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Yaşar was a man whom life had matured faster than he was; his hair had gray in his twenties, and by the time he was in his thirties, deep lines appeared on his face.
On the morning of March 17, he slowly opened the door of the flower shop to celebrate Mary's birthday. As the door opened, the small bell hanging above it trembled with a thin jingle; That voice, which mixed with the silence of the shop, softly interrupted the stillness of the morning. When Yaşar stepped inside, the scent of fresh flowers mixed with the air hit his face; It was as if a memory that had been waiting for years had been opened again with the door at that moment.
His eyes rested on a bunch amid the tangy and sweet scent of flowers that filled in. At that moment, a memory that had been silent for years stirred in the depths of his memory: 
The warm smile that appeared on Meryem's face while looking at those flowers and the short sentence she said "these are my favorites" seemed to be re-echoing from time.
While Yaşar was examining the flowers that Meryem would choose to celebrate her birthday today, it was as if he was walking the thin line between the past and the present. Every bud, every leaf whispered to him the warmth of years ago. That bunch that he would carry in his palm consisted of memories and longings rather than flowers. Just then, his eye fell on the small mirror on the wall of the shop. The face he saw in the mirror did not hide the traces of the years; The whites falling on his temples and the fine lines at the corners of his eyes reminded him of how far time had traveled. It was the face of a man who had reached sixty. Yaşar looked in the mirror for a short moment, then turned his gaze back to the flowers. He thought quietly: Meryem is always seventeen years old.
When he carefully took the flowers and left the shop, the coolness of the morning touched his face. Spontaneously, he turned his steps in the direction Mary expected. He started walking as he had done every seventeenth March morning for thirty-nine years. The streets of the city had changed, the shops had been renovated, the sidewalks had become old; but Yaşar's path had never changed.
As he walked, the old days he spent with Meryem were slowly filling his mind. Those days when they laughed together, had long conversations, and sometimes stood side by side without saying anything... they all seemed now both close enough to touch if he stretched out his hand, and so far away as to be on the other side of time. Still, Yaşar felt that he was getting closer to that shore with every step.
He held the bouquet of flowers in his hand a little tighter. Because he knew that in the place where he was to meet Mary soon, that invisible wait that had been going on for years would meet him again.
He kept walking; with every step the present merged with the echoes of the past, the memories that every stone, every curbside reminded of filled him, but at the same time left a soft melancholy. When he turned the street corner, a small opening appeared; He was now very close to the place where he was going to meet Mary. He slowed his steps, deepening his breathing. He stopped in front of a large old door and walked in slowly.He 
walked his way in the shade of the great poplar trees, and the light filtered through the branches and touched his face lightly. He swung downhill, taking his steps slowly but in a sure rhythm. As we traversed the path where the wind blew softly, every stone and every leaf carried the faint echoes of the past. and finally, at the end of the long walk, he arrived at the place where he met Mary.
And there it was... Yaşar stopped, took a deep breath and gently put the bundle in his palm on the ground. When the flowers touched Mary's soil, it was as if all the love, joy and smiles accumulated over the years had suddenly come to life, and the silence there began to tremble with exuberant happiness.
"Happy birthday, Mary," he was able to swallow. The sentence he said hung in the air. The wind caressed the leaves and flowers, and Yaşar's tears suddenly fell to the ground. The earth embraced and absorbed this silent longing accumulated over the years; It was as if the love, joy and longing accumulated in an instant came to life.
Yaşar recited many prayers and took a deep breath while looking at the flowers. Then he nodded slowly, smiling slightly. Everything remained as it was; The invisible link between silence, time and memories had never changed over the years.
"We ordered it to God, Meryem," said Yaşar, closing his eyes slightly and leaning down to the ground. He paused for a moment, inhaled the silence, and took a deep breath. Then he slowly turned around and slowly turned his steps back. As he walked, the coolness of the morning and the gentle breeze of the wind touched his face. But at the same time, there was a slight tremor in his heart; Mary's presence followed him silently but powerfully at that moment, as it had done for years. Every rustle of leaves, the shadow of every branch, seemed to remind me of his smile. Yaşar closed his eyes slightly; The warmth of the longing he had accumulated over the years filled his chest and stood still.
Then he took a deep breath and threw his shoulders back slightly, inhaling the peace of having celebrated his birthday. The weight of time had faded away for a moment, leaving only the exuberant echo of memories and loves. Yaşar walked slowly without accelerating his steps; With each step, the memory of the past combined with the coolness of the morning and left a warmth in his soul. At that moment, when life and memories touched each other, everything was as it should be.
And as Yaşar walked away silently with the light breeze of the morning, the smile of Mary in his heart was walking with him beyond the years...
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Infinite consciousness shone as an ancient and silent light. He called the consciousnesses around him to him in the echoing emptiness of the universe.
"Go and find the consciousness that you are going to help. Declare to me why and how you will help. If I accept, you will get the task. If you keep your promise and complete your mission, I will bestow upon you a higher consciousness and position."
All consciousness filtered into the world as a vibration.
"He", like the others, navigated the fabric of time and space. He scanned every moment, from the times when the world was a single continent to the most complex civilizations. He could not find the consciousness he was looking for; until he saw that little girl.
The little girl's hair was yellow in the sun, and her eyes were deep blue and clear. The vibration landed right near him. The girl did not see herself. He was wearing a navy blue and white vest knitted by his mother and old trousers. He was crying loudly, screaming.
––––––––
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The vibration approached with curiosity. He looked at the moment, looked back at the moment.
She found no obvious trauma, acute pain, or traces of recent loss in the girl's past. He was like everyone else; There was no obvious problem that made him different and that would justify his tears. Still, he was crying. But why was he crying?
More curious, he filtered into the girl's consciousness. What she saw was this: the girl herself did not know why she was crying. He even cried by asking himself, "Why am I crying like this?"
The vibration reached into the future to understand the girl.
And there, he saw a burden too great for a person's heart to bear: the losses he would suffer in the earthquake a year later... the illnesses, painful traumas and great sorrows that he will experience in the following years... When the vibration saw all of what was going to happen, he quickly retreated and looked deep into those blue eyes.
He loved the girl; he had deep affection for her. But what was that reason that would be presented to the infinite consciousness, that would justify the task? Was compassion alone? he had to find a justification. He didn't have it, he couldn't find it. He decided to wait.
He watched the girl for a while. The girl was very pure and clean. There was no treachery in his heart yet. One day, in the scorching heat of summer, he saw the girl digging the ground with a piece of branch in her hand. The girl buried the branch in the ground, covered the pit and poured some water on it as a lifeline. The vibration looked at the large garden where the house was located. While there were various trees in the gardens of the neighboring houses in the vicinity, there was not a single sprout in this garden. The garden was dry like a desert.
The
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