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FOR GOOD READERS

This book is not merely a story, but an honest inquiry into the greatest conflict of our age.

Who controls the rhythm of the era we live in? Must souls who refuse to be a cog in a wheel, a part of a flawless algorithm, conform to the speed of that wheel?

This text contrasts the cold, singular rhythm of modern bureaucracy and technology with the chaotic yet real "Analog Soul" of the individual. Eren Üzümcü’s stubborn insistence on using his old 2G phone in an ultra-modern home where everything is "smart" is not a matter of temperament, but a philosophical rebellion. He is on the side of that tangible, concrete life inherited from the Jules Verne adventures he read in childhood and the posters of old Turkish films. Eren is a proponent of absolute reality, and this book is a product of the quest to "tell everything as it is."

However, this individual rebellion soon collides with the cold, crystal walls of the Algorithmic Attention and Compliance Directorate (DAAH/ADUP), a central control system that manages every moment of life, founded by Lina Digital. This is not merely the resistance of a traditional perspective to technology; it is a battle of pure truth, defended by a small, tangible mechanical calculator, against a digital dictatorship inflated by bureaucratic lies.

FINDING YOUR OWN RHYTHM is a call, an alarm bell, for you to discover that slow, scattered, and singular rhythm that belongs to you. For the greatest responsibility of the individual is not to heed the false rhythms imposed by others, but to listen to the ticking of their own conscience and time. This is the ritual of the Analog Muvakkit, leaving a legacy of conscience forged from constant movement and change against dogma.

You will read the story of an "Analog Refugee" becoming the hero of "Analog Deviation," born from the ruins of digital captivity.

Happy reading.

MELİKE MELİS (EDITOR)

FINDING YOUR OWN RHYTHM

Those who know me are aware that I harbor no great affection, perhaps even an outright animosity, for digital affairs. From their perspective, they are quite right, of course. For my entire past, setting aside the paperbound adventures of Jules Verne I read as a child and my collection of old Turkish film posters, is merely composed of a few sociology books I would peruse in library corners late in the afternoon, skipping words in an Arabic dictionary. The relentless speed of modern life and those unending software updates stood contrary to the most natural inclination of my soul.

And yet, here I am, grappling with a massive touchscreen tablet, striving to save the memories of my life into a virtual cloud storage space. Our home, purchased with great enthusiasm by my wife Aslı, is an ultra-modern unit where everything is "smart," which we call 'The Virtual Rhythm.' This bright, minimalist structure demands perpetual connectivity and the latest technology. My own act of rebellion, however, is to use an old mobile phone that gets only 2G reception in the house's most secluded corner, and to resist the automatic brewing of the morning coffee by the smart machine, searching instead for a traditional copper pot.

I, Eren Üzümcü, am above all a partisan of absolute reality. Why should a man write unless he is to tell everything as it is? But even this unreserved reality demands a process of selection. You must agree that publishing everything exactly as it is in the virtual world is simply not possible. Rather than censoring the word, one must design it well in advance, choosing the points where one can agree with the reader. Because reality is not a solitary affair; it is a tale.

My purpose in writing these memoirs is not to speak about myself. It is merely to help ensure that a certain string of digital fiascos of which I was a witness are not forgotten, and, moreover, to recount and commemorate the dear person who was digitally erased (vanished from her digital footprint) just three weeks ago.

I, the most insignificant and meaningless of men—or, in the language my wife once used to describe me, the most "offline squatter"—had the fortune to know a truly great woman, born with the genius of invention. I worked beside her for years. I lived through the daily transformation of the Algorithmic Attention and Compliance Presidency (ADUP), from an algorithm that suddenly emerged in her brilliant eyes to its current, or rather, its recent form. Indeed, without falling into the ridicule of praising myself, I can say that chance and coincidence, despite the sheer ineptitude of this poor Eren Üzümcü, destined him to play an important role in the founding of this virtual institution.

Can the life I lived before meeting Lina Dijital truly be called a life? If the meaning of the word 'to live' is to be constantly fearful of missing a social media notification and thrashing about in digital chaos, then yes, I was living. But if that word also encompasses a certain breadth of spirit and possibility, the recognition of certain rights, those genuine moments of joy, and a modicum of external confidence, then the matter changes considerably. Indeed, until I met Lina Dijital, I was not even aware of the pleasure of providing people with a "Harmonious Algorithmic Rhythm."

For a decade, I served as the Deputy Director of the Data Entry and Virtual Alignment Unit of the world’s newest and allegedly most beneficial institution, the ADUP.

I wonder if there is a need here to mention the attacks that began in the virtual media well before the decision to dissolve our institution, and which intensified utterly after that decision was made? Those who praised our every action ten years ago, holding up our large organization as an example to the world, now write nothing but condemnations against us.

