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The town of about two thousand people to the east of Vanlıca was like a corpse under the snow, which had not lost its freshness. The darkness of the early evening was dispelled by street lamps that turned the gently descending snowflakes into glowing fireflies.
Doctor Hasan Arda stared indifferently at his bearded reflection in the frozen glass and his small blue eyes that resembled Japanese, thinking about closing his clinic an hour early, when no one came today. Suddenly, he remembered that when he was young, he lived in the big city and there were so many people around him who respected him. Now he was old, had a tired face, and was all alone. The memory of the glory times was painful and dangerous. He put thoughts of the past out of his head.
Just as he was about to get up to implement his decision, there was a knock on the door.
"Enter," the doctor called.
A man younger than him entered, his beard was of medium length and combed, he wore a thick black coat and a Gray beret. He sat down at the registration table.
"What is your complaint?" said the doctor.
"My eyes itch and turn red and tears start to fall when there are no external factors."
"Your name?"
"Alexei Ince" 
paused as he typed. "I guess you're not Turkish," he said.
"Why?"
"The name... it doesn't look very Turkish," he smiled nervously. "It's none of my business, though. If you have insurance, that's enough."
"That's right, I'm not Turkish," the patient said. "Like you're not."
"Where did you get that from?" said the doctor, frowning.
"Your facial features show that you are not of the Turkish race."
Dr. Hassan was startled by Alexi's gaze. "I speak Turkish," he said, "and my name and identity are both Turkish. That makes me a Turk."
At the invitation of the doctor, the patient moved to the examination table. Dr. Hassan looked into Alexi's eyes with the light. "There doesn't seem to be a problem," he said. "Do you have a screen habit? When do your eyes get irritated?"
"When I'm alone, when I'm deep in thought."
The doctor stopped for a moment. "Maybe it's psychological. That is... What you're describing is an ordinary act of crying. If we think of something sad, we cry."
"You can heal me," Alexei said.
"If there's no physical problem, I can't do anything. Let's check your view."
He sat him down in a chair, and from a distance showed him smaller and smaller letters.
"e.... k.... And that's a second, doctor, it should be l. Is that right?"
When the examination was over, Dr. Hassan sighed and said, "It's all true." "Even if you don't want to admit it, there's nothing wrong with your eyes. This is a small clinic. I can write a referral to the hospital for further tests."
"There's no need," said Alexei with a wink. "You have my cure. Since it's psychological, let's sit down and talk."
––––––––
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Dr. Hassan thought, "We're swooning!" but he didn't make a sound. What would have happened if he had fired the man and closed the clinic? He was also alone at home. Maybe he should have sat down and listened to his troubles and amused himself.
"Well... Tell. What do you cry when you think about it?"
"I think let's go back a little bit to my childhood," he said. "That's what psychologists do, right? I was five years old when it turned out that I had hyperthymesia."

"But I'm not a psychologist and I don't know what hyperthymesia is," said Dr. Hassan, crossing his arms.
"Oh, is that so? Let me put it this way, Doctor, we hyperthymesia patients can't forget anything."
"We 
remember everything down to the smallest detail. Events, people...""Interesting."
"Let me see a man once," said Alexei proudly, "and I shall never forget him again. I know him by the pupils."
As he said this, he fixed his black eye on the doctor's pupils.
Dr. Hassan blushed. "Get the hell out of here!" he shouted.
"No, doctor," laughed the patient. "We're just getting started."
He locked the door of the clinic. Meanwhile, the other grabbed the phone but didn't pick up the line.
After saying that he had cut the internet lines and was carrying a signal jammer, Alexei pulled out a pistol and said, "Sit down." 

"You're going to listen to me." Cried.
Dr. Hassan cowered in fear. "Have mercy! pity me," and this time he didn't speak Turkish.
"None," he said. "Listen first. No one deserves to be punished without knowing their guilt. Though your guilt goes beyond the mountains, I will only tell you the part that touched me."
He continued without moving the pistol.
"My real name is Ahmet. I lived in the capital. We were two siblings; I was the younger one. I was bringing degrees to my family in quiz shows.
We were very happy until 2013. Then demonstrations began in the country. The people were fed up with the dictator, who was the son of a complete father. The world was rubbing its hands to divide the country. Perhaps they wanted to use the anger of the people..."When
Dr. Hassan was about to open his mouth, he shouted "hush!"
"My brother was a college student. He was participating in the protests. He did nothing but unfurl banners and shout slogans. All he wanted was a more livable country. The dictator opened fire on his people... My brother died on the spot."
"What's the matter?" said the doctor, with his mad boldness. "When the dictator left, did the country turn into paradise? Or is it filled with terrorist organizations?"
"Listen further," said the man, raising his free hand. The other was still holding a pistol. "My father was killed after a fight with the police over my brother's death. My mother also went to jail. I stayed with a relative who was like an orphan. I never heard from my mother again. We were not members of any organization. We were people of the people. What have I done to you? Why did you break up my family, doctor?"
Ahmet's eyes, which went in under the pseudonym Alexi, began to itch and turn red, and tears began to descend.
"Look, doctor," he said. "I cry thinking about this. You caused it. And you have my cure."
His memory was torturing Ahmed, a leftist. He carried the memories of the internal conflicts he experienced as a child in his brain like nails.
"Maybe it won't make my pain go away to take you away... But justice will be served."
The next morning, the officials who came to fix the general internet malfunction in the town entered the clinic with the door open and found Hasan Arda, or rather the dictator, who had grown a beard and had a fake identity, dead on a white background with a single bullet in the forehead.
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As a matter of fact; She didn't realize how innocent she was, the drops rolling down her cheeks. He had put a pained expression on his face without realizing it. With frowning eyebrows, pursed lips, and brittle tears, he resembled a small child. It was difficult to decipher the meaning of the expression on her face and the drops streaming from her eyelashes. What could have made her cry so deeply, hurt her, make her feel in pain? in his frowning eyebrows; There was an expression of great irritation about something, an air of heartbroken lover on her pursed lips, and a sad mother's sadness in her tears.

I watched it for minutes. At the same time, she was still crying on the cold bench where she was sitting. I had the desire to go to him and find out the reason for his condition. But I couldn't predict how he would react. A painful, sad, angry and tearful woman; You never knew who, when, or how he would behave, and I didn't know either. But there was a senseless compassion for him in me. I wanted to hug her tight and cry together.
Unable to suppress the emotions I was experiencing as intensely as he was, I got up from my seat and walked towards him. It must have been because he was in such a bad state that he was not aware that I was approaching him, for he had not heard the shrill sounds that my trembling feet had left on the cold and silent paving stones. I was slowly approaching his shadow. I suddenly thought about how correct this decision was, during a few steps of the moment, when I realized that this period of time was actually too short.

Before I could find an answer to my own questions, I approached the woman very closely. The distance between us had narrowed considerably, and the last few steps were enough for me to reach him. It was at this moment that the woman sprang from her seat with the flurry of a postman, and began to run, leaving on the paving stones a louder sound than my trembling steps made. 

I couldn't figure out what was going on and just stood there. I thought he was scared of me, but that was impossible as he was so ecstatic that he didn't even notice my footsteps.

I stared silently behind her for a moment as she walked away. Even at his departure, there was a sadness. She ran so timid and fragile that tears fell from her skirts to the cobblestones. After watching her for a few minutes like this, I sat down on the bench on which she had just cried. I don't know what the reason for that was. Perhaps by doing so, I would understand what he felt, what he was experiencing, and why he was crying so bitterly. To understand someone, you had to put yourself in their shoes, and I put myself
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