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AWAKENING: A JOURNEY FROM DARKNESS TO LIGHT 

Preface
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In the rush of everyday life—caught between stress, anxiety, and the weight of our experiences—how deeply are our lives and health being affected? What turning points lead us, often unknowingly, into the arms of illness? How much pain can the human spirit truly endure? And how far can things spiral out of control before we realize it?

What if one day, everything changes—your consciousness fades, you lose all sense of control, and you wake up in an unfamiliar place? What if you wake up and find yourself being bathed by strangers, stripped bare, your memory wiped clean? And what if, from that moment on, you are faced with a lifelong, chronic illness?

This scenario might sound dystopian now—but for some, it’s a real-life story.

My hope is that Awakening becomes a source of light for anyone walking a similar path—those who have endured hardship, who recognize the signs of a breaking point, and who have the courage to look deep within, to transform, and to be reborn.

Our journeys of self-discovery and awakening may differ, and it is these differences that are our true wealth. Awakening was not written with the aim of promoting or extolling any community, institution, or association, nor to criticize any established order.

Eda Yılmaz
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FROM DARKNESS TO LIGHT – AWAKENING IN THE ARMS OF UNCERTAINTY 
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At home, there was a gentle, anticipatory bustle in the air. The suitcases were neatly gathered by the door, and while the children ran around excitedly inside, Begüm sat quietly in a corner, watching them. Kemal was busy doing his final checks. A calm and contented look adorned everyone’s face—they were all caught up in the excitement of a new beginning.

When all the preparations were complete, they all together loaded the belongings into the elevator. The suitcases were then loaded onto the car, and the final checks were made. As the car slowly set off, Begüm glanced at the joyful faces of the children in the rear-view mirror. Her eyes, moving along the window, followed the city as it swiftly disappeared into the distance. The atmosphere inside the car was warm; a comforting peace was growing, gently embracing her heart.

Upon arriving at the airport, amidst the flurry of activity in the terminal, Begüm trusted that everything was going smoothly—that every detail was under control. When they boarded the plane, she chose a window seat. The children sat by her side, and Kemal took his place in an adjacent row. As the plane lifted off, Begüm watched the world dissolve into a sea of clouds outside, and the growing surge of calm inside her deepened.

That serenity did not last, however. As the plane reached a certain altitude, an announcement came over the intercom and the cabin began to shake. A soft humming sound was followed by another jolt. Begüm searched for Kemal and the children with her eyes, but in that moment, she felt utterly alone inside the plane. Where were they? What was happening? Her heart began to race and her breath caught in her throat. She clenched her teeth, yet it seemed as though something prevented her from doing so fully. Grasping her head with her hands, she suddenly felt the chilling touch of cold metal on her temple.

Without warning, the plane started to lose altitude, and everything turned unstable. Begüm’s body felt pinned to the seat as a disorienting void filled the air, mixing with a nauseating sensation in her stomach. The cabin lights flickered erratically, and chaos began to engulf everything.

In an instant, the plane descended toward the sea. The constant roar inside the cabin echoed in Begüm’s ears. Her heart pounded, and every breath became laced with panic. She squeezed her eyes shut and gripped the armrests tightly. She tried to let out one final cry, but no sound emerged—no sound could escape... and then, with a sudden, resounding impact, everything went dark.

***
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Begüm could hear the voices around her, though her eyes would not open, and she couldn’t respond. She was aware only that she was being moved—perhaps on a stretcher—from one place to another. But everything was hazy, as if the world around her had been dragged far away. Slowly and with great care, she focused on the sounds surrounding her. She tried to understand what was happening, yet only managed to make out the word “eighth.” What did they mean by “eighth”?

She felt herself being laid on a bed, and as she reclined, she slipped into unconsciousness.

The first sensation that greeted Begüm as her awareness gradually returned was the cool splash of water against her face. What was happening? What was this water, and where was she? An indescribable worry and fear swept over her. She attempted to open her eyes slightly, but fatigue and heaviness resisted her efforts. For a while, she tried to piece together the sounds, movements, and touches around her; yet nothing came into clear focus.

The water cascading down her head seemed to lift the dense fog of her mind—a power slowly cracking the emptiness inside her. And finally, when Begüm managed to open her eyes slowly, as if awakening from a deep slumber, the sight before her made her feel even more vulnerable. She found herself completely naked, unprotected, isolated, and utterly exposed—her very identity seeming wiped clean. She did not know where she was or what had transpired. Though she felt as if she had lost herself, one fact remained undeniable: in this cold, unfamiliar place, unknown people were washing her defenceless body. Soon, perhaps for the first time in months, a few words would escape her lips as she tried to understand what was happening.

