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I have never been indispensable to anyone. I carried the weight of being left behind on my head. Strangely, I did not find it strange that this acceptance is established, that expands as it is not noticed, and that extends as it is not seen. I took refuge in it. No one saw it. I resented my shoulders, which were tired from the weight of my head. My torso shrunk and broke, pieces of it scattered from under my feet. I'm rooted in the thresholds I've crossed. I doubted the indifference of my breath, which waited like a makeshift moan in my mouth, unaccounted for its unhurriedness. I looked and stared through the half-curtain in front of one eye. The world has grown, the world has become smaller. The evaporated image was reflected on the dirty, old surface of the opposite wall. It fell apart. Didn't recognize. I couldn't see who came in first. Front and back, right and left, he followed the shadow that floated inconspicuously. He smacked me in the face without moving. He didn't say a word, not a word. I was used to the anger of others. I had no reason for them to accept me. 

To those who rub their dirty hands on my body, to those who kick my stomach with their feet, to those who bend my knees, to those who prick, 

To the large and small flowers that sharpened their petals on my surface, to the heavy bags held in my hand, to the voices that shouted without being willing to speak, to the fists that shook breathlessly, to the displeasure of my patience at my presence, to the unhappy people who came across me at an unexpected moment, to the encounters near me at noon, to the misguided by the night, to the proud smiles in the morning that reminded me of the winner of a game, to the shy eyesore, to the cheeky looks. But most of all to colorlessness. To stay pale. I was used to it. I felt him staring at me, in spite of the familiar repetition on the tip of the tongue, reminding me of my situation in a whisper of obscure prayers. I felt ashamed, as if I had revealed a secret that no one should know. Suddenly, I shut down.
He stopped at the end of the long hallway. It was the two of us. He touched his ears, startled by the sound of a loud voice. Time piled into her bag, which she had left on the edge of the wall, and became heavy. The same weight filled his palms and overflowed, and I was the only one I saw. She slowly bent down and touched the envelope she had taken out of her bag. His indecision turned into a tense wait, unsure of how to accommodate the guest who came to the house. I turned around the room, the room turned, I felt dizzy. I felt nauseous, nauseous. The carpet, whose patterns were exemplary with its life, was startled by the swelling of the sorrowful emotion, and clung to its tassels. Not knowing what the corridor filled with strange memories would feel, without thinking, without caring, he even began to read the letter. The paper grew bigger and bigger, and the weight of human flesh piled up on the couch. The color of the wall took on a different color from the image of what was written, darkened, its lines merged. Knuckle-by-knuckle, each letter was carved into the window sill. It counted from ah. Just as the water, which wanted to cool the stone courtyard tired of the summer heat, fell behind the dust waiting for forgiveness, so the tree reaching for the window blew its branches in the wind. He rose and straightened up, as if to get rid of his weight, which was disturbed by the movement of the branches. He found his place strange. He knew every sentence he read, and he knew him, but how was he going to get rid of those who clung to his anxiety as the plaster of the envelope that was the home of the letter fell off? He resented his voice when he realized that the chest of proximity counted as distance. Talked. Dragging his feet, he walked, approached, and put his hurt back against me along the wall. In reverence for the tree that made its root my bark, I leaned against its back. The warmth in my torso cooled down during my aging days. He was going to leave. Knew. Went. The pain of abandonment, which had sunk into the flesh of it, remained.
I have never been indispensable to anyone. I carried the weight of being left behind on my head. I stopped after the departed, no tears flowed from one eye. I waited next to the rest of them, and no bad words came out of my mouth. They didn't know which house I was, which room I closed, which kitchen hid me. I collapsed. They didn't hear what I was told, the secrets, the lies. Those who count the click of the key with joy, those who consider my chain a prison, those who fear my majesty, those who live behind me, those who wait in front of me. Those who climb the stairs fast, those who descend slowly. With every lip print, with every look, with 
every touch, I was half, know that even though I was closed, I was open to life. I greeted it. I sent him off. I embraced it. Pushed. I relied on the hollow of the wall on either side of which I was leaning. I am the excuse for the meaning of separation, which envelops and covers and releases its poison with hemlock growing on its threshold. The threshold broke, the light went out, the key turned in my heart. Without anyone hearing it. Suddenly, I shut down.
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When he closed the door softly and walked out, everything around him flowed through his eyes like a slow-motion scene from a movie. It was only the hum that reflected to him from the sounds of salesmen, children's shouts, and cars around him. All his perception was closed. His legs seemed to move on their own. He had lost all control over his body; His soul seemed to be outside his body, watching his own movements from afar. It was a place between the haves and the have-nots.
However, not long ago, an hour ago, he stopped by the baker he always goes to and bought a hot bagel for breakfast. He had known the baker for years, he was a good man, but it was impossible for him to say the same about his son, who always sat in the left corner of the shop, looked at everyone as if they were creditors with his unhappy face, and stood idly by no matter what his father asked of him. 

Obviously, his father was forcing his son to the shop so that he could learn the trade, but he had never seen the boy get up from his seat and hold the end of a job when he went to the bakery. The baker's displeased look at his son did not go unnoticed. 

Although he didn't like this sullen boy, he also took a strange pleasure in what was going on. Seeing that he wasn't the only one in the world who upset his father eased the burden of guilt on his back. This is why he always shopped at this bakery even though he was quite far from his house, but if they asked him why he came here when there was an oven under his house, he would tell him that the bagels were nowhere as fresh as here, to the crispness of the cookies and the softness of the cakes, and he would not even admit the truth to himself. After a while, he had a habit of believing the lies he told himself. This was perhaps the best thing to preserve his sanity. He had found a way to wrap himself in cotton. It was through this denial and chronic mendacity that he had always overcome the most solid falls.
He got in the car and put the bagels in the next seat. Then he had the idea to buy some of Omar's favourite cheese. He was happy as he imagined the breakfast table in his mind. He had returned from his car where he got out to buy cheese with cheese, freshly squeezed orange juice, tomatoes, dill, parsley, and a small jar of honey he had bought from a woman selling Anzer honey he came across on the road.
When he came to the front of Omar's house, he saw that the curtains were closed, and he thought that he would go to sleep until this hour, but he was happy that he would enter the house with the key he had and prepare breakfast and surprise him. He 
had entered the house, opened the curtains, and ventilated the house. Accompanied by a gentle whistle, he immediately put bergamot-flavoured tea in the teapot. He had never entered Omar's room until breakfast was prepared, lest the surprise be spoiled.
* * *  
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Since he left Omar's house, neither the humming he had heard nor the slow-motion motions of the people had disappeared. It was as if someone had ripped off the cotton on him. For the first time, he felt that all the lies in the world had been exhausted, that no denial could comfort him. Life, in all its cruelty, tripped up even this man who paid no attention to anything, who somehow managed to get out of the situation, who did not dust himself even in his dirtiest actions, who never once managed to look at himself with naked eyes. He had fallen badly, and there was no way to get up.
When he came back to the front of Omar's house, he remembered the joy of breakfast that had existed in him about two hours ago. How beautiful it was two hours ago, he reflected. If he could, he wished he had never lived through the last two hours.
He opened the door and went inside the house. He could smell the smell of brewed tea coming from the kitchen just to the right of the outer door. He turned his head to look at the
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