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Preface
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To most people, mathematics seems like a cold world woven with numbers—lines, symbols, formulas... But in fact, behind every formula lies a human breath; every equation touches a tear, a laughter, a fear, a hope.

This novel is a journey woven around an unsolved mathematical problem—one of the oldest and most stubborn riddles of the human mind. But the real question is not the solution to a problem, but how it shapes and transforms the person himself.

The story you'll read here isn't just about a young man, Umut, grappling with seemingly impossible equations. It's also about his loneliness, friendship, defiance, exhaustion, and resurgence. This journey, which begins at the quiet table of an immigrant child in Germany, transforms into the shared story of four young people gathered around a table.

Throughout the novel, you'll encounter the language of real mathematics: ζ-functions, Fourier expansions, the bar of zeros... But these won't remain mere formulas. They'll sometimes be the rhythm of a melody, sometimes the silence of a gaze, sometimes the fragility of a heart. Because mathematics is life itself—written not just with symbols, but with lived experiences.

And most importantly, you won't find any definitive proof at the end of this journey. Because this novel is not a novel of solution, but of quest. The question "What if they solve it?" will perhaps be the only true answer that will resonate in every reader's mind.

If you find yourself in these lines, know that you are also close to the line. Because mathematics exists not only on paper, but also in the deepest recesses of the human soul.

Love and Mathematics

––––––––
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Factory sirens woke her in the mornings like a scream piercing the gray sky. When Umut opened his eyes in bed, he would hear the heavy footsteps of his father's boots in the hallway; every day, the same sound, the same tempo, the same pace. The door would slam shut, leaving the house silent. Silence... but not a peaceful silence; the kind that carried a suffocating weight within.

His mother would be quietly brewing tea in the kitchen. He wouldn't speak. He might have had a lot to say, but in this house, it was as if words had been left to rot. He didn't speak proper German, and his Turkish had become a barren, parasitic language, weakened by years of weariness. Most mornings, Umut would eat breakfast in silence, then grab his schoolbag and hit the road.

At school, a different kind of silence awaited him. He walked like a void in the crowd, amidst the chatter and laughter. It was as if an invisible wall had been erected between him and his classmates. Even his name was foreign to them: Umut. When they tried to pronounce it in German, they would get upset and make fun of him. Then one day, a girl laughed loudly in the hallway:

— Pierron!

The girl had a condescending smile on her face. "Pierron"... She didn't know what it meant at the moment, but it sounded foreign, fancy, and a little strange. Soon, most of the class had adopted the nickname. Umut was now "Pierron." At first, he was angry, then he fell silent. Finally, he let the name stick to him. It was as if his own name had been diminished, replaced by a new shadow.

But in the shadows, Umut always had a small notebook in his hand. He'd lean back and run his pen across the page, sometimes making small drawings, sometimes scribbling seemingly meaningless numbers. To his friends, this was another "strangeness." When they played football, he'd retreat to his notebook. When someone made fun of him, he'd scribble the numbers more tightly, as if he'd discovered a secret language that could erase those who belittled him.

When he returned home, his room would be a mess: books, socks, papers thrown on the floor... But there was a secret order in his desk drawer. Notebooks, their pages carefully filled. Each one seemed to be a continuation of the last. Those notebooks contained not childish games, but an obsession budding amidst the wandering thoughts: the mystery of numbers.

No one at that age would have understood, but for Umut, numbers weren't just a math lesson. They spoke , whispered, told him things. And he seemed to have vowed to decipher this language.

His father's face was like the mirror of a factory, stained with the smell of oil. His expression was harsh, lined, and wrinkled, but it never softened. When he came home, his work clothes smelled of sweat and iron, and his hands were always covered in black soot. From a young age, Umut had become afraid to look at his father's hands. So many machines had been fixed by those hands, yet those same hands would slam the bedroom door hard, deepening his mother's silence.

When Dad spoke, it was mostly in commands: 

“Do your homework.” “Sit in your room.” “Don’t look at me like that.”

His voice carried not the compassion of a father, but the command of a foreman. He spoke to his son at home the same way he spoke to the workers in the factory. There was no gentleness, only harsh discipline. But when discipline was rooted in fear, not love, all that remained was a timid child.

