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THE WHİTE ROOM

As Füsun walked toward the white room on the hospital's third floor, she noticed her palms sweating. Though she was experienced in her profession, the excitement she felt struck her as unusual. Despite the countless patients she had cared for and the many stories she had witnessed, the special circumstances of the patients in the white room always deeply affected her. 

When she entered the room by pressing the keypad on its locked door, it was midday, and the room was brightly lit. She found the patient sitting upright in bed, rocking back and forth aimlessly. The patient's pale face bore the same blank, expressionless look as always. Her long red hair was disheveled, the top two buttons of her shirt were undone, and she was gripping one wrist tightly with the other hand, as if restraining herself from running away. 

"Good morning," Füsun said with a smile. She knew, of course, that there would be no response. Yet she enjoyed trying to communicate with the patient, perceiving even this one-sided interaction as a form of connection. She entertained dreams of doing what the doctors could not, imagining herself achieving miraculous breakthroughs as a caregiver. 

In some moments of the day, Füsun would drift into her dream world, pulling out and nurturing the idealistic fantasies she kept hidden in the depths of her mind. In these recurring dreams, all the hospital staff and doctors would speak of her: "Füsun has restored the memory of the patient in the white room. The patient has started to remember everything. Füsun deserves recognition this month." She crafted these imaginary dialogues and smiled as if she were actually hearing them. 

"What a woman!" the hospital director would say in her imagination. "It turns out Füsun has abilities we didn’t know about. Look at how she miraculously healed the patient in the white room. The patient suddenly remembered everything about their past. Füsun has changed this person’s life." 

In Füsun's daydreams, even the patient's family members wanted to meet her, curious about this talented, unsung hero. They marveled at how she had, with an instinctive and natural touch, managed to heal their loved one who had been confined to the white room for months. In the cafeteria, people spoke of her mysterious abilities. Everyone wanted to sit with her, chat with her, and learn how she had accomplished the impossible. 

Even the doctors, who had never witnessed such a miracle in their careers, vied to have Füsun as their assistant. Every doctor dreamed of working with her. But as Füsun indulged in these thoughts, she was jolted back to reality by the patient’s coughing fit. The wonderful short film she had crafted in her mind ended abruptly, just like all the others, replaced by the harsh, cold winds of reality that pierced her to the core.

"Come on, let’s get up," she said to the patient. With her long arms, she lifted the patient and helped her lean on her shoulder as they made their way to the bathroom. "What a tough job this is," Füsun thought to herself. As the patient moved with heavy, deliberate steps, Füsun worked to quell the impatient part of herself and match the patient’s pace. After helping her use the toilet, Füsun guided her toward the shower cabin.

"Lift your arms," she instructed. "Good. That’s it. Don’t be shy. There’s nothing to be embarrassed about. Believe me, compared to other shames, nudity is the most innocent." 

The patient looked at Füsun with blank eyes. Her gaze took on the quality of a normal person staring blankly while lost in thought. The difference was that, while normal people could snap out of such a state with a slight prompt, this patient was condemned to live that way. Words, prods, conversations, or touches weren’t enough to elicit a response. 

Still, Füsun found meaning even in the patient’s vacant expressions. It was a habit she had developed after spending so much time caring for her. Over time, Füsun had honed her observational skills to understand when the patient was hungry, happy, or sad. 

"Now it’s shower time," she said. She slid open the door of the shower cabin and helped the patient inside. 

Füsun took the patient’s cream-colored bathrobe out of the closet. "At least you can walk," she joked with the patient. "Otherwise, this would be much harder. How’s the water? Do you want me to make it a bit warmer?" When she saw that the patient’s body didn’t react to the water, she continued washing. "So, I guess you find the temperature just right," she said. "See, even though you don’t speak, we can still communicate, can’t we? Now, let’s untangle that hair. Do you like apple-scented shampoo? I love it. Tilt your head forward a bit. Perfect. So, how’s life in the white room? Are you bored? God only knows what you’ve been through to end up here. Was it your beauty that caused you trouble? Who knows whose hearts you’ve broken?"

The patient’s poor soul, trapped in a mechanical body, couldn’t respond to Füsun. She simply listened with a blank expression, as if trying to understand the words. Füsun searched the patient’s aimless, expressionless gaze for the faintest hint of meaning or a spark of emotion. "Do you understand what I’m saying?" Füsun asked. "Or are you just pretending?" She laughed. For a moment, the patient looked at Füsun with curious eyes, as if seeing someone smile for the first time. Her face held the expression of a child discovering a smile for the first time.

As Füsun’s hands spread the apple-scented shampoo over the patient’s head, she used the showerhead to lather it into foam. "Smells nice, doesn’t it?" Füsun said. "When I was a kid, there weren’t fancy shampoos like this. My mom used to wash us with green soap. But believe it or not, I don’t know if we got that dirty or if she scrubbed us that well, but

the water would run black. It was as if we’d collected all the dust and dirt from the streets and brought it home." She laughed. "Once, I remember..." But she didn’t finish the sentence. As if snapping out of a dream, she became aware of herself and startled. "What am I doing?" she murmured under her breath. "Telling my childhood memories to this poor woman was all that was left." She sighed. "Sometimes I can’t tell which one of us is the patient."

She paused the one-sided conversation for a while and focused solely on her work. As she soaped the patient from head to toe, she observed her body, wondering what kind of life this unfortunate woman had lived before. *What has this body witnessed?* she thought. *Where have these feet walked? Whose hands have these touched? Who did these hands cook meals for? Who kissed these full breasts, or ran their fingers through this long red hair? Where have these delicate feet stepped? And who has gazed into those glassy green eyes shining like gems?*

Füsun took a deep breath as she contemplated the life story hidden within this body. This must be what dying feels like, she thought. The only difference is that in death, the body merges with the earth. But like this, you’re somewhere between existing and not existing.

