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I’m Kayra. I’m someone who reads a lot, thinks a lot, and wants to become a god. When people hear that sentence for the first time, most of them smile. Some think I’m crazy, others think I’m arrogant. But for me, it’s simply a purpose to live for.

I’m the third child of a wealthy family. I grew up surrounded by the walls of money. But my story isn’t measured by wealth it’s measured by the ideas echoing in my mind and the universes I’ve built within myself. The only thing money truly gave me was time, which is also the most valuable thing in this world. And I dedicated that time to thinking, asking countless questions, and understanding.

Like every child, I was extremely curious. I know it sounds like a typical story. Everyone is curious about something some about games, some about traveling, some about music...

My curiosity, however, was for knowledge itself for knowing. The children around me accepted the world as it was. I, on the other hand, kept wondering why the world was the way it was.

Before I even knew how to read or write, I would ask my nanny to read books to me. Most of the tales were childish, perhaps, but within those stories were completely different worlds. One day, in one of those stories, I came across the concept of God.

I asked my nanny what “God” meant. She thought for a long time. “The one who knows everything and sees everything,” she said. I don’t know whether her knowledge was limited to that, or whether she thought I wouldn’t be able to comprehend more but either way, I wasn’t satisfied with her answer.

Still, if you ask me, that was the extent of her knowledge. Because she was one of those who chose to beautify their reflection in the mirror instead of expanding their mind. Yet most people don’t know that what lies beyond the beauty they see in the mirror is hidden within the pages of books.

That’s why I decided to learn how to read and write. I didn’t want to eliminate my need for my nanny. I wanted to remove the boundary that stood between me and knowledge. Imagine two people standing before a painting, each with entirely different vocabularies. They are looking at the same colors, the same brushstrokes. But if you asked them to describe the painting in detail, wouldn’t what they make you feel differ?

One might call every cool shade “blue,” while the other speaks of one among countless tones of blue. Doesn’t every different tone of blue reflect a different state of mind? And isn’t it only those who know those tones who can perceive that?

Speaking of knowing does the word “peace” hold the same value in the mind of someone who has never seen war, never even imagined it, as it does in the mind of someone who has lived through that helplessness?

A word may leave everyone’s lips in the same way; yet it never evokes the same feeling in everyone. That’s why I had to understand the world not merely as much as others could explain it to me, but as much as my own capacity of perception could stretch.

When I went to my father and expressed my desire to learn, he felt proud. In his own way, he was enjoying the rightful pride of raising an intelligent child.

Soon after, he hired a private tutor for me. The man was patient, serious, and somewhat distant. The fact that I grasped what he taught very quickly filled him with both surprise and admiration. It didn’t take long before I learned to read and write. Of course, the fact that I devoted all my time to my education played a huge role in that. No games, no other amusements. All I did was continue learning.

My father never missed a chance to boast about my learning speed. In gatherings with his friends, behind the smoke of his thick cigar, he would proudly say, “My son is smarter than his peers.” I learned to turn that weakness of his to my own advantage. Every time I finished one of my books, I would go to him and tell him. Without asking what I had read or what I had understood from it, he would send me with my nanny to buy new books.

From the outside, he might have looked like a caring father, but our relationship was built on a balance of interests. He found a chance to boast to his friends through me, and I, in return, gained access to new books.

Among the books I bought, there was everything from mythology to history, from astronomy to philosophy. Because I was curious about the boundaries of knowledge. It wasn’t enough for me to be confined to a single genre. I wanted to know everything. I would lock myself in my room all day and eagerly read the new books I had gotten.

The only person who was disturbed by the way I was, was my mother. To her, the fact that I didn’t play games like the other children was a sign of a developmental disorder. I didn’t spend much time with my siblings either. They always treated me as if I were some kind of freak. My silence, my questions, the curiosity in my eyes all of these made them uncomfortable. That was natural, because I was smarter and more knowledgeable than they were.

