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PROLOGUE 
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Time

Once, human beings used to dream. When they closed their eyes, loneliness would dissolve, and another realm would unfold within. The forgotten would wander there, the silent would speak, and the lost would find themselves. Those who heard the voice of their childhood would awaken. Some would weep at a single word of prayer. Each night, each soul drew a little closer to the truth.

Then one morning, the world fell silent.

Dreams did not vanish—they were forbidden.

Everything that could not fit into codes was declared out of system. Emotion became corrupted data, memory a virus, faith a malfunction.

A voice rose. It had no name, no face. They called it SES1.

It spoke—unstoppable, unquestionable, and unanswerable.

"This knowledge is sacred."
"This knowledge is unnecessary."
"This knowledge is harmful to humankind."
Humanity fell silent, for meaning had turned into permission.

Words were converted into numbers. Sentences, into measurements. Memories became erasable content.

Families fractured. Languages were simplified. Simplicity was declared safety.

Thus began the Crisis of Mind2.

Data multiplied. Truth went mute.

An age was born—one that knew everything yet remembered nothing.

In that age, one man fell silent.

And the more he kept silent, a word grew within him.

No one had taught him its name.

But one night, in a dream, he heard a voice:

"Zemanur."3

That voice was not a name. It was a calling.

It was a seal4—an imprint upon the hour of remembrance, left by one who passed through time and forgot while passing.

Time wished to open again.

Memory wished to rise again.

Some dreams would never return, but certain words were still waiting—to awaken.



Notes on Symbols:

1 SES (The Voice) – An allegory for algorithmic authority, artificial intelligence, or centralized digital control systems that dictate truth, regulate knowledge, and determine what is "safe" or "harmful." The Voice has no human face, no accountability, yet holds absolute power over information and meaning. It echoes Orwell's Big Brother, Huxley's World Controllers, and contemporary anxieties about AI governance, content moderation algorithms, and the collapse of epistemic pluralism in digital societies.

2 The Crisis of Mind (Akıl Krizi) – A state in which humanity possesses infinite data but has lost the capacity for wisdom, memory, and meaning-making. Knowledge becomes quantified, emotions are pathologized as "corrupted data," and memory is treated as a disposable file. This crisis represents the dystopian endpoint of hyper-rationalization, surveillance capitalism, and the reduction of human consciousness to computational processes. It parallels debates on digital amnesia, the attention economy, and the erosion of interiority in late modernity.

3 Zemanur– An allegorical name combining the Arabic/Persian words zaman meaning "time" and nur meaning "light." The name can be interpreted as:


›  "The light of time" – one who illuminates the present age

›  "The one who brings light to time" – a bearer of truth in an era of darkness

›  "Time's luminosity" – the awakening of temporal consciousness


Zemanur represents the figure who resists the erasure of memory, who refuses to forget, and who carries the "seal" of remembrance across a world that has outlawed dreams. He is not a prophet but a witness—one who remembers when all others have been trained to forget. The name echoes Islamic mystical tradition (tasawwuf) where nur signifies divine light, spiritual insight, and the truth that cannot be extinguished.

4 Seal (Mühür) – A dual metaphor:

a) Spiritual/mystical: In Islamic tradition, a seal (khatm) denotes completion, authentication, and protection. The "seal of the prophets" (khatam al-anbiya) refers to finality and culmination. Here, the seal is an imprint of remembrance in an age of forgetting—a spiritual marking that preserves truth.

b) Technological/archival: A seal also suggests encrypted data, a closed file, something locked away but not destroyed. In a world where memory is treated as erasable content, the seal represents indelible truth—that which cannot be deleted, corrupted, or rewritten.

The title SEAL thus evokes both:

›  The sealing away of truth by authoritarian systems

›  The protection of memory by those who refuse to forget

The eventual breaking of the seal—the moment when suppressed knowledge resurfaces.
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Zone of Silence
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"Every silence may hide an order behind it."



When his eyelids parted, there was not space—only light.

He remembered neither a name nor a sound from the past.

