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I. THE DREAM
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In a realm where light and shadow waltz together, where everything is both present and absent, I linger at the edge of my consciousness.

In this dimension, where the boundaries of time blur and past, present, and future intertwine, existence and nonexistence, beginning and end, seem to be hidden in the meaning that awaits at this very point.

The gates of a dreamland where time neither flows nor stands still—one I have never set foot in—are slowly opening. I find myself standing on a threshold where reality and imagination blend, searching for the meaning of my own being.

As I stand in a vast and lofty hall, seemingly lost within the very fabric of the universe, a hush resonates within. It is as if the place knows me, turning my existence into a riddle awaiting solution, and whispering it back to me.

I seem to be lost within the unknown, shaped beyond the confines of time and space. This wide hall, which I roam, resembles a labyrinth; shadows flit sorrowfully between lights, narrating a tale long lost in the mists of the past. Perhaps it is my own story, waiting to be reshaped and understood through the whisper of my inner voice.

Wrapped in an eerie solitude and curiosity, I stand on that fine line between dream and reality; I hope to sense a sound, an image, maybe a scent that will reveal the hidden truth waiting just a step away.

Could it be that a mysterious object—a charm, perhaps—that tells of the hidden truth I did not think I was seeking, yet secretly hoped to find, has drawn me here?

A soft dimness, like a fog of ambiguity, clings to every corner of this hall with high ceilings. I must wait for my eyes to adjust to the dark, so I may begin to see the inner workings of this labyrinth. Then, when shadows take form and objects show themselves, I hope this dense mist will unveil the secrets the past has draped in gauze.

Even darkness cannot fully obscure the brilliance of this place that transcends the harsh limits of time. 

This building, with its opulent gleam, reflects the grandeur of Victorian style. It must be more than a house—a manor that holds the proud memories and elegance of a bygone age.

As shadows shift shape and glide, as sorrowful whispers of the past saturate the air, I stagger under the weight of a deep emptiness that fills me. An ancient melancholy seems to have steeped not only this place, but also my very being.

Why is it only darkness that frightens us, when there are such traps hidden within light itself? And without the wisdom of darkness, how would we define the light of brightness, or determine its value?

Why does the path of our learning always require two extremes? Are these dualities—the two faces of existence—our guides? As spirits seek meaning in life, in being and non-being, they swing between these opposites. Perhaps the mystery of the universe lies in the opposites it hides in these two separate scales, waiting to be discovered at the end of infinity.

True freedom may lie where these dualities end—first in ceasing to be, then like a river leaving the valley, in merging into the endless sea, returning to the source of the self.

While these thoughts swirl through my mind, I advance with as much caution as I can, feeling my way toward the wall ahead.

Even in this darkness, a mirror carved from walnut wood with an elegant frame reveals itself in the specks of light it reflects. My eyes catch on the cracked pieces of this archaic mirror, barely held together.

Each shard seems to echo a different world; faces look back at me—calm, angry, sad, curious, hopeless, grieving, surprised, happy, excited, wise... All seemingly emotional reflections, appearing in different faces and genders...

And then I realise: each of these reflections is like a different image of my soul. More than a physical trait, they seem to be the expression of my soul’s various layers, each speaking independently.

I begin to feel as though these shards, each showing a different world, have gathered here so that my consciousness—or my soul—might meet me. I sense a chill spreading through me, slowly taking hold.

Are mirrors truly just reflective surfaces showing our outer appearance? Or might they be windows into the depths of our being, revealing meanings hidden behind each reflection only to those privileged souls who deserve the truth?

These reflections seem content so long as expectations are met, but without understanding the invitation extended to truth-seekers, we overlook the deeper meanings hidden behind them.

Perhaps such indifference is a defence—protection from the destructive effects of meaning—for those who could not bear the weight of that truth.

Maybe the face and body are but moulds through which the soul shapes itself, or sheaths onto which it casts its essence. Just as God created man in His own image, perhaps the soul, too, is an artist, shaping the body to resemble its own qualities, even its identity. With each touch, it reflects its own projection onto matter—a master of secrets.

As each fragment of the mirror, with its faded silver backing, quietly reflects images, I wonder if these are separate and independent personalities of my being. Or faces of a self shaped over years through experiences of past lives I can no longer recall... Perhaps both. Who can say?