Around her, voices in a known language echoed, but she couldn’t comprehend what was being said. A woman’s gentle hands moved over her body. Begüm realized that the woman was carefully washing her. Yet this tender gesture only fanned the flames of shame and fear that raged within her. Hastily, she attempted to cover herself with her hands, but even this movement failed to relieve the overwhelming vulnerability.

The worn-out stool beneath her, the aged tiles, and the gloomy surroundings offered only a faint clue about where she might be. Slowly, she lifted her head and searched her blurry surroundings. But nothing was clear. How had she ended up here? Her memory felt as if it had plummeted over a precipice. While these questions echoed in her mind, a growing emptiness took root inside her.

Her eyes involuntarily drifted to her arms. The sight of them—marked by deep cuts, bruises, and needle scars—transformed the silent panic in her mind into a louder, almost screaming cry. When did these injuries occur? Why could she not remember any moment of pain? Her own body felt as though it belonged to someone else entirely. She tried to run her fingers through her hair, but her hands only brushed against emptiness. Part of her hair was gone—shaved off. This realization echoed like a knife in her mind.

Why was she here? What had happened to her? Her mind was in utter disarray. The only thing she knew for sure was that she refused to accept that this body was truly hers. Everything was blurry, confused. It was as if her memory had been torn apart and scattered in every direction. Slowly raising her hand to touch her face, every contact felt strangely foreign—as if it did not belong to her. A profound sense of alienation had taken hold.

Glancing around the small, gloomy bathroom, she noticed a window through which the golden hues of a sunset filtered—but even that light did nothing to offer her an escape. The idea of standing up seemed impossible. How could she ever leave this place? Her knees trembled, and her body, as though it were an empty coffin, refused to cooperate. She fought to keep her eyes open, but every time her eyelids grew heavier, dragging her back into darkness.

Finally, she noticed something on the opposite wall—a mirror. Uncertain of how long she had been gazing at it, her eyes slowly focused on the reflection. The face looking back at her was not quite her own—pale, expressionless, with dull, lifeless eyes. Was this a prison? A hospital? Who was this woman in the mirror?

That reflection stirred another memory within her: who was responsible for her present state? She struggled to recall her memories, but only chaos and ambiguity greeted her. A deep sense of humiliation surged within as she thought, “How did I come to this? What wrong choices or mistakes brought me here?” Yet, following that shame, anger swiftly rose within her. Was she angry at herself, or at those who had led her to this state? Perhaps both. But nothing was clear. At that moment, all she felt was an overwhelming, choking despair.

Then, a burning sensation of guilt took hold: her children... “What happened to them? Where are they now?” The faces of Işık and Hüseyin floated before her eyes, though even those images were blurry and indistinct. She felt as if she had abandoned them as a mother. The thought of not being able to provide support for them, of dragging them into this situation, opened a deep wound in her soul. A single thought echoed inside her: “What would they do if they saw me like this?” To be seen in such a frail and helpless state by the eyes of one’s own children might be far more agonizing than everything else she had experienced.

Begüm’s gaze locked blankly on the wall as an internal storm raged. With a deep, helpless sigh, she whispered silently to herself: “Where is Kemal?” The name reverberated like a desperate cry in her heart. Kemal—her steadfast pillar, her lover, her life partner—who had always protected and supported her. But now, where was he?

The thought of him only deepened her loneliness. “If he were here, would he allow this to happen?” she wondered. How could he possibly stand by while she felt so vulnerable, broken, and lost? Kemal had always been like a beacon, illuminating even her darkest hours. And yet, that light was now absent. “Perhaps he doesn’t know...” she mused fleetingly. But what if he did? And even if he knew, what if he did nothing to rescue her?

These thoughts tightened around her heart. The bitterness and anger grew in waves: “Has he abandoned me?” The possibility was a nightmare too terrible to fully entertain. Her husband—the father of her children—had he really left her in such a state?

Her eyes welled up, though she did not cry in front of the unfamiliar people around her. Instead, she closed her eyes, taking a deep breath. “Kemal, please be by my side...” she silently pleaded, though her throat felt constricted and each word was swallowed up.

Begüm’s mind spun like an entangled chaos. Her trembling hands betrayed her, as if they were no longer obeying her will. The terror of losing control gnawed at her insides like a ravenous wolf. She felt so powerless that even the slightest movement seemed insurmountable.

“Why is my memory so hazy?” she wondered. She failed to recall fragments of the past, yet nothing fit together. The past lay shrouded under a thick veil of fog, unreachable. A wave of fear washed over her: “What if this is how it remains? What if I can never be as I once was before?” As that question reverberated in her mind, it felt as if she was slowly being drawn inward. Who had she been before? What had she loved, and what had she achieved? All that was once familiar had become indistinct.

Emotions flooded her—fear, shame, helplessness, anger, loneliness, and guilt—mixing in a torrential storm that burdened her with an unbearable weight. She felt lost, both in mind and body.

