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u evrensel bir gercek: Hayatini ne kadar kontrol
altinda tutmaya caligsan da hicbir zaman her
sey istedigin gibi gitmeyecek. Hayat, bizden
her zaman oéndedir. Bu ac¢i81 kapatmak icin ne
yaparsak yapalim, ister uzaklagmaya caligsalim
ister gormezden gelelim, hayat bir sekilde yolunu bulup bizi
engellerle yenilgiye siiriikler. Planlar kurarken, neredeyse alay
edercesine kurdugu tuzaklarla mahveder. Béylesine giigsiiz, kii¢iik
hissettigimiz zamanlarda kurtulusumuzu bulabilecegimiz tek yer
vardir: kitaplar. Bazen Oyle kitaplar okursun ki i¢cindekiler hayatini
degistirir, kargilagtifin her seydenfarklibiryer sunar. Bazen,bagka
hayatlarda kendinden parcalar bulmani saglar. Bazen ise essiz
karakterleriyle bizi derinden etkiler ve kalbimizde farkli, derin bir
yer edinir. Bu kigilerle bazen 6yle bir bag kurulur ki onlarla aglariz,
onlarlagiileriz. Bazen tatli bir bitkinlik hissibirakir, binlerce farkl
hayat ve okunmaya deger karakterlerin hikayelerine tanik olmak...

Kitabin sonu ise tatli aci bir tat birakir. Her zaman tazelenme
sansi olan bir deneyim olarak raflarimizda kalir. Hayatlarimizda
biraktig1 izler, en karanlik cikmazlarimizda bize yol gosteren bir
151k olarak kalir. Biz de bu 15181 Ser¢e’nin bu sayisina tagimaya,
bu sayiy1 bize farklh hayatlara kap: agan kurgusal karakterlere
ayirmaya karar verdik. Renkli kigiliklerle dolu olan kurgusal
karakterler, hayatin coziilemeyen gizemlerini barindirarak,
kendilerini tizerinde diiglintilmeye ve sevilmeye deger hale
getirirler. Hayat1 farkli perspektiflerden anlamaya ¢aligsmamizi
saglayarak bakis acimizi derinlestirir. Kendimizi kesfetme
yolculugunda bir rehber olarak gérev yapar.

Benim icin belki de sonlandirilmasi en zor yazi bu. Bir yil
boyunca o6ncelikli sorumlulugum yaptigim, hayatimda biyiik
bir yer acgtifim, sevgi, 6zen ve istekle ilgilendig§im Serce’'me
veda etme zamani. Ser¢e Ekibimize tliim destekleri icin sonsuz
tesekkiirlerimi iletiyorum. Ozellikle destegini ve anlayisini hig bir
zaman esirgemeyen, her sorunumla kendi sorunlari gibi ilgilenen
Elifve Stikran hocalarima sonsuz sevgilerimi iletiyorum.

Deniz Tiirkcapar ‘17
Serce Bas Editdrii ve
Gazetecilik Kuliibii Baskant

his issue you’re holding is the fourth and largest
issue of Serge I've worked on. I can’t choose the
right words to describe how happy I am right now.
We were one month away from the deadline and
we had almost no submissions. I was afraid that
we wouldn’t be able to come up with a magazine this term. I told
everyone to tell their friends and every teacher to encourage their
students.Inonesingleweek, wehad over 300 pages of submissions.
This is anewrecord. In one week, our members worked as hard as
they could bear to choose which ones should be in and which ones
should be out. People who were not accepted, please don’t feel bad,
and understand that we had to cut some submissions. Write for us
next year and challenge yourself. People who have writings inside
this magazine, you should be proud of yourself. You were selected
from 300 pages of writing. People who are reading this magazine,
please enjoy this magazine, the best work from our students.

Ugur Alyanak
English Coordinator
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agmurlu ve sisli bir aksamda yiriiyordu.

Gilines yeni batmisti. Yaydig1 kizillik giderek

kayboluyordu. O, sapkasinmi saclarinmi kapatmak

icin c¢ekistirip duruyordu. Giir sacglari, tokanin

esaretinden kurtulmugtu. Bukle bukle yanaklarina
inmis, ya§murun suyuyla yanaklarina yapigmisti. Yorgundu.
Parmaklarinin ucu sizliyordu. Adimlarini giderek hizlandirdi. Ev
demeye bile giiciiniin yetmedigi tek g6z odaya dogru kosuyordu.
Yolu yarilamigti ama ¢ok islanmigti. Soguk, iliklerine kadar
islemisti. O sirada, istemsiz olarak agladigini fark etti. Goziinden
asaglyasiiziilenilik g6z yasi, onuisitan tek sicaklikti. Yiiregindeki
buzlar ¢oziiliiyordu. Gokytizii agliyordu, o agliyordu ve kizillik
yerini sonsuz gibi géziiken bir karanliga birakiyordu. Sokak
lambalari tek tiik yaniyordu. Ge¢migini diisiindi, y1llar éncesini.
Yirmili yasglarda bir kizdi. 27 yasindaydi sanirim. Bilmiyordu,
saymiyordu. On sekizini doldurdugu giin evden ka¢migti. O
glinden sonra gecen giinleri, yillar1 saymay1 birakmigti. Evden
kactig1 giin, is yok, para yok, egitimi ise yarim yamalak bir
insandi. Ne yapacagini, nereye gidecegini bilmiyordu. O sirada,
suan caligtigiterzininyaninasigindi. Ik aylardakarin tokluguna
calisti, sonra bu evi buldu. Tek goz oday1... Aldig1 parayla hem
kiray1 6diiyor, hem de karnini doyurmaya ¢alisiyordu. Yorgundu.
Her gecen giin ondan gii¢ aliyordu. O, hikayelerde okudugumuz,
romanlarda haline acidig§imiz zavalli kahramanlarin hepsiydi.
Bu hayatta akla hayale gelebilecek bircok kétiiliige geng yasinda
gogilis germigti. Hicbir zaman ¢cocuk, gengyadanegeliolamamigtu.
Yiiziinde her zaman donuk bir tebessiim vardi. Gozleri o kadar
derindi ki, gercek duygularini kimse bilemezdi. On sekiz yaginda
evini terk ettiginde, hayat: degismisti. Simdi ise, tekrar geriye
dénmek istiyordu. O kii¢ciik kizi bulmak, onu durdurmak ve
geri dondiirmek. Ama gecti, cok gecti ve geri donmeye cesareti
yoktu. Bu diisiinceler egliginde evine kostu. I¢ini hichir zaman
1sitamayacak olan sobay1 agmak icin, tuzu her daim eksik olan
bir tas ¢orba i¢in, ve her gece yalnizligin karabasan gibi tizerine
coktligii sert yatagiicin evine kogtu.

Kapisinin kilidini zar zor acgti, evine girdiginde ise onu bir
stirpriz bekliyordu. Kargisinda duran kiz kardeginin ta kendisiy-
di. Uzun ve ince bir kizd1 kardesi. Kendisinin aksine sar1 sacglar:
vardi. Gengti, liniversiteye yeni baglamigti. O, evi terk ettiginde
dahakiiciik bir cocuk olan kardesi, simdi cok giizel bir genc kizda.
Kardesi bir siire ona giiliimseyerek bakti. O da karsisinda duran
genc hanimi tanimaya ¢aligti. Ardindan gozleri parladi ve has-
retle kardesine sarildi.. Birine sevgi gostermeyi ya da birinin ona
sevgi gostermesini hatiralarinin en derinine atmig olan genc kiz
icin bu dakika mutlu giinlerinin yansimasiydu. Ilk kez, bu soguk
evde i¢cinin 1s1ndigini hissetti. Bir siire havadan sudan konustu-
lar. Eve nasil girebildigini sordu, abla. Kardesi ise kapiciyi, ev sa-
hibini anlatti. Yaganan giizel glinleri anlatt1. Sesinde insanin bii-
tiin tasalarini unutturan bir nege vardi. Tonu, melodisi biilbiilleri
kiskandiracak kadar narindi. Abla ve kardestiler. Ancak benzer-

likleri siyah ve beyaz kadar azdi. Zaten, onlar da oyleydiler. Ayni
catida sans ve keder yan yanaydi. Azim, ve yenilgi... Iyi ve kétii...
Ama dogru olan bu degildi. Ikisinin de kendince zorluklar1 var-
d1. Tkisinin de yiirekleri el de§memis elmaslar misali saft1. Onlar
abla ve kardesti, biitiin zitlhiklara ragmen ayni kani tagiyorlardi.
Uzun sessizliklerden ve gereksiz sohbetlerden sonra, kardes gelis
sebebini agikladi. ‘Annem hasta, seni gormek istiyor.” Dedi. Sesi
ilk kez kisilmigt1. Giiliimsemesi azalmisti. Hasta bir kadina duy-
dugu acima duygusundan mi, yoksa ge¢miste o kii¢ciik kizin yap-
t181 hatay1 diizeltmek i¢in mi bilinmez, abla eve donmeyi kabul
etti. Her zamanki gibi ytlizlinde donuk tebesstimii vardi. Yagadig1
hicbir sey onun canini acitamaz ya da onu mutlu edemez gibi go-
riniiyordu. Ancak, o da bir zamanlar insand1. Bir zamanlar o da
hissedebiliyordu.

Evevardiginda annesinin durumunun sandigindan daha kéti
oldugunu anladi. Onu hi¢bir zaman tam anlamiyla sevememisti.
Ya da 6fkesi sevgisine baskin gelmigti. Zaten bu nedenle evi terk
etmemis miydi? Babasini genc kizliga adim attig1ilk y1llarda, 12-
13 yaginda kaybetmigti. Trajik bir kazayd: ama yalnizca bir ka-
zaydi. Annesi ise o giinden sonra asla eskisi gibi olmamigti. Hep
gligsiiz, hep hastaydi. O, kiz kardesine anne olmak zorunda kal-
mist1. Hastabir kadinla yillarini gegirmek... Babasinin 6liimiiniin
suclusu ilan edilmek, kazanin bir numarali zanlisi olarak yasa-
mak... En sonunda dayanamamais ve evini terk etmisti. Ancak, ha-
yat onun hayal edebildiginden bile daha acimasizdi. Kimsesizlik,
hastalikli bir anneden bile daha kirici, pargalayiciydi. Annesine
sanki hicbir sey yasanmamaig gibi bakti. Bir giin olsun ne giildii,
ne agladi. Bir kez bile sikayet etmedi. Annesi 6ldiiglinde bile bir
damla gozyasini kimse gormedi. Oysa o ¢ok agladi. Gilindiizleri
taziyeleri kabul ederken yliziindeki donuk ifadeyi koruyan kiz,
geceleri ylireginin en derinliklerinde kalan duygu kirintilariyla
agladi. Icini bogaltti. Giinler gecti bdyle. Taziyeler giin giin azal-
d1, ziyaretciler bir giin gelmez oldu. O vakit, kiz gitmesi gerekti-
gini anladi. Kardesine bile haber vermeden, evini ikinci kez terk
etti. Sonrasinda onu arayan kardesi, bir daha izine rastlayamada.
Kizin nereye gittigini, ne is yaptigini sonrasinda kimse bilmedi.
Kimi bagka bir terzinin yamagi oldugunu soyledi, kimi bir ag¢i-
nin yaninda ¢irak oldugunu. Gergek ise, kizla beraber sontip gitti.
Kiiciik k1z kardes ise, annesinin ¢igliklar: ve ablasinin gézyagla-
riyla dogsenmis olan evde daha fazla yagayamadi. O da ablas gibi
sessizce sirra kadem basti.

