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Foreword

This work chronicles the meticulous dismantling of an architect's perfect order by the existential 'debugging process' of his closest friend. Architect Yusuf Atayılmaz lives a life governed by SIA, a cold, mechanical algorithm dedicated to calculating every deviation and optimizing efficiency. For him, the world is an architectural blueprint, composed of straight lines and flawless angles, symbolized by his checkered shirt.

However, his foil and companion, Adem Fişek, vanishes into a digital void , leaving behind only a single file named "ARC.PROJ.0.0.0" and a direct challenge: "Stop checking the integrity of the columns and question the foundation instead". This disappearance is not a farewell, but a summons.

The novel transforms into an epic philosophical inquiry as Yusuf follows Adem's irrational breadcrumbs the ink stain, the unreadable book, the empty catalogue card forcing him to shed his rational armor and proceed toward the zero point of logic. More than a search for a friend, this is the reckoning of an architect seeking the lie at the very foundation of his own ordered existence.

Melike Melis

SIA

06:45 AM. The light filtered through the window panes with a surgical precision, sharp as a drafting compass, signaling the most efficient hour of the calendar year. Yusuf rose from his bed in exactly eighteen seconds, a performance that hovered a mere two percent below the standard deviation. His sheets were taut, symmetrical, and arranged with the same rigid discipline that governed every other corner of his existence. Within the apartment of the architect, no object dared to deviate from its calculated trajectory.

Yet, that morning, the kitchen coffee machine, a monument to industrial timing, completed its customary seventy two second brewing cycle in precisely 71.3 seconds. That minuscule discrepancy of 1.3 seconds, though seemingly inconsequential, struck Yusuf’s mind like a grain of sand lodged in the heart of a perfect geometric structure.

"Why?" Yusuf asked, his gaze fixed on the steam rising from his cup. "Why 1.3?"

The response emanated from his left frontal lobe, cold, synthetic, and mechanical the nascent, burgeoning voice of an algorithm. "Analysis: The 1.3 second delay was caused by a 0.02% fluctuation in the grid voltage. It is a negligible deviation. Efficiency loss: 0.003 calories."

Yusuf swallowed the coffee, the bitter warmth doing little to soothe his nerves. He wondered if he should blame himself for hearing the voice, or for the fact that the voice was so undeniably correct. This was the true, gnawing burden of his reality. It was the shadow of Adem.

The absence of Adem had been heralded not by a handwritten letter or a dramatic farewell, but by a chilling digital void. The shared financial spreadsheet that Yusuf audited every Monday morning had been violated; a single, stark column was missing. Adem’s name, the balance, and the final entry date had been purged from the table with a simple command. It was not merely a loss, but a total cancellation of a human record. Yusuf set his minimalist ceramic mug onto the granite counter, the sharp clatter echoing louder than he had anticipated, and he felt a sudden, irrational anger at the sound.

"Where is he?"

"Prediction: The last systemic record of the individual named Adem Fişek was seventy two hours ago. Current geographical location is unknown. Digital footprint is zero. The probability of emergence has decreased by fifty percent since the initial forty eight hours."

"I did not ask you where he is, SIA. I asked you what he did."

This time, the system seemed to step closer to a defined personality, compelled to articulate its own parameters. "I am SIA. The module for Prediction, Statistics, and Optimization. Intent analysis lies outside my algorithmic constraints. Adem’s disappearance is, at present, a data loss event. Logical inference: the cost of this situation to your personal efficiency is high. Normalize the situation."

"Normalize," Yusuf repeated, his eyes as frigid as the blueprints he spent his days drafting. "Adem is not an error in calculation, SIA. He was the man in college who used to scribble 'Absurdities of the World Map' in the margins of those tedious lecture notes."

Adem had always viewed life as a debugging process. In the end, he must have concluded that his own existence was a persistent bug that the system could no longer tolerate, and he had radically deleted himself from the architecture of their world. Yusuf opened his computer, abandoning any hope of finding a conventional letter, and attempted to breach Adem’s personal cloud account.

The password had been changed. He hesitated, then entered one of Adem’s old, cynical strings: "TendencyToHoldOn79." It was rejected. He tried another, a relic of their shared bitterness: "VictimOfMyOwnBureaucracy." The screen flickered, and access was granted.