For a moment, she closed her eyes. “What if I never leave here?” she thought, the question opening a deep chasm inside her. The thought of never again seeing her children, of being forever separated from their lives, grew overwhelming. Her heart raced as if it would burst from her chest. Her breathing became shallow. She was so utterly alone that the pain felt almost physical.
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TOWARD GRADUATION: THE DOORS OPENING TO FREEMASONRY
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Thanks to a friend from university, Begüm had started working part‐time handling the office tasks for two tourist guides. For years, that guiding couple had been narrating the history and streets of Istanbul to tourists, presenting every detail of the city as if it were a work of art. Their office was in a large apartment in Beşiktaş—a space that served as both their home and workplace. On certain days of the week, Begüm would catch a bus from Rumelihisarı to Beşiktaş and then, after navigating the bustling bus stop, walk for about twenty minutes to reach the office.

That day, Begüm had arrived early, organized the offers coming in for the tour-guiding services, and completed the necessary correspondence. She spent hours reading the incoming emails and checking dozens of tour itineraries. Just as she finished her work and was about to head home, the doorbell rang. Her bosses must have arrived. She rose from her desk, greeted them with a smile, and went to meet them.

Her bosses were very knowledgeable and kind-hearted; they seemed to know every stone and corner of the city, having lived a life full of such knowledge. Moreover, they were generous and courteous. In one corner of the office, piles of books, notes arranged neatly on tables, and souvenirs brought from all over the world adorned the space—from Chinese porcelains to African masks, from postcards from small European towns to many other treasures, each a trace of their past journeys and discoveries.

As soon as they entered the office, as always, they headed to the kitchen for coffee. A strange silence fell over the office. Begüm gathered her documents to update them on the new tasks and made her way to the kitchen. As she stepped through the kitchen door, she noticed that both suddenly turned their gaze toward her. There was an indescribable look in their eyes—as if they had something to tell Begüm but were waiting for the right moment.

The female guide, with her usual graceful manner, turned to Begüm and, smiling, placed a cup of coffee in front of her. In that smile, Begüm perceived something she had not noticed before—a smile full of mystery. The male guide, meanwhile, leaned back and slowly rotated his coffee cup. His eyes narrowed slightly as he looked at her, yet he said nothing. At that moment, Begüm felt a strange atmosphere in the room, as if everyone was silently waiting for someone else to speak first.

Begüm (placing her coffee on the table and sitting down): “Today has been quite busy. We’ve received new tour guide requests—offers from foreign companies wanting to organize tours and proposals from a few hotels. I’d like to go over them with you. They’re all here.” (She handed over the documents spread out on the table.)

Female Guide (taking the documents with a gentle smile): “You’ve done an amazing job, Begüm. (Glancing briefly at the papers) It’s very impressive how you managed to organize such a complex workload so quickly. But have you ever wondered why these companies want to work with us?”

Begüm (smiling): “I believe it’s because they’ve heard about your guiding skills and your deep knowledge of Istanbul. Just like with everyone around you, you’ve inspired trust. Whenever people speak with you, they can do nothing but listen to the magic of the city.”

Male Guide (nodding): “So you’re saying that it’s not just about knowledge, but trust as well? In your opinion, is that trust based on a person’s character, or on their knowledge and experience?”

Begüm (pausing for a moment, then with a thoughtful expression): “Actually, I think it’s both. Knowledge and experience build trust, but character and honesty reinforce it. No matter how knowledgeable someone is, if people don’t feel that they are being treated sincerely, they simply cannot trust them.”

Female Guide (taking a deep breath): “Very true. You’ve managed to build that trust while working with us. But Begüm, we’d like to know you a little more There are some matters we are curious about. How about we talk about some deeper topics?”

It was as if her bosses had planned to ask these questions even before she came to the office. Begüm and they usually chatted about school, classes, weather, or travels, but this was the first time they engaged in such an in-depth conversation. Always eager to learn from every discussion with her bosses, Begüm was impatient to answer their questions and hear their insights.

Begüm (surprised): “Of course, absolutely. What would you like to talk about?”

Male Guide (fixing his gaze on Begüm’s eyes): “There are big questions in life: goodness, evil, the purpose of human existence... Have you ever truly pondered these?”

Begüm (pursing her lips and pausing to think): “Yes, I suppose these are questions we all consider. Sometimes I ask myself: Why do people turn out to be cruel? And why is it so difficult to choose goodness? But I can never seem to reach a definitive conclusion.”

Male Guide (with a faint, enigmatic smile): “So, Begüm... are you in search of a community that can guide you in life in pursuit of answers? Would you like to walk a different path—to be part of a larger community?”

Begüm (raising her eyebrows in surprise): “A community? I’m not sure I completely understand what you mean.”