Her mother, however, seemed made of silence. She lurked around the house like a shadow, her presence unnoticed. She would disappear into the corner of the kitchen, among the laundry. There was a weariness in her gaze; because she didn't speak German, she was a stranger outside, and at home, she was a woman obscured by her father's shadow. When Umut wanted to tell her mother something, he often received no response. The poor woman would listen, nod, and then fall silent again.

In Umut's childhood mind, this picture produced the following conclusion: There was no room for emotions at home. No fatherly love, no motherly warmth. The only real, only consistent thing was numbers. They never shouted, never silenced, never disappeared.

One day, she came home from school and showed her father her high math score. When she placed the paper in front of him, he glanced at her briefly and said, 

"You could have done better."

Then he turned to his newspaper. At that moment, Umut realized that the nine out of ten on the paper was worthless. And that night, he wrote one thing in his notebook in large, bold numbers:

10

Not the perfect number, but the only possible goal. From that day on, she attributed the approval she couldn't get from her father, the affection she couldn't find from her mother, to a single number on a piece of paper. And now everything was about chasing that number.

At first, the notebook was just an ordinary school notebook, with lines on it and a faded company logo in the corner... But for Umut, this notebook was a secret door opened through the silence.

On the first page, he had written only a simple multiplication table. It was like a childish game: 2x2=4, 3x3=9... But on the following pages, little notes began to appear next to these multiplications. “4 is even; 9 is odd but square...” Then, on the next page, the prime numbers: 2, 3, 5, 7, 11... Next to these, he drew stars, highlighting them in red.

For Umut, these numbers were far more than what the teacher had told him in class. While his friends were playing football at recess, he was playing a new game in his notebook: writing down prime numbers one after the other, then seeing the differences between them. One day, he realized there was a difference of 1 between 2 and 3, 2 between 3 and 5... then 2 again between 5 and 7... a small thrill coursed through him. “Why are some closer, some farther?” he wrote in the margin. In that moment, he had unknowingly glimpsed one of the greatest mysteries of mathematics: the distribution of prime numbers.

As the game grew, so did the notebook. As the numbers lined up, it seemed to him that gaps, patterns, and repetitive, hidden rhythms emerged. He drew lines, drew circles, and connected the numbers with geometric shapes. This was a map of a universe he had constructed with his own hands.

He was careful to keep the notebook hidden. He'd hide it in the bottom of a drawer, under old T-shirts. Because his brother had found it once and, in a mocking tone, tried to show it to his friends. He'd snatched it from his hands that day, crumpling the pages. From that moment on, he swore he'd never show it to anyone.

In the evening, he would place his notebook on the table and, as he listed the numbers, he would feel a strange sense of peace. His father's harsh voice, his mother's silence, the mocking laughter he heard at school... all of it vanished amidst the numbers falling on the page.

For the first time in Umut's life, something was consistent: numbers. People could be slippery , voices could be hurtful, worlds could be blurry. But 7 was always 7. And no one could change that 11 was prime.

“My only friends are numbers.”

The school corridors were filled with noise. Children's laughter, shouts in German, the shuffling of footsteps... Umut walked through this chaos like an invisible shadow. He joined neither in the games nor in the conversations. His bag over his shoulder, his gaze fixed on the floor; every recess was a silent exile for him.

When he got up to the blackboard in class, he always solved math the fastest. When the teacher's eyes lit up, the class's would turn cold. A teacher's words, "Bravo Umut, you're so smart," would be a brief moment of pride, but the whispers and mocking glances behind him would drown that pride out. The laughter of the children whispering "Pierron" would ring in his ears.

That nickname still weighed as heavily as the day it was first heard. At first, it had come from a girl, in a slightly mocking, condescending tone. “You’re such a Pierron!” she had said. She hadn’t known what it meant that day. Then the others followed suit, and amidst the laughter, his name vanished. Now he wasn’t Umut, he was Pierron.

Even the teacher would sometimes unconsciously smile when he heard that word. But for Umut, it was as if the word were shattering his very being and replacing it with an unfamiliar, unwanted mask. Still, he didn't resist. Because resisting meant drowning even further in the waves. He accepted it silently. Over time, he buried the name Pierron within himself, isolating himself from Umut.

His favorite thing to do during recess was scribble numbers in the margins of his notebook. While others played football, he would sit alone in the classroom, listing prime numbers and drawing geometric shapes. When his friends saw him through the windows, they would laugh and point, saying, "Pierron's gone crazy again." Umut would pretend to ignore these remarks, but he would press harder on the pencil.

