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    For those whose names were stolen,and for those who fought to find them.You are not a number. You are not a unit.You belong to yourself.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "The most effective way to destroy people is to deny and obliterate their own understanding of their history."— George Orwell

      

    

A Novel by Davis Shyaka Musirikare.
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A File That Should Not Exist

The snow in Stockholm did not fall; it drifted like frozen dust, coating the glass exterior of the International Adoption Center in a thin, translucent white. Inside her office on the fourth floor, Soraya Linden adjusted her glasses and stared at the blue folder on her desk.

Soraya was thirty-six years old. She had spent the last decade of her life ensuring that children who had lost everything found a place to belong. To her, a birth certificate was more than paper. It was a map. It told a person who they were and where they came from.

She opened the folder. Inside was the file for a seven-year-old girl named Mia.

Mia had been adopted three months ago by a wealthy couple in Stockholm. The paperwork was perfect. There were signatures from a clinic in Nairobi, stamps from the Ministry of Health, and a clear, legal trail showing Mia had been left at an orphanage as an infant.

Soraya reached for her coffee, but her hand stopped mid-air.

She had seen this girl’s face before. Not in this file, but in a digital archive she had been organizing for a charity gala the night before.

Soraya pulled her laptop closer. Her fingers moved quickly across the keys. She accessed the "Closed Cases" archive from five years ago. This was a database of children who had passed away in international care before they could be placed with families. It was a sad, quiet corner of the digital world that no one ever visited.

She typed in a name she remembered: Amara.

A photo appeared on the screen. It was a grainy image of a four-year-old girl with a small, crescent-shaped scar just above her left eyebrow.

Soraya looked back at the physical file for Mia. There, in the high-resolution adoption photo taken only months ago, was the same girl. The same eyes. The same crescent-shaped scar above the left eyebrow.

According to the digital record, Amara had died of a respiratory infection in a small clinic in Prague four years ago.

According to the physical file on Soraya’s desk, Mia had been born in Nairobi and had never stepped foot in Europe until her adoption.

"It is not possible," Soraya whispered to the empty room.

She leaned back, her heart beginning to thud against her ribs. In her world, paperwork was reality. If the paper said a child was dead, they were gone. If the paper said a child was born in Kenya, they were Kenyan.

But the scar did not lie. The girl in the photo was alive. She was living in a mansion in the suburbs of Stockholm, less than ten kilometers away.

Soraya picked up the phone to call her supervisor, but she hesitated.

The signatures on Mia’s file were not from low-level clerks. They were signed by the Director of Global Placements. They were countersigned by Victor Halberg, the billionaire philanthropist who funded nearly forty percent of the center’s operations.

If she reported this as a mistake, it would be fixed. The file would be pulled, a new photo would be substituted, and the "error" would vanish.

But if it was not an error—if it was a choice—then Soraya was looking at something much darker.

She looked at the photo of the girl again. The child looked well-fed. She wore a dress that likely cost more than Soraya’s monthly rent. To the world, this was a success story. A lonely orphan had been saved by a powerful family.

But who was she? Was she Mia? Was she Amara? Or was she someone else entirely, a child whose real name had been erased so she could become a product for someone who could afford the price?

Soraya felt a cold shiver that had nothing to do with the Swedish winter. She knew that if she closed this folder now, her life would remain simple. She would continue to be a respected lawyer. She would continue to help children.

But she also knew she would never be able to look at another birth certificate without wondering if the ink was still wet from a lie.

She stood up, tucked the file under her coat, and walked toward the elevator. She didn’t log out of her computer. She didn’t turn off her desk lamp.

For the first time in her career, Soraya Linden was taking a file home.

As she walked through the lobby, the security guard nodded at her.

"Goodnight, Miss Linden," he said. "Heavy work tonight?"

Soraya forced a smile, her arm pressing the stolen folder tight against her ribs.

"Just some loose ends," she said. "I need to make sure everyone is where they belong."

She stepped out into the biting cold. The streetlights flickered against the snow. Somewhere in the city, a girl with a crescent scar was sleeping in a bed that belonged to a stranger, under a name that had been bought in secret.

