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· I ·

Copper and Light

T he morning Sevda found the echo, frost clung

to the basement windows in patterns that

looked almost deliberate. She arrived at

seven, as always, carrying her thermos of tea and the

leather notebook her mother had given her when

she'd taken the position. Two years of pocket-wear

had softened the spine; the corners had gone round.

She descended the narrow stairwell, one hand

trailing the painted concrete wall. Forty-three steps

—she'd counted them once, early on, and the

number had lodged itself in her mind with the

permanence of childhood addresses and telephone

codes learned by heart.

The PTT basement sprawled beneath Karaköy in

a warren of interconnected rooms that predated the

mesh by seventy years. When the quantum grid had

gone live, most exchanges had been gutted, their

copper stripped and sold for scrap. This one had

been spared by bureaucratic oversight—a file lost, a

demolition order never signed. By the time anyone

noticed, the Directorate had already hired Sevda and

three others to maintain what they now called the
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Analog Archive. Heritage infrastructure, the official

designation read. A polite way of saying obsolete.

Her station occupied the northeast corner of the

main hall, beneath a high window that admitted a

slant of early light. The glass was barred on the

outside, thick with decades of grime, but in certain

hours the sun found its way through and painted

amber rectangles across her desk. She liked working

in that light. It made the old equipment look almost

sacred.

She set down her thermos and hung her coat on

the chair back. The air smelled of dust and machine

oil—a scent so familiar now it had become a kind of

comfort. She could close her eyes and know exactly

where she stood: third relay bank, northeastern

quadrant, two meters from the junction box that still

bore the handwritten label Beyoğlu-North 1987.

The others hadn't arrived yet. Kemal usually came

in at eight, Aylin closer to nine. Hakan kept

irregular hours, appearing when the mood struck,

though his work was meticulous when he chose to

do it. Sevda preferred the early quiet, preferred

beginning her day alone among the listening

equipment, settling into the work before

conversation could interrupt the attention it

required.
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She pulled on her headphones—over-ear, padded

with worn synthetic leather molded to the shape of

her head—and powered up the monitoring board.

Six switches, left to right, each governing a different

sector of the old network. Heavy bakelite toggles

that clicked with satisfying resistance. She flipped

them in sequence, watching the corresponding

meters flicker to life.

The board itself was an artifact, built in the 1990s

when modernization meant digital displays instead

of needle gauges. Now its LCD readouts were cloudy

with age, but functional. The Directorate kept

sending maintenance requisitions that never got

approved. Eventually something would fail beyond

her ability to repair. But not today.

She began her morning sequence: a sweep

through the primary trunk lines, listening for

irregularities. The mesh didn't use copper anymore.

The quantum grid operated on a different order of

physics entirely, qubits entangled across distances

that made signal propagation seem quaint. But the

old wires remained, buried beneath the city, and

occasionally they picked up things they shouldn't.

Electromagnetic interference. Crosstalk from

improperly shielded mesh nodes. Once she'd spent

an afternoon listening to mice nested inside



· 6 · 111 ·

junction box 22-F, trying to determine if rodent

activity qualified as a signal worth logging.

She moved through the sectors methodically.

Sultanahmet: quiet. Eminönü: a faint hum, probably

induction from the tram lines. Taksim: the usual

static. Her tea cooled in its cup while she worked,

her right hand occasionally reaching for it without

looking.

At half past seven she reached circuit 47-J.

The designation meant nothing romantic:

junction 47, subsection J, a lateral line that had once

connected the exchange to a small switching station

near the Galata docks. The station had been

demolished years ago. The line should have been

dead, its far end severed or capped. She checked it

once a week out of thoroughness, though in two

years it had never carried anything but silence.

Today she heard something else.

Not loud. She might have missed it if she'd been

less attentive, if the basement had been noisier, if

she'd been thinking about anything other than the

work. But she was attentive, the basement was quiet,

and the sound existed just barely above the noise

floor: a rhythmic pulse, faint and regular.
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She adjusted the gain, bringing it up slowly. The

pulse strengthened. Not random. Not interference.

Too structured.

It reminded her of something she couldn't

immediately place. A pattern her hindbrain

recognized even as her conscious mind struggled to

name it. She closed her eyes, letting the sound fill

the space behind her forehead. The headphones

pressed warm against her temples.

There. Yes. It sounded like telegraph stations in

old recordings, the ones from before voice

transmission became standard. That same rhythmic

quality, though slower. More measured. Dots and

dashes in a language she didn't know, if it was

language at all.

She opened her eyes and checked the frequency

display. The numbers made no sense. The signal sat

in a band the mesh couldn't touch—too low, too

analog, too entangled with physical infrastructure.

This was something rooted in copper and

electromagnetic propagation, in the old physics of

current and resistance.

She glanced at the clock. Seven forty-five. Still

alone. The pulse continued, patient and unhurried.

Sevda pulled her notebook from her bag and

opened to a fresh page. She dated the entry, noted
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the circuit designation, the time, the signal

characteristics. Her handwriting was small and neat,

the product of a childhood copying homework from

library books because her family couldn't afford

textbooks. She'd learned to make her letters

economical, to fit as much information as possible

onto each precious page.

She described what she heard: Rhythmic pulse,

approximately 0.8 Hz, consistent amplitude, no apparent

carrier wave. Source unknown. Duration— she checked

the timestamp —ongoing, at least four minutes

observed.

The signal didn't waver. Just continued its steady

rhythm, patient as a heartbeat.

She wondered if she should call someone. But

who? The Directorate's technical liaison answered

emails once a month if she was lucky. Her

supervisor, Gül, was competent but uninterested,

counting years until her pension vested. The other

archivists would listen politely and suggest probable

causes: a relay stuck somewhere, random noise

given shape by pattern-seeking perception,

induction from some mesh component she hadn't

considered.

Maybe they would be right. Maybe she was

hearing structure where none existed. The mind
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built meaning from randomness. Faces in clouds.

Voices in static.

But it didn't feel random.

She adjusted the EQ, filtering out the highest and

lowest frequencies, trying to isolate the signal's

essential character. It remained stubbornly itself: a

pulse, a pause, a pulse, a pause. Regular as

breathing. Regular as the tide.

The amber light from the window had crept

across her desk, illuminating the dust suspended in

air. She could see individual motes drifting in the

shaft of sun, each one following invisible currents.

The basement had its own weather, its own seasons

of settling and stirring.

Sevda wrote: Consider: cross-coupling from active

mesh node? Check junction 47 site plans. Check

demolition records for Galata station.

The signal pulsed.

She wrote: Frequency suggests fundamental

resonance of physical conductor. But why now? Line has

been dead for— she checked her logs —at least

twenty-six months.

The signal pulsed.
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Something in it made her think of the Bosphorus

at night, the way lights from the Asian side reflected

on water. Orderly and scattered at once. Near and

far. She'd grown up on those shores, in a narrow

house in Kuzguncuk where she could hear ferries

announcing themselves in the dark. Their horns had

been deep and mournful, old sounds even then,

carried across water that had been carrying sounds

for thousands of years.

This felt older still.

She pressed the headphones tighter against her

ears, as if proximity might yield understanding. The

pulse continued. She counted: one, two, three, four,

five, pause. One, two, three, four, five, pause. Sets of

five. Not random variation but deliberate grouping.

Her tea had gone cold. She drank it anyway, not

taking off the headphones, not breaking her

attention.

At eight o'clock she heard Kemal's footsteps on

the stairs. Heavy tread, work boots scraping against

concrete. She had perhaps thirty seconds before he

reached the bottom, before the day's collaboration

began and this private moment ended.

She made a decision. She didn't flag the signal for

group review. Didn't mention it to Kemal when he

entered, nodding his good morning, moving to his
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own station across the hall. Instead she saved the

recording to her personal archive, a small drive she

kept in her desk drawer. She closed her notebook.

She logged the observation in the official record

with deliberately vague language: Minor anomaly,

circuit 47-J, under investigation.

Under investigation. That bought her time. That

gave her permission to return to it, to listen again, to

try to understand what she'd heard before anyone

else decided what it meant.

The signal continued through her morning's

work, faint but persistent. She checked it twice more

before lunch. By afternoon it had faded, leaving only

the familiar silence of dead wire.

But she knew it had been there. She had the

recording. She had her notes. And in the space

behind her thoughts, where instinct lived before

language could name it, she knew it would return.

The copper remembered something. The old

wires were singing.

She would listen until she understood their song.

❦



· 12 · 111 ·

· II ·

The Decommission
Schedule

T he courtyard smelled of rain that hadn't

fallen yet. Sevda found Deniz there at half-

past three, leaning against the far wall where

the brick still showed its original color—a particular

shade of ochre that reminded her of old

photographs. He was smoking. He always smoked in

the courtyard, never inside, though the building was

mostly empty now and no one would have stopped

him.

"They're moving faster than we thought," he said

without preamble.

She waited. Across the courtyard, a pigeon landed

on the rim of the disused fountain, pecked once at

the dry basin, then flew away. The fountain hadn't

run since 2029. Someone had promised to fix it.

Someone always promised.

"Spring," Deniz said. "They want the building

cleared by March."
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March was four months away. Sevda did the

calculation automatically—four months to catalog

what remained, to transfer what could be

transferred, to decide what mattered and what

didn't. Four months to listen to a century.

"What about the fourth floor?" she asked.

He took a long drag, let the smoke drift sideways.

"All of it. Fourth floor, third floor, basement

archives. They're bringing in a contractor for the

equipment removal. Early February."

The fourth floor housed the pre-digital switching

gear, mechanical relays that had routed voices

through copper wire when her grandparents were

young. Some of it dated back to the 1960s. Some was

older. The preservation team had promised to

evaluate it for the technical museum in Beyoğlu.

That had been eighteen months ago.

"And the wire recordings?" she asked.

Deniz looked at her then, not unkindly. "Sevda,"

he said.

She knew that tone. She had heard it when she'd

asked about extending the oral history project, when

she'd requested funding for better digitization

equipment, when she'd suggested that perhaps some
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of the older switching patterns contained

information the mesh couldn't replicate.

"No one listens to wire anymore," he said.

It was true. Wire recordings were artifacts of a

particular technological moment—magnetic audio

captured on thin steel ribbon, a format that had

flourished briefly in the 1940s and '50s before tape

made it obsolete. The PTT had used wire for

network testing, for training, for archival purposes

that seemed opaque now. What remained in the

basement were fourteen boxes of reels, most

unlabeled, none properly indexed.

"I'd like to access them before disposal," she said.

He stubbed out his cigarette against the wall,

field-stripped it with the automatic care of someone

who'd done military service. "How long would you

need?"

"A month. Maybe six weeks."

"To listen to all of it?"

"To catalog it. To know what's there."

He was quiet, looking up at the building. Four

stories of late Ottoman construction, reinforced in

the seventies, retrofitted in the nineties, now

waiting for its final purpose. The real estate
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assessors had been through twice. The

neighborhood was valuable. The land was more

valuable than what sat on it.

"You know they won't archive it," he said. "The

museum's not interested. The university's not

interested. Even if you find something remarkable,

something historically significant, there's no budget

for preservation. There's barely budget for us."

"I know."

"So what's the point?"

She didn't have an answer he would accept. How

could she explain that the point wasn't preservation,

wasn't history, wasn't even the content of the

recordings themselves? That she needed to listen

because someone should, because a century of

voices had passed through this building and some

residue remained, some pattern, some echo that

mattered in ways she couldn't articulate?

The sky was darkening. The rain would come

soon, clouds moving in from the Marmara like they

always did in November—heavy and patient.

