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"If only," she said, gently placing her hand on the man's face. "If only my life had been less shattered. If only my pieces hadn't been lost so completely. If only I hadn't been scattered so far apart that I couldn't be gathered back together..."
The man breathed in the cold but familiar scent of the hand touching his face with every breath. He slowly moved his hand to the hand on his cheek. "I'll gather you up. Let me find your pieces together. You're not that scattered... or what does it matter if you are? Let me scatter with you. I care..."
Before he could finish, the woman silenced him: "Shhhhh... I know it doesn't matter to you. It matters to me. For the first time in my life, someone matters to me. Do you know what that means, Can?" He swallowed, trying to make the words in his throat easier to get out. He looked into the man's eyes and pulled his hand away, slipping it under his other arm, which was resting on the table. His hands were as cold as ice, as always. He looked away, staring at the waves crashing against the shore. 
The shore had never been so rough; perhaps it was a reflection of the storm raging in the sea. He lowered his eyes to the table and continued, "This is like killing myself. It's not in my nature to attach myself to someone and live a happy life..."
This time, the man silenced the woman. Although he was shy, introverted, and not very courageous, he was trying to push his boundaries a little. He reached out, found the hands she had hidden to keep warm, and took them in his palms. "Let me warm your hands, Elif."
Elif's eyes misted over, but she pulled her hands back with a sudden reflex. Can's hands were warm as always, but Elif wasn't used to the warmth. She was a child of the wind. She loved the wind. But Can's eyes reminded her of rain; they were as gray as the clouds. She swallowed hard again, and with great effort, a single word slipped from her lips: "I can't."
Can was heartbroken. Elif's heart had already turned to stone. Her dreams were shattered, though she had grown accustomed to her dreams being shattered over time.  After all the words of love, the movies they watched, the cafes they sat in, the music they listened to, the places they visited and saw, Elif had suddenly left his heart. His life, which had found its balance with Elif's arrival, was shaken to its foundations with this sudden departure, and all the dreams he had built were buried in the depths of the vast sea. Despite their short-lived relationship, Can had become deeply attached to Elif from the very first day he found her. The cold separation that descended upon him without any reason severed the bonds that had grown stronger day by day. He wasn't sad about her leaving, though. Deep down, he had always known that Elif would leave one day. The only thing that troubled him was her unwavering determination to stay on her path. Elif's heart had been so lonely up until that point that she no longer accepted anyone into her life, refusing to open her door to anyone. He couldn't break the locks; the iron locks, nourished by years of loneliness, had rusted shut, and no key, no love, could open them. He grew sad and withdrew his hands. He didn't want to show his feelings too much. He wanted to cloak himself in the uncertainty that came with being a man. He fell silent, able only to look into Elif's eyes.
There wasn't much to say to Elif. All the final words had been spoken, emotions had been exhausted, and the time they had together had come to an end. Now it was time to settle accounts and collect the pain. The day was ending behind the mountains, the sun was disappearing in the distance. He looked into Can's eyes under the reddening sky, this time with longing. Maybe he would never see those gray eyes again. He wanted to say one last thing, maybe he could explain himself a little...
"Your eyes remind me of rain. Rain that I never liked... Whenever rain falls on a city, it takes possession of it. First, it releases its clouds, then it takes the stage like a soloist. Actually, I like the wind. They roam freely, never claiming any place as their own. They are free. They can adapt to any weather, any time of day. They become a breeze on a hot summer day, a north wind by the sea, a south wind before the rain... That's how I am... Even though I can adapt to everyone and everything, I am only the wind. The two of us... we can only create a storm..." he sighed. "Now that we've calmed the storm at , I can change my course to other lands."
As he finished speaking, he pulled a plane ticket from his pocket. He grabbed the handle of the small suitcase he had placed next to the table. "Time is up," he said, looking up at the sky. "The south wind is blowing; it's going to rain."
