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​Chapter 1: The Silence of the Corridor

Courthouse buildings have a sound all their own. It is not exactly noise. It is a strange hum born from the mingling of whispers, footsteps, doors closing in the distance, files being placed on desks, and people waiting impatiently. After a while, one learns to live within that hum. Without even noticing, one eventually becomes part of it.

Ali, a court rapporteur, had become one of those people who could pass an entire day without distinguishing one sound from another. The crowds arriving in the morning, the corridors slowing down toward noon, the air growing tense again in the afternoon, the same faces, the same haste, the same official solemnity. Everything seemed to be in its proper place. Each day resembled the one before it, and every week flowed past in the same colour.

That morning had begun no differently.

He was organising the documents that had accumulated on his desk and registering the incoming correspondence while mentally arranging the order of the files waiting to be handled. Many people passed through the door leading to the prosecutor’s offices throughout the day: police officers, interns, anxious citizens, and lawyers hurrying down the corridor as though they had suddenly remembered something they had forgotten.

Most of the time, Ali continued working without raising his head.

But that day, he looked up.

He could not quite understand why. Perhaps the rhythm of the footsteps was different. Perhaps the brief silence created when the door opened had caught his attention. Or perhaps certain moments simply enter a person’s heart without offering any explanation.

He saw the woman walking through the door to the prosecutor’s offices.

She was not wearing her black lawyer’s robe. She carried it neatly folded over her arm.

She wore a light-coloured blouse, simple yet striking. There was no unnecessary severity in her expression.

Still, it was not her beauty that first set her apart. Beauty was not entirely unusual, even in courthouse corridors. What distinguished her was her calmness, which made her seem as though she did not quite belong to the place around her.

She was not in a hurry, but neither did she linger. She did not look around, study anyone, or try to attract attention. Yet she attracted attention all the same.

Without realising it, Ali held his pen suspended in the air for several seconds.

The woman approached the prosecutor’s secretariat and asked a brief question. She listened to the answer and nodded slightly. Then she tightened her grip on her file and went inside.

That was all.

The whole thing had lasted less than a minute. But sometimes, even a minute is more than enough to unsettle something deep within a person.

Ali remained seated for several more seconds, his eyes fixed on the door. Then he came to his senses.

He looked at the document in front of him. The letters were still in their proper places, yet their meanings suddenly seemed to have scattered and reassembled themselves. He put down his pen, cleared his throat, and glanced from side to side as though checking whether anyone had been watching him.

You’re being ridiculous, he thought.

All he had seen was a lawyer arriving at his workplace. Nothing more. People saw one another every day in a courthouse. To call it fascination seemed childish, especially at his age and especially inside a building like this.

But people were sometimes defeated most easily by the very feelings they dismissed as childish.

Throughout the day, Ali noticed that he was looking toward the door of the prosecutor’s offices far more often than necessary. He grew annoyed with himself. Each time the door opened, a small and meaningless expectation rose within him, only to fade away moments later.

The lunch break came, followed by the afternoon.

The woman did not appear again.

On his way home that evening, he mocked himself. The face of someone he did not know kept circling in his mind.

He had barely even heard her voice. He did not know her name or why she had come to the courthouse.

He knew nothing about her. Was she married or single? Where did she work? Which city had she come from? Yet the moment that door opened seemed to have become the most vivid moment of his entire day.

He arrived at work a little earlier the following morning.

He explained this to himself as professional discipline. He arranged his desk, prepared the incoming documents, and, while sipping his tea, found an angle from which he could discreetly observe the section leading to the prosecutor’s corridor.

He was irritated by his own behaviour. He would not act like this. He would behave normally. It had only been a coincidence.

If he saw her again, perhaps there would be some way to learn her name. Perhaps he could use a document as an excuse to exchange a few words with her.

Perhaps he would simply say, “How may I help you?”

What could be more natural than that?

But the woman did not come that day.

She did not come the next day either.

A week passed, then two.

The courthouse corridors were once again filled with the same sounds. The same names were announced. The same files were carried from one office to another. The same faces entered in the morning and left in the evening.

