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​Chapter 1: Digital Shadows


Apostolos, a police officer with the State Security of Attica, had learned to distinguish lies from truths at a glance. His every day was steeped in interrogations, files and shadows of the city's underworld. But, in the evenings... in the evenings he opened another file - that of his soul.

One September night, scrolling through a Face- book page dedicated to Greek-Turkish music,{bay do- gru bayan yanlis} she stumbled upon a comment: “Bu şarkı kalbimi yakıyor...” (“This song burns my heart.”) It was written by a woman named Hale. Her profile was simple—a photo of her wearing a scarf and staring deeply into the screen.

He replied hesitantly:



1

2 TOLIS

​— "And mine. Especially when vardis plays it..."{spirto kai fotia}

Mat's how it began. Small talk about songs, about foods that are dangerously similar—about stuffed pas- tries, baklava, Greek and Turkish coffee. It was like opening an old box full of memories that belonged to two peoples, two souls, two worlds.

Hale spoke mediocre English and oλen wrote to Apostolos in Turkish as if to delay the response and play a game with him...

But the romance soon passed from the calm waters to the storms of the Aegean. Historical disagree- ments—Smyrna, Cyprus, the Great Idea—triggered conflicts. But Hale's voice, her warm Turkish accent, called him back. And he, with his Greek anger, but also the sensitivity he kept hidden from the world, could not move away.


Until one aλernoon Hale opened her heart to him.


— “Kocam beni dövüyor... o çok kötü bir in- san(My husband beats me... he is a very bad person.)



And then, in his office, among files with suspects and names of terrorists, Apostolos made a decision: to help her, at all costs.



​Chapter 2: Words like life jackets

Apostolos looked at his cell phone screen. Another message from Hale. Me third for that evening. Each of their conversations lasted longer and longer, as if two souls were hanging on to each other's words.

Hale: "Tolis{short name of Apostolos}, you don't understand... this is Turkey. It's not like you. You don't get a divorce and then just move on with your life. Here you carry shame, gossip, curses..."


Apostolos(typing persistently):


— "Don't be afraid, Hale. I'm talking to you as a friend. Not as a police officer. You can take the plunge. Even if you have to go somewhere else — as long as you feel free. In this world, no woman deserves to live in fear."
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Her answer came quickly.

Hale:- “Sözlerin bana güç veriyor” (Your words give me strength...)

A simple sentence, but Apostolos felt it as some- thing much more. As if he were holding her hand through the screen. She began sending him voice mes- sages, almost in a whisper. As if she was afraid of being heard in the next room. She told him about her child- hood, about her old dream of becoming a teacher, about how she felt suffocated every day when she had to smile at a man who now hated him.

Every time he wrote to her, “You are strong, Hale. You can stand on your own two feet,” she would take a while to respond, but eventually she would send some- thing—a smile, a word, a small picture.

And so the months passed. With their nights filled with voices, sounds, phrases, songs and... silences. Of those silences that don't suffocate you, but hold your hand.






​Chapter 3: Seviyorum seni... I think

It was a February aλernoon when Apostolos arrived in Messaloniki on a mission. Me rain was soaking the sidewalks of Egnatia, and he was lost in a cafe across from the Rotunda, waiting for his contact. His cell phone vibrated.

​Hale: “Seviyorum seni... I think.”

He looked at the phrase over and over again. “I love you... I think,” she said. In Turkish. Not English. Not through a dictionary. It was authentic, from with- in her. “sanırım” made him smile—she always liked to leave something open, as if asking permission to feel. As if she were asking him if he was there too.

Apostolos felt his stomach tighten. He had told himself that it was an online friendship. How it helps
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a woman stand on her own two feet. How it's danger- ous to get confused. How all this... wasn't for a man like him.

But that word, “Seviyorum,” sounded different in his mind. It was no longer a voice on Messenger. It was breath next to his ear.

​Open Google Translate. Carefully type:


-"Ben de... seni seviyorum. Belki de..."(me too...


I feel you. Maybe me too...)

His heart was beating like a teenager. Me police- man from Attica, who had seen secret files, interroga- tions, betrayals... was now trembling in front of three dots that said Hale is typing...