Bizim mahallenin perili kogkiintin hikayesiydi bu. Ben ¢cocuk-
ken anlatilirdi. Bizim sokagin iki sokak 6tesinde, eskibir evvardi.
Yillardir kimse yagamamais, kimse yanina ugramamis. Onun i¢in
anlatilirdi. Mahalledeki biitiin {izlintii, sikint1 ve ac1 o evde yasa-
nan zorluklara baglanirdi. O ev mahalledeki biitiin gézyaslarini
toplayan evdi. Geng kizin hickiriklarinin, annenin feryatlarinin
halen bile duyuldugu evdi oras1. Hikaye gercek miydi, bilinmez-
di. Ancak herkes kendince ders ¢ikarirdi hikayeden. Biz ¢cocuklar
ise sadece korkardik. O evin yanindan ge¢cmeye, o eve girmeye
korkardik. Sanki o evdeki biitiin umutsuzluklarin, gézyaslarinin,
yirmili yaglardaki o gen¢ kizin acilarinin bizim omuzlarimiza
yiklenecegini diiglinlirdiik. Bir lanet gibi pesimizi birakmayaca-
gina inanirdik. Hikayeyi dilden dile anlatir, her defasinda degis-
tirirdik, ancak sonunu hep ayni bitirirdik. O giinden sonra, o evi
alan hic¢ kimse olmamasg, derdik.

2014/2 senge



X
oc
b=
=
N
=]
<5}
L
=
L

SCRCEe 2014/2




Mert ARSLAN

White - Pawn g5 to g6.

Black - Bishop e7 to f6

White - Rookaltogl

Black - Bishop a3 toc5

White - King f2 to f1

Black - Queen h4 to f2: Check Mate

“Well played, Lord Therus, that pawn
almost made it. Maybe next time ...” Lord
Black slowly rose from the large, gold-
emblazoned chair. He put on his black top
hat and gripped his simple scepter.

“Now now, Lord Black, would you not
play another game?” It was not a question
when it came from the advisor to the king
and the second in command.

Hesatback, taking offhishatand placing
his scepter against the wall. “Why, of course,
Lord Therus. I would love another game,” he
said.

“Then let’s play, shall we?”

* 3k 3k

Therus bolted up in his bed in terror. His
brown eyes were wide. It had been a simple
dream, almost meaningless, yet it was more
terrifying than the worst of nightmares. But
Lord Black was dead, was he not? Therus
was sitting on a soft bed in the Highrise
Castle, so Lord Black must have been
defeated. He had watched the traitor swing
on the gallows with his own eyes. He was the
regent now. He looked at the silhouette of the
ceremonial scepter lying on the table at the
other side of the room to make sure. Yes, he
was the regent, and Lord Black was dead.

% 3k 3k

A man watched from the very back of the
crowd, sitting at a desk in front of a bar, and
slowly sipping from a foamy mug of ale. His
shortblack hair moved slightly with the soft
wind, a feeling he was unfamiliar with. His
beard had significantly grown in one night.
The collar of his black coat reached almost
as high as his eyes. It had become dusty, but
he could live with that. A black top hat was
subtly hidden under the coat, somehow in a
way that it did not make a bulge.

He waited for the drums to start beating,
and they finally did as he was nearing the
end of his ale. He savored the slightly sour
taste. He’d definitely had better ones, but
this one wasn’t bad either. The drums beat
faster as aman was pushed up the stairs and
onto the platform. The executioner placed
the noose around the man’s neck and walked
back to the lever. “Lord Hector Black,
successor to Lord Wynas Black, lord of the
Black Manor, former regent, you have been
found guilty at trial for treason, murder,
slander...” The crier must have gone on for at
least five minutes. Therus had worked hard
to name every single crime this Lord Black
had committed. “You have been sentenced
to be hanged by the neck until death before
the Red Fountain.” The executioner pulled
thelever, and the trap doors below the traitor
opened. A moment later, only a lifeless body
was swinging below the platforms.

“Well played, child. But two can play this
game. And your basic tricks are no match
for me ...” the man muttered. He slowly rose
from his seat, leaving a golden coin on the
wooden table. Then, casually bringing his
black top hat out of his coat and wiping the
dust off it, the man placed the hat atop his
head. And Lord Black slowly turned around,
heading for the hay cart waiting for him on
the wide street next to the bar. “So that’s
how it feels to watch your own death.”

* % %

The long abandoned fortress looked
deathly and haunting in the threateningly
thick mist. The old capital of Illnea had
once been majestic, but it was only a hollow
citadel of ruins, now called the Marrowfort.
It consisted of a single structure, with stone
towers and walls surrounding a courtyard
that connected with the castle. It was made
of withered stone, almost completely white

and ghostly in the mist. The mist shrouded
the valley between him and the fortress,
forming a murky gray sea. The very tips of
pine trees rose above the sea of mist where
the hills rose around the valley. To the west,
a grayish blue lake shone under the gloomy
sky, behind the hills of the valley.

The fortress rose on a hill that stretched
out into the giant lake, Myss, barely rising
over the choking mist. The Northern Illnea
Peninsula was a high place, making it
possible to see the much lower Southern
Illnea Peninsula, where the peaks of the
towers of Highrise Castle rose over the mist
across the Gulf of Myss. Across the lake,
he could barely pick out another high hill,
where another fortress rose: Bonefort.

He remembered reading about the
great empire of Illnea before it had fallen
in the Second War of the Frozen Front.
Marrowfort, the old fortress before him, had
been a magnificent citadel, a trade center
that brought incredible amounts of income
to the empire and an impassable landmark
that no living creature had dared to besiege.
But of course, the Servants of the Glacier
were not living creatures ... It had once been
called Cresthill, overlooking the city of
Ethergarde and watching the choking point
of Mlyss across its twin, Valorhill, now called
Bonefort.

Now only Ethergarde remained still
inhabited, and the other castles and cities
of the once great empire were gone. New
kingdoms had risen and fallen after that, but
Ethergarde had withstood. Of course there
was stillakingdom of Illnea, but it was weak,
and only Ethergarde mattered. And it had
almost been his ... Almost, how he hated that
word! But it was not over yet. It would never
be. Lord Black, the real king of Ethergarde,
would not give up without taking his throne
back.

* % 3%

Another dream, but it had been almost
the same as the last one, and the one before,
and so on. He had been playing chess with
Lord Black, and he had lost ... again. Yet it
was always the same piece that turned the
flow of the game against him. The black
bishop on the white squares. And each time,
it ended the same.“Checkmate,” Lord Black

2014/2 senge




would mutter. The traitor would rise up
and place his signature top hat on his head.
But this time had been different. This time,
Therus had not asked for another match.
This time, the man had given him a sinister
smile and faded into shadows.

“Outrageous!” he yelled at the captain
of the guard. “How could you not see an
assassin sneak into the castle under your
nose?” Once again helooked at the young girl
lyingonherbed, atrail of blood leading down
the corner of her lower lip and onto the soft
pillow.

“No blades, nothing! Just a vial of poison.
I did not even know there was something
this potent and this subtle!” the captain
begged, but there was no good in begging.

“No excuses, Captain,” Therus replied.
“Take him out of my sight.” As the guards
dragged the begging soldier away, he thought
about what would become of the crown.
There was no legal heir now, and he could
definitely not allow the kingdom to fall
under the command of a regency council.
The newly appointed councilmen could not
be trusted. They were inexperienced, they
were not even nobles.

Yet he was still surprised when the
council named him king the day after the
death of the young princess. From a general
of a single garrison to king in a week, that
was something, even for the young general.
At least, he could secure the future of
the kingdom this way. The kingdom had
grown rusty; it did not function as it used
to, especially after the ascension of the
nobleman known as Lord Black to the seat of
councilman.

He knelt before the archbishop, looking
down at the polished marbles of the
throne room. “Rise, King Therus Gordion,
guardian of Ethergarde and ruler of the
kingdom. Rise, and lead our great kingdom
to further greatness!” The old man’s voice
was soothing, yet commanding. He kissed
the large opal ring on the finger of the man
and rose after feeling the weight of an object
atop his head. But it was not just the weight
of the golden crown. Suddenly, the weight of
an entire kingdom, of villages, of thousands
of people, was atop his head. And he would do
hisbestto protect them.

It was not long before the garrison
generals and the barons came to pledge their
loyalty. For three hours he had sat upon the
throne, listening to the generals’ oaths and
reports. It was time for the Fourth Garrison,
though it was uncertain who would walk
in. He had been the former general, but now
that he wasking ...

The twin doors opened with aloud creak,
and a figure much smaller than he expected
entered. And again, the doors were closed,
leaving only the king, four elite guards and
the new general in the Royal Hall. Of course,
he easily recognized his former lieutenant
and best friend.

“Sethea!” he said as the general of the
Fourth Garrison knelt before him. Just a
fewweeks ago shehad been the greatest part
of his trick to defeat Lord Black, just by not
being there. So he could lie about her death
and convince the traitor lord that his captive
was not Sethea. During the assault, another
soldier had agreed to act like she was
Sethea, and her sacrifice would be forever
remembered.

“You don’t need to kneel before me,
Sethea.” He smiled.

“General Sethea, that is. Of the Fourth
Garrison,” she responded with a smile of
her own. “Congratulations, Therus. First
you were general, and now you are king. You
never cease to impress me,” Sethea said.

“Uh, I wish I could say the same about
you, but no.” Therus laughed. “Still, you’ll
make the youngest female ever to receive
the title of an advisor.” At first she seemed
speechless, but Therus knew that she had
been expecting something like this.

He knew that they had alot to talk about,
but they were interrupted when the doors
opened again—and only one could order such
athing while the king was still in a meeting.
Two guards in white robes and shining plate
breastplates atop their robes walked inside.

“All hail Archbishop Bretheran, Servant
of the Gods and The Great God Xerthuul!”
they announced at the same time as an old
man clad in a white robe walked in.

The man had a warm, yet commanding
figure. He had a short white beard that

matched his robe, and light brown eyes,
almost as gold as the sacred symbol of the
Gods emblazoned on his robe.

“Archbishop,” Sethea
around and quickly kneeling.

said, turning

“General Sethea, would you be kind
enough to leave us alone with the king?”

Shenodded and headed to the twin doors.

“Advisor Sethea that is, Archbishop,”
Therus added as the doors were closed
behind the young advisor. “I thought you
would be leaving in the afternoon.”

For a split second, there was a sinister
smile on the face of the old man, but soon it
was replaced by the familiar warm smile.

“There was a change of plan. I received
reports of attacks at the Southeastern
Temple. I hoped you would be generous
enough to provide the Holy Order with
some troops to show your gratitude to the
Gods for their blessing and do your duty as a
king.” The Archbishop’s voice was soft, and
he almost said that it would be his pleasure
to give all of the army to the man. Then, he
remembered the dream. The single black
wooden figure, which had glided across the
tiles and stopped right in the choke point.
And ithad been too late by then. Just a move
later, the black queen had been standing
before the white king for a checkmate.

“Strange .. I have not received such
reports of hostile activity in the southeast.”
Therus remarked, a bit ashamed that he was
trying to test the Archbishop.

“Of course you haven’t, young king. The
temples are bound directly to me and none
other,” the man answered.

“Still, they arein myland, and if someone
attacked the temples, they would have been
seen by Illnea guards,” he said.

“Seems they were not.” The Archbishop
was slowly losing his patience now, as his
voice got harsher.

