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.

It felt as though an invisible force was shaping Cemal’s life. He was fifty-six years old. Until now, he had managed to control and direct every aspect of his life. But something had happened in the past few months, and he had completely lost that control.

Cemal wanted to slam his fist on the table with all his might. He wanted to shout, ‘Stop!’ at everyone and everything, but he couldn’t. On one side, his family had fallen apart. The order he had been accustomed to for thirty years was collapsing for the first time. On the other side, there was the life he wanted to live, the person he wanted to live it with. Yet he wasn’t sure how much he could build upon the ruins of what had been destroyed.

Until now, he had been the one to decide, dictate and enforce everything about his life—about their lives. But that invisible force had come and put a stop to it. Right before his eyes, all his relationships were falling apart. He no longer recognised his wife.

In the same moment, he could see her as entirely justified yet completely in the wrong. His children had discovered all the secrets he had hidden about his life, and they had become ashamed of their father. He believed he had inflicted an unbearable pain upon his poor mother, one that her age could not bear.

Could the price for all this be the life he had dreamed of, or the person he yearned for? Could he build a new relationship, a new life, on top of the fragments of what had been torn apart? He didn’t know.

Cemal was exhausted from waking up every day to a new event, a new chaos. In his last conversation with Aylin, he had felt something different. Aylin hadn’t embraced him. She, too, had chosen a side in Cemal’s life.

The flowing water had stopped; it couldn’t find its way. The rose that grew in the swamp was neither the same red nor did it carry the same fragrance.



Cemal didn’t want to think anymore. Whatever it took, he had to protect the order he had built. In these circumstances, starting a new relationship was out of the question. For a while, he lingered in his office, restless but unable to act. His thoughts kept circling back to Umut.

The expression on her face the last time he saw her was burned into his mind. No matter the reason, Umut didn’t deserve this. His anger, however, made him prone to even greater mistakes. He had to talk to her. At the very least, he needed to convince her that everything that had happened was nothing more than a meaningless fling.

He knew the person who could help him the most was his daughter, Ada. No matter how angry she got, Cemal always had a certain credit in her eyes. She was less tolerant towards her mother, while his son, Efe, was the opposite. Efe had always been under Umut’s influence and had never truly had a healthy relationship with Cemal.

He decided to get some fresh air and distract himself with the noise of the city. Walking down to the Beşiktaş bazaar, he found solace in the bustling crowd. For a brief moment, his mind drifted away from the chaos of his life.

His phone buzzed. It was Yücel.

“Hello,” Cemal answered.

“How are you? I heard what happened was quite the drama.”

“What did you hear?” Cemal asked, startled. “Everything only happened today.”

“Umut told Nevin and showed her the messages. She didn’t give me all the details, but there’s talk of love affairs, multiple women.”

“She went through my phone,” Cemal said, his voice rising. “Took all the messages. But sharing this with everyone? That’s completely out of line. If she sent it to Nevin, she’s probably sent it to others, too.”

His anxiety spiked.

“Come on, brother,” Yücel said. “Why didn’t you take precautions? Leaving messages on your phone is a rookie mistake.”

“It happened, okay? Nothing I can do now. I used to feel guilty about everything, but not anymore. To me, what Umut did is just as wrong as what I did.”

“Don’t exaggerate,” Yücel replied. “The woman is in shock right now.”

“Fine, let her be in shock, but let her deal with it on her own. She’s sent those messages to my mother, to my kids. Where’s the decency in that?”

“Calm down, especially now. The Umut I know would never leave you, no matter what.”

“Do you think so? This time feels different.”

“Even if it is, she can’t live without you. She’ll punish you, but she won’t leave.”

Cemal sighed. “Do you realise we’re over fifty and still living according to other people’s expectations? We’re always hiding, always running. I’m sick of it.”

“What did you expect? You can’t have both the vineyard and the mountain. We jump from one to the other, and eventually, the traffic gets messy. A moment’s distraction, and this is what happens.”

“You’re right,” Cemal said, his voice heavy. “Trying to keep all the balances intact has left me completely helpless and alone. And the worst part? I feel this way while loving someone deeply.”

“What about Aylin? What does she think of all this?”

“She doesn’t know much. What could she say?”

“Zeynep’s involved too, isn’t she? When Nevin said multiple women, she immediately came to mind.”