"The point is knowing," she said finally.

Deniz lit another cigarette. She could see him

thinking, weighing institutional inertia against

personal kindness, procedure against the small
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rebellions that made the last days of dying

institutions bearable.

"Okay," he said. "You can have access. But I need

you to finish the digital transfers first. The telecom

archive wants everything from 2015 forward, and

we're behind schedule. You finish that, you can

spend whatever time is left on the wire recordings."

"Thank you."

"Don't thank me. There's nothing there, Sevda.

You know that, right? Old test signals, calibration

recordings, maybe some training sessions. Nothing

that matters now."

She nodded, but she was thinking about the way

sound lived in wire, the way magnetic patterns held

not just information but texture, grain, the specific

qualities of voices shaped by specific machines in

specific rooms. The mesh was perfect. The mesh

was instantaneous. The mesh carried everything and

forgot nothing. But the mesh had no texture, no

grain. It had no courtyard where the rain hadn't

fallen yet.

"I'll start tomorrow," she said.

They stood together in the courtyard while the

light faded. Somewhere in the building, a pipe

clanked. Somewhere in the city, the mesh hummed
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its invisible song, carrying voices and data and the

accumulated weight of the present tense. Here, in

the space between, Sevda thought about wire and

what it remembered.

"You should go home," Deniz said. "The rain's

coming."

But she stayed a moment longer, looking up at the

fourth-floor windows where the old switching gear

waited in darkness. Somewhere up there, relays that

had connected voices across distance, across time,

across the small gaps that made connection

necessary. Somewhere up there, the mechanical

memory of a city that had spoken differently once.

The first drops came as she crossed the courtyard.

By the time she reached the door, the rain was

falling hard, washing the ochre brick, filling the dry

fountain, making everything smell like metal and

earth and the past.

Inside, the building was quiet. The elevator was

broken again, so she took the stairs to the third

floor, her footsteps echoing in the stairwell. Her

office was small—a converted storage room with a

single window overlooking the courtyard. She sat at

her desk and pulled up the digital transfer queue.

Two hundred and forty-seven files remained.

Catalogued, cleaned, compressed according to the
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archive's specifications. Each one a fragment of

recent history, voices from a decade ago discussing

networks that no longer existed, troubleshooting

problems that no longer mattered. She would finish

it. She was good at finishing.

But beneath that, beneath the professional

obligation and the schedules and the decommission

timeline, something else hummed. Four months.

Fourteen boxes. Wire spooling through playback

heads, magnetic patterns translating into sound,

into voices, into the specific texture of moments that

had passed but not disappeared.

Through the window, she watched the rain fill the

courtyard, overflow the fountain's rim, make

temporary rivers across the uneven pavement. The

mesh was everywhere, invisible and perfect. But the

rain fell here, in this courtyard, making this

particular sound against this particular stone.

Tomorrow she would start the transfers.

Tomorrow she would work through the queue with

the methodical care that made her valuable, that

kept her employed in a building marked for

demolition. But after that, after the obligations were

met, she would go down to the basement where the

wire recordings waited in their fourteen boxes.
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She would listen. Not because it mattered to

anyone else, not because history required it, not

because the mesh couldn't do it better.

She would listen because attention was a form of

respect, witness its own justification, because the

past deserved more than efficiency.

The rain fell harder. The light was almost gone.

In four months, the building would be empty. But

that was four months away, and tonight she had

work to do.

❦
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· III ·

What the Mesh
Carries

T he archive room occupies the northwest

corner of the exchange, where sunlight

enters only in the late afternoon, and even

then reluctantly. Sevda opens the door with her

elbow, carrying a cardboard box she found in the

basement sorting room labeled "Personnel 1982-

1989" in someone's careful marker script. The box

smells of concrete and old cigarettes, though no one

has smoked in the building for decades.

She sets it on the worktable beneath the window.

Dust motes spin in the slant light. The room is

smaller than she remembered from her orientation

three years ago, or perhaps she's simply grown more

accustomed to the building's generous proportions

elsewhere. The ceiling presses lower here. The

shelves crowd close, their metal frames painted a

green that might once have been cheerful.

The box opens with a cardboard sigh. Inside: duty

logs bound with perished rubber bands, their pages

gone the color of weak tea. She lifts the first bundle
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carefully. The bands snap and fall away like shed

skin.

Her mother's handwriting appears on the third

log she opens. She knows it before she reads the

name—letters sloping slightly left, each one

separate from its neighbors, as though her mother

had never trusted cursive to hold the words together.

"Ayşe Korkmaz, Operator 47, Evening Shift."

September 1986. Sevda wasn't born yet. Wouldn't

be born for another eight years, when her mother

had already left the PTT, already married her father,

already stopped talking about the voices she used to

tend.

She turns pages slowly, careful with the brittle

paper. Her mother logged each shift methodically:

time started, time ended, notable calls, system

disruptions. The entries are brief. "18:00-02:00.

Forty-three trunk connections. Rain static on the

southern lines." Another day: "Heavy fog. Voices

soft, like they were calling from inside wells."

Sevda sits down. She hadn't meant to, but her legs

made the decision without consulting her.

The evening light strengthens through the

window, filling the room with amber. She reads.
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October 12, 1986: "The old woman on Istiklal

called her daughter in Ankara tonight. Third time

this week. She doesn't say anything important, just

talks about the weather, the grocer overcharging for

peppers. But her voice has weight to it. Loneliness, I

think. It comes through the line like a color. Blue, if

blue were heavier than it is.

"Taught the new girl, Elif, how to listen for the

signal underneath the signal. Not the words. The

weather of it. She didn't understand at first. But

then an old man called his brother, and halfway

through she looked up at me and nodded. She heard

it. The thing beneath."

Sevda runs her finger along the words without

quite touching them. Her mother had never told her

this. Never said that listening was something you

could teach, something that could be passed along

like a recipe or a route through the city.

She turns more pages. Weeks scroll past in her

mother's patient hand. The logs are supposed to

track technical data—connection times, line quality,

equipment failures. But her mother recorded

something else alongside the numbers. A parallel

archive of weather systems too subtle for the official

record.
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November brings entries about winter static,

about how voices thinned when the temperature

dropped, became brittle and careful. "People call

less when it's cold," her mother wrote, "but when

they do call, they mean it more."

In December, someone on the day shift spilled tea

on the main switchboard. Her mother logged the

incident, then added: "Everything smelled like

bergamot for three days. The calls that came

through sounded warmer, even the angry ones. Scent

traveling through copper wire. Impossible, but

true."

Sevda looks up from the page. Through the

window, Istanbul assembles itself for evening. The

mesh towers blink their patient red rhythms. Below

them, the old city folds into shadows and electric

lights. She can see the water from here, the

Bosphorus going dark between its shores.

Her mother would have seen nearly the same

view. Fewer towers then. More voices traveling

through wires instead of through air.

She returns to the logs.

January 1987. A blizzard shut down half the city.

Her mother worked a double shift. "Seventeen

hours. Lost count of the calls. Everyone needed to

tell someone they were all right, they were warm
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enough, they had bread. The lines hummed with it.

Not distress exactly. Reassurance. The whole city

checking in with itself."

Two days later: "Elif quit. Said the voices got too

loud in her head, even after her shift ended. Said she

could hear them on the street, in her apartment,

couldn't tell anymore which sounds were real and

which were memory. I told her that's normal, that it

passes, but she didn't believe me. Maybe she was

right not to."

Sevda's chest tightens. She knows this feeling.

Has known it for three years, since she started at the

exchange. The way sounds linger after you've

stopped listening. The way the building's ambient

noise—its clicks and hums and settling groans—

follows you home, plays itself in your dreams.

She'd thought it was just her. Some personal

failure of boundary-keeping.

But here is her mother, forty years ago, naming

the same thing.

The light through the window has turned gold,

then orange, now almost red. Sevda switches on the

desk lamp. Its circle of illumination seems small

against the gathering dark, but sufficient.
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March 1987. Spring static. Her mother wrote

about pollen interfering with line quality—probably

not scientifically accurate, but Sevda understands

anyway. She wrote about voices loosening, people

calling just to hear themselves talk, winter's careful

distance giving way to something more expansive.

April. May. The entries grow shorter as summer

approaches. Her mother's shifts became irregular.

There's a two-week gap in June with no entries at

all.

July 15, 1987: "Gave my notice today. Can't do this

anymore. The voices don't stop. Even when I'm not

here, I'm here. Even when the lines are quiet, I hear

them. It's like being responsible for everyone's

loneliness, everyone's hope, everyone's small

important nothing. It's too much. Kemal doesn't

understand, but he tries. He thinks I'm tired, need a

vacation. But it's not that. It's that I've heard too

much. I can't unhear it."

The final entry is dated July 31: "Last shift.

Evening was quiet. Just a few calls. An old man

ordering medicine. A woman calling her sister about

a recipe. A boy calling a girl who didn't answer. I

stayed an extra hour after my shift ended, just sitting

at the board, listening to the empty channels. All

that space where voices used to be. All that silence
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waiting to be filled. I'll miss it. I won't miss it. Both

things are true."

Sevda closes the log carefully. Her hands are

shaking slightly, though she's not cold.

The room has gone fully dark except for the desk

lamp's small resistance. Outside, the city is all lights

now, its own vast switchboard, connections firing in

the dark.

She thinks about inheritance. About the things

that pass between mothers and daughters without

being spoken. How she ended up here, in this

building, doing this work. She'd thought it was

accident—a job posting she happened to see, a

strange whim that made her apply.

But perhaps whim is just another name for

bloodline. For pattern recognition that runs deeper

than choice.

Her mother had listened to voices in the wires

and it had broken something in her, or broken her

open, or both. And now Sevda does the same work

in the same building, thirty-four years later.

Different technology. Same weather.

She opens another log. Then another. Reads until

her eyes blur and the words swim. Her mother's
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handwriting becomes a kind of terrain she can

navigate by feel.

When she finally leaves the archive room, it's past

midnight. The exchange is silent around her except

for the mesh routers humming their eternal hymn in

the basement. She carries the box carefully, one

hand underneath, one hand steadying the top.

In the morning, she will file them properly.

Catalog them. Enter them into the system.

Tonight, she takes them home.

❦
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· IV ·

A Visitor from
Quantum
Infrastructure

T he rain had stopped by the time Emre

arrived, but the courtyard still smelled of wet

stone and diesel. Sevda heard the gate buzz

from her desk on the third floor—once, then twice,

the second ring impatient. She marked her place in

the maintenance log and descended the marble

stairs slowly, feeling each step through the worn

soles of her canvas shoes.

He was younger than she'd expected. The mesh

technicians who came for audits were usually men

in their forties with permanent frowns and

thermoses of tea they never offered to share. Emre

looked barely thirty, his company jacket crisp

despite the humidity, an equipment case slung

across his narrow shoulders. He studied his tablet

when she opened the door, not looking up.

"PTT Exchange Beyoğlu?" he said.

"Yes."
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"Emre Kaya. Quantum Infrastructure. You filed

an interference report?"

She nodded and stepped aside. He wiped his

shoes on the mat—twice, precisely—before crossing

the threshold. The case made a soft mechanical hum

as he moved, climate-controlled probably,

equipment worth more than her annual salary

nested inside foam cutouts.

"The main rack room is upstairs," Sevda said.

He glanced at the elevator shaft, its brass doors

frozen half-open, and made a note on his tablet

without comment. They took the stairs. She listened

to his breathing as they climbed—steady, controlled,

the breath of someone who ran in the mornings or

swam laps at a corporate gym. The building's

sounds closed around them: water moving through

pipes, the subsonic hum of the old transformer in

the basement, the creak of wood expanding in the

afternoon heat.

