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DREAMS







Turkish Airlines flight TK 430, which is on the Istanbul-Tel Aviv flight, entered the final approach in the skies of Israel. As the plane approached the runway with a coy glide, the shadow of the plane fell on the ground, following the plane. Soon, when the wheels touched the ground, the shadow and the plane would become one. As in the landing of all planes, the passengers sitting on the right side of the aisle were leaning towards the right window and those sitting on the left side were leaning towards the left, watching the earth and perceiving the incredible speed of the plane, which is not obvious when in the air.

A passenger sitting on the aisle side of the plane was watching the passengers bent over the right and left windows. He wondered why every time people watched the descent with such curiosity. He was in his fifties, with slightly graying hair. What made him different from the other passengers on the plane was that he hated air travel. It was the Claustrophobia, not a fear of heights. With his hands folded over his chest, he was watching the passengers in the front seats while waiting for the plane to land wheels on the runway.

Arrived at passport control after a smooth, graceful landing. It was terribly hot outside, but to be honest the airport's air-conditioning systems were actually working well. A sweet coolness hit his face. The passport control officer eyed him suspiciously. For them, all passengers were potential criminals anyway. He looked at the picture and the man in the passport several times. He said something in Hebrew. The Man in English,

"Excuse me, I didn't understand." said.

The officer then switched to English, and with a broken accent,

"Your name?" asked.

“Ilgar Atabeyi,” he replied.

The officer again began to examine the passport and computer records. He was reluctant and it was obvious that he was taking his sweet time. He waited for a while, Ilgar started to think that the officer was starting to forget him. The international air travel had already frayed his nerves enough. In fact, this wait was honestly unbearable. The attendant lifted his head from the monitor and said:

“You come from Turkey, you are retired from a public institution and married. What is the reason for your visit?” ' he asked, his eyes skeptical.

“It's a touristic trip and I'm going to visit a friend. The invitation letter from Professor Doctor Aram Basmacıoğlu from Tel Aviv University is here.” said Ilgar in plain English, handing the invitation letter to the attendant.

While examining the invitation letter, the officer was twisting his hair with her fingers and playing with the bangs. Then he picked up the phone from his desk and made a phone call in Hebrew. Of course, Ilgar did not understand what was being said. He couldn't help asking himself “What am I doing here?”, but here he was, it was pointless to ask that now.

After the officer had finished speaking, he struck the introductory stamp and said:

“Welcome to our country, Mr. Ilgar.” said.

"Thank you." said Ilgar, the troublesome journey and passport control were finally over. He felt his joy came back. He left the airport with his suitcase. The hot air licked his face. Involuntarily he pulled his head back, feeling the warm air.

“Should I go back to the airport?” he thought. He smiled to himself.

He took a taxi from the airport and said “Melody Hotel”. The driver understood. After all, the 'Melody Hotel' was one of the best-known hotels in the city of Tel Aviv. The place was right behind the Hilton Hotel, which was built on the seafront and had a magnificent view. It was in a central location. Although not as much as the Hilton, the view was not so bad.

He had previously booked the hotel online. After settling down and eating dinner, he sat in the lobby for a while. The lobby of Melody Hotel was standard as most hotels are. The reception was at the back, centering the entrance door. Several attendants were working at the reception at all times, with their heads bent forward. Maybe they were surfing the web, seemingly to be working. Leather guest armchairs and wooden, glass-topped coffee tables in front of them. Magazines in several languages on the tables. A few waiters waiting for you to order tea, coffee or cold drinks. He drank his coffee after dinner and then went to his room. From the window of his room he watched the sands of the magnificent Hilton Hotel Beach and the sunset over the Mediterranean Sea.

