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Chapter 1 — The Call
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Morning arrived without event.

The light was flat, without direction.

Dust hung in the air as if it had nowhere else to go.

He sat at the table, sorting papers.

Not out of need.

Out of habit.

Legal fragments.

Partial formulations.

Sentences that no longer belonged to anything.

He paused on one page.

A structure without a system.

He set it aside.

A knock came at the door.

Not loud.

Not urgent.

Certain.

He didn’t stand immediately.

The pause extended just slightly beyond what was necessary.

Then he rose and opened.

A soldier stood there.

The uniform was not German.

That was the first detail.

The second—

The man did not introduce himself.

“Name.”

The translator gave it.

The soldier checked a document.

Not carefully.

As if the confirmation was procedural.

“You are requested.”

A small pause.

“Immediately.”

The translator looked at the paper.

Not at the soldier.

The heading was brief.

No explanation.

No context.

Only location.

And time.

He read it once.

Then again.

Not to understand.

To confirm what was missing.

“This is a legal matter?” he asked.

The soldier did not answer directly.

“It is a matter of presence.”

A short silence followed.

Defined.

The translator nodded once.

“I’ll come.”

The soldier stepped aside.

Not inviting.

Allowing.



He closed the door behind him.

The room remained as it was.

Papers on the table.

Chair slightly turned.

Nothing disturbed.

As if he would return.

He reached for his coat.

Paused.

Then turned back to the table.

For a moment, he looked at the papers again.

At the unfinished structures.

At the fragments that had no function.

Then he folded one page.

Not the most important.

Not the least.

Random.

Or not.

He placed it inside his coat.

No clear reason.

Then left.



The corridor outside was quiet.

Too quiet for the hour.

He moved toward the exit.

Measured steps.

No rush.

At the bottom of the stairs, a clipboard lay on a small table.

A list of names.

He slowed.

Not stopping.

Just enough to see.

Two lines had been written.

Now there was one.

No mark.

No correction.

No trace of change.

As if the second name had never existed.

He did not stop.

He did not ask.

He moved past it.



Outside, the street was already in motion.

Slow.

Careful.

Uncoordinated.

He stepped into it.

The city did not react.

It never did.

He walked in the direction written on the paper.

The same buildings.

The same broken edges.

The same absence of authority.

Nothing had changed.

And yet—

Something had.

He noticed it in the way people avoided looking at each other.

In the way movement adjusted without instruction.

In the way silence held.

He crossed the street.

Halfway through, he slowed.

Not because of traffic.

There was none.

A brief, indistinct impression—

That someone was watching.

He did not turn.

Not immediately.

He completed the crossing.

Then, at the edge of the pavement, allowed himself a slight glance.

Nothing.

No one standing still.

No fixed gaze.

Only movement.

Normal.

Unremarkable.

He continued walking.

The feeling did not disappear.

It adjusted.

Less direct.

More precise.

He did not look again.



Ahead, the building came into view.

Intact.

Too intact.

He stopped for a fraction of a second.

Then continued.

The paper in his pocket remained unread.

There was no need.

He already knew—

This was not about translation.

And it was not optional.

He reached the entrance.

And stepped inside.
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Chapter 2 — The City
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The city had stopped arguing.

That was the first thing he noticed.

Not the ruins.

Not the broken windows or the collapsed walls.

Those had been there for weeks.

It was the silence.

Berlin had always been loud — not just with noise, but with instruction.

Orders. Announcements. Warnings.

Even fear had a structure.

He passed the same corner as before.

The same man stood there.

Or someone who looked exactly like him.

He walked slowly, not because of the debris, but because there was no reason to hurry.

People moved around him, but without direction.

No uniforms giving commands.

No signs telling them where to go.

Only movement.

Without purpose.

A woman stood near a doorway, holding a piece of paper.

She read it again and again, as if repetition might restore its authority.

It didn’t.

A man pushed a cart across the street, carefully navigating broken stone, as if the rules of the road still applied.

They didn’t.

He crossed an intersection without looking.

For years, that would have been unthinkable.

There had always been signals.

Priorities.

Right of way.

Now there was only space.

And uncertainty.

He realized something as he walked.

It wasn’t that authority had been replaced.

It had simply disappeared.

Not transferred.

Not redefined.

Removed.

And nothing had taken its place yet.

He stopped for a moment, looking down a long, empty street.

No flags.

No announcements.

No visible control.

For the first time in his life, he could not identify who was in charge.

And that, more than anything, unsettled him.

Because he knew —

this kind of emptiness never lasted.



Across the city, another car entered Berlin.

It moved with purpose.

The driver didn’t slow down for obstacles.

The path had already been considered.

Inside, Sokolov sat without speaking.

He looked out the window, not at the destruction, but at the structure beneath it.

Streets.

Lines.

Positions.

The damage didn’t matter.

The layout did.

A soldier in the front seat turned slightly.

“We are late,” he said.

Sokolov shook his head once.

“No,” he replied calmly.

“We are on time.”

The car passed through a district where buildings still stood, barely intact.

No resistance.

No checkpoints.

No visible command.

The soldier glanced outside.

“It feels...” he began, then stopped.

Sokolov finished the thought for him.

“Unclaimed.”

A pause.

Then, more quietly:

“That is why everyone is here.”

He adjusted his gloves with precise, economical movements.

“The war removed the structure,” he continued.

“Now comes the part where it is decided who replaces it.”

The car didn’t stop.

It moved deeper into the city.



The translator resumed walking.

Each step felt clearer now, not because he understood the situation, but because he understood its absence.

This was not transition.

This was a gap.

A moment between systems.

He looked at the document again, briefly, as he walked.

Required to report.

No explanation.

No context.

Just direction.

He folded it again and put it away.

Ahead, the Allied building came into view.

Intact.

Guarded.

Functioning.

Different from everything around it.

He slowed down.

For the first time that morning, he could see something that resembled authority.
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