Yet a tiny, stubborn emptiness remained inside Ali.

Sometimes people were more curious about those who might have entered their lives but never did than about those who actually became part of them.

After a while, Ali began to wonder whether she had truly been there at all. The entire scene seemed as though it had taken place during a brief moment of distraction.

Still, he could not forget the details.

The way she carried her robe over her arm. The calm tone of her voice as she leaned toward the secretariat to ask a question. The way she never cast her eyes toward anything without reason. The way she passed through the dusty solemnity of the courthouse like a breeze without ever being touched by it.

On several occasions, he casually asked people visiting the prosecutor’s registry about certain lawyers, trying to appear indifferent.

He needed a name, but he did not have one.

He could not describe her. Saying, “A medium-height, calm lawyer wearing a light-coloured blouse,” would have been a ridiculous way to search for someone in a courthouse.

Once again, he mocked himself.

Even so, he could not give up.

Time passed.

His fascination did not lose the brightness of that first day, but it changed its form. Sudden excitement turned into quiet curiosity. Then curiosity transformed into something else.

Waiting.

On some days, Ali told himself that he would stop thinking about her. On others, his heart briefly quickened whenever a black folder appeared at the far end of the corridor.

Was it possible to miss someone without knowing them?

There was no logical answer to that question. Yet there were moments within the courthouse’s thick walls when logic was of little use.

Most people came there in search of the truth.

For the first time, Ali was following the trace of a possibility whose nature he did not even understand.

And perhaps that was the most unsettling part of all.

Because he wanted to see that woman again.

Only to see her.

Perhaps to speak a sentence to her this time.

Perhaps to learn her name.

Or perhaps, without anything happening at all, simply to know that she truly existed.

The corridor continued to stretch out before him. Doors opened and closed. Documents accumulated, seals were stamped, and people came and went.

From the outside, everything appeared ordinary.

But for Ali, no morning would ever again be entirely ordinary.
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​Chapter 2: The Revelation
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The day had begun ordinarily. At least, that was what Ali believed.

The old walls of the courthouse carried the same silence as always. Footsteps echoed along the corridor, doors opened and closed, files were placed on desks, and people hurried to reach one place or another.

Ali sat in his office, pretending to look at the documents in front of him, while half his mind wandered somewhere else. Sometimes a person waited without knowing what they were waiting for.

Ali’s waiting was like that.

There was a gentle knock at the door.

“May we come in, Mr. Ali?”

The moment he heard the voice, he looked up. Two young women entered first. Behind them came the senior lawyer, wearing her usual air of confidence. There was a faint smile on her face, beneath which lay an unmistakable curiosity and perhaps even a trace of excitement.

Ali stood up.

“Of course. Welcome.”

The women exchanged smiles. The official reason for their visit was clearly related to a file, but their real purpose seemed to be something else.

This was not entirely unfamiliar to Ali. Many people in the courthouse noticed him. His tall stature, measured manner, calm expression, and the courteous attention he showed whenever someone spoke to him did not escape the women’s notice.

Ali was aware of this, but he did not dwell on it. Vanity was not in his nature. Still, one would have had to be blind not to realise when one was admired.

The senior lawyer placed the file she was carrying on his desk.

“Mr. Ali, we wanted to ask you something about this document. The girls were curious too.”

The girls.

Ali smiled inwardly. The phrase “the girls were curious too” sounded far too innocent. The atmosphere filling the room carried less interest in the document than curiosity about the man examining it.

Nevertheless, Ali maintained his serious expression. He picked up the file and glanced through its pages.

Just as he was about to speak, the door opened again.

And then it happened.

Pembe was the last person to enter the room.

It was as though the light in the room had suddenly changed. The person who had just entered was not simply another visitor. She was the vague figure who had been lingering at the edge of Ali’s mind for so long.

She was the woman he had failed to find in the corridors for days. The woman who had made him glance toward the door without even realising it, wondering whether she might appear from around a corner, only to rebuke himself moments later.

