


[image: C:\Users\WİN10\Desktop\YENİ KİTAPLAR\The Last Alchemist\The Last Alchemist.jpg]


THE LAST ALCHEMIST


When Science Fails, Forgotten Arts Awaken!


 


 


(A Speculative Science-Fiction Novel)


 


 


[image: C:\Users\WİN10\Desktop\6.jpg]


 


 


MURAT UKRAY


 


2026


 


 


 


THE LAST ALCHEMIST | SCIENCE-FICTION


 


Author: MURAT UKRAY


Cover Design: AUTHOR


Interior & Graphical Design: E-Kitap Projesi & Cheapest Books


Cover Image: Background: “End of Times, Infinite View of World” Pixabay Image; Foreground: "The Last Alchemist" themed, organic structures that cover the entire universe and extend infinitely. 


Pictures in the Book: All reproduction rights for the images in the book belong to the author and may not be used without permission unless otherwise stated. © Cheapest Books (2026)


 


[image: Logo]


www.cheapestboooks.com


 


ISBN: 978-625-387-432-2


Istanbul, 2026


 


Publisher: CHEAPEST BOOKS, SPECULATIVE SCI-FI SERIES - 1


Publisher Certificate No: 45502


 


 


© Copyright, All Right Reserved


All publishing rights of this book belong to the author. Unauthorized reproduction, except for promotional excerpts, is considered a crime under our laws. Instead of resorting to such actions, if you ask us, we would be happy for a civilized and sharing world.


 


 


 








The Author's Writing Journey


(From the Beginning to the Present)


 


[image: C:\Users\WİN10\Desktop\YENİ KİTAPLAR\The Last Alchemist\Murat Ukray (2026).jpg]


Murat Ukray, in previous years, began his writing journey with Science & Religious books (2006-2016) and continued with 7-8 works in the "Realistic Science Fiction" genre (which could be the first of its kind) (continuing between 2016 and 2026).
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PREFACE
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Elara, however, had been raised on whispers and forbidden texts by her grandmother, a descendant of a hidden lineage. She wasn’t interested in turning lead into gold; she was interested in the essence of things, their vibrational frequency, how they interacted not just on a molecular level, but on a… well, a soul level. Her laboratory, powered by scavenged solar cells and hidden beneath a sprawling hydroponics farm, was a haven of bubbling beakers, glowing crucibles, and the pungent aroma of rare earth elements.


The Techno-City above, a shimmering monolith of steel and glass, was dying. A synthetic virus, designed to boost productivity and creativity, had mutated. Instead of making workers efficient, it was turning them… catatonic. The Technocracy's algorithms, their predictive models, were failing. They’d tried everything, flooding the system with counter-agents, even attempting to reset the viral code at its source. Nothing worked.


Desperate, the Director, a man whose emotions were as carefully managed as the city's power grid, turned to the legends. He’d heard whispers of a woman, a 'wild scientist,' living off-grid. He arrived at Elara's door with two drone guards and a plea.


Elara, skeptical but intrigued, agreed. She wouldn't use science to fight the virus; she would understand it. She took samples of the infected, studying them not just through microscopes, but with tuning forks and resonant chambers. Days turned into weeks. She found the frequency, the subtle distortion in the virus's energy signature.


Her solution wasn't a manufactured antidote. It was a resonance enhancer, a device that amplified the virus's original, intended frequency – the frequency of creativity. When the device, humming with untold power, was activated in the city center, the catatonia broke. People awoke, not into mindless servitude, but with flashes of inspiration, bursts of art, and a longing for something beyond the cold calculations of the Technocracy.


Elara, standing at the edge of her hydroponics farm, watched the city bloom with newfound life. She had saved them, not by replacing science, but by complementing it. The age of alchemy had returned, not as a mystical art, but as a vital, missing piece of a complex puzzle. The Technocracy, humbled and hesitant, offered her a place in their ranks. But Elara declined. She had more work to do, more frequencies to discover.


The world, it turned out, still needed a little magic.


 


 


 








Opening of the Story:


“The Frequency of Becoming”


 


 


“Most of the gold and other heavy metals in the world are formed over millions of years inside massive, sun-like stars in the universe. If we could create a similar artificial laboratory on Earth, perhaps we could transform all elements into one another. Then, alchemy, the oldest known secret science, would become a reality..”


(Author, 2026)
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In a world of steel and silence, machines forgot how to dream.


Above the earth, the Techno-City rose like a monument to precision—glass towers, perfect algorithms, emotions regulated into compliance. Below it, buried beneath living roots and whispered knowledge, alchemy never truly died.


Fire still remembered.


Matter still listened.


And frequency still told the truth.


Elara was never interested in turning lead into gold.


Gold was inert. Predictable. Dead.


