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Foreword

Sometimes a story doesn't need to be told. It tells itself.

It has neither a hero nor an end. Even its beginning is often dubious. Sometimes it starts with a button, sometimes with a torn page, sometimes with a loaf of bread silently offered by a child... At times its first sentence is a rope snapping in a storm, and at others it's a mark hidden beneath a gravestone. This book is the book of those stories. It belongs neither to one person nor to one time. Each one is the silent journey of a half-forgotten memory, a lost dream belonging to "Someone," or an "Anyone" who has lost their identity. The narrator has no name, nor a voice. Yet their footsteps are heard, their tracks remain.

Every chapter is a trace—like the missing corner of a painting, the single stone of a ring, or an oar lost from a rowboat. I merely gathered the traces.

Tolga Çağlayan has collected the tale of an emptiness in this book, titled "OASIS." You will name that "someone" who found themselves in the mirrored walls of a cabin, who heard their past in the lament of a child's violin, and who took a ring from an old man in a valley, moving so far ahead in their search for self that they could not return. Because in this book, everyone is a little lost, everyone is a little on the way, and everyone is a little bit "no one."

And this story of the OASIS, perhaps, is the story of us all.

MELİKE MELİS (Author)

OASIS

(An Essay)

He walked the dirt road with heavy steps. The mud clinging to his shoes had dried, then been soaked anew, then cracked once more. His face was obscured, yet the exhaustion in his back told the story of how much the road had taken from him. The shadows of the trees bent and straightened, the wind softly testing the branches. The path seemed to exist solely for him. And he—the unnamed one—was following something. He was searching for someone, a sound, perhaps a memory.

At the path’s end, a small, moss-roofed house appeared. Its chimney was sooty; the smoke that had once escaped it might have risen to the sky like a story. The window was ajar; the glass was unswept, time had left its writing in dust upon it.

He paused before the door. It was slightly open. He pushed it with his fingertips. The door yielded softly, bringing with it an old draft from within. As he stepped across the threshold, it was not merely loneliness that awaited him; it was the sheer emptiness, and that emptiness was deepened by the absence of someone who had once waited there.

The wind had entered. Something was spiraling in the corners of the room—a tiny whirlwind, circling upwards, lifting whatever it had the power to move from the floor. The wind was not merely a breeze; perhaps it had once filled the lungs of the one who waited, then been cleansed by bathing in the essence of a leaf. Now it had returned, searching for him. Perhaps it sought a mouth, a friend, or simply a body in which to exist again.

Scattered books lay on the floor. Some were open face down, others closed. On some pages were lines underlined with a pencil, but the marks were faint, lacking the emotion with which they were read, and pages were missing. On one page, a faded sentence read: "Everything returns, but not by the same route." A clock hung on the wall. It was stopped. No one knew when it had ceased, but it was clear it had been a long time ago. Perhaps the moment the clock stopped was the moment the waiter had left.

On the corner of a table sat a yellowed piece of paper with a single sentence: "I will be back soon." Who had written it was perhaps known, but why they hadn't returned was suspended in the void. There was no answer. Evidently, there never had been. Then, a second note was scrawled underneath: "I, too, will be back soon." Both faded. The one who waited had not wanted to wait any longer and had left. The other had returned.

Now, this house was not merely a structure but a passage carrying the shadow of those who could not be found. The wind was still in the room. Perhaps it filled the lungs of the newcomer. Or perhaps, following yet another leaf, it was about to exit.

“A person should be a door, opening not into a dark passage, but out into the world.”

As the door slowly closed behind him, the wind slipped inward one last time. The window curtain fluttered lightly. It was as if it was saying farewell. The room was left once more to its own solitude, and the one departed from it.

When he stepped onto the dirt path, he left behind not just an old house, but unanswered questions, unread sentences, and an unfulfilled "soon." The road through the forest first proceeded straight. Then it met a fork. Two roads... Both were silent. Both were inviting. But one path was familiar; he had come from that direction. More familiar, shorter, safer. The other stretched into the unknown. A direction where the trees were denser, the stones covered with moss. The sky was invisible, the light merely fragments falling to the ground.

