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“453 STEPS”

Heaven Sinkhole — Night

Moonlight struck the stones.

A giant pit carved into the mountain...

lay silently within the darkness.

453 stone steps.

Every one of them was worn down.

Every one carried the footprints of hundreds of years.

And tonight...

a woman was descending those steps.

There was a baby in her arms.

The woman’s face was exhausted.

Her feet were bare.

With every step, blood stained the stones.

But she did not stop.

Because in Olba, some journeys were not made to return from.

Why was the woman descending into the sinkhole at this hour of the night?

Middle of the Steps

The wind was rising from inside the sinkhole.

It was not cold.

It was ancient.

The woman pressed the baby tighter against her chest.

The baby was not crying.

Because since the day it was born, it had never made a sound.

Its right arm was small.

One of its eyes was completely white.

The woman kept walking.

Ancient symbols covered the stone walls.

Erased Hittite markings.

Luwian suns.

And Roman eagles carved later on.

The old gods had been covered by new gods.

The woman stopped.

She ran her fingers across one of the stones.

And whispered:

“Forgive us...”

Did the stones truly still remember the old gods?

Bottom of the Heaven Sinkhole

Below, there was a small opening.

Damp stones.

Black puddles of water.

And the faint sound of a flute coming from between the walls.

The woman fell to her knees.

She gently placed the child on the ground.

Next to the baby, she placed a small pouch.

Several heads of wheat spilled from the pouch.

Golden-colored.

Dried.

The woman carefully placed them beside the baby.

Then she joined her hands together.

And began to cry.

“We betrayed our own gods...”

The flute sound inside the sinkhole stopped.

The woman continued:

“We abandoned the Hittite gods...

and believed in the Roman gods...”

A faint sound of breathing rose from inside the cave.

The woman closed her eyes.

“The Luwian people did the same...

and now the gods have abandoned us...”

The baby silently stared at the ceiling.

The woman’s voice broke.

“Our children are born crippled...

most of our harvest no longer belongs to us...”

The wind grew harsher.

The woman was crying now.

“Our wines are taken...

our olive oils are taken...”

The flute began again.

This time, closer.

“And in return...

we are given giant stone columns...”

The woman lowered her head to the ground.

“In magnificent cities...

we live hungry...”

A shadow moved within the darkness of the cave.

The woman looked at her baby one last time.

And whispered:

“This child is crippled...

I do not have the strength to care for it...”

The flute sound stopped completely.

The woman’s lips trembled.

“It belongs to you now...”

Why was the woman leaving her child to Pan?

Deeper Inside the Cave

The woman stepped back.

She was crying.

But she did not touch the baby again.

Because that was the tradition.

A child once abandoned...

could never be taken back.

The woman slowly turned toward the steps.

Just as she took her first step...

she heard the sound of stone behind her.

She stopped.

But she did not turn around.

Because everyone knew the same thing:

In Pan’s cave...

you never looked back.

The woman closed her eyes.

And she heard it.

Slow footsteps.

They did not sound human.

The hard sound of claws striking stone.

Tak...

Tak...

Tak...

The woman’s shoulders trembled.

Because the sound...

was approaching the baby.

Was Pan truly inside the cave?

The Steps

The woman was climbing upward.

But she was no longer crying.

Because even crying had grown tired.

With every step, she thought about her past.

The Roman soldiers.

The crushing taxes.

The starving people carrying stones for temples.

The broken ancient statues.

The forgotten languages.

And the silenced priests.

Once, there had been gods of the mountains.

Of the earth.

Of abundance.

Of rain.

Now there were only...

marble columns.

The woman stopped, gasping for breath.

And for the first time, she looked toward the sky.

“Did you truly abandon us?”

At that exact moment...

the cry of a baby rose from the depths of the sinkhole.

The woman froze.

Because the child...

was crying for the first time in its life.
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Bottom of the Heaven Sinkhole

The baby was no longer alone.

A silhouette stood within the darkness.

Long horns.

Goat legs.

And an ancient flute in his hand.

Pan silently looked at the baby.

The baby stopped crying.

Then...

its tiny crippled hand moved.

For the first time.

Pan knelt down.

And in the darkness of the cave, he spoke in a very ancient language:

“Why did they send you back?”

The baby stared at the ceiling.

At that exact moment,

the ancient Hittite symbols on the cave walls began to glow.

And from the deepest part of the sinkhole...

another voice rose.

A woman’s voice.

Very old.

Very angry.

“Because humans forgot us...”

Why did Pan turn around in fear?
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Bottom of the Heaven Sinkhole — Night

Pan slowly stood up.

He tightened his grip on the flute.

Because he recognized the voice he had heard.

