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He was so tired that he couldn't stand. He was caught in the rain while rushing home as soon as possible. Although it was not violent, it was of the "fool-wetting" kind. 

When she got home, she searched for her keys in her bag, which resembled a neighborhood market. He didn't find it for long. He laughed to himself when he didn't find it. With the key, the door opened wide with a creaking that could be called noise. She had taken off her favorite cat-shaped slippers right next to the door in the morning, as if she was afraid to step barefoot on the floor. But he knew it wasn't, that he had to hurriedly leave the house in his slippers and come back. He touched the key of the light as if he was gentle and afraid that it would break...
––––––––
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He had taken off his grey coat and hung it in the cloakroom just across the door, trying to take off his boots. For a moment he saw himself in the mirror and thought that he had never been able to make up for this sullenness. First, he took off his hat, threw a clark into his hair with his free right hand, and said, "What's the news, peanut," winking slightly at himself in the mirror. He loved doing that. She grabbed the end of her hair and looked agitated, as if she was checking something. She checked the ends of her black and medium-length hair one by one, sliding her pupils. Then he turned back to himself in the mirror and realized that he had to eat now. The breakfast he made about fourteen hours ago was processed into protein.Taking 
off his shoes casually, stepping on his cat slippers, he walked confidently towards the kitchen, accompanied by gentle music playing in his ears with every step he took. At the last moment, he changed his mind and stopped by the bathroom first to turn on the water. Taking time for himself was perhaps his greatest enjoyment and enjoyable occupation in this life. From time to time, he would struggle with long thoughts until midnight, and each time he would find himself something different to think about. That was his world, after all. It's so real, it's so sincere... He sat down in front of the TV with the tray of food he had prepared in a hurry. At the end of his little stroll through the TV channels, he thought it would be appropriate to turn off the TV. Moreover, this colorful world had never been able to appeal to him. He placed the cigarette between his two fingers where it should be, as if he had measured his lips, with the meticulousness of an architect. When he finished his cigarette, he would swim in the cold water that filled the bathtub, the tiredness he had carried on his shoulders all day.
As soon as he took his last breath from his cigarette, he felt the taste of scorched tobacco on his lips, trapping the tar in the deepest part of his lungs for a few seconds. His favorite part of the cigarette was his last breath, when he felt the heat of it so much. As she made her way from the room to the bathroom, she didn't hesitate to toss her clothes like a stripper girl. When he walked through the bathroom door, he had taken off everything he was wearing, except for his underwear, and tossed each one to one side. Just like his days gone by, each of them was scattered around. He bent down and closed the water that had filled the tub as much as he could. He took off his underwear as if he wanted to get rid of it, and he was very meticulous with them. When he immersed himself in the warm water, he felt slightly cold, but it was not the first time he had done this. The cold water both relaxed his muscles and helped keep his body fresh. He had buried himself completely in the water except for his head, and it was time for him to think.
Attention was paid to that man who came to the restaurant today. He had only ordered coffee and left as a tip enough that he could buy nine coffees. However, he got up without even drinking his coffee. What could be the man's purpose in doing this at that hour of the morning, when the restaurant was so lonely and so quiet? He didn't look like any show-off fools... And even so, what was it to him? But curiosity was an emotion that was revealed against one's own will, and questions fell into one's mind. He just stood in the bathtub, motionless. He began to think of the man again. Did she have an appointment and then get canceled? But even so, why did he leave so many tips... Why, why, why? Then he realized that he had to put his thoughts aside in order to find peace. His mind needed rest, just as much as his body. Again, without the slightest movement, he lay in the bathtub like a lifeless body, and he no longer thought. It was as if he had found the peace he was looking for at that moment.
Then he thought of the man again. She had probably broken up with her lover and hadn't slept all night. And before he went to work, he thought a little caffeine would be good for his sleep-deprived eyes. Of course... That's why his clothing was formal. In this case, he could have had his coffee at the café across the road. But he had come to an upscale restaurant and just ordered coffee. Then he got up without drinking the coffee, but gave him ten coffees. Could it be that he didn't like the restaurant's coffee? who knows, maybe... But he couldn't see any lip marks when he took the full cup to the scullery. "It's hard to understand people," she whispered to herself. How boring it is to deal with unnecessary thoughts, and all he wanted was some peace. How much he needed a little bit of peace." Thought.
*
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Who knows, maybe the man did what he is doing now. He just needed a little peace, and if he went to any café at that time of day, he wouldn't get what he wanted because of the crowd. At that hour, the tranquillity of the restaurant attracted the man, and he thought he might have wanted to sit down and have a coffee and clear his head.
––––––––
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It was starting to feel the coldness of the water in the bathtub. "That much resurrection should have been enough for his body. Otherwise, even he himself would have been disturbed by the sudden change in skin color." He said to himself. He came out of the water, slowly and trembling, and pulled his right foot in the water with great care, bending it at the ankle. 
When she wrapped herself in her bathrobe, she let herself sink into the warmth with the smirk of a cat. She was drying the wet ends of her hair in front of the bathroom mirror. 

Now that he was tired of the day, he could go to the laundromat across the street from his house because he had no clean laundry. 

But first, he had to get dressed and smoke a cigarette. She thought she deserved it
She was dressed in her underwear that she had taken off, her face souring. She smiled as she asked herself in the mirror, "If you were a man, would you sleep with yourself?" It was something he loved and often did, teasing and teasing himself. Moreover, he believed that people who could not do this were creatures who had succumbed to their own complexes. Although she was a well-groomed woman, she would sometimes make fun of herself when she thought that she also liked being a scruffy girl. It felt sloppy, so happy, and effortless most of the time. 
He gathered up his clothes, which were spread out in the hallway. It must have been so funny that she didn't have any clean clothes left except for these few pieces that she laughed out loud at the head of her skirt, which was the last piece she picked up from the floor.
After getting dressed, she headed to the kitchen. He thought of watching the city with the espresso he had carefully prepared. It was perhaps his favorite part of this city. In the evening, with the fall of darkness, the city was seizing him as a beautiful young woman, who had just woken up from her sleep, had taken over a man. And his admiration for this indescribable feeling multiplied every moment he could feel it. He lit his cigarette as if to announce that espresso was ready, and a pinch of tobacco "could only fit so well on a woman's lips." Thought. Since he was aware of this, he smoked his cigarette slowly and with pleasure every time. He watched the city from his hidden kingdom in the kitchen window. A few minutes would suffice, he knew. He took a deep breath from his burning cigarette and took a sip of espresso before he smoked out. He was overly aware of how harmful it was to his health to do so, but he couldn't resist the pleasure. It reminded him of any lovemaking he had that he had no doubt was a sin.
Silent and desolate, he gazed at the city. For a while, he was stuck in the speeding passage of cars on the distant highway. That's how much he realized how much he missed Turkey, his friends and his family. In fact, in Italy, although the drivers were going so fast, they did not witness traffic accidents as often as in their homeland. 

He, on the other hand, was afraid that his life would end in a car accident, but he missed it.
He turned his head to the left and watched the reflections of the lights in the water for a while. Perhaps the best part of living on the top floor of a run-down apartment building in this city was being able to see the canal... In Florence, one would fall in love with oneself. 
The inhabitants of the city could succumb to their own arrogance at any moment. Despite all this, the pain
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