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PREFACE 
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For All Who Have Fallen Into Shadow

This novel is not merely the story of a soldier,
nor simply the tale of a family torn apart.
This is the voice of all who have stepped on their own shadow.
Some of us kept silent by an oath,
some were forgotten in a photograph.
Some were lost within the State,
some stood at the edge of conscience.
Devotion — such a word that tests you
not only by whom you show it to,
but by whom you withhold it from.
What is told in this book is a call, hidden between the lines:
to those who hold on to their shadows,
to those who keep teaching in the dark,
to those who stand like a scream within silence...
If you too have kept silent,
if you too were torn between what you believe and how you live,
if you have the courage to open the box you’ve sealed away —
perhaps you will find a fragment of yourself in this story.
Because some lives cannot be told.
Some lives are read only through shadow — from the hand of Gölgebir1, 
the one born of shadow,
who still waits for the light that never came.


​

Notes on Symbols:

“Gölgebir” is a Turkish name meaning “the one born of shadow.” In the novel, it stands not merely for a man, but for all who live between devotion and doubt.
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NO PLACE, NO SOUND
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Ankara, January 2025 — In the Safe House

Zühre now prayed only by looking out the window.

She no longer raised her hands, closed her eyes, or even moved her lips—yet the prayer was there. As if a verse had been engraved in her pupils... Even when she said nothing, it drifted quietly through the room, seeping into the walls, its presence felt like an ember trembling among the ashes of the stove.

Gölgebir could feel it.

Sometimes an old floorboard groaned, sometimes a crack in the wall seemed to deepen. In this house, silence had become no different from prayer.

"One day we'll leave this place," he whispered.

Zühre did not answer. Perhaps she hadn't heard him—or perhaps she had, and chose not to.

Gölgebir fell silent again. Because in this house, hope was the heaviest word. If spoken in the wrong tone, it would fall to the floor like a stone and shatter.

In the cold of a January night, the house was no longer just four walls—it was a refuge. Going outside was permitted, but Gölgebir was not free. Every step was a risk. He was still on the wanted list. His sentence was final: twelve years and six months. That number sat somewhere in his mind like a heavy stone.

For a moment, his gaze drifted to the old chest on the bottom shelf of the bookcase. Its lid had not been opened in ten years. What he feared was not remembering what was inside, but what it would make him remember once opened.

He reached for the notebook leaning against the wall. The pen with its cracked tip could still write. It still held enough ink to carry the weight within him outward.

He wrote only one sentence:

Some children of this country live as if they were never born. And some are called guilty the moment they are.

He set the pen down. These days, even words were not easily born.

That line carried him back twenty-six years.



Ankara, 1999 – Faculty of Education Library

Zühre's voice had been younger then—uncertain, a little fragile. Her eyes carried a contradictory expression: her head was uncovered, yet her gaze seemed veiled.

She was a second-year student at the Faculty of Education. Gölgebir was in his first year at the academy. They were both searching for the same book: Foundations of Educational Philosophy.

"Did you come before me or after?" Zühre had asked with a shy smile.

Gölgebir had smiled back. "Perhaps it's the day the book chose us," he'd said.

Their meeting wasn't coincidence—it felt more like the meeting of two wounded souls who already knew each other.

Zühre's story was simple, yet unsettling. She had entered university wearing a headscarf2, the daughter of a devout family from Anatolia. In the second term of her first year, the dean's office summoned her.

"You're a very successful student," they told her, "but if you want to become a teacher, there are certain things you must accept."

"What kind of things, sir?"

"Your head, for instance... Modern education requires modern teachers."

When she returned home, she called her mother, crying. Her mother stayed silent for a long time, then spoke softly:

"My daughter, if God sent you there, there's a reason. Your head is yours, but your heart is His. It's temporary—one day you'll wear it again."

The next day she went to school bareheaded. The professors said, "Well done!" but the face in the mirror no longer felt like hers.

Months later, one evening at the book café, she told Gölgebir:

"You met me like this. But I wasn't always this way."

"How were you?"

"When I wore my headscarf, I was more whole."

Gölgebir hadn't known what to say. He, too, was living his faith in hiding—praying in secret, guarding every belief with caution.

