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YARA & DYSTHYMIA


(Chapter 1)


I’d been looking forward to my holiday the whole year. At the beginning of it, my 7-year relationship had come to an end. My ex-girlfriend cheated on me but by that time it was more bad than good anyway. Then the whole ‘Corona-Media-Wave came at us. So, I was sure that the holiday in Antalya at my regular hotel would bring me relaxation.


It was 10.10.2020 when I went down to the hotel restaurant for dinner. Because of Corona, there was no self-service, so one was served as you would in a canteen. This is how I unsuspectingly came into contact with Yara. She was a waitress for me at that moment, just like everyone else in the restaurant… one of many... But when she finished serving me and handed me the plate over the counter, I cheekily slipped her a tip. I could only tell that she was looking at me in bewilderment by her eyes since it was compulsory to wear masks and I was unable to see her whole face.


I went to my table and ate my food, answering various WhatsApp messages. The topic was, among other things, can you guess? Exactly. Corona. Suddenly a waiter arrived and welcomed a couple at the front of the buffet. I could see the scene well as I was sitting directly opposite. The couple’s greeting was so artificial and contrived that Yara and I exchanged looks properly for the first time and we could tell that we were both smiling. How was I able to recognize that? When one laughs, the cheekbones round and push upwards. She made crazy signs that she was going in the direction of her work colleague. I replied with signs back to her. She began to laugh. Apparently, I had caught her attention.


I continued to eat while at the same time hear her whispering to her work colleagues and noticing their glances. I didn’t think anything of it, in fact, I found it rather amusing. Especially when she and her colleague strolled past my table and presented me with a rose made out of a napkin. I assumed that someone in the kitchen had folded it because, as I would find out later, it wasn’t her - she didn't have that talent. But hey, no biggie. I was flattered.


It was late and the restaurant was clearing out. The kitchen staff slowly began cleaning up and Ibrahim, the restaurant manager, came up to my table and sat across from me. We made some small in English; the obligatory, “How are you?”, which is when he noticed the paper rose. He thought it was good; but it gave him an idea.


All of a sudden Yara appeared at the table. Ibrahim asked her for some napkins, which she brought straight away. He took one of them and did the handiwork then instructed Yara to follow his lead, but she wasn’t able to do it. She crumpled up the napkin and put it in her breast pocket. That’s when I thought:


“Perfect chance to take a picture together!”


A few years ago, my ex-girlfriend also had her picture taken with waiter. I gave Ibrahim my mobile phone and asked him to take a picture of Yara and me. I held her rose in my hand while standing beside her. The result was not very good, and we looked super strange. She didn’t want to sit down, so I grabbed her mobile phone, knelt down beside her and took pictures of us with an Instagram filter. From that moment on, we wrote a lot to each other through Instagram in a combination of English and Turkish. Of course, we both used the Google translator app.


The next day she had to work in the snack bar outside by the pool. I thought I would surprise her with a gift and gave her Ibrahim’s rose. She was embarrassed and acted like she was smelling it, then she put the rose in her hair as an ornament. That was worth a photo, so I took another snapshot. From then on, every time she wanted to see me, she texted me to ask if I would come for dinner. One afternoon I asked her if she would like to go for a walk. What an exciting feeling it was when she said ‘yes’. The evening of the same day we met outside the hotel for the first time.


She bought a bottle of water in the shop near the hotel, I bought one too when she came out and we went behind the market where there is a small park. On the way to a tree where we sat down, she wrote that she’d brought me something, a thank you for the rose, and presented me with a small bar of chocolate... How sweet was that? A small gesture with satisfaction of gratitude. What kind of mentality is this in Turkey? To get excited over little things… I was fascinated.
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