He lay on the bed; couldn't believe he was still here. Actually, it all started a year ago. He had an intense and persistent cough, thinking it was a flu infection. He went to the doctor when the coughing attacks did not go away for 3 months. After a chest x-ray and other medical examinations, the doctor unfortunately diagnosed him with stage 2 lung cancer. In an instant, his life turned into a nightmare. He had undergone a heavy treatment period, and the disease had stabilized somewhat. Endless tests, x-rays, tomographies. Getting annoying biopsies. Chemotherapy sessions and as a result; loss of hair, mustache, beard, briefly, loss of body hair. Visiting family, friends and relatives looking at him with sad and gloomy eyes while making pep talk... After all the pain and stress filled times, the doctors giving him 2 years without so much of a hope.

While he was continuing to live embittered and hopeless, one night he suddenly woke up from a dream. The dream was so vivid, it seemed almost real. He didn’t think too much of it. But when he saw the same dream several more times in the same week, he began to think about it.

In his dream, he was in a desert-like place, covered with golden sand everywhere. The air was clear and the sun was shining brightly. A caravan of camels was passing in the distance, and further back was the silhouette of the Great Pyramid. Then he heard a voice behind him and was turning back. A bright-faced man in local Bedouin attire—whose face is so familiar—approaches him with a smile, and when he gets close, he fills both palms with sand from the ground, then shows it to Ilgar, and glides the sand from his palms to the ground, saying something in Hebrew. When he later investigated what the man had said, he concluded that it meant, approximately, "The Earth and Me and My Religion."

Then, in the dream, the environment suddenly changes, he finds himself on a sailing ship from ancient times in a gently rough sea, the salty and iodine-scented air of the Mediterranean burns his throat, the ship's sail masts creak as the white sails of the ship glide cozily with the air that fills it. While he was thinking that he was alone on the ship, he suddenly saw a darkness approaching on bow of the ship, and he understood that the approaching person was a well-known person with perhaps the most pictures and icons in the world. The man with a godly radiant face, was smiling at Ilgar and holding out two fish, which he was holding separately in both hands, was saying, again in Hebrew, “Water and Me and My Religion”.

In the dream, the background changes again, and he finds himself standing right next to an oasis in the deserts of Arabia, seeing a caravan and passengers taking a break. While the camels were drinking water from the oasis, someone in traditional Bedouin clothing was approaching Ilgar from the opposite side, when Ilgar saw the face of the person in the radiance, he understood that it was Prophet Muhammad (SAV) and was kneeling before him. Prophet Muhammad put both hands on Ilgar's shoulders and asked him to stand up. When Ilgar stood up respectfully, Prophet Muhammad was raising his hands towards the sky and saying, as a green beam of light rose from his hands to the sky "Radiance and Me and My Religion" in Arabic.

Then he suddenly found himself in a completely different place. A place with high pine trees, covered with snow everywhere. When you look around, it is a place where there are lakes of all sizes with frozen beaches, and the lush green lake waters appear foggy and misty with the effect of snow and cold weather. When he looked around carefully, he saw a sign a little further ahead, saw the words 'Ontario, Wild Goose 10 km' on the sign and realized that he was in Canada. He heard a rustle through the tall pines, and he knew it was the footsteps of someone walking in the snow. A few birds were taking off, disturbed by the rustling, and a squirrel was climbing rapidly from the trunk of the tree to the high branches. Then he saw someone approaching from the rustling side. The person who came was approaching with thick, coarse hunting clothes, which were understood to be from the old centuries, and a sable skin cap on his head. It almost looked like the heroes of the comic books about those years. He was getting closer and closer to Ilgar, and Ilgar could not move at all, as if he had frozen from the cold. This man, whom he had never seen, did not know, and whose face he had not seen in any book or picture, was approaching until the distance between them was 20 centimeters, after looking at Ilgar with a straight look, he suddenly started to blow on his face, then said “Air and Me and My Religion”.