Female Guide (smiling and lightly shrugging): “It’s still early; perhaps we’re not rushing to think about these things. But know that we want to get to know you not only for work but also on a personal level. Isn’t that so?”

Male Guide (nodding): “Yes. We want to share something different with you—to learn about your thoughts, your perspective, and your approach to life. This could be an opportunity for you as well. However, it seems you might need some time.”

Begüm (a slight smile appearing on her face): “I really don’t know... But if you’re interested, I’d be happy to share my thoughts—depending on the topic, of course.”

Female Guide (without taking her eyes off Begüm): “That’s wonderful. Perhaps in the future... we might talk about another topic, on an even broader scale. Would you like to meet with people who think like you—a community where you could gain a fresh perspective?”

Begüm (with curiosity): “Yes, why not? I’ve always enjoyed talking with people and understanding their viewpoints. But... I still don’t quite grasp what kind of community you’re referring to.”

Male Guide (smiling): “Let’s not rush, Begüm. In time, everything will become clear. For now, let’s leave this conversation here. (He slowly places his coffee cup on the table) But remember, joining a community begins with understanding and accepting it. Perhaps one day... you’ll be part of that community.”

Begüm (smiling thoughtfully): “Maybe... why not?”

Female Guide (standing up): “That will be all for today. I suppose it’s time for you to go now. But if you have any questions lingering in your mind, please share them with us. This conversation is just beginning, Begüm.”

Though Begüm did not fully understand what they meant, a quiet curiosity had been awakened within her. She bowed her head slightly to bid them good evening, gathered her bag, and shut down her computer. Leaving the office and beginning her descent down the steps, she found herself momentarily lost in the chaos of the city. The words of her bosses echoed in her mind. When she reached the bus stop, everything appeared a bit more blurred, yet at the same time, a spark of curiosity began to glow within her. As the bus to Rumelihisarı approached, she whispered to herself:

Begüm: “A community? What exactly do they want from me?”

***
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As the bus slowly moved through the throng of people and traffic, Begüm pulled out her book. She opened its pages and began reading with distracted eyes. However, as her gaze moved across the sentences, the loud music from outside broke her concentration. Turning her head out of the window, she noticed that they were passing in front of the luxurious bars and nightclubs of Etiler. Neon lights, a jubilant crowd, and music filling the air... In that moment, a brief flutter stirred within her.

She had always loved music; she felt as if the melodies touched her soul. Yet, going to those bars was simply not an option. Her life was squeezed between university classes, her part-time job, and home.

For a moment, she set the book aside on her lap, took a deep breath, and observed the people walking outside. The crowd was enjoying themselves in and around the bars—dancing, celebrating life. But Begüm had neither the time nor the money to join in such merriment. She only had enough cash in her pocket to cover transport and a meal until the end of the month. Yet, deep down, watching those people who revelled in the music of the bars, she longed to break free of her own narrow boundaries. “Perhaps one day everything will be better,” she thought. Maybe one day she would be free enough to visit those bars. But for now, she had to set aside those dreams and face reality.

As the bus moved away from that area, from the doorway of the bar emerged a handsome man with eyes that shone like a green sea. Dressed in designer clothes and exuding self-confidence, he stepped out accompanied by his partner—who held his hand while smiling. His name was Kemal.

That day, when the bus moved on to the next stop, Begüm did not see Kemal—perhaps it was meant to be that way. Perhaps someday, in another city under entirely different circumstances, their paths would cross. For now, neither of them suspected that fate was slowly drawing them together.

At that moment, Kemal’s phone began to ring. His mother’s name appeared on the screen, and the smile on his face faltered as concern took over.

Kemal (answering the phone): “Hello, Mom!”

Mother (in a worried tone over the phone): “Hello, Kemal! How are you? Did you receive the food package I sent?”

Kemal hesitated for a moment but quickly composed himself.

Kemal (in a calm voice): “Yes, I received it. I enjoyed them—they were wonderful!”

The rising music in the background only made the lie he told his mother more evident. He had been in Istanbul all day, and the package had most likely been delivered to his home in Bursa; when no one was there, it must have been left with a neighbour.

Mother (with a warm smile in her voice): “I’m so glad. And how are your classes going?”

Kemal paused for a moment; in truth, he wasn’t even attending classes. But he didn’t want to share that with his mother.

Kemal (lowering his voice slightly): “They went very well, Mom. I’ll be graduating at the end of this year.”

As the music mingled with his mother’s concerned tone, a strange unease stirred within Kemal.

Mother (anxiously): “I haven’t heard any news about where you are. Where exactly are you?”

Kemal (with determination): “I’m at the university festival; I’ll be home soon. Don’t worry!”

While his voice echoed the festive spirit of the event, it only deepened the uneasiness inside him—he felt increasingly troubled by the lie he had told. His mother’s worried tone made him question things within himself.