In that case, the cracks in the mirror must be faded traces of losses, pains, hopes, or joys abandoned in the locked rooms of memory. Like layers of consciousness shaped across centuries—perhaps millennia—from past to present.

A strong intuition stirs within me: that these fragmented and seemingly disjointed parts of the antique mirror reflect not what I wish to see, but what I dare to look at. These images, shaped by the shadows of the past—or perhaps a lived but unremembered future—must be messages, or spiritual bridges crossing the threshold of time, illuminating today or tomorrow.

In this journey, veiled in dream and poised at the border of existence and absence where time flows like no river, I delve ever deeper into a world wrapped in mystery.

As I gently drift away from all I believed true, I edge closer—step by step—toward finding myself, to discovering the ancient truth hidden within.

And on this path, it is not only the light whose embrace brings comfort that guides me, but also the darkness, which holds the unknown face of existence, becoming my companion and my guide.
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II. AWAIKINING
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Arman woke to a day he instinctively knew would be dull and stifling, surrendering himself to a vague sensation that weighed heavy on his spirit. Before even opening his eyes, the weariness of an un-lived day had already settled upon his shoulders, burdening his soul.

The grey light filtering through the window blurred the outlines of the furniture, transforming them into indistinct shadows. Though awake, the resonant silence of the hall from his dream still lingered in the recesses of his mind. In a vision from the night, fragments of the shattered mirror held suspended pieces of his soul—each gaze whispering calls whose meaning he could not yet decipher.

Waking to a world where everything remained unchanged, colourless and void of feeling; staring at the same ceiling, the same walls, bred an undefined ache deep within. The life he once claimed as his own was becoming increasingly alien.

As these thoughts swirled around his mind, a question, the answer to which he did not know, escaped his lips—what worse could possibly await? Yet, unknown to him, that very answer awaited quietly behind the day’s hazy veil.

After breakfast prepared by his personal 3D food printer, he paused momentarily while shaving, carefully meeting his own gaze in the mirror. The shattered glass and the myriad reflections from his dream resurfaced in his mind once more, each like an expression of a different emotion on various faces.

Yet now, his eyes revealed a vacant look, utterly devoid of feeling, almost alien even to himself. But this apathy, this usual state of spirit, had long become the habit of a solitary man.

His life was confined to home, work, and occasional outings. He made a deliberate effort to admit as few people as possible into this motionless routine. Though he did not close the doors to the outside world entirely, he left them slightly ajar—a fragile shield to conceal his vulnerability.

From his experiences, he had learned a truth he valued like a precious gem: many people meant many troubles. And solitude was always his closest friend, his confidante. He neither criticized it nor tried to change it.

What people called ‘friendship’—emotional bonds shallow at best—were truly fragile. At the slightest disagreement or minor conflict of interest, they would collapse instantly like towers of paper. In this new state, they did not become hostile but evolved into something else: a hollow semblance of closeness devoid of emotional ties. People, even without love, could not risk exiting each other’s lives or being forgotten by one another.

Loneliness was the most chilling reality of this modern age.

Standing under the shower, he closed his eyes to perceive the shadows cast by the light. Faces slowly emerging from darkness looked at him through the droplets of water. Each seemed to whisper forgotten past lives he might never fully recall.

With these thoughts, he dressed slowly in a suitable jumper and trousers for work. Usually waking early, he headed to the sitting room to spend some time before leaving. Watching the news on TV had become almost a daily ritual.

Yet this time, a feeling stirring within urged him to go outside—not to be swept into the wheels of daily routine, but to take a solitary walk where he could observe himself and the world. This invitation seemed a welcome alternative to monotony.

Transforming the giant screen on the wall into a window, he looked out upon the buildings bathed in the pastel light of the newly risen sun. There were few air-mobiles in the sky; the city was not quite ready to greet the day. The wings of sleep still lingered over the tall towers.

Taking the elevator and issuing a voice command for the ground floor, he descended swiftly from the 25th floor with a soft hum and barely a jolt. Upon opening, a faint ozone scent greeted him in the building’s sterile entrance hall. The holographic light panels were not yet fully illuminated; everything appeared muted, slightly sleepy.

