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O you who are invited... | Once you step through this gate, your entire body will undergo a deep trial. | If you wish, you may turn back now. | But if you choose to enter, you will no longer be an ordinary traveller—you will become a being who carries the weight of knowledge.

“Welcome to the Library of Atlantis.”

“Our towers are lined with crystals, coated in a layer of orichalcum. We did not settle for fragments of sunlight... we used our most precious resource, the metal drawn from our lands: Orichalcum. | Orichalcum is composed of 75–80% copper and 15–20% zinc. Its appearance resembles white crystal; it does not rust and is easily shaped. | The knowledge of this unique metal was hidden from other civilizations—until a certain time.”

“If wisdom is not guarded, power destroys its own bearer.”

"You are now inside a QUARTZ mine beneath the ocean. Between lava chambers, at a point your technology cannot explain. | This is a hollow dome formed where massive quartz veins fused together under immense pressure. It can only be entered through a resonance gate that opens when the frequency of consciousness aligns during dreaming. It is a specially protected region. For a mind untouched by inner preparation, reaching this place is impossible."

About the Author


“You might think that modern people are obsessed with light,” the woman said, her voice calm yet profound.
Her brown, straight hair fell over her shoulders. She was slender. A narrow chin gave her slightly angular face a deep expression. A touch of makeup softened her look, and the fine lines on her face made her appear striking. It was hard to guess her exact age, but she was clearly in her early forties. She wore a beige silk blouse and matching beige trousers. Her jacket hung over the back of her chair.
Her voice was not loud, but it carried weight.
She taught philosophy at the University of Sydney.
The classroom held thirty students. The desks were arranged in the traditional university style. On each row stood half-empty paper coffee cups, phones left to the side, and laptops quietly glowing. Some students doodled absent-minded shapes, others tapped their fingers lightly on the desks. 

Every so often, the squeak of a chair or the clearing of a throat broke the still air of the room.

A few students had placed their iPads or small recorders on the corners of their desks, the red recording lights blinking faintly now and then.
Beyond the wide windows, the sky had settled into a monotonous grey. Rain traced thin lines down the glass, sometimes swept sideways by the wind. From the wet branches of the trees lining the campus, droplets fell, spreading into widening circles on the stone pavement below. In the distance, behind a hazy mist, the city’s silhouette blurred; carried by the wind, a faint salt scent from the ocean drifted all the way into the classroom.
Leila longed to kindle an invisible light in her students’ minds — a spark that would fall into their darkest corners, and once lit, would never go out.
They were all young; some just eighteen, others in their early twenties.
“Philosophy... It’s not a popular subject,” she said.
“But once someone truly loves it, they can hardly ever let it go. Because philosophy, once it awakens a person, never allows them to fall back asleep.”
And then, in a stronger voice, she continued.
“Human history is filled with the stories of those who paid the price for awakening.
In ancient Athens, Socrates was accused of ‘corrupting morality’ because he opened the minds of the youth. Even as he drank the hemlock, he declared that the search for truth was more precious than life itself:
‘The unexamined life is not worth living.’ And from that day on, questioning became the name of both freedom and danger.”
“In the 4th century, in Alexandria, Hypatia taught the movements of the heavens and the secrets of numbers. As a woman, she embodied the radiant face of science and reason. Her thoughts and her wisdom disturbed the dark order ruled by superstition; she was killed by a mob. Her death reminds us that sometimes the price of knowledge is life itself,” she said, continuing her lecture.

“In medieval Andalusia, Ibn Rushd argued that reason and revelation did not contradict one another but instead completed each other. His books were burned; he was sent into exile. Yet he built a bridge, declaring that whoever failed to use their mind left their faith incomplete.”

“In the 16th century, Giordano Bruno proclaimed that the universe was infinite, that the stars were, like the sun, hosts to other worlds. This idea displaced humanity from the centre of existence and cried out that God’s creation was boundless. The price he paid was to be burned alive in Rome.”

