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He had never seen Him.
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He didn't know his face, his hands, his smile; he only knew his voice, his words, and the form of his silence. But strangely enough, he felt that someone he could never touch was connected to his deepest parts.
Their conversation started with a night message. First a line, then a word, and then a breath of fresh air in his life with his sentences. One day he realized that when he did not speak with that voice, the day was incomplete. When he laughed, something was happening inside him that flowed towards him. What about when you cry? When he cried, he hated himself even more and thought about how inadequate the sentences he wrote, the words he said, and the emotions he made you feel were.
They corresponded all day long. For minutes, "he writes..." Even waiting for his testimony was a source of happiness for him. Sometimes long sentences, sometimes short words of love. He wrote down those words one by one in every particle of his mind. He had learned with his words how sometimes coy, sometimes tired, and mostly a loving heart felt.
One night, he said, "Even if people don't see each other, can they love each other so much from miles away?" He thought about this sentence for a long time. Yes, he had never seen it, but his presence was a silent healing. Loving someone without ever seeing them was like humming a song without ever listening to it. He understood that one could be happy with the mere existence of a person.
Time passed. Articles have decreased, sentences have become shorter. Then one day he didn't write anymore. Neither a farewell nor a statement... just silence. He carried that silence inside him like a grave. But he always kept spinning that melody in his mind.
Sometimes he would question whether he really knew him. A picture, a few sentences, and maybe. "Maybe I liked his possibility," he would say to himself. "But there was such a warmth in that possibility; A soul mate who connects my heart to his heart with the most invisible ties, in whom I find myself"
––––––––
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One evening he opened old messages. He looked for traces of him between the lines. It was so real that it was as if his breath was between words. He got stuck in one sentence; "Will I really see you one day?"
He looked out the window. The night was rainy, the city was quiet. A star has fallen in the sky. He smiled. Because the wish that always passed through him but would never come true was always the same;
"Let me never be attached to anyone like this again, but if I do, let it be to Him again."

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Uncle Hasan and Others

[image: ]


He passed under the successive shadows created by the evening sun of the trees, accompanied by the sounds of locusts and birds. He looked over the low garden wall and there was no one, so Uncle Hasan had not yet arrived, obviously he was still dealing with the cows, but he wanted to greet him. Just as he was about to turn his head from the garden and look in front of him, a plastic jar he saw there for the first time caught his eye, there were corn cobs in it, and its mouth was closed. He thought he was probably going to plant corn, it was the beginning of summer, it was the season. He returned to the street surrounded by perforated shadows in front of him to go home. He turned the corner of the street and saw Uncle Hasan coming out of the courtyard of his house. Uncle Hasan; He was a 65-year-old retired village guard. His hair had fallen out except for the edges and had become gray; He had a deep and long scar on his left arm, which he had seen in his youth, but it was not possible to see it now; because Uncle Hasan had been wearing long-sleeved shirts for years. He immediately headed towards that direction and caught up with him and greeted him. 

After closing the courtyard door, Uncle Hasan made eye contact with the young man, and after a short surprise, he responded to the young man's greeting. This curious young man was always with him, in fact, he liked it, after all, it is the dream of all old people to pass on their memories to someone else without forgetting them.
They walked together. The young man asked about the cobs he saw in the garden: "Aren't you going to plant them?"
Uncle Hasan, on the other hand, had completely forgotten them, he said in a tired voice: "Oh, of course, it's true." His voice was tired, a little shaky, as if his vocal cords were bound by nicotine from smoking. They went to the garden together. Uncle Hasan was tired until he came to the garden, he was wheezing and wheezing now. The young man went to the garden to help him,
"If you allow me, I will plant them for you"
Uncle Hasan said with an unexpected liveliness: "No, I can do my own business". He did what suited him again, he did not want to be indebted to anyone, he did not expect help from anyone. The young man watched him and began to furrow the plowed earth with a hoe. Under the orange sun, this old and hunchbacked body was bending and straightening, and the lines on Uncle Hasan's face, illuminated by sunlight, were becoming clear. Those lines were formed in 65 years, they were hidden in those lines for 65 years, hundreds of deaths and thousands of sadness were hidden in those lines. Looking towards him, he saw the tiredness in his eyes and stared until the eyelids of the young and old body blinked. Suddenly he realized that they had left the corn behind. He immediately ran and brought it. Uncle Hasan gave an unexpected reaction and thanked him with a warm smile for the first time. The young man didn't know what to say, something sketchy came out of his mouth, because he had never heard anything like this from him before. Uncle Hasan was someone who did not want to be indebted to anyone, he did everything himself, he had never seen him thank someone. After the planting work was finished, they returned home and said goodbye to Uncle Hasan. 
Uncle Hasan also went home, he had no one, he had probably never been married. The young man knew very little about him, only talking about his memories of being a soldier and a village guard, avoiding other private questions. The next day, he woke up early in the morning and walked a little towards the garden; He also passed by Uncle Hasan's garden. Normally, he was supposed to be here, Uncle Hasan had been breaking his routine for two times. There must have been something wrong. He walked to the end of the street, went up from there and turned left again. It was now opposite Uncle Hasan's house.
It was only 5 o'clock, there was no one around. Even the birds did not start singing, there were intermittent sheep bleating and rooster sounds around. He pulled the hook of the brown painted iron door of Uncle Hasan's house, went inside, went to the side of the coop, saw a stone on the ground, chickens and roosters gathered around him and were pecking at the bottom of the bowl. When he went a little further, he saw Uncle Hasan lying on the ground on the other side of the coop.
Uncle Hasan passed away that day. The day before, he lost consciousness once and fainted, so he came late in the evening. The orphaned old man was buried quietly. The young man was very upset.
Uncle Hasan had more to ask, he would find out who he was, now no one would recognize him, he would never have been such a person.
Later, as he passed by the old man's garden, he would see that life never stopped, no matter how many lives were lost. Neither the corn planted by Uncle Hasan had stopped growing, nor the roosters had stopped crowing. Just as the ocean did not change when a spoonful of water was taken from the ocean, life did not change by taking a few lives from the ocean of life. In spite of the lives that ended, other lives always continued.
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Start and End Point.
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I am where it all begins and ends. With my bare feet, I hurried past the ruins. My aim was to reach the square. I stopped, looked around, everywhere was everywhere. Each brick showed not the destroyed houses, but the destroyed lives. I started to listen around. The sirens coming from afar revealed desperation. Again, again... We were used to living, to being condemned to live. I continued walking, trying to silence the voices in my head. When I arrived at the square, despite all these destroyed houses, a brand new dark blue building greeted me at the end of the long road. This building was the gathering center of our region. Right where it should be, right in the middle of these ruins, as if to say 'look, I'm here' in the focus of pain...
I had to try to quiet this melancholic atmosphere inside me for about a day. I put that fake smile on my face that almost everyone has. Everything is fine after all (!), but I guess I'm happy despite everything...
I am alive, I can breathe. I can be myself, even if it's for six hours a day. I try to live my life as freely as possible. A child trying to be free for six hours...
I was slightly startled in a way that no one could see. I entered the A-7 building of the Center. As usual, I said good morning to the female attendant at the door with perfect facial features with
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