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This is not a story about love.
Or perhaps it is only about love.
But not the kind that saves people.

In every age, there are men and women who walk through crowded cities carrying a silence no one notices. They speak, they smile, they continue living — yet somewhere deep inside them, an invisible room remains locked forever. Some spend their entire lives standing before that door without ever daring to open it.

This novel was born from that silence.

The spirit of Madonna in a Fur Coat can be felt between these pages — not as imitation, but as an echo. A lonely soul wandering through memory, longing, regret, and the unbearable weight of human intimacy. Yet this story chooses a different path: a sharper fragmentation of emotion, a more immediate wound, a quieter destruction.

The narrative moves through what modern storytelling calls microdrama:
small moments carrying enormous emotional fractures.
A glance that changes a life.
A sentence remembered for years.
A silence louder than confession.
A room, a cigarette, a passing reflection on glass — and suddenly an entire human soul collapses inward.
Because real tragedies rarely arrive with noise.

They arrive softly.

This is a novel for those who have loved too late, spoken too little, or carried entire worlds inside themselves without ever being understood.

And perhaps that is why these pages may feel familiar.

Because somewhere, in one forgotten corner of your life, this story may already belong to you.

MELİKE MELİS
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Night trains always sounded tired in Istanbul.

Not loud.

Not dramatic.

Just tired.

The metro moved through the underground darkness with a low metallic hum, shaking softly every few seconds as if the city itself was breathing in its sleep.

Nobody looked at each other.

A teenage girl scrolled endlessly through TikTok videos, her face turning blue and pink beneath the shifting lights of her screen.

A man near the door argued with someone on the phone.

“No, listen to me for once—”

A child cried somewhere farther down the wagon.

Nobody reacted.

Not even the mother.

Especially not the mother.

The city had mastered the art of ignoring pain.

Kerem sat in the corner seat beside the window, one leg slightly bouncing from exhaustion. His black coat still smelled faintly of rain. The metro glass reflected half of his face back at him like a stranger trying to remember his name.

In his hands was Kürk Mantolu Madonna.

The Turkish edition was old.
Its corners were bent.
Several pages carried the pale yellow scars of coffee stains.
He had read the novel three times already.

Still, every few months, he returned to it the same way lonely people return to old songs they pretend not to miss.

His thumb paused on a sentence about Raif Efendi.

Something about invisibility.

Something about being present in a room without ever truly arriving inside it.

Kerem exhaled slowly.

He understood that feeling too well.

Not sadness.

Not exactly.

Just the exhausting sensation of living slightly outside of everyone else’s life.

The train jerked softly.

His phone screen lit up inside his coat pocket.

A podcast application had opened automatically after the music playlist ended.

He almost closed it.

Then he heard the voice.

A woman.

Calm.

Soft.

Not seductive.
Not artificial.
The kind of voice that sounded like it never rushed for anyone.

“Some people enter a room...
and the silence changes.”
Kerem’s eyes lifted from the page.

The metro noise suddenly felt distant.

The woman continued.

“And some people leave...
but the room keeps thinking about them.”
The words were simple.

Too simple, maybe.

But something inside the way she spoke made them feel unfinished.
Like she wasn’t trying to impress strangers.
Like she had once believed those words herself.
Kerem lowered the book slowly.

For the first time that night, he looked around the wagon as if waking from somewhere far away.

The teenager was still scrolling.

The man was still shouting.

The child was still crying.

But the woman’s voice moved through all of it gently, untouched by the chaos.

Kerem listened.

The program had no intro music.
No advertisements.
No forced energy.
Only her voice.

“People think loneliness comes from being ignored.
I don’t think that’s true anymore.”
A small pause.

“I think loneliness begins the moment you realize nobody is really listening.”

Kerem smiled faintly.

Not because it was profound.

Because it was honest.

And honesty had become rare.

The train entered another tunnel.

Lights flickered briefly overhead.

The woman started reading passages from an old novel Kerem couldn’t identify immediately. Her voice moved carefully over each sentence, as if she respected words too much to waste them.

Kerem rested the book against his chest.

He closed his eyes for a moment.

And without meaning to, he imagined her.

Not her face.

Just fragments.

Dark hair maybe.

