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An Intriguing Journey

As the train departed from the station, the door of the compartment opened. A man with combed white and sparse hair appeared at the door. His hand was shaking as he turned the door back to the closed state. He looked at my face. He looked at her as if she was both greeting and threatening with one look. I wasn't sure how to respond, so I tried to look at his face in the same way. He sat down in the empty seat next to me. We didn't talk much until the next station. After invitingly taking out a cigarette from the blue-wrapped cigarette pack in his shirt pocket, he handed it to me, he had a forced smile like a soldier taking orders from a superior, I did something like thank you with my hand, but other than that, we were quite speechless and motionless.
With the arrival of the two students who boarded the train at the next station, the compartment became more and more colorful. The students looked at him and smiled as if in greeting, they did not hide a threatening expression in their smiles. 
Perhaps the reason why I believe that humans are a species of animal is because of their use of mimics.

Like the growl of a dog, a human or a lion sometimes looks at its prey with its cold face just before it lunges at it. In the same way, I smiled at the students, just trying to say hello and without wearing any other expression.
"Are you a student?" he asked as he lit his cigarette. "Yes," someone answered, and it wasn't a surprising answer. In fact, it was written on their foreheads that they were almost students, so much so that it was obvious. There were many questions that could follow, but they didn't. He looked tired, he looked very tired. His haircut was rather sloppy, and his beard looked like it hadn't been trimmed in a while. While 
all this was going on, I was thinking about the important trade meetings I was going to hold in a city in the south of the country, and no matter what I did, I could not get the imaginary rehearsals of this meeting out of my head. 

Still, I repeated the rehearsals in my brain at every opportunity.
"I'm going to Kütahya," the man said. It was as if someone had asked him the direction of his trip and he was answering: "I'm going to Kütahya"... There was a deep silence. At that moment, there was a silence as if we had been living in this compartment for years as five people and we had our first funeral. You know, after all the sorrows, tears, and the crowd that came and went for condolences, it is as if the people who lived in that funeral home were left to themselves and tried to understand what happened, and they shouldered perhaps the heaviest form of deficiency and deprivation. It was so quiet, like those silent curses that we grit our teeth to keep from coming out of our mouths and puff out our cheeks.
"I've been to a lot of places before. None of you have been to as many places as I have. None of you have stayed in this world as long as I have, you have not been as happy, despised, ripped off as I have! 
I've been to a lot of places."
At that moment, he passed out and fainted.  There were so many memories that we all panicked.
The student children are two roommates, one from Adana and the other from Ordu, whose names I later learned were Yusuf and Özal.  They immediately checked his pulse. I, on the other hand, stayed where I was. I was stunned by his threatening smile or just because I was trying to make sense of the moment. Özal gave the water in his bag to our old man when he was a little sober. When he regained consciousness, he continued from where he left off. As if he wasn't the one who had been lying unconscious a few minutes before;
"That was years ago. I went to that city for a job and I wanted to visit a painting exhibition that was open in those days, it was in that city. The exhibition also exhibited the works of surrealist painters compiled from all over the world. And the best thing that could be done in a one-day gap was to visit the exhibition."
He gasped in the kind of silence that grimaced for a few seconds; It was as if he was planning what he was going to say. And he continued.
"It took me a few days to get my work together, but I wanted to see that exhibition while I was here. I went, everything seemed fine. But everything was fine. There was no traffic in the city, there were no fights, the moon illuminated the night like a tray. If it wasn't June, it was July. No, no, it was definitely June."
As if to be more convincing; Looking into everyone's eyes, you continued in a soft voice.
"It was the head. It's the beginning of June... When I arrived at the exhibition, I was quickly scrolling in front of the paintings. Suddenly, a picture caught my attention. The painting was too surrealist. There was a room in the picture in outline. The wall on the left side of the room had collapsed and was looking up at the sky, and below were glaciers, a yellow balloon with flowers in its basket. Do you understand a tree that is dry and without leaves, a tree with roots, where there is no wall that should be on the floor of the room?"
Then it didn't sound like he was asking a question, but he paused. "Yes," said Joseph, and our eyes turned again to the old man;
"A little beyond the wall that didn't exist, there was a piece of wall that was a continuation of that wall. And the Tower of Pisa, which is famous for its crooked stance..."
, Özal interrupted him, trying to correct the old man by saying "Leaning Tower of Pisa". The old man smiled, more sincere than before;
"Pizza, pizza... In Italy, pizza. There was a painting with a picture of that tower, and on the wall next to it there was a doorway and a window visible from the threshold, a view of the city that leaked into the painting through the window. There was even a crescent moon smiling vaguely over the city. Inside the room is the face of a half-stone man and some leafy hair that resembles willow leaves. Just to the right of the doorway was the fireplace and above it was a mirror. In the mirror there is an electric switch, and on it is the reflection of a photo of a woman. Do you understand?"
This time, without giving any time to answer, he told no one and went on to speak;
"There's another sill to the right of the fireplace and mirror, and a ship can be seen through the red door that opens, and the ship's sea flows into the house, and the frame of the pizza tower is crooked, did I mention it? It was crooked to bring the tower to a right angle."
He paused for a few moments, then changed his tone;
"To me, this detail was a big clue to the human soul. We humans are also very dishonest creatures in terms of our souls, and we spoil everything around us in order to make ourselves look flat in the landscape. First, we explore natural places, then we organize them as picnic and camping areas, and then we complain that "this place is no longer natural". We sit at picnic tables when we can sit on the floor, we are afraid. The sea came through the door, and on the far right of the picture was the end of a bookcase, from each shelf of which only two or three books were visible. There were also books in the middle of the room. The books were burning in the fire that burned outside the fireplace, there was a female figure at the head of the books, but as if it were genderless. There was a faint shadow in the places where her dress should have been, but it was transparent. The color of the dress had patterns on the parquet where it should have been, it was strange. One of the same girls was looking out at the landscape of glaciers and sky from where the wall of the room had made her absent, and behind her she had a book, an agenda, something like that. I was literally fascinated by this painting. I had never seen it anywhere before, at all. Do you understand?"
I was sure for myself that this old man was a madman, and I intended not to answer any of his questions. Despite their incomprehensible looks, Yusuf and Özal shook their heads in response.
"I'll never forget that moment. Just as I was standing in front of the painting, mesmerized, I heard a voice. A woman's voice saying that the painting is a lovely one. But I can swear to you, even now, it's the most beautiful female voice I've ever heard in my life. I'm an obsessive guy in situations like this, and I'm in no hurry to turn around. I enjoyed that moment, that dream world. If she was an ugly woman, it would make me sad and cause me to drink big raki instead
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