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    To everyone waiting to hear the lost melody.

      

    



  	
        
            
            In the shadow of the future, the light of the past.
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Foreword – To the Reader
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Time, as I said, is a river. Some flows, some stands still. Some rushes, some glides silently. But does every river reach an ocean? That, I do not know. And not knowing is what frightens humans the most. Perhaps that is why time travel stories have always captivated humanity. Because deep down, we all wish to change the past, to see the future. But what if the future is darker than we imagine? What if the past carries wounds far deeper than repair?

When I began writing this novel, I had only one question: What would Sherlock Holmes do in a world where technology has blinded humanity? Would his sharp eyes, his magnifying glass, his tobacco-scented logic work among flying cars, artificial intelligences, nanobots? Or would he, like the rest of us, lock himself onto screens, push buttons, and say, "Just give me the culprit"?

To find the answer, I sent him to Istanbul in the year 2050. But not alone – I sent his loyal friend Watson as well. Together, they embarked on an adventure that began with the mystery of a package and led them through dark technology bazaars, underground bases, and even a space station. And in this adventure, they not only solved murders. They also showed us how vulnerable humans become when faced with technology, how blind we grow when we forget to observe.

This book is much more than a crime novel. It is also a warning. While technology makes our lives easier, what does it take from our souls? While artificial intelligence catches criminals, why have we stopped understanding people? And most importantly, is the noble concept of justice merely a matter of screens, or is it still hidden in the gleam of a detective's eyes?

I asked myself these questions. And I found the answers through Holmes's voice. He told me: "Technology is a tool, Watson. But the true detective lies in the human power of observation. Remember, no matter how advanced, an artificial intelligence cannot read a human heart."

That is why, while writing this book, I acted like an old-school detective. I observed every sentence, smelled every scene, listened to every dialogue. And what emerged was a story beyond time.

Dear reader, the book you hold in your hands will take you from the foggy streets of 1895 London to the dazzling Istanbul of 2050. You will step inside a time machine, feel lavender smoke in your lungs, hear the sound of rusted iron. And perhaps, along with Holmes, you too will ask: "Who truly owns time?"

The answer lies on the last page. But shall I give you a hint? The owner of time is neither a machine, nor a human, nor a god. The owner of time is justice. And justice never gives up.

Just like Sherlock Holmes.

Now, find a comfortable chair. Brew your tea. Perhaps play a violin melody in the background. And follow these two Victorian gentlemen. Because they have set out not only to solve a murder – but perhaps to save the very soul of humanity.

And remember: this story never truly ends. Because every time a door closes, a new window opens. Every mystery solved gives birth to a new riddle. And every farewell is a herald of a new hello.

Welcome to the world of Sherlock Holmes. But beware – this world is not as you know it. Here, in the shadow of the future, past and future intertwine. And you, in this labyrinth, must be as attentive as a detective, as compassionate as a doctor, and as inquisitive as a philosopher.

Are you ready? Then turn the first page. Because at 221B Baker Street, the door is knocking. And the package that arrives will change everything.

— Toros Ataman
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Chapter 1: The Package That Arrived at Baker Street
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That November morning when the London fog was choking the city, the stones of Baker Street were black with moisture. The gas lamps were still burning, their flames hovering like melancholy halos inside the thick mist. It was seven o'clock in the morning, and the steam on the windows of 221B betrayed that the fireplace inside was still alight.

Sherlock Holmes sat in his armchair with his legs crossed. He was not reading the morning newspaper; he was smelling it. His fingertips caressed the pages where the printer's ink had not yet fully dried, and from time to time he closed his eyes and breathed deeply. Watson, sipping his coffee at the dining table, had stopped questioning this peculiar ritual years ago.

"Today's Times," Holmes said quietly, "contains three different handwriting samples. The editor's is hurried, the typesetter's is meticulous but tired, and there is also... yes, a woman's fingerprint on the headline. The ink was touched before it dried. An unhappy woman. Perhaps abandoned."

Watson raised his eyebrows. "I would have thought reading the news from the newspaper would suffice, Holmes."

"News can lie, Watson. But ink and paper never do."

At these words, the cold air seeping under the door suddenly ceased. As if someone had stopped outside, blocking the threshold with their shadow. Then Mrs. Hudson's footsteps were heard on the stairs. But this time they were different. Timid. As if she was carrying something and didn't know what to do with it.

"Mr. Holmes?" the elderly woman called from behind the door. "Mr. Holmes, there's something for you... a large thing. Downstairs."