"I think," he said softly, "a person's wholeness isn't in the head, but in the heart."

"It was," she whispered, "but even the heart feels incomplete without the head."

That night, Zühre didn't hide her tears. For the first time, a man had understood her—without judgment.



Ankara, January 2025 – The Safe House

Zühre was veiled again now. As if even when she looked out the window, her head must remain covered. She no longer went outside, yet she never removed her scarf. When she prayed, only her eyes moved.

Inside, she repeated a single sentence: My God, do not forget us. We have never forgotten You.

Gölgebir was no longer remembered as an honest man, but as a wanted one. Once, people had spoken his name in their prayers. Now, when he walked down the same street, children hid behind their mothers, and neighbors avoided his gaze.

The man who had once given hope to students was now the target of witnesses in courtrooms. In this country, being right was no longer enough. They lived in a time when power itself was the measure of right.

People were silent again—as they had been before. In 1999, for secularism. In 2025, for security.

Time had changed, but the color of silence was still gray.



Ankara, January 2025 – Echoes of the Past

The battery in the clock had long died, yet it still hung on the wall. Zühre never touched it.

"One day, even if time stops, let it stay where it is," she had said one night.

Perhaps she didn't want to keep time—only memories.

Gölgebir moved closer to the window. Zühre's face was turned outward, her eyes inward. If she heard the voice of a child, she might cry. If a letter arrived, she might faint. But nothing happened.

Silence kept summoning the past.



Altındağ3, Ankara – 1995

He remembered his first rejection.

When he applied to the military high school, the officers on the commission didn't look at his face—they looked at his father's beard, his mother's headscarf.

"What religious group are you part of?"

"Does your mother cover her head?"

"Do you know what reactionism4 is?"

He didn't know any of it. He only wanted to be a soldier.

That day, for the first time, he made a vow—silently, where no one could hear:

I will enter this fortress. I will grow from within. One day, I will restore the honor of those left outside.



Questions in the Mind of the Shadow – 2025

By now, he knew where that old vow had led him. He had entered. He had grown. He had changed—nothing.

What was it I truly meant to change? The people? The system? Or merely my own fears?

He no longer knew whose side the prayers were on.

While Zühre gazed out the window, Gölgebir asked himself: When was the last time I made a decision purely for God?

Perhaps his greatest defeat was not the loss itself, but accepting the identity others had written for him.

The answer echoed in his mind: Perhaps never.

And in that moment he understood—the chest was not what needed to be opened. It was his own heart.



Toward the Night

Zühre sat sunk deep in the armchair, silent. She no longer looked out the window. Even if she did, she no longer believed she would see anything. Yet something inside her still told her to pretend she did.

Gölgebir had once again finished his quiet circuit of the room—the same corner, the same steps, the same silence. He looked at the wall clock. Its battery had been dead for three weeks. But Zühre still measured time by it.

"Someone slowed down outside again today," Gölgebir said.

Zühre gave no reply. Her fingers kept folding and unfolding the edge of the scarf resting on her knees.

"Two cars. Same model. Same hesitation," he murmured.

A pause.

"Maybe it was just me."

Zühre straightened the lace by the window. "No one really has to come," she said softly. "Sometimes it's enough to know someone could."

A noise came from downstairs. Someone must have returned home. Or maybe someone had been taken away. Moments later, a door opened upstairs. Then closed slowly.

The whole building inhaled as one.

Gölgebir stood still. He neither sat nor paced. He simply stayed—for he had learned in this house that standing still was its own kind of waiting.

He turned to Zühre. "Do you think there's still hope?" he whispered.

Zühre didn't look at him. Her gaze turned to the old radio. Its plug was pulled out. Yet perhaps she was wondering, If it played again, what would it play?

"Hope," she said, "is sometimes nothing more than waiting for a sound."

Gölgebir's eyes moved across the bookshelf. He didn't look at the bottom shelf. The chest was there—and there it should stay.

Light seeped through the curtain, rippling against the wall. Another car passed.

"If we went down now, our footsteps would echo on the stairs," he said. "Everything can be heard, can't it?"

Zühre nodded. "Here, everything is made of silence," she said. "Even walking leaves a trace."