First, they spoke of the sheer size and uselessness of the organization. Ignoring the fact that we provided jobs for so many people in a country where unemployment was rampant, they constantly harped on the excessive number of three Main Directorates, eleven Virtual Reporting Branches, and two hundred and seventy-one "Digital Conduct Control Officers." Then they mocked the names of these branch directorates. As if an algorithm truly does not have components like Feedback Loop, Pixel Compliance Coefficient, and Internal Motivation Metric...

They tore to shreds all our work, especially the book I was forced by Lina Dijital to write, titled "The AI Shaman Zaman-i and His Algorithm." The covers of the articles written with such diligence by our Branch Chief (who happens to be my wife's nephew's husband), such as "The Effect of Weekly Internet Traffic on Individual Dissonance" and Lina Dijital's own "Virtual Alignment and Social Monism," were displayed for days on the front pages of internet sites under bizarre headings, as if they were profoundly ridiculous things or dangerous virtual documents.

Not content with this, they took up our Algorithmic Fine System (ACS)—Complete with Visuals, Surcharges, Discounts, and Collective Fines, which brought so much joy and entertainment to the city dwellers and provided our institution with all the means to facilitate their virtual and social activities—and outright branded us with digital fraud and swindling.

The basis of the ACS was a small "Dissonance Point" fine taken from every individual for the non-compliance between their personal digital rhythm and the National Algorithmic Rhythm set by ADUP. But if there was also a difference between this dissonance score and that of a neighboring person, the fine was doubled. As the number of neighboring dissonances increased, the fine grew geometrically. Since achieving full Algorithmic Rhythm compliance was impossible—which is an issue pertaining to individual digital freedom, something we obviously could not state at the time—a considerable amount of digital collection could be made, especially with a single check performed in a crowded office.

The third feature of the ACS was the ten to thirty percent discount we offered on repeated fines. Normally, fines increase as offenses are repeated. But with the ACS, by offering discounts on fines, we ended the stubborn feud between the offender and the legislator. Thus, our system also gained a certain corporate appeal. It also had a commercial aspect. With this fine system entrusted to us by the Municipality, we were conducting a kind of digital commerce. After all, what commercial institution doesn't offer a small treat to its regular customers?

And so it happened. To see this discount business, which they could hardly believe, our citizens began linking arms and deliberately rushing our offices with their non-compliant phones, even stopping our control officers in the street to have a fine written for themselves. This craze for voluntarily and even cheerfully paying fines suddenly swept the city.

This is how I, Eren Üzümcü, found myself caught in the middle of this entire digital chaos, in an institution founded on the absurd idea of an old novel, joining a manufactured caravan created by Lina Dijital. By a comical twist of fate, a man who loved analogy like me had become one of the most important cogs in the Algorithmic Attention and Compliance Presidency.

Now, by writing these memoirs, it is my duty to tell the story of those who were lost among those pixel rhythms.

The decade before I met Lina Digital was, for me, a kind of digital quarantine. For those who accepted life as a rapidly flowing stream of data, my existence was a sign of backwardness, an anachronism. For individuals like myself, who preferred to dwell in the slow, sluggish sediment of the old world, living at a leisurely and languid rhythm, technology felt like a plague. But I was an anchorite, a hermit who had voluntarily fled this contagion.

Perhaps there was no tangible, velvet-boxed antique inherited from my father, yet I possessed the legacy of his escape from the digital. My father used to say, "A man must never sell his own rhythm to an algorithm, lest he lose the power to even decide when he wakes." This had become a maxim to live by. I upheld this decree in the darkest corner of my house, finding solace in a mechanical desk calendar once used by my grandfather, which only marked the passing of the day by tearing off a paper leaf.

This calendar neither sent notifications nor required batteries, nor did it demand an urgent software update. It simply waited, patiently. Beside it, the clamour of smartphones, smart homes, and smartwatches was a continuous pressure for 'advancement'. Everyone was chasing a subscription to a 'personal development app,' the latest 'smartwatch,' or a 'brainwave synchronization device.' These contraptions were attempting to homogenize not just time, but attention itself.

It was the third year of my unemployment. The children at home constantly complained, their cries fueled by the 'slowing down of the fibre internet.' My wife, Aslı, would tell me, "Eren, the sole reason you can't find a job in this age is your digital bigotry," and she had a point; the bills weren't analog, after all.

That day, I had declared a 'digital detox.' I had unplugged every device and forced the family into analog games. That evening, after dinner, the familiar silence—the one that modern life cannot tolerate—descended. Silence, you see, is the greatest rebellion in the modern world, because silence is that dangerous moment when one begins to hear their own rhythm.