But that was impossible.

The ancient symbols on the cave walls were still glowing.

Hittite suns.

Luwian markings.

Forgotten names of gods.

And all of them...

seemed to be breathing.

The baby silently stared at Pan.

Its white eye glowed within the darkness.

Then the same voice rose once more from the depths of the cave:

“They buried us beneath the stones...”

Pan’s face tightened.

“You died.”

Silence.

Then the cave trembled slightly.

And the woman’s voice answered:

“Gods do not die...

they are only forgotten.”

Why did Pan step back?

453 Steps — The Same Night

The woman kept climbing upward.

But now the steps had changed.

The Roman eagles she saw on the walls were cracking.

Older symbols were emerging beneath them.

Suddenly, the wind stopped.

The woman froze.

Because behind her...

she heard the laughter of a child.

Slowly, she turned around.

A little girl stood below on the steps.

She was barefoot.

There were heads of wheat woven into her hair.

The woman trembled.

Because the girl had no eyes.

There were only dark empty hollows.

The girl smiled.

“You left your baby behind...”

The woman stepped backward.

“Who are you?”

The girl lowered her head.

“I am the language you forgot.”

Why had the stones of the steps begun to tremble?

Olba — Morning

The city was waking up.

But despite its wealth...

it was rotting.

The giant columns gleamed beneath the sunlight.

Roman soldiers marched through the streets.

The temples kept growing larger.

But the marketplace was empty.

The bread was shrinking.

Amphorae of wine were being carried toward the ports.

And the olive oil...

was leaving Olba for Rome.

An old man spat at the stone columns.

“We carry them...

but we cannot eat.”

A young worker lowered his head.

Because it was true.

The city was magnificent.

But the people were starving.

At that exact moment,

the sound of a flute echoed from afar.

People suddenly fell silent.

Because the melody...

was very ancient.

Why had Olba begun remembering a forgotten song?

Mansion of the Roman Governor

Governor Cassianus sat at the great table.

Tax lists lay before him.

Olive oil.

Wheat.

Wine.

There were red markings beside all of them.

A soldier bowed.

“The people are restless.”

Cassianus did not care.

“The hungry are always restless.”

The soldier hesitated.

“But this is different...”

The governor raised his head.

“What do you mean?”

The soldier swallowed nervously.

“Some say the old gods have returned.”

Cassianus laughed.

But his laughter did not last long.

Because at that exact moment...

a crack appeared in the wall of the mansion.

And thin yellow stalks of wheat emerged from inside the crack.

The governor stepped back in fear.

How could wheat grow from a stone wall?

Bottom of the Heaven Sinkhole

Pan sat beside the baby.

He was not playing the flute.

Because the voice inside the cave was growing stronger.

The baby silently stared at the ceiling.

Then...

its small crippled hand moved again.

And the stones of the cave answered.

Ancient writings appeared across the walls.

Pan held his breath.

Because this language...

was older than the gods themselves.

The baby spoke for the first time.

But the voice did not belong to a baby.

“The earth is hungry...”

Pan stepped back.

“What are you?”

The baby turned its eyes toward Pan.

And every symbol inside the cave glowed at once.

“The one who remembers.”

At that exact moment,

a powerful breath rose from the depths of the sinkhole.

And the ground shook.

Was there truly something else beneath the cave?

The 453rd Step

The woman finally reached the top.

Moonlight struck her face.

She was trembling.

Because she could still hear the voice of the blind girl.

“You forgot us...”

The woman collapsed to her knees.

And began to cry.

At that exact moment...

someone spoke behind her.

A man’s voice.

Old.

“Did Pan accept the child?”

The woman turned around in fear.

An old man with a long beard stood there.

Ancient Luwian symbols covered his clothes.

The woman trembled.

Because she knew this man had died years ago.

The old man slowly smiled.

And spoke these words:

“If that child returns...

Olba will change.”

Why was a dead man still speaking?
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Olba — Night

During the day, Olba belonged to Rome.

But at night...

it became something else.

People silently disappeared beneath the shadows of the stone columns.

Whispers spread through the narrow streets.

Some doors were knocked on three times.

Heads of wheat were left on certain windowsills.

And on the doors of some houses...

ancient Luwian symbols were drawn.

The Roman soldiers thought these were children’s games.

But they were not.

Because the city...

had begun to remember.

Were the people of Olba truly returning to their old gods?

The Old Underground Wine Cellar

Dozens of people had gathered between the damp stone walls.

No one spoke loudly.

In the center stood a great stone bowl.

Inside it were:

• olive oil,

• wheat,

• grapes,

• goat milk.

One of the old women knelt on the ground.
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