Tired eyes.

A woman sitting alone in a dim studio somewhere in the city while the rest of Istanbul tried desperately not to feel empty.

The thought made something ache quietly inside him.

He opened his eyes again.

The reflection in the metro glass looked even more distant now.

Then the thought arrived suddenly.

So naturally it almost frightened him.

“I wish my Madonna sounded like this.”

The metro continued through the darkness.

And somewhere above them, the city kept glowing like a machine that had forgotten how to sleep.
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The next night, Kerem searched for her voice the way people search for songs they pretend they barely remember.

Not obsessively.

Not yet.

Just curiously.

He sat alone in his apartment with the television on mute while rain pressed softly against the windows. The city outside looked blurred and distant beneath the wet orange glow of streetlights.

His apartment was small.
Too clean.
Too temporary.
Nothing in it looked lived in except the books.

Books on the floor.
Books on the kitchen counter.
Books stacked beside the couch like unfinished conversations.
His phone rested in his hand while he scrolled through dozens of podcasts.

Late-night philosophy channels.
Relationship advice.
True crime.
Artificial intimacy disguised as conversation.
None of them sounded human.

He almost gave up.

Then suddenly—

That voice again.

Soft.

Unhurried.

As if she spoke only after thinking carefully about silence first.

Kerem stopped moving immediately.

The screen displayed the program name:

“After Midnight.”

No profile picture.
No information.
No social media links.
Only a black screen and a small white microphone icon.

The live listener count was low.

183 people.

That strangely made him trust it more.

The woman was reading messages sent anonymously by listeners.

Some were ridiculous.

Some sad.

Some clearly written by drunk people trying not to call someone they missed.

She read each message calmly, never mocking anyone.

That was rare too.

Most people today treated vulnerability like entertainment.

Her voice moved quietly through the darkness of Kerem’s apartment.

“Someone wrote:
‘I think I’m becoming emotionally unavailable.’”
A faint smile could almost be heard in her voice.

“No.
I think you’re becoming emotionally tired.
Those are different things.”
Kerem leaned back slowly.

Rain slid down the window beside him.

He didn’t know why he was listening this carefully.

Maybe because she sounded like someone who had suffered privately.

Not dramatically.

Not poetically.

Just quietly enough for nobody to notice.

Another message appeared.

This time she paused before reading it.

A longer silence than before.

Then:

“Someone asks...
‘Why can’t some people believe they’re loved?’”
The apartment suddenly felt smaller.

Kerem lowered his phone slightly.

The woman didn’t answer immediately.

There was only the low static hum of the broadcast.

Then she spoke.

Very softly.

“Because some people grow up
learning not how to be loved...”
A small pause.

“...but how to be tolerated.”

Kerem froze.

Completely.

The rain.
The room.
The passing headlights outside.
Everything seemed to stop for one strange second.

He stared at nothing.

Something old moved quietly inside his chest.

Not a memory exactly.

More like the shadow of one.

His father sitting silently at dinner.
His mother exhausted all the time.
Teachers calling him “quiet” as if quietness were a personality instead of a hiding place.
Suddenly he remembered being twelve years old and apologizing for entering the living room too loudly.

He hadn’t thought about that in years.

Kerem swallowed slowly.

The woman continued reading messages, but now her voice sounded farther away somehow.

His mind stayed trapped inside that sentence.

Not loved.

Tolerated.

It disturbed him because it felt true.

And truth was dangerous when heard at the right hour of the night.

He stood up and walked toward the kitchen.

The apartment floor creaked softly beneath his feet.

He poured water into a glass but forgot to drink it.

Behind him, the woman said:

“Some children become adults
who apologize for existing.
And nobody notices,
because they become very polite.”
Kerem closed his eyes.

A bitter smile appeared briefly on his face.

For the first time in months, he felt as if someone had accidentally read a page from his private thoughts out loud.

Not because the words were extraordinary.

Because they weren’t.

Because they sounded lived.

That frightened him more.

He walked back to the couch and stared again at the black podcast screen.

No face.

No name.

Only the voice.

Outside, thunder rolled somewhere far across the city.

And for reasons he couldn’t explain yet, Kerem stayed awake until the broadcast ended.
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