On the third floor, she led him past the archive

room to the equipment bay. The analog racks stood

in rows like dormant instruments waiting for an

orchestra that would never return. Emre set his case

on the workbench and opened it with two precise

clicks. Inside, sensors and probes gleamed against

black foam. He lifted out a handheld scanner,
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checked its calibration display, then looked at her

properly for the first time.

"Where did you notice the interference?"

"Rack seven. Sometimes rack twelve."

"Sometimes?"

"It moves."

He made another note, his stylus moving in

quick, efficient strokes. "What frequencies?"

"Low band. Below mesh standard."

"Below mesh standard there's nothing," he said,

not unkindly. "The municipal carriers were

decommissioned in twenty-six. The spectrum was

reallocated to quantum backbone four years ago."

"I know."

She watched him walk to rack seven. He moved

with the careful attention of someone trained to

work where a wrong touch could cascade through

networks, where mistakes cost millions of lira and

angry calls from ministers. He ran the scanner along

the frame, checking each connection point, each

junction box, each place where old copper met

newer fiber. The device chirped softly as it worked,

translating the invisible into data.
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"Power's clean," he said. "No harmonic

distortion. Ground plane looks good."

He moved to rack twelve, repeated the process.

The scanner sang its small song. Outside, a ferry

horn called across the Bosphorus, low and mournful.

Sevda stood by the window and watched rain clouds

gather over Üsküdar. The light had that bronze

quality it took on before a storm, making the water

look hammered and ancient.

"Your report mentioned a recurring signal," Emre

said, studying his tablet. "Echo-like. Rhythmic. You

logged it happening every afternoon around two

o'clock."

"Yes."

"It's two-thirty now. I'm not seeing anything."

She turned from the window. He looked at her

with the kind of patience people used when they'd

already decided what they were dealing with but

wanted to be professional about it. She'd seen that

expression before—from the mesh contractors who

came to strip copper two years ago, from the

municipal inspector who'd suggested the building

be converted to storage.

"It hasn't happened today," she said.

"Does it happen every day?"
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"Most days. Not all."

He nodded slowly, as if this confirmed something.

He walked back to rack seven and unplugged a

connector, examined it, plugged it back in. The

building settled around them with a sound like

breathing. Sevda heard water dripping somewhere

in the walls, moving through pipes installed before

either of them were born, finding paths through

limestone and mortar.

"These old buildings," Emre said, "they're

electrically noisy. Pre-quantum infrastructure wasn't

shielded the way we shield now. You get crosstalk.

Induction from power lines. Trams passing nearby

can create interference. The mesh itself sometimes

bleeds into legacy systems—we're pushing a lot of

data through those quantum relays. It creates

artifacts in analog equipment."

"I've worked here for twelve years," Sevda said

quietly. "I know what tram interference sounds

like."

He looked at her again, and this time his

expression softened. "I'm not saying you're

imagining it. Just that there are explanations. The

scanner's not finding any anomalous emissions. No

cross-spectrum bleed. Nothing that would indicate

an active signal in this range."
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He walked to the workbench and began packing

his equipment with the same precise movements

he'd used unpacking it. Each probe returned to its

foam socket. Each cable wound in exact loops. The

case hummed as its climate system adjusted.

"I'll file a report," he said. "Recommend a check

on your building grounds. Sometimes you get

galvanic corrosion that creates random voltages.

Looks like signal, but it's just chemistry. Copper

oxide acting like a battery."

Sevda nodded. She knew he would file the report,

knew it would go into a database where it would be

assigned low priority and eventually archived

alongside thousands of other reports from buildings

that were obsolete but not quite dead enough to

demolish.

"You ever think about requesting a transfer?"

Emre asked, zipping the case closed. "Quantum

Infrastructure is always looking for people with

institutional knowledge. Someone who understands

the old topology could be valuable."

"I prefer it here."

"It's going to be lonely, isn't it? When they finally

decommission the whole exchange?"
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She walked him back downstairs. The marble

steps echoed. In the lobby, he paused and looked

around at the brass mailboxes, the carved wooden

reception desk, the dark chandelier.

"It's beautiful," he said. "In its way. My

grandmother worked in a place like this. Before the

privatization. She said they were like cathedrals,

these exchanges. Everything passing through them.

Every voice."

"Yes," Sevda said.

He nodded and stepped out into the courtyard.

The rain had started again, light and fine. He pulled

up his collar and hurried to the gate. She watched

him key in the exit code, watched the old lock

disengage. He glanced back once before leaving, and

she thought she saw something in his face—not pity

exactly, but a kind of recognition. Then he was gone,

and the gate clanged shut.

Sevda stood in the doorway for a long time,

listening to the rain. The building dripped and

settled. Somewhere a pipe knocked three times, then

stopped. The afternoon light dimmed toward

evening. She could feel the city breathing around her

—the mesh humming in its quantum relays, the

trams grinding along their tracks, millions of voices



· 35 · 111 ·

moving through air and wire and fiber, all flowing

and connecting and passing through.

But the signal, the thing she'd tried to show him,

remained silent.

She went back upstairs slowly. In the rack room,

she placed her hand on the cold metal frame of rack

seven. The building's sounds surrounded her: the

transformer's subsonic hum, water finding its

patient way through old pipes, the wind pressing

against windows that had watched the city change

for eighty years.

She waited.

The light shifted. The rain intensified, drumming

on the roof. A ferry horn called from the Bosphorus,

answered by another farther south. The sounds

layered and overlapped, creating patterns that were

almost musical. She closed her eyes and listened

with the attention she'd learned across twelve years

of quiet shifts, twelve years of watching obsolete

technology refuse to die completely.

Nothing.

The signal knew, somehow. Knew when she was

alone and when she wasn't. Knew when it was safe

to speak and when it should hide. She thought of

Emre's scanner with its clean readouts, its confident
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assertions of nothing here, nothing there. She

thought of his grandmother working in a building

like this, before everything changed, when voices

still moved through copper and air.

In the archive room, she returned to her

maintenance log. The page was where she'd left it,

pencil laid horizontal across the columns. She

picked it up and wrote the date, the time, the

visitor's name. Under "Findings" she wrote: No

anomalies detected.

It was true enough. His instruments had found

nothing. But the absence of evidence wasn't the

same as evidence of absence—she'd learned that

distinction long ago, learned it from the building

itself, which insisted on existing in ways that defied

efficient measurement.

Outside, the rain settled into a steady rhythm.

Evening gathered in the corners of the room. She

turned on her desk lamp and its warm light made a

small island in the growing dark. She would work

another few hours, logging maintenance, checking

connections, listening to the city as it moved from

day toward night. And maybe, when she was alone

enough, when the silence was complete enough, the

signal would return.
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She was patient. The building had taught her

patience. In a city rushing toward its quantum

future, patience was its own kind of resistance.

❦
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· V ·

Topography of Wire

T he blueprint smells of mildew and copper

salts. Sevda spreads it across the sorting

table in the archive room, weighing the

corners with a tape dispenser, a cracked teacup, a

spool of cloth-wrapped wire from the 1950s, and her

coffee thermos. The paper wants to curl back into

itself. It has been rolled for decades, stored in a

cardboard tube marked "BOSPHORUS UNDERSEA

—1963" in faded ballpoint.

She smooths the creases with her palm. The ink

has browned at the edges. Someone drew this by

hand, each line a decision, each junction labeled in

careful block letters. The handwriting slopes slightly

right. A man, she thinks, though she cannot say why.

The loops of the capital B. The way the numbers

trail into serifs.

The map shows what lies beneath. Cable routes

threading from Sultanahmet to Karaköy, from

Eminönü to Beşiktaş. But the route that interests

her crosses water. A single red line arcs from the

European shore to the Asian, passing under the

Bosphorus at its narrowest point. The conduit runs
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parallel to the ferry routes—or ran, when ferries

mattered, when the mesh had not yet woven itself

into every surface, every breath.

She traces the line with her finger. The paper is

soft under her touch, thin as onionskin in places.

Her nail catches on a wrinkle. She follows the route

from the Sultanahmet exchange—her building, the

one she works in now—north through the old city,

down the slope toward the water. The line becomes

dotted where it enters the strait. Depth markers note

the descent. Twenty meters. Forty. Sixty at the

deepest point.

The echo she has been hearing comes only on

these circuits. The ones that crossed water. The ones

that connected the two shores before the bridges

carried fiber, before the tunnels carried light.

She checks her notes. Line 447. Line 523. Line

601. All Bosphorus crossings. All installed between

1961 and 1967. All supposedly decommissioned in

2019 when the last analog trunk gave way to

quantum routing.

But the echo persists. She heard it again this

morning. A woman's voice, thin and distant, saying

words Sevda could not quite catch. Then silence.

Then the faint sound of water, or something like it.

A rushing. A pressure.
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She pulls her laptop closer and opens the

maintenance logs. The screen glows blue-white in

the dim archive. Dust motes swim through the light.

She scrolls through entries dating back fifteen years.

Most are routine. Voltage checks. Insulation tests. A

few notes about corrosion on the submarine

segments. Salt water intrusion, someone wrote in

2023. Recommend full replacement.

But no replacement was ever made. The budget

went to mesh expansion instead. To the quantum

nodes that could route a million calls through a

single crystalline lattice, that could predict network

load before it happened, that could listen to the

city's breath and adjust in real time.

The old wires were left in place. Forgotten.

Sevda zooms in on the blueprint. The conduit

enters the water at Ahırkapı, just south of the old

city walls. She knows the place. A small park

overlooks the sea there now. She has walked past it

on her way to the Marmaray station. In summer,

fishermen sit on the wall and cast into the current.

She has never thought about what lies beneath

them.

She measures the distance with her thumb. Three

kilometers to the Asian side. The cable surfaces at

Üsküdar, near the ferry terminal. Or it did. She is
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not sure if the terminal still exists. The last time she

crossed by ferry was years ago, before the third

bridge, before the underwater metro extension made

boats obsolete.

The echo spoke to her in a woman's voice.

Sevda sits back. Her coffee has gone cold. She

drinks it anyway, bitter and metallic. The archive

room is quiet except for the hum of the ventilation

system, the faint tick of the radiator under the

window. Outside, the city moves without her. Trams

glide on their rails. Autonomous pods whisper

through narrow streets. The mesh pulses invisibly

everywhere, carrying voices, carrying data, carrying

the thousand simultaneous conversations that make

a city alive.

But the old wires carry something else.

She closes the laptop and studies the blueprint

again. The red line crosses the water in a gentle arc,

following the contour of the current. Whoever

designed this knew the strait, knew the way water

moves, knew where the silt settles and where the

rock rises. The cable would have been laid from a

barge, unspooled slowly, lowered into the dark. She

imagines the weight of it, the cold pressure of the

Bosphorus closing over copper and lead and rubber

insulation.
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She imagines the first call passing through. A test

signal. A voice saying, "Can you hear me?" and

another answering, "Yes."

How many calls crossed this line? How many

ferries passed above it, unaware? How many words

traveled through the dark while passengers stood on

deck watching the gulls, watching the city slide past

on both sides, the minarets and towers and hills

climbing back from the water?

Sevda takes out her phone and opens the map

application. It shows her location as a blue dot. The

PTT exchange. She zooms out until she can see both

shores, the strait between them, the bridges

spanning the water like sutures. She switches to

satellite view. The city spreads in all directions, gray

and ochre and green, stippled with shadow.