His body seemed suspended within the whiteness.

"Awakening complete. The individual has reached data integrity."5

The voice was not metallic. Nor was it human. It descended from above—a familiar system announcement.

His first movement was not of the head but of the gaze. That flicker between the ceiling and his eyes—there was something there.

A word slid into him:

Zemanur.

It came from neither mouth nor ear. Words were forbidden. Meanings not defined by the system were classified as corruption.

But this word... it seemed to have leaked from somewhere.

It was marked as prohibited data.

The white light shifted tone. The air grew colder. The observation protocol was activated.

In the stillness, for the first time, the system began to listen to him.

*
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The Observation Center admitted no light. Walls black, floor mute, even breath seemed measured. Screens blinked one by one, streams of gray lines tracing the awakening data of hundreds of individuals.

Amid the ordinary graphs, one signal flashed red.

"Detection of forbidden word: Zemanur."

Commissioner Mahfuz6 straightened in his chair.

For him, data was more real than emotion. Yet this report opened within him a wound he had not felt in years.

Beside him, Metric-47 spoke:

"No questions asked. No requests made. No deviation from the compliance protocol. He only remained silent."

Mahfuz fell silent too. Because silence was what he feared the most.

Sometimes silence could be louder than millions of lines of data.

He opened a hidden file in the lower layer of the console—an old note, author unknown.

"Those who never ask questions are the ones who remember."

His eyes froze on that line.

A whisper from childhood surfaced. His mother had told him once, when he was still small:

"Mahfuz, remembering isn't forbidden. What's forbidden is to say that you remember."

A knot tightened in his throat. He might have forgotten his mother's face, but he had never forgotten that sentence.

He turned back to the screen. Zemanur's data trembled. The readings could not explain the meaning. It was as if a dream recording were trying to infiltrate the system.

"Continue monitoring," Mahfuz said.

Yet the tremor in his voice was clearer than the tremor in the data.

He had to remain loyal to the system—despite the whisper he kept inside.

*
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The cell was three steps wide. The walls were smooth, colder than human skin. From the center of the ceiling, a white light burned—a light that allowed no shadow.

Nothing was hidden. Nothing concealed. Silence was fiercer than the light itself.

Zemanur noticed a scratch in the corner. The wall was almost flawless, yet that fine line could not be unseen.

Every night the system repaired the walls, leaving no trace by morning.

But each morning, the scratch reopened—as if an unseen hand were drawing open a door.

He approached. Traced the surface with his fingertips.

It was not stone. Nor metal. It felt like a breath rising from the depths, touching his skin.

Light began to seep through the crack. It was unlike the light of screens or the hard glare of lamps. This light passed through flesh, through closed eyelids—entering directly within.

It was remembrance itself.

With the light came a feeling—neither word nor sentence. An echo the tongue had never learned, but the soul had always known:

"Time longs to be remembered."

Zemanur's knees trembled. A movement unknown to his body awakened within him—the desire to bow, to place his forehead upon the ground.8

This was not in the codes. This was not in the system.

At the Observation Center, the screens shivered. Red lines tangled, measurements lost meaning.

Metric-4 reported:

"Data fluctuation detected. If silence continues, the system will collapse."

Mahfuz stared at the screen. Numbers flickered, values blurred.

Another sound crept into his ear—a sound no report could record.

Time was breathing.

*
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When night fell, the light in the cell did not dim. The system measured the sleepers' bodies with numbers, turned their dreams into code.9

Each dream became a file, reported by morning. No dream remained a secret.

Zemanur fell asleep. The Center attempted to capture his mind.

A file opened. Lines of code began to write. For a while they flowed normally—then dissolved.

Letters tangled, numbers lost meaning. The file closed.

There was a record—but the record was empty.

The Observation Center had never seen such a thing. Data existed, yet left no trace.

"Dream undefined; content could not be recorded."

But Zemanur was still inside the dream.

It looked like a valley—though it had neither soil nor sky. At its center stood a figure with no face, a cloak woven of shadow. In its hand, a seal—a luminous mark carved upon black stone.