“When Galileo proved that the Earth revolved around the sun, the Inquisition silenced him. Yet as he left the courtroom, he whispered:
‘E pur si muove.’
‘And yet it moves.’ This phrase became the symbol that truth cannot be bent or broken by oppression.”
“In the Age of Enlightenment, thinkers like Voltaire, Rousseau, and Kant gave words to the concepts of freedom, equality, and human dignity. From the French Revolution to modern human rights, a chain was woven out of their ideas. When Nietzsche declared ‘God is dead,’ his purpose was not to attack God, but to remind humanity that it must take responsibility for itself.”

“Simone de Beauvoir, with her words ‘One is not born, but rather becomes, a woman,’ forced society to question the chains of gender roles.”

“All these people rejected the comfortable darkness of their age and chose the unsettling brightness of light. Thanks to them, today we can speak our thoughts freely and use our minds to distinguish truth from falsehood. Philosophy may not have changed the world directly, but it changed those who changed the world.”

Leila paused for a moment and let her gaze travel across the classroom.

“In the last century, however, philosophy was quietly pushed into the background. When people realized that thinking was a laborious task... they left that labour to others. Thus, societies that do not question were born. And such societies cannot stand; they fall, and they grow accustomed to living on their knees. Then a handful of the ignorant can easily take control of an entire people.”

She tapped the desk lightly and went on:
“Even today, figures like Noam Chomsky, Martha Nussbaum, and Judith Butler remind us that justice, equality, and freedom must not remain confined to books. But how many truly listen to them? The majority prefer consumption over reflection, acceptance over questioning. For when slavery is wrapped in comfort... it often seems more appealing than freedom.”
Her voice grew harsher:
“And the self... the human self-craves an unexamined life, mistakes without accountability, an escape from responsibility. Then the ego sits beside it and whispers, ‘You are already right.’”
“They both hide in the darkest corners of consciousness, growing silently, unnoticed. If you do not recognize them, if you do not question them... one day, they will rule your life. And by then, chains will no longer be necessary; because you will already have become the guard of your own mind.”

The woman walked to the front of the lectern, her steps firm with determination. She moved closer to the class, shoulders leaning slightly forward. She raised her voice, fixing her sharp gaze on each student in turn.

“We want everything around us to shine,” she said. “We turn nights into days in our cities. Bridges, empty buildings, streets... and yet the place we call thought remains in darkness.”

“Carl Gustav Jung...” she said.
“You know, Carl was a psychologist. But he was one of the rare figures who could grasp not only the mind, but also the deep layers of the human soul. What he called the ‘Shadow’... is that part of ourselves we avoid confronting, even deny exists.”
Her eyes moved slowly across the room, not avoiding a single gaze.
“The Shadow self is not only our darker sides, as we tend to think... It is also our unrealized talents, our forgotten innocence, the words we never dared to speak.
In Sufism, too, there is the notion of the ‘shadow,’ but they approach it differently. For them, the shadow is the reflection of Truth on earth. It points to the light, but it is not the light itself. To understand the shadow, then, is the first step toward understanding where the light comes from.”
In Christian mysticism, too, there is a similar thought. Saint Augustine taught that salvation does not come from ignoring the ‘dark desires’ within us, but from opening them to the light of God. Darkness is not the absence of light, but its calling.

“In Buddhism, we encounter the figure of Mara. Mara represents the illusions, desires, and fears that confronted Siddhartha on his path to enlightenment. Without facing that shadow, one cannot become the Buddha. So even there, the shadow is a threshold that must be crossed for consciousness to mature.”

She fell silent for a moment. The stillness in the classroom deepened.

“As you can see, no matter which tradition we look at, the shadow is always present. Because a human being cannot approach the light without first seeing their own shadow.”

She raised her hand slightly and pointed to the rain beating against the window.
“Look, outside it’s raining. You only see the drops. But the clouds, the vapor, the sea... how they transform into one another, you cannot see.”
“The shadow is the same. To glimpse its source, you must look deeper.”
The classroom was silent. In each mind, the shape of their own shadow wandered.
“What do you think a shadow is? Or darkness?” she asked, breaking the quiet.
“Close your eyes... and think.”
There was a brief pause. On the window, the rain seemed to offer its own answer, drops merging into one another as they slid down the glass.