She tries to overlay the blueprint in her mind.

Sultanahmet to Üsküdar. The old route. The

forgotten route. But the map shows nothing. No

notation. No historical layer that reaches back far

enough.

She will have to go there. To both ends of the line.

She will have to find where the cable enters the

earth, where it emerges. If it still emerges. If it has

not been paved over, built upon, erased by the

decades.
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She rolls the blueprint carefully and slides it back

into its tube. The archive room feels colder now. She

zips her cardigan to the throat and gathers her

notes, her laptop, the thermos. The tape dispenser

and the teacup and the wire spool she returns to

their places.

Before she leaves, she pauses at the door and

looks back. The sorting table stands empty in the

weak light. The blueprint tube leans against the wall

like a staff, like something from another era.

Sevda thinks about the woman's voice. The words

she could not catch. The sound of water afterward,

or the absence of water, or the memory of water

passing over metal in the dark.

She locks the archive behind her and walks down

the corridor to the main exchange floor. The racks

tower around her, humming. Most are dark. A few

still glow with indicator lights, green and amber,

pulsing in slow rhythm. She stops at the Bosphorus

trunk panel. The labels have faded to ghosts. Line

447. Line 523. Line 601.

She puts on her headset and jacks into 447. Static

fills her ears, soft as breath. She waits. The static

continues, unchanging. She is about to disconnect

when she hears it again. The voice. Faint and far

away, speaking into a distance that swallows words.
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"—crossing now—"

Then nothing. Just the static, the endless hiss of

an open line that leads nowhere.

Sevda closes her eyes. She listens. The cable runs

beneath the city, beneath the water, down into

pressure and darkness and cold. It has been there for

seventy years. It will be there long after the mesh

fades, after the quantum lattices collapse into

entropy, after the city itself becomes something

different.

The wires remain. They always remain. And they

remember.

She unplugs and removes the headset. Her hands

are shaking slightly. She flexes her fingers, breathes

slowly until the tremor stops. Then she climbs the

stairs to her office on the third floor. Her

workstation waits, screen dark. She does not turn it

on. Instead, she goes to the window and looks out at

the city.

From here, she cannot see the Bosphorus. The

view is rooftops and aerials, satellite dishes pointed

at nothing, old television antennas still standing

though no broadcasts reach them anymore. But she

knows the water is there, beyond the hills, dividing

the city, connecting it, carrying the weight of all that

crosses.
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Tomorrow she will go to Ahırkapı. She will find

where the cable enters the sea. She will stand at the

edge and listen, though she is not sure what she

expects to hear. The mesh cannot help her. The

quantum nodes cannot follow her into this. She is

alone with the old wires, the old voices, the city as it

was before it became what it is.

She touches the glass. It is cold. Evening is

coming. Light slants across the rooftops, gold and

amber, catching the edges of things. A bird crosses

the sky, dark against the fading blue. She watches

until it disappears.

Then she turns from the window and gathers her

coat and bag. The PTT exchange settles around her

as she descends the stairs, creaking, breathing,

holding its memories in copper and air. She locks

the front door behind her and steps into the street.

The city hums. The mesh whispers. And beneath

it all, the old wires carry their current through the

dark, waiting for someone to listen, to follow, to

cross.

❦
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· VI ·

The Neighbor
Upstairs

T he knock came at seven in the evening, soft

enough that Sevda almost missed it beneath

the hum of her apartment's aging ventilation

system.

Orhan stood in the hallway holding a small

ceramic dish covered with a checkered cloth. Steam

escaped at the edges, carrying the scent of butter

and honey.

"My daughter visited," he said. "She brings too

much. Always too much."

Sevda accepted the dish with both hands, feeling

its warmth through the fabric. "Thank you. You

didn't have to."

"I know." He smiled, the lines around his eyes

deepening. "But the upstairs gets cold at night, and I

thought—" He gestured vaguely toward her door.

"You work such late hours."

She had seen him perhaps a dozen times since

moving in eight months ago. Each encounter brief,
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courteous, contained within the architecture of

hallway pleasantries. He was seventy-something,

always neat in pressed shirts from another decade.

His apartment directly above hers sometimes

produced footsteps—slow, deliberate crossings from

window to kitchen and back.

"Would you like tea?" The words emerged before

she'd fully considered them.

Orhan's eyebrows lifted. "If it's not an intrusion."

"No. Please."

Her apartment revealed itself as she saw it

through a guest's eyes: sparse, functional, furniture

that came with the lease. Books stacked on the floor

beside the sofa. A single photograph on the

windowsill—her mother, years ago, before the

stroke. The equipment bag from work sat by the

door, its zipper partially open to reveal cable spools

and testing probes.

Orhan settled carefully into the chair she

indicated, moving with the precision of someone

accustomed to navigating a body's limitations, each

gesture economical.

She prepared tea in the narrow kitchen, grateful

for the ritual's familiar rhythm. Water heating.
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Ceramic cups meeting saucers. When she returned,

he was studying the photograph.

"Your mother?" he asked.

"Yes."

"She has your eyes."

Sevda set the tea before him and took her own

seat on the sofa's edge. The baklava lay between

them on the low table, still untouched beneath its

cloth.

"You work at the old exchange," Orhan said. Not

quite a question.

"How did you know?"

"I see you some mornings. You carry that bag."

He nodded toward the equipment. "And there's

something about the way you walk. Very straight.

Very—" He paused. "Attentive."

"I'm an archivist. For the signals division."

"Ah." He lifted his tea, inhaled the steam. "They

haven't shut it down yet, then."

"Parts of it. Most of it. But some circuits still

run."

"And you listen to them."
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She nodded, surprised by his understanding. Most

people couldn't grasp what the work entailed. Even

her supervisor sometimes struggled to articulate the

purpose beyond bureaucratic necessity.

"I was a telegraph operator," Orhan said. "Long

time ago now. Forty years? More." He sipped his tea,

gaze distant. "Before the digitization. Before the

mesh. When messages still traveled as pulses

through copper."

Sevda leaned forward slightly. "Where did you

work?"

"The central exchange, Eminönü. Fourth floor.

The long-distance division." His fingers moved

slightly against the cup's ceramic curve. "We had

sixteen stations. All manual relay. The night shift

was four operators and the supervisor. Very quiet,

except for the sound of the keys."

Outside, the evening call to prayer began, the

nearest mosque's loudspeakers crackling slightly on

the higher notes. Orhan paused until the sound

faded.

"What was it like?" Sevda asked. "The

transmission, I mean. Did you feel anything in the

line?"
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He looked at her with sudden focus. "What an

interesting question."

"I work with old wire," she said. "Copper that's

been carrying signal for decades. Sometimes I think

—" She stopped, uncertain how to continue without

sounding foolish.

"That it remembers," Orhan finished.

"Yes."

He set down his cup with care and moved to her

kitchen table, waiting for her to join him. When she

did, he placed both hands flat on the wooden

surface, fingers spread. His right index finger lifted,

tapped twice. Pause. Three taps. Pause. His whole

hand seemed to flow into the rhythm, accelerating

into patterns that carried their own music.

"Morse," Sevda said softly.

"The opening of a standard long-distance

message. Operator identification, routing codes,

priority flag." His fingers continued their dance. "I

haven't sent actual traffic in thirty-seven years. But

the body remembers. The rhythm lives in here." He

tapped his sternum. "And here." His temple.

Sevda watched the movement of his fingers—the

slight curl of the third digit, the way his thumb
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anchored each sequence. It looked like prayer. Like

spell-casting.

"When I trained," Orhan continued, hands still

moving, "my instructor was an old man. Even older

than I am now. He'd worked during the Republic's

early years. He told me something I didn't

understand at the time." The tapping slowed,

stopped. "He said, 'Wire does not forget.'"

"What did he mean?"

"I thought he was being poetic. Sentimental."

Orhan lowered his hands but didn't sit. "But after

twenty years at the key, I began to understand.

Certain lines developed characteristics. Personality,

almost. The Istanbul-Ankara trunk had a particular

resonance. You could feel it in the feedback, the way

the signal returned to your fingertips through the

apparatus. The international cables were different—

colder, somehow. More remote."

He returned to his chair slowly.

"There was one line," he said, "a regional circuit

to Bursa, that we called the singing wire. During

high humidity, it would pick up harmonics. You'd

send your message and hear it echo back changed,

like the wire itself was interpreting. Adding

something."
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Sevda's pulse quickened. "What kind of

addition?"

"Hard to describe. A quality. A—" He gestured

vaguely. "Texture. Some operators refused to use

that line. Said it made them uncomfortable. But I

loved it. I requested it specifically for my shift."

"Did anyone investigate? Try to find the technical

cause?"

"Of course. Technicians came. They checked

impedance, looked for loose connections, corrosion.

Found nothing. The line tested perfectly normal. But

we could feel it, those of us who worked it daily. The

wire had absorbed something. Years of messages.

Decades of human intention pushed through copper.

It had become a kind of—" He paused. "A kind of

memory vessel."

Sevda thought of the breathing line in the sub-

basement. The pulse that shouldn't exist. The

rhythm too steady for random interference, too

organic for machine artifact.

"Do you think signals leave traces?" she asked.

"Not electromagnetic. Something else."

Orhan considered this, his tea cooling between

his palms. "In physics, no. In experience, yes." He

met her eyes. "I think intention has weight. I think
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attention leaves marks. The telegraph operators, we

weren't just transmitting data. We were translating

human urgency into rhythm, rhythm into pulse,

pulse into light traveling through darkness. And we

were present for it. Attentive. That attention—I

believe it changed the medium."

"Resonance," Sevda said.

"Yes. Exactly that." He smiled. "You feel it too. In

your work."

It wasn't a question. She nodded anyway.

"Be careful," Orhan said gently. "The old wire

holds more than signals. It holds the weight of every

message that traveled through it. Joy, grief, urgency,

love. All coded and compressed but never truly gone.

When you listen that carefully—" He paused. "It

listens back."

The ventilation system cycled, its hum briefly

intensifying before settling to baseline. Sevda

became aware of the city beyond her windows—the

layered sound of traffic, conversation, construction.

Istanbul breathing.

"Did you ever," she began, then stopped.

"What?"
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"Did you ever hear something that shouldn't have

been there? In the line?"

Orhan's expression shifted, became carefully

neutral. "Once," he said finally. "Near the end of my

career. The equipment was being phased out. Most

of the old operators had retired or transferred. I was

working a night shift, very late. Three in the

morning, maybe later. I received a message on the

Bursa line—the singing wire. But when I tried to

confirm the routing, there was no originating

station. The message had simply appeared in the

system."

"What did it say?"

"It was fragments. Incomplete. Like something

had degraded in transmission." He looked down at

his hands. "But what came through was clear

enough. It was a message I had sent myself. Forty

years earlier. The night my son was born. I'd

transmitted notice to my wife's family in Bursa." His

voice softened. "The wire had held it. All that time.

And when the system was dying, when the current

was about to stop forever, it gave the message back."

Sevda felt the floor of her understanding shift.

"What did you do?"

"I logged it as interference. Electromagnetic

echo. Equipment malfunction." He smiled sadly.
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"What else could I do? But I kept the printout. I

have it still, upstairs. The paper has yellowed, but

the message remains. Proof that the wire

remembers. Proof that nothing transmitted with

true feeling is ever completely lost."

They sat in silence. The baklava remained

untouched between them, honey seeping slowly

through the layers.

"Why are you telling me this?" Sevda asked.

Orhan stood, gathering his cup. "Because you

asked about signal memory. Because you work with

the old infrastructure. And because—" He paused at

her door. "Because I think you've found something.