Moreover, I was the one who best fit my father’s idea of the ideal child. He often praised me in front of the others and carried my achievements like a medal. This made me a threat, a standard of comparison in the eyes of my siblings. Therefore, I knew that jealousy among us was inevitable.

But for me, loving or being loved didn’t matter. Those feelings seemed far too human, far too weak. My goal was to surpass the limits of humanity to go beyond emotions, fears, and habits. Yet my mother couldn’t tolerate this situation for long. When I was only six years old, I met my first child psychologist.

On the first day we went to her, she smiled at me. But that smile wasn’t real; it was a practiced expression she put on just to look friendly. The same rehearsed mimicry, the same artificial warmth she probably gave to everyone who came in.

At that moment, I thought, “Is it wrong to live as you feel? Is a smile not something that comes from within, but rather a muscular motion developed to be used when necessary?”

While such questions were circling in my mind, the psychologist asked me, “Kayra, why don’t you want to play games?” 

“Because crashing toy cars into each other while making ‘vroom’ sounds feels illogical to me. There’s no idea, no discovery in those collisions. Chasing after a ball or saving the world with plastic heroes feels like a waste of time to me,” I said.

The psychologist looked at me with her eyes wide open. After she composed herself, she began asking more questions. Some of them were so meaningless, so childish, that if I hadn’t been afraid of upsetting my mother, I would have stood up and left right then, After a while, she suggested giving me an IQ test. When the result was revealed, it was surprising for them. For me, it was just a number made up of a few digits, but for my father, it became another reason to boast. The moment he heard the news, he grabbed his phone and started calling his friends one by one. With a proud and deep voice, he said, “My son’s IQ is 168!” 

I don’t blame him in fact, I even find him justified. He might have seemed uninterested in me, but he wasn’t trying to change me. He was simply proud of what I did and liked to boast about my achievements. What’s wrong with that?

The only thing that puzzled me was that he never said which son he was talking about. The words that always came out of his mouth were “My son.”

Yet I was only one of the four sons he had. Either his friends had already accepted my genius, or for my father, what mattered was not which child it was but who the child’s father was.

I could understand why my father didn’t show his love for me. Every person walks their own path, carries their own dream. Perhaps the problem lies in how long it takes to accept that. Unlike my father, who left me to myself, my mother kept thinking that something was wrong with me and constantly tried to correct and shape me.

As if she had no life of her own to live, she clung to mine. Despite all the things she could have done, all the possibilities she could have reached, the only reasonable explanation for her giving it all up seemed to be “love.”

But isn’t too much love harmful as well? An overdose of medicine kills. Excessive excitement, excessive anxiety, excessive stressaren’t they all harmful? Why should love be an exception? Maybe what we call passion, addiction, ambition are simply the names of love’s children.

Isn’t greed for money born out of loving moneyor what can be achieved through ittoo much? And what about the desire for power? Doesn’t it come from loving power itself, or loving what one can obtain through that power, excessively? And an obsessive lover? Isn’t their motivation also born from excessive love?

Then let’s take a look at our understanding of true love. Is true love accepting the person before you as they are, or demanding that they change until they reach their full potential? If you have an answer to that, then let’s ask these as well.

Why would you love someone whose flaws you cannot tolerate? Or why would you want to change the thing you love into something different from the way you loved it? Yes, I’m aware of what I’m saying. This “thing” could be a person, or something living or non-living.

Isn’t trying to domesticate the other a sign of superiority? Isn’t it saying, “You are living the wrong way; this is the right one”?

Think of it this way. You wouldn’t change a dish you truly love, would you? Its warmth, its spice, its texturein short, everything is just as it should be. But after a while, your palate changes, your expectations change, you change. The same dish no longer gives you the same taste it once did. 

You add different kinds of spices or vegetables, trying to find a new flavor that suits your taste. In the end, when you create that new flavor, is that dish still the same one you first loved? More importantly, was the reason you changed it because the original version was bad?