“Or perhaps... this could be an evolutionary link... Most of human history unfolded in the darkness of night. Before the discovery of fire, darkness meant danger—predators, unknown sounds, unseen threats. Perhaps our fear of the dark was never taught; perhaps it was born within us.”

She tilted her head slightly, as though waiting for an answer from the class.
“What do you think?”
A few whispers stirred, but no one spoke aloud. Leila walked toward the lectern.

“We believe light not only illuminates but also gives us safety.
But have you noticed? With the invention of electric light, humanity seemed to make a great decision:
We no longer wish to remain in darkness.
‘Never again.’”
The classroom paused. Leila let her eyes travel across every face in the room. Each student she met gazed back and unconsciously straightened in their chair. Something was happening.

“Now I’m going to ask you a question,” she said.
“You may think your answer is ridiculous, but don’t leave it unanswered. Most ideas that changed the world were thought ridiculous when they first appeared. They were mocked, misunderstood, even rejected. Think of those who were hanged, exiled, or left to rot in prison for their ideas.”
“And then... realize how fortunate you are. Today, here, you can speak freely because of their struggle against the darkness.”

The classroom had fallen utterly silent. The rain striking the windows filled the spaces between her words.

“Ideas,” she continued, “begin first as a dream. Then they become a project, and finally, they turn into life itself.”

She walked slowly back toward the lectern, then turned again to face her students.

“A three-year-old child. Still not fully able to speak. His parents have never frightened him with darkness. On the contrary, they have tried to teach him that darkness is not something bad, but a natural part of life. And yet, this child still does not want to be alone in the dark. He cries at night, refusing to sleep in his room. Why?”

She looked once more at the entire class.
“Please, each of you answer with just one sentence,” she said. “Say whatever you feel. It can be instinctive. You may draw from your childhood, a dream, or a thought.”
“Come on... This isn’t an exam.”
One by one, the students began to respond.
The young man in the first row spoke up with a clear English accent:
“Because nothing is clear in the dark,” he said. “The child is probably searching for clarity.”
Right beside him, his girlfriend gave a small nod, then fixed her eyes on the teacher before speaking:
“I don’t know,” she said softly. “Because whatever I say will fall short. A baby who spends nine months in darkness inside the womb, being afraid of the dark just a few years later... I can’t explain that. I don’t have the answer.”
Leila smiled. “Wonderful,” she said.

From the middle rows, a student raised his hand with a grin:
“I think the child is afraid of monsters.”
A ripple of soft laughter spread through the class.
Another shrugged and said, “I was never afraid.”

But then, from different corners came deeper sentences, like whispers:
“Because we cannot even see ourselves.”
“Because darkness makes what’s inside us visible.”
“Because light distracts us, but darkness turns us inward.”
“Because light illuminates what can be seen, but darkness confronts us with what cannot.”
In the back, a quiet student spoke without lifting his head from his notebook:
“Maybe the child is afraid not because of what he sees in the dark... but because of what he imagines there. And sometimes imagination is sharper than reality itself.”
“Well done,” she said to her student.

The rain against the window spread like a delicate backdrop over their words. Each answer merged with the next, like drops falling upon one another, deepening the meaning.
The responses were intriguing. They were profound. Some were instinctive, others philosophical.
But none of them gave the exact answer being sought.
It was as if the class was gathering, not around a question, but around an emptiness.
Leila listened carefully to the answers that came from her students.
It was as if each response opened a door, yet the deepest passage had not yet been found.
She remained silent for a while. Then she shifted the direction of the discussion:
“Now I want to tell you about different traditions,” she said.
“Surrender... is far beyond any dogma, form, or outward ritual.”

“The one who surrenders is not concerned with the name of what they follow, but with what they surrender to. To yield means to say ‘yes’ without inner resistance—not only to rules, but to everything that is, to every expression of divine will, to every manifestation, to every pain and every joy.”

“The one who surrenders stops fighting. Stops judging. Does not settle only for trying to understand but chooses to be. And for this reason, one who has not walked through the wall cannot be called surrendered.”

From the classroom came a sudden chorus of “Ooooh...” accompanied by smiling faces.

“Have you ever seen someone walk through a wall?”

“If a tour inside the Great Pyramid of Khufu is ever arranged, I’m ready to try the experience,” a young boy said with a grin.