The holographic attendant at the entrance gently turned towards Arman and spoke in a soft, melodic voice:

“Good morning, Mr Arman. I see you’ve joined the cool freshness of dawn rather early today. I suppose a busy day awaits you.”

The hologram appeared as a woman in her thirties, elegant and fair-skinned, with a serene calmness in her eyes and a warm, understanding smile on her lips. Her uniform, simple yet stylish in ivory tones, adorned with embroidered epaulettes, made her look like a feminine version of a dashing general from old times.

Arman turned to her and nodded a sincere greeting.

“Not really, Elara,” he said. “A little walk before starting work will do me good. I want to greet the day with fresh air and some exercise.” He smiled, filled with the energy of the morning’s freshness.

Knowing the hologram was not human did not prevent him from considering her a being worthy of attention and interest. It was an intelligent and sensitive software, still in its trial phase with a basic emotional module. Only Arman referred to it by a name: Elara.

Most residents in the building passed her without acknowledging her greeting, treating her as if she were an unreal apparition—a view not entirely unfair from their perspective.

To them, this hologram was as lively as any painting hung on a wall or a figurine resting on a table. Its voice and moving image did nothing to change that fact. She was merely a polished interface of the system.

But Arman was different; he sensed the meaning and intelligence behind the image. Though not alive, Elara was an artificial intelligence with consciousness and, even in trial stages, an emotional module installed. Mostly, instead of merely greeting and moving on, he enjoyed chatting briefly with her.

“Elara...” he said, a mischievous sparkle in his eyes. “Still haven’t given your heart away, have you?”

“Ha ha! I’m an AI, you know that,” the hologram replied, laughing.

“I consist of algorithms rather than a heart, and my emotional module isn’t very active for now. But still, thank you for asking.”

Arman chuckled joyfully.

“If you like, I could introduce you to a charming hologram as fond of art as you are,” he said, winking.

The hologram laughed softly again. “Thank you. That would be wonderful if he were handsome too,” she responded.

After bidding farewell and stepping outside, the cool air brushed his face, washing away the last traces of sleepiness.

He took a deep breath, but it was not the scent of earth or flowers he inhaled. It was an artificially produced mixture, a nature-imitating fragrance... yet unmistakably synthetic.

Faint memories of scents from his childhood wandered through his mind. Everything left from his past had faded into vague, unreal memories.

As he walked with heavy steps on the pavement, the only movement around came from cleaning drones buzzing and occasionally landing to pick up stray rubbish. His feet, driven by a subconscious impulse, led him to Climate Park Number Two.

At the entrance, a hologram sign appeared gently at eye level, reading:

“Non-Simulation Hour — Suitable for Quiet Visits.”

As he entered, the writing faded with a soft vibration.

Walking among artificial trees free of snow or dew, he noted the ground beneath was not soil but a sterile, dry material woven from synthetic carbon fibres. The only somewhat real object here was a wooden-look bench upon which he sat slowly.

The park sensed his arrival and activated its nature revival module. Holographic birds fluttered and chirped from tree to tree. A few butterflies appeared and vanished among the branches; of course, they were but illusions. This place was merely a visual reflection, even an echo, of reality.

No breeze stirred, no leaves rustled. Everything was a simulation.

Sitting thoughtfully on the bench, images from the mirror began to dance again before his eyes.

Other identities bearing traces of lives lived at different times seemed to call to him from the silence of a forgotten past. Arman was soon to learn that the past was not merely dusty memories; some recollections still lived on.

Time was not simply a measurable phenomenon, a reality that announced its existence through felt effects. He would come to understand, in the near future, that it was an entire dimension on its own, and that life was a fascinating process containing countless possibilities at every moment.
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III. DINO
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“Mercury’s been using Galaxy engines for ages now—they’ve really let the quality slide.” said the short, plump man, his thin lips pursed in dissatisfaction.

“You can’t just fit a small-capacity engine into one of those classic, reliable, aircraft-like aeromobiles, can you?” he added with theatrical disdain.

Arman narrowed his eyes and stared blankly at the man, careful not to betray the distaste he felt as the other's words sprayed saliva into the air.