Mother (with concern): “Alright, but be careful, okay?”

Kemal (smiling): “Of course, Mom. Everything’s fine!”

After hanging up, Kemal turned to his partner and headed toward the car. In the background, the music reflected their youth and freedom.

Kemal (turning to his partner): “Come on, let’s head to Bursa. One day of fun in Istanbul is enough for us. Besides, there’s an amazing package waiting for us—let’s enjoy it!”

As the car door closed and Kemal and his partner set off into the night, Kemal’s thoughts wandered to the changes awaiting him. These were his final days of revelry—graduation was just around the corner. In a few weeks, he would have to start applying for jobs.

Throughout the bus ride, Begüm couldn’t bring herself to read her book. Her mind was filled with a cascade of thoughts—about university life, loneliness, and the intricate chaos of Istanbul. With graduation only three months away, perhaps a brand-new beginning awaited her once school ended. Yet, not knowing what the future held made drifting in this emptiness feel more agonizing than ever.

***
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Earlier that day, as planned with her classmate Ülkü, Begüm had taken her sports gear with her. She got off the bus at the Boğaziçi University stadium, changed her clothes, and before beginning her run to shake off the week’s fatigue, she sent a brief message to Ülkü. A short while later, as they had arranged, Ülkü caught up with her.

Ülkü: “Begüm! Got you at last! How are you?”

Begüm: “Ülkü! I’m good, how about you? We barely got to talk amidst the rush. How are your finals going?”

Ülkü: “Now that finals are over, we’re finally free! Don’t you think the Finance final was tough? I haven’t been able to clear my mind from all this intensity over the past few months.”

Begüm: “The Finance exam was very challenging; I’m not expecting an excellent grade. On one hand, I’m worried about my exam results, and on the other, I’m excited for our Marketing presentation.”

Ülkü: “I’m sure everyone will be impressed. We nailed that presentation!”

Begüm: “We put in a lot of hard work—kudos to us, my friend.”

Ülkü: “Can you believe we’re graduating in just a few months?”

Begüm: “Yes, it’s incredible. But what will we do after graduation? Which company will we join, in which city will we live... Just thinking about it is exhausting.”

Ülkü: “Exactly. And then there’s the issue of salaries... It’s not even clear if we’ll be able to stay in Istanbul. Rent is sky-high, and without family support, it’s going to be hard.”

Begüm: “That’s exactly what I’m thinking, too. My family has always been there for me, but after graduation, I want to stand on my own two feet. Will I be able to pay the rent? I don’t know what I’ll do if I can’t make ends meet once I start working.”

Ülkü: “You’re right. I hope everything falls into place somehow.”

Begüm: “I hope so too. Anyway, it’s getting late. Let’s head home.”

Begüm slowly stopped to catch her breath. Ülkü joined her, resting her hands on her knees as she panted. Both were drenched in sweat, yet a gentle smile played on their faces.

Begüm: “Ülkü, this place is truly amazing. "Whenever I go for a run, I feel completely free," she thought, wiping the sweat from her face with her sleeve.

Ülkü: “Absolutely, Begüm. The silence in the stadium... like stepping out of the world and into this one perfect moment.” Ülkü replied. “Well, I guess it’s time to head home. Come on, let’s take it slow.”

Begüm nodded, and the two walked side by side. As they moved from the open area around the stadium toward home, the campus lights twinkled distantly. They walked in comfortable silence, as if they already understood each other’s thoughts and feelings without needing words.

A little further on, Begüm and Ülkü parted ways. Ülkü turned toward her own home while Begüm continued toward Hisarüstü. In the cool evening air, she felt a gentle calm settle over her. The streets had quieted down, and the sidewalks under the streetlamps lay nearly empty. Walking along that deserted road, away from the city’s bustling crowd, brought Begüm a deep sense of peace. Gradually, she quickened her pace toward home.

***
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On her way, Begüm headed into one of the small, family-run eateries right across from the school. Today she neither had the energy nor the time to cook. Upon entering, the warm, inviting atmosphere immediately drew her in. The interior was quiet and serene; a few tables were occupied while the others were empty. The soft yellow light filtering through the eatery’s small window added a cozy ambiance to the place. Her eyes fell upon the dishes displayed at the counter. Today she craved something simple and affordable. She walked to the counter to order.

“May I have a plate of pasta with a half-portion of lentil soup on the side?” she asked the elderly owner.

“Of course, dear, I’ll prepare it right away,” he said with a smile. Begüm received her tray and sat at an empty table by the window. After taking a seat and setting her bag down, she began her meal slowly. With every bite, she felt as if the day’s fatigue was gradually melting away. She observed the people around her; some were eating quickly and leaving, while others sat and watched the world outside. Begüm thought about how comforting this simple routine was. Sometimes even the smallest moments could soothe one’s soul.

