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Golden Spider

(The Man in Search of Himself)

Light on the Surface, Deep Inside

In the morning, Arion's awakening began with silence. Neither the sound of an alarm clock nor outside noises would wake him up; everything would begin with that strange emptiness that echoed inside him. When he woke up, he would touch the notebook on his bedside table and run his fingertips over its closed cover as if caressing it. That's what he did today. Before she opened the pages, she fixed her eyes on the whiteness of the ceiling. That whiteness. ... was slowly drawing her in, like a basin of emptiness.

As she was getting dressed, her hands got stuck on the bookshelf. She noticed the wooden chest her mother had given her as a gift when she was a child. It was covered in dust. There was time forked like a spider's web between the cracks in the wood. He opened it. A box came out of it: a metal, rusty, small locked box. It was no longer locked; time had already opened it.

Arion ran his fingers over the jar. As if something trembled inside. The spider's webs were still visible inside the jar. Torn, ragged, knotted somewhere. But it was there. Still there.

"Where did it break?" she whispered to herself.

"When did I become less? "

There were no hills, no stones. But there was a burden. Not on his back, but in his mind.

He didn't talk to anyone at work that day. When he sat down at his desk, the sentence left open on the computer screen caught his attention. A note he had written and left yesterday:

"A person who is missing a leg can weave a web.

But the network is no longer the same network. "

Arion's hand trembled. Then he realized. This sentence was not his. The font was different. The font was not his. And the words. .. were much older.

Maybe they belonged to his grandfather.

Maybe even earlier.

Arion wrote a single sentence in his notebook that night:

"I am not a spider. But I've spun webs too, and I've torn things off. A spider can live without one of its legs, it can spin webs, and if it's a golden spider, it can look aesthetic even with its imperfection. "

That night was long. Time stretched like a thread in Arion's mind. His sleep was like shallow water; he couldn't get to the bottom even if he went in, everything was floating on the surface. At one point he seemed to wake up. But it was neither real nor a dream. At that moment he heard a voice, not from outside, but from inside:

"Do you remember where the rope started?"

He got up and went to the kitchen. He opened the water but did not drink. For some time now, thirst and the search for meaning had been mixing together. The thirstier he was, the more his mind writhed. It was as if the body wanted water as the soul dried up.

He took out his old notebooks from the desk drawer. One of them caught his eye: thin, with a black cover. It belonged to his university years. On the cover was a faded inscription:

"Bond = Network - B"

It was as if the letter B had been erased. Or not written at all.

He opened the notebook. On the first page a diagram was drawn:

⦿ A dot in the center - with this inscription: "I".

⟶ Dozens of strings stretch outward from the center: "Family", "Faith", "Time", "Promise", "Memories", "Fear", "First love", "First lie". ..

Each one was tied to another knot. It didn't look like a web, but more like a complex neural network.

Arion didn't remember this drawing. But he had obviously drawn it himself.

Suddenly he noticed the small note in the bottom corner:

"A broken thread does not return, but a trace remains. You can follow that trail. "

Broken rope

The seventh leg.

Missing but shining.

A voice whispered inside him:

"Your own rope... may be lost in the web. But you are there. And it is not your destiny to seek, it is your choice. "

The next day, the city was quiet. Crowded but quiet. People were glued to their phones, billboards, shop windows.

He approached her. The woman raised her head.

"You lost your yarn," she said.

"We all have. But we haven't forgotten to knit."

"I... I'm looking for my own thread," Arion said aloud for the first time.

That evening, Arion wrote in his notebook:

"Some threads are invisible. But we are still attached to them.

Maybe the meaning is not in the rope we hold in our hands;

It begins where we still feel it when we lose it. "

One morning Arion was awakened by a faint crackling coming from the old bookcase in his room. It was as if the wooden shelves had moved of their own accord, as if one of the books inside had shifted. Between wakefulness and sleep, his eyes focused on one spot: a book on the lower left, tilted, its cover peeling off. He said to himself:

"Everything that is crooked is sometimes a reminder of what is right. "

He got up slowly. He approached the book. He reached out his hand. Dust clung to his fingertips as if it were the thoughts passing through him. When he pulled the book away, something else fell:

an old postcard.

A sentence written in faded letters on the back:

"The web is not only woven; it also grows by being forgotten. "

A name underneath:

M. A.

Who were these letters? His mother? Her grandfather?

Or an earlier version of himself?

On the front of the postcard was an image:

A valley. Thousands of pieces of yarn falling down it.

And each one a different color.

She didn't go out that day. At home, she let only silence speak. He sat at his desk and stared at the ceiling. The ceiling was not flat. The crack that had been there for years was now more noticeable. And that crack was branching out like a web.

Suddenly he realized: the lines radiating outward from the center of the crack looked exactly like the diagram of the rope in the notebook.

It was everywhere.

On the ceiling.

In sleep.

Among forgotten books. "

When night came, Arion made a decision.

He was going to draw a map.

But not geographical.

A map of bonds.

He would draw every memory, every sound, every silence as a rope.

Every forgetting a knot.

And every lost thing, a missing leg.

He put the first dot:

⦿ "The first lie. "

He wrote this underneath:

"I was little. I didn't tell my mom I was lost, because at that moment I felt I was out of her eyes, so I lied. I said I wasn't lost. But since that moment, I really was lost."

He wrote until midnight.

Like a little spider, she began to weave her own inner web.

But it was a web that others could not see or touch.

On the road, a child was struggling with a kite string.

The string was tangled around the boy's wrist.

The child was not screaming.

He was smiling.

And he was trying to untie it.

"This is it," said Arion.