What am I doing?

Pembe.

For a moment, Ali forgot to breathe. His eyes went directly to her and remained there.

He did not want to look away.

Even if he had wanted to, he could not have done so.

Pembe possessed a simple yet striking elegance. Her clothes were not ostentatious, but she was one of those women who had no need for ostentation.

She made no sound when she entered the room. Nevertheless, she brought with her a presence that everyone could feel.

Her eyes met Ali’s for a brief moment.

Only a moment.

Yet to Ali, that moment lasted longer than every conversation taking place in the room.

The senior lawyer noticed.

Some women ignore the way a man looks at another woman. Others understand the meaning of that look within the very first second.

The senior lawyer belonged to the latter group.

She immediately realised that Ali’s attention was no longer on the file but on something else entirely. The small smile on her face began to fade. She studied Ali with the concentration of a lawyer conducting a cross-examination.

Ali tried to compose himself.

“Yes, the part that is actually missing from the file is this one...” he said, although his voice did not sound as steady as he had hoped.

Words were leaving his mouth, but his mind remained fixed on the woman standing on the other side of the desk.

His attention was caught by the folder in Pembe’s hands, the way her hair fell over her shoulder, and the slight tilt of her head.

The nameless curiosity that had occupied his mind for so long had finally taken shape.

It had a name.

It had a face.

It had a voice.

Worst of all, it was now standing directly in front of him.

It appeared to be a coincidence. To Ali, however, it felt almost like a sign.

The senior lawyer interrupted him.

“So you’re saying that this document cannot be processed in its present form?”

Ali forced his eyes back to the file.

“Yes. This section must be completed first. Once it has been completed and resubmitted, there should be no problem.”

One of the women nodded, although it was clear that she was paying more attention to the expression on Ali’s face than to his answer.

Pembe remained silent.

Her silence drew Ali toward her even more. People who spoke a great deal were easily understood. Those who remained silent pulled a person inward. They awakened curiosity.

Pembe possessed precisely that quality.

The senior lawyer picked up the file. She left her hand resting on the desk for a moment longer than necessary.

Perhaps she wanted to be noticed.

Perhaps she wanted to believe that she still occupied a special place in Ali’s eyes.

At that very moment, however, Ali’s gaze drifted back toward Pembe.

That tiny moment wounded the senior lawyer.

She was also the first to disturb the atmosphere in the room.

“All right, then. We understand,” she said.

The cheerful tone of her voice had grown slightly harder.

The women moved toward the door. The two younger women walked in front, followed closely by the senior lawyer.

Once again, Pembe was at the back.

Ali could not stop himself from watching even as she left. It was as though her departure would change everything in the room, just as her arrival had.

As they reached the doorway, the senior lawyer suddenly stopped. She slowly turned around. Her expression was half wounded and half mocking.

“Mr. Ali,” she said, “you were the last person I would have expected this from.”

A brief silence fell over the room.

The young women glanced at one another. An expression that was difficult to read appeared on Pembe’s face.

Ali did not know what to say.

Everyone could have interpreted the sentence differently, but the effect it left on Ali’s heart was clear.

The senior lawyer had been hurt.

Perhaps she had long interpreted Ali’s courtesy as something more. Perhaps she had seen a private hope for herself in the way he looked at her.

Now, with Pembe’s entrance into the room, that hope had suddenly gone out.

Ali realised that the senior lawyer was upset. A faint sense of guilt settled over him. He would never deliberately hurt anyone, least of all someone who had openly shown affection toward him.

But the human heart could not be arranged as neatly as a case file.

The door closed.

The room suddenly fell silent.

Ali remained standing for several seconds. Then he slowly sat down in his chair. The file in front of him was still open, but the words on its pages had lost all meaning.

His heart was beating strangely.

For the first time in a long while, something had become perfectly clear.

This was the person he had been searching for.

She was the woman he had glimpsed in the corridor and then failed to forget for days. She was the face that had wandered through his mind like a nameless dream. She was the spark he had been reluctant to admit even to himself.