Leila ignored the remark and continued:
“In the Garden of Gethsemane, the words of Jesus reflect the purest form of surrender:
‘Father, if it is possible, let this cup pass from me. Yet not my will, but Yours be done.’
Here too, a person renounces their own desires and says ‘yes’ to the divine will.”
“In Buddhism, surrender carries a similar meaning on the path toward Nirvana—it means not resisting desires. Siddhartha did not fight against Mara’s illusions; he recognized them, smiled, and passed through them. To cease fighting is also the beginning of enlightenment on the Buddhist path.”

“But simply recognizing it is not enough... It must be broken. And that is not easy. It is the work of a lifetime.”

Leila made a slow circle through the classroom, then walked toward the board and continued:
“One of the practices for breaking the matrix is to remain with darkness.”
“Throughout human history, this method has appeared in many traditions and scientific studies. Some have called it ‘dark therapy,’ while some neuroscientists refer to it as ‘sensory deprivation.’ The essential purpose is the same: to reduce external stimuli and leave a person alone with their own inner world.”

“In Sufism, this is a ritual of inner transformation. Similarly, in Buddhist retreats, monks withdraw into dark caves. Modern scientists, too, study how time spent in darkness alters brain waves, the perception of time, and dreams.”

“Obscurity is not truly an absence; it is the beginning of a new way of seeing.”

A slight stir moved through the class. Some students leaned forward with curiosity.

Leila placed her hand on the edge of the desk and slowly let her gaze travel around the room.
“In some cultures,” she said, “darkness is not a deficiency... but a teacher. In Tibet, yogis remain in complete darkness for weeks, months, sometimes for an entire lifetime. Where outer light withdraws, the mind’s own light becomes visible.”
She paused for a moment and smiled.
“In Oregon, there is a centre where people spend four days—or sometimes even longer—in total darkness. In the first days, time disappears; then dreams and memories begin to merge.”
From the back rows, a student whispered: “A sense of time?”

Leila nodded.
“Science tells us that darkness changes both the body and the mind. In volunteers who spent ten full days in complete darkness, sleep cycles, hormone balance, and the perception of time were completely altered. Some describe it as the brain resetting its clock... others as the doorway to an entirely different state of consciousness.”
A brief silence filled the classroom.

“Darkness,” Leila said, “does not close the eyes. It only opens another one.”

“Imagine this: your eyes see no light for days... There is no sound except your own breath. No stimulus comes from outside. You are in a place where even time fades, where memories strangely blend together. Only your heart—and your mind—remain.”

She paused, then continued in a softer voice:
“The first days in darkness... your mind struggles to cling to light. As if, without seeing, you will cease to exist. You search for light; even the faintest line slipping under a door will catch your eye. But after a while you realize... it isn’t light you want to see, it’s light you want to remember. Because light will no longer come from outside, but from within. It will not be your eyes that begin to see, but your inner self.”
With her hands, she traced a small circle in the air.
“And then something else happens... Dreams begin. You no longer know what time of day it is, but between waking and sleeping, you see a light in the middle of the room. Not a lamp, not a fire...”
“A light without definition, one that touches not the eyes but the heart. A light that comes from within the darkness.”

“In other words, the true source lies precisely in the place you fear.”

She closed her eyes for a moment, and the classroom grew still.

“This darkness,” she said, “do you think it is the same as the darkness the child fears?
Could it be... that in the dark, one is searching for the place of rebirth?
The pure potential before form.
Not a nothingness, but a prepared emptiness. Even the word ‘nothing’ falls short here, because in truth, everything is already there—only not yet given shape.”
The class had almost stopped breathing.

“Yes”.
“This void... is the same as the darkness the child fears,” she went on.
“But now I ask you: Is the child truly afraid of the dark? Or... of what happens when leaving it? A child cries at birth. Because it hurts. From the unknown to the known, from warmth to cold, from protection to uncertainty— the child is thrust out. Perhaps that child remembers... that at the end of every darkness, there is pain.”

The sound of the rain competed with her words.

“And in the dark, it is not the body that cries... but memory. Perhaps that child is remembering something. Something we have been forced to forget.”