It was at that very moment that my old 2G phone vibrated. Though it was switched off. This was impossible. The tremor cleaved the room's silence like a knife. When I picked up the phone, I saw a "Ghost Message" had arrived.

It was a notification with no discernible sender and meaningless content, bearing only the inscription, '00:00:01'.

This message had completely seized the phone's screen. It could neither be deleted nor replied to. It was as if my entire digital existence was compressed under that single second, suffering a kind of virtual paralysis. Whenever I switched on the phone, the '00:00:01' expression stared back at me. It seemed to be saying, "Behold, your life—a mere one-second void!" This was not a system error, but a reflection of my own state of mind.

To resolve this absurdity, I knocked on the door of the city's oldest analog repairman, none other than Master Fırat.

Master Fırat's shop was the absolute antithesis of the digital world: everywhere were old tube radios, broken cameras, rusty circuit boards, and most importantly, dozens of mechanical clocks, each ticking and tocking at a different pitch. Time there refused to conform to a single rhythm. Stepping through the door felt like being greeted by a chorus of pendulums.

"Master," I said, "This phone is stuck on one second. It is not a malfunction, but a philosophical deadlock."

Master Fırat took the phone. After a silence that lasted for seconds, he traced his finger along the dusty edge of the screen. "Eren Effendi," he said, his voice as deep as an old record, "This is not a simple software bug. This is the Digital Bankruptcy of your Analog Soul. The system is denying that one second that belongs to you. That one second is the flaw of the entire system. And no one wants to see that flaw. Even the programmer who wrote this code is afraid to look into that void. This is what we call Algorithmic Leakage."

Just then, the shop door swung open with a brilliant flash of light that infiltrated the room. It was a light so intense that for a moment it erased the shadow of every mechanical clock in the shop. The arrivals were a group of journalists, several bodyguards, and in their midst, standing like a modern work of art, was Lina Digital. Her voice was sharp and charismatic, like the echo of a conference hall, as if it were emerging from a loudspeaker.

"There! The sought-after flaw has been found!" she boomed, brandishing a holographic device toward me. "Eren Üzümcü! He is our man!"

It turned out that my 'Ghost Message' problem, via Lina's well-connected media friends, had made the front page of one of the country's largest technology magazines under the headline, 'Digital Dissonance: The Man Trapped in His Own Time.' Lina Digital had turned this absurd story into the perfect promotional opportunity for the newly established Directorate for Algorithmic Attention and Harmony (DAAH).

She leaned close to my face; her perfume smelled like an expensive code-breaker. "Mr. Eren, you are the living proof of modern life's temporal issues. What good is founding the Directorate of Harmony without a 'digital misfit' such as yourself? I am making you the Deputy Director of the Data Entry and Virtual Adjustment Unit. I am placing you right into the heart of this system. Our Institute's task of 'adjusting' you will inspire our nation. Your internal discord will be the guarantee of our external harmony!"

Facing me was the modern, feminine visage of Halit Ayarcı (a reference to an unsettling literary character, suggesting manipulative control). I was mesmerized. In a single rush, the fatigue of unemployment, the household bills, and my wife's expectations combined and were swept away by the wind of Lina Digital's promises. In that moment, I could not summon the strength to reject this ridiculous offer. Perhaps I believed that within this grand system, I might find the reason for that one-second void—the true cause of the bankruptcy of my Analog Soul.

And so, I, a man living with an analog state of mind, became a captive of a one-second error, taking my first step into a frenzy of modern bureaucracy, precisely as Hayri İrdal (another unsettling literary reference) entered that ill-fated Institute.

The feeling that followed my "yes" to Lina Digital was less of relief and more of a sinking sensation. When I left Master Fırat's shop, I felt as if the weight of a slow-moving, centuries-old grandfather clock rested on my back. This sudden career, courtesy of that one-second Ghost Message, was no blessing; it was a shackle. It had dragged me from my analog refuge.

The next morning, a silent, electric vehicle sent by Lina deposited me in front of the Directorate for Algorithmic Attention and Harmony (DAAH) building. The structure was perched on one of the city's newest, most sterile, and highest hills. It was commonly referred to as the "Crystal Cube."

This building was one of modern architecture’s most extreme and pointless examples. Constructed entirely of reflective, jet-black glass and polished steel, its exterior was a constantly shifting, vacuous surface that mirrored the sky and the clouds. The architects claimed the building symbolized "the fluidity and transparency of the data within." To me, however, it was merely an illusion designed to conceal what truly transpired inside, no matter how transparent it appeared.

The digital security officer at the door looked more like a gleaming machine than a human. It didn't recognize me, naturally. I was forced to undergo an eye scan to verify my identity.