After this last scene, Ilgar awoke with a start and felt as if he had truly lived his whole dream after this last vision. The next day he decided to investigate what his dream might mean. He opened an internet browser on his computer and typed 'Seeing a Prophet in a Dream'. He clicked on the top of the many links he came across, and a long text popped up on his computer screen:

“Seeing one of the prophets means mercy and blessing, respect and dignity, state and happiness, success and victory, pioneering and leadership, strength in religion, peace and goodness in this world and the hereafter; Seeing that you visit a prophet, whether he is alive or dead, is more for piety, blessings and goodness for the wicked and sinners. Seeing that the prophet gives something to himself is great good and to people. This dream means that the dreamer will receive support from God to overcome any difficulties.”

After reading the positive interpretations of his dream, he fell into the matter, first went to the bookstores and bought Turkish translations of the Torah, Bible and Quran. He did not neglect to buy the books of important writers on religious subjects. After reading the books he bought in one breath, he turned to the internet and studied a significant amount of religious writings, articles and legends. As he studied, his interest in religions, his knowledge and curiosity increased exponentially. But he could not decipher the meaning of his dream. Finally, he thought that this dream might be a message given to him and decided to go on a trip.

He thought through the scope of the trip; after doing the necessary research, he decided which countries he would go to and who he would talk to about religions and dreams in those countries.

He had set a few criteria when choosing who to talk to. The countries he would go to would of course be the countries where the people he determined lived. The people to talk to and discuss should first of all know Turkish. Ilgar's English was good, but Turkish was essential for him to be able to discuss religious topics thoroughly and technically. Secondly, the interviewees should have a scientific approach to the subject of religion, whose research was respected all over the world, and who had intellectual background as well as religious knowledge. Lastly, of course, these people had to take their time and accept Ilgar.

Since he saw the first Prophet Moses and the four elements were ordered from bottom to top, earth, water, fire and air, and he saw the Prophets in this order in his dream, it was very logical to start his journey from Israel.

Since Israel would be the first stop, he decided to choose the person he would meet from there. After doing the necessary research on the Internet, it was not difficult to identify Professor Doctor Aram Basmacıoğlu, who taught Jewish History at Tel Aviv University and immigrated to Israel from Turkey with his family at a young age after the Second World War. He had received his e-mail address from the university's website and sent a request for an interview by writing a message briefly summarizing the situation. Doctor Aram also found this request interesting and showed great courtesy by accepting this request from Turkey, which his family always praised and had a bond of affection.

Ilgar, after planning the trip plan in detail, explained the matter to his wife, and his wife first reacted by saying that she was in the process of treatment and that she had a serious illness. However, after explaining at length to his wife that his days are numbered, that he has never been abroad, that it would be good to see a few countries before he dies, that his dream might be a message, he convinced his wife to take this trip.

Now he was at the first stop of the journey, had a long journey and was tired. He had an important appointment the next day at Tel Aviv University. He threw himself into the darkness of sleep.

***
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The old man was staring absently at the fire burning in the hearth in his cellar under his house. The color of his blue eyes began to fade with age. How quickly time passed in this cellar that he used as a laboratory under his house. A life devoted to science.

The cellar was semi-dark. It was getting some daylight from the lighting gap at the bottom. On one side of the cellar was a large library, with a wooden table right in front of it. There were many books in French, English, Latin, Hebrew, Arabic manuscripts in the library. The books were quite old and worn. On his desk were study notes, drawings of various geometric shapes, notes with cryptic text of strange shapes, an ink arrow, a quill, even an optical instrument that served as a magnifying glass for reading some texts.

On the other wall of the cellar was a wooden shelf system. Glass jars, small knives, hooks, scissors, pliers, glass jars, distillers, in short, the primitive forms of the materials found in today's chemistry laboratories, were placed on the shelves with great care and attention.

In the corner where the long wall of the lab met the short wall, there was a coal-fired stove and a bellows to ignite the fire. The surroundings of the hearth and the walls near the hearth were dark with soot. In fact, all the walls of the cellar were half black with soot. This gave the cellar a gloomy and frightening air.