What greeted him was neither a manifesto nor a plea for understanding. There was only a single text document on the desktop, labeled "ARC.PROJ.0.0.0." Yusuf opened it, his pulse quickening as he read the solitary sentence: "To Yusuf: I have decided to build another story. Stop checking the integrity of the columns and question the foundation instead. The coordinates of the life you have drawn intersect at negative infinity for me."

Below the text lay a sequence of unreadable, encrypted equations. Adem had initiated the game he had always wanted to be taken seriously. Yusuf’s ordered life was now a variable in an equation he did not yet understand. In that silent apartment, the architect realized he had become the detective of his own unraveling life.

"Conclusion: This situation requires an urgent action plan. Plan: Search. Budget: Unlimited. Rationality: Zero. TIO cannot validate this data."

Yusuf smiled. For the first time, defying the system’s approval brought him a strange, intoxicating sense of liberty. That 1.3 second deviation had been the spark for a much larger collapse. He sipped his coffee, now cold and flavored with the irony of his new pursuit.

He turned his attention to the navy blue bank statement resting on the side table Adem’s summary of a month’s existence. Nothing was more humiliating than seeing a man’s life reduced to the sum of his expenses: coffee, taxi fares, internet packages, a volume of poetry. The final transaction three days prior was chilling in its finality: "Cash Withdrawal: ₺0.00."

"What does this mean, SIA?" Yusuf asked, his voice shedding the authoritative tone he used for his professional projects.

"Analysis: The visible transaction is the final stage of the account closure process. Zero balance indicates an absolute financial liquidation. No debt or credit remains in the account. From the perspective of efficiency, a flawless departure."

"Flawless?" Yusuf frowned. "Does a person vanish flawlessly merely by settling a ledger? What about the drama? What about those absurd human struggles that cannot be calculated?"

"Drama: By definition, drama has no equivalent in a financial statement. Social networks should be examined. The emotional balance ledger is kept there."

Yusuf navigated to Adem’s social media account, a profile ironically titled "The Urban Wanderer," filled with bizarre, disjointed observations. The profile picture was a gray, out of focus reflection captured against a damp wall. The last post was dated a week and a half ago. "The people of this city believe that the pipelines beneath the ground they walk on are more tangible than the lines of thought," Adem had written. "And they are right. I am drowning in this tangibility. We must get some air."

The comments were a chorus of hollow affirmation. A colleague had called him a philosopher and suggested a vacation; an acquaintance had validated the sentiment with a shallow sentiment; a student had asked for a meeting that would never happen. Yusuf felt a knot of repulsion tighten in his stomach.

"Do you see, SIA? This is the emotional balance. A bottomless pit. Everyone endorsed how interesting Adem was, but no one bothered to ask what those pipelines truly meant. These are not Adem’s fingerprints; they are monuments left by those who refused to take his suffering seriously."

"Commentary: Social network interaction is an indicator of the societal adhesion index. Eighty three percent of Adem’s posts generated high engagement but low calls to action. That is, people liked him, but showed no inclination to search for him or offer help. This is a rational societal outcome."

"Zero rationality," Yusuf whispered, his voice trembling slightly.

Adem’s digital presence was like the false reflections cast by the city lights on the glass facades of Yusuf’s office: bright, polished, and entirely hollow. Yet, Adem had not wanted to exist within that light; he had wanted to evaporate from it.

Yusuf began to scroll through the archives, his eyes stopping on a photograph from 2018. They were sitting on a park bench, Yusuf in his crisp, plaid shirt, and Adem in a crumpled, oversized tee with a cynical glint in his eye. A comment beneath the image stood out, written by Süreyya, a college friend who had long since vanished into the stability of a different life: "Adem and Yusuf. The Adherer and the Unadherer. Let’s see how this film ends."

"Süreyya," Yusuf said, the name tasting like ash on his tongue. "She was the only one who truly listened to him, SIA. I must reach her."

"Risk analysis: Your last communication with Ms. Süreyya was four years, seven months, and thirteen days ago. Relationship status: passive. Re activation may increase emotional cost. However, the probability of finding the missing data is 12.7%. Action is advised."

Yusuf smiled, a genuine, ghost like expression. A 12.7 percent probability. It was exactly the kind of irrational, beautiful shard of hope he needed to begin.

Yusuf crumpled the bank statement and tossed it into the bin with a finality that echoed in the silence of his room. A zero balance was a void, a number as meaningless as the scrap of paper that bore it. He realized then that he had to abandon the ledger of his own habits and pursue the only truth that refused to be measured: human complexity.