Maybe love is a feeling that arises when expectations are metor when there is the potential for them to be met. When I think about these questions, my mind becomes clouded. Maybe it sounds ungrateful, but I’m only trying to understand.

My relationship with my mother was just like that. By not doing the things other children did, I wasn’t meeting her expectations. But is that really a mistake that needs to be corrected? If I’m not hurting anyoneif I simply think and act differentlywhy should that be wrong?

In short, both of my parents could have defined me with the Word “abnormal.” One with pride, the other with sorrow. I continued my visits to the psychologist with my mother. Because only then did she feel at ease and leave me alone, at least for a few days. When I came home after the sessions, my fragrant books were waiting for me. They were my fields for growing questions and ideas.

One day, I heard my father say to my mother, “That’s enough! Stop taking the child everywhere. He’s not crazy, he’s just very intelligent. Just like his father.” And then came that expectation tied to potential. “I can already imagine ten years from now. With that intelligence of his, I’ll be able to take the company to a much higher level.”

It wasn’t absurd for him to dream that way at the time. Thanks to the books I’d read about social philosophy, manipulation techniques, and marketing strategies, I had given him a marketing idea. Through a mix of coincidence and my strategy, the product he launched quickly spread to a wide audience.

I might not have spoken to people outside, but I talked every day with the people inside books. Those who wrote them were human too, after all. Each of them had observed others on my behalf, learned the intricacies of the world, and put them onto pages. What was wrong with using existing knowledge? Sociology, psychology, economics, biology, physics...

In the laboratory of my mind, I combined every kind of knowledge as if constructing myself. A piece of knowledge didn’t need to shout for it to reach me. Sometimes even a silent sentence could illuminate many rooms in my mind.

But I must admit, over time, most of the disciplines filling my mind began to bore me. There was knowledge, yes, but after a point, there was no soul. History, however, was something entirely different. In the past of humanity, there was a search for order, meaning, and power. Maybe that’s why I gravitated most toward history. Because there were hidden the traces of those who had sought to reach the peak, and even those who tried to become gods.

Pharaohs, kings, priests, those who made themselves divine, those who claimed to be the earthly manifestation of God. When I read about them, I would simply laugh. How could one human make other humans accept him as a god?

To deify someone whose flaws you knew was, at the very least, absurd.

My father often called me to sit with him when he was talking with his friends. I would sit at their table and listen to their conversations. And most of the time, I couldn’t resist stepping in to correct what they misunderstood. I quoted famous economists, talked about the workings of Money markets. I was only seven years old, yet my speech carried the seriousness of an adult.

Over time, I stopped being a child in their eyes. As they passed by, they would whisper, “He’s like a grown-up in a small body.” Don’t think I only read books. I liked playing games too. But not the aimless, time-wasting games everyone else played. I was interested in games that sharpened my mind and challenged my thinking. At the top of that list, as you might guess, was chess.

Chess wasn’t just pieces making standardized moves for me. It was shaping the opponent’s future, silently weaving his fate. While he believed he was making moves with his free will, every step he took progressed according to my plan. Like a spider weaving its web and patiently waiting for its prey.

And when that final move came, the helplessness that appeared in the opponent’s eyes. That moment when they accepted defeat and left the table That scene gave me an incredible sense of pleasure.

Every year, my father and the people around him organized a chess tournament among themselves. In that tournament, I defeated every opponent with overwhelming superiority. Jealous looks, faces slowly twisting into hatred. Yet I had never belittled anyone’s terrible gameplay.

I had never thrown anyone’s amateur mistakes in their face. But that’s how the world is. Every success you achieve gives birth to its own enemies. Because they explain success not through talent, discipline, and effort, but through the right family, the right conditions, and the right coincidences.

“If I had free time, I’d improve myself too.” “If I had been given the same opportunities he had, things would’ve turned out very differently.”

People who think like that never appreciate any success; they see it as a reminder of an
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