After finishing her meal, she went to the counter, took out some money from her wallet, and accepted the receipt the man handed her. “Thank you so much, it was delicious,” she said with a gentle smile.

“Bon appétit, dear. You are always welcome!” the owner replied, bidding her farewell.

As Begüm walked home, her eyes were drawn to the glittering shop windows outside. The windows of a luxurious restaurant across from the eatery were illuminated by bright interior lights. Well-dressed people smiled at one another and sipped their wine. On their tables lay fine porcelain plates, carefully prepared meals, and elegant bottled waters. Begüm couldn’t take her eyes off the scene. Every day, passing by these restaurants, she felt that slight tinge of melancholy well up inside her once again.

Could dining in such upscale restaurants really change one’s life? Sitting at those tables, being admired as you enjoyed a meal in a chic setting... Would those things truly bring happiness?

For a moment, she closed her eyes and imagined herself at one of those tables—dressed in a stylish outfit, chatting with others around her. Her eyes would sparkle with a bright smile, her hair meticulously styled, and she would beam with confidence. Perhaps a waiter would bring her a special dish, garnished delicately with a small decoration and accompanied by a perfectly cut steak. But then... the vision faded away. Opening her eyes, she had to confront her own reality.

In that instant, she realized how superficial such thoughts were. In truth, her happiness and fulfilment couldn’t come solely from external luxuries. The chaos and uncertainty of her own life were far more real than the dazzling lights outside. What was happening in her own life might, in fact, be far more meaningful than the concerns of those dining in those upscale restaurants. Perhaps, though she envied them from afar, that wasn’t truly who she wanted to be.

She did not know where the challenges and uncertainties of her life would lead her. But somehow, she hoped to bring herself to a better place. Instead of seeking happiness solely in the dazzling restaurants and glittering banquets outside, perhaps she needed to find it within herself—in the deep recesses of her inner being.

Because true happiness isn’t determined by the type or price of the meal on your table; it’s about the moment itself, the company you keep, and the feelings you experience.

As the darkness of the night was gently lit by the soft glow of streetlamps, she began to walk home. Her steps carried her instinctively toward her next bus stop—after the campus, the workplace, the stadium, the eatery... Now it was time to return home.

Slowly, merging with the soft light of the streetlamps, Begüm paused for a moment. She deliberately slowed her pace, closed her eyes, and took a deep breath. In that moment, she found herself alone with her thoughts, away from the bustling crowd and chaos of the city. The idea that everything has meaning surfaced in her mind. “Perhaps being happy is all about living in the moment,” she thought. “Not about rushing, but simply about stopping, seeing, and feeling...”

Now, as she silently continued her way, she wondered what life would bring her. Would all these thoughts eventually gain meaning and transform into something that truly made her happy, or would life play an entirely unexpected game with her?

When she finally reached home, she opened the apartment door and slipped inside. The familiar atmosphere of her room greeted her—quiet and calm, with a few posters on the walls, notebooks and books arranged on the desk... Everything was in its proper place.

Slowly, she moved to her study and sat down. She glanced at the bookshelf beside her bed and pulled out the book she had started but hadn’t finished. Cradling it in her hands, she ran her fingers lightly over the pages. She opened the first page and fixed her eyes on the lines. The words seemed to dance in her mind. As she turned page after page, a gentle calm spread within her. The deep serenity of reading transported her to another world; the inner chaos and tension gradually melted into the lines on the page.

After a while, she closed the book and exhaled deeply. She realized that one day she will have to stop reading the books she loved so much—and that thought pained her.

Turning her gaze to the window above her desk, she gazed out at the star-filled night sky. Even the nights in Istanbul felt stunning. As the city’s lights merged with the darkness of the sky, the streets appeared to be shrouded in silence. She watched out the window for a while. The city held deep meaning for her—every street, every building, every corner whispered a different story. Istanbul’s magic had a way of drawing you in, as if it were impossible to resist.

Wrapped in a soothing calm, she went to bed, closed her eyes, and drifted into a peaceful sleep. Beneath the star-studded sky of Istanbul’s dark night, Begüm once again dreamed of her life and future. Tomorrow would bring a brand-new day.

***
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The next morning, Begüm awoke to an unsettling feeling that filled her. When she opened her eyes, her mind was occupied by only one thought: Finance class and the exam results that were about to be announced. She sat up in bed for a moment, trying to suppress the complex emotions swirling within her, and took a deep breath to prepare herself for the worst. She wasn’t quite sure if she should expect a good result; the tension she had felt during the exam had clung to her throughout the week. Yet, no matter what, she knew she would have to accept the outcome.

Even while having breakfast, her thoughts were entirely consumed by the exam results. The question “I wonder what score I got?” kept echoing in her head. When she arrived at school and entered the classroom, she noticed the anxious and curious looks of her friends. Every face was filled with expectation and excitement. The first class was Finance, and, like everyone else, Begüm was eager to see her results.