Soraya began to walk, her footsteps heavy in the fresh powder. She did not know it yet, but the system she had spent her life building was about to become the system she had to tear down.
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Girl With Two Birthdays

Soraya’s apartment was a reflection of her mind: orderly, quiet, and filled with books that smelled of old ink and logic. It was a small space in Södermalm, overlooking a narrow street where the orange glow of the lamps fought against the encroaching blue of the winter night. Usually, this was her sanctuary. Tonight, it felt like a cage.

She spread the stolen file across her dining table. The overhead light hummed, casting a sharp glare on the glossy photograph of the girl now known as Mia.

"Who are you?" Soraya whispered.

She pulled up the digital archive on her personal tablet. She had bypassed the security firewalls of the International Adoption Center dozens of times for work, but doing it from home felt like a crime. Her pulse hammered in her throat as she navigated to the "Deceased Records" section.

There was Amara. Born May 12th, six years ago. Place of birth: Prague, Czech Republic. Mother: Unknown. Status: Deceased (Pneumonia, Age 4).

Then, she looked at the paper file for Mia. Born May 12th, six years ago. Place of birth: Nairobi, Kenya. Mother: Deceased. Status: Adopted.

The dates were identical. The day and the month matched perfectly, but the continents were thousands of miles apart. In the world of international adoption, coincidences were rare. In the world of high-stakes legal documentation, they were non-existent.

"Two birthdays," Soraya murmured. "The same day, but two different lives."

She began to search for the parents who had adopted Mia: Henrik and Elsa Lindqvist.

The search results were immediate. Henrik was a venture capitalist with ties to the Swedish parliament. Elsa was a former model turned "global ambassador" for children's rights. They were the golden couple of Stockholm high society. Their social media pages were a curated gallery of perfection.

Soraya scrolled through Elsa’s public Instagram profile. She found a post from three months ago.

“Our hearts are finally full,” the caption read. “Welcome home, Mia. After years of waiting, the universe finally brought us together. Thank you to the Halberg Foundation for making our dream a reality.”

The photo showed the Lindqvists standing on the deck of a private yacht, holding a small girl between them. The girl was wearing a white lace dress. She wasn't smiling. She was staring at the camera with a look of profound confusion, her small hand clutching the railing so hard her knuckles were white.

Above her left eyebrow, partially obscured by a stray lock of dark hair, was the crescent scar.

Soraya leaned back, the plastic of her chair creaking in the silence. She knew the Halberg Foundation. Everyone did. Victor Halberg was a man who moved through the world like a ghost of benevolence. He built hospitals in war zones. He funded schools in the poorest corners of the Earth. He was the primary donor for the very center where Soraya worked.

She began to dig deeper into the Lindqvists' financial public records. It was all legal, all transparent—until she looked at the "Charitable Donations" section of Henrik’s private holding company.

A payment of four hundred thousand Euros had been made to a private trust in Geneva exactly two weeks before Mia’s adoption was finalized. The trust was named The Heritage Project.

Soraya searched for The Heritage Project. There was no website. No list of board members. No physical address other than a P.O. Box.

"Four hundred thousand Euros," Soraya said aloud.

An international adoption usually cost between twenty and forty thousand dollars. That covered legal fees, travel, and orphanage donations. Four hundred thousand wasn't an adoption fee. It was a purchase price.

She felt a sudden, sharp pang of nausea. Her entire career was built on the belief that children were not commodities. She had spent years arguing in courtrooms that a child’s heritage was a sacred right. She had fought to ensure that every boy and girl she placed knew their story, their roots, and their truth.

If what she was seeing was true, Mia’s story had been incinerated and replaced with a high-priced fiction. Amara, the girl from Prague, had been "killed" on paper so that Mia, the girl from Nairobi, could be "born" for a wealthy couple who didn't want to deal with the messy reality of a child with a history.

But why? Why go through such an elaborate, illegal charade? Why not just adopt a child through the normal, legal channels?

The answer lay in the "Deceased" file.