One day, the teacher wrote a large problem on the board. The class fell silent. No one dared to solve it. Umut stood up and walked slowly to the board. There was a suffocating silence in the classroom as he pulled a pen from his pocket and solved the problem. Then the answer came out correct. The teacher smiled and nodded. But the only thing that echoed through the room was that word:

— Well done Pierron!

That day, Umut realized something: No matter what he did, no matter how many correct answers he gave, his name would no longer be Umut. He would always be known as "Pierron." And perhaps this wasn't a cruel twist of fate, but the role mathematics had assigned him.

There was a large crowd in the school hall. German posters hung on the walls, tables on the stage, white papers on the tables... That day, a math competition was being held. Teachers, parents, and students filled the hall. Umut's heart was beating rapidly, but his face was expressionless. He was already used to hiding himself with silence.

When the competition began, everything fell silent the moment he picked up his pen. The questions on the paper flashed before his eyes, and his mind quickly formed a pattern. He solved the first problem, then the second. While the boy next to him was still fixated on the first line, Umut had already written down the result of the third question in his notebook. As time went on, the questions grew more difficult, but the dance of the numbers in his mind became clearer.

Whispers started in the living room: 

— Who is this kid? — He writes very fast...

When the competition was over, the papers were collected. When the results were announced, the teacher proudly announced from the podium: 

— Our winner: Umut Yılmaz!

The crowd applauded. Umut's face flushed, feeling naked amidst the applause. When he was called to the stage, he took a slow step. The harsh light dazzled his eyes. As he held out his hands to receive his award, a small voice echoed through the crowd:

— Pierron!

There was a burst of laughter, followed by several more people repeating: 

— Pierron, Pierron!

The mocking voice, rising amidst the applause, shattered the weight of the award. The certificate in his hand trembled, his eyes cast downward. The pride of first place suddenly turned into the red heat of shame.

At that moment, he felt: No matter how high he rose in mathematics, he would always be dragged down in the social world. His intelligence on one side, his stigmatized name on the other. This contradiction opened a deep fissure in his soul.

When he returned home, he put the certificate in his drawer and opened his notebook. He wrote in large letters on the page:

"They didn't applaud me. They excluded me. But the numbers are always with me."

That night, he spent hours filling the pages. Factors, prime sequences, strange formulas... People were making fun of him outside, but inside the notebook, he was the best in his world.

At first glance, the room looked like an ordinary teenager's room: socks thrown at the end of the bed, books scattered on the floor, notebooks that had been opened but abandoned halfway through... But when you look closely, this mess is more than ordinary; it almost resembles deliberate chaos .

Empty water bottles lay beside the bed, pencils scattered on the table, and small piles of half-read books lay on the floor. There were no posters or decorations on the walls; just whiteness and silence. But amidst this whiteness, Umut's notebooks were orderly. In the desk drawer, notebooks lined up on top of each other, their edges frayed, their covers different colors but each filled with the same passion.

Anyone who entered his room wanted to avert their gaze, for this room was restless. The bed was unmade, the duvet cover wrinkled, the pillow worn. Umut would go to this bed every night, but he couldn't sleep. He would spend hours thinking about numbers, sometimes scribbling in his notebooks until dawn. Sleep didn't seem like a necessity to him, but rather time stolen from math.

His mother would occasionally enter the room, shake her head, and say, "Tidy up a bit." But for Umut, this mess wasn't disturbing. On the contrary, it was a reflection of his inner turmoil. Where there was no order, the order within the notebooks seemed even more precious. Tables drawn on paper, sequences of prime numbers, little equations... Chaos outside , a hidden universe inside.

One day, his father entered the room. He looked at the scribbles on the table and frowned. 

"Don't waste your time with that. Go study and get a proper job."

Umut didn't answer. At that moment, he realized something: These scribbles were nothing to his father, but to him, they were the whole world. From that day on, he began to close his door more tightly. The room wasn't just a room anymore; it was his secret laboratory.

And every night, when he sat on the floor by the bed and opened his notebook, the mess in his room would vanish. There was a pattern between the pages, a meaning, a rhythm. No one understood him, but the numbers always spoke to him.