Before class began, some friends approached her with gentle smiles and asked, “So, Begüm, what are you expecting? How many points do you think you got?”

Begüm shrugged her shoulders and offered a tentative smile tinged with apprehension. “It wasn’t good at all. Honestly, it doesn’t even matter what I scored—as long as I pass...” Her voice carried a note of resigned uncertainty. Ülkü came over, placing a supportive hand on her shoulder, and then took a seat beside her.

When the teacher entered the classroom, he held a list with the exam results in his hands. In an instant, the class fell silent—everyone holding their breath, eager to learn their own outcomes. As the teacher called out names one by one, the sound of every heartbeat seemed to echo throughout the room.

“Begüm Kılıç...” the teacher announced. Begüm’s heart pounded as if it might burst out of her chest. When she lifted her head to look at the teacher, she noticed a small smile on his face.

“Your score is the second highest!” he declared, glancing around the class. “Congratulations, Begüm.”

Begüm could hardly believe what she had heard. Her eyes widened in disbelief, and for a moment, she nearly jumped from her seat, but she quickly regained her composure. A faint blush appeared on her face as she looked at her friends, who were now all fixed on her with expressions of amazement and admiration. She had scored among the highest, though she knew that her father would, as always, say, “Why didn’t you get the highest score?”. Nevertheless, the result filled her with a quiet joy and relief. Struggling to contain the surge of happiness within, she whispered, “Really?” as if the words were barely able to escape her mouth.

Ülkü quickly turned and embraced her. “Begüm, you’re amazing! You said you did badly, yet you ended up with one of the top scores! You’re simply brilliant!” she exclaimed with delight. Begüm managed a smile as she masked her surprise and took a deep breath.

“I suppose I need to learn to have more confidence in myself," she murmured. Deep down, the taste of success filled her with a profound sense of peace and self-assurance. In that moment, she felt that all her hard work had finally paid off. A smile spread across her face as she settled back into her seat, focusing on the lesson, feeling lighter and more at ease.

Later, during a break, Begüm and Ülkü returned with a gentle excitement evident on their faces. They both reviewed the files in their hands and rechecked their presentation. Their class had been assigned a group presentation, and today it was their turn. The topics were both fascinating and compelling: Creative Marketing Strategies.

As soon as class resumed, their teacher announced that it was Begüm and Ülkü’s turn to present. “Begüm, Ülkü, it seems you have a very interesting presentation today—about creative marketing methods, isn’t it? Now, go ahead and impress us!”

Both stood up and moved to the front of the class. Before starting, Begüm took a deep breath and smiled at her classmates. Ülkü’s face showed the same blend of excitement and nervousness, and they silently acknowledged their support for one another. Ülkü activated the projector, and the first slide lit up the screen with the title: “Creative and Unconventional Marketing Strategies.”

Begüm addressed the class with a confident and lively tone: “Welcome, everyone! Today, we’re going to share some of the most creative and intriguing strategies in the world of marketing. Sometimes, brands use unexpected methods to reach and impact consumers. We have chosen a few of these innovative approaches to share with you.”

Ülkü stepped forward and continued, “First, we’ll discuss ‘Guerrilla Marketing.’ This method involves campaigns that, despite a limited budget, harness high creative energy. Such campaigns aim to capture people’s attention in unexpected moments and places.” (The slide boldly displayed “GUERRILLA MARKETING: McDonald’s French Fries Example.”)

On the screen, an example appeared showing McDonald’s painting French fries on the pavement. In the image, a pedestrian crossing had been transformed into an oversized serving of fries, accented by a giant ketchup container along its edge. Several classmates smiled at the sight.

Pointing to the photo, Begüm explained, “In this example, McDonald’s transforms an ordinary crosswalk into a giant French fry, capturing people’s attention while also reinforcing the McDonald’s brand. This advertisement does much more than serve as a mere billboard, because as people walk over this ‘French fry crosswalk,’ they engage physically with the brand.”

Ülkü added enthusiastically, “Guerrilla marketing is all about capturing attention in unexpected places and moments. With the right creative idea and strategy, even brands with limited budgets can create a huge impact. Now, let’s move on to another creative marketing strategy: ‘Viral Campaigns.’”

A short video clip about the Ice Bucket Challenge appeared on the screen. The video showed people drenching themselves in icy water, one after another. Some students chuckled while others murmured memories of the campaign.

Turning back to the class, Begüm said, “Viral campaigns aim to capture people’s attention and invite them to become part of the movement. For example, the Ice Bucket Challenge was originally started to raise awareness and funds for ALS. However, it was embraced so widely that it quickly went viral worldwide. Even celebrities joined in, and millions of dollars were raised for ALS research!”