Now everything had fallen into place.

Ali took a deep breath.

“So, it was you,” he murmured to himself.

This was more than simple admiration. It was as though the turmoil within him had finally found its direction and settled around a single centre.

The search had ended.

Uncertainty had taken shape.

It was like a light suddenly being switched on inside a dark room.

That was why the feeling within him was not merely excitement. It was also a revelation.

At that moment, Ali understood something.

Sometimes, when a person sees someone, they do not merely feel drawn to them. They also discover a part of themselves that has remained hidden.

That was what Ali felt when he saw Pembe.

It was as though a stone had been dropped into the still waters within him. The ripples were growing and spreading, displacing everything they touched.

He stood up and walked toward the window. He pretended to look through the glass overlooking the corridor.

Perhaps they would pass by again.

Perhaps Pembe would return to ask another question.

Perhaps nothing at all would happen.

But one thing now mattered: there was finally a direction for him to follow.

Trying to contain his excitement, Ali smiled to himself. It was a very faint smile, the kind no one else could see, the kind that appeared only when a person turned inward.

At last, he had found the woman with whom he had felt that spark.

The question now was whether he would be able to follow the trail that led to her.

Because some encounters do more than quicken the heart.

They disrupt the entire order of a person’s life.

Ali could feel that happening.

He could feel it with perfect clarity.

And for the first time, rather than fearing that disruption, he wanted it.
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​Chapter 3: Is There Love at First Sight?
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Although some people say, “There is no such thing as love at first sight; if there were, everyone would fall in love with their midwife,” they overlook one small detail.

A person sees his midwife upside down the moment he comes into the world.

Besides, at that moment, he is in no state to think about love. He is making his first bargain with life. Will he breathe, will he cry, will he object to the world, or will he silently look at this strange scene that fate has placed before him?

So the matter is not merely the look itself.

The matter is at what moment, with what heart, and with what emptiness you look.

That day, Ali looked at Pembe in exactly that way.

Not upside down.

Not in panic.

Not out of habit.

He looked at her as if a window that had been closed inside him for years had suddenly opened and fresh air had rushed in.

Yes.

There was love at first sight.

And this was not something that came gently, behaved politely, and waited at the door. It was something that entered the loneliest room of the human soul with its shoes on, opened the curtains, stirred up the old dust on the table, and turned the whole house into itself without even saying, “I have arrived.”

This was not curiosity.

This was not a passing desire.

This was not an ordinary attraction to someone encountered in a corridor.

This was being struck. Completely.

Ali did not understand it at first.

Because when great things happen to a person, the mind usually arrives a little late. The heart has already stood up, the soul has already run to the door, the eyes have already made their decision. The mind comes from behind, holding a notebook, and asks:

“What is happening here?”

That was exactly what was happening inside Ali.

His eyes had seen Pembe.

His heart had recognized Pembe.

His mind, however, was still looking for a file like a clerk.

“Who is this?”

“Why did this happen to me?”

“Why did my heart speed up?”

“Why did all the sounds become distant?”

Yet the answer was very simple.

Some people do not enter our lives.

They appear as if they had already existed inside us and we had only noticed them late.

That was how Pembe appeared to Ali.

The corridor was the same corridor.

The walls were the same walls.

The doors were the same doors.

The files were still files.

People were still rushing from one room to another; someone was looking for a signature, someone was asking about photocopies, someone was trying to remember where they had left their tea glass.

But for Ali, the world had shifted in those few seconds.

It was as if even the old stones of the courthouse had softened a little.

As if the fluorescent lights had shone brightly for the first time.

As if spring had slipped into the cold air of the corridor.

The moment Ali saw Pembe, he felt that sometimes a person does not fall in love with someone, but with a possibility.

The possibility of laughing.

The possibility of starting again.

The possibility of waking up in the mornings with more desire.

The possibility that the emptiness he had carried inside for years, without being able to name it, might finally be filled.

“So this is what it is,” he murmured.

But no one heard that sentence.

Perhaps it was better that no one did.