Gölgebir moved toward the window again but didn't pull the curtain aside. He only looked through its edge. A shadow slipped past the corner of the street—perhaps just an ordinary man, or someone trying to disappear through his own ordinariness.

He didn't check his phone. He didn't turn on the radio. He didn't touch the chest. He only drew into himself.

And in that silence, a thought echoed: To see a person is not to watch them. And to watch a person does not mean to be seen.

Zühre slowly rested her head against the back of the chair—and kept on praying.



Notes on Symbols:

2 "Headscarf ban": Between 1997-2013, Turkey enforced a ban on headscarves in universities and public institutions, forcing many religious women to choose between education and their beliefs.

3 Altındağ is a historically working-class district of Ankara, known for its conservative, religious population.

4 "Reactionism" (Tr: irtica) was the official term used by Turkey's secular establishment to describe religious conservatism perceived as a threat to the Republic's secular foundations.
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THE SHADOW OF THE KEY
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February 2025 — In the Silence of the Safe House

That morning, everything looked the same. Gölgebir had risen early, breathing in the cold air that fogged the windowpane, then sat at the small table. As Zühre drifted quietly in from the other room, he let his eyes wander across the old books lined on the shelf.

He pulled one out at random. Its yellow cover was frayed at the edges—a book of memoirs. As he opened it, an envelope slipped out. It hit the table not softly, but like a warning.

Zühre flinched and looked over. Gölgebir's chest tightened. The envelope was plain. No name, no address—only a small heart drawn in the corner.

With trembling hands, he opened it. Inside was a letter, and a small silver key. The moment he touched the paper, he recognized the handwriting. It was Umut's.



Father,

It's been years since I wrote this letter. I never gave it to you. Every time I looked into your eyes, I gave up. You still believed. And I feared hurting you as much as you believed.

One day I understood: in this country, we are not only the believers—we are also the marked. Before the State learned our names, the neighborhood already knew us.

Your shadow is long, Father, but my steps are still short. Breathing beneath that shadow has grown harder each year.

You taught me to struggle. To resist. But never to survive. Nor to stay silent, to retreat, or to accept.

That's why I'm afraid sometimes—because I can't stand like you, and I can't become like them.

I wanted to give you this key years ago. It belonged to Grandfather's chest. Maybe you kept it hidden. Now I think—perhaps this key isn't meant to open a lock, but a question.

When was the last time you made a decision purely for God?

I'm not curious about your answer, Father. I only wonder—do you still have the courage to ask?

I kiss your hands. I miss you deeply.

Your daughter.



As he read, his heartbeat quickened. When his fingertips touched the key, it felt not like metal, but fire.

For a moment, an image flickered in his mind—his grandfather's trembling hands closing the chest, the dull thud of the lid, and how that sound had echoed in his chest for years.

Gölgebir closed his eyes. The letter in his hands became a silent prayer escaping his lips. He turned the key in his palm. Its silver weight felt like the burden of years.

Zühre stood behind him, watching in silence. "The key to the chest?" she asked softly.

Gölgebir nodded. "Yes," he said, and nothing more.

They rose together. In the corner of the room stood the old chest, covered with cloth. Zühre lifted the fabric carefully. The wood seemed to hold the shadow of all those years.

Gölgebir knelt and slid the key into the lock. A faint click. At that moment, footsteps echoed in the stairwell. Then stopped. Then moved again. The neighbor's door opened, then shut.

Gölgebir's hand remained on the lock. The lid loosened. He didn't look inside. He only stared into the darkness beneath it—as if trying to see not with his eyes, but with something deeper.

Zühre didn't lean closer. In that moment, both were hiding not what was in the chest, but the weary reflection in each other's eyes.

She stood a step behind, her hands at her sides, silent. Nothing was said.

Because some silences speak more than words ever could.
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RETURN FROM THE DOOR
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2025 — Gölgebir's Living Room, the Safe House

That night, the house was unusually quiet.

Gölgebir knelt before the old chest in the living room, its lid slightly open. It had been unlocked once before, but now he could no longer avoid what waited inside.

As Zühre came in from the kitchen, she saw him there. She didn't ask anything. She simply sat beside him and looked into the chest with him.