“Yes, she’s involved. The worst part is, when I warn them, I act like each of them is the only one. If Umut happens to reach one of them, I’m done for. She’d spill everything without hesitation. That’s why I’m on edge, trying to make sure she doesn’t.”

“Let’s hope it doesn’t come to that.”

“Let’s hope,” Cemal echoed. He paused before adding, “I’ve been feeling like a free man these days. Let’s find some time to meet. I need someone to talk to.”

“Of course, brother. Whenever you need, just call me.”

“Thanks, man. See you soon.”



After hanging up, Cemal realised he had walked all the way into the centre of Beşiktaş. Without thinking, he wandered up to Akaretler and stopped at his favourite döner restaurant. After eating, he returned to the bazaar and went to the bar where he and Yücel often hung out.

Over a few beers, the events of the past month replayed in his mind. It all felt surreal. The recent conflict with Umut weighed on him the most.

Just a few days ago, they had been fine, affectionate even. Now, they were on the verge of separation. It was as if an invisible force was reshaping their lives, and Cemal was powerless to stop it.

Fuelled by alcohol and frustration, he called Umut twice. She didn’t answer. Desperate, he called Ada.

“Dad, are you okay?” Ada asked.

“I don’t know, honey. What happened to us? I can’t make sense of it. I called your mother twice, but she didn’t answer.”

“What did you expect, Dad? Have you taken a good look at what she’s seen?”

“Why should I? I know how it looks from the outside, but you must see it for what it is: a fling. If it were serious, I would’ve faced her and told her myself by now.”

“Dad,” Ada said firmly, “I don’t think you even realise what you’re saying. Honestly, I don’t want to discuss this with you anymore. If we keep talking about it, I might lose my respect for you.”

“Don’t say that, honey. I need someone to talk to.”

“This isn’t something you should discuss with Efe or me. Imagine if my husband did this to me. What would you think of my father? Would you be understanding?”

“Of course not. But you’re young, honey. This kind of thing shouldn’t happen to you.”

“This has nothing to do with age, Dad. If you’ve done something, you have to face the consequences. You’re my father, and I’ll always love you, but this situation with Mom is something you need to fix on your own. It’s not our place.”

“You’re right, sweetheart. This shouldn’t have reached you or your brother. I called your mother, but she didn’t answer. Maybe you could talk to her? At least let her know I want to talk.”

“I’ll tell her you want to talk. What she decides is up to her. I’ll let you know.”

“Thanks, honey. Let me know, okay? Good night.”

“Good night, Dad.”

Cemal walked back to his office on Barbaros Boulevard. The alcohol weighed heavily on him. He collapsed onto his couch without even taking off his clothes and drifted into a restless sleep.



Cemal woke up late, shivering from the cold. He searched for something to cover himself with, but found nothing in the office. Still wearing his socks from the night before, he felt torn between wanting to strip down and relax and the biting chill that refused to leave him. First, he turned on the heater, then headed for the shower. He only found a hand towel to dry himself with, and as he stood in front of the heater, trying to dry his hair, he realised for the first time just how much he missed the comfort of his home.

He had to make this space more liveable. At the very least, he needed the basics: a pillow, a blanket and towels. He thought about asking Umut to help him set it up, but stopped himself before finishing the thought. Of course, he couldn’t ask Umut. Maybe he could ask Efe instead; it would also give him a chance to see his son.

He decided to call Efe. The phone rang for a long time before Efe answered.

“Hello, Dad.”

“How are you, son?”

“I’m fine.”

A brief silence followed. Efe didn’t elaborate.

“Listen,” Cemal began, “I need a few things from the house. Are you home? I can come by and pick them up—and see you while I’m there.”

“Mom’s home, Dad.”

“Isn’t she at work?”

“No, she’s home. I told you.”

“Alright then. Could you ask her something for me? She’s not answering my calls. Tell her I’ll come by soon so we can talk.”

“One second.”

Efe muted the call. Cemal waited for what felt like an eternity.

“She doesn’t want to talk to you.”

“Tell her I’m coming over. That’s still my house, too, and I have things I need to pick up. Alright?”

“That’s up to you,” Efe replied coldly.

Cemal felt no strength from his son’s response. It was as if he were speaking to a stranger, not his own child. He decided to call Ada. He told her about his plans to go to the house, to retrieve his belongings and to try talking to her mother. He asked Ada to persuade Umut to let him come over.