Because some sentences are very fragile when they are first spoken. They cannot go out into a crowd. First, they must grow a little inside the person.

Ali’s sentence was like that too.

So this is what it is.

A person thinks love will come with grand sentences.

Thunder will roar.

The heart will race.

The world will change.

Background music will play.

A wind will blow from somewhere.

Life will set up a great stage.

Then someone will arrive, and the person will understand.

But in real life, love often does not come so dramatically.

Sometimes it comes in a corridor.

Sometimes on an ordinary working day.

Sometimes among the smell of files, coffee stains, and unfinished sentences.

Sometimes at the very moment a person is not ready at all.

Ali was not ready.

But then again, love does not often visit those who are ready.

A ready person is too orderly. He has gathered his heart together. He has wiped his desk. He has put his feelings into a drawer. He has filed away his past and planned his future.

Love looks at such people and gets bored.

Then it goes and finds someone like Ali, someone standing quietly on his own, someone who does not fully know what is missing inside him but carries that lack in silence.

That day, Ali was caught exactly like that.

There was no spoken word between them.

No closeness had been formed.

No sign had been given.

No future had been promised.

And yet everything had begun.

Because love sometimes does not knock on the door before entering.

Sometimes it behaves as if it already has the key.

The door inside Ali had opened.

Quietly.

But it had opened.

There was something strange in Pembe’s walk. It was not showy. She was not trying to display herself. Yet there are some presences a person cannot help noticing. Some faces are not selected from the crowd. The crowd withdraws from around them.

For Ali, Pembe was like that.

It was as if everyone around her had become slightly blurred, and only Pembe had become clear.

Her face.

Her gaze.

The way her hair fell over her shoulder.

The way she held the file in her hand.

The way she slightly turned her head as she walked.

They were all small things.

But was love not exactly that: small things gaining great meaning?

A look is no longer merely a look.

A voice is no longer merely a voice.

A step is no longer merely a step.

The entrance of one person through a door can change the color of an entire day.

Ali learned this that day.

Or rather, he did not learn it.

He remembered it.

Because sometimes love is not new knowledge, but the return of something forgotten.

When a person sees someone, he feels this:

“I know this from somewhere.”

From where?

Perhaps from the pure dreams he had as a child.

Perhaps from a spring he had never lived.

Perhaps from sentences he had underlined in books.

Perhaps from that secret desire he had carried inside while speaking to himself at night but had never told anyone.

Ali felt this as he looked at Pembe.

He did not know her.

But she was not a stranger either.

That was where the most dangerous beauty of love lay.

You mistake someone you do not know for an old acquaintance of your soul.

Ali thought this and smiled.

Then he scolded himself.

“What are you doing, Ali?” he said inwardly. “You do not even properly know her name.”

But the heart does not care much for warnings of that kind.

The mind records the minutes.

The heart does not sign them.

Ali’s heart did not sign anything that day.

It stamped the seal directly.

After that encounter of a few seconds, a strange joy began inside Ali. Not a joy that laughed loudly. A deeper, more childlike, more shy kind of joy.

You know how, when the shutter of a shop that has been closed for a long time is lifted for the first time in the morning, daylight enters inside?

Ali’s inner world brightened just like that.

Suddenly, everything seemed possible.

The corridor that had once been boring turned into a road to be walked.

The day that had once been ordinary turned into a day to be remembered.

The time that had once merely passed turned into time to be awaited.

Ali was no longer the same Ali.

No one looking from the outside would have understood this.

Because a person’s greatest changes sometimes do not happen on his face, but in his inner voice.

From the outside, Ali was still the same.

The same shirt.

The same desk.

The same files.

The same walk.

But inside, someone had stood up.

Inside, someone had risen from where he had been sitting for a long time and said, “I am still here.”

Was that someone Ali’s youth?

His hope?

His manhood?

His unfinished joy?

Perhaps all of them.

Perhaps what we call love is the awakening of all the possibilities sleeping inside a person at the same time.

That was what Ali experienced.

He did not utter grand words.