* * *


She sought something older and more dangerous—the essence beneath structure, the vibration that bound matter, memory, and soul. Raised on forbidden texts and half-erased lineages, she learned that reality was not built from particles alone, but from resonance. From harmony and distortion. From what sang… and what had been silenced.


While the city above decayed, its workers frozen by a virus born of efficiency and ambition, the Technocracy watched its models collapse. Their synthetic cure—meant to enhance creativity—had stripped humanity of motion, will, and voice. Logic failed. Control failed.


So they turned to legend.


They came to Elara with drones and desperation, offering power in exchange for salvation. She refused their tools, their counter-agents, their resets. Instead, she listened. To the virus. To the bodies it had stilled. To the subtle corruption of intention buried within its signal.


 


The solution was not a cure.


It was a correction.


A device that did not suppress—but remembered.


A resonance that restored what had been lost.


When it was activated, the city awakened—not into obedience, but into creation. Art spilled into streets. Thought fractured into possibility. People remembered they were more than systems.


The Technocracy called it a miracle.


Elara called it balance.


They offered her a place among them. She declined.


Because the world was still broken.


Because there were more frequencies to uncover.


Because science alone had never been enough.


And because alchemy was not magic.


It was the missing language between what humanity builds…


And what it forgets it is..!









Chapter I — The Echoes of Forgotten Arts
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The Gilged Cage of Reason
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Neo-Veridia. The name itself resonated with a sterile perfection, a city sculpted from chrome and glass, humming with an energy that was more electric pulse than lifeblood. It was a metropolis built on the bedrock of pure, unadulterated reason, a testament to humanity’s relentless march towards an engineered future. Towering structures pierced a sky scrubbed clean of natural clouds, their surfaces reflecting the ceaseless, silent data streams that governed every facet of existence. The Technocracy, the invisible hand that guided this immaculate machine, had meticulously scrubbed away anything that did not conform to its ironclad logic. Art, philosophy, spirituality – these were archaic whispers, deemed inefficient, irrational, and ultimately, a dangerous distraction from the pursuit of quantifiable progress. Among the most systematically eradicated of these 'obsolete arts' was alchemy. To the Technocracy, it was a charade, a primitive misunderstanding of chemistry, a relic of an unenlightened past. They had systematically purged its texts, its practitioners, and its very memory from the collective consciousness of Neo-Veridia, leaving behind only a sterile vacuum where once, there had been… something more.


Yet, in the forgotten arteries of this gleaming metropolis, in the shadowy underbelly where the city's relentless progress had failed to pave over every crack, a faint ember of that forgotten art still glowed. Elara was its keeper. She was a recluse, a phantom in a city obsessed with quantifiable presence. Her existence was a deliberate act of defiance, a quiet rebellion against the omnipresent order. Her dwelling was not a sleek, minimalist apartment optimized for ergonomic efficiency, but a sprawling, dishevelled sanctuary hidden within the decaying infrastructure of a bygone era. It was a space that defied the sterile aesthetic of Neo-Veridia, a riot of organized chaos that pulsed with a life of its own. The air was thick with the mingled scents of exotic herbs, acrid chemical compounds, and the subtle, earthy aroma of aged parchment. Light, when it dared to penetrate the gloom, did so through grimy, leaded panes, casting ethereal beams onto surfaces cluttered with the tools of a forgotten craft.


Here, amidst the labyrinthine shelves groaning under the weight of leather-bound tomes, their pages brittle with age and inscribed with symbols that defied modern interpretation, Elara worked. Her hands, stained with a spectrum of pigments and etched with the fine lines of meticulous labor, moved with an practiced grace. Alembics of blown glass, their curves reminiscent of ancient sculpture, gleamed dully under the flickering light. Retorts bubbled with viscous liquids, their vapours rising in delicate, spectral plumes. Bunsen burners, their flames a stark contrast to the cool, blue luminescence of the city’s ubiquitous light panels, hissed and spat, fueling a process that was as much ritual as it was science. This was her laboratory, a sanctuary of the arcane, a stark and defiant counterpoint to the sterile, data-driven world that pulsed just meters above her head.


Elara was not merely interested in the transmutation of base metals into gold, the childish fantasy that the Technocracy had used to dismiss the entire discipline. That was merely a crude, superficial interpretation of a far grander pursuit. For Elara, alchemy was not about accumulating material wealth. It was about unlocking the fundamental 'essence' of existence. It was about understanding the underlying principles that governed reality, the subtle forces that the Technocracy, in its arrogant embrace of the quantifiable, had deemed nonexistent. She sought to understand the fundamental building blocks of consciousness, the very fabric of being, the animating spark that separated mere matter from a living, breathing, feeling entity. This was her heresy, her dangerous obsession – a pursuit deemed obsolete, utterly irrelevant, and, by the ruling elite, profoundly dangerous. The Technocracy had built its empire on the eradication of the unknown, and Elara, in her quiet workshop, was a living embodiment of everything they had sought to bury. Her pursuit of the 'essence' was not just an academic curiosity; it was a direct challenge to the very foundation of their rationalist dogma. She was a ghost in their machine, a living testament to the echoes of forgotten arts that refused to be silenced.


