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There was a time when people waited for letters.

Now they wait for notifications.

A screen lights up in the dark.

A name appears.

A message arrives.

Someone types...

stops...

disappears.

And somehow, in the middle of all this connection, an entire generation has never felt more alone.

This story was born from that silence.

Not the silence of empty rooms,

but the silence inside crowded metros,

inside glowing phone screens,

inside conversations where nobody truly listens anymore.

You are holding a story about people who slowly disappear without anyone noticing.

About unread messages.

Deleted memories.

Voices trapped inside old recordings.

And the terrifying possibility that loneliness is no longer accidental.

Kerem is not a hero.

He is not powerful.

He is not fearless.

He is simply someone who stayed awake too long inside the modern world.

And maybe that is why his story matters.

Because this is not a future made of flying cars and robots.

This is a future that already exists.

A future where algorithms know us better than our friends.

Where heartbreak becomes data.

Where grief becomes content.

Where people scroll endlessly, hoping someone will finally see them.

If you have ever stared at your phone waiting for one specific message...

If you have ever felt invisible in a crowded room...

If you have ever missed someone who no longer exists in your life but still exists in your mind...

Then this story already belongs to you.

Some books are meant to entertain.

Others are meant to leave a scar.

And maybe, somewhere between these pages, you will notice something frightening:

The system in this story is fictional.

But the loneliness isn’t.

SEEN

Camera Off

Most people no longer looked each other in the face anymore.

They pretended to look.

On the metro, in cafés, on ferries, in offices, in elevators... everyone passed by one another, but nobody truly saw anyone anymore. Even the human voice no longer fully belonged to humans. The muffled podcast voices leaking from headphones, the metallic echoes of meeting microphones, the customer service tones corrected by artificial intelligence... Everything felt slightly incomplete, slightly lifeless.

Maybe that’s why I can’t forget the day I first noticed him.

Because he was a man ordinary enough not to be noticed.

His name was Kerem.

At the company, nobody even addressed him by his surname. On the Slack channel, it simply said:

“kerem.d”

There was no profile photo, no status message.

In fact, one time someone from HR had asked:

“Does this guy actually work here?”

He did.

More than anyone else.

But he worked without being seen.

At the time, I was working as a temporary editor at a small digital publishing company in Istanbul. Technically, my job title was “AI content editor,” but what I actually did was try to make sentences ruined by artificial intelligence look human again.

Every morning, hundreds of texts dropped into the system:

product descriptions,

blog posts,

corporate content written with fake sincerity...

I corrected them and uploaded them back into the system.

I guess this was humanity’s new profession:

making the mistakes of robots resemble human warmth.

I had lost my job three months earlier.

My landlord messaged me every week.

Whenever my mother heard my voice on the phone, she tried not to cry.

And my friends had stopped inviting me anywhere.

Because unemployed people are like contagious diseases.

People stay away from you.

The company’s plaza was in Maslak.

On the thirty-second floor.

The kind of place whose windows never opened,

that only let sunlight inside after filtering it,

the kind of place that slowly kills you in a sterile way.

On the first day, during the onboarding meeting, everyone had their cameras on.

Only he didn’t.

Elif from HR said:

“Mr. Kerem, we can hear your voice, but there’s no image.”

Silence.

Then a muffled male voice was heard.

“I left it off intentionally.”

There was no apology in his voice,

no explanation,

no embarrassment.

Only exhaustion.

The meeting continued.

Meanwhile, I was staring at the little black box on the screen.

Under his name, it said:

“Connecting audio...”

As if the man couldn’t fully connect to the world.

My first real encounter with Kerem happened two weeks later.

The company servers had crashed.

Everyone was irritated.

Editors were shouting,

customer representatives were cursing,

managers were writing messages in all caps on Slack.

I had gone into the kitchen area to get coffee.

That’s where I saw him.

He was standing by the window.

He was wearing a black hoodie.

Thin.

He looked younger than I expected.

But there was a strange exhaustion on his face.

The kind of exhaustion a person gets not from age, but from life.

The coffee machine’s light hit his face.

For a moment, he turned and looked at me.

There are some people’s eyes I’ve never forgotten in my life.

Because those eyes seem to be looking not at you,

but at something invisible behind you.

His were like that.

“The machine’s broken,” he said.

It was the first time I heard his voice clearly.

“Huh?”

“The coffee machine. The milk part isn’t working.”

Then he turned back toward the window.

The conversation was over.

But for some reason, I stayed there.

Traffic flowed below.

It had started raining.

Istanbul looked like a gray screen.

“People look very small from up here,” I said.

“They look that way up close too.”

He didn’t smile when he said it.

He wasn’t joking.

We stayed silent for a while.

Then a notification came to his phone.

He looked at the screen.

His face changed very slightly.

Sometimes you understand that someone exists in another person’s life just from that tiny change.

He immediately put the phone back into his pocket.

Without thinking, I asked:

“Was it someone important?”