He did not read poetry.

Nor did he imagine himself a hero.

But a small celebration began inside his heart.

It was as if a child ran.

A window opened.

A bird took flight.

A garden was watered.

Sometimes a person experiences all of these through a single look.

Then Pembe disappeared from sight.

The corridor should have returned to its old state.

But it did not.

Because some people remain where they are even after they leave.

Pembe had turned at the end of the corridor and gone. But she had stayed inside Ali. Without permission, without notice, silently but with absolute certainty.

Ali looked at the file.

The letters blurred into one another.

He picked up a document.

He did not read it.

He took his pen.

Put it on the desk.

Then picked it up again.

When a person falls in love, the simplest tasks are the first things he becomes unable to do. Because the soul has received great news. Daily life, however, is still giving small orders.

Inside Ali, something was saying, “Pembe.”

The files were saying, “Signature.”

The phone was saying, “Answer.”

The clock was saying, “Working hours.”

But the heart?

The heart shamelessly kept saying the same thing:

“See her again.”

That day, Ali began waiting for the first time.

To wait for a person.

This is the oldest worship of love.

No one teaches it.

No one gives instructions.

But a person knows.

He looks at the door.

He listens to the corridor.

He tries to distinguish footsteps.

He gives meaning to every passing shadow.

His heart stirs with every opening door.

It falls a little with every closing door.

Ali waited too.

Would Pembe pass by again?

Would she say something?

Would their eyes meet?

Perhaps she would greet him.

Perhaps she would not.

Perhaps nothing would happen at all.

But in the first days of love, even nothing is a lot.

Ali’s joy was there.

Nothing had happened yet.

And for that reason, everything seemed possible.

Sometimes relationships are at their brightest before they begin. Because there is no resentment yet. No explanation yet. No accounting yet. The past has not yet cast its shadow over the present.

There is only possibility.

Possibility comes to the soul like sugar.

That day, Ali fed on possibility.

The possibility that Pembe might pass by again.

The possibility of learning her name.

The possibility of speaking one day.

The possibility of making her laugh one day.

The possibility of finding, one day, a small place reserved for him in her eyes.

All these possibilities lit up inside Ali like little lamps.

One went out.

Another lit up.

Then they all shone together.

Ali smiled.

He laughed at himself.

“Ah, Ali,” he said inwardly. “Poor Ali.”

There was both mockery and joy in that sentence.

Both astonishment and surrender.

Because Ali knew himself. He was not easily like this. He did not look at someone and feel his whole inner world shift so much. He would see people, admire them, and move on. Life was often nothing more than this passing by.

But Pembe had not passed by.

Pembe had passed through Ali.

That was something else.

That day, Ali understood that love is also a person being surprised by himself.

“Was I this kind of man?” he thought.

Apparently, he was.

Apparently, there was still a place inside him capable of becoming excited.

Apparently, some rooms of his heart were not locked; they had simply not been opened for a long time.

Apparently, no matter how long a person lives, he can become inexperienced again with a single look.

Ali became inexperienced.

This did not embarrass him.

On the contrary, he liked it.

Because inexperience is sometimes the renewal of the soul.

A person who knows everything, calculates everything, and prepares an answer for everything in advance grows old. Love, however, leaves a person suddenly without knowledge.

Ali loved that ignorance.

While thinking of Pembe, there was no heavy sorrow inside him yet.

Not yet Gomer.

Not yet the father’s house.

Not yet guilt.

Not yet closed doors.

No one had cried yet, no one had left, no one had returned.

In this chapter, love existed in its cleanest form.

In its first form.

Like morning light.

Like fresh snow no one had stepped on yet.

Like the first page of a newly opened notebook.

Ali stood at the beginning of that notebook.

He had no pen in his hand yet.

But his heart had already begun to write.

Perhaps Pembe’s name had not been written.

But the entire blank space of the page had been reserved for her.

That day, the world divided into two for Ali.

Before Pembe.

After Pembe.

Sometimes people think this is exaggeration.

But some encounters truly open a new calendar.

