, while battling her own doubts, becomes a symbol of a new beginning. She invites everyone to embrace their story, even the most difficult, to begin a collective healing.

This narrative explores profound themes: truth, which is not always absolute, the consequences of lies on our lives, and the power of empathy. Lea discovers that seeking the truth is an endless journey, a process that not only brings answers but also the possibility of building a common future based on transparency and respect.

As she embarks on a new project to preserve everyone's memory, Lea realises that each story, even the most painful, helps forge a shared identity. The novel concludes with an open reflection: what is truth, really? And how much do lies weigh us down? A question that, perhaps, will also resonate with the reader.
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In Valdora, the past is never truly silent. It whispers between the cracks of the present, and it’s within this constant murmur that Lea Morel moved. That morning, she walked through the corridors of the archive centre with the slow, careful pace of an archaeologist. Around her, the walls, lined with yellowed paperwork, seemed to hold their breath. Each dusty binder was a treasure chest, each file a dormant story. Lea let her fingers slide over the spines, her heart beating a little faster. It was always the same: that excitement at the thought of unearthing a fragment of life, mixed with the apprehension of what she might find there.

Under the pale light of the neon tubes, shadows danced. She took a deep breath. The smell was familiar, almost comforting: a mixture of old wood, dried ink and that indefinable scent of passing time. Yet, for the past few days, a subtle unease had settled upon her. The archives no longer seemed merely silent; they had become heavy with a secret that surpassed the words written on the paper.

Her footsteps led her to the rare documents room. Here, the past weighed with a different kind of weight. Each shelf seemed to be waiting. Today, however, the wait was in vain. The file she was looking for had disappeared. A coldness gripped her chest, like a stone falling into a bottomless well.

She leaned over, scrutinising the labels. Her fingers encountered the metal stamps, cold and worn, that marked each folder. Two of them, more recent, caught her eye. The imprints were blurred, inconsistent. Someone had tampered with this. Someone had wanted to cover their tracks. Doubt, sharp as a thorn, pricked her: what if this was just the tip of something much bigger?

The words of her late mentor echoed in her mind, spoken long ago with that characteristic gravitas: “Beware of overly calm waters, Lea. It's often there, beneath the smooth surface, that the real currents hide.” It was in those shadows, precisely, that both danger and truth resided. She took a deep breath, her gaze fixed on the tampered stamps. What was hidden here wasn't just dust and ink. It was an entire world, full of stifled conflicts, aborted dreams, pains and forgotten hopes.

At that moment, something shifted within her. She wasn't just a guardian of memory. She had become a seeker of truth, and she was ready to plunge into the abyss, whatever storms she had to face. The muffled silence of the archives was suddenly torn apart, revealing a turbulent ocean of secrets ready to rise to the surface. And Lea was determined to hear them creak as they opened.
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The next day, Valdora was buzzing with unusual excitement. Gaudy posters plastered on the walls announced a press conference: Adrien Dupont, the crisis communications expert whose aura captivated and reassured the public, was going to speak. On her way to the archives, Lea could already feel the event weighing on the city like a storm before the thunder. A dull anxiety gnawed at her stomach, and she was aware that something important was brewing.

The room, usually so austere, was unrecognisable, crowded and noisy. Huddled at the back, Lea observed. Adrien Dupont, impeccable in his suit, dominated the stage, behind a lectern surrounded by microphones and cameras. He had that piercing gaze, that warm voice that effortlessly captured attention. His natural charisma made him a captivating speaker. He fascinated the audience, making promises of truth while deftly juggling the nuances of his words.

"Ladies and gentlemen, we are facing an unprecedented crisis," he began, his face grave but confident. "But every crisis is an opportunity. An opportunity for greater transparency, for dialogue."

Adrien's speech continued, and an almost religious silence fell over the room. Lea scrutinised the faces. She saw hope, naive admiration in some eyes. But she also caught, here and there, more circumspect glances, lips that tightened.

Murmurs rose when Adrien broached the heart of the matter. Enthusiastic shouts of "That's right!" rang out. But other voices, lower, grumbled. "Who does he think he is?" and "He's very clever, but he's not answering anything," whispered a young journalist next to her. An old hand in the front row, muttered to himself.

Lea understood the manoeuvre. Adrien was playing with the crowd's emotions like a musician with their instrument. She felt each word take effect, appeasing fears, creating support. It was fascinating, and terrifying.

When a man stood up to exclaim, "Finally, someone who's telling us the truth!" a wave of agreement swept through the audience. Lea gasped. The public was ready to swallow anything, to trade their critical thinking for the promise of a simple and reassuring future. She could almost feel the invisible threads of the narrative that Adrien was weaving around them, a golden net in which they were letting themselves be caught.

She realised how fragile the truth was in the face of a good speaker. The room was under his spell, hanging on his words. Lea, however, saw a completely different scenario playing out, where the brilliant hero might have dirty hands.

The final applause echoed long after the end of the speech. Lea remained still, overwhelmed by a mixture of frustration and determination. She could no longer remain a spectator.

They couldn't let an entire city be lulled into a false sense of security. As the crowd dispersed, still reeling from the emotion, Lea knew what she had to do. Valdora needed to be reminded that the truth often wasn't found on brightly lit platforms, but in the dusty shadows where it waited to be unearthed.

The words were beautiful, well-oiled. Yet Lea sensed a shadow pass behind the speaker's smile, like a cloud darkening a serene sky. She knew the tendencies of the media, the power of well-constructed narratives, the way one could smooth the edges of an inconvenient truth, transform a lie into a beautiful story. Narration, she thought, was the most powerful weapon. It could build legends or destroy lives.

The audience, however, seemed captivated by the carefully polished rhetoric. She saw tense faces relax, eyes light up with hope. Journalists scribbled, engrossed. A murmur of approval ran through the room. The manipulation was underway, so perfect it was almost invisible. Lea, a spectator, suddenly felt trapped in a novel whose plot she couldn't control.

The more Adrien spoke, the more he wove his 'truth', the more Lea felt the weight of her own discovery. That missing file wasn't a simple filing error. It was a counterweight, fragile but vital, to the narrative being written on that platform. A burning question came to her: how far could one rewrite history? Who had the right to decide what was true and what would be distorted? The echo of her thought resonated in her mind, tinged with growing unease. The truth, a silent struggle of shadows, couldn't be silenced.

The conference ended in a thunder of applause. Adrien Dupont had just launched his 'new era of transparency' under the flashing lights of photographers. As she left the room, a storm was brewing in Lea's heart. She knew that today's message was just a facade, a front hiding inaccessible truths.
Valdora, her so familiar city, suddenly seemed full of traps and deception. The hunt for the truth, the one hidden behind fine words, had only just begun.

[image: ]

Chapter 3

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE LYING TRUTH

What truly is truth? And what weight do lies bear upon us?

@IBIRANER - S E WA





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png
GXO+—





d2d_images/image000.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