“Howmany doyouneed exactly?” Therus
said finally. He wasn't getting anywhere
with this.
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“Thirty thousand.”

His face might have been so shocked that the Archbishop almost
laughed, but the man was good at hiding it. “That’s not a man count.
That’s the distance to the temple, right?”

This time, the old man could not suppress a hearty laugh. “I'm
afraid not, young prince.”

That was impossible. He didn’t even have that many men in all
the garrisons combined. The Ethergarde Enforcers and the Silver
Hills Watch combined would barely make that amount, and with
the garrisons added, the kingdom had a total force of approximately
seventy thousand, but just gathering half of it would cost more
than he was willing to give, not counting the risks it would create
considering the time the army would be away from the land. Illnea
consisted of three regions, the first being the core, the second the
Silver Hills that surrounded the Plains of Treaan and the Highrise
Hill, and finally, the outer regions that were only bound to Illnea
because there was no other kingdom there, only small towns with
keeps ruled by barons; they were technically outside the borders.
The temple was far to the east in one of the regions that belonged to
Baron Lasther, who had been for years bound to Black Manor rather
than the king. It would take at least a couple months for the army to
return, and this would be fortunate, considering what kind of a force
the Archbishop wanted to fight.

“Why do you need that many just for some skirmishes or raids
on a temple? I would have thought a battalion of outriders would be
enough,” he said.

“Who said anything about skirmishes and raids? The attackers
were orcs, King Therus. Orcs from Howgthess.”

Orcs? There had not been any orcish raids for years. Still, it did
not explain why the Archbishop needed such an army. Unless... “You
mean to march upon Garthet!”

The Archbishop nodded.

“I am sorry, Archbishop, but I cannot provide you with such
an army. The treasury cannot take it right now, and I cannot risk
sending half of my army for almost half ayear,” he finally said. Even
saying this had made him sweat and feel uneasy.

You did not simply refuse the will of the Archbishop. “Would you
refuse the request of the Gods? It is your sacred duty to enforce the
judgment of the Gods as you are bound to the Holy Order! It would
not be a wise thing to refuse right after your coronation, Therus,”
the old man said. And he was well aware of that. It would not make a
good first impression, but as a king, he had to make hard decisions.
The kingdom could not tolerate such a thing, nor would the enemies
lurking in the shadows. They would not miss such an opportunity.

Still, he felt like choking. Even after the Archbishop had long
left the hall, the sensation had remained. It was after hours when
a guard had rushed up to him, panting. He had been sitting on the
throne, reading the book his mother had used to read to him years

ago. He still couldn’t understand how it had been twenty years ago.
Yet here he was, a completely changed man, the king of the nation.
He remembered saying jokingly that he would become king one
day to his mother. After a couple weeks, she had died because of an
illness that could not be identified by the doctors. Only an alchemist
had suggested that it wasn’t natural, but the doctors were convinced
that it was anew disease to be solved like a puzzle. So they had taken
her after her death to ... dissect her. As a result, there wasn’t even a
grave so that he could go visit his mother.

“Milord, there is a mob in the Fountain Row yelling ... uh, ‘Death
to the heathen.’ We tried to suppress them, but they do not scatter,
and the Holy Order guards ordered us to stay away and said that we
would be cursed if we interfered.” The guard seemed very uneasy as
he talked, hesitating after almost every word.

“I was expecting such a thing. I had hoped he wouldn’t be this
bold,” Therus muttered, then dismissed the guard.

There was an actual drawbridge on the east side of the city
that lead to the castle, but the peasants would not dare to riot there,
as it passed right through the castle ramparts, so they had gathered
before the closest area to the castle, which could easily be seen from
the windows of the Royal Hall. Also, there was abalcony overlooking
the Fountain Row, where the kings would give speeches from time
totime.

He stood there right now, waiting for the thunder to die
down. It was how the people showed their anger, by gathering and
yelling in the Fountain Row. Even though the balcony was far high
in the rocky hill, it could easily be heard, and when the king spoke,
the valley-like form of the row would carry his voice to the crowd.
As he watched the crowd, a guard told him what had happened.
Apparently, a lightning bolt out of nowhere had struck a building
in the Lower Quarter, causing a fire that had died all by itself after
burning down ten houses and causing fifteen deaths. And of course,
the Archbishop had explained that it was the vengeance of the
Gods because he, the king, had refused the request of the old man.
Sometimes, it surprised even him how the people could be so easily
fooled.

He knew these games. The houses had probably been set on
fire,andhis people were mostlikelykilled, but of course only a couple
corpses had been gathered because the others “had turned to ashes.”
And the witnesses of this event of lightning were probably bribed
to lie. However, he could be totally wrong, but then why hadn’t the
Gods struck him but killed innocent people? If his Gods were trying
to make him do something by killing innocents, then he didn’t want
them. No, this was a trick; he was pretty sure about that, considering
the dreams. The bishop had been his demise. Yet very much like the
games, again he had nothing to do in return but yield. The game had
been well set, and it was beyond the turning point. It awed him how
easily things could change, and kings could fall. It had been so with
Lord Black.

A king cannot rule without his people behind him. And
people are gained through religion. They are so easy to manipulate,
and yet they are so powerful. Perhaps he could suppress ariot; maybe

(2)
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he could suppress any riot. But that meant spending important
amounts of money and manpower. Even then production would
decline, morale would be down. And perhaps he couldn’t suppress
a riot and would be hanged. He would rather do what the old man
wanted than that.

It only dawned on him after two weeks that he had signed
his death warrant. He summoned the alchemist who had inspected
his mother and said that she had been poisoned. The man wasin his
eighties now, with a beard reaching his belt. He was hunched and
slim, ribs almost showing on the dirty gray robe, as the robe was
held close to his chest by a belt.

“You summoned me, my king?” the man said with a rusty voice.
“Yes, alchemist. I believe you remember me?” said Theron.

“Of course, Lord Gordion. Isit about your mother?” the alchemist
asked.

“Yes ...” the king began. “You said that she had been poisoned
when every other doctor said that it was a new kind of disease. I
believe you had some sort of reason to believe so?” he said.

“I did, my king. But I cannot say it. Just believe me, she was
poisoned.”

The old, raspy voice somehow grasped at something within, and
he knew the man was telling the truth. Yet he still needed proof, for
his guts alone were not enough to make decisions that could affect
the kingdom. “How can I believe you?” he asked.

“You did not, nor did your father when your mother died. I guess
it’s a thing in your family,” the man had muttered the last sentence,
almost like a whisper.

“What do you mean?” Therus asked.

“With all due respect, sir, you are too naive, as your father was. I
know the game you are trying to play ... Forgive me, but you are not
that great at it.” The man was much more confident while insulting
the king than many he had seen, and somehow he wasn’t annoyed.

“You are a bold man, alchemist. Not many can dare to insult the
kingin his court,” he said.

“I am eighty-seven years old, my king, death cannot scare me,”
the man answered.

“I see. But you still haven’t answered my question. And even
though you may be old, I can see you are not ready for death. No one
is. That’s why you can’t tell me how you know that my mother was
poisoned, isn’t it? Well, I can promise you immunity,” he offered.

The alchemist laughed. “You are so young, Your Highness. You
may be king, but you have no experience. That is why you are naive.
I have lived long enough, and deserve to rest.” The man’s voice was
weaker for a short time, as if the alchemist was considering if death

was actually better than life.

“I can assure you, alchemist, no harm will come to you or anyone
else. Just tell me.”

The alchemist sighed. “Very well, but you cannot tell this to
anyone,” the man said, eyes scanning the Royal Hall.

“Guards! Dismissed!” Therus yelled, and the hall was empty
except the king and the old man.

“You will not like what you hear, my king,” the old man began.
“I know your mother was poisoned, because I created the poison.”
The old man waited for it to sink in, but the king was completely
silent. “It is a subtle, deadly and efficient poison, but it is easier to
detect now than it was twenty years ago. I think you realize what I'm
saying, Your Highness. The poison found in the chest used to frame
you father was the same poison, as was the poison used to kill the
princess.” That seemed to surprise the king.

“You killed my mother, father, and the princess?” Therus yelled.

“No, I did not. I created the poison only. I believe you know who
did the rest.” The alchemist was staring at the marble floor now, as if
he suddenly took interest in them.

“You sold the poison to Lord Black.”
The man nodded.

“Butifitwasthe same poison with the princess... Lord Black was
dead when the princess died!” He was slowly realizing that he had
been played. Once more the dreams flashed before his eyes. Lord
Black gently placing the bishop piece on a black tile, and then the
checkmate ... “So Lord Black killed my mother. He knew that I would
become king. Then he must have known that there would be a siege
and thought it would be easier to win from the shadows as he is used
to...Soifitall was his plan, what is the endgame?”

* % %

Sethea had not been made the advisor yet. After hearing about
the call to arms, she had asked to lead the army and promised to
return as fast as she could. Therus had been reluctant, but she
had managed to convince him. She had wanted to feel the thrill of
battle, the simplicity of it, before becoming advisor. Now she was
sitting in the tent at the camp they had set on the riverbank. It had
taken two weeks to reach the village and set up camp. Ten thousand
tents scattered across the grass plains and a river slowly flowing
downwards. The keep of Baron Lasther rose upon a rocky hill
overlooking the delta, and a village was at the other side of the hill.

The baron watched the army from the walls of the keep, with a
massive, hunched figure pacing next to him. The figure was clad
in a rugged cloak and brown robe, muttering something to himself.
When he talked, his voice was gruff and heavy. “The chieftain will
have your head if your plan fails, baron,” the figure spat, disgusted at
the complicated system of titles very unfamiliar to him.
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“That won’t be necessary, warlord. My
lord will kill me before your chieftain can
find where he put his axe,” the baron said.

The warlord grunted. “Same thing,
baron. Let’s hope it works.”

The baron smiled, still looking down
at the camp from the ramparts. “Oh, it is
already working. You see, the river is a very
slow flowing one. And the army needs to
refresh their water supplies here. Wouldn’t
be my first choice, I must say, especially if
there is a group of men dripping poison into
it at its source,” the baron laughed, and the
warlord joined him, though in a low voice.
If anyone outside the keep, or even someone
from inside learned that he was an orc, the
baron could lose authority. Not that he cared
much, but Lord Black did.

The courier took two days on horseback
to reach the campsite. The king had
personally told him that it was urgent, but
that was the case with every message that
needed to be delivered. However, he was
shocked to see the heart-breaking scene
before him. Corpses were piled in many
places, and more were being carried in carts.
But the man carrying the corpses wore the
tabards of the Lasther Hall. No one had
survived?

A few minutes later he managed to get
into the keep to speak with the baron. Baron
Lasther was watching the piles as they
were set ablaze one by one, thirty thousand
corpses burning on the riverbank. “Baron
Lasther ... uh, what happened?”

The baron did not answer for some
time. “I don’t understand. They all seemed
alright when they were setting up the camp.
Lady Sethea told me that the army would be
staying for a day before marching north and
asked for supplies. And then, they all were
all gone. The disease slaughtered them all
before it was dawn. An entire army ... thirty
thousand men ... all dead.” And there was no
need for more words.

The courier left without a word, but a
guard stopped him as he was walking down
the steep path that led down to the village,
saying that Lady Sethea’s corpse had been
separated to be taken to Ethergarde and

that they would be glad if the courier did it.
So an hour later, he was sitting on a hay cart,
with the body of the young general lying at
the back.