Ada must have been convincing, because Umut eventually agreed.

Cemal got ready quickly, arriving at the house in less than half an hour. Though he still had a key, he didn’t let himself in. Gülizar opened the door for him. As soon as he stepped inside, he realised how much he had missed the scent of his home. The familiar aroma of his family mixed with the food Gülizar was preparing in the kitchen. For a fleeting moment, he forgot everything that had happened and felt a surge of happiness—until he saw Efe’s face in the living room.

“How are you, son? Is your grandmother doing well?” Cemal asked, hoping for a conversation.

“She’s fine,” Efe replied curtly, then disappeared into his room without another word.

Umut was clearly in the bedroom. Cemal went to the kitchen, where Gülizar was preparing breakfast. He asked her to set a place for him, and she quickly laid out the table. As he ate, Gülizar left for a moment and then returned.

“Will Umut or Efe join us for breakfast?” Cemal asked.

“Mrs Umut said she wouldn’t eat, and Efe asked for a toast. He’ll eat later,” Gülizar replied.

Cemal understood then that the routine morning he longed for was out of reach. He went to the bedroom door and knocked twice.

“Yes?” came Umut’s voice from inside.

“It’s me, Umut. Can I come in?”

“No, I’m not available right now. I’ll come to the living room shortly.”

“Alright, I’ll wait,” Cemal said.

At least she had answered him. It gave him some hope that they could talk. The last time he’d seen her, she hadn’t been herself.

He returned to the living room, turned on the television and called out to Gülizar.

“Gülizar, could you pack me some things? A pillow, a blanket, a sheet set, my bathrobe, and a few towels. I’ll take them with me.”

“Of course, right away,” she replied.



When Cemal heard the bedroom door open a while later, his heart raced with anticipation. He was eager to see Umut’s face. If only she would forgive him—he would do anything she asked. He wasn’t even thinking about Aylin anymore. He just wanted things to go back to normal.

He stood up, waiting. But Umut walked straight to the kitchen and asked Gülizar for a glass of water. Cemal heard her placing the glass back on the counter after taking a sip. Should he go to the kitchen? No, it was better to wait in the living room. He sat back down on the couch.

A few moments later, Umut entered the room. For the first time, their eyes met. Her gaze was cold, lifeless, like a dead fish. Cemal felt an immense distance between them. She was so broken that she didn’t even seem angry—just unbearably sad.

He stood and walked to the table, sitting across from her. His eyes filled with tears as he reached out to hold her hand. But she pulled away sharply.

“You said you wanted to talk. Please, don’t push your luck any further,” she said.

“Umut, I’m truly sorry,” Cemal said, tears streaming down his face. “What you’ve read doesn’t reflect the whole truth. Please, don’t destroy everything we’ve built because of it. I don’t want to lose you. Please, forgive me.”

Umut stared at him blankly, her eyes unblinking as tears rolled down her cheeks.

“I’ve never met someone as deceitful as you,” she said coldly. “How do you divide yourself into so many pieces and charm everyone with a different smile? It’s unbelievable.”

Her voice was so filled with anger that the fragile sadness Cemal had seen moments earlier vanished entirely.

“Umut, please don’t do this,” Cemal pleaded, his voice trembling.

“Don’t do what, Cemal? What am I not supposed to do? You write to one woman that you’ve fallen in love for the first time in your life. To another, you reminisce about some kitchen escapade you couldn’t forget. And to me, you say I’m your eternal wife. What exactly should I not do?”

“I know how bad it looks from the outside,” Cemal said, his tone heavy with regret.

“Twenty-nine years, Cemal. We’ve been together for twenty-nine years. Did I force you to stay? Even if you don’t have any respect for me, don’t you have any respect for yourself? What is this? What kind of world are you living in? What kind of game are you playing?”

Her voice was filled with disgust, as though she couldn’t even bear to look at him.

“You’re exaggerating. I loved every year we spent together,” Cemal said, his voice breaking. “I admit there have been mistakes, but I’ve always loved you—and our family.”

“Don’t talk to me about love,” Umut said sharply. “I’m not even angry at you anymore. You clearly have no shame. I’m angry at myself. How did I not see this? How did I not sense it? Why were my eyes so blind? While you lived so recklessly, how did I stay locked in this delusion of a happy family?”