The first thing he touched was a small, round pocket watch. He pressed the latch open with his thumb. The watch had stopped. Its hands rested at 04:17.

In a whisper, Zühre asked, "I wonder how long it's been dead."

Gölgebir didn't answer. He realized that when that watch had stopped, something in his own life had stopped with it.

Next came a pair of glasses—thick lenses, worn frame.

"They were my grandfather's," he said softly.

Zühre held them, studying the cloudy glass. "I wonder what he saw through these."

That was exactly what Gölgebir was thinking. Perhaps what he was told to see and what he truly saw were never the same.

The watch and the glasses. Time and sight. One measured the years as they passed; the other shaped how those years were seen—or hidden. Both had carried something forward from the past. And both seemed too tired to carry anything more.

A door slammed downstairs, echoing through the stillness. Zühre flinched, glancing toward the window but not parting the curtain.

That night, he didn't open the chest completely. He leaned back, holding the watch and the glasses in his hands. And he thought of that night—of the vow he could never escape.

Like everyone else, he had once knelt, hands raised in prayer. But what passed through his heart had never matched what escaped his lips. Maybe that night, the watch had started measuring not time, but the lifespan of his patience. And the glasses had whispered how much truth a man could really bear to see.

For the first time, he allowed himself to think aloud: Perhaps even then, my loyalty belonged to something else.

Zühre turned her head gently toward him. "Do you think a person can truly act only for God's sake?"

He stayed silent for a long time. Then murmured one line: "People often confuse loyalty. To whom, for what, and when?"

He didn't close the lid of the chest. Because now he carried not just what had come out of it, but also the weight of everything that hadn't yet.



Gölgebir reached inside again. This time, a file caught his eye—papers neatly kept, as if once meant for order. Inside was a yellowed envelope. In handwriting across it: "First Rejection — 1995."

He opened it. A document emerged, stamped and severe:

"The applicant's submission has been deemed unsuitable."
— Military High School Command
The paper felt sharper than the words themselves. He could almost smell that day again—the rust of the gate, his father's sweaty palms, his mother's handkerchief, scented faintly of detergent.

Zühre still held their daughter's letter. When she saw the paper, she asked, "What's this?"

"My first disappointment," Gölgebir said. "Maybe my first lesson in life."

He handed it to her.

"How old were you then?"

"Fifteen. And those were days I believed too much."

Another paper caught his eye. Across it: "Second Application — 1999 — ACCEPTED."

He placed the two side by side on the table—Rejection and Acceptance.

Same boy. Same dream. But...

"Do you know what changed between them?" he asked.

"What?"

"Our family's appearance."

A folded letter slipped out between the pages. It was his mother's handwriting:

"Your father is proud of you. He'll never say it. Just don't turn back from your path."



Altındağ, Ankara — Summer 1995

In those years, military high schools were more than schools—they were symbols of status, ladders of ascent. To enter was to begin climbing toward power.

Gölgebir had just finished middle school. His grades were good, his physique fit. But more than that—he had a dream.

When the news spread through the neighborhood—"Gölgebir's applying to military school!"—neighbors came to congratulate his parents. Everyone looked at him differently now.

"He's one of us—but he's going there," they said.

His father hadn't changed at all—same beard, same simple clothes. His mother still wore her headscarf. They thought they were preparing for an exam. They didn't know they were walking into a test of identity.

That morning, father and son walked together to the gate.

"Go, my son," his father said. "Tell the truth inside. Hide nothing. Be ashamed of nothing."

That advice, he later realized, had been the first link in a long chain of mistakes.



Interview Room — Kuleli Military High School5, 1995

The corridors were wide, ceilings high, Atatürk's portraits lining the walls. When he entered, three officers sat waiting.

"Name?"

"Gölgebir."

"Where are you from?"

"Altındağ, Ankara."

"Tell us about your family."

"My father's a tailor, my mother's a homemaker. Three children—I'm the eldest."

"What religious order is your father part of?"

"Religious order? I don't know."

"Does he attend Friday prayers?"

"Yes."

"And you?"

"Yes, sir."

"Does your mother cover her head?"

"Yes."