The courier had not known the general,
butwhenhelooked atthe peacefully sleeping
young woman, he feltlike crying. She looked
so calm, so comfortable, lying on some hay.
He wondered if death was so peaceful, but
he knew he would not want to learn. Yet,
he felt like he would not have a choice. If he
had been faster ... Then what? He could not
have changed anything. He was just asimple
pawn in an endless game of chess.

% % %

Lord Black had not had any trouble
convincing the orcs of Marrowfort to rally
under his banner. While most believed them
to be simple-minded brutes, they were much
more intelligent. However, they had basic
interests and a basic system. Each warrior
wanted all the common loot it gathered
in the raid and two picks from the more
valuable loot as his payment, and that was
all. So offering much more loot and a lot of
land, Lord Black was able to convince the
three major orcish clans of Myss Region to
join him on his conquest of Illnea. He stood
at the ramparts of the fort, over the gates
with the three chieftains. Below the gates
and across the wide stone bridge, more than
ahundred thousand orc warriors roared and
struck their weapons on their shields. “War!
War! War!”

“What are we waiting for?” one of the
chieftains grunted.

“Nothing really, but I want to make sure
the army is completely ready, and Therus is
completely broken before we march,” Lord
Black answered.

“Should we send the vultures to Maw of
Gorth?” another asked.

“Not yet ... we need to take Ethergarde
first,” he answered.

“Fine then. Let’s get it done.”

The chieftain of the White Skull
clan walked to the edge of the ramparts
surrounding the keep, raising his muscular,
brown arms. Two axes glinted under the

skylight in his grasp. “Warriors of White
Skull!” he cried, and a cheer thundered in the
crownasthousands of orcs with white skulls
painted on their faces raised their weapons.
“Boar riders of Shadow Hill!” More warriors
roared, most mounted on giant mountain
boars. “Berserkers of Bloodaxe!” The
warriors of the last clan thundered, these
ones with bare chests marked with blood
red tattoos and carrying massive axes. “We
haven’t killed any humans in a long time,
and I know you hunger for human blood. I
sayitistime we do!” the chieftainyelled, and
the army roared in agreement, shaking even
the stars in their thrones up in the night sky.

% % %

Perhaps the king himself had not found
the courage to say so, but everyone in the
city knew how he had felt for Sethea. But the
darkness over the city, the lone cries in the
otherwise utter silence, were not only for
the death of one woman. The storm clouds
had gathered to join the city in its sorrow, its
grief. And he knew ... It was all his fault. He
could feel the thirty thousand souls’ weight
upon his shoulders, their weight crushing
him, their cries maddening him. If only he
had been more cautious.

Therushadorderedtheentire castletobe
emptied, and everyone had left. The massive
stone structure, which had once awed him,
seemed hollow and desolate now. Shadows
crept in every single corner, as the flames of
the candles and braziers were put out. Only
afew rays of sunlight seeped inside from the
window. And he sat on the throne, looking
at the crown in his hands, gleaming bright.
What alie ... he thought. All the golden light
reflecting upon its surface, all the glory ... it
all was alie. There was no crown, no king. It
was only a game of chess, where the winner
left the shadows to claim the glory, only to be
taken down by others.

With a broken scream, he threw the
crown across the hall. The metal object
skittered across the marble, before coming
to a stop before the windows. All his dreams
... everything had been a lie. The alchemist
was right. He had been so naive ... But he
saw it now, the reality, the darkness, the
evil, once the veil over his eyes had been
burned. He had thought that he could
create the perfect kingdom, bring peace and
prosperity. But there was nothing called
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peace, called prosperity. War and death were
eternal. But peace ... Peace was a lie that he
had made himself believe to be true. He had
fought with Quwegnians, with southern
orcish raiders and bandits, yet nothing had
made him realize this but Lord Black.

He looked at Sethea, lying peacefully on
a bed before the windows. The crown had
stopped just next to it. Perhaps there was
peace, within death, he thought with a tear
sliding down his cheek, hesitating at the
corner of his lips, and then dripping onto
the marble. A drop of crimson tear followed,
and another ... The feeling of failure, of grief
ripped his heart apart. He had failed his
people, his promise. Maybe he shouldn’t have
attacked the city after Lord Black’s ascension
to the throne. Then thirty thousand men
would be alive. Sethea would be alive. “Well
played, Lord Black,” he whispered, dropping
the bloodied dagger in his hands. The metal
clanged when it touched the marble, echoing
in the Royal Hall. A crimson pool had formed
beneath his feet, and the same crimson
painted the dagger.

Just before the throne, a short table
had a chessboard on it. The pieces were
out of position, marking that it was not the
beginning. And in the center, the white king
stood, black king blocking one side, and the
bishop blocking the other. The white queen
was all that stood between the black rook
and the white king. Therus moved the rook to
capture the white queen, and it was one move
away from a checkmate. Then, with a single
flick of his finger, he put the white king down.
Another drop of blood fell upon the white
king, and the eyes of the king went dull.

% 3k 3k

The outer city walls had been breached
a few hours ago. A figure with a black top
hat leaned on his scepter in the graveyard,
looking at the Highrise Castle. The graveyard
was on a hill at the other side of the Fountain
Row. Three orc chieftains stood behind him,
looking at the boulevard to see how the battle
went. But there was no real battle, it was a
slaughter. Screams and cries echoed in every
street, and the chieftains seemed to take joy
init. Lord Black only stared at the castle, eyes
fixed on the magnificent structure—though
it was no longer magnificent, it was dark
and forsaken now. “Checkmate,” Lord Black
whispered.
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henIfirst mether,Iwas standing at her door with

achocolate cake in my hand. I was pretty nervous

because, you know, sometimes it’s kind of weird

to talk with someone that you don’t know at all.

Irang the bell, and it immediately opened. There
was a girl in front of me who had an angelic face. She had the most
beautiful blue eyes I had ever seen and they were like windows to
her soul. Her light blonde hair resembled waves of gold. For one
second, I thought I forgot how to talk.

:

3
s

“Hey, I'm Destiny. My mom made this cake for you.” Thanded her
the cake, but she was looking blankly at me. “Oh, it’s not that bad.
Don’tworry. It’s our tradition to give chocolate cakes to our new ne-
ighbors. So what is your name?” She was still not responding, and
Iwas starting to get annoyed at her. “Are you mute or something?”

After she heard my last sentence, she took a little notebook out
of her pocket. She started to write something that I couldn’t read
completely. She lifted the notebook for me to see it. There were th-
ree big letters on the white page. YES. Oh my god. I wanted to curl
up and die.

“Ohh ...IWAS JUST KIDDING. SORRY FOR THAT.” I was tal-
king slowly and loudly for her to understand me well.

She opened a clear page and wrote something new. She was
smiling widely while she lifted the notebook again. “I am mute, not
deaf”

Iburstinto tears. This girl had something that I hadn’t seen be-
fore in anyone. Maybe it was because her sense of humor or maybe
just the gleam in her eyes. It didn’t matter. I wasn’t ready to let her

goyet.

“Do you want to do something together? I mean, if you want we
can. Also, what did you say your name was?” I was pretty sure that
she hadn’t told me her name but it was an old trick that Thad known
for alongtime.

The girl was smiling again with her white teeth. “Have I ever
said it?” was all that was written.

No way. I hadn’t seen anyone before who didn’t get caught by
this trick. Yes, we definitely had to be friends. The more I talked,
the more I started to like her.

“Let me guess then. Angie? Or no, wait ... You look kinda like a
Clara, with your hair and all your stuff. It’s Clara, isn’t it?” I said,
and new letters began to appear in her notebook.

She chuckled at my comments. Her laugh was as beautiful as
herself. It was the first sound that I had ever heard from her. I wan-
ted herto doitagain.

“Sorry to disappoint you. It’s Hope.”

“Okay. Let me ask you again, Hope. Do you want to do something
with me? If you want, we could go to Starbucks, and if we do, don’t
forget to take a new notebook with you. It’ll be out of paper soon.”

After I finished my last sentence, I noticed that something
changed in her eyes. She was looking at me blankly again. Like the-
re was a curtain between us which was blocking her real feelings
and thoughts from me. Her eyes weren’t shimmeringlike sapphires
anymore. They were cold, and she wrote again without taking her
eyes from mine.

“I don’t want to be friends.”

Ididn’t give up. I couldn’t. Maybe it sounds silly because, let’s be
honest, I had known her for maximum five minutes, and I was of-
ficially begging her to be friends with me, but sometimes it doesn’t
matter for how many minutes or years you had known someone.
The only thing that matters is the connection between each other.
The connection that you can’tignore ... Like I couldn’t...

So I said what I thought would make the most sense. “Yeah, but
maybe I want to be.”

“You don’t know me.” She was undeterred, and so was I.

“That’s the point. I want to,” I said. She was being ridiculous.
You can’t know someone, if the other person doesn’t let you. Actu-
ally, maybe you can ... but stalking wasn’t an option for me at that
time.

While I was thinking deeply, she had already turned her back to
me. Without even one second, the door was closed in my face. I still
didn’t know what I had done that made her that angry. Before I de-
cided to just go away, I realized that she was holding a paper throu-
gh the window. “It isn’t your choice only!” was written there. What
wasn’t my choice only? Becoming friends with her? Maybe she was
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really crazy, and I wondered whether she spoke with ghosts or had
some supernatural powers. Or maybe I was the one who was being
ridiculous. Probably she was just a normal teenage girl who had
some boyfriend problems and argued with her mom all the time.

* % %

Tt was the first day of my sophomore year when I got areally good
idea. I was organizing my locker and there were some girls next to
me who were talking without stopping. The kind of girls who only
talk about boys and only care about their popularity ... Oh, forgive
me. I forgot to mention shopping. How can people speak about shop-
ping for hours and hours? Believe me, they could. I was going to tell
them to be quiet when I heard a familiar name. HOPE.

“Girls, can you believe this? There is a mute girl in our school.
It’s so ... so disgusting. I wonder if she has even got a tongue. I was
inth...” Probably it was the head of the girls who was speaking. Her
voice was squeaky. I wondered whether this was her real voice or
not. Presumably, it wasn’t.

Igotclosetohearherbetter.Ididn’t know why, but I was curious
about what she might say about Hope.

“..and I saw Hope and her mother signing to each other. I really
pity her mom,” she continued but I wasn’t hearing her anymore. It
was the moment that I cottoned onto an idea. “Hey, you! Are you lis-
tening to us?” She was gaping with astonishment, and her dropped
mouth made me chuckle.

“Isn’t it obvious enough? I hadn’t expected to thank you before,
but now I should. You gave me a perfect idea, so thank you,” I said.
Her bewildered expression made me chuckle again. Her face was
turning a hot red shade.

“Who cares, Diamond? Take it easy.” The tall girl next to her
spoke. Diamond? Really? Her name was Diamond? This was the
most ridiculous name that I had ever heard. Are her parents jewe-
lers or something?

“You should certainly listen to your friend, Diamond.” I empha-
sized her name while speaking. “By the way, the part where you said
you wondered if she had a tongue ... I have seen her tongue.” I win-
ked at her and walked away.

* % %

That day when I went home, I did the silliest research on You-
Tube. “How to learn sign language.” I really searched this, and you
wouldn’t believe me if I said how many videos were about this to-
pic. I tried to learn it quickly because I was eager to show my new
ability to Hope. Now we’d be able to speak without paper. Like nor-
mal friends do ... It took me two weeks to finally sign as properly as
I could. Unfortunately, it wasn’t as easy as I thought it'd be, because
I swear some signs were fabricated by blind people. Atleast I assu-
med so. If they weren’t, then there was really no explanation why
square is showed by making your hand a ball.