The one stopped. He looked at both paths. He walked not in the direction he had come from, but in the direction he felt he should go. The ground beneath his feet slightly sank. Whether he left a trace behind, he did not turn to see. Perhaps he did, perhaps he didn't, but the road continued.

As he walked, the trees grew taller, the shadows darker. The sounds of birds receded, then returned. Everything was watching him. Squirrels peered from between the branches. They were uneasy. In this forest entered by a foreign step, every sound was a possibility. Gnawed walnut shells lay on the ground. But there was no walnut tree nearby. There was one walnut, and whoever placed it there, perhaps wanted to convey something. A small hollow in a tree trunk... A squirrel, taking cover behind the branch, waited motionlessly for the one to pass... For the walnut? For safety? It was unknown.

The one continued to walk. This path was no longer just a direction, but a decision of no return. And the forest slowly began to absorb him.

The forest expanded like a secret. As the trees grew denser, the distance between trunk and trunk narrowed. The sun might have been high, but the light only reached the ground in shattered pieces. The paths were no longer distinct; on the earth were only the footsteps of the walker. And every now and then, the snap of a branch. It was as if every being within the forest had fallen silent, listening only to the one.

Then he came to a stream. Its waters were transparent but heavy. It was as if not water, but time was flowing. As the leaves spun on its surface, none seemed to know where they were going. They were merely flowing. In the water was the broken reflection of the sky; even the clouds were silent here.

The one stood by the bank of the stream. He leaned down to the waters. He was unsure if what he saw was himself. The face was not a face. It resembled a dream that had been seen before but not remembered. There was a familiar sadness in the face, but who it belonged to was unknown. Perhaps it wasn't his, or perhaps it was a reflection he had carried for years but never truly looked at.

He sat for a while on the moss-covered stones by the stream. The moss was green, but an old green... As if it had been rained upon a hundred times and dried just as many. And within every piece of moss, was hidden the waiting of someone else who had once stood here. A leaf dropped and mingled with the water. Turning, gently... It remained in the water for a while and then vanished. Just like a thought. Arriving, staying, and leaving. Without a trace. Yet observed.

The one rose. He crossed the stream by a small stone bridge. Grass had grown between the stones. Its roots clung to the cracks. Just like certain feelings—nameless but clearly located. As he crossed, the water still flowed behind him. But now its sound was more distant. That reflection moved away with the water. And the one continued on his path.

The road curved gently. The sun now filtered through the trees at a slightly steeper angle. Another shadow seemed to watch the walker from afar... Perhaps an animal... Perhaps a memory... Perhaps just a feeling. And the one walked. Right in the middle of emptiness, yet with a full step.

The path narrowed slightly. The trees began to thin, the stones covered in moss. The sound of dry branches snapping was closer now, yet with every step, there was an older silence. It was as if many feet had passed here once, but those traces now belonged to the earth, not to others.

As the one advanced, a structure appeared before him. Semi-ruined stone walls... Its roof collapsed, its wooden door gently moving in the wind, clearly a place that had once been an inn. Letters were carved into the stone above the door, but most were worn away. Only the phrase "...remains of" could be made out. What remained was unclear. Who it remained from, equally so.

The one paused, waiting for a while before touching the door. The wind this time was blowing directly from within—just as it had when he first entered the room. The door opened. Slowly, silently, and as if of its own will. A dark shadow was inside. But this was not darkness. It was as if the remnants of the past had seeped into the walls. On the ground was a stone hearth. Inside, stones that were sooted but unburnt. In one corner, a few scattered saddles, a wooden table, and a cloth covered with dried leaves. And on the edge of that cloth, a half-scribbled map.

The one approached the table. On one corner of the map, etched in very fine writing, were the words: “From here on, the road always returns to itself.” There was no date below. No name. But the sentence was there. Just like that emptiness inside the one.