Without lifting his head, he answered.

“Years ago.”

I didn’t understand what he meant.

But for the first time at that moment,

I felt that this man had another invisible life inside him.

And most of the time, that’s the thing that destroys people:

sensing the second life hidden inside someone.

After that day, I started noticing Kerem more.

Actually, he had always been there.

But some people only become visible after you start paying attention to them.

He logged into the system before everyone every morning,

and left after everyone at night.

On Slack, he only wrote about work.

He didn’t use emojis.

He didn’t speak during meetings.

He never went down to lunch with anyone.

But the strange thing was this:

the company’s hardest tasks always went to him.

Broken translations,

crashed data files,

lost content,

clients in crisis...

And every single time, somehow, he handled it.

Nobody thanked him.

Because people don’t notice invisible labor.

They only notice noise.

One evening, I stayed late at the office.

It was close to ten o’clock.

The floor was almost empty.

The hum of the air conditioners filled the entire office.

At one point, the internet went out.

My screen froze.

Cursing, I stood up.

That’s when I noticed the light on in the technical room.

The door was slightly open.

Kerem was inside.

The monitor light hit his face.

He had his headphones on.

He was listening to something.

I knocked lightly on the door.

He lifted his head.

“Did the internet go out?” I asked.

“There’s a server transition.”

“How long will it take?”

“I don’t know.”

Then he turned back to the screen.

But this time, I didn’t leave.

The room smelled of old computers.

The desk was covered in cables.

Energy drink cans sat in one corner.

And on the wall, there was a small Polaroid photograph.

A woman.

Half of her face was in darkness.

She wore a black coat.

A red scarf was around her neck.

The photo looked old.

Kerem noticed where I was looking.

Suddenly, he stood up.

He turned the photograph face down.

The movement was so fast that he didn’t look embarrassed.

He looked more like someone who had been caught.

“Who is she?” I asked.

He didn’t answer.

He looked at the computer screen.

Then:

“The internet’s back,” he said.

The subject was closed.

But as I was leaving, my eyes caught the monitor.

The open folder was named:

“DRAFTS”

Under it were hundreds of files.

The dates stretched across years.


	

	

	



2023...

Some of the file names were:

“not_sent_17”

“final_version”

“when_i_saw_her”

“berlin_night”

“don’t_delete”

“voice_record_transcript”

I must have stared at the screen a little too long because Kerem shut the monitor off.

This time his voice came out harsh.

“Private things.”

“I’m sorry.”

I lowered my head and walked out.

But while walking through the corridor, there was a strange feeling inside me.

Sometimes the folders on a person’s computer are more honest than their mind.

And someone was living inside that folder.

Someone still alive.

The next day, there was gossip at the company.

Duygu from the marketing team said:

“I think Kerem stayed here again last night.”

“How do you know?”

“Security told me. He left at four in the morning.”

Someone else laughed.

“He’s kind of a psychopath.”

Then everyone laughed.

People laugh at things they don’t understand first.

I didn’t laugh.

Because I was thinking about that black folder.

And the files that had never been deleted for years.

In the late afternoon, it started raining.

We left the office together.

By coincidence, we got into the same elevator.

As we descended from the thirty-second floor, only the two of us were inside the metal box.

The numbers on the elevator screen slowly dropped.

			






Suddenly, the lights flickered.

The elevator shook slightly.

Then it stopped.

I cursed.

Kerem didn’t even move.

“Great,” I said.

“As if this was all we were missing.”

I took my phone out of my pocket.

No signal.

“Does yours work?”

He shook his head.

“No.”

The emergency light spread a pale yellow color through the elevator.

For the first time, I could see his face this clearly.

He was sleep deprived.

But the truly strange thing was this:

sometimes a person’s face carries the trace of a pain that has lived there for a very long time.

His did.

“Do you panic?” he asked.

“In enclosed spaces, a little.”

He nodded.

“Stay calm.”

“Easy for you to say.”

He looked at me.

For a long time.

Then, in a very slow voice:

“Sometimes people stay in places they can’t get out of for years.”

I understood he wasn’t talking about the elevator.

Just then, the lights came back on.

The elevator started moving again.

When we reached the ground floor, the doors opened.

People,

phone sounds,

rain,

the city...

Everything started again.

But as I walked outside, for the first time, I thought this:

Some people don’t experience an event.

Some people continue living inside an event. 

Last Seen

That night, when I got home, I couldn’t sleep.

Rain hit the windows until morning.

The phone screen lit up from time to time in the dark room.

Debt messages,

automatic bank notifications,

people I hadn’t replied to...

But my mind kept returning to the sentence Kerem had said:

“Sometimes people stay in places they can’t get out of for years.”

There are some words

that don’t grow at the moment they are spoken,

but when you are left alone.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
MOST PEOPLE PRETEND TO LOOK.
NOBODY TRULY SEES ANYMORE

eee typing...

TOLGA CAGLAYAN

*

TL'G





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





