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  The Wanderer of Istanbul


As awkward as it may sound, I feel that now, I am less invisible than when I was what most people call a “successful businessman," for, today I have the awareness that true success is not made only of material goods, power or fame. 
Despite not having to wear social masks as before, there’s still a curious point to be explored. People still gaze at me with pity these days. The difference is that they no longer feel obliged to hide it. Nevertheless, they do all they can to avoid an eye contact with the old man; therefore, avoiding the whisper of consciousness, reminding them of their responsibility towards my present condition. But that only applies to those who still hear those whispers—something quite rare in modern times.
The eyes are often regarded as a reflection of one's inner self, a belief held by many wise individuals throughout the ages. From my perspective, in this case, my tired eyes reflect the soul of those who look at me, as a massive mirror, triggering the feeling of pity and sometimes even disgust.
People tend to pity themselves only when they compare their situation to someone who is more fortunate or when they are emotionally distraught. Nevertheless, that emotion is instantly passed on—through the osmoses of false values—to the destitute man, which in this specific case is myself: an elderly, ill-dressed, unclean, wanderer. For how can someone give help through the means of money, but not look into my eyes and wish me a good day? If they really have empathy, why don’t they share a smile with me, but only cold coins?
I also have to mention that I don't perceive myself as an unlucky person nor a part of a community. And I affirm this with the best of intentions; for I abstain myself from my rights, but I still obey to reason regarding some duties as a member of a society and as a human being. 
Although I do not consider my genuine deeds—if I may say so—as a duty, it’s the only thing that helps me find some meaning to my mere existence. 
“Good morning! Thank you very much! May God pay you back!” 
I like this boy. However, I only call him a boy by comparison to my age, but he must surely be in his early thirties. I always wonder about his occupations in life, but I never had the courage to ask.
This young man is the only person in this neighborhood who doesn’t show me pity, disgust, or even contempt. When he greets me, he shakes my hand firmly, not caring if they are clean enough for such a gesture; and his smile remains on his face even after I leave his field of vision. 
He sat by my side the other day, perhaps intending to talk, but only peeling a bergamot and sharing it with me before going on his way. 
Unfortunately, although I was an influential businessman, I never learned to speak this foreign language, so popular around the world. I always had enough efficient people to translate everything that was needed. But I don’t want to talk about it right now. Despite the cold, the day is sunny and beautiful, and I do not wish to be sad in vain. 
“Ough! What a disgraceful wind! Come here, Gordo! Thankfully, I didn’t let myself be fooled by the radiant sun and brought with me this extra blanket; otherwise, it would be difficult to warm both of us, my friend. Speaking of which, I think you’d better go on a diet. Soon, one blanket will be small for all that size! You look more like a cow than a dog!" 
I have to confess that the gloves I received from a stranger as a gift yesterday came at perfect time. Without them, my hands wouldn’t be able to continue writing, and that would certainly be a tragedy. For today, unlike other days, I am inspired as a passionate young poet! 
Oh! I mentioned hand in the plural form because I possess the dexterity to write equally with both, which I learned as a child. I did not have the slightest knowledge of how useful this would be in my old age; but I'm grateful now.
For example, excluding today, and my days as a businessman, I was never in possession of winter gloves. So, whenever I wrote with one hand, I had to keep the other pressed between my legs, or under my skinny buttock to warm it up. Consequently, when the writing hand lost its usefulness because of the severe cooling of the blood, I switched their position and continued to express myself with the other. Great ideas come without knocking on the door, therefore, one should always be ready to receive them with hot tea and biscuits when they show up. I believe you understood what I meant.
I don’t even know why I write as if I were referring to someone. These notes carry no other purpose than to vent and keep myself busy. It is of utmost importance for a homeless person to remain occupied, otherwise his freedom completely loses its meaning. 
Also, I don’t get cold and hungry for nothing. Actually, it is the cold that bothers me the most; for when it comes to hunger, I’ve already gotten used to it. And to be honest, I’m hungry only when I eat, and I only eat because it’s necessary for the survival of my body and to have enough energy to think, and to help me move around the neighborhood. 
I can’t contain my eagerness to address my imaginary reader and make a single demand: don’t you dare to feel sorry for me!  If you do, I will be the one who will feel sorry for you, poor fellows, for you will prove to me you understand nothing about life! I receive enough alms to feed myself, if I wish to do so; not to mention the luxury apartments, which are still under my possession, according to gossip. And if I don’t eat well, it’s because I decide to live that way. With the money I collect, I buy ration, and sausages for the stray animals—and I don’t mean my destitute brothers and sisters—spread all over the city.
These observations are all based on my experiences living in this unique city. There are cats and dogs all over the place, but they are well-cared for, especially in my neighborhood. That’s why I collect the money here, buy the food, and go to wander in places where the animals don’t have the same privilege as those in this area, where, due to the massive concentration of foreigners, the waste, and the generosity, is considerably higher.
In this city, it is possible to find, with little effort, dogs and cats, taking a nap inside establishments such as cafes, pharmacies, restaurants, banks, and even hospitals—believe me or not! I haven't visited any other country, and I never wanted to; nevertheless, I am sure that something like this cannot be witnessed anywhere else in this vast world! The animals in my area are treated with more care and attention than the destitute people who share the same streets. 
It's also my duty to say that a homeless person is not a saint, and often, not even a victim, for simply living on the streets—I can safely say that. Many of them lie, cheat, steal, use their children to beg, and sometimes, they even have a house to live in, and just pretend they don’t. As if begging were a business as any other, but without a boss, and which a man could employ his entire family, without paying a salary. Anyway, who am I to judge? If there really is a hell, I will be the first to burn in it. These comments are only made because today I have the privilege of watching and not being seen. However, I can't be unfair to honest wanderers who have no alternative but to secure their livelihood on the streets; these fellows work restlessly!
Here it's quite common to see people collecting recyclables in garbage bins around the city, which, at the end of the day, yields them only a few cold coins or some dirty banknotes that amount to almost nothing. Their daily earnings can barely guarantee a decent meal for their children. That’s why some of these people, even being honest and proud, choose to beg for alms on the side of the arduous labor. 
I empathize with the mothers who carry their babies wrapped in fabric, resembling kangaroos, while their other children ride in wagons next to large collections of recyclables. Remarkably, these diligent women seldom ask for help, and they often discourage their children from