"Eren Üzümcü," the machine whispered, its voice a synthesized echo of Lina Digital. "Digital Dissonance Category: ONE. Welcome. Please align your footsteps with the national Algorithmic Rhythm."

The interior resembled a bureaucratic laboratory. Gone were the cumbersome, dark-wood desks, dusty files, and the tick-tock of old typewriters found in traditional offices. In their place, hundreds of white, ergonomic workstations were spread across a vast Open-Plan Office in geometric precision. Each desk was equipped with three identical, ultra-thin monitors.

This arrangement was the product of Lina’s philosophy of "maximum transparency and communication fluidity." The result, however, was an odd environment of surveillance where everyone could see everyone, but no one genuinely spoke to anyone. The employees, locked onto their screens, their headphones secured, moved like automatons in a shared, synchronized pace.

The sound in the room was equally unsettling. There was a sharp silence, but it was not natural. The incessant clicking from hundreds of keyboards seemed to have been merged by an algorithm into a single, unified sound effect. White noise machines swallowed all individual sounds—coughs, whispers—leaving behind only a sterile, artificial hum.

Worst of all was the odour. The building was permeated by a synthetic fragrance called the DAAH Harmony Perfume, a blend of lemon and ozone. This scent was designed to suppress all natural human smells—sweat, food, in short, humanity. It felt as though I had entered a mechanism that refused to acknowledge the very presence of a soul.

Lost and bewildered, searching for the 'Data Entry' sign, I heard a cheerful voice behind me: "Mr. Eren! Welcome aboard!"

It was none other than my new chief, Mümtaz Döner, the husband of my wife's nephew. Mümtaz was the quintessential DAAH functionary. He wore the mandatory, starched, cream-coloured 'Harmony Shirt' of the institution, with a collar three fingers high. A glossy digital badge, displaying his current Algorithmic Rhythm Performance Score, shone brightly on his lapel.

Mümtaz’s energy was manufactured, his movements exaggerated. "Ms. Lina has entrusted you to me! The most sensitive man to the most sensitive unit! I am deeply honoured," he exclaimed. "Everything here is fluid, Mr. Eren. Just trust the algorithm. We will completely reset your past, that one second of yours, right here."

Mümtaz led me to his 'office.' It was merely a small partition on the edge of the immense Open Plan, enclosed by glass walls on three sides. On his desk sat a completely superfluous, glowing 'Digital Motivation Sphere' that changed colour based on Mümtaz’s performance.

"Here is your spot," Mümtaz announced, pointing toward a large office desk. "Given your status as Deputy Director, we have reserved the left corner of the desk for you. This has been named the 'Analytical Thought Point.' Every minute you sit at your desk will provide a direct data stream to the 'Meta-Analysis' section of a higher algorithm. It’s Ms. Lina’s customized sheath for you, so to speak!"

My eyes widened. The space allocated to me, corresponding to the grand title of Director, was three square metres of shared territory. There was no wall, no door, no privacy. I was, essentially, a third chair in that vast, glass-walled space, visible to all, and forced to keep pace with everyone else's rhythm.

DAAH had given me a position but left no room for my soul. And so, my new duty began, right in the midst of this vacuous grandeur, this cold elegance.

The three-square-metre "Analytical Thought Point" that Mümtaz Döner bestowed upon me, as mentioned in Part Three, was the greatest irony of my first day at DAAH. I sat in the middle of that vast, glass-walled, ultra-modern office, my back to everyone, like a display mannequin. Yet, despite all the gleaming monitors, the silent keyboard tapping, and the scent of 'Harmony Perfume' surrounding me, I still carried the internal chaos of that single, one-second Ghost Message on my old 2G phone.

I tried to focus on the task at hand: our unit was to collect the daily Digital Attention Spans of randomly selected citizens across the country and convert them into "National Productivity Graphs." Mümtaz leaned over and whispered, "Mr. Eren, this data is critical. Never question it. Just enter it. This flow is a testament to Ms. Lina's trust in us." Yet, as I stared at those meaningless data stacks, I realized the sole logic of this job was that it had no logic at all. Mümtaz's Digital Motivation Sphere glowed a joyous orange for the moment.

As the clock approached 10:00, the artificial silence in the office gave way to a tense but excited anticipation. Everyone removed their headphones and placed their ultra-thin tablets on their desks. In the centre of the vast Open-Plan office, a circular stage slowly ascended from the floor. This stage was a futuristic podium encircled by LED screens. Lina Digital’s first internal address, the 'Address to the Algorithmic Family,' was about to commence.

