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SEALED HERITAGE THE TESTAMENT OF INK

"SEALED HERITAGE: AN INTERACTIVE SOCIAL EXPERIMENT - LIVE STREAM"

"DO NOT BELIEVE THEM, SAHIR. THE DOCTOR WAS ONLY THE FIRST PAGE. WAIT FOR THE THIRD VOLUME TO FIND ME."


SEALED HERITAGE: SHADOW OF DOUBT

When Sahir opened his eyes on the bench in Tünel Square, the first thing to fill his lungs was the damp morning air of Istanbul, mingled with exhaust fumes. Everything was so ordinary; a municipal worker was sweeping the ground further down, steam rose from a simit vendor’s cart, and the first tram glided over the rails with its shrill creak.

"It was a crisis," Sahir said, pressing his temples. "Just a nervous breakdown."

He stood up, trying to shake off the lingering effects of the heavy sedative given to him at the hospital. His hands were not bandaged, but his stomach turned when he saw the stubborn black dirt—or ink—beneath his fingernails. He checked his pockets; his wallet, phone, and that rusty key were all in place.

At that moment, an elderly man sitting at the other end of the bench leaned toward Sahir. This wasn't Rıza; he was an ordinary-looking retired clerk type, wearing a flat cap.

"Get well soon, son," the man said, looking at Sahir’s trembling hands. "You were muttering here all night. I was going to call the police, but then you finally quieted down on your own."

Sahir lowered his head in shame. "I’m sorry, I was just very tired."

"It happens," the man said, handing Sahir a newspaper from beside him. "But do you know what was strange? All night long, you acted as if you were writing something in the air with your hand. It was as if you were signing an invisible parchment."

Sahir froze. As he took the newspaper, he noticed black stains on the man’s fingertips. But it wasn't ink; it was the stain from the olives the man was eating. "See?" Sahir told himself. "You’re attributing everything to it. It’s just an olive stain."

Sahir began to walk down Istiklal Avenue toward the shop. He wanted to convince himself that everything was "normal." When he arrived in front of the shop, he saw that the police cordons were actually there. The yellow tapes rustled in the wind. The crack in the shop window from last night’s chaos was still there.

As he ducked under the tape to go inside, he heard a voice behind him.

"Mr. Sahir? You shouldn't be here."

Sahir turned around. It was that young doctor from the hospital. But he wasn't wearing his white coat; he wore an ordinary overcoat and held a file in his hand.

"Doctor? What are you doing here?"

"I follow up on my patients," the doctor said, with a professional but distant smile. "Especially those who try to open their own veins in their shops. Rıza Bey told me he took you to the mansion, but I knew I’d find you here."

"I’m fine," Sahir said, becoming defensive. "I just... I need to clean up the shop."

The doctor pulled a paper from the file and handed it to Sahir. "They found this inside the shop, within that open floorboard. The police didn't think it was evidence, but I thought it might interest you."

Sahir took the paper. It wasn't an 18th-century manuscript page. It was a very modern laboratory printout. Sahir’s name and yesterday’s test results were written on it.

However, in the "Notes" section at the very bottom, a single sentence had been added in handwriting: "Analysis result: Hemoglobin levels in blood are normal, but the ink concentration is at a lethal level."

Sahir looked at the doctor in horror. But there was no hint of a joke on the doctor's face.

"I want to help you, Sahir," the doctor said, taking a step closer. "But if you enter that shop, the diagnosis on that paper will become final. Don't listen to Rıza. That shop isn't healing you—it’s writing you."

Sahir looked at the paper in his hand and then at the dark storefront of the shop right behind him. Inside, among the shelves, a shadow moved. Was it Rıza? Or was it The Binder?

Sahir crumpled the bone-chilling lab report in his hand and shoved it into his pocket. He felt crushed under the doctor’s cold, professional gaze. "I’m... I’m leaving," Sahir said, his voice trembling. "I don’t want the shop, the books, or Rıza. You can have it all."

The doctor said nothing; he simply watched Sahir’s rapidly retreating footsteps.

Sahir walked down Istiklal Avenue almost at a run. He wanted to blend into the crowd, to vanish into that anonymous sea of people. As he passed in front of Galatasaray High School, he pulled out his phone. Due to his trembling hands, he entered his passcode incorrectly several times. Finally, he found his mother’s number.

The phone rang and rang, but no one picked up. "Come on, Mom, please..." he muttered. Just as he was about to hang up, the call was answered.

However, the voice on the other end wasn't his mother’s. There was only heavy, rhythmic breathing... followed immediately by a rustling sound, like the tearing of old paper.