At that moment, the class ended. Leila returned to her desk and spoke one last time:
“Think about this.”

She reached for her phone. A new message was on the screen.
“Flight confirmed.”
Sydney to Gold Coast
Departure: July 23, 2025 – 1:00 PM
Return: July 26, 2025 – 4:00 PM
A private car would pick her up from the airport.

She stared at the screen for a long moment. Then she smiled faintly. A familiar feeling spread through her—as if a long-awaited call had finally arrived.

She opened her computer and typed a short email:

“I won’t be able to attend next week’s classes. The reading materials are uploaded to the system.”

Then she opened her messages and wrote a short note to her closest friend:
“Heyy Ella, how are you? Something urgent came up, I need to go to Queensland. Mark is in Melbourne, so on Thursday I’ll bring Molly to you. Can she stay with you until the weekend? If you’re not available, no problem, I’ll call the cat hotel.”
She set the phone down on the desk and looked out the window.
The classroom was empty.
This was no ordinary journey.
It was a narrow doorway, opening from one layer of consciousness into another, one that no one could ever forget once they had passed through it.
It was a passage into another plane of existence.
A gathering where hearts vibrated on the same frequency, nourished by an unseen source, touching a shared memory beyond any single name.
In that place where time and space dissolved, no one was merely a “person” anymore; each was a shining reflection of a greater whole.
There were no coordinates on any map; for this place was inscribed only in the depths of consciousness. To reach it required not a map, but direction—and for direction, a pure intention.

And as everyone knew:
One who has not passed through the wall cannot be called a traveller.
For Leila and Ayla, passing through the wall had long since become ordinary,for they were bearers of knowledge written not on stones, but in dreams.

She picked up her bag and walked slowly toward the door.
Stepping out through the main entrance, she drew a deep breath. The rain had spread the scent of earth into the air.
She took the key from her pocket and unlocked the car door. As the engine started, the voice on the radio lingered in the background, while her mind was already preparing for what was to come.

Raindrops raced one another across the windshield, and inside the car she smiled faintly. Today, she would be speaking at the cultural centre about Sufism. She knew the subject was weighty, but when she accepted the invitation, her intention was not merely to share knowledge—it was to awaken something new within her listeners.

As she turned the steering wheel, she murmured to herself:
“Life... too noisy, too crowded...”
And that sentence would become the opening line of her talk.

When she arrived at the cultural centre, she stepped through the door of the old stone building. The corridor carried the scent of tea and coffee, along with a gentle murmur of voices. One of the staff guided her to a small hall. Inside, about thirty people were seated in a half-circle. On the table lay a pitcher of water, two glasses, and a stack of note papers. She took off her jacket, offered a brief greeting, and sat down.

After saying hello, she began, slowly, meeting the eyes of those in the room:
“Life,” she said, “is too noisy... too crowded. In all this noise, a person can forget why they do what they do, where they are going, even who they are.”
“Sufism, as a philosophy of being, is a call to ‘remember’...rising from the subconscious within the fog of mental forgetfulness. It is not a noise, but a subtle whisper from deep inside. It is the rediscovery of truth—suppressed yet already present within us. And this recognition becomes possible as levels of consciousness expand.”

“Returning to truth is not a metaphysical leap; it is a new synchronization of the brain, the heart, and awareness.”

“It is not knowledge coming from outside, but the remembering of what has already been inscribed within.”

“Sufism is the path of this ‘inner archaeology’: by uncovering the layers of the mind, it leads a person back to the source of their own truth.”

Then she slowly placed her hands on the table.

“Sufism is the language that reads the soul of the divine system. It is a way of living, a way of seeing, a way of being. It is gentle, deep, never in haste. For the heart awakens not through force, but through compassion.”

One of the listeners nodded slightly and jotted something down in a notebook.

“An invisible system of energy, perception, and frequency reflects your inner world into your outer world at every moment. Most of the time, we think what happens outside is an independent reality; yet what we see is nothing but the mirror of the intention and frequency we carry within.”

“This is why the events we experience are neither reward nor punishment... but only the flawless echo of our inner state.”