The old man had quite aged. He had a slight hump at his waist. His legs often ached from rheumatism, and he had trouble sleeping most of the time. The old man had stern features. He tied his beard, which went down to his navel, with a rope from the underside. His hair was also quite long. He had the appearance of a medieval astrologer, wearing a frayed gray robe, pale eyes with an arched crow's nose.

In fact, he was an alchemist, not an astrologer. In the darkness of the Middle Ages, he chose alchemy, one of the oldest and most important professions of those times, and devoted his whole life to it. He lived in one of the suburbs of Paris. The cellar of his house was also his laboratory.

At the front of the hearth, the flames were burning with yellow, red, and occasional blue lights around these colors. The old man remembered his childhood when he first started this business. He came from a poor family. His father had apprenticed him to Vernaud and Villenuve, the famous alchemists of the time. He was one of the most famous alchemical masters of that time. The first thing he saw in his master's cellar was the flame burning in the hearth. That flame had penetrated his soul at that moment. He was deeply bound to the science of alchemy.

He had been an apprentice for many years, then settled in his own house and started to use his cellar as a laboratory. Like every alchemist, his dream seems to be to obtain gold from heavy metals, but the main goal was to obtain the Philosopher's Stone, the source of eternal life. He had given a lifetime for it, but he had not been able to obtain the philosopher's stone. Like all alchemists of that time, he had spent a lifetime chasing a dream. There were no results. But he had become a well-known alchemist in Paris. He made potions for various diseases and made a living with them. Among its customers; there were clergy, merchants, a church, and he was even summoned to the palace twice. His clients often asked for potions for the diseases of that era. Sometimes, of course, there were those who wanted poison to kill or weaken an enemy or opponent. But the master would never let such things go. After all, he had lived with dignity and honor until this age.

He was older now. He realized that he could not continue his search for the philosopher's stone. He needed someone who would continue his work and carry the flag further. So he decided to take four apprentices to train.

As in his own childhood, he had chosen four students from the suburbs of Paris. He had chosen his students, one from a family of Muslim origin, one from a Christian, another from a Jewish, and one from a Far Eastern family whose religion was unknown. What he was looking for was that the students were intelligent and passionate.

He would not pay anything to the students, instead he would provide accommodation and food. Considering the conditions of Paris at that time, this was an incomparable blessing for students and especially their poor families.

The students would be arriving soon. The old man saw his first day in front of his eyes as an apprentice given to his master. He was as excited as that day, eyes filled with tears.

The new apprentices arrived in the cellar a little later. They were boys, aged 13-14, who, in excitement and fear, did not know what to expect. With their tattered old clothes, pale faces, and rather thin statures, they immediately showed their social classes.

They stood before the stern-looking old man. Penelle, the old man's granddaughter, had brought them to the cellar. Penelle was a girl about 2-3 years younger than the apprentices. Her clever eyes shone like bright starlight.

“Grandpa, your apprentices have arrived.” she said in a gentle tone.

“Hmm,” said the old man, glancing at the kids. "Come closer so I can see you well." he said in a somber tone.

The apprentices, taking off their shabby hats from their heads, scrupulously approached, holding them in front with their hands.

"Tell me, what are your names?"  just then, under the old man's gaze, the children were thoroughly crushed.

One of them mustered up all his courage and said, "My name is Jack.", “My family lives in the Porte de Buci neighborhood of Paris. I have five siblings. I can read and write. My family is Christian, sir.” with a weak voice.

"You?" said the old man to the brown-skinned boy.

The boy almost swallowed his little tongue. “Sir, I also live in the Le Marais Quarter of Paris. My name is Abraham, we are 6 siblings. We are of Jewish descent.” ,as he almost fainted.

The old man stared at the third boy.

“My name is Lee, we are 3 siblings, we live in the Porte St-Martin neighborhood of Paris. We are of Chinese descent.” was all he could say in broken French.

This time the old man turned his gaze to the last boy.

