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In the photo, only one of his eyes was visible. A slight smile on his face, the baby in his arms, and his wife driving the car. Nuray was constantly trying to understand what the woman was feeling. Sadness, fear, maybe love... Hadn't she always been like this, didn't she always let herself think and try to understand other women? Now the situation was different. Instead of another woman, she was angry with herself.
Nuray had decided that life was all about understanding people. He wanted to feel and understand what they were going through, what they were thinking. He himself was material to be studied. He would often strip his self of his body and tinker with what he felt and why. He always came to the same conclusion, but he couldn't cure himself. He was content to know why he did what he did. But he couldn't stop them.
He had a loving childhood, and that's where the whole problem began. His childhood, nurtured by love, had advised him to treat everyone with the same compassion. He had to have affection for his friends, for his beloved. That's why he loved everyone who came into his life so much. At first, he learned from his friends that his love does not always bring love. And then the men... they had turned this compassion into a poisoned arrow right towards Nuray. Still, he didn't give up because love was strong... Even though it was riddled with holes, he continued to love it.
It bothered him a lot to know that relations were built on strategies like a war. He never accepted it, he lived what he wanted, knowing that he was doomed to lose. He thought of it as the key to pure love. One day he would reach this pure and pure love...
Although his hope was shattered with each new person, it did not take long for him to recover. That time was even shorter now. 
He acknowledged that love is a rough road. It didn't take long for him to recover, as he began to see these people as wasted feelings for this cause. Just as he spent money buying clothes, he had to spend emotions on love. So he had learned not to dwell on the past.
Nuray believed that he was not upset, thinking that he knew everything. Nothing he was aware of could upset him. That's why he had stopped dreaming, and if he didn't dream, he couldn't have hope. But he was wrong... The shreds of hope he had buried in the deepest depths of his heart came to light at the slightest gap. This time she wanted to cry and tear everything apart. She hated herself, and she was even more angry with herself for allowing herself to feel that way. Without blaming people, he fought all his war with himself, sobbing and spewing out all his poison.
When she was tired of crying, she would tear her hope into pieces again, cramming it into the depths of her heart. Promising not to take it off again. He knew that hope was the only thing in this world that made him unhappy. If he had no hope, he would have no expectation from life. In this way, he could leave everyone and everything behind and move on...
In the spring of that year, Nuray woke up in the hotel room where she was staying and started looking around. She had dreamed that she and Ahmet were lovers from work. It was such a realistic dream that for a moment she thought she was staying in the room with Ahmet. This dream, in which they looked at each other with amorous eyes, remained in Nuray's memory and heart for a long time. Perhaps under the influence of the dream, Nuray noticed Ahmet and after a while the dream came true.
In the beginning, they had a very exciting love. They tried to meet at every opportunity. Nuray didn't care about the world when she was with 
Ahmet. Ahmet had a daughter; it had been a few years since he had separated from his wife. He was going through a troubled period with his ex-wife and often shared it with Nuray. After a while, Nuray started to feel uncomfortable with this situation. On one occasion, Ahmet was very angry, thinking that his ex-wife was seeing another man. From this moment on, Nuray could never look at Ahmet with love like before. She kept thinking that Ahmet still loved his wife, a thought that had begun to wrap around every corner of his mind like poison ivy. In the following days, she saw more clearly that Ahmet had divorced much later than he had told her and that he had not yet been able to get out of the effect of this situation. Even when she heard that her lover had lied to her, Nuray could not get angry. The only thing he blamed was himself. He shouldn't have believed it, it was his fault. In fact, he was a good person, but the fault was Nuray's. He felt like a guide who was a passer-by until he got to the straight. No, it had never been used, he had allowed himself to be used. Because he couldn't see it, and it was his fault. Nuray, who met Ahmet again in February of that year, listened to him with a laugh.

Because Ahmet was still where he left it, telling him similar things. Realizing that he did not see this situation again, he confirmed what a big mistake he had made. Nuray thought that people actually reveal their whole reality, but they do not see this reality because people attribute the meaning in their minds to them. His dream obscured reality, yes, it must have been.
He had always experienced similar things when he got close to people, he thought were perfect from afar. Everyone he couldn't touch or talk to seemed magical to him. Distant places were the same for Noray, he always wanted to go to different places, he always missed these places he had never been. This desire for the unknown did not frighten him from time to time. The greatest price of the pleasure of what he could not reach was unhappiness. Could it really be that his heart was feeding on sadness? He stopped his thoughts on the spot, wondering what kind of person could inflict such pain on the spot. Thinking that if he escaped from the truth, he would have a good fate, he silenced his thoughts and began to sing from within.
––––––––
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"Good days await us, thank you, you say, they come and go."
In fact, Nuray had no dreams about the future. She didn't even imagine herself in a wedding dress because she knew that dreams were pregnant with expectations. 

Yes, expectation was definitely the weakest part of man, whereas Nuray was strong. 

Nuray, who wanted to be happy like crazy, crossed paths with sadness every time. He, too, had learned to be happy in sadness, and had not let tears be the poison of his soul. In a way, Nuray had created his own antidote.
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Brother Ismail.
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They say, "Man takes the trouble of man". When you don't know the cause of some troubles, what happens then? What happens when you're struggling to know, when you're trying to be understood in order to understand? The mouth gets tired of speaking while no one struggles to understand. He can't find an ear to tell. Sometimes he finds it, but he can't find the heart to understand what he is going to tell. The mouth stops working, the brain speaks. The brain talks so much; Sounds are drowned out by their own echoes. There is a war in the skull: a war for existence in which whoever kills whom will carry the deceased on his back forever. One wants to escape from knowing that you are a murderer for life. Those who know that it is not possible to escape from themselves get help from their legs. He sends what no one else knows to the organ at the top of his body.

They think that they leave the thoughts in their minds with every footprint created by the step they take. As they flee the brutality of war, they deduce what they are fleeing from and walk, trying to choose the least used paths. They think that they have left their most suitable traces for the crowd in their minds. 

They run away from the crowds, they run away so that they don't want anyone to be added to their crowd. You find their footprints in the most remote corners of a city, only at the foot of a tree. In puddles where even the reflection of a body cannot fit. Maybe in a lake, maybe in a sea.

Cities are similar to the reality of a person. This is how you get to know a city, just as you know a person whose ugliness and all its beauties you know. If they ask a city, "Who knows you best?" they will answer, "Whoever knows me best?"
But do they let go of their thoughts on every footprint? This is best known by those who cannot give up walking, who feel the weight in the mind less than our legs with every step taken. Either the pillow they sleep on knows best which one they carry on their back, or those who know the same city best. Who knows?

Maybe a love carries the truth on its back, maybe it carries the real love on its back. Forever. This would be best known to the one who can see the truth that a love carries.

He wanted to brew as he passed through the reality of a city, and the end of the month was near, and he had a hundred pounds left in his pocket. At that moment, when he did not think about the day other than today because he wanted to drink today, he turned his way to the market. He made his way to the fishermen's pier with fifty pounds in his pocket and
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