Holmes slowly set down the newspaper. "A large thing, Mrs. Hudson? A man, an object, or an animal?"

"A package, Mr. Holmes. But not an ordinary one. Nothing like I've ever seen in my entire life. As if... as if it came from another world."

Watson set down his coffee and stood up. Holmes did not move from his seat. He merely pressed his fingertips together and rested them against his chin. "You said another world, Mrs. Hudson. That is a rather bold description. With your permission, I should like to see it."

When Holmes rose, the hem of his dressing gown swept the carpet. Watson followed him. Going down the stairs, Holmes's steps were as quiet and measured as ever. Watson nearly stumbled, for his eyes had caught what he saw through the gap in the door.

The package was indeed large. As tall as a man, nearly a metre wide. But the truly strange thing was the material from which it was made. Neither wood, nor metal, nor cardboard. Its surface was smooth, matte grey, and seemed to emit an inner light. When you touched it, it felt warm, not cold. There was no label, no stamp, no company logo. Only a small, elegant handwritten note attached to the surface with a sticky substance.

Holmes bent down. He did not read the note; first he smelled it. Then he took out his small magnifying lens and examined the paper fibres. Next he touched the surface of the package, tapping it lightly with his fingernails. No sound came out. That meant it was not hollow; but a non-empty box would have produced a dull thud. Instead, it seemed to swallow sound.

"Watson," Holmes whispered. "Can you guess what I am feeling right now?"

"Curiosity, I imagine. Perhaps a little anxiety."

"No," Holmes said, not taking his eyes off the package. "Fear. But a fear I cannot describe. Because this package defies every law of physics I know. Either it is extremely advanced technology, or it is... something else."

At last he decided to read the note. The paper was old-fashioned, slightly yellowed, with edges not cut straight. The ink was not black but dark blue, and the letters were shaky, as if the writer's hand had trembled with excitement or fear. The note read:

"To Sherlock Holmes, 221B Baker Street, London. To be delivered. Urgent. Time is important. Time is everything. The future awaits you."

Holmes handed the note to Watson. Watson read it, reread it, then looked up. "The future? This must be a joke, Holmes. Perhaps an advertisement for a play."

"Mrs. Hudson," Holmes said without turning around. "Who left this package?"

"No one saw it, Mr. Holmes. When I went out to buy bread this morning, it was already at the doorstep. It was wet with dew. It must have been there for at least an hour or two."

"Did you ask the neighbours?"

"No one saw anything. The shopkeeper across the street said he opened his shop at four in the morning, and the package wasn't there then. So it was left between four and seven."

Holmes nodded with satisfaction. "An excellent observation, Mrs. Hudson. I should make you a detective." Then he turned to Watson. "A three-hour window, four to seven. No one saw it, no one heard it. And this package, Watson, cannot be carried by an ordinary vehicle. Can you estimate its weight?"

Watson bent down, trying to lift the package slightly. It did not budge. "Very heavy. At least a hundred and fifty kilos."

"One hundred and seventy-two," Holmes said. "Exactly. And its contact surface area with the ground is only two square feet. That is far above what a human could lift. Whatever brought this package did not use wheeled transport. There are no marks on the pavement outside. No scratches, no tyre tracks. Nothing. As if it descended from the air."

Watson's face went pale. "From the air, Holmes?"

"A balloon, a crane, or... something else. But let us set that aside for now." Holmes took a small key from his pocket. "Now the real question: should we open it?"

"If we don't, the secret inside remains with us," Watson said.

"If we do, we might enter an adventure from which there is no return. The choice is yours, Watson. You are a doctor. A surgeon weighs risks."

Watson took a deep breath. "I am a soldier, Holmes. I am no stranger to risk, not after Afghanistan. Let us open it."

A rare smile appeared on Holmes's lips. "That is why I keep you by my side, Watson."

There was no visible lock, button, zipper, or any opening mechanism on the package. Holmes ran his fingers over the surface until he felt a fine line under his fingernails. "Here," he said. "A nearly invisible seam. Watson, would you fetch me a knife from the kitchen?"

Watson brought a knife. Holmes gently pried the seam. The package opened silently on all four sides, like a flower unfolding, and its contents were revealed.

Inside were two things.

First, a sphere-like object the size of a palm, made of a strange metal, glowing from within. It had dials, numbers, and symbols whose meaning he could not decipher. Rings rotated around it, silently spinning on their axes as if protecting it.