* %k %

It was the big day for me. I was going to speak with Hope for the
first time in a long period. Or sign. Whatever. I didn’t know why I
was so excited but my heartbeat was faster in a noticeable way.
I was afraid someone would hear it all day, but no one seemed to
notice. I waited for school to finish because it wouldn’t be private
enough during school for us to speak. Hope was the kind of girl who
didn’t like to get much attention, so I waited. Waiting seemed easy
compared with my long weeks of practicing sign language, but NO.
Waiting is always much more grueling than people give it credit for.

* %k %

AfterIrangherbell twice, I began to sweat. Maybe it was alittle
silly for me to be so eager to be friends with her, but again, no ... If
friendship is the case, nothing is in vain. While I was brooding on,
the door opened.

“Are you sure you don’t want to be my friend?” I signed. I was
sure that I was kinda looking cracked with my thirty-two teeth
smile.

“How did you learn to sign?” she signed back. Her face was like
a storyboard reflecting her emotions one by one. Confusion, happi-
ness, anger, astonishment, pride, and confusion again.

“May I come inside? We have to catch up with many things. I
don’t know anything about you. Well, except your name obviously.”
I turned back to speaking with her, not because I didn’t know how
to sign all these sentences—which I didn’t—but mostly because I
had showed her that I could understand sign language already.

“I guess so. Come on. My room is upstairs.” Her signing was
surprisingly easy for me to understand. I wasn’t expecting her to
give up so easily, but I wasn’t in a state to judge this fact either.

Her room was ... well pink. I mean, really pink. Pink bed, pink
sheets, pink curtains, pink cupboard ... The only thing that wasn’t
pink was the blue pear chair.

“Umm ... so you like pink, right?” I asked. The answer was cle-
ar, but I was excited for a reason I didn’t know. I didn’t know what
to talk about. She shook her head and mouthed no. “So why is your
room so ... pinky?” I asked again. I was not certain whether pinky
was areal word or not.

“My favorite color is actually blue,” she signed and continued.
“Imagine my whole room blue. Then I probably wouldn’t appreci-
ate it, so instead I placed only one outstanding piece in my room.
In that way, it never loses its value.” Wow. This girl found a way to
amaze me again.

“You're a genius, aren’t you? Okay, I am continuing with my qu-
estions then. What is your favorite food?” I was getting more com-

fortable.

“Of course, peanut butter.” Her answer made me laugh. She lau-
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ghed and mouthed—What?—

“That’s not afood, Hope. Say something real,” I said. She made a
face but started to think anyway.

“Okay, then cheeseburgers.” Her food choice was great, and I
was already planning to take her to the burger house behind our
school.

“Favorite song?”

“Baby,” she signed without even thinking. “Baby”? “Baby” by
Justin Bieber? Kidding me.

“Oh my god. I changed my mind. I don’t want to be friends with
you anymore. Tell me it was a joke.” I was making fun, but it'd be
much better if she wasn’t serious.

She laughed for the third time, and I considered it a victory. “It
used to be. I don’t have a favorite song.”

“Oh, I don’t either. I think we are friends now. You know, it is
enough for me to know your favorite food and color. It can express
many things about you.” I held my hand out for her to shake. After
she had looked at my hand for one second, she shook it with a smile
on her face.

After that day everything changed for both of us. We started to
eat our lunch together, sometimes even our dinner. We danced, co-
oked, went ice skating, did sleepovers and homework together. Our
lives weren’t as quiet as before. We weren’t lonely anymore.

I carried a strange happiness with me all the time after we be-
came friends. Until one day. It was the ninth of November. One year
had passed since we had met. I saw her crying under a big willow.
There were books all over. I came up silently as if I was scared to
frighten her.

“Whatever it is, it isn’t worth it,” I whispered while sitting next
to her. I made my best you-can-tell-me-everything-and-I-will-un-
derstand look.

“I’'m going to die, Des,” she signed with big teardrops on her che-
eks.Itook adeep breath.

“I know, Butterfly. I'm going to die too.” I was relieved that it was
something that I figured it out a long time ago. I had moments too
when I didn’t want to do anything because I knew I was going to die
in the end.

“No, Des. I'm dying. I have cancer.”

I had heard some people say that their heart stopped beating
when they heard bad news but I hadn’t believed them. It didn’t
sound possible. However, now, not only my heart stopped beating,
for me, the world stopped turning.

There are also some times when you don’t feel well. You feel bro-
ken, hurt, devastated ... but you also know the fact that there are
more broken people than you. The people who have to face much
more hassle and much more difficulties. Hope was the one who was
going to die but honestly I was thinking of myself. What would I do,
if shereally died in a short period of time?

I held her tight under that willow and murmured that things
would be okay. That we would be okay ... If you asked me ifT believed
anything that I had said, my answer would be no. After some time,
I didn’t know what to say anymore, so we sat there in silence. Once
again, it amazed me how words can be inadequate sometimes, and
silence can express everything.

% % ok

I went with her to chemotherapy twice a week. It was hard for
me to see her breaking into pieces one by one. To see her face get
paler and paler with time, to realize how many pounds she lost and
how weak actually she was ... Unfortunately, we started to argue
more and more. They were little arguments but it could be easily
seen that there was more depth and meaning in them.

“Butterfly, don’t forget to take your coat. You'll get sick. It is cold
outside,” I said. I was worried that she might get ill and feel worse.
Worse than she actually feels. She stepped outside in only a t-shirt.

“Stop acting like you are my mom. You don’t need to feel like I
am your responsibility,” she signed and her face started to turn a
shade of red.

Her mom? What’s that got to do with it? “You know it doesn’t
have any connection with feeling like your mom. I'm serious. Just
getyour coat, Butterfly.”

“Stop it, Des! I am not your porcelain doll. Stop acting like I'm
going to break any minute. I don’t...” She was signing quickly and
I couldn’t keep up with her speedy movements. She was angry be-
cause she couldn’t yell at me. She was angry because she was mute,
because she had cancer. “.. Go alone. I'm not coming with you.” The
teardrops were streaming from both of our faces.

“I’'m not going anywhere without you, Hope.” I started to calm
down because I knew it wasn’t fair to be the one who was angry.

“Do you ... Do you want to stay and watch TV?” she gave up and
asked with a regretful expression on her face.

“I would like to watch TV with you. I'm sorry, I shouldn’t be so
strict with you,” I apologized and took a step.

“No, it was my fault. Just don’t let us have another argument.
Okay?”

“Okay. Ilove you to the moon and back, Butterfly.” I hugged her.

“I love you to the moon and back, Des,” she wrote on my back
with her fingers.
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She started to cry more and more often. When I saw her at scho-
ol, under her eyes was always purple, and her eyes were bloodshot.
I acted like I didn’t notice but it was hard to not notice. One day, I
found her crying in her bed. The blanket was surrounding her head.

“What is it, Butterfly?” I whispered.
“Itis stupid,” she signed. She grabbed the blanket tighter.

“Maybe, but I'll understand, promise.” I was doing everything to
make her feel comfortable.

She let the blanket fall. Her bald head was exposed. There were
no signs of her beautiful blonde hair.

“Are you crying because ... because of this? It’s just hair, Hope.
It’ll grow again,” I said with my most intimate voice.

“I said it was stupid.” She looked really upset. Her eyes drifted
to my long auburn hair. The envy in her eyes helped me make my
decision. I stood up and went to her bathroom. The bathroom that
I knew too well ... I found the razor and started to cut my hair. The
weird thing is I didn’t feel any remorse. I only felt ease. She came
behind me. She looked confused. When I finished my work, she was
still looking at me with confusion in her eyes. Then her eyes started
to twinkle. “You look ridiculous.”

“Sodoyou,” Isaid and we started tolaugh together. Our laughter
filled the little bathroom. We extended our arms around each ot-
her’s shoulder and looked in the mirror. I didn’t see two bald girls in
the mirror. I only saw two broad smiles and two warm hearts.

“To the moon and back,” I whispered.

“To the moon and back,” she answered.

* % %

The next two months we were as happy as we could ever be. I
spent almost every day with her and started to go home less and
less. My mom understood the situation though. To be honest, I was
secretly waiting for the bad news. Hope was acting like everything
was all right, but I wasn’t naive. I knew her condition wasn’t good.

I was reading a book when my mom showed up at my door with
a pitiful expression on her face. I understood that it was related to
Hope, so I got dressed quickly. I didn’t ask any questions because I
didn’t want to know the truth. I didn’t want to know how bad her
condition was. She drove me to the hospital. Luckily, the doctors let
me visit her.

“Hey, Butterfly,” I said with a fake smile on my face. I needed to
stay strong for her.

“Hey, Des.” She didn’t know what to say, like me. It was senseless
to say nothing when you have tons to say. I sat on the edge of the bed

and held her hand.

“When I first saw you, I thought you were an angel. That God
sent you to save my soul ...” My voice cracked, and I knew I was go-
ingtolose it.

“I didn’t save you, Des. I was the one who was saved.” She was
also tryingto hold back her tears.

“Letme finish. You were different than any of the girlsT had ever
known. At least different than Diamond.” She laughed with a low
voice. “You made me...”

“Don’t finish, Des. I don’t want this to be a goodbye for us. For
once let it go. Just lay down next to me.” It made me feel better to
know that she was also afraid that this was the end. Ilay down next
to her like she said. “Are you mute or something?” I said with alow
voice.

She nodded. Memories were too overwhelming for both of us.
“Ohh..IWAS JUST KIDDING. SORRY FOR THAT,” I was mimic-
king my old reaction.

“T am mute, not deaf.” Although this time she signed, instead of
writing. I held her pinky and finally lost it. I was shaking uncont-
rollably with my sobs. I always thought she was the weak one but
no.. Iwaswrong, like I was in many things. She was the strong one.
She was the one who was keeping both of us on our feet.

Hours past and it felt like days. I squeezed her pinky and said,
“To the moon and back.” She didn’t answer back. I turned my face
towards her and repeated but this time with more power. “To the
moon and back, Butterfly.” Then I realized that her pinky was much
colder than mine, and the life glint in her eyes was gone. I shook her
little body and yelled at her, “To the moon and back.” The unspoken
answer made me terrified. I squeezed her with all my power and
kissed her cheek. At last, I cried myself to sleep. When I woke up,
Irealized there was aletter on the nightstand that I hadn’t noticed
earlier. T held my breath.

Dear Des,

I know you are not ready to let me go yet, but I am proud to
say I'm ready. I want you to know that I love you and that you
taught me how to love. Iwas lost in the dark, and you led the way
Jor me with your light. I was scared, I was lonely and I didn’t
want to live anymore. You were the reason for me to breathe and
stay in the world longer. I always thought that I was deprived of
the power of words. You taught me that I was wrong. That wor-
ds mean nothing if you aren’t the one who is attributing a me-
aning to them of your own ... that “I love you” means nothing if
you aren’t feeling it ... If you are reading this letter, this means
my time is up. I already miss you, Des, and I will miss you every
single day.

To the moon and back..
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Azat SASKAL

abamin belli ki bana yazmig oldugu notun son kis-
mini1 neredeyse bir nefeste okudum.

“.yuziinden evladiyla en icten duygularini bile
paylasamayacak kadar ruhsuz bir adam oldum.
Onun i¢in sana ait her geyi dolabinda biraktim,

Ada’da. Oziir dilerim. Baban.”

