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​CHAPTER ONE
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FILED BY: AGENT PAVLOV, Senior Intelligence Officer, Kremlin Division

Date: Classified

Status: Active. Very active.

I was born on a Tuesday.

I know this because the Large Bald One always has borscht on Tuesdays, and the kitchen smelled of beet the morning of my arrival. My brothers and sisters numbered forty-seven. I remember none of their faces. What matters is that I, alone among them, immediately recognized the gravity of my situation.

I oriented myself with great professionalism. The kitchen was large. The kitchen was important. I could feel this in my soul. Every human a slow and lumbering creature of great warmth and poor hygiene.

It was on my third patrol (at 0600 hours) of the eastern corridor that I first encountered Shmavlov. He was near the butter dish. 

We looked at each other. I found his posture aggressive- his intent was immediately clear. He wanted my spot, my role, my position. 

“This territory is under my jurisdiction.” I didn’t speak any formalities. I do not believe he deserved any. 

He said nothing. He clearly is a deeply questionable character. I don’t trust him. I will never trust him. I will compile a full folder on his activities at the earliest opportunity if he doesn’t take the hint and leave my kremlin. 

(It looks like he intends to stay. He has not left beside the butter dish. This is clearly an act of war. I am handling it.)

At exactly 0900 hours of my third day of service that I first laid my eyes on him. The Large Bald One. He entered the kitchen briefly. I found out that this is rare for him. Large Bald Ones of his rank don’t just enter kitchens. He looked at a paper in his hand. His face revealed nothing. His head was so warm and smooth and I admired how it curved. I came to him immediately. (I couldn’t tell you why. It felt like destiny).

He didn’t swat me and this told me everything. He not only was a man of great discipline, but obviously needed me. Together, we left the kitchen. I cast a glance back to look at Shmavlov. He wasn’t there. If he were still in my empire, he hadn’t seen the last of me. 

––––––––
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THIS IS HOW MY CAREER began.

—-
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*OPERATIONAL NOTE: SHMAVLOV was also in the hallway. He was already there, which is suspicious. He is always already there. I do not know how he does this. I am monitoring the situation closely and with great alarm.
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​CHAPTER TWO
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Filed by: Agent Pavlov, Senior Intelligence Officer, Kremlin Division

Date: Still Classified

Status: Deeply embedded.

—-
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ON MY SEVENTH DAY OF active service, I was granted access to The Room. I didn’t ask for said access. I don’t require permission. I, after all, am a senior intelligence officer and where I’m needed- I will be.

The Room was large and smelled of leather. A long table occupied the center. Around it sat many humans in dark suits, all with the same expression, tiredness. I looked at each face- they should work on their attitudes in front of the Large Bald One. He sat at the head of the table. Closest to me, I might add. 

He was looking at a map. I went to look at it, too. I would assist.  

(It was a very large map. Many colors. I stood on the blue part. I believe this was the ocean. I am not certain. Geography is not my primary specialization. Intelligence is my primary specialization.)

The Large Bald One began to speak, with a voice low and even. He sounded like a man who has never been surprised. The others leaned forward. I leaned forward too. He said many important words. I heard a few. 

“Eastern...mobilize...the situation in the corridor...” 

Shmavlov! What had he done to the corridor? I would check and put the Large Bald One’s pretty head at ease.

The Large Bald One coughed. I missed a word.“...acceptable.” He paused for one moment. “Shmavlov must be contained.”

I froze. 

(He knows about Shmavlov!)

I looked around the room with great urgency. None of the other men reacted to this information. They were writing things down, nodding, adjusting their ties. Were they not alarmed? Had they not understood? Shmavlov and his aggressive posture was now apparently a matter of state concern. I had filed no formal report. (yet)  I had told no one. (yet) And yet here was the Large Bald One, naming him directly, at the main table, in The Room!
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