After school, children would pour into the streets, racing their bikes and joking around in the park. Umut's path, however, remained the same: the old library in the heart of the city. With its high stone walls, heavy wooden doors, and dim lights inside, it was like another home to him.

The first thing she smelled the moment she walked through the door was the heavy scent of books. Paper , ink, and silence... As she walked among the shelves, Umut forgot the flow of time. It was as if the corridors were swallowing her whole, isolating her from the real world and drawing her into an entirely different universe.

He couldn't help but visit the math section. He'd spend hours poring over shelves lined with thick tomes: textbooks by German mathematicians, old publications in foreign languages... He struggled to understand most of them, but he never gave up. When he came across an unfamiliar word, he'd make a short note and look it up in the dictionary when he got home. When he saw an equation, he'd copy it into his notebook and try to solve it.

Sometimes the librarians would notice him. A little boy, his eyes wide open, lost in the pages. One day, one of them, an old clerk, came up to him and asked, 

"My child, why are you always here?"

Umut whispered without raising his head: 

- Everyone is silent here.

The guard smiled, then quietly walked away. That was enough for hope. No one called him Pierron here, no one made fun of him. Only books spoke here.

One day, he found an old, dusty volume among the shelves. On the cover, embossed letters read: "Prime Numbers and Their Secrets." His eyes lit up when he opened the pages. Inside were tables and graphs showing the distribution of prime numbers. With trembling hands, he wrote in the margin:

“They were after the same secret.”

From that day on, the library became not just a haven, but a mine. Every day, Umut would come here to dig into the depths of his own mind. Outside, life was noisy, crowded, and alien. But among the shelves, in the silence of the pages, he felt like he belonged.

Children would play games with their friends and share their secrets with each other. Umut's secrets were hidden in notebooks; his closest friends were numbers.

When she was alone in her room, Hope would whisper to the numbers like someone talking to themselves in front of the mirror. 

“Two, you are the smallest, but you are special. No one can divide you.” “Three, you always create balance.” “Five, you are always in the middle, I know.”

He wouldn't say these sentences out loud, of course, but voices swirled in his mind, and the numbers appeared to him like characters. No one else could see them, but a theater stage was being set up inside Umut. The leading actors weren't people, but numbers.

One day, on his way to school, he began counting the paving stones. Each step he took was a number. He would slow down slightly when he hit a prime number and speed up when he hit an even number. What seemed like an ordinary walk to others was a secret ritual to him . He sought order everywhere and in every moment.

When the teacher posed a problem in class, Umut would search for the answer while simultaneously listening for the "whisper" among the numbers. For him, it wasn't logic that yielded the correct answer, but the hidden harmony among the numbers themselves. It was as if an invisible connection existed between the numbers, and that connection was revealed only to those who listened attentively.

This was strange for his friends. They'd watch him through the window and see him smiling to himself. "Pierron's gone crazy again," they'd laugh. But Umut didn't care. Because at that moment, his friends were with him: prime numbers, squares, factors. He hadn't found the friendship he expected from people, but numbers never betrayed him.

One night he wrote in capital letters in the margin of his notebook:

“People go, numbers remain.”

That sentence was like a summary of his own life.

Over time, numbers didn't just stay in notebooks or libraries; they seeped into Umut's daily life. Everything was now a calculation, every action defined by an order.

He couldn't walk down the stairs to school without counting them. Even though he knew the number of steps by heart, he counted them again every morning. If the number was even, he felt uneasy, so he'd stamp his foot twice on the last step, saying, "Now it's only one." This small correction calmed his inner chaos .

He would pace himself as he walked down the street. Sometimes he would pause briefly every three steps, sometimes every five. People didn't notice, but to him, every step was part of a fundamental rhythm. One day, a passing child mimicked him and shouted, "Pierron is dancing!" Laughter erupted. Umut bowed his head but didn't change his pace. Because that rhythm was his only refuge.

When he ate, he would eat the morsels on his plate in a certain order. First three small pieces, then two large ones... When he put his fork down on the plate, he would tap it on the table three times, then continue. His mother would sometimes notice this and say, “Son, why are you doing this?” Umut’s answer would be short: 

— It feels more right.

The same habits persisted in his room. Although the pencils on the table appeared scattered, they were actually arranged in a certain order. The red pencil was always third, the blue fifth. One day, his father picked up a pencil at random and put it in his pocket. Umut's face turned pale. When his father left, he searched for the pencil, found it, and put it back. Only then did he breathe easy.