The boy said in a calm tone, “My name is Jabir. We are of Arab descent. I have 6 siblings. We live in the Chateau-Rouge Quarter of Paris.” he could say.

The old man turned his eyes back to the hearth beside which he was sitting. For a while he watched the flames dance absently. Then he turned his gaze to the 4 children standing in front of him who reminded him of his childhood, "Well, do you know who I am?" ' he said, one eyebrow raised mischievously.

The French one said, "Sir, you are the Grand Master Jean de Rupescissa." he said in a shy tone.

The old man laughed happily, “So grand master, huh?” said.

The Master's laughter softened the formal mood in the room a bit. The children's fears had lessened somewhat.

The old man had chosen his apprentices carefully. He preferred intelligent children who could read and write in French and also knew the languages of their own nation.

After a moment of silence, Master Rupescissa looked mischievously at the children, "Tell me, why are you here?" said.

One of the boys was immediately jumped in, “To be wise.” he said excitedly.

The second child, "To become a scholar." said.

Third, “To get rich, to get gold.” said.

The last boy said, "I don't know." he said in a shy tone.

Penelle, the maester's granddaughter, standing a little behind them, interrupted, "To become alchemists of course you naïve kids." she said in a know-it-all tone.

The old man got up from the stove. He turned to his desk in front of his library. He made an eye gesture to his granddaughter. Penelle immediately made her way to the small room at the back of the cellar. From there she took turns bringing four small tables and set them in front of the big one. Later, she brought quills for each, 4 okes containing ink, and an empty papyrus from the library, and placed them separately on to the tables. Now, with the old man's desk and four small tables in front of it, a complete tiny classroom layout was formed.

When the old man gestured to his apprentices, they went to the tables and sat down on the ground. Penelle sat down close behind them.

Maester Rupescissa moved to his desk. He immediately went into teacher mode. After looking at his apprentices, he said, “Yes, your parents sent you here as apprentices. If you listen to what I say here, take notes, and complete the tasks assigned to you with great discipline and love, you will become scholars, more precisely, you will become an 'Alchemist'. You can make a living from this job for the rest of your life.” After saying that, he thought for a while and continued: “But this job is not as easy as it sounds. It takes a lifetime of dedication and effort. Alchemy is a lone journey of life. After your apprenticeship is over, of course. An alchemist is a person who has chosen solitude. He sets up his own laboratory. He designs and makes the instruments he will use in the laboratory. He decides for himself what he will do, how he will do it, which herbs and substances to use.” while he tried to weigh the impact of his words on the apprentices.

"What is the alchemist's goal?" he asked.

The apprentices looked at each other as they lowered their shoulders. One of them, Jack, said, “It’s about getting gold, sir. He turns worthless metals into gold and becomes rich.” he said, telling what he heard from his family.

After stroking his beard, the old maester said, “So, you came here with the hope of getting rich. Well, I have dealt with alchemy for a lifetime, I am known as an alchemy master in my circle. Take a look around, do I look like a rich person at all?” he said in a broken tone.

“No, sir.” said the boys in unison in a shy voice. Jack also regretted what he had said.

After the old man gathered his thoughts, he said, “Now I will tell you about Alchemy and the Alchemist. Listen to me carefully. Take note of important things too.” he said authoritatively.

The great maester continued his words; “Alchemy is an ancient science that has its roots in Ancient Egypt. Its origin is based on the 'Emerald Tablet' written by Hermes the Great. Later, in the Far East, the Chinese, the Muslims, and with the translation of these works into Latin, we Europeans had learned the science of alchemy. This is the reason why I chose you from 4 different nationalities and cultures. I wanted all of you to be a true alchemist by comfortably studying Hebrew, Arabic, and Chinese works at the same time as you are studying the books translated from Latin into French.”.