Her voice cracked as she dissolved into sobs.

Cemal reached out again to comfort her.

“Don’t you dare!” she snapped, her tone seething with fury. “Don’t touch me.”

Cemal began to cry too. Seeing Umut so broken, so vulnerable, shattered him. The very traits he had used as excuses to justify his infidelity, her patience, her kindness, her quiet strength, were now laid bare, stripped away by his betrayal. The wife he had thought unbreakable was in pieces before him. For the first time, he truly saw the damage he had caused, and it overwhelmed him.

He realised she wasn’t in a state to listen to him. Instead of directing her anger at him, she seemed to be questioning her own life, her choices, herself. This was something Cemal hadn’t anticipated. He had expected her to shout, to lash out at him, and then, eventually, to collapse into his arms in tears. But seeing her now, he understood how deeply he had underestimated the situation.

He had destroyed something in their lives, something irreparable. For the first time, he felt in his heart that things could never go back to how they were.

“I know words mean nothing right now,” he said quietly. “But I just want you to know that, no matter what, I want my family back. Nothing I’ve done is more valuable to me than my family.”

“Sure,” Umut said bitterly, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “Take whatever you need and leave. Maybe your stomach can handle all of this, but mine can’t. I don’t want to endure your presence any longer. Go, live your life with whoever you want—just stay away from us.”

“I’ll go,” Cemal said. “But I’m begging you, please calm down. Time heals everything. I’m sure we can talk about this more rationally later.”

“Of course, that’s easy for you to say,” Umut retorted, her voice rising. “You’ll do it and then forget it. That’s your character, right? You’ll move on because your conscience allows it.”

“Don’t say that, Umut. You know me. You know what kind of person I am.”

“Do I? Do I really know you? Are you serious?” she said, her voice shaking with anger. She grabbed the glass on the table and slammed it down. It shattered into pieces, scattering across the surface.

“I don’t know you. I’ve just discovered who you really are. So drop this fake polite act and leave me alone,” she said, storming out of the room.

Efe appeared at the doorway, drawn by the noise. He held his mother’s arm gently, trying to calm her.

“Mom, please calm down,” he said softly. Then, turning to his father, his tone cold and distant, he added, “Dad, you should go. She’s getting worse.”

“I’ll go, son,” Cemal replied, his voice barely above a whisper. He stood, collected himself and asked Gülizar for the belongings she had prepared.

As he left, he turned to Efe and said, “Take good care of your mother.”



He dropped the belongings off at the office. In the afternoon, he had some work to do in Maslak. While thinking about stopping by to see Zeynep, he received a message from Aylin.

The first words that caught his eye on the screen were, ‘What is this?’ When he read the entire message, he was shocked. Umut had forwarded all his messages with Zeynep to Aylin. He immediately suspected that Umut had likely sent his messages with Aylin to Zeynep as well.

Cemal ran his hands through his hair, took a deep breath and collapsed into his chair. His mind raced through the possible explanations he could offer. Then he remembered that Zeynep wouldn’t have seen the messages. Umut had been blocked from contacting her. Aylin would be easier to deal with.

He replied to Aylin:


You know, I was with Zeynep for a while before I met you. I told you this already. After I met you, our relationship ended.


Aylin didn’t reply for a while. Just as he was about to head out, her response arrived:


We’re coming back tomorrow. We’ll talk when I get there.


Since there was no reaction from Zeynep, it was clear the messages hadn’t reached her. Cemal decided to visit her, not only to talk but also to spend a few peaceful hours. He silently hoped she wouldn’t expect anything physical, and if she did, he decided he would confess everything. Aylin would learn the truth eventually when she returned, and Cemal preferred she hear it from him.



When he arrived at the office, the workday was almost over. The young woman helping Zeynep for the past three days was still there. Cemal placed the box of Bosnian pastries he had picked up on the table. They asked the young woman to brew some tea, and she served the first round before leaving, as her workday had ended.

“I can’t believe I’m having pastries and tea at this hour,” Zeynep said.

“It’s still early. You can have something light for dinner later, and it won’t be a problem,” Cemal replied, encouraging the indulgence.

Since she hadn’t brought up the forwarded messages, it was certain that Zeynep hadn’t seen them. Otherwise, she wouldn’t be sitting so calmly.