The phone in his hand was a polished, black rectangle, the greatest artifact of the century’s betrayal. In the peak of his career, this device had been his most trusted instrument, designed solely to optimize his workflow and sequence his appointments with the precision of a master builder. Now, however, he would use it to bridge the gap into the fictional reality of the past. It was a perilous journey, for the past was the most unstable structure for an architect; its foundation was built upon the shifting sands of sentimentality, and its columns were composed of human fragility.

Süreyya. The very intrusion of the name into his consciousness caused a ripple of unease beneath his white and blue plaid shirt. The squares, each exactly 1.5 centimeters, were the armor he had constructed against the world. They were his declaration that life could not be messy, that it could not be crooked, unkempt like the hair of Adem or as widely dispersed as the laughter of Süreyya. Every square was a rule, a boundary, an item on a to do list that kept the chaos of the outside world at bay.

"SIA," Yusuf said, his voice steady, though he felt a phantom tremor in his chest. "Find Süreyya’s contact information."

"Protocol initiated," the system replied, its voice smooth and detached. "Searching for Süreyya S., University Shared Domain. Last known address: Beyoğlu, Istanbul. Occupation: Publishing House Editor. Career trajectory: stable but low growth rate. Emotional status: unknown. Data deficiency."

"Stable," Yusuf muttered. "Of course, stable. Everyone who knew Adem either liquidated themselves like him at some point, or built a steel wall of stability to protect themselves. Süreyya built the wall. I did, too. My wall is an eighty square meter reinforced concrete apartment and these plaid shirts."

He toyed with the idea of writing a letter by hand, imagining it on yellowed paper with a blunt pencil, just like in the novels they had once discussed. But what would the ink convey? How could he explain that his closest friend, a man who had adhered to the rules, had suddenly deleted himself from the system in an existential debugging process? The thought was so inefficient, so absurd, that his rational mind seemed to flicker.

"Warning," SIA interrupted. "The emotional cost of re establishing contact with Süreyya S. will risk your current order by thirty five percent. This risk stems from past romantic speculation and unfulfilled potential. Optimization suggestion: Hire an external, professional detective."

"No, SIA," Yusuf said, his eyes darkening. "This is not a detective’s job. This is the work of a historian. I must know if Adem’s disappearance was a plan or an accident. And Süreyya held the codes to his intentions. She was the coordinate center of meaning between us."

A memory burst into his mind with the intensity of a lightbulb shattering in a dark hall. It was a damp university auditorium, a history of applied arts class that no one took seriously. Adem had been sketching a triangle on the blackboard, an inverted, mocking shape. "This," he had declared, his voice echoing with that familiar, biting irony, "is the fundamental architecture of life. Everything filters down from the top. Art, money, meaning. It all settles at the bottom. We should enjoy the absurdity that collects there."

Süreyya had leaned toward him then, a faint, knowing smile playing on her lips. "But Yusuf, you’re always looking up. You want to build everything toward the sky."

Yusuf remembered his own reply, spoken with the arrogance of youth, back when he had not yet hidden himself in the geometry of his shirts. "Because a structure must stand straight! Otherwise, it collapses!"

Now, looking at the screen, he understood that Adem had finally collapsed the triangle. Adem had followed the settling absurdity all the way to its end, while Yusuf had remained standing at the site of the collapse, clutching his ruler as if it could hold the sky in place. He looked at Süreyya’s number, mentally coding it into two clusters of six digits. Before pressing the call button, he paused. The act was more than a conversation; it was the removal of the first brick from a wall he had spent years perfecting.

"Observation," SIA noted. "Heart rate: ninety eight beats per minute. This is forty five percent above normal resting mode. The body detects danger. A forgotten truth: emotionality creates energy inefficiency."

"I don’t care, SIA," Yusuf whispered. "Let there be inefficiency. Perhaps it is the only honest way to live."

He pressed the screen. After the third ring, a voice he had not heard in years answered cracked, warm, and entirely untouched by the algorithmic coldness of his life.

"Hello? Who is this?"

In the depths of his mind, the seams of his plaid shirt began to unravel. "Süreyya. It’s Yusuf."

"Yusuf? Is that really you? How... what happened?"

After the initial tremor of shock, her voice settled into a cautious, guarded rhythm. Yusuf felt his chest tighten. He had to be precise. An architect does not skirt the issue; he proceeds to the solution by the most direct path.

"Adem is gone, Süreyya."

