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I stood on the sidewalk where I always walked swinging. I bent down and stroked the head of the blue cat, licking its paws. I tore off a piece of the bagel I took out of the pocket of my coat, which had become two shades darkened and almost unusable, and threw it in front of him. The blue cat was very hungry. He swallowed the morsel I placed in front of him in one fell swoop, then meowed and looked me in the face. He seemed to want the remaining bagel. I chopped the rest of the bagel in front of him and started stroking his bright blue feathers. He was happy as I caressed him, and he satisfied his hunger. 

The mocking looks of passers-by on the street were on me. Because there wasn't a cat or anything.

I swayed and continued on my way. In front of me was the women's street. The less chubby of the two chubby women walking side by side with identical bags slung on their arms nudged the other when he saw me. I could tell by his face that he was upset about me. 

Just as the other woman was walking past me; "Oh, let go of that madman. The bit myth will pass," he said aloud. The sarcasm in her voice upset the woman, who was merciful. Here are two different people who look the same.

"Good people and bad people. I continued on my way, thinking that "according to whom it is good, according to whom it is bad".

The wicked man saw only as a vagabond talking to himself where he crouched. He saw a half-witted madman in his messy and torn clothes. Yes, he's crazy. Yes, that's my name. Crazy. They call me crazy. Because I see the blue cat that no one else sees. When I open my eyes wide, I see the lifeless mannequins smiling in the shop windows that make the streets sparkle. When the sun hits someone's face, I see people crazier than me hiding behind their mask of happiness. I see the good person and the bad person. That's why my name is crazy.

As those women walked away, a mother and her little daughter were approaching me holding hands. The boy looked at me, even though his mother ignored it. He looked at me like a child. He looked at me with the affection of a child. He was about five or six years old. Her blonde hair was as intriguing as a field of wheat standing in the ear. We made eye contact. All the dreams of a child were hidden in his emerald green eyes. And all the innocence of a child...

His gaze shifted to the pretzels I crumbled to the pavement. Her little mouth expanded like a bow and turned into a big smile. 

Then he tugged at his mother

-Mother! Look! blue cat!"

He was pointing with his tiny finger to my hand that was hanging in the air. The mother looked at the place the child was pointing, that is, towards the blue cat that was not there. The shape of his face said it all. All this well-groomed woman in her flamboyant coat saw was a scumbag man with tangled hair and beard. I mean, he's crazy. So me......

The flamboyant woman continued walking, tugging at her daughter's arm, without saying anything. 

I could smell the sugary perfume permeating it. The smell of perfume permeated the blue cat to its stomach.

As the little boy was being dragged by his mother, he turned and looked at me once more. He looked at me like a child. Laughing.

I winked. He responded with a goofy wink at me. Then they walked away.

The blue cat stretched and lay down on the sun-warmed pavement. Leaving the cat alone, I said to myself, "It's time to go."

I said goodbye to the silky-haired blue cat who was stuck in this world with me and stood up.

And it was the best time of the day. The women's street began to glow. As the evening sun glided through the concrete buildings lined up side by side like dead giants, warming the wings of the pigeons, I began to walk again, dragging the skirts of my ragged coat.

To look for the magenta-colored cat.
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He couldn't sleep because of how long he had been working and being too tired. He did not realize that he was sinking deeper and darker as he questioned himself day by day because of what had happened. At night, when he had not slept for days, the solutions he had come up with to sleep had not worked. Writhing in despair, she kept putting off going to a psychologist for months. His tired eyelids succumbed to sleep in his seat.

When he woke up, he was sitting on the couch. The book in his hand had fallen to the ground. Panicked, he looked at the clock, it was 9:30 p.m. He tried to calculate how long he slept, he couldn't. However, his girlfriend was going to arrive at 8:00 p.m., and he suddenly remembered. He panicked. What if he came, rang the bell, or if I didn't hear him, his thoughts rushed through his mind. 

He looked at the phone, there was no call. He was relieved that there was no call. He was relieved by the thought that if he had come, he would have called. Why hadn't he come, he thought? When you vacillate between looking and not seeking. He decided to call. And he called. After a long ring, he was disappointed with the sound that the person you are looking for cannot be reached at the moment. Half an hour later, he called again, and he couldn't be reached again. He began to worry. Because
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