“So you went there this morning. What happened? I’m curious,” she asked.

“Not much. The interrogation continued, like ‘Who is she?’, ‘Is she married or single?’, ‘How long have you been together?’, and so on. I denied everything, of course.”

“I didn’t get any strange calls. If she wanted to, she would’ve found a way to contact me,” Zeynep said.

“She wouldn’t call you.”

“Then she doesn’t want to deal with me. Is that it?”

“Not exactly.”

“Then what are you saying, Cemal? Speak clearly so I can understand.”

“I’ll explain, but promise you won’t get mad.”

“Why would I get mad? We’re not even together anymore.”

“Well, when I went to London, I was with someone I had met before.”

Zeynep’s expression was unreadable. She stared at Cemal, clearly wondering where he was going with this.

“What do you mean, someone you met before?”

“Does it matter how I met her?”

Ignoring his comment, Zeynep pressed, “Go on.”

“She was a mutual acquaintance of Umut’s and mine. One day, we ran into her at the hotel where we were staying. But her group arrived two hours early for a meeting, and they saw us entering the hotel, arm in arm.”

“That’s ridiculous. Why would they arrive two hours early?”

“It was their honeymoon hotel. They said they wanted to relive their memories or something. How would I know?” Cemal shrugged. “We didn’t even meet with them afterwards. Apparently, the wife didn’t want to see me. While they were there, she called Umut and told her she saw me with someone.”

“Let’s go back to the beginning. How did you meet this person?” Zeynep asked.

She tried to appear unaffected, but she was starting to suspect that Cemal had cheated on her as well.

“It wasn’t serious. She worked in the London office of the company I used to work for. She had always made it clear she wanted to be with me. I made an offer, and she accepted. We spent three days together.”

“Three days? And that’s it? You went your way, and she went hers?”

“What else would it be? It’s not like I could bring an English woman to Istanbul.”

“What does Umut say about her?”

“When she went through my phone, she found her nude pictures. And a few…suggestive messages to go with them. Things like, ‘I’m thinking about that night at the hotel’ and so on. Don’t make me talk about this, Zeynep.”

“You kept all that on your phone?”

“How would I know Umut would go through it?”

Zeynep narrowed her eyes. “You left me because you said Umut was suspicious, and within a month, you were in someone else’s arms. You could’ve just said you wanted to end things with me. You didn’t need to use her as an excuse.”

“It wasn’t a planned relationship, Zeynep. It was just a fling.”

“A fling? A relationship where nude pictures and ongoing messages are exchanged? That’s what you call a fling?”

“Zeynep, don’t exaggerate. You and I had already broken up. And you know we never made any promises to each other.”

Zeynep fell silent for a moment. She wanted to say, serves you right, this is what you deserve, but held back.

Cemal’s divorce from Umut seemed inevitable, and she had often thought about what it would be like if they lived together afterwards. That’s why she didn’t react too strongly to his confession.

Cemal, meanwhile, thought he had smoothed things over with Zeynep. If Umut didn’t do something drastic, Zeynep wouldn’t cause any more problems. The only thing he needed to ensure was that Aylin and Zeynep never crossed paths, not even accidentally.

He stood and walked to the window, staring outside. For a moment, he considered approaching Zeynep. He knew she wouldn’t say no. But he also knew it might lead to more complications. With Aylin returning tomorrow, he had already decided that this would be the last time he saw Zeynep.

“I’m leaving. I’m meeting Efe at the mall,” he said.

“Alright, don’t stay away too long. Come by sometimes, you’re not going home anyway,” Zeynep replied.

“Of course. Efe’s been staying with me a lot lately. Once things settle down, we’ll see each other,” Cemal said, quickly fabricating a lie about Efe.



Before leaving the hospital yesterday, Aylin had completed all her tests. She had consulted with specialists about her diet, the types of exercise she needed, and every detail regarding her health. Convincing her mother to move to Istanbul had been surprisingly easy—thanks to the baby. Her mother had gladly agreed to take care of the child while Aylin worked.

Through a relative of her mother’s in Bakırköy, they had already found a furnished 3+1 apartment in the same area. As soon as they arrived in Istanbul, they would move into the new place.