On the other end of the line, there was a heavy, suffocating silence. It was not merely the absence of sound, but the sound of a thought being suspended.

"Observation," SIA signaled into his ear. "The reaction of the counterparty demonstrates emotional shock and an instantaneous halt in data processing. This may signify that Adem’s disappearance is a result that was expected, yet still shocking for her. Hypothesis: Süreyya may be aware of Adem’s plans."

Süreyya shattered the silence with a brittle, sharp edge to her voice. "What do you mean, gone, Yusuf? He is not a child. Are you serious, or is this another one of Adem’s meaningless, existential escape games?"

"This isn’t a game this time, Süreyya. This is a deletion. He is gone from financial records, has zero presence on social media, and he left only one text file at home. ARC.PROJ.0.0.0. Do you remember what he said when he mocked my first model?"

Süreyya’s voice softened, though a steel like worry remained beneath the surface. "I remember. He said, 'You cannot plan life from scratch, Yusuf; life is random and disorderly.' So, what is in the text file?"

"Just an equation and something about me. Columns, foundations, coordinates intersecting at negative infinity. Classic Adem. He tried to solve himself as a mathematical problem."

Yusuf felt a sudden, sharp sting of shame for offloading his burden onto her. Süreyya had not expended half the energy Yusuf had in trying to understand Adem, yet she had always known him with an intuitive grace that no amount of architectural rigor could replicate. It was a clarity of vision that an architect, bound by the necessity of structural logic, could never hope to possess.

"Yusuf," Süreyya asked, her tone cutting through his internal monologue, "why did you call me? To find him, or to validate his disappearance?"

The question struck like a sledgehammer, splintering the rigid plaid order in Yusuf’s mind. As his own internal system attempted to diagnose the emotional manipulation, flagging his guilt as an inefficiency, Yusuf silenced the voice of SIA. He had to be honest. "Both, Süreyya. I have to find him because Adem was my reference point. The more orderly, consistent, and adhered I was, the more disorderly, inconsistent, and unadhered he would be. He was my definition by being my opposite. If he is gone, against whom will I be Yusuf?"

Süreyya sighed, a sound heavy with the weight of years. "I am going to give you an address, Yusuf. But you might not find him there. It is his old stationery shop."

The mention of the stationery shop froze him. He recalled that dim, quiet space in Beyoğlu from their university years, a sanctuary where every pencil, notebook, and ream of paper was arranged with a sacred, almost meditative order. Yusuf had gone there for the tools of structure rulers and technical drawing pads while Adem had always sought out empty notebooks, vibrantly colored pens, and fragile, handmade papers. Yusuf had sought structure; Adem had sought potential.

"Why a stationery shop?"

"Because Adem used to say that life is a notebook, and he intended to close that notebook with his own hand. Lately, he told me he was working in an old room upstairs, where he could hear the rhythmic clatter of typewriters. It was his time tunnel."

After she provided the address, Yusuf stood in the center of his apartment, feeling entirely misplaced. The walls, the desk, the precise geometry of the coffee machine everything suddenly seemed like false scenery. With Adem’s disappearance, the order he had curated had lost its function.

"Trend assessment," the system chimed in his ear, though the tone sounded unnervingly defeated. "The current situation necessitates irrational action. Proceeding to the stationery shop to examine the meaningless papers Adem left behind is a deviation outside the architect’s line. No optimization is possible in this scenario. Risk: High. Suggestion: Proceed. For this is the only illogical action required by the narrative."

Even his own cold logic module seemed to bow to the gravity of the story. Yusuf grabbed his keys. His plaid shirt felt less like armor and more like a straitjacket. He closed the door of his apartment quietly, for the exit from a minimalist life demanded total silence. Instead of taking his car, he chose the bus a crowded, noisy, and inefficient vessel.

"Bus usage is 67.2 percent inefficient," SIA persisted. "Optimization violation."

"Hush," Yusuf whispered, pressed tightly against the strangers around him. "Let me catch the infection. Perhaps it is the only way to gain immunity against Adem’s virus of disorder."

He watched the city flow by a chaotic, unreadable scramble where every soul moved with a sense of purpose that remained invisible to anyone looking for a master plan. When he arrived in Beyoğlu, the air changed. A damp, heavy scent of old stone, pooled rain, and dissolving plaster struck him, a stark antithesis to the sterile, climate controlled silence of his office. He found the shop tucked away on a narrow, dim side street; the sign, faded and ancient, read "Memory and Paper Supplies."