Legal adoptions required the consent of birth parents or a death certificate that was verified by multiple government agencies. It took years. It involved social workers, background checks, and endless red tape.

But a "dead" child had no rights. A "dead" child had no parents looking for them. If you could take a child who was already lost in the system, declare them dead, and then "re-introduce" them as a new identity with a clean slate, you could bypass the law entirely.

You weren't adopting a human being. You were acquiring an asset with a forged title.

Soraya stood up and walked to the window. The snow was falling harder now. She thought about the Lindqvists' mansion in Djursholm. It was a house of glass and expensive art. Mia—or Amara—was likely sleeping there right now in a room filled with toys, surrounded by people who had paid for her existence like she was a rare painting.

Did the Lindqvists know? Did they care? Or were they so desperate for a perfect life that they didn't ask where the child came from?

A sudden flash of light caught Soraya’s eye.

Down on the street, a dark sedan was parked at the curb. Its engine was running, a faint cloud of exhaust rising into the cold air. The windows were tinted black. It hadn't been there ten minutes ago.

Soraya stepped back from the glass, her heart skipping a beat. It was a quiet street. No one sat in a parked car with the engine running at eleven o'clock on a Tuesday night in this neighborhood.

She turned off the lights in her apartment, plunging the room into shadows. She stood in the dark, her breath shallow.

Had she been followed? Had she triggered an alarm when she accessed the deceased records from her home IP address?

She looked back at the file on her table. The girl with the crescent scar seemed to be looking up at her, pleading for the one thing Soraya had always promised her clients: the truth.

Soraya realized then that she couldn't go back to the office. If she walked in tomorrow and returned the file, she would be complicit. If she stayed silent, Amara would remain dead, and Mia would remain a lie.

She walked to her bedroom and pulled a small duffel bag from the closet. She didn't pack much. A change of clothes. Her passport. Her laptop charger.

She went back to the kitchen and grabbed a thick envelope. She slid the stolen file inside.

She looked at her phone. She had a contact in Prague—an old classmate named Pavel who worked in the city’s records department. If Amara had really died in Prague, there would be a physical record of the hospital stay. There would be a doctor's signature. There would be a grave.

If those things didn't exist, Soraya would have her proof.

She checked the window again. The sedan was still there.

She didn't use the front door. She went through the basement of the building, exiting through a heavy iron door that led to a narrow alleyway used for trash collection. The air was bitingly cold, stinging her lungs.

She walked quickly, her head down, her boots crunching on the frozen slush. She didn't head for the train station. Instead, she walked three blocks to a 24-hour car rental kiosk.

As she tapped her credit card against the machine, her hand shook. She was a lawyer. she followed rules. She believed in the system.

But as she climbed into the small, nondescript silver car and pulled out into the night, she knew the system was gone.

She wasn't just a lawyer anymore. She was a witness.

And in a world where children were sold for the price of a luxury apartment, witnesses didn't usually live long enough to testify.
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Closed Records

The drive from Stockholm to Prague was a journey through shadows and silence. Soraya drove through the night, crossing the massive bridge into Denmark as the moon hung low and pale over the Baltic Sea. She didn't stop for sleep. She lived on bitter black coffee from gas stations and the adrenaline that comes when a person realizes their entire world has been built on a foundation of sand.

By the time the sun began to rise over the rolling hills of the Czech Republic, the silver rental car was covered in a crust of road salt and grime. Soraya’s eyes were bloodshot, her skin pale in the rearview mirror. She looked like a woman who had lost everything. In a way, she had.

Prague was a city of spires and secrets. It felt heavier than Stockholm. The architecture was older, the stone darkened by centuries of history. As she navigated the narrow, winding streets of the Old Town, Soraya felt the weight of the past pressing in on her.

She parked the car in a public garage and walked toward a small, dimly lit café near the National Archives. The air was crisp, smelling of coal smoke and toasted bread.

Pavel was already waiting at a corner table. He was a thin man with nervous eyes and fingers that were permanently stained with ink. They had been friends during a summer law program in Paris ten years ago. Back then, they had argued about international treaties
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