As the presentation progressed, the class became increasingly engaged. Students raised their hands to ask questions and share their ideas. Begüm and Ülkü answered every query with care, and throughout the presentation, their teacher provided encouragement.

A classmate asked, “But are these kinds of campaigns suitable for every brand? How can a small brand achieve such success?”

Ülkü responded with a smile, “It’s true that these campaigns might not work for every brand, but with creative thinking and the right strategy, even a small business can make a big impact. For instance, a local café might launch its own viral campaign by encouraging customers to take selfies and share them on social media.”

Another classmate remarked, “Dove’s Real Beauty campaign was very striking. Aren’t social awareness campaigns like that even more effective?”

Begüm nodded in agreement, “Absolutely. Campaigns that speak to people’s emotions can leave a much more lasting impact. Dove’s campaign, which encouraged women to feel good about themselves and embrace their bodies, did more than just sell a product; it added value to society. This transformed the brand from merely being a cosmetics company into a part of a broader social movement.”

At the end of the presentation, Begüm and Ülkü unveiled the final slide, which boldly declared: “Marketing is Not Just About Selling a Product, It’s About Telling a Story.” In her final address, Begüm turned to the class one last time and said, “Marketing isn’t just about selling a product: it’s about stirring emotions, telling stories, and impacting people. The examples we’ve seen today show just how versatile and creative marketing can be. We hope that each of you can use these strategies in your own projects and achieve amazing results. Thank you!”

The class responded with applause. Their teacher rose with a smile and walked over to congratulate them. “Begüm and Ülkü, that was a fantastic presentation! You not only delivered theoretical knowledge but also engaged the class and drew them into the discussion. You chose some excellent examples—congratulations!” he said.

Begüm and Ülkü exchanged smiles. As the class ended, they felt proud and relieved by the success of their presentation. While leaving the classroom, they discussed their notes with growing motivation.

Ülkü smiled and said, 'It went great, didn’t it? People seemed so engaged."

Begüm replied, “Yes, indeed. But this is just the beginning! One day, we’ll launch similar campaigns for our own brand—just wait and see.”

They both laughed and embraced. This presentation marked an important step in showcasing their creativity and beginning to carve out their own paths in the marketing world.

During every second of the class, Begüm had thoroughly enjoyed herself and was eager to learn even more in the future. Deep inside, she thought, “Maybe I should become an academic,” as the thrill she experienced during the Marketing class hinted at a new career path. Who knows—perhaps one day she would specialize in this field and secure a place in the academic world. With that thought, she smiled faintly. However, life was soon to play an unexpected game in the very arena she believed in, guiding her toward a direction she had never anticipated. Developments that would challenge her expectations and dreams were just around the corner.

***
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When class ended, Ülkü approached Begüm with an energetic tone, “Today was fantastic, wasn’t it? What do you say—shall we go grab a drink and celebrate?”

Delighted, Begüm readily agreed, “That sounds wonderful! A breath of fresh air and a bit of relaxation would be perfect. Let’s head down to Bebek.”

The two left campus and stopped by a nearby market to pick up cold drinks before strolling toward Bebek. Bebek was alive in the early evening—a place where people took leisurely walks, met with friends for chats, and savoured the view of the Bosphorus. As they walked along the water’s edge, a gentle sea breeze caressed their faces, refreshing them after a long, tiring day.

After a while, they sat down on an empty bench right by the sea. With the gentle waves of the Bosphorus lapping the coast, the two friends sat side by side, quietly absorbing the scene before them. This corner of the city made them feel as if they had been transported to another world; the deep sense of calm was amplified by the rhythmic sounds of the sea.

Begüm unscrewed the cap of her drink and took a long, reflective breath. “Sometimes, I realize how little I know myself and how much I doubt my own abilities,” she said softly. “I was so convinced I’d score poorly on the Finance exam... now I understand I was doing myself a disservice.”

Ülkü shook her head sympathetically. “We all feel that way sometimes. But look—you ended up almost scoring the highest, and it came when you least expected it. You have incredible potential, Begüm. You need to believe that.”

A gentle smile crept onto Begüm’s face as she turned her gaze toward the distant sea. “Maybe you’re right.”

Raising her own drink in a toast, Ülkü exclaimed, “Exactly! Here’s to today’s success—and many more to come!”

With a playful clink of their glasses, they celebrated their small victory. Overflowing with joy and contentment, they spent the evening by Bebek’s peaceful shore, gazing out at the dark, shimmering water.

Later, Ülkü sighed thoughtfully, 'This view... I’ll truly miss these moments once graduation comes.' 

“Absolutely,” Begüm agreed. “The air by the Bosphorus is unbeatable. But at the same time, the plans after graduation are so exciting. Have you thought about what you’ll wear?” 
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