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When he woke up in the morning, he saw that nature was covered in white. Snow was covered everywhere. It was said that at least two feet of snow had fallen. He put his face against the window and plunged into the past. He went back years without thinking about how much history a child can have.

That year, the most beautiful girl of the village of Karakuz came to their village as a bride. The excitement of the festival was at its peak as he came towards the village on a white horse, dressed in white, accompanied by drums and zurna. The snow had stopped, the blizzard had eased, and the wind had become meaningless. Nature fell silent and saluted, as if celebrating Mercan's arrival. When the wedding procession came, all the drums that were beating exploded with the violence of the mallet. After hours of weddings, everyone retired to their homes at night.

Exhausted, the villagers retreated to their homes early.

In the morning, his village had received a rumor, and he had walked. Gossips were at work, and laws written by human engineers were enacted.

At dawn in the morning, a rumor spread in the village that Mercan was not a virgin. The bloody sheet had not been handed to the observer who had been waiting at the door on the night of the wedding. It was the beginning of the end for Coral. Gossips were at work, and laws written by Traditional engineers were enacted. Village and family elders held meetings that lasted for hours. The decision was made, Coral was to be returned to his family. Honor or revenge? Puzzler. Was it worth sacrificing a life for a drop of blood? Although the time was not clear, it was announced that they would leave late one night.

Mercan's father was informed of the news. Those who brought the news were caught in a blizzard on the way back. While he was finding his way to the white horse that was to take Mercan, the other person was lost because he had lost his way. They found it months later when the snow began to melt.

It was a Friday. A dry frost. Everywhere in the snow-covered village was white. It was so white because of the dawn of the moon that it was as if it were daytime. 

There were no wolves that surrounded the village every night and howled until morning. It was as if all living things must have been overwhelmed with mourning, and this silence caused him fear. Nature was silent to-night, the peasants were on the dirt drop, all blind, all deaf, all garnet. Male dominance, the power to be a power, once again showed its dark side. Coral was mounted on a white horse and tied to the horse. By tying a tin to the horse's tail, they released it with a whip or two. A white horse, a young girl dressed in white, were galloping into obscurity. 

When I saw her on a white horse in the dress she was a bride in, a lot flowed in my childish soul. It was like a star in my heart on a white horse, in white, on white snow. 

Her tears dried up as she walked away. It was an incredible trauma for a child.

As soon as he woke up, he ran to the window. He wanted to look away. Who knows, maybe that white horse came back to the village, maybe he was waiting to be called to the village somewhere far away from the village, maybe he came back thinking that he could not carry the weight of the load he carried. 

Looking out the window, he was disappointed. Nothing he thought of had come true. Looking through the window, he made eye contact with a sparrow that had landed in front of the window. They stared at each other for minutes. A sense of freedom enveloped the heart as the cold and hungry sparrow flew away.

Towards evening, the bird walked towards the rock. The sound of snow and ice every time he took a step was like a prayer to God 
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He ran up the stairs. After closing the door of his room with great hatred, he threw himself on his bed. One by one, sobs knotted in his throat. He knew very well that he would never be able to digest what he had just experienced, and perhaps that was why he cried with such desperate hatred.
It hurt even more when she looked in the mirror just across from her bed and saw the red color on her face. When he was only in his early twenties, he received perhaps his first slap from his beloved father. It certainly wasn't the redness on his face that hurt. His pride was broken. It really hurt for a little girl to love her father for years, more than anything else, and to consider him perhaps the most valuable asset in the world, but when she grew up to be a young girl, she took this slap to the deepest part of her heart. Father; Instead of hugging him for the first time with his arms outstretched, he had lifted them for another action, and his lowering was too heavy.
Tears rolled down her cheeks, as if to soothe the redness on her face. It was as if he was trying to hide an embarrassing truth with great persistence. However, he had not committed a disgraceful crime. In fact, he was not guilty of any crime.
She had just paid the heaviest price of being a young girl. He was never given a choice. He thought, "I don't know if I would have chosen the same parents" if they were granted such a right now, but the only thing I know is; In the same way in front of his father, what he wanted was to show how determined he was in the thing.
The reason for this first slap from his father was that he wanted to leave home. His father had realized how determined he was in this request. Perhaps his determination made him so angry. He hadn't even asked why he wanted to leave home. Because none of the answers he could give meant anything to him. He knew very well that it was impossible for him to accept such a thing. He had protested against everything. But there was no such offensive act among those they risked.
He really wanted to leave his family. This was also very difficult for him. As a matter of fact, he would have suffered the deepest wound and suffered the most. It was very difficult for him to try to stand alone, away from his family. Although he knew very well why he wanted to take on such a challenge, he could not explain it to anyone.
He wanted to go. He wanted to listen to his inner voice before it was too late and do what he believed was right. He didn't have the slightest feeling that he would regret it in the end. He knew that everything would be much better. In this city, staying with his family seemed pointless. The mentality that the girl sits in her house with her family did not accept her body and soul. Although this unbreakable taboo in his parents' minds prevented his decisions, his wishes and actions would not change.
After crying in front of the mirror for hours, she put her head on her pillow and completely covered her face with her quilt, just like during her elementary school years. 
When he was younger, he was very afraid of the dark. By doing so, it was as if the space around me was getting smaller and smaller, and she thought that the quilt she pulled over her head would protect her from all the scary things. When he was so out of breath and overwhelmed in bed for minutes, he would open the duvet a little and fall asleep breathing with the weak air coming from there. Now, however, fear was certainly not the reason for doing so. He was no longer afraid of anything. She had even become a young girl who was fearless enough to stand alone in a whole city, far from home. His current state was not out of fear, but of resentment. The redness on his face warmed the pillow as if it were burning. He wasn't afraid of the dark, he was just ashamed.
He just stood in bed for a few minutes. At such times, his father would come to me at night and try to explain that there was nothing to be afraid of. But now for the first time, he would place a small kiss on her blushing cheek and leave. He thought it would be like that again. 
He was unwittingly waiting for his father. He was so caught up in the anticipation that he forgot for a moment what had just happened. He was about to call out to his father and call him to his side, when the sound of the slap he had received suddenly rang in his ears and brought him to his senses. 

He had to sleep heartbroken. There was nothing he could do but throw all that had happened into him and magnify what he had kept silent within.
When he woke up in the morning, the resentment and determination in him still hadn't subsided. As soon as he opened his eyes, he felt that it was time for him to choose the place where he would wake up from today. He had to make a decision in the early hours of the morning. There was no point in stopping and thinking any longer. The decision he would make now would completely affect his life from now on. Either he was going to stay at home with his family, whom he loved very much but could never leave, or he was going to leave home, leaving everything behind and throw himself into the most difficult part of life. 
For a girl in her twenties, it was
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