The atmosphere had shifted to something between a technology conference and a cult ritual. All lights dimmed everywhere except the stage. The DAAH logo pulsed rhythmically on the monitors, like a modern pendulum. Finally, with a slow, dramatic entrance, Lina Digital appeared on the stage.

Lina was dressed less like a CEO and more like a 'Digital Icon.' Her dress seemed to be made of liquid silver, radiating light with the rhythmic movements of her body. Her eyes, absorbing the podium's spotlights, were sharp and brilliant. She was not a speaker; she was a vision.

She paused, allowing a long, calculated silence before reaching for the microphone, as if she were a telepath. This silence was so tense that it automatically adjusted everyone's Algorithmic Rhythm to Lina’s rhythm.

"Hello, Algorithmic Family," she began, her voice slightly echoing, devoid of emotion yet possessing a deep resonance. "Today, we are not inaugurating an institution. Today, we are beginning the first worship of a new faith."

These words directly echoed Tanpınar’s (a literary reference) famous stance of presenting the Institute’s founding as a kind of civilizational religion. Lina was the prophet of this new faith.

Lina structured her speech less around the classical entrepreneur’s calculations of profit and loss, and more around the spiritual themes of existential void and deliverance.

"The world outside," she said, dramatically extending her hand towards the Crystal Cube’s glass walls, "is a chaos. A haven of Digital Dissonance. Everyone is incapable of setting their own time. Everyone is a prisoner of social media notifications, a slave to emails, a relentless victim of the newsfeed. Humanity has fallen into the trap of its own 'Instant Gratification' algorithm."

These words resonated even with me. As an offline refugee, I was the one who knew these feelings best. Lina was taking our deepest anxieties and transforming them into a universal problem whose solution rested solely in her hands.

"Who are we?" she asked, not waiting for an answer. "We are the Directorate for Algorithmic Attention and Harmony! We do not standardize time. We save time. Our Algorithm is a balancing force that halts the entropy of the individual's attention. Our mission is to transform that endless stream of data into a meaningful, rhythmic flow of life!"

She paused for a minute. Soft sounds of affirmation rose from the hall. Mümtaz Döner's Digital Motivation Sphere had changed from its previous orange to an enthusiastic and brilliant red. Mümtaz nodded, his eyes locked on Lina.

At this point, Lina, much like Halit Ayarcı (the referenced unsettling literary character), erupted into a barrage of abstract and meaningless jargon: "Our goal is to raise the Global Pixel Harmony Coefficient (GPHC) above 90%. This is not merely a number. This is the perfect synchronization achieved between every individual’s Internal Motivation Metric and the national Data Feedback Loop. Every report we generate, every piece of data we input, every ACS (Correctionary System) we implement, is a sacred step on the path to this Algorithmic Salvation!"

The most critical and most uncomfortable moment of the speech arrived. As Lina scanned the hall, her eyes, as if by teleportation, focused directly on me. I was huddled in my Analytical Thought Point, in the corner of the vast Open Plan.

"And who is the first witness to this faith, this grand salvation project?" she asked, her voice growing sharper. "He was the symbol of the chaos in the outer world. A victim of Digital Dissonance. A soul trapped in his own time. I found him and placed him in the heart of this Family."

She pointed her finger directly at me. All two hundred and seventy-one employees in the office turned and fixed their gaze upon me. If I had been a pendulum, I would have stopped in that instant. All those white shirts, all those bright screens, and that artificial light converged upon me.

"Eren Üzümcü!" Lina cried out. "Stand up and tell us, from your Analytical Thought Point, what this institution means!"

I was paralyzed with shock. I was not prepared to speak. In that moment, Lina, with her famed genius and audacity, had instantly made me a mandatory part of her show. I stood up, my knees trembling. I looked at the crowd. There was an expectation on their faces. They assumed that whatever I said would be an endorsement of Lina’s sermon.

"I," I mumbled, my voice a whisper next to Lina's powerful tone, "I am only... an officer who inputs the data. But I respect Ms. Lina’s vision."

That was all I could manage to say. It was neither a complete lie nor a complete truth. It was merely my bureaucratic survival reflex for the moment. Lina smiled. That small, forced affirmation was a victory for her.

"That is all it takes!" she exclaimed, as a storm of applause erupted. "Even Mr. Eren has understood the inevitability of our Algorithm! Dissonance is transforming into Harmony! Welcome to the Family, Eren Üzümcü!"

Amidst the applause, Mümtaz rushed over to me. "What a performance, Mr. Eren! Terrific harmony! Your Motivation Sphere has turned green, fantastic!" he whispered excitedly.

DAAH was not a workplace; it was a grand illusion, sustained by Lina Digital’s charisma, existing by selling meaning and rhythm to people. And I, Eren Üzümcü, had become the most important, the most dissonant, yet the most needed symbol of this illusion.