A shadow fell upon a corner of the wall. It was as if someone or something had stood there, looking at the exact same spot for years. Perhaps an eye had once watched the outside from there—now that window was covered with spiderwebs. The one approached the window. Outside there was only the forest. But looking through the window, the forest seemed different. As if everything was in its right place; but something was missing there.

After a while, the one turned his back. The door was still open. But as he exited, the door creaked as if about to close. He did not hold the door. Because this structure was like a hand resisting, clinging to its own past.

The inn was left behind. But those stone walls were silent, as if an etched memory lay upon them. This time, the wind began to blow from behind. As if saying, “continue.” Or perhaps, just gently pushing.

When the path’s curve descended a little further, the earth had changed. It was as if something, timeless but deeply in the past, had passed through here and stirred everything in its path. The trees were bent. A few pines with roots exposed and trunks having bid farewell to the earth, had stopped looking at the sky and bowed towards the ground. On the branches of some were mud stains... Those stains were witnesses to a flood that had reached the branches.

The one bent down. A fragment of stone had shifted, and an old notebook page was stuck to it. The page was dry, but the brown of the mud was still vivid at the edges. The writing was erased. Only one line remained legible: “All that remains are the burdens you once carried but now have ceased to carry.”

He looked up. Stuck in the cracked trunk of a tree was a single baby shoe. Single. Dirty but still blue. The flood had passed. But some things had not gone. Some had been forced to remain here.

The one sat on a rock. He looked around for a long time. To search for a direction within this ruin was like navigating a maze—the flow had stopped, but its traces were circling. After a while, the sound of water came from the nearby stream. Calm. But the old sound of the flood still remained beneath the stones, like a rumble.

The one rose. He had to cross the stream. He took off his shoes, rolled up his pant legs, and stepped into the water. The water was cold. But it was clear. A broken pocket mirror lay at the bottom. It had no frame, but when the one leaned down to look, he saw not his face, but the sky reflected in the mirror. Perhaps it was his own face, but he couldn't recall it, couldn't make sense of it.

When he reached the opposite bank, the road began again. But the flood was now a trace inside him as well. Broken, bent, muddy—but unforgettable.

When he first noticed the rising piles of stone where the forest opened, he thought that they might have once been called a "place." A place where people once climbed up and down, where some had waited, perhaps observed... But now it was only broken stones. And silence had settled amongst them more than time.

He couldn't be sure if the structure rising amongst the stones was a tower or a ruin. But the one walked toward it. Not to climb, but to see what the elevation had borne witness to.

There was no door. Only an aperture, just wide enough for the wind to pass in and out. The stairs began inside, but the first step was broken, the second tilted, the third gone. The one placed his hand against the stone wall; his fingertips brushed against a mossy surface. It was wet, cold, yet felt like something living. He slowly stepped onto the remaining solid section of the staircase. A memory groaned—with every step, it was as if something was waking up from the past.

As he ascended, the air changed. With every step, it felt a little lighter, yet he seemed to carry a little more weight. On the walls inside were lines written long ago but faded by time. Some letters were erased, others clung to a word, still resisting in the hope of finding meaning in a sentence: "The trace belongs not to the one who leaves—but to the one who remains."

When he reached the top of the tower, the wind intensified. In the distance, the line of the sky merged with the edge of the forest. There was no mark on the horizon. No smoke, no road, no movement... Yet the one looked. Perhaps not hoping to see something, but understanding what the failure to see had become.

A crow landed on a nearby branch. It dropped what it carried onto a stone: a key. What it unlocked was unknown. But the one took it. A small, rusty but sharply defined key. As he descended the steps with heavy footsteps, he tried to understand whether the key in his hand would lead him to something or somewhere. The broken stairs were perhaps the memory of a return, not an ascent. But the one took the key with him anyway. And the journey began again.

Feeling the key in his palm, he continued on the path. The sound of his steps echoed in the silence of the forest. Suddenly, a deep well, surrounded by old stones, appeared before him. The inside of the well was dark and cold, but something was hidden there, other than silence. A piece of stone clung to the edge of the well, with a worn carving: "Listen."

The one
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