In the wire. And you're wondering if you're

imagining it."

"I don't know what I've found."

"That's honest." He nodded approval. "Stay

honest. Stay attentive. The wire will show you what

it holds. But remember—receiving is a

responsibility. Once you hear a message, you

become its keeper."

After he left, Sevda stood at her window looking

out at the city's nighttime geometry. Somewhere

below, the old exchange hummed its constant note.

The mesh towers blinked their synchronous rhythm.
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Beneath it all, the copper network dreamed its

electrical dreams.

She thought of Orhan's fingers on the table,

tapping out rhythms his body had learned decades

ago. Muscle memory translated from flesh to wood

to air. The signal persisting through transformation.

She thought of the breathing line in the sub-

basement, patient and steady.

Wire does not forget.

The phrase settled into her like a key finding its

lock. Not an answer, but a direction. She would

return tomorrow to the exchange. She would listen

again, more carefully. She would attend to what the

wire was trying to say.

Outside, the city breathed. The copper dreamed.

And Sevda stood witness to both, poised between

the world's surface and its hidden depths, learning

how to translate what she heard into what could be

understood.

The baklava sat cooling on her table, sweetness

waiting to be tasted.

❦
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· VII ·

Emre Returns

T he door chimed at seventeen past nine. Sevda

knew without looking up from her console

that it was Emre—his keycard had a

particular stutter in the lock mechanism, a half-

second delay that never quite resolved. She'd grown

accustomed to these small signatures. In a building

full of aging infrastructure, everything spoke if you

learned to listen.

"You're early," she said, though what she meant

was: you weren't due until Thursday.

Emre set his shoulder bag on the workbench by

the window. He'd been carrying it since the academy

—olive canvas with leather reinforcements darkened

by handling. Through the third-floor glass, morning

light caught the Bosphorus at an angle that turned

the water pewter. A ferry traced its slow diagonal

toward Kadıköy, leaving a wake that took minutes to

dissipate.

"Ran the diagnostics from home." He pulled out

his tablet, set it beside her coffee mug. She'd

forgotten the mug was there. The surface had gone
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cold hours ago. "Something you said yesterday

stayed with me."

"I say a lot of things."

"You said the echo repeated. Predictable

intervals."

Sevda minimized the spectrum analyzer she'd

been studying—a routine scan from the Beyoğlu

trunk lines—and turned her chair to face him. Emre

had removed his jacket. Underneath, a grey pullover

showed a small unraveling at the left cuff. She

watched him worry the loose thread with his thumb,

a gesture she recognized as concentration.

"Forty-seven minutes, give or take thirty

seconds," she said.

He nodded slowly, still examining his tablet.

"That's what concerned me."

The room held its particular morning quiet. From

the floor below came the hydraulic whisper of

cooling systems, occasional pings of contracting

metal. The exchange building operated on circadian

rhythms all its own—temperatures and pressures

rising and falling according to protocols established

decades before either of them had been born. Sevda

found comfort in these patterns. They made sense.
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"The mesh has blind spots," Emre said finally. He

looked up, met her eyes. "Near the exchange

specifically. I've been trying to map them for two

months."

This surprised her. Emre's contract was

infrastructure review—he documented what

remained, what could be salvaged, what needed

decommissioning. Mapping mesh coverage wasn't

part of his mandate.

"Why?" she asked.

He moved to the window, stood with his back to

her. Below, the street was beginning its morning

accumulation of traffic. A delivery van idled at the

intersection, hazards blinking amber. Someone was

arguing about a parking space, their voice carrying

up through the glass as rhythm more than meaning.

"The mesh is supposed to be complete," Emre

said. "Ninety-nine point six percent coverage, the

commission claims. But there are gaps. Small ones.

And they seem to cluster around certain buildings.

Old telephone exchanges. Telegraph stations. Places

where the wired infrastructure goes deep."

Sevda considered this. She'd noticed anomalies in

her own monitoring—moments when signals that

should have routed cleanly through mesh nodes

arrived instead via copper trunk lines, taking paths
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that hadn't been primary routes in fifteen years.

She'd attributed it to automatic failover, the system

finding alternatives when quantum nodes

experienced interference.

"You think there's a reason," she said.

"I think there might be."

He returned to the workbench, began unpacking

equipment. An oscilloscope the size of a paperback,

three coiled cables with different terminations, a

small field recorder with a directional microphone.

The kind of gear someone would bring if they

planned to stay awhile.

"I need to hear it," he said. "The echo. The

recording you made."

Sevda rolled her chair back to the console. Her

hands moved through familiar sequences—archival

access, date stamp, file retrieval. The recording was

six hundred and forty-two megabytes,

uncompressed. She'd captured it across multiple

frequencies, building a composite that preserved

both the signal and its surrounding context. Good

practice. You never know what matters until later.

"Headphones or speakers?"

"Speakers," Emre said. "If that's all right."
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She understood. Headphones created intimacy

with sound, but speakers let you feel it in your body,

in the space around you. They made listening shared

rather than private.

The playback began as hiss—the baseline noise

floor of the network, that constant susurration of

electrons finding their paths through copper and

fiber and empty air. Then the echo emerged: a rising

tone, clean and sustained, that seemed to originate

everywhere and nowhere. It lasted four seconds. Fell

silent. The hiss returned, but altered somehow, as if

the echo had shifted something fundamental in the

medium itself.

Emre stood motionless. Sevda watched his face,

the way his attention sharpened and focused. She'd

heard the recording two dozen times since

yesterday. Each listening revealed new dimensions—

harmonic overtones, subtle frequency shifts, a sense

of structure that resisted analysis.

The second instance arrived forty-seven minutes

in, compressed to three seconds of playback. Same

rising tone, same crystalline clarity. Sevda had

isolated this segment, examined it from every angle

her tools allowed. The waveform was too regular for

interference, too purposeful. But purpose implied

intention, and signals didn't intend. They simply

were.
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Emre reached up, removed his glasses. Folded

them with care, set them beside the coffee mug.

Without them his face looked younger. The light

from the window caught his eyes at an angle that

turned them nearly amber.

"That's not interference," he said quietly.

Sevda waited.

"That's a carrier wave." He turned to look at her,

and something in his expression made her aware of

her own breathing, the way her hands had gone still

on the armrests. "From what?"

The question hung between them. From the

street below came the sound of the delivery van

pulling away, its engine note rising through the

gears. The argument about parking had resolved

itself or moved elsewhere. A moment passed, then

another. The building's cooling systems cycled down

half a degree. Somewhere in the walls, pipes

contracted with a sound like distant footsteps.

Sevda understood that this moment marked a

boundary. On one side lay the work she knew—

cataloging, archiving, maintaining. On the other lay

something she couldn't yet name.

"I don't know," she said.
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Emre picked up his glasses, put them back on.

The gesture seemed to restore him to himself, to the

person he'd been when he walked through the door.

But something had shifted. They both felt it.

"Can I see your analysis?" he asked. "The

spectrum plots, phase measurements, everything."

She pulled up the files, shared them to his tablet.

There were hours of work there—careful notations,

comparative studies, frequency-domain

transformations. She'd approached the echo the way

she approached all signals: methodically, trusting

that pattern would eventually reveal itself to

patience.

Emre absorbed the data with the concentration

she'd seen him apply to junction boxes and wire

runs. His fingers moved across the tablet, zooming,

isolating, cross-referencing. Outside, clouds had

begun gathering above the Asian shore. The light in

the room grew diffuse, shadowless.

"The repetition interval," he said. "It's not quite

regular."

"No. There's drift. Thirty seconds either way."

"Orbital period," he murmured, so softly she

almost missed it.

"What?"
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He looked up. "Nothing. Just thinking aloud." But

his expression suggested otherwise. "Would you be

willing to run a longer capture? Twenty-four hours,

full spectrum."

"The archive drives can handle it. But why?"

"Because if this is what I think it might be, we'll

need more data. Much more." He paused, seemed to

choose his next words with care. "And because I

want to know if it's getting stronger."

The possibility hadn't occurred to her. She'd

treated the echo as static, something that would

continue unchanged. But signals evolved. They

propagated, reflected, interfered with themselves.

They grew.

"I'll set it up tonight," she said. "After hours,

when the trunk load drops."

"Thank you." Emre began packing his equipment,

movements efficient and practiced. But he was

different now—more present, more alert. As if he'd

been waiting for confirmation of something he'd

already suspected.

At the door he paused, one hand on the frame.

Light from the hallway cut across his face

diagonally.
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"Sevda," he said. "This building. How deep do the

cable vaults go?"

She thought about the architectural surveys she'd

studied when she first took the position. The

exchange had been constructed in phases, layered

over decades. Foundations built on foundations,

reaching down into the city's older strata.

"Sub-basement three is the lowest occupied

level," she said. "But there are sealed sections below

that. Pre-digital infrastructure, maybe earlier. The

schematics aren't complete."

He nodded slowly, as if this confirmed something.

"Would you be willing to go down there? If it

became necessary?"

The question carried weight she didn't fully

understand. But she heard herself answer: "Yes."

"Good." He smiled, brief and genuine. "I'll come

back tomorrow. We'll review the twenty-four-hour

capture together."

Then he was gone, footsteps receding down the

hallway, the stairwell door opening and closing with

its characteristic scrape. Sevda sat in the restored

quiet, aware of the building breathing around her, of

signals moving through its bones. The coffee in her

forgotten mug had gone completely cold. Outside,
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the first drops of rain began stippling the

Bosphorus, erasing the ferry's wake as if it had never

been.

She turned back to her console and began setting

up the long capture, configuring parameters,

allocating storage. The work was familiar, but her

hands moved with new attention. Because Emre's

question remained, unanswered and perhaps

unanswerable: From what?

And underneath it, another question forming:

From where?

❦
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· VIII ·

The Undersea Line

T he building empties after sunset in stages.

First the consultants with their soft-soled

shoes and thermal mugs, then the archivists

who still keep municipal hours, then finally Deniz

from the third floor who always lingers by the

stairwell, smoking out the window until the sky goes

indigo. Sevda knows the rhythm by heart now. She

listens for the particular creak of the main door, the

pneumatic sigh as it settles into its frame, and then

the silence that follows—not absence exactly, but a

different quality of presence, as though the building

itself can finally exhale.

Tonight she has the sonar maps spread across

three monitors in a configuration that would make

her supervisor wince. Resources, he'd say. Energy

costs. But he left at five with everyone else, and the

night shift belongs to her alone.

The Bosphorus cable file sits open on the

leftmost screen. She's been circling it for weeks now,

ever since the anomaly reports started arriving from

the monitoring station at Bebek. Nothing dramatic.

Just a persistent low-frequency hum that shouldn't
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exist in a decommissioned line. The official position

is electromagnetic interference—ferry engines,

construction equipment, the usual urban noise. But

Sevda has listened to enough interference to know

its textures, and this isn't that.

She pulls up the voltage readings first. The cable

was retired in 2019, part of the infrastructure shift

when the mesh came online. Fiber replaced copper.

Satellites replaced the old microwave towers. The

city's communications lifted skyward, and the

Bosphorus cable settled into the silt like so many

other obsolete things. Except the readings show it

never fully powered down. A residual charge, barely

above dormancy, running the length of the strait.

Three millivolts. Four on cold days.

Sevda opens her thermos and pours tea that's

gone lukewarm. The office radiator ticks against the

wall, steel expanding in the night chill. Outside, the

city hums—traffic on the coast road, a distant ferry

horn, the white noise of eight million lives

compressed into a space the size of a memory. She

drinks and thinks about voltage, about what it

means for a cable to hold electricity it was never

supposed to keep.