“This system takes your actions, your thoughts, even the subtlest intentions of your heart, and then reflects them back to you in the most instructive, most transformative way. Destiny is not a frozen fate; it is a mirror that is constantly being rewritten, always changeable.”

“Yet to change one’s destiny does not mean erasing the core code; it means consciously choosing what story to write with it.”

“At times, we all think life is cruel. It feels like a game whose rules were not written by us.”

“But if we had in our hands a hidden manual for how this system truly works, and if we made our choices according to it, the game would be entirely different.”

“Our inner code carries not only our destiny but also our potential. When we recognize it, we begin to decipher the language of the game.”

“Of course, this path is not easy. Constant turns, unexpected obstacles, demanding trials appear before us. We overcome one, and another emerges. Yet every hardship is an opportunity to ‘level up.’”

“Everything exists to teach you about yourself.”

“This is why nothing we experience is ever in vain. Every loss is in fact a threshold; every breaking point, the opening of a new door.”

With calmness, she looked into every face, as if the words were flowing straight from within her:
“Sufism is the art of cleansing this mirror.”
Then she took a sip of water from the glass on the table.
“Simplify... yield... and simply be.”
When her words ended, the hall fell silent. No one wished to speak right away. In that moment, perhaps everyone was gazing into their own inner mirror.

After the seminar, Leila exchanged a few brief words with some of the participants. When she stepped outside, the rain was still falling lightly. She got into her car and drove off, listening to her own thoughts blending with the hum of the engine.

The daily rhythm had given way to a rising sense of preparation within her.

She did not want to go to the shopping mall. The crowds, the lights, the bustle of the parking lot... it would all be too much.

So, she parked in front of a small greengrocer.
Green zucchini, fresh cabbage, a bunch of parsley... and bananas.
She picked them out quickly and placed them into bags.
While waiting at the counter, her eyes lingered on the display, but her mind was elsewhere. She was preparing for the rhythm of the days ahead.

Before such gatherings, it was a traditional practice to fast, to cleanse the body, to limit meat, and to live only on vegetables.

As she placed the grocery bags in the trunk, the sky had already begun to darken. She headed home.

The moment she opened the door, Molly greeted her.
By speaking—literally.
As always, with long, distinct meows... as if she wanted to tell everything she had been holding inside.

She spoke in her own language, an unbroken flow. Reproachful, perhaps a little hurt, yet with a tone of familiarity.

The woman smiled.
She always thought that in those meows lay a hidden voice asking, “Where have you been?”
Her cat always had something to tell her. And she always listened intently, even if she never understood a thing.

She went straight to the kitchen and began steaming the vegetables she had bought. She prepared the vegetable broths and, taking her meal, sat down at the computer.

The first day of fasting was always the hardest. Because it was not only hunger she had to endure, but also the endless habits of the body. And of course, those habits never wanted to be silenced.

She went to bed early. With the weight of her eyelids, she felt all the sounds of the city drifting away.

She woke at five in the morning. The sky had not yet lightened; beyond the window lay a grey emptiness between night and day. Inside the house, the only sound was the deep hum of the refrigerator.

She ate the zucchini mash she had prepared the evening before, in silence. No salt, no spice... only zucchini and water. Then she sipped her lemon water.

She did not speak throughout the day. Even when her cat came to her, purring, she answered only with a silent smile, her lips barely moving. She did not step beyond the door.

The only way to measure the passing of time was the way the light inside the house shifted the shadows on the walls. She drifted in and out between sleep and wakefulness. From time to time, she walked, wandering through the rooms, letting her hand rest on the books, though she opened none of them.

Toward evening, she sat by the window. As the sun set, its last rays spread into the room like a thin curtain. Light and shadow moved across the wall like two old friends chasing each other.

She brewed tea with ginger, lemon, and cinnamon. When the steam from the cup touched her face, she savoured the moment.

Dinner was boiled vegetables and a banana. Nothing more, nothing less. Even the clink of the fork echoed within the silence.

When she lay down at night, she realized her body was no longer resisting hunger. She closed her eyes. Sleep spread over her like a heavy blanket. She did not know if she dreamed. Perhaps she did...