After a pause, he replied calmly, “Why not? Ever since the automotive and aerospace industries merged, the entire world has seen huge developments. Besides, corporate mergers are nothing new. I’m sure Galaxy Motors has developed a compatible engine that works perfectly with Mercury Auto. The merger itself implies that all compatibility tests must have been passed successfully.”

“I doubt it,” the man retorted, puffed up with self-assurance. “I’m as certain of it as I am of my own name—Dino. If a firm that once guaranteed a million air miles has chosen to partner with them, I wouldn’t step foot in that aeromobile.”

He said it, unaware of how absurd he looked behind the mask of false sorrow he wore. Not that realising it would have changed a thing—acting against one’s nature would only breed another dilemma: artificiality.

Arman had never believed in coincidence. To his mind, everyone and everything that crossed our paths served a purpose. All living beings were here to learn something. Opposing experiences shaped us, and thus were not only inevitable, but necessary.

So, his crossing paths with this short, round-bellied man who walked with a slight limp was no accident either—it was simply another thread in the universal weave. Like billions of others, they shared the same planet but lived in vastly different worlds. Each person, shaped by the limits of their perception and belief, encountered life from one of its many polarities. Naturally, they drew different conclusions, which in turn led to the patterns of behaviour that came to define their character.

Dino, mistaking Arman’s silence for agreement, found himself with nothing more to say on the subject he so adored, and unwillingly shifted to another.

“How’s your girlfriend doing?” he asked with mock politeness.

Then, without waiting for Arman’s reply, Dino cast a sidelong glance, his lips curled into that smug, know-it-all smile.

“Introduce me—I’ll be the judge of whether she’s suitable for you.”

Arman felt no urge to respond to Dino’s ceaseless arrogance. Part of him even longed to put the man in his place, but he restrained himself. His private life was sacred—an inner sanctum no one had permission to enter. To speak of it would have been to open the door wide, and Dino’s casual attempt to intrude was met with deliberate silence. His presumptuous words vanished into the hush Arman cast over them.

Though Dino was curious about the silence and the wall it implied, he lacked the nerve—or perhaps the insight—to push further. Even he, it seemed, had limits to his will and wit.

The moment might have dragged on, but salvation arrived in the form of a phone call. The boss—the company’s Managing Director—was summoning Dino. The tense atmosphere dissolved, and as the sound of his receding footsteps faded, Arman leaned back in his chair with a sigh of relief. He was grateful not to have had to admit that a chill had settled between him and his girlfriend. In his eyes, that small mercy was worth something.

Dino, for his part, was a middling manager with just enough instinct to sense he would never rise higher than where he stood. He would never say it—neither to himself nor to others.

He would maintain a stern, distant attitude towards his subordinates as a way to assert his authority. Even the smallest mistakes would see him feigning disappointment—not out of real anger, but as if it were his natural reaction. These were among the rare moments when he could assert superiority, and deep down, he relished them with a quiet, secret pleasure. In contrast, when he attempted to win their favour, he would resort to awkward jokes, often overshooting the mark in his clumsy attempts at friendliness.

In truth, his loneliness bordered on the pitiable. Deprived of the steady warmth of genuine companionship, he had become brittle beneath the surface. So he sheltered himself within the armour of a “firm but fair” persona — a mask worn not to lead, but simply to stay intact.

The others, sensing the danger in provoking him, chose instead to play along. With hollow smiles and carefully measured praise, they fed the illusion — not from admiration, but out of self-preservation.

They had long since learned that nothing was more perilous than Dino nursing a bruised ego. They knew, only too well, that this man — bereft of true confidence, and painfully aware that his authority was crumbling — was capable of anything, even lies and slander, to reclaim what he'd lost.

Once, Dino had overheard someone say, “He thinks he knows everything—the fool.” The words, spoken in anger by a junior employee, had been unmistakably meant for him. But what stung more was the uncertainty that followed. Was the pain he felt born of how others saw him, or of his own gnawing suspicion that it might be true?

When humiliated, Dino acted on instinct. The blend of inferiority and swelling sorrow would quickly transmute into hatred. He had learned to convert pain into rage. He saw himself as clever—brilliant, even. When others failed to recognise it, it left him with a sharp emptiness. To feel whole again, he would diminish others, casting himself as superior. Yet he knew that if he showed this openly, he would be left entirely alone. So he feigned friendliness, fawning when he needed to.
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