"Mom?" Sahir said, slowing his pace.

The voice on the phone whispered as if coming from very far away, from the bottom of a tunnel: "Page fifty-four, Sahir. On page fifty-four, it doesn’t say you should run. It only says you should look."

Sahir hung up, nearly throwing the phone away from his ear. "I’m going mad. I’m truly going mad," he screamed internally. He ducked into a crowded cafe. It was one of Beyoğlu’s most modern, noisiest spots. The hiss of the espresso machine, the laughter of people... This was real. This was safe.

A waiter approached—a young guy with earrings and tattoos. "What can I get you?"

"Just a glass of water," Sahir said, wiping his sweat.

When the waiter brought the water, he placed a napkin under the glass. Sahir drained the water in one gulp. Just as he was about to leave, his eye caught the napkin. On it, instead of the cafe’s logo, was a handwritten note.

Sahir flipped the napkin over. It was soaking wet, but the writing did not smudge. "Running only makes the ink leak to the other side of the page, Sahir. The stain is still there."

Sahir looked around in terror. The waiter was busy with other tables; no one was looking at him. He bolted from the cafe and hailed a taxi. "To Beşiktaş," he said. He wanted to breathe the sea air, to escape the narrow, history-laden streets of Beyoğlu.

As the taxi descended toward Dolmabahçe, Sahir watched the world through the window. Passing the historic row houses of Akaretler, he saw someone standing on the sidewalk for a fleeting second.

That figure in the gray coat, his face wrapped in bandages.

Sahir rubbed his eyes and looked again. No one was there. Just an advertisement billboard... But for a moment, the model’s face on the billboard looked as if it had been blacked out with jet-black ink.

The driver glanced at Sahir through the rearview mirror. "Are you alright, sir? You’ve gone pale as a ghost."

"I’m fine," Sahir said. "Just need some air..."

"Rıza Bey always used to say the same," the driver said in a casual voice. "Back when he was with your late grandfather, Hamdi Efendi... He’d say, 'Get some air, Sahir; sometimes the story suffocates a man'."

Sahir froze in his seat. "How... how do you know Rıza? How do you know my grandfather?"

The driver shrugged. "I don't... You just said so yourself, sir. You were muttering to yourself."

Sahir realized with horror: reality was no longer breaking only in the shop, but in every word that left his mouth. Whatever he spoke, the world transformed into it.

The taxi pulled up in front of the Beşiktaş ferry terminal. As Sahir got out, the driver took the money and handed back the change. On the coins that fell into Sahir’s palm was that familiar embossed letter.

"VAV" (و) Sahir hurled the coins into the sea. He ran toward the ferry terminal. The vast depth of the Bosphorus was perhaps the only thing that could wash away this ink. He climbed onto the deck of the ferry and sat at the very back. As the ferry moved, he stared at the white foam in its wake.

As the deep blue waters of the sea were split by the ferry’s propeller, a jet-black, thick liquid began to rise from the depths. The wake left behind the ferry was not white foam, but a solid black line drawn as if by a gargantuan brush across the turquoise surface.

And upon that black line, on the very surface of the sea, his mother’s voice echoed once again: "You cannot write on water, Sahir. Water only multiplies the ink."

By the time the ferry docked at Kadıköy, Sahir was gripping the railings so hard that the coldness of the metal suppressed the imaginary sting in his palms. The trail of pitch-black ink he left behind remained there, as if a giant inkwell had been overturned into the depths of the Bosphorus. But strangely, none of the other passengers seemed to notice. People stepped over that black disaster as if it were a common puddle.

Sahir hurried out of the terminal. He dove into the crowd toward the famous Bull Statue. "This is another continent," he thought. "There is no history here, only life. The reign of those old books and dusty shelves cannot reach this place."

As he climbed toward Baharie Avenue, he paused for a moment to catch his breath. He watched the queue in front of an ice cream shop and the teenagers laughing. Everything was so normal that, for a fleeting second, he almost believed the hospital doctor was right—that all of this was just a "stress-induced delusion."

Just then, the cheerful tune of a street band caught his ear from the corner of the street. A young boy was playing a melancholic yet fluid melody on a violin. Sahir listened to the music, hoping for relief. But every time the boy pulled the bow across the strings, the sound transformed into a word in Sahir’s mind.

Creeeeak... Creeeeak... Sa-hir... Sa-hir... Sa-hir...

Sahir recoiled. "No, just a coincidence," he told himself. But then his eyes fell
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