After that day, the same hour is no longer the same hour. The same corridor is no longer the same corridor. The same person is no longer the same person.

Ali did not remain the same either.

Perhaps he walked a little straighter.

Dressed a little more carefully.

Looked in the mirror a little longer.

Thought about the tone of his voice.

Weighed his sentences.

Planned what he would say if he spoke to her one day.

Then he disliked every sentence he planned.

Because in the first days of love, a person finds all his sentences insufficient.

“Hello” feels too ordinary.

“How are you?” feels too formal.

“May I ask you something?” feels too weak.

“You look very beautiful today” feels too bold.

Ali had not yet said anything.

But inside him, he had held hundreds of conversations.

Pembe knew none of them.

Perhaps if she knew, she would laugh.

Perhaps she would be surprised.

Perhaps she would blush.

Perhaps she would say nothing at all.

But in the first days of love, even the other person’s not knowing is beautiful. Because a person keeps that secret excitement inside himself. He wants no one to touch it. He wants no one to spoil it.

Ali kept it too.

He put it into the pocket of his heart.

And covered it with his smile.

At the end of that day, when he left the courthouse, the air smelled different. Perhaps it was the same air. But Ali was breathing differently. The evening sun had fallen over the buildings and softened the streets. People were returning home. There was traffic. There were horns. Daily life was making its usual noise.

Ali, however, was listening to a silent music playing inside him amid all that noise.

Pembe’s face would not leave his eyes.

And he did not want it to leave.

Some images do not tire a person.

They carry him.

That image carried Ali too.

On his way home, he smiled to himself several times. Then he became serious. Then he smiled again. When a person falls in love, he looks a little mad from the outside. But this madness is not bad.

It is the festival rush of the soul.

That evening, Ali knew that something had begun.

He could not fully name it.

But he knew.

Sometimes life first sends a sign, then arranges the events. Ali had received the sign.

Pembe was a sign.

A door.

A question.

Perhaps a test.

Perhaps a joy.

Perhaps the first call sent to the part of Ali that had been sleeping inside him for years.

But whatever it was, after that day, there was no old Ali to return to.

Because sometimes love does not merely place someone in front of a person.

It takes him back to the place inside himself that he had forgotten.

Ali did not know this as he looked at Pembe.

He only became excited.

He only felt joy.

He only felt something inside him take wing.

Perhaps that was the most beautiful part.

There was no philosophy yet.

No pain yet.

No accounting yet.

There was only the first look.

And the first look is sometimes the most innocent lie of the whole novel.

Because in that moment, a person believes everything will be beautiful.

Ali believed it too.

He wanted to believe it.

Perhaps, for the first time in a long while, he realized that he missed believing in something with his whole heart.

That is why, when he saw Pembe that day, he did not merely look at a woman.

He looked at the spring reopening inside him.

And the same sentence passed through him again:

“So this is what it is.”

Then he smiled slightly.

Because love sometimes does not knock on the door before entering.

Sometimes it passes through a corridor.

It appears for a moment.

Then disappears.

But it opens a lifelong place inside a person.

Ah, Ali.

Poor Ali.
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​Chapter 4: The First Visit
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Ali goes to the office where Pembe works.

The girls say to Ali, “We came to see you the other day too, to ask you something.”

Upon hearing this, Ali says:

“If I had known you were coming, I would have waited.”

The girls exchange glances.

There is both a small surprise and a hidden amusement in that look. It is as if Ali, without realizing it, has spoken his first line on stage, opened the curtain, and invited the audience into the play.

With a pleased expression, they ask him:

“Would you like some coffee, Ali Bey?”

Without thinking, Ali says:

“Of course.”

Then he goes and sits across from Pembe.

Pembe makes the coffee and brings it. As she places it on the table, the saucer trembles slightly. Perhaps it is because of the coffee. Perhaps because of her hand. Or perhaps because the air in the room has suddenly changed in some invisible way.

Ali looks not at the cup, but at Pembe’s face.

At that exact moment, Pembe raises her head too.