After Lina Digital’s Sermon of Algorithmic Salvation and my forced, flimsy affirmation on that stage, DAAH’s Crystal Cube began to crush me. Lina’s charisma was like a gale; it swept everyone along, but only she knew her destination. My momentary conformity had delighted Mümtaz Döner immensely. His Motivation Sphere was glowing a furious blend of green and red, almost ready to burst.

"Mr. Eren! Do you see? The Dissonance is over! You are now Ms. Lina’s meta-digital companion!" Mümtaz cheered. I didn't even want to take the ultra-thin tablet he offered me. Touching all those bright devices felt like catching a virus.

Toward the lunch break, the urge to flee this loud silence and this sterile atmosphere became irresistible. The title Lina had given me was no different from the largest, most visible cell in a prison. Everyone was watching me, right there in the display stand they called the "Analytical Thought Point."

Without telling anyone, I grabbed my backpack and slipped out the back door. Instead of taking my sleek, modern car, I jumped onto the city's tram, noisy, complicated, and—most importantly—out of sync with the digital rhythm. The screech of the tram’s brakes sounded like a symphony to my ears after DAAH’s artificial hum. On the tram, people touched, phones crackled, and street vendors shouted. This disorder was the most natural need of my soul.

I had a single destination: Master Fırat’s shop.

Master Fırat’s shop was located on an old, forgotten back street of the city. A hand-written, darkened sign still hung on the shop’s facade: "All types of time devices repaired. Those in a rush may not enter." Stepping through the door meant leaving all the stress of the modern world on the other side.

The air inside was heavy, smelling of oil and metal. But the most dominant scent was that of time itself. Hundreds, perhaps thousands of clocks, each working at its own rhythm: Tick-tock, tik-tak, tık... tık... tak tik.

This was a perfect pendulum chorus, born from chaos. Every clock contained its own history, its own setting, its own malfunction.

Master Fırat was behind the counter, examining a small pocket watch with a magnifying glass. His spectacles rested on the tip of his nose. His white beard shone faintly with the fine dust of metal from the clocks. He smiled when he saw me, showing no surprise. It was as if he had anticipated my arrival.

"You have come, Eren Effendi," he said, his voice containing neither mockery nor anger. "The air of the Crystal Cube must have been too heavy. In that building, one breathes algorithm, not oxygen."

I sat down on a stool, weary, and recounted Lina’s speech, the false grandeur of DAAH, and my forced affirmation. "Master," I said, "That woman wants to synchronize the attention of the entire country to her own rhythm. How can I, a 'digital misfit,' serve that system?"

Master Fırat gently put down the pocket watch he was examining. He offered me a glass of strong, brewed tea. "You will not serve it, Eren Effendi," he replied. "You will be the system's mechanism of persuasion. Lina Digital is selling an old game with a new light. Her system is not a modern invention."

Master Fırat grew serious. His eyes drifted to the oldest, largest, and non-functioning tower clock in the shop, which was covered in dust and cobwebs.

"Look at that clock," Master Fırat began, "It was made a hundred years ago. It was designed by an Ottoman Muvakkit (a time-setter). Its purpose was to synchronize all the clocks in the city to a single rhythm. It was known as the 'Enchanted Clock.'"

"Enchanted?" I asked.

"Yes, enchanted. Because the rulers of that time were like Ms. Lina now. They could not tolerate people having their own rhythms. This muvakkit designed a mechanism that would standardize time not just physically, but also morally. A pendulum does not merely swing; it commands."

"And what happened to it?"

"It failed. The people rejected the forced rhythm. The system collapsed. The mechanism left behind an irreparable malfunction, and the clock stopped. It has stood here ever since, a monument to failure."

Master Fırat then slowly pointed to a newspaper clipping reporting on Lina Digital’s Directorate for Algorithmic Attention and Harmony. "Lina Digital’s Algorithm, Eren Effendi, is the digital copy of this Enchanted Clock. That woman is attempting the muvakkit’s error again, making it bigger, shinier, and more abstract."

My throat was dry. The notion that Lina’s 'Algorithmic Rhythm' was actually the digital ghost of a centuries-old, failed mechanism of oppression made me nauseous. This was not just a bureaucracy; it was the recurrence of a historical absurdity.

"So," I said, "all of DAAH’s complex code, that Pixel Harmony Coefficient—is it all a reflection of this rusty clock?"

"Precisely," Master Fırat confirmed. "Just like the Ghost Clock itself. Only this time, there is a server instead of a pendulum, and lines of code instead of gears. And the worst part is, this new system has less honour than the old pendulum. Because the old clock worked honestly, but these algorithms are designed to lie. That is why you cannot find the meaning of your one-second 'Ghost Message,' the 00:00:01. It is an error the system refuses to acknowledge, just like the standstill of this clock."