The sonar maps come from the Maritime

Authority, part of a data-sharing agreement nobody
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remembers authorizing. They show the strait's floor

in grayscale cross-section: sediment layers, the

occasional shipwreck, schools of fish that read as

silver clouds drifting between Europe and Asia.

She's spent the past month correlating them with

the cable's voltage spikes, looking for patterns the

automated systems missed.

The first correlation she finds is tidal.

It takes her an hour to see it properly. She has to

overlay three datasets—voltage readings, sonar

timestamps, tidal schedules from the Coast Guard—

and then adjust for the time lag between

measurement and recording. But once she makes the

adjustments, the pattern emerges like a photograph

in developing fluid. The voltage peaks align with the

tide changes. Not every change, but the significant

ones: the spring tides when the moon pulls hardest,

the neap tides when the pull releases.

Sevda sits back in her chair and lets this settle.

The cable runs along the strait floor at a depth of

sixty meters, give or take. The current moves over it

twice daily, salt water sliding across rubber

insulation that's been degrading for fifteen years.

Could that create a charge? She's not an engineer,

but she knows enough to doubt it. The piezoelectric

effect requires pressure, not flow. And even if the
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current somehow generated voltage, it wouldn't

explain the pattern—wouldn't explain why the

spikes correspond not just to tides but to specific

moments in the tidal cycle.

She zooms in on a forty-eight-hour window from

last week. Wednesday midnight to Friday midnight.

The voltage climbs gradually through Wednesday

afternoon, peaks at 4.7 millivolts during the evening

tide, then drops. Rises again before dawn. The

rhythm is tidal, but it's also something else—

something almost respiratory.

The tea is cold now. She drinks it anyway. Her

eyes ache from the screen glow, and she realizes

she's been sitting in darkness except for the

monitors. She could turn on the desk lamp, but the

darkness feels appropriate somehow. Like the

building knows what she's looking for.

The second correlation takes longer to find

because she isn't expecting it.

She's cross-referencing the sonar maps with

seismic data—mostly out of thoroughness, because

Istanbul sits on faultlines the way other cities sit on

bedrock—when she notices the echo pattern. It's

subtle. The cable voltage spikes slightly before

significant seismic events. Not earthquakes, nothing

that registers above background tremor, but the
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micro-adjustments the strait makes constantly as

Africa pushes into Eurasia at two centimeters per

year.

The cable is picking up tectonic stress.

Sevda opens a new document and starts typing

notes, trying to capture the thought before it

dissolves. Electromagnetic memory. That's what Dr.

Kaya called it in his paper on residual fields, the one

everyone dismissed as fringe theory. The idea that

conductive materials retain impressions of the

signals they've carried, that a cable remembers the

voltages that once moved through it. She'd read it

during her first year at the archive and filed it away

as interesting but unverifiable.

But what if memory isn't just signal? What if it's

stress? The cable spent decades carrying

communications across the strait, connecting

continents, channeling voices and data through

copper wire while the earth shifted beneath. And

now, dormant but not dead, it records a different

kind of information: the tide's pull, the fault's slow

grinding, the weight of water pressing down at sixty

meters.

She thinks about the archive's purpose. She's

supposed to catalog what the mesh can't hear—the

analog remnants, the frequencies outside the digital
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spectrum. But maybe that's too narrow. Maybe the

work is about listening to what's been listening all

along.

The next voltage spike is scheduled for 2:47 AM,

according to the tidal model. Sevda checks the clock:

1:33. She has time. She pulls up the live feed from

the Bebek monitoring station and sets an alert for

any readings above baseline. Then she makes fresh

tea and returns to the maps, letting her eyes trace

the cable's path across the strait floor. On the sonar

image it's barely visible, a thin dark line between the

sediment layers. Easy to miss if you don't know what

you're looking for.

At 2:45 the radiator ticks again, louder this time.

At 2:46 a car passes on the street below,

headlights sweeping across her window.

At 2:47 the voltage climbs to 5.1 millivolts, holds

for eleven seconds, and drops.

Sevda notes the timestamp. The pattern is

consistent. She pulls up the seismic monitor: a

micro-tremor at 2:48, magnitude 1.2, centered three

kilometers south of the cable route. The kind of

event that happens dozens of times daily, too small

for anyone to feel, but there in the data if you know

how to look.
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The cable heard it first.

She sits with this knowledge for a long time. The

tea goes cold again. The city outside shifts toward

morning, traffic thinning, the sky losing its density.

She thinks about all the infrastructure Istanbul has

retired and replaced, all the cables and wires and

copper pathways that carried the city's voice before

the mesh arrived. Most of it is dark now, truly dead,

voltage drained and connections severed. But some

of it—she's beginning to understand—some of it

continues its work in silence, picking up signals

nobody meant to send, carrying information nobody

knows how to receive.

The Bosphorus cable is listening. It has been

listening since 2019, through every tide and tremor,

recording in its dormant copper what the living city

ignores. And Sevda's job, she realizes, isn't to

archive the past. It's to hear what the past is still

trying to say.

She saves her notes and tags the file for follow-

up. The building is completely silent now except for

the radiator and her own breathing. In six hours the

consultants will return, then the archivists, then

Deniz with his cigarettes and his window. The day

shift will reclaim the space, and this particular

quality of attention will become impossible again.
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But for now, in the gap between night and

morning, Sevda listens to the cable listening to the

strait, and the work feels whole.

❦
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· IX ·

What Carries
Beneath

T he stairs down were older than the building

pretended to be. Sevda felt it in the rivets,

hammered flat before welding became cheap.

Emre went first with the lamp, and she followed the

cone of light through dust that hung like gauze.

"Watch the third step," he said.

She did. The metal sang a different note under

her weight, some frequency her body knew before

her ears registered it. Everything in this building

had a voice if you stood still enough to listen.

The vault door was green paint over steel,

scratched where decades of hands had turned the

wheel. Emre set down his instruments case and spun

the lock through its combination. Three full turns,

back one, forward again. The mechanism was

smooth. Someone had maintained it even after

official decommissioning.

"Who else comes down here?"
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"Maintenance logs say no one," Emre said. "But

the hinges are oiled."

The door swung inward without a sound.

Cold air breathed out, carrying salt and copper

and something else—ozone, perhaps, or the

particular emptiness of spaces that electricity passes

through. The fluorescent tubes flickered twice, then

steadied into the kind of light that makes everything

look like it's already a photograph of itself.

The vault was smaller than Sevda expected. Four

meters square, perhaps five. Cable trays ran along

the walls at waist height, bundled fiber and copper

disappearing into conduits that led down through

the bedrock and out beneath the Bosphorus. At the

room's center stood the junction box, a gray cabinet

tall as her shoulder, its face a grid of terminal strips

and ancient printed labels.

The hum was immediate.

Not loud. Not obvious if you weren't listening.

But once you heard it, you couldn't unhear it—a

tone like the residue of sound, something felt more

than perceived. It raised the small hairs on her

forearms.

Emre unpacked his instruments with quiet

efficiency: an oscilloscope the size of a book, clamp
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meters, a handheld spectrum analyzer whose screen

glowed amber. He worked with the ritual of

someone who'd done this enough times that thought

had given way to habit.

"Is it always like this?" Sevda asked.

"The hum?"

"Yes."

"No." He attached the first clamp to a cable

running into the junction box. The analyzer's

display began drawing waves. "Usually there's

nothing. Residual current from the mesh backbone,

sometimes. EMF from the tram lines. Nothing

coherent."

She moved closer. The junction box's metal was

cold under her palm, but not quite still—the faintest

vibration, something her hand understood before

her mind could name it.

The cables were labeled in three languages:

Turkish, English, Greek. The Greek was oldest,

stamped on brass tags gone black with age. Someone

had run this line when the world was different,

when signals traveled through glass and copper

because there was nowhere else for them to go.

Emre adjusted dials. The oscilloscope traces

sharpened.
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"Here," he said.

Sevda leaned in. The screen showed what looked

like noise at first—random static of electrons

moving through resistance. But the longer she

watched, the more pattern emerged. Not random.

Structured. Peaks and troughs arriving at intervals

too regular to be chance.

"That's modulation," Emre said, sounding like

someone trying not to sound surprised.

"From where?"

"That's the question."

He switched cables, tested another junction.

Same pattern, slightly stronger. A third cable

showed it too—weaker but present, the same

underlying rhythm.

The hum intensified. Not in volume, exactly. In

presence. Like the room had decided to pay

attention to them paying attention to it.

Sevda's breath made small clouds in the cold air.

She watched them dissipate and thought about how

signals moved, how they carried meaning through

emptiness, how the shape of a message could survive

translation between copper and air and flesh.
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"Could it be interference?" she asked.

"Something bleeding through from the mesh?"

"Wrong frequency." Emre's voice was steady, but

his hands moved faster now, switching between

instruments, making notes on his tablet. "The mesh

operates at microwave bands. This is electrical, low

frequency. It shouldn't be here at all."

The cables ran in parallel bundles, each one a

path to somewhere else—the Asian shore, data

centers in Kadıköy, the landing stations where

undersea lines from three continents made landfall.

The old network had been redundant, multiple paths

for every message, insurance against breaks and

sabotage and the slow erosion of salt water.

But most of those paths were dark now. Had been

dark for years.

Sevda pressed her palm flat against the junction

box again. The vibration was stronger, or she was

more attuned to it—a rhythm like breathing, like

pulse, like something alive but not.

"What does it carry?" she asked.

"I don't know yet." Emre attached another clamp,

watched the analyzer redraw its waves. "But it's

transmitting. Not receiving. Transmitting."

The word hung in the cold air.
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Transmitting meant intent. Meant purpose.

Meant something on the other end of these cables

was speaking, had been speaking, was speaking now

through kilometers of dark water and geological

time.

Sevda thought about her archive upstairs, the

stored signals she catalogued and preserved. All

those were messages sent and received,

communications between knowable points.

Someone calling someone. Data requesting data.

The ordinary traffic of a world that needed

connection.

This felt different.

"How long?" she asked.

"How long what?"

"Has it been transmitting?"

Emre looked at her. The fluorescent light carved

shadows under his eyes, made him look older than

his years. "I don't know," he said. "The pattern's

stable. Strong. If I had to guess—weeks, minimum.

Maybe months. Maybe longer."

"And no one noticed."

"The line's supposed to be dead. No one was

listening."
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But someone had been. Or something had. The

cables ran on, indifferent to designation, carrying

whatever current found them. The mesh overhead,

the fiber networks, the satellite constellations—all

of it loud and new and claiming to be the future.

And down here in the cold and dark, the old wires

still hummed with purpose.

The spectrum analyzer chirped softly. Emre

frowned at it, adjusted settings, frowned again.

"What?" Sevda asked.

"The modulation just changed."

She watched the screen. The pattern had shifted,

the intervals between peaks shortening. Not

random. Responsive. Like it knew they were

listening.

Like it was listening back.

The hum filled the vault now, impossible to

ignore. It vibrated in her sternum, in her jaw, in the

small bones of her inner ear. Not sound exactly. Not

quite. But something that insisted on being noticed.

Emre's instruments drew their graphs and

printed their numbers and tried to make sense of

what passed through the cables. But Sevda

understood, standing there in the cold fluorescence,
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that some questions couldn't be answered with

meters and scopes.

Some questions required different tools entirely.

"It's transmitting," Emre said again, his voice

quiet, as though speaking too loud might disturb

what they'd found.

Or wake it up.