Babamin bana yazdig1 notun varligindan hi¢ haberim olma-
misti, olsa bile 6liimiinden on y1l sonra odasindaki cekmecelerin
birinde bulmay1 beklemiyordum. Babam boyle bir adam degildi.
Bu, kesinlikle babamin hayata teslim olusunun isaretiydi.

Her sey annemin o6liimiiyle degismisti. Clinkli zamansizda.
Hic kimse haber etmemisti 6lecegini. Bir hogcgakal bile diyeme-
den gocmiistili bu diinyadan annem. Babam, annemin 6liimiinden
sonra ¢abucak endigelenen, her seyden korkan bir adama doniis-
miistii. Oyle ki, evde eski ve 6zellikle annemi hatirlatacak ne var-
sa ortadan kaldirmisg, gegmigten kendini soyutlamaya caligmigti.
Ozellikle onun elime gecen bu son notu tek kelimeyle “6dleklik”ti.

Babam bir siire sonra eve ugramayi kesti, kendini Kinalia-
da’dakiyazligimzda dahaiyi hissettigini s6yliiyordu. Bir keresin-
de onu gérmek i¢cin adaya gelecegimi séylemigtim. Vapura yetis-
mek icin aceleyle hazirlanirken kapi ¢calmig, babam cika gelmisti.
Uzerinde ada havasi ve acemi bir giiliimsemeyle, senden 6nce ben
geldim, demisti. Apacik sahte bir giiliistii ve beni adadaki evimiz-
den uzak tutuyordu. O artik her seye uzak kalmigti. Ugsuz bucak-
s1z ¢olde ancak gozlerimi kistigimda nokta gibi gorebildigim o
adam babamdi benim.

* % ok
Vapura biniyorum, ac¢ikta bir yer bulup oturuyorum.

Peki, adadaki o evde ne vardi babam ic¢in bu kadar énemli
olan? Kendi yalnizli§ini yagadig1 sessiz sakin bir ortam belki de.

Yalnizca kendisi ve gostermek istemedigi duygulariyla bas basa
kaldigiyer.

Kaptan vapurun burnunu hafifce kirinca goriiniiyor Kinalia-
da. Kambur bir adama benziyor. Tagidi1g1 yap1 y181ntisindan ¢ok-
miis, lizerinde yagatti81 onca hayattan, giizelliklerden, hatiralar-
dan yorulmus. Ve babamdan... Su an bana yabanci bir sézciik gibi
geliyor ismi. Amabeynime kazinmis.

Sokagimi hatirliyorum, upuzun ve dar. Yerinden ¢ikmig kal-
dirim taglari, ¢oktan budanmas: gereken agaclar, gelisigiizel
baglanmig bisikletler ve yer yer at pislikleri. Sahi ne hale geldi
sokagim, anilarimin sahibi? Bir dostumun misralarini mirilda-

niyorum simdi:

Kiireden bir oyuga yerini birakiyordu sokak, ona eriyordu, aki-
yordu

-ondan dogmustu.
Gritonlariyla duruyordu, pek sessiz

Siradan bir Istanbul sokagiyda.

Ve ben onu izledim, iginden kusglar ¢ikarana dek
ne biliyorsam ¢ikariyordum, bir 6z bulmak i¢in,
belki seni.

Sokak erimigti aradiklarimda.

Neden koyu renkleriyle binalara dayanmagt1? Binalar arasin-
dabir okyanustu, sonsuz bir gri.

Denizde bulduklarimi igine attim.

Ben attikca o ¢ikariyordu, koydukea eksiliyordu.

Hep bu ani bekledim.
Samimi bir ziyaret 6ncesi soyunan o sokak.
Misafirleri goremeden bitmek bir sahilde, bir manzara.

Ne gordiiysem onda gérdim.

Sokak bekledi, 6z bekledi, camagir iplerinden sallanan ¢ocuk
bekledi, en ¢cok da o bekledi,

kapici bekledi kapisi bu okyanusa erimisti.
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Ben de bekledim yalniz birakamadim onlari, bir avug kabukla
bekledim. Kirana dek, kirdiktan sonra.

Kirik kabuk benim saatim olmusgtu.
Taktim
Bekledim

Sokagimi, gecmis gilinlerimi 6zledim baba, merak ediyorum,
neler biraktin bana?

Vapurdan iniyorum. Ikiz evler duruyor hala. Nereye baksam
tanidik bir yiliz. Ben yaslarda bir adam ge¢iyor yanimdan, kii¢iik
bir kiz cocugunun elinden tutmus. Bir anlifina bakisiyoruz. So-
kagimizdaki oyun arkadaglarimizdan biri belki. Beraber saklan-
dig1miz, sobelendigimiz. Kim bilir? Gec¢ip gidiyor yanimdan bii-
tlin ihtimalleriyle.

Yokus degismemis, biraktigim gibi. Hala dik, hala yorucu. Ya-
ninizdan gectigim yollar, evler bir selaminizi eksik etmezdiniz
bir zamanlar. Ben cocukken “sen”dik, simdi niye “siz” olduk? Ko&-
sede oturdugum bank, yolumu aydinlatan lamba niye eskisi gibi
bakmiyorsunuz bana? Usulca devam ediyorum yoluma.

Birkac adim daha. Ha gayret. Evet, 30 y1l geriye gidiyorum za-
manda, simdi her gsey yabanci bana. Bu benim sokagim, bagkasi-
nin degil, benim. Burada kimse benim gibi kogmadi, kimse benim
gibi gol atip benim gibi sevinmedi, diigtip kalkmad: burada. Co-
cuklugumdan kalma bir aligkanlikla kafami yukar: kaldirip bal-
konumuza bakiyorum. Sanki annem gelecegimi bilmis, sevingle
el sallayacak bana.

Evime giriyorum.

Anlayamiyorum, buras: yazligimiz degil. Sanki, bagka bir
zamandan. Her yer diizenli ve gosterigsiz. Raflarda annemin fo-
tograflari... Babam kiglik evimizden anneme ait egyalari buraya
tagimig meger, hepsi burada. Demek babam kaybolmamis kendi
icinde, hep yasatmis sevdigi kadini ve ailesini. Duvara asili bir
cerceve dikkatimi ¢ekiyor, aliyorum elime. Fotografta, hemen su
yamimdaki masada oturmusuz, annem, babam ve ben, arkamizi
duvara vermisiz. Oniimiizde meyve tabaklari. Ben pek kiiciigiim,
aralarina sikismigim. Bir elimde bigak 6tekinde cgatal sivri ucla-
r1yukar: bakacak sekilde sertce tutuyorum. Sagimda babam, so-
lumda annem. Tkisini de omzumun iizerine alivermigim. Hepimiz
giiliyor gibiyiz, sevingliyiz. Benim ve babamin gozleri kapali ¢ik-
mig, agizlarimiz ise acik. Annem ise tedirginlikle elimdeki tehli-
keli aletlere bakiyor, ama o da unutmamaig agzina bir giilimseme
kondurmayi. Hi¢ olmadigimiz kadar mutluymusuz. Hatirliyo-
rum, babam s6z vermisti her y1l ayni tarihte ayni konumda fotog-
raf ¢gekilecegimizi. Niye insan bazi gseylerin degerini yillar sonra
anlamak zorunda?

Babamin bana vasiyet ettigi dolaba dogru hareket ediyorum.
Icimden “Babam beni sasirtti, cok farkliymis” demeden edemiyo-
rum. Yillardir gérmemisgim odami. Minik masamin tizerinde hala
eski oyuncaklarim, ¢cizdigim resimler var. Yatagimi sanki annem

kapatmis. Onlarauzuncabakmaya vakit ayirmadan dolabimi aci-
yorum, kalbim hizla ¢carpiyor. Belki biraz hayal kiriklig, belki de
saskinlik, ama sadece bir zarf var koca dolapta. Uzerinde “Oziir
dilerim...” yazili. Egilip aliyorum. icinden iki fotograf cikiyor. Tki-
si de siyah beyaz. Elime aldigim ilk fotograf, mutfaktan. Anneme
bulagikta yikamakta yardim ediyorum. Ikimizin de elleri kopiik-
1ii, bir tencereyi tutmusuz. Annem bu sefer giiliiyor ve ikimiz de
objektife bakiyoruz. Keske diyorum, simdi de bu kadar kolay olsa
kirlenmek. Seni sevdiginden emin oldugunun kollar1 altinda el-
bet temizlenecegini bilmek. Asil ben 6ziir dilerim baba, bu anlari
unutmak ne biiyiik saflik.

Istemeye istemeye dteki fotografa geciyorum. Babam beni bir
kez daha sagirtiyor, meger biitiin giin aklimi celen seye cevap bul-
mus, kanitlamig. Fotograf sokaktan, arkadaslarimla mac yapar-
ken. O an1 ve simdiyi kiyaslamak i¢in balkona ¢ikiyorum. Fotog-
rafta sokakta top pesinde kosan ¢ocuklar ve ¢antasiyla isten eve
donen bir adam var. Evimizin 6niinde ise son derece giizel ahsap
bir evin ilk iki kat1 goriiniiyor. Kafamai fotograftan kaldirdigimda
ise ahsap evi bulamiyorum. Onun yerine iplerinden upuzun ca-
masgirlar sarkan dort katli bir apartman karsiliyor beni. Sokakta
ise ne oynayan ¢ocuklar ne de igten donen bir adam var. Yalnizca
bir eskici var koskoca sokakta, bagiriyor. El arabasinin tizerinde-
kibirkag¢ parcahurdayla gecip gidiyor sokagimizdan.

Fotografa bir kez daha bakiyorum. Onca arkadagimin ara-
sindan bir tek ben bakmisim makinaya. Bacaklarim ve kollarim
¢ok zay1f. Suratimda kocaman bir giillimseme, gozlerim kisilmaisg,
ellerimi ise sevingten nereye koyacagimi bilememis garip bir bi-
cimde gogstimde birlestirmisim. Babami tam burada, bulundu-
gum yerde, fotografl cekerken hayal ediyorum. Sabahtan kalma
pijamasi, kirli sakallariyla egilmis giilerek beni ariyor. Belki oral:
olmamigim bana bagirmig bakmam icin, keske hatirlasam. Arka
planda diinya kendi halinde devam ediyor. Herkesin gozii topta,
herkes hareket halinde. Cantali adam ¢niine bakiyor. Ben ise ko-
rudugum kale dahil her seyi birakmig sadece babama bakiyorum.
Belli ki o an diinya durmus bizim i¢cin. Sadece ikimiz farkindayiz
bu sirrin. Muzipge giiliimsiiyoruz, ¢linkii o an sadece biz variz. Ve
sadece ikimiz farkindayiz aramizdaki sevginin kopmaz oldugu-
nun. Oysa simdi...

Eskicinin yavagca sokagimizi terk edip, yokustan agag: ini-
sini izliyorum. Sonra balkonun duvarina yaslanip yere oturuyo-
rum. Gozlerim yagli, hafifce kapaniyor. Eskicinin kalin sesinin
siddeti giderek azaliyor:

“Eskici! ... Eskiler alirim! ... Eskici! ...”

Pekiyasen hatiralarimin eskicisi? Asil sen nerelerdesin?

