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Chapter 1

Bazaar of Healing

Murat stood outside the small room, checking his supplies and making 

sure everything was in order. He took a deep breath, the bustling 

sounds of the marketplace surrounding him. The aroma of spices and 

teas wafted through the air, mixing with the sounds of vendors haggling 

with customers.

         He opened the door and stepped inside, greeted by the sight of his 

humble practice. The room was small, with a few mats on the floor and 

a wooden table against one wall holding various herbs and jars. Murat 

had placed a small rug in the center of the room, where he would 

perform his healing rituals.

         He donned his white robe, tying it securely around his waist. His 

short beard gave him a quiet authority, which he knew would be 

necessary when dealing with some of his more difficult patients. But 

today, he felt calm and ready to help those who sought his expertise.

         As he set about preparing for his first patient, a young girl caught 

his eye. She appeared no older than ten years old, with big brown eyes 

that shone with hope as she looked up at him. Despite her delicate 

frame and frail appearance, her determination to find healing was 

evident.

         Murat approached her, introducing himself with a gentle smile. She 

told him of her illness, and he listened intently as she spoke. He could 

see the fear and uncertainty in her eyes, but also an unwavering belief 

that he could help her.

         With a caring touch, he guided her to the rug in the center of the 

room. He began by lighting a candle and saying a prayer of healing for 
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her. He then proceeded to use traditional healing methods, applying 

various herbs and oils to different parts of her body while chanting 

softly.

         The young girl closed her eyes as Murat worked on her, letting 

herself be enveloped in his calming presence. As he finished, she 

opened her eyes once again to see him smiling down at her.

         "Rest now," he said gently. "You'll feel better soon."

         As she left, Murat's heart swelled with gratitude for the opportunity 

to help someone in need. He knew that his methods were not widely 

accepted by everyone, but he also knew the power and effectiveness of 

his healing rituals.

         Throughout the day, various people came to seek his help. Old and 

young, wealthy and poor, all came with the hope of finding healing 

through Murat's methods. Some were skeptical at first, but as they 

witnessed the transformations in others, they too began to believe.

         Murat's practice grew steadily, and he became known throughout 

the marketplace as a skilled healer with a kind heart. He never turned 

away anyone who sought his help, regardless of their ability to pay.

         As the day drew to a close, Murat sat quietly in his room, 

surrounded by the remnants of his healing rituals. The flickering candle 

provided a soft glow as he reflected on the day's events.

         He thought of the young girl he had helped earlier, and wondered 

how she was doing. He thought of all the other people he had helped 

throughout the day, and felt a sense of pride in what he had 

accomplished.

         But most of all, Murat felt grateful for the opportunity to do what he 

loved most - helping others find healing through traditional methods. He 

knew that this was only the beginning of his journey as a healer, and 

looked forward to all that lay ahead.
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