Their eyes meet.

For a moment.

A very brief one.

But there are some moments that last only a second when measured by a clock, yet occupy years inside a person.

Pembe looks away.

A strange joy passes through Ali. A normal person would have interpreted that look as ordinary politeness. But Ali was not a normal person. At least, at that moment, he had no intention of being normal.

For him, Pembe’s looking away was a sign.

In fact, it was more than a sign.

It was almost like an official, sealed notification sent to him by fate, saying: “Ali Bey, please continue from here.”

There were three women in the room: Pembe, two young colleagues who worked with her, and Ali.

But for Ali, the room slowly began to simplify. The desks, files, chairs, folders, pen holders, the calendar on the wall — all of them faded. Even the heavy smell of courthouse corridors seemed to withdraw.

Only Pembe remained.

The way her hair fell over her shoulder.

The delicate movement of her fingers as she handed him the coffee.

The slight motion of her lips as she spoke.

And the way she occasionally looked at Ali, then immediately turned elsewhere.

Ali placed all these tiny movements into a large file in his mind. On the cover of that file, he wrote to himself:

“Signs of Hidden Interest.”

Sometimes a person becomes the clerk of his own heart. He arranges the documents himself, stamps the seals himself, and makes the decisions himself. That day, Ali did exactly that.

One of the girls said cheerfully:

“Ali Bey, we came to see you the other day, but I think you weren’t there.”

Ali took a small sip of his coffee. In truth, the coffee was a little too hot and burned his tongue. But he did not show it. That old and often unnecessary institution called masculinity forces a person to remain silent even in the face of hot coffee.

“I wish you had let me know,” Ali said. “I would have waited for you.”

The sentence came out a little too meaningful.

Once again, a brief silence fell over the room.

The girls exchanged glances again.

This time, Pembe smiled faintly. It was a very small smile. In fact, calling it a smile might have been too much. Perhaps it was only an involuntary movement at the corner of her lips.

But for Ali, it was no longer a smile.

It was spring.

It was a red carpet.

It was an unnecessarily dramatic violin solo playing inside his inner world.

“So she is aware of it too,” Ali thought.

Pembe, however, was probably only wondering whether she had forgotten to put sugar in the coffee.

The other girl said:

“Actually, we wanted to ask you something about a file.”

Ali immediately composed himself. Professional seriousness settled on his face. That seriousness was one of his favorite masks. Because beneath that mask, he both appeared knowledgeable and gave the person across from him a small sense of trust.

“Of course,” he said. “Ask whatever you like.”

The file was opened.

A name was mentioned.

An enforcement procedure was discussed.

A writ, a notice, a payment order, a date...

But Ali’s mind was not inside the file. It was on the pen held between Pembe’s fingers. Pembe was turning the pen, sometimes taking notes, and sometimes looking at Ali when she did not understand a point.

Ali began explaining.

But what he was explaining was not only the file.

He adjusted his tone of voice. He spoke a little calmer than necessary, a little deeper, a little heavier.

Could a person turn even the phrase “enforcement writ” into a romantic scene?

Ali did.

At least in his own mind.

“The point that needs attention here is this,” he said. “The procedure must be carried out in order. Otherwise, if an objection comes, the file will run into difficulty.”

Pembe nodded.

“I understand,” she said.

Again, something moved inside Ali.

Even Pembe saying “I understand” felt to him like a special closeness. As if Pembe had understood not the file, but Ali’s soul.

This is one of the most dangerous talents of the human mind. The other person says “all right,” and you hear it as “I have been waiting for you.”

Pembe asked:

“So, Ali Bey, what should we do in this situation?”

Ali enjoyed the question.

Because some questions do not merely ask for information. Some questions make a person feel needed.

“First, you must make the application properly,” he said. “Then you must complete the relevant documents. Do not leave anything missing. In court, a missing document is like a relative who talks behind your back. It appears in front of you when you least expect it.”

One of the girls laughed.

Pembe laughed too.

The moment Ali heard that laugh, he planted a small victory flag inside
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