After dressing the patient in her bathrobe, she helped her out of the bathroom. As she dried the patient’s hair, she smiled at the relaxed look on her face. "Feels good, doesn’t it?" she said. "Cleanliness is always good. You smell fresh now. Everyone will approach you without hesitation. Even kids won’t run away from you anymore. I wish we could talk, have long conversations. Who knows what stories you have to tell."

"Now, let’s get these feet up," she said as she slipped the hospital slippers onto the patient’s feet. When they returned to the room, Füsun looked around at the stark, spaceship-like design and muttered, "What was the point of making everything so colorless? I don’t understand architects. Even a healthy person would feel sick in here." 

She helped the patient into bed and tucked her in. Then, she turned on the lights of the display compartments built into the walls. As usual, she examined each item: a tennis racket, gloves, a replica painting of a red-haired woman on horseback with a knight holding the horse’s reins, perfume bottles, and other objects displayed like artifacts in a museum. 

The patient had already stretched out in bed, her gaze fixed on the ceiling. "This isn’t a room; it’s a museum," Füsun muttered. "What’s the point of all this stuff? I’ll never understand interior designers!" 

Füsun kept talking, knowing full well she would never receive an answer. “So, all these items are from your healthy days, and now they’re supposed to remind you of those times, is that it? What a ridiculous idea,” she said, turning to the patient again. “Does it

work, though?” she asked. “For instance, this whip—where did you use it? Were you riding horses? Or...” she trailed off, her curiosity piqued. 

She looked at the gloves embroidered with the patient’s initials. Wandering around the room felt like walking through a museum. There was a sense of ease about her, the kind of ease that comes with finishing one’s duties early and having the freedom to spend the remaining time as one pleased.

“Did you play this violin?” she asked, gazing at the brown violin made of mulberry wood. “What did you play? Tell me,” she continued, as if the patient could answer. She picked up a bottle of perfume labeled with a name she didn’t recognize. “I love this scent too,” she said, sniffing it. “So, this is what you used back then, when you were well.” 

Every time Füsun visited her patient in the white room, she indulged in similar daydreams and had similar one-sided conversations. She had grown so used to speaking to someone who couldn’t respond that even outside the white room, in conversations with her colleagues, she often spoke without waiting for their input. It was as if everyone in the world were just like the silent patient in the white room, as if the whole world existed solely to listen to her.

But no matter what, Füsun couldn’t suppress the curiosity that stirred within her. The problem was that this curiosity, once small and manageable, had grown into something much larger, like a baby pressing against its mother’s womb, ready to break free. As the days passed, her curiosity about the patient’s past grew stronger and more insistent, stretching the limits of her mind. 

Who was this beautiful woman? What was her story? For months, she had spent her days with this patient, who had become something of a companion—someone who listened endlessly without interruption, almost like a confidant. But who was she really?

After making the final adjustments in the white room, Füsun gave the patient one last check, signed her name in the “care completed” box on the room’s card, and left. It was just another day, one of the many routines she performed during her shifts. 

Although Nurse Füsun was deeply curious about the past life of her patient in the white room, her own life before coming to the ... Hospital was like a novel in itself. It was the story of falling from a life of wealth and splendor into poverty and despair—a tale with the moral, “Don’t ask what you were, but what you will become.” What truly comforted her was focusing on her patient’s past, allowing her to forget her own. This tendency had become a habit without her even realizing it. She avoided her own life by immersing herself in the lives of those closest to her.

Füsun started her career as a doctor’s assistant. After graduating from a health vocational school at the age of 19, she began working with Dr. Muzaffer, a young, handsome cardiologist at the beginning of his career. Muzaffer Bey was a notorious flirt. Over the years, their professional relationship gradually evolved into a romantic one. A shrewd man, Muzaffer was well aware of Füsun’s interest in him and knew how to exploit it. Initially, he viewed Füsun as just another fleeting romantic encounter and was careful not to make any promises about the future. But as time passed, he noticed that Füsun’s expectations aligned with his own—she didn’t demand anything more than he was willing to offer. Muzaffer, impressed by her independence and strong stance, began to develop genuine feelings for her.

“A woman who doesn’t burden a man with expectations is the one who can captivate him,” Füsun knew this. After all, Muzaffer had been an attractive and sought-after figure among women since his medical school days. Their relationship evolved from mutual flirtation and brief escapades into something more substantial, and eventually, they decided to get married. Initially, Muzaffer’s family opposed the relationship but chose not to stand in their way. Muzaffer was already an accomplished and promising young doctor, and his family respected his decisions.

In the early years of their marriage, Füsun and Muzaffer were members of high society. They owned both a city and a summer home, attended social clubs, and never missed openings or exclusive events. But over time, Muzaffer’s restless, flirtatious nature began to resurface. His professional success continued to grow—he received one job offer after another from various hospitals, and his reputation flourished. For a young doctor, this level of attention was difficult to manage and brought with it a minor celebrity status. 

After their marriage, Füsun decided not to work. Instead, she devoted herself to charity work through social clubs. This allowed her to stay occupied while also enjoying the prestige of being married to one of the city’s most successful cardiologists. However, Muzaffer’s rising fame attracted an increasing number of female admirers. Some female patients sought consultations as an excuse to meet him, bringing him gifts under the guise of gratitude. When Füsun questioned these gifts, Muzaffer dismissed them as mere tokens of appreciation from patients.

As Muzaffer transitioned to a more prominent hospital, his career became the subject of billboard advertisements and citywide campaigns. Meanwhile, his relationship with Füsun lost its excitement. He began to belittle her involvement in social responsibility projects, mocking how she spent her time. Over the
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