The officers exchanged glances. The youngest captain wrote something down. The elder one closed the file.

"Your grades are good. But this place demands more than grades."

"I understand, sir."

"Here we raise modern, secular officers. Do you fit that ideal?"

"I do, sir."

"What are your family's political views?"

"I don't know, sir. I just want to be a soldier."

Then the major's voice cut sharp through the air: "Being a soldier means defending the Republic's values. Are you against reactionism?"

"What is reactionism, sir?"

Silence.

"You may leave. Results will be announced."



Return Home and the Letter — 1995

When he stepped out of the gate, his father was still waiting.

"How did it go?"

"Good, Father."

He lied. He didn't want to break his father's hope.

For two weeks, he waited for the postman. Neighbors kept asking, and he kept saying, "Not yet."

Finally, the letter came. The postman handed it to his mother. She didn't open it. His father didn't either. They waited for him to come home. Then they opened it together.

"Your application has been deemed unsuitable."

When he read those words, Gölgebir's world trembled. He didn't cry. He just took the letter and went to his room.

His father followed.

"My son, God has His reasons."

"Father, did I say something wrong?"

"No, my son. You told the truth. They were looking for something else."

His mother entered quietly.

"Don't be angry at them. We have a right in this country too."

"How, Mother?"

"Study. Prepare yourself. One day, you'll stand there too—by God's will."

That night, Gölgebir swore in silence:

"One day I'll walk through that gate. And when I do, I'll be the one to decide who belongs."

He truly believed he would never forget whose path he was walking.

But the neighborhood's reaction cut deeper than the letter.

"So they didn't take him, then..."

"Well, those places are hard."

"There are other ways."

But it was the looks from the other boys that hurt most. The same eyes that had once admired him now reflected only his failure. It was as if a single envelope had sealed not only his dreams—but his very self.



Altındağ, Ankara — Summer 1999

He finished high school on a scholarship at TED6 Ankara College. He studied relentlessly, first in every class. Even his teachers wondered aloud, "Why didn't they take this boy?"

He scored high on the university exams—and this time, passed into the military academy.

But the preparation was different now. This time, the family wasn't preparing for an exam—they were preparing an image.

His father wore a tie for the first time. His mother removed her headscarf, wearing a wig instead. They had learned how to appear "acceptable."

This time, there was no rejection.



2025 — Night, Safe House Living Room

Gölgebir placed the two documents side by side:
1995 — Rejection / 1999 — Acceptance.
The first had taught him the system. The second, camouflage.

Which hurt more—being left outside the door, or entering by hiding his own shadow?

Which Gölgebir was real—the honest boy of 1995, or the one who learned to blend in by 1999?

Zühre studied the papers.

"The same boy. The same dreams..."

"Different appearance," he finished.

When appearance changed, fate followed.

"In this country," he said quietly, "who you are matters less than how you look."

At that moment, a siren passed outside. They couldn't tell whether it was near or far—but both their hearts quickened. The papers on the table seemed to tremble.

There were more documents at the bottom of the chest, each telling the story of another transformation.

Their daughter's question echoed once again: When was the last time you made a decision purely for God?

Maybe that first rejection had been the last honest moment. Everything after had been strategy—tactics, disguise.

Return from the door, he whispered. Maybe turning back was the only right way. Because some doors, once opened, don't just let you in—they shut you to yourself.

Zühre looked at him quietly. "And who do you think closed that door?"

Gölgebir drew a deep breath.

"Sometimes we do," he said. "And sometimes, those who take us away from ourselves."



Notes on Symbols:

5 Kuleli Military High School, located in Istanbul, was one of Turkey's most prestigious military academies before its closure in 2016.

6 TED (Turkish Education Association) is a prestigious secular private school network in Turkey.
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ENTERING IN
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2025 — By the Chest, the Safe House

At the bottom of the chest lay a photograph.

Black and white, its corners yellowed with time.

1999 – Academy Entrance.

Gölgebir stood at the gate, wearing civilian clothes. His face carried an uncertain expression—neither joy nor fear. He looked as if he were standing on a threshold.

Zühre lifted the photo.

"You were so young."

"Yes," said Gölgebir quietly. "And so unaware."