Master Fırat’s prophecy contained a reality more potent than Lina’s charismatic lies. The void behind DAAH’s grandeur was now clear, proven by history. In that moment, I began to see DAAH not merely as a workplace, but as a historical riddle that needed to be solved.

When I returned from Master Fırat’s shop, carrying the knowledge that DAAH was the "Digital Copy of the Ghost Clock," the Crystal Cube appeared even more sinister. The building's transparent glass was no longer a symbol of honesty, but a curtain of illusion that Lina Digital had woven to protect herself and her institution from the outside world.

My second day at DAAH began with the 'Weekly Algorithmic Strategy and Synchronization Meeting.' This was a ritual personally conducted by Lina Digital, attended by all the principal Directors of the institution. The fact that someone like me, who had joined just the day before with the mere title of 'Deputy Director,' was called to this meeting caused Mümtaz Döner to almost burst with pride.

"Mr. Eren, this is an honour!" he whispered, as he led us to the conference room. "Ms. Lina wants to present you as that rare case who jumped straight from the 'Analytical Thought Point' to this summit. Just listen, and for everything, say, 'Perfect Synchronization.'"

The conference room resembled an amphitheatre. Instead of tables, there was a semicircular, tiered seating arrangement, with a large, touch-sensitive screen in front of every person. Lina sat in the highest chair in the centre of the stage; it was a kind of virtual queen's throne.

When the meeting began, Lina made a sharp, brief opening: "Algorithmic Family, last week's GPHC (Global Pixel Harmony Coefficient) data showed Negative Regression. This is unacceptable! I now demand that every Director initiate a Critical Feedback Loop on the Sources of Dissonance."

And so it began. Every word I heard in the first ten minutes of the meeting was a jargon storm, completely detached from the Turkish language I knew.

The floor was handed over to the Principal Directors. Each one competed to clear their own unit and shift the burden onto someone else.

The Director of Operations (The Architect): "Madam President, our Physical Space Optimization is perfect. However, our Environmental Rhythm Analysis indicates that 'User Experience Insufficiency' (UEI) is the core problem. Interaction with the analog world outside the building is increasing the Sensory Load. This is what is dragging down the GPHC."

Translation: He means: 'People are getting distracted from their work by looking at life outside.'

The Finance Director (The Modern Hüseyin Effendi): "Madam President, our ACS (Algorithmic Correctionary System) collections have shown a High Positive Deviation within the Financial Feedback Loop. But the transfer of this money to the Algorithmic R&D budget is threatening the User Trust Index. A 'Social Softening Algorithm' is urgently required."

Translation: He means: 'We collected too much money, but we don't know where to spend it. The public is getting suspicious, so we need an immediate PR campaign.'

The Director of Personnel and HR (The Bureaucratic Cog): "Madam President, our Employee Digital Rhythm Analysis shows that 40% are experiencing Offline Leakage. That is, they are escaping to their Personal Digital Spaces, even during working hours. My proposal: Let’s prevent this Leakage with a 'Micro-Sleep Optimization Program' and mandatory Digital Attachment Checks."

Translation: He means: 'People are looking at social media on their phones because they are bored, let's monitor them more strictly.'

I, Eren Üzümcü, did not believe that these people sitting there were talking about a single real, tangible job. They were merely throwing meaningless words at each other in the Jargon Tower that Lina Digital had created. Every word was a bureaucratic shield, every term a tool for escaping reality.

The turn came to my and Mümtaz’s unit: the Data Entry and Virtual Adjustment Unit. Mümtaz stood up confidently. Lina had asked him to present a report on the 'Socio-Psychological Framework of the Current Dissonance.'

Mümtaz opened his tablet. "Madam President," he said, his voice trembling but firm, "The 'Comprehensive Modulation Report on Pixel Fatigue and Individual Rhythm Deficiency' prepared by my team shows the following: The problem is not with the algorithm itself. The problem is with the presentation of the algorithm."

There was a moment of silence. Mümtaz had said exactly what Lina wanted to hear: The fault is never with the system.

"We need to utilize the AI Shaman Zaman-i more actively. People are not moved by the cold logic of the algorithm, but by the warm guidance of a wisdom figure from the past. My proposal: Let us immediately launch a series of 'Daily Algorithmic Messages' automatically sent with Zaman-i's voice. This will add an emotional anchoring point to the perception of the dissonant user."

This was pure horror. Mümtaz was proposing to use Lina's fabricated figure, the AI Shaman Zaman-i, as a kind of digital dervish. This was an attempt to cover up a real problem with fake history and fake wisdom.