The imaginary city that had taken root in Can's heart was shaken by earthquakes. With each tremor, something inside him was destroyed. The rubble covered his heart, and Elif's words shook him even more. His eyes filled with tears when he saw the ticket, and despite his efforts to hide it, his sensitive eyes immediately turned red. "Of course. The south wind will die down quickly, before the rain starts."
Elif smiled. The south wind always brought rain with it. It was powerful, penetrating, and as it departed, it gifted rain to the city. She picked up the ticket from the table, stood up, and extended her hand. No matter what happened, she would remember Can. She wanted to feel his warmth one last time.
She reached out and squeezed that tiny hand. He didn't pull it away immediately; he waited, not wanting this moment to end. He saw Elif's smile and felt her pull her hand away. When he saw the smile that lit up her face, his previous thoughts completely changed. Even though Elif pulled away, he didn't let go of her hand. He couldn't let go, he couldn't allow it; Elif shouldn't leave.
His expression changed in astonishment, and his delicate eyebrows furrowed slightly. "Can... will you let go..."
"No." He said it with absolute certainty, perhaps for the first time feeling so resolute and courageous. "I won't let you go. I told you I won't let you go." He took two steps toward Elif, grabbed the ticket she was holding tightly with her other hand, and pulled it out of her hands. "A promise is a promise." He lifted the folded ticket with his thumb and saw the flight's departure time and location. "You're free to go wherever you want. I'm just coming with you."
"Can... I can't do this to you..." she said in a pleading voice.
"You're not doing anything. As you can see, this is my decision, Elif." He relaxed his grip and took Elif's other hand in his, continuing, "They won't be cold anymore. I told you I wouldn't let them be cold." He reached out and took the small red suitcase. "Come on, let's go."
He didn't know what to say. The only thing she could think of was how foreign that feeling of belonging was to her, a feeling she had never experienced in her entire life. Her heart, which had never escaped a storm, was at peace for the first time. It was as if the winds had died down and the rain clouds had disappeared. Somewhere inside her, a sun that would never set was preparing to shine its rays from behind the snow-covered mountains...
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The place he had lived in had vanished. The unknown destructive force spreading out was right behind him. The ship, having lost control, was being dragged toward the black hole...
The ship was pulled toward the black hole. When the unknown destructive force came into contact with the black hole, there was a huge explosion. His entire body was destroyed. His consciousness was freed. He realized he was in a different galaxy. He spent millions of years discovering the secrets of his freed consciousness. Eventually, it mastered all the secrets. But it was alone, and despite having evolved into a supreme being, it still had egos. It first created mindless beings to serve itself and feed its ego. These beings did whatever they were told and couldn't make decisions on their own. It didn't take long for it to grow tired of these beings. It created stars and planets in a different dimension. He organized them systematically. But this did not alleviate his boredom. He decided to create beings with free will and a realm where he could observe them. He created a miniature planet similar to the ones he had created. The first beings he created were arrogant and angry. Perhaps this was because they were made of a substance called fire...
He did not like the arrogant beings. They were not loyal enough. This time, he decided to try his luck with a substance called earth. It was just as he wanted. This being was intelligent and loyal. He summoned the leader of the fire beings and the mindless ones. He showed them the earth beings. Seeing the dissatisfaction of the leader of those made of fire, he became furious. He ordered all of them to bow before those made of earth. The weak-willed ones bowed without hesitation. But the leader refused to bow. He became very angry. Just as he was about to destroy the leader, he controlled himself. Destroying him would mean admitting failure. He banished the leader. He created a mate for those made of earth. He loved them. He began to teach them his secrets. To ensure their loyalty, he imposed a single rule. The leader envied those made of earth. He swore that he would prove that they were not what he thought they were...
Those from the earth were curious. They were hungry for knowledge. Knowing their weakness, the leader provoked one of them to break the rule he had set. One of those from the earth, overcome by curiosity, broke the rule. The leader's victory drove him mad. He couldn't bear the failure. He banished all those born of the earth and those born of fire to a planet he had created beforehand. As punishment, he made those born of fire invisible and took away their powers. He left them all to their own devices. He tried to make those born of the earth like himself, but what he didn't know was that those who truly resembled him were those born
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