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The first light of the morning had left a pale elegance on the tablecloths of the hospital cafeteria. Just like Aylin's inner world, it is elegant but dull.
He held his head in his two hands, staring blankly at the sycamore trees outside. The familiar pain that spread to his temples gently reminded him of himself. This pain did not end when it began, sometimes lasting for weeks. Sometimes Aylin felt like she had a wound on her head and was bleeding. Her swan-like neck stood defenseless on her shoulders.
At that moment, a voice from a few tables away interrupted his thoughts: "Scm and trapezius muscles... The load accumulated in this area in long-necked people makes headaches inevitable. In fact, the pain is not from the brain; it comes from the resistance of the body," he told himself.
Aylin looked up. What was said carried not only knowledge, but also a kind of inner peace. He was a tall, intently staring man with his black hair combed back. He was watching his surroundings with dark, deep, but patient eyes.

-Did you tell me? Aylin asked. The man smiled. 
-Actually, I said it from my heart. But I guess I got caught. I am a psychiatrist, my name is Kadir.
- Me too, Aylin. I'm a sociologist. But it's more... I'm a collector of silence.
They didn't shake hands, but something touched each other, a fragile familiarity they both felt.
The next day, while Aylin was sitting at the same table, Kadir asked for permission and pulled a chair to the table, and they shared an intense silence together for a long time in the mist of tea. Aylin broke the silence. 

-My mother always told me to "stand tall, like swans". But "the more I stand upright, the more my head hurts." He continued
, "Because it's one thing to stand upright, it's another thing to be forced to stand upright," Kadir said.
Aylin bowed her head. That familiar gesture is both embarrassment and introversion. Kadir took out a notebook from his pocket and drew a few exercises.
-These are for the neck. But maybe a little breathing and mindfulness is enough first.
-Without a prescription?"
-Just understanding. Sometimes this is the most effective drug. Qadir said.
Over time, they began to greet each other silently in the hospital corridors. Then they walked together. Then they shared books, music, notes.

Aylin's world was like a house of glass with thick walls; From the inside it was fragile, from the outside only the reflection was visible. Kadir waited patiently in front of this glass house.
Their friendship grew in an unusual silence. Words were replaced by glances and silences. What started as a coincidence in the hospital cafeteria gradually turned into two lonely souls slowly clinging to each other. Most of the time, Kadir did not tell, but only listened. Aylin didn't tell me most of the time, but it was healing to be silent with him.
Conversations were replaced by glances, and gazes were replaced by the compassion of silence. Kadir did not touch Aylin's walls; He just stood next to him.
One evening, Aylin invited Kadir to her house. As soon as he entered, a few cats caught Kadir's eye. Each of them was in a different corner of the house; But they all shared the same silence.
"Are they all yours?" asked Kadir.
-Yes. But actually... they are myself. 
Aylin said, introducing the cats one by one. It was as if he was a cat expert.
Kadir listened quietly and looked at them in silence. 

-It's all part of you. And each of them speaks.
They didn't talk much that night. But their silence was meaningful. For the first time, Kadir realized the need for validation within Aylin.
One morning, Kadir came early. Traces of rain were on the window. Aylin held her head for a moment as she stared without stirring her coffee. Kadir immediately spoke:
Pain again? Maybe you're too focused on this feeling.
Aylin paused. Before her eyes filled with tears, she could just
—You thought you understood me. But you didn't see the swan in me, you only saw the symptom. 
The next morning he left a small note: "I am not a case, Kadir. Sometimes you don't want to be understood, you want to be felt."
Something was broken. Maybe it wasn't the bond between them, it was the expectation that was broken. Maybe the thin glass swan inside Aylin cracked. Perhaps Kadir's well-intentioned words sometimes unwittingly turned into a therapy mirror. Aylin began to see herself as a patient in that mirror. But he was just a person who wanted to be felt. Who wants to be seen with the heart, not with the eyes...
Kadir was silent for days, thinking. Not as a therapist, but as a human being. He understood that Aylin's pain did not come from her body, but from her need to be seen.
Another morning, with a small notebook in his hand, he knocked on the door:
"I want to meet your cats. This time not to understand them, but simply to love them. So do you.
Aylin bowed her head. This time it was not a break, but an acceptance.
Everything was simpler now. Aylin heard herself more clearly, Kadir spoke less. One of the cats jumped on Aylin's lap. Someone else stepped out of the chair and approached. The other climbed once and did not fall. The youngest one just blinked without getting up from his seat. The eldest did not change his place, but blinked for the first time.
"I don't have a headache anymore," Aylin said.
Kadir whispered softly, "because I don't silence you anymore,"
Aylin said, turning her eyes to him:
-We are no longer shadows to each other, but a light. Said the
house was quiet. But this time, peace was talking.
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Grandfather and child
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The first rays of one morning filtered through the curtains of the room and fell on the young boy's tired face. Still rubbing his eyes sleepily in his bed, he was startled by the ringing of the phone, which broke the silence that pervaded the room. Worried, he picked up the phone and heard the other party explain his grandfather's situation in a shaky voice. They said he was in intensive care and his condition was serious. His parents may have left years ago, but his grandfather had always been there for him. Now, it was her turn to be by her side.

The boy quickly got ready and headed to the hospital. There was confusion in his heart. She had grown up with her grandfather for years and was nurtured by his love. During this time, with his grandfather fathering him, a special bond was formed between them. Grandpa was everything to him.

When he reached the intensive care unit, he was greeted by the rhythm of heart monitors echoing through the white corridors. 

He rolled his eyes and saw his grandfather lying bedridden, breathing with the help of a respirator. The tears in his eyes merged with a sadness that squeezed his chest. He held out his hand to his grandfather's pale face and felt his warmth.

For the next four years, the boy sacrificed everything and devoted time to his grandfather. His school, his friends, and the freedoms of his youth took a back seat. The only thing that mattered to him was supporting his grandfather. He spent the nights sleeping in the hospital, and the days chatting with his grandfather and singing songs to him. Although he tried to hide the despair and fatigue in his eyes from time to time, he was in pain on the inside. But being with his grandfather gave him strength.

One morning, he heard the door to the intensive care unit open. As he rushed in, he guessed the result from the look on the doctors' faces. As the words he heard pierced his heart, he suddenly felt as if the world had begun to revolve around him. 

Unable to take it anymore, he collapsed into a chair in the corner of the room. She burst into tears and let out the pain that had been enveloping her.

He no longer had a grandfather. The four years he had spent with her had turned into a path of no return. However, the boy would forever carry in his heart the memories of his grandfather's love and the sacrifice he made for him. Grandpa had become his father. He taught her love, selflessness and patience. 

For the rest of his life, he would do his best to honor the memory of his grandfather.

After wiping away tears, the boy held his grandfather's hand tightly and made a promise to him. "Your paternal love will live in me for the rest of my life, grandfather. Now rest in peace with the angels, I will never forget you."
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