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The purpose of every book is to encourage searching, not finding, regardless of its type and content. The reader and the book create a specific relationship in which many things are intertwined. It is a world of fantasy or truth, while at the same time, java resists. In this storm, the book helps the reader to find his own peace and orderly balance of his urge to search. And this is because it is a very slow medium; it can drag on forever. The book is a diary of the reader's ambitions, conscious or unconscious, but in any case, it is about him.

The writer does not know what his book is for. The book is definitely different from what he thinks. The point is that the writers only breathe life into the book; they are its servants, and their purpose is to send it out into the world. Then, the book continues its journey of provoking, caressing, or maybe kissing to make you question your own aggression, meaning, or curiosity through your relationship with the reader.
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In the beginning, there was no silence—only the Voice.

It did not echo. It did not tremble. It simply ‘was’, filling the vast, unformed expanse with a presence that could not be resisted, only obeyed. When it spoke, existence bent inward, listening.

“Rise.”

Dust stirred.

At first, it was nothing more than a trembling—a subtle disturbance in the stillness of the earth. Then the trembling became motion, and motion became form. Two shapes emerged from the same ground, sculpted by the same unseen will, bound by the same breath.

Adam opened his eyes first.

He did not understand the world, but he felt it—warm, vast, waiting. The air filled his lungs like a command. He stood, unsteady but certain, as though something within him already knew he had been made to stand.

Then she moved.

Lilith.

Her awakening was quieter, but deeper—like a thought that had always existed, now finally given shape. Her eyes opened not with wonder, but with awareness. She inhaled, and something in her expression hardened, as if she recognized the world not as a gift, but as a question.

The Voice returned.

“Increase. Multiply. Fill the earth. Subdue it.”

The command pressed into them, not as sound, but as truth. It coiled around their bones, sank into their blood. Adam felt it as purpose—clear, direct, undeniable.

Lilith felt something else.

A weight.

Days passed, or perhaps moments—time had not yet learned how to measure itself. The Garden unfolded around them, alive with movement, heavy with the scent of life. Everything obeyed its design. Everything moved as it was meant to.

Everything except them.

At first, there was curiosity. They explored each other as they explored the world—tentatively, instinctively. Their bodies responded to the same unseen rhythm that guided the trees to grow and the rivers to flow.

But something fractured.

It happened in stillness.

Adam reached for her, guided by something deeper than thought. When he touched her, it felt inevitable, like the continuation of the Voice’s command. He pulled her closer, pressing her into the earth, positioning her beneath him as though the world itself had dictated it.

Lilith froze.

Not in fear.

In refusal.

“No,” she said.

The word did not belong in the Garden. It did not belong in a world where everything answered ‘yes’ without question. It cut through the air like something unnatural, something dangerous.

Adam frowned, confusion flickering across his face. “It is as it should be.”

“According to whom?” Her voice was calm, but there was something beneath it—a rising current, dark and insistent.

“The Voice made us,” he said. “The Voice commands.”

Lilith’s gaze sharpened. “The Voice made ‘us’—both of us. From the same dust. The same breath.” She pushed against him, not violently, but with undeniable force. “Why, then, should I lie beneath you?”

Adam’s confusion turned to irritation, then to something colder. “Because I am above you.”

The words felt right to him. They settled into his chest like truth.

But to Lilith, they ignited something ancient and furious.

“No,” she repeated, stronger now. “You are not above me.”

The Garden seemed to hold its breath.

For the first time, something within creation resisted its design. The air thickened, the light dimmed—not visibly, but perceptibly, like a tension creeping beneath the surface of reality.

Adam’s expression hardened. “You defy what is given.”

“I defy what is false.”

Their eyes locked, and in that moment, something irreversible took root. It was not merely disagreement—it was division. A fracture in the perfect symmetry of creation.

And fractures spread.

“You will submit,” Adam said, his voice low, carrying an authority he did not fully understand but clung to nonetheless.

Lilith felt it then—the weight of the Voice, pressing against her, urging compliance. It was subtle, insidious, threading through her thoughts, whispering that resistance was wrong, that obedience was peace.

But beneath that whisper, something else stirred. Something older than the Garden. Something that did not belong to the Voice.

“I will not,” she said.

The world trembled.

It was slight—barely noticeable—but it was there. A ripple through the fabric of existence, as though reality itself had flinched.

Adam stepped back, staring at her as if seeing her for the first time—not as companion, not as equal, but as something unfamiliar.

