A conversation between Old Mr, Radley and Mrs, Radley about their son, Arthur (Boo) 
Samet: Do you hear that everybody is talking about our son?
Çiğdem: No, I don’t even step my feet out of the door.

Samet: Yes, you are right, I am sorry.

Çiğdem: No problem! What do they talk about? 

Samet: Are you sure you want to hear?

Çiğdem: Of course! He is my son as much as yours.

Samet: Ok, I am starting than. Imm mımmmm…

Çiğdem: I am waiting and I will wait until you say what is going on!

Samet: Don’t get angry! I don’t know where to begin.

Çiğdem: Just tell me what you heard.

Samet: Everybody says that our son, our little son, Boo is still looking forward to escape from the place where he has been locked for years.

Çiğdem: I’ve guessed it. You know our son, he can’t stand on boredom and I know that he will try to escape until he achieves his freedom.

Samet: I know, I know but I don’t know how to prevent him to do that? He will blemish our prominence. 
Çiğdem: We already have a prominence with the help of our religious views. We don’t talk to anybody around us. Just let him to do whatever he wants to do.
Samet: No! I can’t! I promise the judge that he will be a good man! I should keep my promise.
Çiğdem: It’s your choice but you should not force him to obey your rules.
Samet: Why? He is my son and I want him to be like me?

Cigdem: Come on, I know your childhood, remember that we were darling in those days and you were like your son.

Samet: Your making a joke. Anyway, do not care about it, I will talk to him and if he rejects to follow my directions, I will disown him.

Cigdem: Sorry, have I heard right? If yes, get out your hands on my son, otherwise I will divorce you. My son will follow what his thoughts are.
Samet:  Hurry up then, sake it up, go and divorce me, good luck

Ciğdem: what the fuck is that, you will see. Do not call me anymore, I hate you.

Samet: Do not worry about it, I have a kept woman and I will call her from now on.
Ciğdem: Son of bitch.