Lina smiled. This was exactly the kind of solution she desired: Changing the perception instead of changing reality.

"Perfect Synchronization, Mr. Mümtaz!" Lina declared. "This is precisely what I spoke about in my paper, 'Virtual Harmony and Social Monism.' Implement this immediately. Eren Üzümcü will give Mr. Mümtaz his full support on this project. As a victim of dissonance, he best knows the importance of this emotional anchoring point."

When the meeting ended, my brain was numb. Lina had killed two birds with one stone: She had given Mümtaz the meaningless project he wanted, and she had forcibly involved me in the creation of a fictional figure (Zaman-i) that I didn't want. In that moment, I understood why Lina, with her famous genius and audacity, wanted me so close: I was the tangible proof of her lie.

As we walked down the corridor, Mümtaz Döner patted my shoulder. "We will do great things together, Mr. Eren! Now, let’s go start writing Zaman-i’s first Daily Message. Come on, the Algorithmic Family is waiting!"

And so, I, Eren Üzümcü, in this fortress of jargon and lies, was now tasked with writing the fictional voice of an AI Shaman, all while trying to protect my own analog soul.

After Lina Digital’s Algorithmic Strategy meeting, the burden on my shoulders had doubled. I was no longer just the Deputy Director of Data Entry, but also the chief copywriter for the AI Shaman Zaman-i. Giving the task of selling wisdom via artificial intelligence to a man who despised the digital—myself—was the peak of Lina’s ironic genius.

The corridors of the Crystal Cube suddenly came alive after the meeting. Everyone was rushing to implement Lina’s latest directives, whispering new jargons to each other that I had never heard before. My "Analytical Thought Point" was now more isolated and more visible than ever. I sat down on my chair. In front of me sat Mümtaz Döner’s Digital Motivation Sphere, which had changed from bright red to a pale yellow—the colour of the inevitable complacency that follows a momentary success.

Mümtaz Döner, having received the 'Perfect Synchronization' approval at the meeting, was ecstatic. He called someone on his phone in his office partition, speaking without bothering to lower his voice.

"Yes, darling, the meeting was great. Ms. Lina really liked my Socio-Psychological Framework report. Yes, yes, that AI Shaman idea I told you about was approved immediately. What am I going to do? Eren Bey and I will write sacred messages for that artificial intelligence. What’s the big deal? Of course, I’m getting promoted. Tell Uncle Dear that this was very important for me. Yes, kissing you, don't forget to pick up that bag..."

Just like that, everything was exposed. Mümtaz’s career, his success in Lina’s eyes, and his absurd partnership with me, were all links in a chain of nepotism. This man, my wife's nephew's husband, had reached a key position in the institution’s hierarchy purely through relational traffic.

Mümtaz came over to me after hanging up, a smug smile plastered on his face. "Mr. Eren, now I will show you our unit. These are the Data Cores of our Algorithmic Family."

The unit was in the noisiest and most cluttered section of the Open-Plan office. Around twenty-five young officers, all wearing the same 'Harmony Shirts,' stared hypnotically at their monitors. But on closer inspection, I realized that most of these officers were not actually working.

Some were secretly sliding into a social media feed while inputting data on the screen. Others were listening to loud music through their headphones but maintaining an expression of complete concentration. A few were dozing in front of untouched, yellowed files dating back to the first day.

"As you can see," Mümtaz said proudly, "Everyone is in High Digital Harmony. This is the most important and least questioned unit of the Directorate. We input the data. The data gives life to Ms. Lina’s Algorithm."

"Mr. Mümtaz," I said, pointing to the stacks of paper on the desks. "What are these papers? These are, I assume, the manually entered initial versions of that dissonance data?"

"Ah, yes," Mümtaz said, waving his hand dismissively. "Those are Analog Input Forms. They are the printed forms of the declarations of Algorithmic Rhythm Dissonance that we collect from the public. Unfortunately, they are a necessity left over from the old systems."

"And is this data... checked?"

Mümtaz looked at me as if I had uttered a curse. "Checked? No, no! Our job is not to check, but to input! Whether that data is correct or not is outside our Jurisdiction, Mr. Eren. We accept the data as it is. Besides, the Algorithm is so perfect that it even accepts incorrect data as a 'meaningful deviation' and turns it into the result Ms. Lina desires."

This was bureaucratic genius! The unit was only responsible for transferring papers into a digital format. The reality or logic of the data was left to Lina's superior Algorithm. Mümtaz was a perfect cog in this meaningless wheel. He was incompetent, but he believed in the system; or rather, he had to believe in it because the system gave him a salary and a position.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
e i S 1 LG