Second, a stack of paper. But not ordinary paper. Not parchment. A material that looked almost like plastic but felt like cloth, seemingly tear-proof. It was covered with dense, orderly, machine-perfect handwriting. The letters were slightly raised on the page, like Braille but not quite, so that no glasses were needed to read them.

Holmes did not touch the sphere. He took the papers first. He began to read. Watson watched Holmes's expression change: first curiosity, then doubt, then astonishment, then deep seriousness. Holmes never looked astonished. But now, Watson could swear, Holmes was astonished.

"My friend," Holmes said, his voice slightly hoarse. "This is not a letter. This is a cry for help. From a hundred and fifty years in the future."

Watson took the papers and tried to read them. But the writing was arranged oddly. Some words were normal, some in capital letters, some italicised, some even in colour. Coloured letters? Could there be colour besides black ink? Yes, there were red, blue, even green letters.

"How am I to read this, Holmes?"

"From beginning to end, Watson. From beginning to end. But first, allow me to read this letter aloud to you. Because this letter is written not only to us, but to all of humanity."

Holmes took a clean breath and began to read:

"Dear Detective Sherlock Holmes,

If you are reading this letter, the time machine has worked and the package has reached you. We are writing to you from the Istanbul Police Department of the year 2050. My name is Yasin Güneş, Police Chief. Together with my assistant Taner Alparslan, we are running the most desperate project in human history: a door to the past.

The year 2050 is a darker place than you can imagine. The world population has exceeded 30 billion. Technology has reached dimensions you could not dream of in your time. Flying cars, artificial intelligences, bionic limbs, memory transfer... everything exists. But alongside good technology, dark technology has also risen. People no longer even use guns to commit murder. Time-slowing sprays, quantum code-breakers, memory-wiping beams, nanobot poisons... these tools are so advanced that criminals leave almost no trace.

And the worst part is this: we, the police of 2050, have become so dependent on technology that we have forgotten old-school detection. We collect evidence but cannot interpret it. We analyse data but cannot make sense of it. We have forgotten how to observe, how to connect clues, how to read human nature. Our artificial intelligences exist, but none can replace your brain.

That is why we reached out to you. We have developed a time machine. Small, portable, capable of teleporting a roomful of objects. The instructions are attached. Please follow them to the letter. We will be waiting for you in a field in Silivri. Date: November 12, 2050. The coordinates are on the back of the letter.

Holmes, by bringing you here, we may be changing the course of history. But we have no other choice. Here, dozens of unsolved murders are committed every day. Murderers walk the streets. The public no longer trusts us. And we, with our eyes blinded by technology, can do nothing.

Please come. Only you can solve this darkness.

Respectfully,
Yasin Güneş – Taner Alparslan
Istanbul Police Department, Time Research Unit, 2050."
When the letter ended, beads of sweat stood on Watson's forehead. Holmes, without speaking, took the sphere in his hand. He turned one of the dials gently. The sphere grew slightly warm.

"Holmes," Watson said with a trembling voice. "This must be a joke. Or a novel. Perhaps a publisher's publicity stunt."

"Watson," Holmes said softly. "Touch the surface of this sphere."

Watson touched it. The sphere was soft and warm, like a cat's fur. But something inside it, a weak, regular vibration, like a heartbeat.

"This, Watson," Holmes said, "is neither a joke nor a novel. It is an invitation. And a challenge."

Holmes grasped the sphere with both hands, fixing his eyes on the empty frame on the wall – the frame that once held a portrait of Queen Victoria, now bare.

"Tomorrow morning," Holmes said, "we shall follow the instructions. But first, Watson, let us have a good breakfast. For the coming hours will be the strangest journey of our lives."

Watson opened his mouth to say something, then thought better of it. He simply nodded and headed toward the kitchen. Behind him, Holmes still held the sphere in his palms, listening to its vibration. And for the first time, he whispered something Watson did not hear:

"Time... is it really everything?"

That morning, on the foggy street of Baker Street, no one knew that the enormous package at the door of 221B would vanish within a few hours. No one knew that two Victorian gentlemen would, the next day, disappear into thin air along with a violin, a pistol, chemicals, and an old rug. And no one knew that these two men would land in the Istanbul of 2050, in Kadıköy Square, in the middle of a bewildered crowd.

But did Holmes know? Perhaps he did. Because that night, while Watson slept, Holmes sat in his armchair, not playing his violin but merely touching its strings, listening to the silence they produced. And for a moment, the thinnest string of his violin vibrated. As if, from far, far away, the heart of a time machine had beaten.

And the chapter closed with that mysterious smile on Holmes's lips.
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