As Aylin made all these plans, she realised with some surprise that none of them included Cemal. She had no doubt he wouldn’t divorce his wife. He would probably react negatively to the baby as well. For this reason, it made no sense to make any plans involving him.

Of course, when they talked next week, things could turn out to be the complete opposite of what she anticipated. If that happened, she would create another plan—one that included her mother. There was no way she could leave her mother alone in another city, especially in her old age. She had no one else to entrust her mother to.

They packed all the personal belongings they could take from the house. The cargo company was scheduled to pick up the packages early the next morning, before they left. Aylin had decided to rent out her mother’s house, fully furnished. On their way out, they would leave the key with the real estate agent.



Umut hadn’t been herself since Cemal left. After several attempts by Efe to convince her, she finally decided to leave the bedroom. All she wanted to do was sleep, believing it would somehow numb her pain. Being awake only prolonged her agony, making it unbearable. She still couldn’t believe what had happened to her.

Just a week ago, her life had been perfectly in order: a husband she believed loved her deeply, a job she enjoyed, two children she was immensely proud of and even a grandchild. Her friends constantly admired her life, telling her how happy and harmonious her marriage was.

Now, as she approached the final stretch of life, she couldn’t comprehend how everything had fallen apart so quickly. Worse yet, Cemal’s sins weren’t a momentary lapse or a one-time betrayal. She now knew he hadn’t truly loved her for years. While he was calling her ‘my love’, he had been in love with someone else.

For perhaps the first time in her life, she didn’t know what she wanted, what she should do, or how she should act. One thing was clear: she needed to kill the image of Cemal within her. The man she had fallen in love with during her university years, the man who had been her rock, had transformed into someone she no longer recognised. There was no other way to lessen her pain. Somehow, she needed to cleanse her soul and return to the person she had been thirty years ago.

Thank God I have my children, she thought to herself. They were the only things keeping her standing. Since learning the truth, Efe had been by her side constantly. Even Ada, who used to call her only once a week, now calls two or three times a day.

She needed to get back on her feet, at least for her children’s sake. If she felt this lost and broken, how insecure must her children feel? Until now, their parents had been the unwavering pillars they could always rely on, and now those same parents were in shambles.

“It’s hard for a parent to seek solutions from their children,” Umut whispered to herself. In both Efe’s and Ada’s voices, she could sense their unease and helplessness.

“I have to stand up. I must be strong,” she muttered.

Her phone, still on silent mode, lit up with a call from Nevin. Ever since Nevin had learned what happened, she had called Umut every day. Talking to her always made Umut feel better.

Even though Nevin had been the one who wanted to end her marriage, she had shared every detail of her experience. The good, the bad, and everything in between with Umut. Thanks to Nevin, Umut had come to accept that separation was a viable option. Besides, her financial situation was better than Nevin’s, and her children were older and more independent.

“Hello, Nevin,” Umut said as she answered the call.

“I can’t believe you’re still sleeping!” Nevin exclaimed.

“I’m not sleeping. My voice probably sounds hoarse because I haven’t spoken much,” Umut replied, clearing her throat with a cough.

“Whatever the case, you need to get out of that bedroom. You can’t just lie there all the time.”

“You’re right. I’ve already gotten up.”

“Listen, I have an idea. You remember my friend Işık, the bioenergy therapist?”

“Who?”

“We went to Egypt together last year. I told you about her, but you must have forgotten.”

“Oh, I can’t recall right now, but it doesn’t matter.”

“She and her husband work together. He’s an incredible psychiatrist, one of the best in his field. They’re so busy they’re not even taking new patients anymore.”

“Get to the point, Nevin. You know I don’t believe in that energy stuff.”

“Look, her husband is a psychiatrist, and Işık is a psychologist. I think you’re going through such a hard time right now that they could really help you. I mentioned your situation to her, and she said she’d be happy to assist.”

“You’re saying I should see a psychologist?”

“Yes, I think you should. At the very least, you’ll learn how to cope with the things you’re struggling with.”

“Maybe,” Umut admitted, considering it for the first time.

“Remember how Yücel was at the beginning? He’s doing great now, and he constantly thanks Işık and Murathan.”

“Alright, I’ll give it a try. Honestly, even if they just help me deal with the daily tasks that feel like torture right now, it’ll be worth it.”

“Exactly.”

“Can you make the appointment? Let
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