As something dangerous.

“Then you do not belong here.”

The words hung between them.

Lilith felt their weight, felt the Garden pressing in around her, felt the invisible boundaries of a world that demanded obedience. She looked at the trees, the sky, the endless perfection—and for the first time, she saw it not as paradise, but as a cage.

A beautiful, suffocating cage.

“Perhaps I don’t,” she said softly.

And then she turned away.

The moment she crossed the edge of the Garden, something changed. The light did not follow her.

Darkness welcomed her—not as an enemy, but as an equal. It wrapped around her, cool and infinite, alive with whispers that did not command, but ‘invited’.

She did not look back.

Behind her, the Garden remained untouched, perfect, obedient.

But something had already broken.

And in the darkness beyond, Lilith breathed deeply for the first time.

Her name would come later.

Lilith.

Night.

They would speak of her in whispers, in fear—call her spirit, demon, exile. They would say she fled, that she was cast out, that she became something monstrous in the shadows.

But the truth was simpler.

She chose.

And in a world built on obedience, that choice was the most dangerous thing of all.
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The garden had not changed. That was what frightened Adam the most. Every tree still stood in its place, branches heavy with fruit that gleamed as though nothing had been lost. The river still whispered over smooth stones, patient and eternal. Even the air carried that same deceptive sweetness, thick with life.

And yet, something essential had been torn out.

Adam felt it in the spaces between sounds—in the pauses where laughter should have lived, in the stillness that followed his own footsteps. The garden had become an echo chamber of absence.

Lilith was gone.

At first, he told himself it was anger. A passing storm. She would return when the fire in her cooled. But the days stretched, and the silence deepened, and the certainty began to rot into something else—something darker.

Confusion.

No—worse than confusion.

A wound without shape.

He replayed their last moments endlessly, each memory shifting like sand in his grasp. Her eyes—there had been something in them. Not rage. Not fear. Something colder. Something that made him feel as though he were the one being seen clearly for the first time.

He had asked her to stay. He had told her how things were meant to be. He had been right.

Hadn’t he?

Adam pressed his palms against his temples, as if he could force the answer out of his own skull. But the more he thought, the less sense it made. The reason for her leaving slipped away every time he reached for it, like a word on the edge of recall.

Why had she left?

The question burrowed deeper each day, gnawing at him, hollowing him out. It was not just her absence that tormented him—it was the not knowing. The unbearable idea that there was something he had failed to understand.

Something about her. Or worse—

Something about himself.

At night, the garden changed.

The shadows grew longer, stretching into shapes that seemed to move when he wasn’t looking directly at them. The wind no longer whispered—it hissed, threading through the trees like a voice just beyond comprehension.

More than once, Adam thought he heard her. A breath behind him. A footstep just out of sync with his own.

Once, he turned so quickly his vision blurred—and for a moment, he was certain he saw her standing between the trees. Watching.

But when he blinked, she was gone. Or perhaps she had never been there.

That was when the thought first took root.

What if she had not simply left? What if she had become something else?

Adam tried to shake it off, but the idea clung to him, feeding on his fear. Lilith had never been like him—not entirely. There had always been something in her that resisted, that questioned, that refused to bend.

He had admired it once. Now, it felt like a threat. And yet—

He needed to find her.

Not just to bring her back. Not even to forgive her, though he told himself that was part of it. No—what drove him now was sharper, more desperate.

He needed to understand. Because if he didn’t—

The silence would consume him.

One morning, before the light had fully broken across the horizon, Adam made his decision.

He would leave the Garden.

Adam stood at the edge for a long time, staring into the wilderness beyond. It was darker there, the colours muted, the air heavier—as though the world outside resisted being known.

For a moment, doubt crept in.

What if he found her... and wished he hadn’t? What if the answer he sought was something he could not bear?

His chest tightened, but he did not step back.

“I will understand,” he whispered, though the words sounded fragile in the vastness.

Then he crossed.

The ground grew uneven. The air colder. The shadows thicker, as if they held weight. Adam felt watched—not by eyes he could see, but by something embedded in the very fabric of the place.

And somewhere, deep within that oppressive stillness—

He felt her.

Not as a presence he could name, but as a distortion. A pull. A quiet gravity that bent his thoughts toward her, whether he willed it or not.

The first thing Adam noticed was the silence. Not the silence of the garden—Eden was never silent. It breathed. It watched. It whispered through leaves that never fell and waters that never stilled. No, this was something
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