In the morning, before the sun had fully risen, she awoke. Her stomach was beginning to adjust to the hunger, but her mind would not rest. Thoughts flowed like an uncontrolled film reel: old conversations, unfinished arguments, little fragments filled with what ifs... all of them surfacing one by one.

She turned on her phone. There was a message from Mark:
“I’ll be there right on time. I’ve created a new menu for you all. The meals will be just the way you like them.”
She couldn’t help but smile. Mark was someone entirely different in the kitchen. He could have been a fine chef if he wanted to, but because he disliked making the same dishes every day, he had always kept that talent confined to their own lives.

She opened the garden gate and stepped outside. In the back garden, five magnolia trees stood side by side. Their glossy dark green leaves shimmered, and the fragrance of lilies in the morning light mingled with the scent of jasmine. Over the years, the jasmine vines had spread to cover the walls surrounding the garden.

In one corner stood a lemon tree: in another, an old mulberry tree with a thick, timeworn trunk. The scent of grass, cut two days earlier, still lingered in the air.

She spread her yoga mat in the shade of the magnolias. First a few simple stretches, then she tried to slow her breathing as she moved into meditation. With her eyes closed, the rustling of leaves in the wind filled her ears. Yet her mind would not surrender so easily; unfinished tasks, incomplete projects, a sentence spoken years ago... all of them came in turn, each trying to capture her attention.

She lay back on the mat, staring up at the sky. The clouds were shades of silvery-white, with slivers of light breaking through. Here, in this garden, time seemed to flow a little more slowly.

So much had changed since the day it had all begun.

It had all begun years ago.
Her life moved in a steady rhythm. In the mornings she prepared her lecture notes, and by midday she was among her students.
She and Mark shared a simple, peaceful life.
On the surface, both appeared faithless, seeing the world through a rational frame. Yet deep inside, Leila carried a different longing for meaning. Still, the harmony between them was like a veil covering their differences.
Her daughter had long since grown—finished university, married. Now she lived in another city, with her own home, her own order, her own life. At first, Leila had struggled deeply to adjust. As the house grew emptier, she felt the chill of its walls. A chair left vacant at breakfast, the silence of a room left lit in the evenings... all of it left a quiet ache in her heart.

She still missed her deeply. Phone calls were brief and rushed; many times, her daughter did not even answer. Leila was glad, of course, that her daughter had built her own life and was happy. Motherhood, she realized, was not only about raising a child, but also about learning to accept that emptiness.

Gossip, meanwhile, was part of the university’s daily rhythm. Hearing the most unusual rumours each day on campus was nothing extraordinary. But in recent weeks, the whispers drifting through the corridors had taken on a more thrilling, more curious tone.

During a break between classes, one of her colleagues came up to her.
“Have you heard what they’re saying about John?”
John was a neuroscientist who had long worked at the university hospital. They had met a few times, speaking about the regions of the brain connected to dreaming. His research focused on which centres initiated and directed dreams. He was even attempting to artificially trigger REM sleep.

Or perhaps, to unlock the hidden doors behind sleep. To expand human consciousness during slumber, to push its limits, even—according to some students’ whispers—to cross into other dimensions through dreams.

As soon as Leila heard the rumours were true, she understood what it meant. As the days passed, the stories grew more elaborate. For her, exploring the limits of consciousness was a philosophical matter; but placing the mental integrity of students at risk under the name of experiment was unacceptable.

A week later, the rumours became official. The faculty’s decision spread across every corner of the campus: John had been given a temporary suspension, and two of his students were permanently expelled.

Leila heard the news while sitting on a bench in the university garden. She saw groups of students whispering in the distance. Everyone was asking the same question:
“What really happened?”
Deep in her heart, Leila carried the same question. Had John truly touched the unknown behind the doors of sleep?

And more importantly: if it were true, had the administration’s punishments been meant to silence the truth, or to protect the human mind?

“Can he really manipulate the regions of the brain that create dreams?” the students were asking.

Part of her found John’s methods dangerous, yet another part of her could not help but wonder: if consciousness could be opened through dreams, would it not change not only the face of science, but of philosophy as well?

Within a month, the whole story had already been forgotten.

That evening, after finishing her lecture, Leila went down to the parking garage beneath the university. She got into her car and, before starting the engine, took a short breath. At that moment, a voice came from the back seat:

“Leila, don’t be afraid...”

