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In a dystopian future where the government can read people's minds, Mr. Tannhäuser, an old-school interrogator, is hired to get information from a dangerous terrorist.

That interrogation will dramatically change Tannhäuser's life to an unimaginable depth.
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Hello, my name is Tannhäuser. What's your name?
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Tannhäuser paid with a handful of coins and got out of the cramped taxi. He tugged on his two bulky, silver suitcases where he carried the little gear he still had left, and the lunch packed by his selfless and poorly paid secretary. Once on the sidewalk, he carefully adjusted his hat which completed his planned, serious executive look. Paired with an elegant black suit and a classically cut raincoat, he considered himself one of those men who, when they started going gray, casual clothing made them look ridiculous.

Without hurrying too much in the light morning drizzle, he approached the imposing mass of gray stone named the Ministry of Information, the sinister building they had called him from just eight minutes before. Despite the fact that it was already past eight, the street was nearly deserted. Only a handful of small cars and sidecars took up the six lanes of the bare Ministry Avenue. On the opposite side of the street, another pair of huge government buildings, complete with sober, stone and brick facades, dampened by the morning rain, served as a sad counterpoint to the monumental staircase Tannhäuser was begrudgingly climbing. He pushed on the rotating door, trying to imagine why traffic at this hour was horrible in every other part of the city but this one. Then, all of a sudden, as he passed through the door’s threshold that typical and timeless lobby music took hold of his consciousness.

—Welcome, Mr. Tannhäuser, we've been waiting nine minutes for you—. A smiling young woman surprised him wearing a turquoise blue suit, white shirt, and a felt receptionist hat the same shade of turquoise. A name tag identified her as ‘Nelly, receptionist.' Her joyful outfit, false smile, practiced friendly tone, the stony grandeur of the hall and the soothing background music all came together to produce a twinge of fear within Mr. Tannhäuser.

—They called...—He began to say

— We know, Mr. Tannhäuser, your patient is waiting for you in room 4096, on the 40th floor. The porter will accompany you. Have a nice day.

The young porter was also dressed in a turquoise blue suit, a color that was maybe a bit too cheerful contrasted with the gray space they found themselves in. With a slight gesture, he invited Mr. Tannhäuser to follow him towards a staircase at the back of the hall. They passed by a large fountain with two massive sculptures representing justice and truth, idealized in gray marble as two half-naked, beautiful women ashamedly avoiding each other's gazes.

As he followed the young porter through the hall, he reflected on the term "patient" the receptionist had used. Funny way to call his... victims? Clients? Sufferers? For that matter, how would you describe his job? An extractor of information by "traditional" methods? An out of service interrogator?

The name really wasn’t that important. In the end, it was a profession from an earlier time, before the development of mind control and the appearance of telepaths who could read a respondent's thoughts. It had been ten years since he'd worked on any important cases, and six since any government agency had even called him. That's why the call from the Ministry startled him to the point that now, he wasn't sure if he should have accepted the job. Just the name, the Ministry of Information, had a strange way of provoking fear within him.

After a long, silent trip in the elevator, the porter guided him towards one of nondescript doors in a corridor of walls and ceiling painted a bland, neutral gray, the exact same as the rest of the uniformly arranged doors in the unending hallway except for the number, 4096, written in black letters. The porter opened the door and invited him in with an elegant gesture. Before him was a luminous office lit by a blinding light reflected off the spotless white walls, ceiling, and furniture. Highlighted by this background was a young woman with a figure, face, and smile that were a little too perfect. She waited motionless while he entered the room, stuffed into a gray suit jacket which accentuated her striking figure without being overly provocative. 

—Good morning, Mr. Tannhäuser. We've been waiting for you.

Even the tone of her voice was perfect for the occasion: serious and professional but at the same time inviting. It was obvious who he was dealing with.
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