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      Introduction

    
    
    We do not live in the world as it is. We live in the world as we sense it.

    
    A gaze is not a window, but an act. Taste is not information, but an event. A scent is not a detail, but a key. The senses do not describe reality—they create it as an experience.

    
    Sometimes a single color is enough to open an entire room within us. Sometimes a single bite carries with it someone's presence. Sometimes the sound of a spoon against a plate is stronger than words never spoken.

    
    
      "Memory is not a photograph. Memory is a place."

    

    
    The mind does not store the past as an archive. It stores it as a web of associations. And each association is alive: it can be touched, awakened, altered. Every sensory experience is a door—and sometimes, without knowing how, we walk through it.

    
    Therefore, the strongest truths do not come as conclusions. They come as a sensation. As a sudden recognition. As a soft "yes" that happens in the body before it happens in the mind.

    
    If there is a meaning that cannot be explained, but can be experienced—that is the meaning worth having.

    
    
      Read slowly.

      Do not seek a plot.

      Seek the traces.

    

    
    ——

    
  


  
    
    
      I

      Red: Sight

    
    
    

    
    Sitting by the window, he pulled his chair closer to the table and gently immersed himself in observing the people enjoying the various pastries. Each one here has their own story, just like me, he thought. Happiness, unhappiness, joy, sorrow—these feelings alternated constantly, and yet there was always something that surprised him with its intensity. Caught in the flow of his own thoughts, Red became the object of observation for the elderly man across from him.

    
    The suddenly fixed, lifeless gaze of the relatively young man, with his palms placed on the table, made the older man wonder where he had gone. Just like my sister, in a constant state of distraction, he recalled, until he noticed a familiar sadness etched on the pensive face. That sadness led him through the labyrinths of his own mind, forgetting he was here to have a snack with his son.

    
    Red found himself in that room with her. The air, filled with the comfort and warmth emanating from the playful shapes of the furniture, animated the space. Colors flowed across the floor, the walls, and the ceiling, creating a rich atmosphere. He noticed how his hands played with the squares on the table's surface, how the comfortable Thonet chair with the mesh seat he sat on reddened like a fresh tomato, and that green notebook on the shelf—just like mine. The lamp was…

    
    Suddenly, two steps on the glazed floor tiles abruptly brought him back to the pastry shop. He turned his head to the right and smiled at himself: I had completely forgotten where I was. Unexpectedly, as the server approached carrying his whipped cream pastry, his nostrils filled with the dense aroma of strawberries. Tell me, tell me, Red, Green bounced impatiently.

    
    So many familiar details were here in the pastry shop, details that sent him back there, to that little girl, Green. The clinking placement of the porcelain plate on the little glass table, which reflected the small lights on the ceiling, resonated inside. It's mirror-like, like her polished table, he thought, and impatiently grabbed his fork, lifting an unwittingly abundant bite to his mouth.

    
    Red, dense red against that white.

    
    The redness of the strawberry piece of cake, bathed in the whiteness of the whipped cream, spread with its intense sweetness and slight tartness. The same taste. The same sense of completion. And he leaned back in the chair. Tell me, Red! Tell me, do you like it, he heard once more.

    
    She was the granddaughter of one of the colleagues and a good friend of my father. At the moment of our introduction, as I offered my hand, her smile spread like the rising sun across the surface of the sea. Green was three years younger than me. I had the brief pleasure of accompanying my father as a guest in their home at least twice. He and her grandfather were working on some drawings that covered the entire large drafting table in a relatively small, pleasant study, while Green and I were in that special room—their dining room.

    
    ∗
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      II

      Green: Scent and Sound

    
    
    

    
    Traveling through the corridors of his memories, Red slowly folded the yellow napkin in two and unconsciously wiped his lips of the clinging cream with which the pastry chef had generously drenched the entire strawberry dessert. The man across from him was no longer watching him—his just-arrived son had taken all his attention with the tale of completed work. But a young woman, who was seated further inside the pastry shop, her gaze lost among the trees outside, was drawn to the sudden smile of the man who had positioned himself directly in her line of sight.

    
    She hadn't noticed him because she didn't like to stare at people. This smile, however, this so sunny smile, contained something magical—sunshine, fresh air, a gentle breeze. In truth, there was something particularly attractive in every beautiful smile. "Beauty will save the world," she whispered to herself, but not every smile is beautiful. Beautiful smiles are so rare—why are they such a rare occurrence? she kept asking herself.

    
    And again she heard Dostoevsky's words amidst the crowd of representations of smiles. This smile was not only on his lips, but also in his eyes; as if he were laughing at something all the while. And yet there was something in this smile that wasn't entirely unpleasant—as if it were a sign of some secret knowledge or understanding that he possessed, and others did not. What could he be thinking about? she wondered, until she shifted her gaze to the wind, rustling so pleasantly the crown of the tree outside.

    
    Sunday. Yes, the day was Sunday. That Sunday which revolved around the ticking hands of that particularly specific, ticking clock. I've seen it only once, and that was in that magazine, his inner voice declared, taking a very brief detour down another mental corridor before hastily turning back.

    
    He recalled how his eyes had taken in every corner, every detail, and how he had become absorbed in his contemplation, prompted by the colorful spectacle of the lively furniture. Then Green handed him a plate with a piece of strawberry cake, around which fluffy whipped cream billowed.

    
    Red took the plate, looked at it, and carefully pierced the fork into the softness of the red color. He seemed like a person encountering something new for the first time. He mixed a strawberry piece with the whipped cream and, while watching the lightness of the cake, moved the small bite very slowly toward his lips. Without understanding why, he closed his eyes. The taste activated his entire body with an indescribable pleasure. Taste—this was an unknown taste for him, and he didn't know exactly how to react. He searched his mind for associations with anything that had ever caused similar pleasure, but he remembered nothing. The only thing he could react to were Green's smiling eyes, who was awaiting his reaction with trepidation, seeking only approval.

    
    He smiled in the cold white pastry shop and thought, could she not know that
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