Sevda nodded. The cables ran on through the

junction box, through the walls, down into darkness

and distance. Carrying beneath the city, beneath the

strait, beneath everything the mesh touched and

claimed and tried to replace.

Carrying what, she didn't yet know.

But she would listen. That was her job, after all.

To pay attention to the signals that persisted in the

spaces between the new world's noise.

The hum continued, steady as tide.

❦
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· X ·

Decoding

S evda pulled the fourth reel from the archive

cart and threaded it through the playback

heads with movements that had become

prayer. Her fingertips left prints in the dust along

the plastic rim. The machine whirred—a sound like

breathing through shallow water—and she pressed

the monitor closer to her ear, though the speakers

worked perfectly well.

The signal had been hiding in the seventeen-

hundred-megahertz range, a frequency the city had

abandoned when the quantum mesh went live in

2029. Five years of silence in that band, and yet

something still pulsed there, faint as a heartbeat

heard through walls.

She'd found it three days ago while cataloging

interference patterns in the Beyoğlu junction logs. A

rhythmic stutter that repeated every forty-seven

seconds. Not random. Not decay. Something

structured.

Her mother's decryption keys sat in a manila

folder beside the monitor, the paper soft as cloth

from handling. Elif had been the one who taught her
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that patterns meant intention, that noise was only

noise until you learned its grammar. The keys were

written in her mother's careful hand, pencil on

graph paper, each character a small act of

architecture.

Sevda aligned the first key with the waveform on

her screen.

Nothing.

She tried the second, dated 1997, from the year

the old exchange had upgraded its trunk lines. The

signal remained opaque, a wall of static with shape

but no meaning.

The third key was marked simply "H—personal."

The H had to be her father's name, though her

mother had never said it aloud after he left. Sevda

hesitated, then entered the sequence into the

decryption interface.

The static cracked open.

What emerged was not clean data but fragments,

like pottery shards arranged on felt. The screen

populated with timestamps, some recognizable in

their format, others using systems that predated

standardization. Coordinates appeared in latitude

and longitude, precise to eight decimal places. And

beneath these, in the audio buffer, voices.
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She clicked play on the first fragment.

A man saying, "—Tuesday, I think. Or

Wednesday. Does it matter?"

The voice cut off mid-laugh.

Sevda's hand found the edge of the desk. She

steadied herself and clicked the second file.

"—never told you about the place near Taksim,

the one with—"

Gone.

Each file was incomplete, three to seven seconds

of human speech preserved in compression artifacts

and frequency drift. She listened to seventeen

fragments in succession. Different voices, different

years if the timestamps were accurate. All of them

mid-sentence, mid-thought, as if someone had

pressed record only to capture the least

consequential moments.

The room felt smaller than it had that morning.

The air tasted of machine oil and the particular

staleness of buildings left mostly empty. Outside her

window, the light had shifted from morning white to

afternoon amber. She'd been working for six hours

without moving.
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She rubbed her eyes and reached for the water

bottle she'd filled yesterday. It was empty. When had

she drunk it?

The eighteenth fragment loaded. The timestamp

read 11:47 AM, March 3, 1999. The coordinates

placed it somewhere in Kadıköy, the Asian side, near

the ferry docks. Female voice, middle-aged, speaking

Turkish with a Black Sea accent.

"—I'll call tomorrow," the woman said. "I

promise. I know you're tired of waiting."

A pause where someone else must have been

speaking on the other end of the line.

"Yes, tomorrow. I'll have news by then. About the

apartment, about everything."

Another pause, longer.

"I love you too. Go to sleep now."

The file ended.

Sevda sat motionless. The monitor continued its

soft electric hum. Somewhere in the building, pipes

knocked against their brackets as the heating system

cycled on, though it was May and needed no such

thing.

She played the fragment again.
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The woman's voice carried the particular warmth

of late-night phone calls, when people spoke more

softly to avoid waking others in adjacent rooms.

There was tiredness in it, and affection, and

something else—certainty, perhaps. The certainty of

someone who believed tomorrow would arrive

exactly as planned.

Sevda opened the metadata panel. The call had

lasted fourteen minutes originally. This fragment

was the last seven seconds before disconnection.

The rest was gone, not corrupted but absent entirely,

as if the storage medium had decided only this

moment mattered.

She checked the decryption log. Her mother had

tagged this file in 2003, four years after the original

call. The tag read: "Preservation priority—temporal

specificity."

Temporal specificity. Her mother's term for

moments that referenced future time but contained

no actual future in their storage. A promise of

tomorrow captured in copper wire, in magnetic tape,

in analog systems that could only ever hold what had

already happened.

Tomorrow had come and gone twenty-five years

ago. The woman's voice remained, unchanging, still

promising what could never be kept.
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Sevda created a new subdirectory and moved all

nineteen fragments into it. She titled the folder

"Analog Tense" because she didn't know what else

to call it.

Her phone vibrated. A message from Kaan asking

if she wanted tea, if she'd eaten today, if she was still

among the living. She responded with a thumbs-up

emoji and set the phone face-down on the desk.

The decryption process continued running in the

background, scanning for more fragments in the

same frequency range. The progress bar said three

hours remaining. She should go home, sleep, return

tomorrow with fresh attention.

Instead she queued up the woman's voice again.

"I'll call tomorrow."

The words were so ordinary. The kind of thing

said thousands of times daily across the city, across

every city. Promises made in good faith to people

who waited for them. Most of those promises were

kept or broken and then forgotten, dissolving into

the vast unmemory of ordinary life.

But this one had been saved. Encoded,

compressed, archived, and then—decades later—

decoded by a woman who had never met the

speaker, who knew nothing of what apartment was
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discussed, what news never came, whether

tomorrow had brought the hoped-for resolution.

The woman's voice existed now in a permanent

tomorrow, suspended in the instant before

disconnection, forever about to make good on her

word.

Sevda thought of the quantum mesh that overlaid

the city now, its entangled particles carrying

information with no temporal gap, no storage, no

past. Conversations happened and unhappened

simultaneously in the mesh, existing only in the

moment of transmission. Nothing was recorded

unless deliberately copied, and even then the copy

was a shadow, a classical collapse of quantum

potential.

The mesh held no tomorrows because it held no

yesterdays. Everything was present tense or nothing.

But here, in the copper and the reels, tomorrow

could be preserved indefinitely. A ghost of intention,

looping.

The progress bar reached seventeen percent.

Sevda pulled a new reel from the cart and began

threading it through the backup recorder. Whatever

else the decryption found, she would keep it. Not for

archives or research, not for official logs.
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For the same reason her mother had kept it.

Because someone had said tomorrow, and meant it,

and the words deserved to outlive their speaker.

Outside, afternoon gave way to early evening. The

call to prayer drifted through her window, five

different mosques at slightly different times, their

voices braiding together. She listened to them and to

the woman's voice and to the machines breathing

around her, and she thought about all the tomorrows

that lived only in wire, patient and impossible,

waiting for no one.

❦
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· XI ·

The Archive She
Keeps

T he morning light comes through Deniz's

office windows at an angle that makes the

dust visible. Sevda watches the particles drift

and resettle, thinking of signal degradation, of how

everything scatters eventually if you give it time.

Deniz is reading something on her screen, fingers

moving across the surface—scrolling, pausing,

scrolling again. She hasn't looked up since Sevda

entered. The silence isn't hostile. It's the kind that

acknowledges presence without rushing to fill space

with words.

Sevda holds her mother's logbook against her

chest. The leather cover is warm from her hands.

She's been carrying it since dawn, walking the long

way from Karaköy, across the bridge while

fishermen were still setting up their rods, through

the morning market where vendors arranged

pyramids of pomegranates and quinces. She needed

the walking time. Needed to feel the weight of what

she was about to propose.
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"The exchange," Sevda says finally. "I want to

preserve it."

Deniz looks up. Her expression doesn't change,

but something in her posture shifts—a small

adjustment, the way someone braces for a

conversation they've been expecting.

"Not all of it," Sevda continues. "Just the core

infrastructure. The switching matrices, the analog

routing panels, the—"

"A museum."

"A signal museum. Yes."

Deniz sets down her tablet with careful

deliberation. She leans back in her chair, leather

creaking softly. Outside, a ferry horn sounds long

and low across the water.

"You know what we're building in that space."

"The quantum relay hub. I know."

"Then you know why this isn't possible."

Sevda had prepared arguments—written them

down last night at her kitchen table while rain

drummed against the windows. Points about

historical continuity, about understanding how

communication systems evolved, about the physical

knowledge embedded in old infrastructure. But
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standing in this office with its clean lines and

forward-facing windows, the arguments feel thin.

"The logs alone," she says instead. "My mother's

records. Twenty years of signal maintenance,

troubleshooting protocols, failure patterns. That

knowledge—"

"Can be digitized."

"It isn't the same."

"No," Deniz agrees. "It's better. Searchable.

Preservable. Shareable across the entire network."

She isn't being cruel. That's what makes it harder.

Deniz speaks with the patience of someone who has

already thought through every angle, arrived at this

conclusion with regret but certainty.

Sevda opens the logbook. The pages fall to a date

three years before she was born—her mother's

handwriting, small and precise, always the same

blue ink. A routing failure in the Beyoğlu sector. The

way she'd traced the problem through six relay

points before finding the corroded contact. Notation

about humidity levels, about ventilation inadequate

since the '08 renovations.

"This," Sevda says, holding out the page. "You

can scan it. Run optical character recognition,

extract the data points, build a model. But you lose
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something in translation. The hesitation marks

where she wasn't sure. The heavier pressure where

she was concentrating. The—"

"The human element."

"Yes."

Deniz stands and moves to the window, looking

out across the city. Three districts visible from here:

the old peninsula with its layered history, new

development zones climbing the hills, and the

industrial port where container ships queue like

patient animals. The harbor cranes move in

synchronized rhythm—lifting and swinging, lifting

and swinging.

"I'm not unsympathetic," Deniz says. "My

grandmother worked in telecommunications. Before

privatization, before the fiber rollout. She used to

tell me about manually routing international calls,

about listening to line quality to judge distance and

weather. I understand what you're trying to

preserve."

"Then—"

"But the city is moving forward, Sevda."

The words are gentle. That makes them final.
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"The post-quantum infrastructure can't

accommodate legacy drag," Deniz continues. "The

power requirements alone. The physical space. The

maintenance overhead. We're building a system to

serve eight million people with latencies measured

in microseconds. We can't carry the past with us.

Not in this form."

Sevda closes the logbook. The snap of leather

sounds too loud in the quiet office.

"My mother," she says, then stops. Starts again.

"When my mother was training me, she used to say

that every signal leaves a trace. Even after it's gone.

Even after the medium carrying it has degraded. She

said our job was to listen for those traces, to

understand what they meant."

"That's poetry," Deniz says, not unkindly. "But

we're engineers."

"Those aren't mutually exclusive."

"No. But one has to take priority when resources

are finite."

Outside, a tram bells its way up the hill. The

sound carries through the glass, then fades. Sevda

thinks about her morning walk, about the bridge

with its fishermen and traffic and endless flow of

people crossing continents. The bridge doesn't
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remember every crossing. It doesn't need to. It just

holds.

"What if we kept a single room," Sevda says

slowly. "One switching station. Minimal space,

minimal overhead. Just enough to show how the

system worked."

Deniz returns to her desk and picks up her tablet

again, scrolling. Sevda sees the faint blue glow

reflected on her face.

"I can give you three months," Deniz says finally.

"Document everything. Full technical specifications,

operational protocols, maintenance records. Video

the systems in operation while they're still live.