Stir, Enver Ali Akova’ya aittir. (Bu Oykii igin kaleme alinmagtar,)
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Melis YILMAZ

aat kact1 bilmiyordu. Aksamiizeri oldugu belliydi an-

cak. Glines, son nefesini veriyordu. Beyaz mermerleri

g6z alic1 bir alev kaplamigti. Gokytiziinde yanginlar

vardi. Mavilik silik ve cansizdi. Giines, vedasini bii-

tiin gorkemiyle yapiyordu. Bir siire glinege bakt1 dy-
lece. Cani sikkin oldugunda hep buraya gelirdi. Eski bir sokakt1
burasi. Cikmaz sokakti. Adi1 Umut Sokagi... Dar bir yerdi aslinda.
Taglarindan kimisi kopmustu. Duvarlari da tagtandi. Ardinda bir
kilise... Cani her giin ¢alardi. Agagidan, pazardan gelen cighikla-
r1 duydu. Pazarcilarin ekmek parasiydi derdi... Issiz bir yerdi as-
len. Tabiiya, citkmaz bir sokagin kac ziyaret¢isi olur ki? Ev sahibi
kuskusuzkoca ¢cinardi. Bir de bir ¢iftlamba... Birinin ampulii kop-
mus, 6bliriiise direniyor inatlayillara. Tag duvarlarinin arasinda
sarmagiklar... Onlara verdiginde sirtini, kargsisinda giinesi gore-
bilirdikilise caninin ardindan.

Oturup bu manzaray1 seyrederdi lizgiin oldugunda hep. Ko-
nugmadan, diiglinmeden &ylece seyrederdi. Uziintiilerini, acilari-
ni1dabatirirdi o giinegle beraber. Kimi zaman da ¢inarin tepesine
cikardi. Nefes kesici manzarayi seyrederdi. O zaman sokak da, ki-
lise de, hatta giineg de onun altindakalirdi. Bu ona tarifiimkansiz
bir mutluluk verirdi. Ancak o giin, siradan bir {izlintii yoktu i¢in-
de. Ne giinesin batis1, ne bu sokagin tag duvarlari ne de koca ¢1-
narin heybeti yerine getirebiliyordu nesesini. Sikintilari, bu dar
sokaga bile girebilmigti. Giines dahi onlari batiramiyordu. Giici
de yoktu zaten. Cinarin altina oturdu. Bagina usulca bir yapra-
gin diistislini izledi. Goéziinden iginde kabaran tliziintiiniin ilk
gozyas1 diistli sokagin soguk zeminine. Kalbindeki kirikliklarla
dolu bir gozyasiydi bu. Seller yaratan yagmurlar kadar giicliiydi
etkisi. En azindan kalbi bir kug kadar korunmasiz olan bu kizin
kirilan kanadinin belgesiydi. Daha 6nce de tiztilmiistii. Aglamigta
da. Mesela, annesi ile kavga ettiginde, babasi onu azarladiginda,
arkadaglari onakiistligiinde... Amabu seferki ilk kez hissettigi bir
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seydi. Kendini &ylesine sugluyordu ki... Kendi kendine konugma-
ya bagladi: ‘Her seyi elime ytliziime bulagtirdim.” dedi. Agzindan
bir higkirik cikti: ‘Her sey benim yiiziimden mahvoldu igte. Her
sey ve ben... Yalnizlik fermanimi ben yazdim. Ustelik simdi ay-
naya bakacak yiiziim de yok.” Derin bir nefes ald1. ‘Simdi ne ola-
cak?” dedi i¢inden. Kollarini kovugturdu. Agacin piitiirlii gévde-
sine yasladi bagini. Yorgunluga teslim olmak iizereyken bir ses
duydu. Yank: gibiydi daha ¢ok. Ne kadin, ne erkekti. Hatta insan
myi, o da glipheliydi. Sanki konugan taglardi. Bu duvarlar, kirik so-
kaklambasiydi... Ya da hepsinden gelmisti bu ses. ‘Neden agliyor-
sun?’ diye bir soruydu bu. Korktu birden. ‘Deliriyor muyum?’ diye
diistindii kisa bir siire, sonra ise etrafina bakindi. Kim vardi ora-
da? ‘Kimsiniz?’ diye bagird1. Sesi duvarlara ¢carparak yankilanda,
ancak riizgarin hinzir kahkahalari diginda cevap veren olmadi.
Boguk ses soruyu yineledi. ‘Neden agliyorsun?’ Kiz tam kogarak
kacacakt1 oradan ki eski tag duvarlarda bir parilti gérdii. Yerler-
deki taglar sanki canlaniyordu. Sokaktaki her canli ve cansiz
sonsuzluk uykusundan uyaniyordu sanki. Minik bir kipirti oldu.
Ardindan sokak yine eski haline dondii. Sadece altinda oturdugu
cinar titredi usulca. Kizin bagina tekrar yapraklar diistii. ‘Neden
agliyorsun ¢ocuk?’ diye tli¢lincii kez sordu sorusunu ses. Bu sefer
daha sicakti, daha anacti. ‘Anlat’ dedi. ‘Anlat bu yagli taslara, dil-
siziz belki ama kulaksiz degiliz. Anlat evlat. Bu ¢inara, sonmiig
lambalara...” Ses bir siire yankilandi. Her tag: tek tek gezdi sokak-
taki ve en son kiza geri dondii. K1z kalbindeki korku ile unuttugu
cocuklugunun hayal giicii arasinda kaldi. Gézyaglarini bir tiirli
durduramazken, icindeki yaramazbir tebessiim etti. Yerine otur-
du yeniden. ‘Belki de deliriyorum’ diye diisiindii. Ancak bunu pek
umursamiyordu. O konugmak istiyordu, ses ise dinlemek. Tuta-
mads i¢indekileri daha fazla ve dillendirdi hikédyesini sanki 6liiy-
miisgibiduransokaga. ‘ Olmuyor iste. Hayatimda hep dahalar vardi
etrafimda. Ben hep o dahalarin arasinda olmaya ¢aligtim. Onla-
ra karsin ‘en’ olmaya caligtim.En giizel, en bagarili, en popiiler..
Amabiliyor musun, en ¢ok 6zendigim en mutlu olmakti. Kimi za-
man sorun yoktur aslen. En azindan 6yle goziikiir ancak ben bu
en olma ugrunda, icimdeki eksiklikleri hep yamadim, kapattim.
Onlara elimdeki malzemelerle yama yaptim. Gozyas1 kullandim
kimi zaman. Hatta yalan dahi soyledim. Oyle baskasina degil,
kendime. Her sey yolunda giderken bir giin, bir giin dayanama-
dim igte. Biitiin yamalardan arindim.,patladim ben. Yokus agag:
siirliklenmeye basladim. Once arkadaslar, sonra ailem, sonra ise
kendimle kavga ettim. O denli agir sozler ettim ki. Sevgileri nef-
rete doniistii gizli gizli. Kimisi ise bunu gizlemeye bile gerek duy-
madi. Benibir daha gérmek istemedigini sdyledi. Hakliyd: ¢iinkii
ben..ben her gseyi mahvetmistim. $imdi enlerin en bahtsiziyim.
Ya dababamin dedigi gibi en bencili, en nankori... Sen ne dersin?’
dedi. Agliyordu. Cok pigsmandi. Hi¢ bu denli pisman olmamigt:
yaptiklarindan soylediklerinden. O insanlari kirmigti. Her kirdi-
g1kalp ile birlikte kendi kalbi de kirilmisti. $imdi ise bin parcali
bir kalple o insanlarin acisini hissediyordu yiireciginde. Taglar-
dan,lambalardan, sokaktan bir siire ses gelmedi. Sonraboguk ses
yine duyuldu. ‘Ne en bahtsiz, ne de en bencil, en nankor’ dedi. Kiz
devamin bekliyordu. Oysa sokak coktan susmustu. ‘Daha acik ol
liitfen’ dedi kiz. Artik aglamayi kesmisti. Plir dikkat sokag1 dinli-
yordu. Sokak sakin bir sesle baglad1 konugmasina yeniden: ‘Kag
yuzyillik bir sokagim bilemezsin. Burada ne ¢ok kisi 61dii, has-
talandi, yaralandi, ne gamli hayat hikayeleri dalga dalga yayilda
bilemezsin.’ dedi. Kiz ‘Haklisin. Onlarin yaninda benimki bencil-
lik. Ben en bencil insanim bu diinyadaki.’ dedi. Aglamasi yeniden
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basladi. Kendi hesaplagmasinin i¢cinden ¢ikamiyordu. Sokaktan
kahkahaya benzer bir ses duyuldu: ‘Sabirli ol ¢ocuk. S6zlerimi
sonu gelmeden yorumlama, yanilirsin.” dedi. ‘EN!" diye bagirdi.
Sesindeki en belirgin duygu 6fkeydi: ‘ Bu insanoglunun en derdi-
ni anlamiyorum. Her zaman kendilerini bir en sifat1 buluyorlar.
Oyle ki tiim diinyay1 benliklerinden asagida tutmak onlara haz
veriyor. Oysa ¢ocuk en diye bir sey yoktur. Inan bana.’ dedi. K1z bu
sefer agzina gelen sorulari yuttu. Sabirla sokagin devam etmesi-
ni bekledi: ‘Asil olan bir gseyin eni olmak degil, bir sey olabilmek-
tir’ dedi sokak. ‘Inan bana ancak kendin olabilirsen bir seyin eni
olabilirsin. En kendin olursun. Onun diginda evrensel duygularin
hicbirinin sahibi yoktur. Inan bana onlar tek insanin iistleneme-
yecegi kadar agirdir’ dedi. Yillarin eskittigi taglardi konugan.
‘Ben hi¢ en gérmedim.” dedi ytizyillarin sesi kiza. Kiz suskundu.
Sokak da sustu. Bir stire sessizlik hakim oldu. Sonunda kiz daya-
namadi: ‘O zaman benim tizlintiim bana. Abartiyorum onu, 6yle
mi? dedi. Sagkinlik, huzursuzluk hatta buram buram sitem ko-
kuyordulaflari. Yillardir bahtsizlik da olsa bir seyin eni oldugunu
diistinmiistii. Simdi ise slipheye diigmiistil. Bu, varliini tizerine
kurdugu gercekligi sorgulamasina yol agiyordu. Bundan korktu.

Sitemi de bundandi. Sokak tekrar giildii: ‘Hayir, hayir’ dedi. ‘Si-
zin bir diger hatanizise tek dogrunuzun, tek gerceginizin olmasi.’
dedi. Kiz anlamamagti. ‘Tek dogru, tek gercek?’ diye sordu. Sokak
devam etti.‘ Ac1da, dogru dabir terazi ile dlciilemez. Tki gerceklik
vardir her zaman en az. Clinki ac1 ve duygular sizin tanidiginiz
boyuta ait degillerdir. Soyutturlar. Soyut kavramlarin gercekligi
de soyuttur. Bunedenle birden ¢ok gergeklik vardir yavrum. Sizin
bildiginiz gerceklik herkesin durumunu ayni terazide tartmaktar.
Ovakitsenin acin elbet hafif gelecektir. Ancak bilmediginiz diger
gercek ise aciy1 kendi terazinde tartmaktir. Bu sefer sliphesiz ki
‘en’ sozciiglinii iistlenebilecek bir ac1 olacaktir senin acin. Giin-
kii bu sefer terazin kendi kalbindir, insanliginki degil.” dedi. K1z
sozclikleri teker teker ge¢irdi zihninden. Tartt1, anlamaya calis-
t1. Istemsiz olarak bir soru doékiildii dudaklarindan:  Peki hangisi
gercek? dedi. Soru eskitag duvarlara carpti. Sokagin biitlin tagla-
rina degdi. Kiza geri dondii usulca ancak cevap veren olmadi. Ar-
tik aglamayan kiz sirtini sarmagikli duvara yasladi. Ayaga kalkti
usulca. Bagini kaldirip kilise caninin ardindan batan giinesi iz-
ledi. Onun yaydig1 sahte alevlere dald1. ‘Gergek’ diye mirildanda.
Aklinda tek bir soru vardi: Gergek neydi?

