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I am in a house in Sucuzade, Adana. I am a guest in a typical old, dilapidated bachelor's house in Adana, where the furniture is mismatched and there is a slight smell of damp. I don't usually stay here because this is the closest friend's house to my own home. I have a key. When there’s no coffee left, I come over to get some. In return, at three in the morning, chocolates sneak out of my house and end up here.
I went inside to retrieve my blue scarf because I needed it. I even called to find out where it was.
When I opened the door, the man inside jumped. I screamed so loud that he didn't even have time to react. The landlord's father wasn't there, and this man was way too old to be a boyfriend. So I figured there was no good option left.
He was wearing a stylish suit. He didn’t look like a typical father figure, with a flat stomach. His hair, which must have been over fifty years old, was gelled, and the entire living room smelled like aftershave.
Anyway, I managed to calm down. He was a very polite gentleman. They were family friends. He called to confirm that I could trust him. I called my friend. "Did he come?" he asked. "He's a good man, I hope you'll see him often," he said. He was smiling, but I couldn't tell if it was genuine. I didn't understand, but the man seemed trustworthy.
The gentleman said, “You were very scared. Would you like some coffee if you’re not in a hurry?”
“What hurry do I have, sir? If I were in a hurry, would I tie a blue scarf around my head and run out in slippers? Coffee is my weak point.”
“What exactly are you?” I asked, but he seemed to have left all his logic in the kitchen, staring at the orange cushion with fringed edges on the floor.
We started talking:
It was 1975. I was at military school at the time. There was a nice restaurant in Feriköy, at the top of the hill leading down to Dolapdere. Actually, alcoholic drinks were forbidden for us— —but it was tough to look out at the sea every day and not touch a drop of raki. We managed to arrange something with some friends.
The restaurant has red velvet chairs. I say restaurant, but nowadays it's called a diner.
The appetizers are fresh, and the meat comes all the way from Erzurum. I know this well because I used to go there every week for years. Anyway, it was like yesterday—I was pouring water into Rıza's glass when I noticed a yellowish glow behind the restaurant's columns. I leaned in closer to see what it was.
I thought to myself, “If someone asked me to draw the girl of my dreams, I couldn’t draw her this beautifully.” Such a serene presence, her unpainted lips, both playful and ladylike, and her laughter—it’s impossible to describe or draw, isn’t it? Her hair was so beautiful; when I first saw her, I thought it was glowing.  I drank three glasses in half an hour without hearing, speaking, or tasting anything.
I took the single rose from the vase on the table and went over to her. I said something silly, I don't remember what. I only remember her saying, " , you've gone to all this trouble, don't let the staff say anything." I took painting classes later to try to capture the smile she had when she said that. But I couldn't.
She smiled at me, and I walked the streets of Feriköy every day. Exactly 42 days later, I saw her with a black headscarf, her eyes swollen from crying. I saw her in a neighborhood mosque as big as a house.
I stood frozen at the mosque door; she was the last one left. Two women were holding her up; she couldn’t stand on her own. But she seemed to recognize me. As she walked out the door, she looked at me and said, “Those who laugh a lot really cry a lot.”
The woman I saw for the first time on my birthday, I saw again at her father's funeral. Then I inquired about the funeral, and I learned that she had started living with her aunt. I waited two more months, then one Tuesday I got permission and started waiting near her aunt's house. On Tuesdays, the market was held. I hoped she would go to the market.
One day, at noon, she came out of the house. I followed her secretly. I’ll never forget that she was picking oranges. I slipped the ten-page letter into the pocket of her coat. Without her noticing.
Still, I went to Feriköy twice a week, hoping to see her. Then, unexpectedly, the answer came.
Then I spent the most beautiful three months of my life. Every time we met, it was like a scene from a movie. After dropping her off at home, I would return to every tea garden we had been to. I would remind myself of everything we had talked about.
She was a bit quiet. “It’s not like home. Even though my aunt is like a mother to me.” she said.
I was about to ask her to come with me when my transfer order came. All the way to Batman. I couldn’t take her with me. She was a true Adana lady. I said I’d just transfer myself.
We said goodbye in tears. It was just like in the postcards, at the bus station. I held onto her hair—that was the custom back then. She gave me a handkerchief she had kept on her chest for three days, with the words “ ” written on it.
I couldn’t stand it in Batman. A place without a sea is suffocating for someone who’s used to the sea. All that remained in my mind was brown. Nothing else mattered to me. I handed in my resignation. I said I would open a shop with the money my father left me. My beloved would be by my side. I kept my resignation until I was persuaded to withdraw it, and a pile of work came my way. I appeared before a military court in Ankara. But in the end, I managed to save myself.
I bought Mevlana candy from Ankara. I bought silver bracelets and silk shawls from Batman. I came all the way to Adana without sleeping.
I knocked on my aunt's door. I explained the situation. "I will visit you again for a good reason, inshallah," I said. The woman bowed her head. "He wrote to you many times, but when we didn't hear from you, we insisted. We thought he was being shy, we thought he was lying, so we got engaged."
For the first time in my life, I felt hatred toward a woman. I cried at her door and begged her. She said the house where she was going to live with that man was being cleaned by . I asked for the address, but she refused. “I’ll call them,” she said.
I waited for three hours on the staircase with gift packages in my hands and wilted flowers.
She came, her eyes bloodshot. 
“Why didn’t you write?” he asked. “You said ‘Help’ in your last letter, that your heart was breaking.”
“The letter didn’t come,” I said. I had a letter in my hand saying I’d been discharged from the army; I placed it in his palm.
“There’s no wedding yet; let me take you with me,” I said.
They made her swear on the Quran, her mother-in-law wouldn’t let her come back, saying her son would kill himself. She cried and begged him not to go. Then she swore on the Quran. They got married.
I died. I worked in all sorts of jobs back then, I didn’t understand anything, I just drifted from place to place. 

I kept returning to Adana every time, hoping to hear news of him, even though it was pointless. I made friends with meaningless people like “ ,” hoping to hear something.
After a while, the man fell silent. I went to the kitchen to get a tissue. I checked myself in the kitchen. I didn’t take any medicine; I have no connection to drugs. I’m not drunk. Who is this man? Why am I listening to him? Why am I crying with him? What’s happening to me?
I handed him the napkin.
We fell silent. A fifteen-hour silence that felt like five minutes.
I couldn’t take it anymore;
"Brother, did you see that girl again?" I had been listening to him for an hour. My voice came out pitifully from not speaking and from something stuck in my throat. I called him "brother" to a man my father's age. His pain was so childish, so pure and deep that I could have called him my son.
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“I saw her,” he said. She lives in Beykoz. I heard the news later. I spent months searching Beykoz, Paşabahçe, and Göksu. I even opened a glass shop there. I ended up losing that too, wandering the streets.

Then I found her. I saw her house from afar. I played hide-and-seek with myself there.
She had a baby when I first saw her. The child looked just like me. The same beautiful blonde hair. I always watched from afar. She would take her husband's arm, and I would feel a burning sensation in my throat. I was only in my thirties, but my hair had turned completely white from seeing her hand in another man's arm.
When I saw her smile, I was both happy that she was happy and hated everything about her, comparing her happiness to my own misery.
I had already abandoned my faith, all this suffering was because she had placed her hand on the Quran. I drank every evening. No drink could burn my stomach and throat as much as seeing her did.
My only consolation was that her husband was a good man. He didn't understand jokes or fun, but he never said no to her. He was a merchant, well-off. They called him a corner cushion of a man. He never said no and never raised
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