Small obsessions were Umut's attempt to control the world. He established order for himself with the precision of numbers, against the unpredictability of humans. These actions, which seemed absurd to others, became his way of survival.

That day he wrote the following sentence in his notebook:

"Where there are no numbers, there is chaos . My job is to keep the chaos at bay."

She was sixteen. The school's spring festival was approaching, and the classrooms were beginning to be decorated. Everyone was excited; songs were being prepared, skits were being planned. Umut, as always, was quiet in this crowd. That was until his eyes fell on the new girl in class.

The girl's name was Lena. Her blonde hair hung loosely over her shoulders, and her eyes narrowed and sparkled when she smiled. At first, Umut didn't dare speak to her. But Lena was different from the others; at least, she seemed that way. One day, while everyone was playing during recess, Lena came to her desk and glanced at her notebook.

— So many numbers... What do they all mean?

Umut's heart raced. He wanted to close his notebook, but it was too late. The girl's gaze wandered curiously over the pages. 

"These... my games," he said in a low voice. 

"Games? Apparently, they're not ordinary games."

Lena smiled. At that moment, Umut felt like he might be connecting with someone for the first time. Over the days, small talk began. Lena would ask him questions, and Umut would answer. While the others mocked him, Lena would sometimes defend him, sometimes silently stand by him. For the first time in years, Umut felt like he wasn't alone.

One day, plucking up the courage, she tore a page from her notebook. Among the numbers was a small message she had written: “Let 7 be your number. Because it is special and lonely.” She dropped the page into Lena’s bag.

That night he couldn't sleep because of the excitement. Maybe the next day everything would be different.

But the next day, the class erupted in laughter. Lena showed the page to her friends. “Pierron declared his love for me!” they shouted. The class erupted in laughter. Umut’s face burned. He couldn’t see any remorse in Lena’s eyes; only shame, struggling to save itself.

At that moment, he felt the betrayal he had committed against his notebook. Because the notebook was his most secret friend, the only place where he could keep his secrets. That secret had been exposed and made a laughing stock.

That day, as he walked home from school, he didn't count the paving stones. He didn't match his steps to prime numbers. He just walked, as if his insides were empty.

“People do not know the loyalty of numbers.”

After Lena, school became a quieter, stranger place. The few who tried to talk to her were lost in the shadow of laughter. Umut no longer made eye contact with anyone during breaks and went straight to the library after classes.

At first, loneliness felt like a punishment. But over time, that punishment transformed into an unexpected peace. Because loneliness didn't hurt. No one called him Pierron, no one would look through his notebook. Silence was like a safe shell.

At night, he would sit alone in his room for hours, filling his notebooks. Sometimes he would simply write strings of numbers, other times he would fill the pages with small dots, then connect them to create shapes. He would find meanings in these shapes that others couldn't see. From the outside, his scribbles were the hidden plans of the universe.

One evening, he looked out his window. Children were riding their bikes in the street, laughing. Umut realized he hadn't joined them at all. At that moment, he felt a strange sense of calm. For their games were fleeting, but numbers were immortal.

"Loneliness isn't killing me. People were. Loneliness is my salvation."

From that day on, he saw his loneliness not as an enemy, but as a friend. Loneliness would not betray him, would not run away from him, would not turn its back on others with laughter.

And perhaps most importantly, loneliness was drawing him closer to numbers. The void he couldn't form in human connections was filled with the stability of numbers. Little by little, he wasn't lost in his loneliness; on the contrary, he felt like he was discovering his true identity.

For Umut, the nights were more vivid than the days. When the house quieted, when his father's heavy footsteps and his mother's bustle in the kitchen subsided, Umut's mind would awaken. He would sit at his desk, open his notebook, and pick up his pen. In that moment, the pen felt more like a key than a weapon: a key that unlocked the doors of the unknown, but one that wouldn't tell what lay beyond.

It started with simple questions. “Why are some numbers prime?” Then the questions grew: “Why is the order of prime numbers like this? Is the universe itself like this?” Then they shifted to completely different places: “What is order? What is chaos? Could my existence be part of a number sequence?”

As the edges of the notebook filled with numbers, words began to accumulate in the middle. 

“Is the language of numbers universal?” 