“An alchemist is not someone who turns base metals!” ' he said, glancing at Jack. We call the Alchemist spoofs of the type you or your family refer to as swindlers, charlatans, frauds. Because of them, many slanders have been made against alchemists in recent years. Our profession is damaged. Alchemy is a science. At the same time, it is a very comprehensive discipline that covers astrology, medicine and potion science, religious sciences and philosophical issues. Never again come before me with the goal of turning worthless metals into silver and gold. If anyone wants to be a puffer, the door is there. Leave now and return home.” Blasted his voice as a thunder of anger and fury.

Jack and the other children were stunned and crashed behind their tables.

The old man took a breath and continued; “The day starts early here. You will get up early in the morning, carry wood, coal and light the stove, the cellar will always be neat and clean. After cleaning the tools, gadgets and equipment you use, you will put them exactly where you took them. Your room and bed will be neat and clean. Meticulousness, cleanliness and order are the first three rules here.” he said and continued, “I will give you books, I will give you homework, you will constantly read in your room in the evenings. Your whole day will be spent in a great research. I will show no mercy to those who can't keep up with this order, I'll send them straight home." as tried to sound tougher than he looked.

"Do you understand?" with a stern tone.

The apprentices, thoroughly frightened, said in unison, "We got it, sir.". Penelle was in the back, her head turned to the side, as it was hard not to laugh. It was funny that his merciful grandfather, who had a heart of gold, pretended to be a tough teacher. But she didn't reveal.

"Where were we?" said the great master.

The Chinese apprentice said, “You were describing the Egyptians and the Emerald Tablet, sir.” said.

“Oh yes, thank you.” said the old man, and opening the yellowed manuscript in front of him, he began to read; “The Emerald Tablet of Hermes Trimegistis on alchemy was found between his hands in the dark cavern where his body was found.”

Secrets written on the emerald tablet; “It is true without any lies; it is certain and very real. What is below is as what is above, what is above is as what is below, and together they perform the miracle of one thing.

And since all everything comes from the one, it has come from the thought of the One. So everything came out of this single One, harmoniously.

The sun is his father, the moon is his mother. The wind carried it in its belly, the earth nourished it.

This is the father of all power in the world. His power is enough for everything if he returns to the ground.

You will separate the earth from the fire, the subtle from the thick; this must be done with great skill.

He will rise from the earth to the sky and descend again to the earth and receive the power of what is above and below. With this the victory of the whole world will be yours; for this, all darkness will turn away from you.

This is the strongest of all forces; for he will overcome every subtle thing, he will enter into every solid thing.

This is how the world was created.

Awe-inspiring forms came out of this, their medium is here.

That is why I am called Hermes the Three Times Great, for all three parts of the philosophy of the whole world belong to me. Thus ends and completes what I have said about the Suns's actions.” He finished his reading by staring at the apprentices and said, “Your homework for tonight is clear. Penelle will give you this text. If you want to be a good alchemist, think carefully about this text. We will make the explanation together tomorrow.”.

It was evening after a tiring day. After the apprentices cleared the cellar, cleared the tools and put them in their places, they ate their meals in silence in the large kitchen upstairs with the old man and his granddaughter. The meal was perhaps the best meal they had ever eaten. The old man followed their every move, out of the corner of his eye.

After the meal, they went to the room on the second floor of the house, in the attic, reserved for them, or rather transformed into a dormitory. It was a large room. There were two wooden bunk beds facing each other, and a large old wooden table in the middle. There was a large window, in front of the window a wide ledge that looked out into the room. There were several large thick candles on the table. The apprentices immediately chose a bed. They put their things aside. As the candles lit, a dim light filled the room. From the room's large window, sleet could be seen, rain and snowflakes hitting the glass and gliding down the glass.

One of the apprentices was lying on his bed, the other two were sitting at the table, and the last were sitting by the window, studying the Emerald Tablet, one of the papyri Penelle had given him, his homework for the night.

After a while, Jack scratched his head and said, "What is above is as what is below. What does that mean? I don’t get it. Does it mean that whatever is in the sky is
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