The relentless efficiency of Neo-Veridia was a marvel, a symphony of synchronized movements and optimized processes. Every citizen, from the moment they awoke to the moment they re-entered their sleep-cycle chambers, was a cog in a perfectly calibrated machine. Their days were dictated by predictive algorithms, their interactions governed by social credit scores, their very thoughts nudged towards conformity by a constant stream of curated data. The Technocracy’s dominion was not merely physical; it was intellectual, emotional, and spiritual. They had not conquered by force of arms, but by the insidious weapon of absolute logic, by presenting a world where every variable was accounted for, every outcome predictable. Empirical data was their god, and the scientific method their holy writ. Anything that fell outside this narrow, meticulously defined paradigm was relegated to the realm of myth, superstition, or outright delusion.


Yet, beneath this polished veneer of flawless control, a subtle dissonance had begun to hum. It was a whisper at first, easily dismissed as the ramblings of the disaffected or the mentally unstable. Rumors circulated in hushed tones in the undercity's clandestine data havens, in the shadowed corners of the few remaining unregulated markets. They spoke of Elara, a name spoken with a mixture of awe and apprehension. To the Technocracy, she was a ghost, a statistical anomaly, a myth. If she existed at all, she was surely a madwoman, a fringe element clinging to outdated superstitions, operating far outside the established parameters of sanity and societal contribution. Her alleged activities, whispered about in fragments, were dismissed as the deluded fantasies of a mind untethered from the glorious light of reason.


These whispers, however, did not remain confined to the underbelly. Like tendrils of an unseen vine, they began to creep upwards, finding their way into the impeccably sterile data streams that flowed through the upper echelons of power. They reached the ears of Director Kaelen. Kaelen was the epitome of the Technocracy's ideals: a man whose life was a testament to the power of logic, whose decisions were guided by an unshakeable faith in data and predictive algorithms. His world was built on the predictable ebb and flow of quantifiable outcomes, a universe where cause and effect were as clear and precise as the laser-etched lines on a microchip. He prided himself on his ability to anticipate, to control, to orchestrate the grand ballet of Neo-Veridian society with an unerring hand. But now, his meticulously constructed world, a fortress of pure reason, was beginning to show the first hairline fractures. The predictable outcomes were faltering, the algorithms were beginning to stutter, and a creeping unease, a sensation utterly alien to his rationalist mind, was beginning to take root. The whispers of the 'wild scientist,' once dismissed as noise, were beginning to sound like a desperate, unconventional plea. His world, built on the solid ground of logic, was teetering on the brink of collapse, forcing him to confront the unthinkable: that perhaps, just perhaps, the answers he sought lay not within the sterile confines of his perfectly ordered system, but in the very realm he had so diligently sought to eradicate. He was being forced to consider the possibility of seeking help from the past, from the very chaos he had vowed to tame.


The Technocracy's control was a pervasive, almost suffocating presence. It was not the overt oppression of jackbooted thugs, but the subtle, insidious conditioning of a society designed for perfect efficiency. From the nutrient paste dispensed at precisely regulated intervals to the curated news feeds that painted a perpetual picture of progress and contentment, every aspect of life was managed. Their greatest achievement, the one that solidified their claim to ultimate authority, was the eradication of disease and the enhancement of human cognitive function. Through a complex web of genetic engineering and bio-augmentation, they had promised a future of peak human performance, a populace free from the frailties of the past. And for a time, it seemed they had succeeded. Productivity soared, innovation, within carefully defined parameters, flourished, and the citizens of Neo-Veridia moved with a synchronized grace that was breathtaking to behold.


But then, the shadow fell. It began subtly, almost imperceptibly. A slight lag in response times, a momentary blankness in the eyes of a citizen during a routine interaction, a fleeting hesitation in the flow of data. The Technocracy, ever vigilant, initially dismissed these as minor glitches, isolated incidents that could be ironed out with a simple diagnostic sweep. They deployed their most advanced medical AI, their sophisticated analysis drones, their legion of bio-engineers. Their pride and joy was the 'Viridian Blight,' a synthetic virus, or rather, a bio-enhancement agent, designed to further refine human cognitive abilities, to push the boundaries of intellectual prowess. It was meant to be the crowning achievement of their program, a testament to their mastery over the biological and the cognitive.
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