“If God exists, is mathematics the language he speaks?” 

“Can a human being find the answer, or is the answer already beyond human beings?”

He once asked himself out loud: 

— If numbers are the language of God, am I trying to understand Him?

His own voice echoed around the room. Then he smiled, but his smile was brief. Because immediately a fear gripped him: What if this is really the case? What if what he was chasing was too big for any human mind to bear?

But he couldn't turn back. Once the questions infiltrated his mind, they wouldn't leave. Even in bed, he couldn't quiet his thoughts. Numbers would fly around in his dreams, and when he woke, he'd hurriedly jot them down in his notebook: "3, 7, 11 – they're repeating... why ?"

One night he wrote a single sentence in his notebook, his pen trembling:

“Am I chasing numbers, or are numbers calling me?”

This question would remain an unanswered echo in Umut's mind.

It was long past midnight. The other rooms of the house were plunged into darkness, and her father's heavy breathing could be heard from the hallway. But in Umut's room, the desk lamp was still on. In the dim light, pages of her notebook were turned one after another, the pen sliding relentlessly across the paper .

Umut had long forgotten how to sleep. Sleep was an unnecessary luxury for him, because every blink of an eye was time stolen from solving the mysteries of numbers. "If I quit now," he thought, "I might not find that answer tomorrow," so he'd stay at his notebook until morning.

Sometimes he'd churn out rows and rows of prime numbers: 2, 3, 5, 7, 11, 13, 17... He'd seem to examine the spaces between them, listening to the rhythm of the differences. Sometimes he'd write large formulas in the middle of the pages. When an equation turned out wrong, he'd not cross it out with his pencil, but scribble it in the notebook, leaving a huge black stain. Those stains were the scars of his mind, the scars of failure.

One time, he barely slept for three nights. He puzzled over the same problem over and over. By morning, his eyes were bloodshot, his lips dry. But in the middle of the notebook was a huge equation. Even though the answer was wrong, Umut looked at the pages and felt a deep sense of pride: “My work. My way.”

When his mother entered his room one morning, she found her son asleep at the table. He was hunched over his notebook. The poor woman took the blanket and covered him with it, silently looking at her son's face. She saw the dark circles under his eyes and the cracks on his lips. But she said nothing. Umut opened his eyes and met his mother's eyes. All he said was: 

"It's almost time."

His mother didn't understand at that moment, and perhaps she never would. But for Umut, this promise was a belief in the midst of sleeplessness, exhaustion, and endless formulas.

"Insomnia is killing my body. But what if the secret of numbers lies beyond sleep?"

The library was unusually quiet that day. Umut's footsteps echoed as he walked through the corridors, the dim lighting casting pale shadows between the shelves. Usually, he would have gone straight to the math section, but this time, his feet drifted toward a random shelf. It was as if an invisible hand were guiding him.

As he browsed the shelves, a thin, old volume tucked away in a corner caught his eye. The cover was nearly worn, its color brown like faded leather. Dust settled on his fingertips as he picked up the book. The title was almost illegible: "Das Rätsel der Zahlen – 1932" (The Mystery of Numbers – 1932).

As he turned the pages, the scent of yellowed paper filled his nose. It contained both mathematical explanations and quasi-philosophical commentary. The author was clearly a math enthusiast but hadn't made a significant impact in academia. Umut felt a strange kinship between the lines. The author spoke of the order of numbers that transcended human reason, declaring, "Primes are the secret whispered by God."

In one section, there were pencil notes scribbled on the sidelines. Umut read with excitement: 

“Those who approach a solution always drift into loneliness. Because you can't share the secret. A secret dies when it's shared.”

Umut's heart raced. These lines felt as if a stranger from years ago had spoken to his soul. For the first time, he began to see his loneliness as a sacred gift. Perhaps he was meant to be alone. Perhaps loneliness was a sign that he was on the right path.

He tried to borrow the book, but it didn't appear in the records. The clerk, looking surprised, said, "This book isn't in the inventory ." Umut ignored it and put the book in his bag. It felt like a gift from fate.

"I'm not alone. There were previous loners. And they all tried to touch the numbers."

That night, his room was dark, with only the yellow light of the desk lamp falling on the notebooks. Umut's eyes were bloodshot with fatigue, but his mind was alive, even feverish. The old book before him seemed to stare at him, its pages open.
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