She jolted with fear. In the rearview mirror, she saw John’s face. His eyes were weary, his cheeks pale and sunken.

“We need to talk. Please.”

Suppressing the fear inside her, Leila nodded, started the car, and drove a few kilometres to a small café. Neither of them spoke along the way. They stepped out quietly and sat in a corner where no one would notice them.

Leila ordered two coffees. John looked as though he had aged greatly.

John finally spoke, almost in a whisper:
“I have cancer. I don’t have much time left...”
Leila’s eyes widened. A wave of compassion mixed with anger swept through her.
“But John, so many people recover. You’re a doctor... how can you feel so hopeless?”
John shook his head.
“No. My work isn’t about healing. They’re after me, Leila. Because my research... is something far more extraordinary than that.”
Inside her, curiosity tangled with fear.
“Who’s after you?”
John gave no answer. He only drew a deep breath and whispered:
“Come to the hotel where I’m staying tonight, and I’ll tell you everything. You won’t believe the results I’ll show you.”
Leila was resolute, yet cautious.

“Mark should know too. Come to our house. Tell him as well.”

After she gave him the address, John left before finishing his coffee. He had said he would come at nine that evening.

When the message arrived on her phone, Leila jumped up from her seat. “John’s here,” she said.

When John stepped inside, his face carried both exhaustion and a feverish conviction. He was holding a small bag.

“I’m going to show you something very serious. These aren’t just experiments; they’re methods that open the doors between consciousness and the body.”

Mark looked at him with suspicion.
“Look, John, I know what you’ve been telling Leila. But this... this could be crossing the line.”
John, unfazed, took a small device from his bag: a pair of headphones and a metal plate that emitted vibrations.

“The brain’s dream-producing regions—especially the communication between the pons and the thalamus. I’ve managed to reorganize that communication with music. Not ordinary music... around 117 Hz, but with hidden quantum vibration waves inside it. The human ear hears part of it, but the body feels all of it. This frequency creates vibrations in the cerebrospinal fluid. You’re not hearing the sound through your ears; you’re hearing it from inside your cells.”

Leila listened intently. John went on:

“That’s not all. I synchronize EEG waves at the same time. Delta waves deepen the dream while gamma waves stay active in the mind. This way a person dreams and remains aware at once. It’s lucid dreaming, but much deeper—a door into the collective layer of consciousness. Several people can even share the same dream at the same time. Entering the most hidden layers of consciousness becomes possible. Isn’t it extraordinary?”

Mark frowned.
“Is this science, or a dangerous game?” John’s face fell into shadow.
“It’s not a game... Some institutions are aware of this. That’s why they want to silence me.”

“I don’t know... there could be other reasons,” Mark muttered.

Leila took a deep breath. Inside her swirled conflicting feelings: fear, curiosity, faith, and doubt. But one thing was certain—after this night, their lives would no longer be ordinary.

With trembling fingers, John laid out folders, digital recordings, and small notebooks, placing them all on the table.
“All my research... It’s all here. Tomorrow I might not be.”
Mark answered in a hard voice:
“John, don’t talk like that. If they really are after you, you’re putting us in danger too.”
John lifted his head, his eyes burning.
“The danger has already begun. But listen... Leila, do you remember your dreams?”
Leila’s heart began to race. The dream she had seen only a few nights ago suddenly came alive in her mind: she was in a dark tunnel with no end in sight. She heard footsteps, her breath dissolving into the air around her. Deep in the tunnel, a small spark of light flickered—a presence, faint and woven from shadows. As she drew closer, the light trembled, leaned toward her, and whispered. The name she heard in that moment was burned into her mind—John.

She whispered in astonishment:
“Yes...”
John smiled, a deep shadow in his eyes.
“That voice... it rises from the deepest layers of consciousness. It’s the vibrations from there that have guided my work.”
“All I can say is this: the foundation of a new civilization is being laid.”
“You know it too, Mark.”
Leila’s heartbeat quickened. Frowning, she asked hesitantly:
“Are you... talking about Mars or something? I don’t understand what you mean.”
John, without narrowing his eyes, spoke
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