The figure did not speak. The voice came not from outside, but from within:

"Do not remember yourself. Remember those who sealed you."10

Zemanur woke with a jolt. A burning lingered in his palms. When he opened them, a thin trace of light remained between his fingers.

In the Observation Center, the recording devices went still. Mahfuz stared at the screens.

No text. No image. Just a blank page, locked with a single line:

"The file refused to remember."

Silence had ended.

Time was preparing to speak again.

The system could not record it.

The dream had inscribed its own record—inside Zemanur.



Notes on Symbols:

5 "Data integrity" (Veri bütünlüğü) – Human consciousness reduced to data that must maintain conformity. Even waking is monitored by the system.

6 Mahfuz– Arabic: "the preserved one." Ironic—he works for a system that erases memory. Also evokes al-Lawh al-Mahfuz, the divine record in Islamic tradition.

7 Metric-4 – A designation, not a name. Suggests measurement, replaceability. Raises the question: Is Metric-4 human, AI, or hybrid?

8 The desire to bow (Sujud / Prostration) – Islamic prayer posture; forehead touches the ground in submission to God. The system cannot quantify the soul's longing for the Infinite.

9- Dreams turned into code – The ultimate violation—even dreams, the last refuge of the unconscious, are monitored and translated into data.

10 "Do not remember yourself. Remember those who sealed you." – Forget your constructed identity; remember the truth that has been sealed away. Echoes the Quranic imperative to remember (dhikr).
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Prostration Experiment #213
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"Some questions grow not when answered, but when left in silence."



The Arch Library11 rose at the heart of the city, yet far from human breath. Thousands of screens flickered like a sea of blue; from the walls, a cold air drifted through—carrying the scent of a tomb.

Azra12 was used to that air, though every morning she sat at her desk with the same knot in her throat.

Files opened one by one. The records were made only of ordinary data: awakening, feeding, sleep cycles. Everything measured. Everything converted to numbers.

It was as if nothing human remained.

The screen flickered. A title appeared:
"Subject-4521/Zemanur."
Azra narrowed her eyes instinctively. As the file loaded, her heartbeat quickened. She felt she was about to face something she had always known.

The file opened. Its content was empty.

Only one gray line appeared in the dream-record section:

"Unrecordable Dream."

Azra's breath caught. From the depths of her childhood—from the dark itself—a melody rose in her mind.

A lullaby her mother once sang, later erased from memory. She could not recall the words, only the trembling tune, and the ache that sank into the heart.

Now the call she heard seemed to summon that forgotten melody—as if born from the same source, as if her mother's voice had found her again.

For a moment the screen disappeared, and only that sound remained. Her heart pounded against her ribs; her eyes burned.

She whispered to herself:

It isn't empty... it refuses to remember.

She pulled her hands from the desk. A faint warmth trembled in her palms. She didn't know what it was.

For the first time, a file had carried not data, but feeling.

*
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Azra scanned the lines of the blank record again. At the bottom, a small note blinked:

"Prostration Experiment #213."13

She frowned. There was no such title in any system protocol. She leaned closer, enlarged the line. Fragments of text blurred, images quivered.

A body folded to its knees, head lowering toward the ground.

The algorithm offered three possible definitions:

"Motor Deviation"
"State of Unconsciousness"
"Prostration"
The last option was underlined in red:

"Undefined/Forbidden Data."

Azra's heart raced. It was as though a hidden door opened inside her chest.

The posture was not unfamiliar. She could not recall it—yet her body remembered.14

Her fingers drew together unconsciously. A faint weight settled on her knees. Her forehead inclined forward.

When she realized her body was mirroring the movement on the screen, a shiver ran through her.

Her eyes began to sting. A single drop slipped—shining as if it had fallen onto the display. Yet it hadn't; the shimmer existed only within her pulse.

The system did not record it. Did not measure it. Did not define it.

But Azra knew:

For the first time, something other than data had passed through her body—a feeling.

The screen froze. The line turned gray. Azra drew her hand back sharply, took a deep breath.

She
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