Build a comprehensive digital archive. After that,

the space gets cleared for the quantum installation."

"That's not—"

"It's what I can offer."

The finality in her voice is like a door closing—

not slammed, just closed with a soft and certain

click.

Sevda nods. She doesn't trust herself to speak yet.

Three months to capture twenty years of

infrastructure. Three months to translate physical

knowledge into data points and metadata tags. It's

impossible, but it's the only option being offered.
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"Thank you," she says, because Deniz didn't have

to offer anything at all.

"Make it count," Deniz replies. "Make the archive

something people will actually use. Not just a

memorial, but a resource."

Sevda turns to leave, then pauses at the door.

"Where's Emre?" she asks. "I thought he'd be

here."

Something flickers across Deniz's face. Concern,

maybe. Or frustration.

"He's been quiet lately," she says. "Haven't heard

from him in two days."

The information settles like sediment. Emre, who

never goes more than six hours without sending

some observation, some small joke, some fragment

of the city he's noticed. Emre, who threads through

Istanbul like the wires themselves, always

connected, always transmitting.

"I'll check on him," Sevda says.

"Let me know," Deniz replies. "When you find

him."

The walk back to the exchange takes longer than

it should. On the bridge, Sevda stops to watch the

water move beneath her. The current runs strong
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here where the Golden Horn meets the Bosphorus,

fresh water mixing with salt. Two systems that can't

quite blend but flow together anyway, finding their

pattern.

She opens her mother's logbook to a random

page. A Tuesday in April, notation about a storm

that knocked out service to the Asian side. A careful

diagram of the repair sequence. A small note in the

margin: Sometimes the old methods still work best.

Three months to preserve what shouldn't be lost.

She starts walking again, holding the logbook

close.

❦
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· XII ·

What Remains

T he final shift begins at four in the morning.

Sevda arrives before the city wakes, before

the first call to prayer ripples across the

seven hills. The building stands quiet. She enters

through the service door, feeling for the keyhole in

darkness because the motion sensor died three

weeks ago and no one bothered to repair it.

Inside, the exchange hums its constant note. She

has come to understand it as a kind of breathing—

not alive, but sustained. The maintenance corridor

smells of dust and copper and something else,

something organic she has never quite identified.

Old insulation, perhaps. Or decades of human

passage accumulated.

Emre is already at his station when she reaches

the monitoring floor. This surprises her. He usually

arrives at seven, punctual but never early. Tonight he

sits with his back to the door, headphones on,

fingers moving across the interface with unusual

precision.

"You're here," she says.
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He turns. His face looks drawn in the monitor

glow. "Couldn't sleep."

She nods. She understands. Sleep has been

difficult for weeks, ever since the closure date

appeared on internal memos. Official language:

"consolidation of legacy infrastructure." Everyone

knows what it means. The listening post will cease

operations. The physical exchange will be

decommissioned. The cables beneath the strait will

carry their signals, but no one will sit in this room to

hear them.

"I thought we should archive everything," Emre

says. "Everything that's still live."

"Yes," Sevda says. She has thought the same. She

has brought her own storage drive, the one she uses

for personal work. Two terabytes. She has no idea if

that will be enough.

They work in silence for the first hour. The

process is technical, methodical. Each circuit must

be isolated, identified, recorded. Most are empty—

abandoned years ago when the city shifted to

wireless, then mesh, then to whatever comes after.

But some still carry faint traffic. Analog voices from

old neighborhoods where the elderly maintain

copper lines. Fax signals from bureaucracies that
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never updated. Data streams from automated

systems that forgot to migrate.

Sevda listens to each one before committing it to

storage. This feels necessary. Not just preservation

but witness. She hears a pharmacy's inventory

system. She hears a grandmother in Fatih speaking

to her daughter in Munich, the connection crackling

with distance. She hears something that might be

music, or might be interference—a pattern too

regular to be random.

"This one," Emre says, gesturing to his screen.

"Listen."

She comes to stand behind his chair. He plays the

recording through the desk speakers. At first

nothing. Then, beneath the static, a rhythmic pulse.

It rises and falls like breath, like tides.

"What is it?" she asks.

"I don't know. It's coming from the undersea

cable. Not data. Not voice. Just this."

They listen together for several minutes. The

pulse continues, steady and inexplicable. Sevda

thinks of whales, though she knows this is not whale

song. She thinks of the strait itself, the ancient

current flowing from Black Sea to Marmara, salt
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water sliding beneath fresh. Two seas meeting but

never mixing.

"Record it," she says.

Emre nods. His fingers move. The pulse enters

the archive.

By seven o'clock the windows begin to lighten.

Sevda makes tea in the break room, using the

electric kettle that has been there since before she

started. The room is small and windowless, painted

institutional green. Someone, years ago, tried to

make it pleasant. There is a calendar from 2028, still

turned to March. There is a spider plant, long dead.

There is a photograph of Atatürk and a photograph

of the entire staff from some forgotten decade—

forty people, maybe fifty, posed on the front steps.

The exchange once employed hundreds. Now

there are twelve. After Friday, none.

She brings tea back in two glasses. Emre takes his

without looking away from his work. They continue

through the morning. The catalog grows. Sevda

begins to see patterns in the traffic—temporal,

geographical. Certain circuits come alive at dawn.

Certain neighborhoods cluster their

communications. The city's nervous system, laid

bare in copper and fiber, reveals its own logic.
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At noon, Emre says, "Do you think anyone will

listen to these?"

Sevda considers. The archive will sit on her drive,

on Emre's, on whatever official storage the company

maintains. Whether anyone accesses it—whether

anyone remembers it exists—is another matter.

"I don't know," she says. "I hope so."

"But you're not sure."

"No."

He nods slowly. "I keep thinking about all the

other archives. All the recordings no one kept.

Before we started, I mean. Before the company

mandated preservation. How many voices just

vanished?"

"Many," Sevda says. "Most."

"And now we're part of that chain. Keeping what

we can."

"Yes."

The afternoon passes. They break only to eat—

sandwiches from the shop across the street. The

shop owner knows them. She knows this is the final

week. She gives them extra olives, extra pickles. She

wishes them luck. Sevda thanks her in a voice that

sounds distant even to herself.
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Back inside, they continue. The work becomes

meditative. Circuit after circuit, signal after signal.

Sevda's fingers ache. Her eyes burn. But she does

not stop. This matters in a way she cannot fully

articulate. Not for the company, not for any

institutional purpose. These signals exist. Someone,

somewhere, still relies on them. The infrastructure

of connection deserves acknowledgment, even in

decline.

At six in the evening, they finish the last circuit.

Emre removes his headphones and leans back. He

looks exhausted. Sevda suspects she looks the same.

"Two thousand three hundred and forty-seven

active circuits," he says, reading from his screen.

"Recorded and archived."

"Thank you," Sevda says. "For helping."

"Of course." He pauses. "What will you do? After

Friday?"

She has been asked this many times. She still has

no good answer. The company offered reassignment

—some other facility, some other city. She declined.

There are other jobs. Other ways to spend one's

days. But none connected to this particular work,

this particular attention.

"I don't know yet," she says. "You?"
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"Teaching, maybe. My cousin runs a technical

school in Kadıköy. He says they need instructors."

"You'd be good at that."

"Maybe." He smiles, tired. "Or maybe I'll just

sleep for a month."

They laugh, and the sound feels strange in the

quiet room. Sevda realizes she will miss this. Not the

building, not the equipment. But this: the shared

work, the companionable silence, the sense of

purpose.

At eight o'clock, Emre leaves. He shakes her hand

formally, then—surprising both of them—pulls her

into a brief embrace. "Good luck, Sevda."

"And you."

She watches him walk down the corridor, his

footsteps echoing. Then she is alone.

She spends the next hour organizing the physical

archive room. This is not her official duty. The

archive will be emptied by contractors, shipped to

some central facility or destroyed. But she needs to

do this. She needs to see it properly ordered one

final time.

The archive room is in the building's lowest level,

half-underground. Metal shelves line the walls, filled
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with tape reels and optical discs and media she

cannot identify. Some labels are handwritten in

Ottoman script. Some typed on manual typewriters.

Some printed from early computers, the ink fading

to ghost-marks.

She walks the rows, touching spines, reading

dates. 1987. 1965. 1953. 1932. History in magnetic

media. Voices and data and music and silence, all

stored, all waiting.

At the back she finds what she is looking for: the

original log books. They date to the exchange's

founding, leather-bound volumes recording every

call by hand. She opens one at random. March 1924.

Column after column of names, numbers, times.

Someone's handwriting, careful and precise. She

wonders who they were. What they thought about,

sitting in this building a century ago, transcribing

the city's conversations.

She closes the book gently. She straightens the

remaining volumes, aligning their spines. Then she

turns off the lights and locks the door. The key is

heavy in her hand.

No one has told her to keep it. No one has told

her to return it. In three days the locks will be

changed, or the doors welded shut, or the entire
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building razed. But for now, this key exists. For now,

she holds it.

She climbs the stairs slowly. The exchange is fully

dark except for the monitoring floor, where

equipment panels glow their persistent green. She

does not go back to her station. Instead she takes

the corridor to the western exit, the one that opens

onto the small plaza overlooking the Bosphorus.

Outside, the air is cold and clean. The strait

spreads before her, dark water reflecting city lights.

A ferry crosses from Beşiktaş to Üsküdar, windows

bright. Another passes in the opposite direction.

They have been making this crossing for centuries—

first as rowboats, then steam ferries, now sleek

electric vessels. The route remains constant. The

water remains constant.

Sevda leans against the railing. Beneath her feet,

beneath the plaza, beneath the exchange building,

the cables run. They descend into trenches, into

tunnels, finally into the strait itself. They lie on the

bottom among ancient sediment, lost anchors,

pottery shards, coins. They carry their signals

through salt water and pressure and darkness.

She thinks about the pulse Emre found. That

steady rhythm, source unknown. It is still there now.

It will be there tomorrow. It will be there after the
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exchange closes, after the monitoring equipment is

removed, after everyone forgets this building ever

stood.

The cables will hum on. Unmonitored,

unarchived, unwitnessed. But not silent. Never

silent.

A ferry horn sounds, low and mournful.

Somewhere in Sultanahmet, the evening call to

prayer begins. The city arranges itself around these

sounds, these signals, these persistent rhythms.

Sevda reaches into her pocket and touches the

archive room key. She will keep it, she decides. Not

for practical reasons. As a reminder. As a small

weight against forgetting.

She stands there a long time, listening. The wind

carries salt spray from the strait. Ferry lights move

across dark water. Beneath everything, in

frequencies she cannot hear but knows exist, the

cables sing their endless song.

What remains, she thinks, is this. The

infrastructure of connection. The patient wires.

Signals passing through darkness, finding their

destinations, carrying their small burdens of

meaning.
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What remains is attention. The choice to listen.

The choice to record.

What remains is the work, even when the work

ends.

She turns and walks back inside. She will return

on Friday for the final closure. But tonight she

leaves the building as she found it—humming,

breathing, alive in its particular way. She locks the

service door behind her. The key turns smoothly in

its worn mechanism.

Above, stars appear between the city's lights.

Below, the cables run on. And somewhere between

—in the space where all signals pass, where all

transmissions find their form—the city continues its

endless conversation with itself.

Sevda walks down the hill toward the ferry

station. She will cross to the Asian side. She will go

home. She will sleep, or try to. Tomorrow there will

be paperwork. Friday there will be ceremony.

But tonight, the archive is complete. Tonight,

every live circuit is preserved. Tonight, she has done

what she could.

It is enough.

It has to be.
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