The bell chimed as he entered, a melody from a forgotten century that disrupted the last remnants of his composure. The shop was a temple of used ideas. Shelves bowed under the weight of dust laden notebooks and parchments, the complete inverse of his own clean, blank stacks of paper. Behind the counter sat a man in his seventies, a person who looked like an old, forgotten bookmark, with a yellowed mustache and eyes that blinked with the slow rhythm of a long sleep.

"Technical drawing supplies, I assume?" the man rasped, his voice as heavy as the dust on the shelves. "You are an architect. Your shirt and your posture tell me so."

Yusuf looked down at his plaid shirt, realizing it was a uniform that betrayed him at every turn. "Yes, architecture. But I am not looking for supplies today. I am looking for a friend. Adem. Adem Fişek."

The stationer peered over his spectacles, his memory churning like a slow, archaic search engine. "Adem. Tall. Absent minded. He laughed often, though even his laughter sounded like a mourning song. He was the man of empty notebooks. He would buy the finest paper, yet he could never bring himself to soil the page. Is that the one?"

"Exactly that," Yusuf confirmed. "They called him the non adherer."

The stationer smiled. "The non adherers love this place. Here, everything has a history, even if their own futures never quite fit on paper. He worked in the room upstairs. We called it the time tunnel. It is where the typewriters reside."

Yusuf climbed the narrow, wooden staircase, every creak of the wood mocking his obsession with structural stability. The upper floor was dim, smelling of mold and the phantom echoes of industry. There sat an old Olympia typewriter, surrounded by a sea of scattered, typed pages. He had expected chaos, but what he found was a controlled, deliberate disarray, like the studio of an artist where every misplaced object served a hidden meaning.

A single sheet of paper lay rolled in the carriage of the typewriter, as if Adem had been interrupted mid thought and simply vanished. Yusuf leaned in, his hands trembling slightly, and read the words:

"I have grown weary of building a perfect order, like the architects of this city. Yusuf, while you counted the bricks, I was counting the void behind those bricks. And the void was always more vast. Just like the letters on this old typewriter, my characters are now faint. Every keystroke is a farewell."

"What should we do?" The question Oğuz Ikbal once posed remained chillingly valid. But the answer was neither in the hollow promises of socialism, the calculated risks of liberalism, nor in the restrictive, geometric precision of Yusuf’s plaid shirts. The answer was to do nothing. It was to cancel. It was to unmake one's own existence as a noisy error in the grand, indifferent design of the universe.

"Yusuf, if you are reading this, I know you are searching this pile of meaningless papers for a key. The key you seek is not there. It will be revealed when the plaid ruler in your hand finally breaks."

Yusuf gasped, the air thin and cold in his lungs. Adem had calculated his every movement, every hesitation, just as an architect calculates the structural points where a building is destined to buckle. As Yusuf searched the room for another scrap of truth, SIA’s voice, for the first time, crackled with something that mimicked panic.

"Conclusion: The text found supports the motifs of individual inquiry and self liquidation. However, beneath the stacks of paper, a thick, handwritten notebook, presumed to belong to Adem and titled 'Address Book: The Lost and The Forgotten,' has been detected. This notebook may contain emotional data sets that I cannot calculate. Action: Take the notebook immediately and withdraw from the area. Data uploading."

Yusuf looked where the system indicated. Beneath a mountain of discarded drafts lay a thick, worn volume with a spine cracked from use and a cover scrawled with frantic ink. This was Adem’s emotional ledger, a roadmap of souls who lived entirely outside the boundaries of Yusuf’s rational, sanitized life. He picked it up; the weight of it in his palm felt like a quiet rebellion. It was a chaotic archive that no architectural training could ever hope to categorize.

As he descended the narrow, creaking staircase, the old stationer looked up from his counter. "Did you find anything, son?"

Yusuf held the notebook against his chest, his knuckles white. "Yes. I believe I have found a new structural error."

After exiting the shop, Yusuf sought refuge in a dilapidated coffeehouse nearby, unwilling to face the blinding, aimless velocity of the street. The cafe, with its peeling wallpaper, nicotine stained tables, and the smell of cheap tea, was the total antithesis of his aesthetic. Yet, this very atmosphere of dissolution offered the only shelter in which to track a ghost.

He

























































































































































































































	Nazmiye Erdoğdu: Studied home economics. Her life is built upon an artificial order. She became one of the unheld precisely because she chose to hold on.
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