"This is my story. "

That night he wrote a one-sentence chapter title in his notebook:

"Where knots forget: Silence "

That morning Arion's mind had become a ball. Each thought tangled with another, each memory drowning out the previous one. There was another voice in his head, drowning out his own. But he didn't know who it belonged to.

The golden spider in the glass box was still on the table. It hadn't moved, but something else had happened that morning: the web had grown a little bigger.

A light, almost invisible thread stretched from inside the jar to the corner of the glass.

It was then that Arion realized something:

Or. ... I'm knitting and I don't notice."

His phone rang. It was his mother.

He didn't pick up.

Talking to her mother was like untying some knots again.

And there were some knots that wouldn't scab over as they were untied.

It would pretend to close, but inside it would bleed again.

She walked for hours in the city. It was now easy to move through the crowds without bumping into anyone. People had learned not to touch each other. Everyone was networking in their own shell. The city was quiet, but there was a suppressed hum inside.

At one point he stopped.

On the sidewalk across the street, an old man was pulling a ball of string out of his bag and trying to untangle it like a net on the cardboard he had laid on the ground.

There was nothing in his eyes, but there was something in the patience with which he untied the net:

Reconciliation with loss.

Arion did not go to him.

But the image of the man's ball of yarn lingered in his mind throughout the day.

Maybe the rope the man was trying to untie was not his.

Maybe it was someone else's forgotten memory.

Maybe he was looking for his own thread.

When he returned home, the spider was in the same place again.

But this time the web had gone beyond the glass.

He couldn't see it, but Arion felt it:

something caught his fingertips.

Thin.

Cold.

An invisible but definite thread.

Arion pulled his hand away.

That night he dreamed of a room.

There were dozens of ropes hanging from the ceiling.

Each one connected to a sound.

In his dream, he pulled a string.

And he heard a voice:

"You have forgotten me, but I remember you."

When he woke up, he couldn't get out of bed for a long time.

That sentence was still in his ears.

A name appeared in her mind, but she couldn't be sure:

Elif.

She had not thought of this name for a long time.

She was sure that even this was an unnamed knot.

She wrote in her notebook:

"Some ropes start with a sound.

And sometimes when that voice is silenced, the rope does not fall.

On the contrary, he clings tighter. "

The name Elif echoed in Arion's mind throughout the day. There was a silence around that name, knotted but unresolved. It hung like a thread from the past that he did not want to remember but could not forget.

In the evening, he went out. Walking absentmindedly through the back streets of the city, he came across a wall. A sentence written in spray paint on the wall:

"You are still tied even though you are not holding the rope. "

A sign underneath: ∞

A sign of infinity.

Coiled like a rope.

Unbroken but knotted.

Arion stopped in front of this writing.

He took his notebook out of his pocket.

He opened a page and wrote:

"I thought I held the strings of all those who were tied to me.

But some of them were not through my hands, but through my heart. "

When he returned home at night, the spider in the box was in the same place.

But his presence no longer disturbed her.

Because the net was getting bigger every day.

That night he thought about Elif.

The day they first met.

That Elif had come with an umbrella.

But it hadn't rained that day.

"Why did you bring an umbrella? " he asked her,

Elif smiled:

"Because sometimes one is afraid of wetting oneself.

But sometimes a drop of water is the only thing you can't forget. "

He had forgotten that sentence for years.

But that night, it hung in his mind like a thread.

He couldn't sleep.

He leaned on the bottom shelf of the bookcase.

There was a box Elif had left there years ago.

When he opened the lid, he found an old pendant inside.

The end was broken.

But the string was still intact.

And strangely. ..

it was missing the golden spider's missing leg.

He took the necklace in his hand.

He squeezed it in his palm.

The spider was still motionless.

But a vibration seemed to pass through it.

Arion wrote in his notebook:

"Elif's rope did not break.

But I stopped holding it.

And sometimes, the one who leaves does not forget.

Fingertips of Memory

In the morning, Arion awoke to a touch.

But it was not the touch of a hand or a voice or a dream.

It was the touch of a thought.

It was as if someone had touched a finger to a corner of his memory, and a spark had been ignited.

The wrinkles around his eyes were like the outer walls of a web.

The line of fatigue under his chin was like a sagging rope.

His face was no longer a map, but a spider's web.

He couldn't stay at work that day.

No task, no email, no coffee could stop this web.

Only one image was constantly spinning in his mind:

The hands of a child trying to untie a rope.

But those hands were not his hands.

Not Elif's hands either.

They were his father's hands.

Until that moment, Arion had always remembered his father in silence.

"If you lose the end of the rope, you cannot rewind it.

His father had said this when Arion was ten years old.

One morning when he couldn't untie his shoelaces.

He had never understood that morning.

But now the meaning was weaving itself.

He went out to the park.

He sat in a corner where children jumped rope.

He watched.

Some children dropped the rope, some couldn't hold it, but they all tried again.

Arion felt strange at that moment.

Because he had never remembered the ends of the ropes he had jumped as a child.

When he returned home, he noticed that the spider's web in the glass jar had changed direction.

The threads that were previously woven towards the edges were now turning towards the center.

It was as if something was being pulled towards the center.

Arion could not make sense of it.

But he felt something shifting in his heart.

The necklace he had left lying on the worktable had shifted slightly to the side.

No one had touched it.

But there was a mark on the table.

A thin, bright line.

She put her fingertips on that line.

It was cold and familiar.

As if he had touched the fingertips of memory.

He wrote in his notebook:

"Memory is not a knot;

It is a rope that trembles when you probe it with your finger.

And some ropes only make a sound when touched quietly. "

The Break Behind the Glass

That morning, the sunlight entered the room not directly, but as if through a net.

Because the light had begun to behave like shadows.

Nothing was reflected as it was; everything took the form of the ties through which it passed.

The web in the glass jar took a new shape that morning.
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