"Unaware of what?"

"The cost of getting in."

That photograph pulled him back twenty-six years.



1999 – Ankara, Summer

The country's sky was gray, yet still faintly hopeful. The harshness of the February 287 era had begun to fade, but its scars ran deep.

This time, the preparation was different.

Gölgebir's shirt was freshly ironed by his mother. His shoes—civilian, but spotless. His father had checked the hems of his trousers three times that night, as if one loose thread could unravel his son's whole future.

But the biggest change was in their appearance.

His father wore a tie for the first time. It strangled him a little; he kept tugging at it. His beard had been trimmed, nearly shaved. He'd looked at himself in the mirror and murmured, "Is that me?"

His mother had undergone her own transformation—the scarf gone, replaced by a wig. A thin line of lipstick colored her lips. Gölgebir had never seen her like that before.

Was this really my mother?

The neighbors watched silently as they left the house. No one said anything, but everyone understood: this was the game of acceptance.

On the doorstep, an old neighbor raised her hand: "God bless you. Maybe this time it'll work."

Her voice carried both hope and sorrow—she, too, knew the game.

They walked together, wordless. Every unsaid sentence sank into the rhythm of their steps. All the way to the gate.

After the first rejection, they had made a decision: We won't be visible anymore. We'll look acceptable.



1999 – Military Academy Gate

Beyond the iron gate lay another world.

This time, the guard's eyes didn't linger on the family.

Tie — ✓
No beard — ✓
Mother's head uncovered — ✓
Checklist complete.
Gölgebir noticed. He didn't want to, but he did.

It didn't feel like victory. It felt like leaving something outside—his family, himself.

The guard glanced at the file. "You may pass."

The tone was different now—polite, welcoming.

As they stepped through, another family waited nearby. The boy's mother still wore her scarf. The guard snapped, "Next! Wait your turn!"

The boy trembled. The father hesitated.

That scene burned itself into Gölgebir's mind.



1999 – Military Academy Interview Room

Three officers again. But the air had changed. The questions were routine now.

"Name?"

"Gölgebir."

"Your family?"

"My father's self-employed, my mother a homemaker."

"Political views?"

"Republican. Kemalist."

"What do you think of reactionism?"

This time, Gölgebir was ready:

"Reactionism is any regressive act opposed to the values of the Republic. We stand against it."

He had memorized that line—a script he and his father had rehearsed for weeks.

The officers seemed pleased. The elder colonel flipped through his file.

"Excellent grades. Clearly a hardworking family."

"Thank you, sir."

"You'll learn not just discipline here, but a modern worldview. Are you ready?"

"Yes, sir."

"Good. Accepted. Congratulations."

A strange mixture filled him—pride and emptiness. Pride, because he had made it. Emptiness, because he didn't know as who.

As he turned to leave, a young lieutenant smirked slightly. Even as he said "Congratulations," the tone stung like mockery.

And Gölgebir felt himself shrink, just a little.



1999 – Outside the Academy Gate

He came out smiling. "I'm in."

His father's eyes glistened. His mother's lipstick smeared against his cheek as she kissed him.

Their goodbye felt like a farewell to who they were.

They left the gate with hope. His father loosened the tie before they'd even turned the corner. His mother adjusted her wig.

Would they return to their real selves at home?

For the first time, Gölgebir thought: Sometimes, victory comes not from being seen—but from disappearing.

And disappearing could be survival... or slow erasure.



1999 – Academy, First Day

The moment he stepped inside, his civilian self was gone.

Shave, uniform, bed, locker, soap—everything was new, yet eerily familiar, as if his mind had been rehearsing this for years.

That night in the dormitory, he stared at the ceiling. Beside him was Mervan—another who had crossed the same threshold. They both knew: what came before was never to be spoken of.

Still, the thought weighed on him: We all dress the same. Wake, sleep, march the same. As if every rule was designed to erase the traces that made us ourselves.

He didn't say it aloud, but the sentence inside him was heavy: How do we stay ourselves in all this sameness?

A whisper came from the next bunk.

"What do you think we'll become here?" Mervan asked.

"Maybe we'll first learn who we're not," Gölgebir replied.