Chapter 4 — “The valuable GiL Without Cost” Mat May, I didn't expect much. My birthday found me tired, far from what calmed me, and from those I wanted to be by my side. I knew few would re- member. And yet, she not only remembered it — she

made it unforgettable.

It was exactly midnight. Me phone lit up with a notification:
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​"Mütlü yılar aşkım!! İyi ki varsın kusum!"

I stood there for a moment — half smile, half won- der. He opened Facebook, he was writing to me.


And then I saw the video


Hale had created something that no giλ in the world could surpass. A video compilation of moments in my life — from old, yellowed photos of my child- hood to more recent ones she had carefully carved from my profile. All tied together with a sweet, cine- matic narrative, and in the background... that song...


“ANLAMAZDIN” {You wouldn’t t understand}


As soon as that melody started playing, I felt some- thing stab me in the chest. It wasn't just music. It was the language of our relationship. Me unspoken. Me things that were never said clearly, but were there. Loud. Silent. Really.

"You wouldn't understand"...the song said. But she had understood. Who I was. What I was carrying. How much I had leλ behind and how much I was try- ing to hold on to.



Her giλ had no cost. No ribbons. No fanfare. It had soul. And for the first time in a long time, I felt like someone had seen me whole — and loved me for it.
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​Chapter 5: The Promise of the City

-"I got a divorce...",She wrote to him simply, aλer a month, but behind the words was a release of years.

Apostolos kept his cool. He knew he shouldn't show joy. Not now. Not when she had just been freed from a wound.

​Apostolos: “-Hello, I’m glad you’re okay. I know how hard it was.”!

But his heart was beating like a battle drum. He wrote to her with a carefully chosen calm:

​-“Next month I will be in Istanbul for business.



























​-“Should I book one or two rooms?”




​Hale:















​CHAPTER 6: The route To the City.....
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​Apostolos (thought):
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–  ​“Sir..., your friend has arrived. She is accom- panied by two people. Should we take her up?”











-“Kuzum-tolis”!!!





​He thought:







​Chapter 7: finally...together
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-“I think... this is the most beautiful thing I’ve











​-“Şimdi anladın mı neden ‘şehirlerin şehri’ der-





-“Yes. I understand now. This city... it isn’t just
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​CHAPTER 8: Getting to know better..








​-"Should we go for a walk? Should we continue















-"How much patience can a man have for a fish?"




​-"They don't just catch fish,Sometimes an old love, sometimes silence. fishing is a ritual here... a way of life. This is the soul of the city."







​-"Is this hospitality or an attack?"






tamamdır."




-"It's... salted yogurt. Liquid yogurt. And they call it a drink. These people are not afraid of any- thing." He monologues ...














​- “...it’s like a beetroot juice, a sauerkraut and a hot pepper had a fight... and no one won.”
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-"Bu şarkı...  İstanbul'un unuttuğu külütü




-"Neyi unuttu mesela, amca?"






​-Bu şarkı... ışte o şarlarların sesidir.»






​-"He said that this song... is the sound of the looks that held time. That no longer exist."



















-"When it ceases to be the City I was taught. The City of churches, of old maps, of sighs. It's like ask- ing the sun to simply be called light."



















​-"Shall we have some tea?"





​-"Do you know what this is for Turks? What a frappe is for us. A ritual. Start, break, end. All with çay."




-"You said it right. But there's more to it... It's like they're telling you, 'You're home.'"






​-"You know, this glass, this spoon... They're like broken words that were said another time, and now we're reheating them with tea."





-"Let me tell you... One day they will diagnose all Turks with "çay addiction". They drink it like it's medicine.Are we sick?!"




​-"Anyway... at least it's hot. And without ice cubes. Not even a mixer."











-"Yes, but I'll only want to get off if you tell me to stay."







​Ah istabul istanbul olali........







​-"Because it never belongs to anyone. Only to those who lose it."






-"Ben her şeyri biraz götetim." But some










​-"Dondurmaaaa! Ice creaaaaam!”


​-"One vanilla, please ..."
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​CHAPTER 9: It's not goodbye...
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​CHAPTER 10: A love was born....









​"With the Turkish girl, kid? Aren't so many Greek girls enough for you?"
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​-"I'm in love with a Greek. With my Tolis. And let them say whatever they want!
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