Mervan was silent for a while. Then, almost in a whisper: "If we forget who we are..."

Gölgebir closed his eyes. "...then we remind each other, okay?"

A senior cadet's voice cut through the dorm: "Lights out! No talking!"

The tone was more command than authority. Gölgebir said nothing, but thought: Here, even speaking takes courage.

Another voice from the far corner—deep, confident: "There's no need to talk. Here, silence wins."

He turned to see the speaker—a broad-shouldered boy with sharp eyes. He'd learn his name the next day: Talha.

His stare was fierce, his smile too easy.

And in that moment, Gölgebir knew: He'll either be my truest ally—or my greatest betrayal.



During roll call the next morning:

"Gölgebir!"

"Here!"

His voice didn't tremble. The officer didn't even look at him.

And in that instant, he understood: Here, survival meant not being seen—but enduring unseen.



1999 – First Leave Day

Days blurred into drills. Walls became routine. Silence, order, endurance.

On his first day of leave, he stepped into the city again. Crowds, noise, color—a shock to the senses.

He wandered into a bookstore. His eyes caught a title: Faith, Silence, and Struggle.

And then, a voice nearby. A girl browsing the shelves—curly hair, uncovered head, a quiet dignity in her eyes.

She was holding The Foundations of Educational Philosophy.

What looked like chance would become the first thread of their fates.

He stepped back slightly. Their eyes didn't meet, but something familiar stirred—a wordless recognition.

She leafed through the book, then put it back and left. In the window's reflection, he saw her face once more.

Zühre.

He didn't yet know her name, but that face stayed with him.

A spark of hope flickered within: Maybe outside, someone still remembers who we are.

That night, he wrote in his notebook:

I entered in, but I've never missed the outside more.

Today I saw a girl—uncovered, but not faithless. Her eyes spoke with her conscience.

Maybe she, too, left a piece of herself at the gate. Maybe our lost parts will find each other one day.

In the margin, he added a final note:

Sometimes a single face becomes the compass of all the roads ahead.



2025 – The Safe House

Holding that photograph now, Gölgebir remembered his innocence. He had thought entering was success. He hadn't known it was the beginning—of losing himself.

Zühre looked at the photo.

"What do you think this boy would say now?"

"He'd say, 'Don't go in.'"

"And what would you tell him?"

"Go in—but stay yourself. Don't lose who you are."

But it was far too late.

The day he entered that gate, he had already begun forgetting both who he was—and who he could be.

Outside, a burst of laughter echoed down the street. Life still moved on beyond those walls. Inside, the darkness felt thicker against that ordinary joy.

Between the young man in the photograph and the man holding it now lay an entire life—a life spent slowly learning that some prisons don't need bars at all.



Notes on Symbols:

7 February 28 refers to the 1997 military intervention in Turkey, often called a "postmodern coup," which targeted religious influence in public life.
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THE OATH OF LOYALTY
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2025 — At the Chest, the Safe House

A sheet of blue paper was wedged at the corner of the chest. Its official heading had faded, but the handwriting beneath remained clear:

Cadet's Oath — 1999.

When Gölgebir took it in his hands, the morning from twenty-six years ago came flooding back. He still remembered every word:

I swear not to stray from the path of the State,
not to falter in loyalty to my people,
never to prefer lies over truth,
never to remain silent in hard times,
to stand not with the strong but with the just,
and never to fear even my own shadow upon this path.
Zühre's voice trembled as she read.

"These are beautiful words."

Gölgebir nodded. "They are. I used to believe in them."

"And now?"

"Now I see—each one meant something different than I thought."



Autumn 1999 — Academy Parade Ground

The quietest hour before dawn.

The sun had yet to rise, but the courtyard glowed under white floodlights. Nine hundred fifty cadets stood in perfect rows, lines precise as a blade.

Gölgebir did not look at Mervan beside him. This moment had no room for coincidence. They hadn't grown up in the same streets, but they had endured the same transformation.

Now, they would swear together.

To whom—they didn't dare to ask.

At the back of the courtyard stood an old man. No notebook. No uniform. Yet everyone knew him: The Clerk of Loyalty.

He wrote not with ink, but with his
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