Defne YAPICI
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Idil CELIK

Bey Yedi

BOLUM 1

Bir laboratuvarda dogdum. Biiyiik ve ih-
tisaml bir laboratuvarda. Benim digimda
yirmi dokuz bebek daha vardi. Ailemiz ve
kendimiz hakkinda ¢ok az sey biliyoruz ama
bildigimiz ¢ok énemli bir ey var ki o da biz
heniiz gerceklegsmemis bir savagin silahla-
riy1z. Ben on alt1 yagindayim. Adim Bes. Bu-
rada dogan herkesin adi bir numaradar, tipki
fare denekler gibi. Numara ne kadar diiserse
yasin o kadar biiyiir. On alt1 yag bu labora-
tuvar icin oldukea fazla. En biiyiigiimiiz Bir
tam on sekiz yaginda. $imdi hikayemi bag-
tan anlatacagim.

Annem, evsiz bir kadinmis ve bana se-
kiz aylik hamileymis. Adim bilmeyi ¢ok is-
terdim ama ne yazik ki bilmiyorum. Sadece
cok uzun siyah saclari ve benim gozlerim
gibi mavi gozleri oldugunu biliyorum. Kendi
boyuma bakinca o da ¢ok uzun degildir diye
diigiinliyorum. Bir giin a¢ ve kirli bir gekilde
etrafta yiyecek bir sey ararken annemi go-
renyaglibir adam, Doktor James, annemden
bebegini alip onu iyi bir sekilde biiytitebile-
cegini sOylemis. Aslinda anneme beni ver-
digi icin ilk baglarda ¢ok kiziyordum ama o
sadece beni sokaktan uzak tutmak istemis.
Hem yash bir adamdan ne zarar gelebilir
ki. Ama bu yasli, kambur ve kirmiz yanak-
11, hafif pamuk sekeri andiran adam benim
doktorum James. Bagima ne geldiyse sebebi
odur. Kesinlikle pamuk seker gibi goriinse de
icinde tam bir seytandir. Doktor James uzun
boylu, hafif beyaz sach ve kibar konugmaya
calisanyash huysuzun tekidir. Ttim ilaclari-
mi1 o yazdi ve o gelistirdi. Hayatim boyunca
disar1 cikmama hig izin vermedi. Giinesi ilk
kez bes yasimda tuvaletin havalandirmasi-
na yetigebildigim zaman hissettim. Hala da
giines ile bulustugum tek nokta o havalan-
dirma. Beyaz disinda bir odada olmay: her

seyden ¢ok isterdim. Bulundugumuz bina
tamamen beyazdan olugur. Her odas aslin-
da kiictik bir laboratuvar. Yani aslinda odam
yok kendime o6zel bir laboratuvarim var.
Doktor James’in ilaclarini almaya ilk kez iki
yasimdayken baglamigim. O giinden beri bir
seruma bagh yagiyorum. Her giin saat beste
doktor gelir ve beni muayene eder. Uzerim-
de yeni lirettigi zirvalar: dener ve gider. As-
linda bu ilaglarin etkilerini hi¢ bilmiyorum.
Doktor bana onlardan hi¢ bahsetmez.

- Tak, tak, tak!
- Bes, ordamisin? Konugmamizlazim!

Bu fisildayan Yedi. Otuz kisi arasindan
en sevdigimdir. Benim siyah saglarimin ak-
sine onun sar1, parlak ve upuzun saglari var.
Yemyesil gozleri her zaman 111 1511 tipk: bir
cocugunkigibi masumbakar. Benden birkac
santim uzun ancak on bes yasinda.

- Gel, tek bagimayim!
- Soyleyeceklerime inanamayacaksin!

- Anlat da inanip inanmayacagima ben
karar vereyim sersem.

- Regetemi okudum.

Ah! Recete. Size ondan bahsetmeyi
unuttum. Her denegin bir recetesi vardir.
Bir efsaneye gore herkesin recetesinde kendi
ilacinin onu neye doniistiirdiigii yazar. Tabii
gercek olup olmadigini bilmiyorum. Ben hig
kendi recetemi okumaya cesaret edemedim.
Eger onu okurken yakalanirsak doktor kim
bilir ne kadar kizar.

- Ne yaziyordu?

- Deneyim tamamlanmaisg. Doktor James
bana son ilacimi verdigi anda doéniistimiim
bitecek. Son ilagtan sonra kas yapimin, bo-
yumun, kilomun, zekdminve hattarengimin
degismesi bekleniyormus. Ah Bes umarim
mor olmam ¢iinkii o renk bana hi¢ yakigmi-
yor! Ben daha ¢ok yesil giyen bir tipim.

- Senin rengin degisecek ve yorumun
mor olmak istemiyorum yesil olayim mui!
Inanamiyorum. Bundan sonra insan olma-
yacaksin Yedi. Belki o kadar giiclii olursun ki
James’i donundan laboratuvar ¢atisina asip
kacarsin!

- Beg! Umarim uyumuyorsundur.
- Yedi saklan!!! Bu doktor!

Iste Doktor James geldi. Saatin bes oldu-
gunu bastan fark etmeliydim. Yedi yakalan-
sayd1 kim bilir ona neler yapardi. Gergi sim-
di de dolabimin iginde pek iyi bir konumda
degil.

- Tatlim bugiin sana giizel bir haberim
var. Bundan sonra kimse ila¢ almayacak.
Bitti.

- Ama doktor ben kendimde higbir degi-
siklik goremiyorum”

- Degismenizi istedigim zaman son kez
hepinize ilacinizi icirecegim ama su anda
savagin citkmasina birkag ay var gibi goztikii-
yor. O zamana kadar bekleyeceksiniz.

Demek sadece Yedi degil herkesin dene-
yi bitti. Keske son ilaci alip kacabilmenin
bir yolu olsa. Acaba ilaclari nerede sakliyor.
Bu arada Doktorun bahsettigi savas Uciincii
Diinya Savasgi. Basta soyledigim gibi biz de
savagtakullanilacak silahlariz.

- Hogcakal tatlim! Iyi dinlen!

- Yedi ¢ik disar1 James gitti! Bir fikrim
var. Ilaclar1 calmaliy1z ve icmeliyiz. Yeterin-
ce gli¢ toplarsak belki bu lanet yerden ¢ikip
disariy1 gorebiliriz.

- Bes o ilc1 alirsan artik insan olmaya-
caksin. Digaridaki insanlarin bize ne tepki
verecegini bilmiyoruz. Ya bizi éldiriirlerse.
Ya bir hapse kapatirlarsa. Yada o ilacii¢ince
artik kendimiz olmazsak. Sonuclar: bilme-
den haraket edemeyiz.

- En azindan gercek diinyay goriip olii-
riiz. Bir ay ya da iki ay sonra zaten ilaglar:
icecegiz. Simdi yapsak ne farkeder. Ah Yedi
ben denizi, gokyiiziinii ve diger her seyi ¢cok
merak ediyorum. Liitfen bulalim suilaclari.

- Emin misin?

- Tamamen. Yemekte goriigiiriiz. Odana
git. Doktor seni yerinde bulsun.

Buradan cikmaliyim. Kogu bandinda
degil cimenlerde kosmak istiyorum. Savasg
alaninda insan 6ldiirmek istemiyorum. Hat-
ta belki annemi bulurum. Ona son kez veda
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eder ve beni birakmasina ragmen onu affettigimi séylerim. Adini
bilseydim bulmam ¢ok daha kolay olurdu. 30 denegi de ikna etmem
gerekecek ama onlarin da James’e bayildigini hi¢ zannetmiyorum.

BOLUM 2

Uyanir uyanmazige basgladim. Herkese mektup yazdim ve onlar:
isyan ile ilgili bilgilendirdim. Inanamayacaksiniz ama fikrimi her-
kes onayladi. Tek yapmamiz gereken James’in gizli odasini bulmak.
Su anda 30 kisi birden o oday1 ariyoruz. Benimse ¢ok iyi bir planim
var. James bana saat begte gelip on dakika kaliyor. Herkeste on daki-
kakaldigina gore Bir'in odasindan besi elli gece cikiyor. Tam o saatte
odamdan ¢ikip doktoru takip edecegim ve odasini bulacagim. Yani-
mayardimeim olarak Yedi’ yi almayakarar verdim.

SON

Sanslhyiz ki doktor tam tahmin ettigim saatte Bir’ in odasini terk
etti. Kendilaboratuvarina gidene kadar onu takip ettik ama her sey
bu kadar basit bitmedi. James bizi gordii ve goriir gormez bana sal-
dirdi. Ama o domuz beni yumruklarken Yedi’ yi gozden kacirmigta.
Yedi kendi ilacini buldu. Igmeden énce gozlerimin icine derin bir
sekilde o parlak, cocuk gozleriyle bakti. O an onun i¢in o kadar en-
diselendim ki James’in yumruklarin hissetmiyordum bile. Keske
onun yerine ilaci ben alabilsem ama ¢ok gec. Yediilaciicti. Yedi’ nin
dontistiigii sey kargisinda James’in bile dizleri ¢ozlilmiistii. Yedi ta-

mamen yesildi tipk: bir kertenkele gibi. Sert ve giiclii bir derisi varda.
Belli ki askarlerin yesil olmasi en iyi karardi. Boyu en az iki metre
olmustu. Kaslari bana yunan tanrlarini hatirlatti. Aslinda korkung
bir goriiniisii yoktu. Yani yiizii cok da degismemisti. Daha ¢ok koru-
yucu ve siradig1 goziikliyordu. Yiiziine baktim. Tek istedigim sey bu
korkung ilacin beynine bir etkisi olmamasiydi. Ben ytiziine bakar-
ken Yedi bir anda giiliimsemeye bagladi. Hatta kahkaha atiyordu. Ja-
mes kacmak istedi ama o uzun yesil bacaklardan kim kagabilirdi ki.
Belli ki Yedi'nin zihni yerindeydi. Benim ila¢ almama gerek bile kal-
madan Yedi doktoru etkisiz hale getirdi. Artik hepimiz 6zgtirdiik ve
bunlarin hepsini Yedi’ye borcluyuz. Tlk baglarda Yedi nin gériiniisti-
niin dig diinyaya uygun olmadigini diigiinmiistiim. Insanlar ona za-
rar verecek yadaondankorkacaklar diye endigelendim. Yanilmigim.
Yedineredeyse biitiin uzayli ve siiper kahraman filmlerinde oyuncu-
luk yapt1. O artik tinlii bir mutant. Tipk: su ¢izgi filmlerdeki Hulk gibi
iyi bir kariyeri oldu ve insanlar onu kabullendi. Aslinda o da bir kah-
ramand ¢linkii bizi 6zgiir birakinca Amerika’ nin gizli silahlari da
haliyle kayboldu. Bu sayede savag baglamadan sona erd.i.

Bense annemi buldum. Ad1 Gabrielle. Bazen kegke benim ismim
de bu kadar giizel olsa diyorum. Onun ismini bir¢ok kez hayal ettim.
Ama bekledigimden de melek gibi bir isim ¢ikt1. Tabii ki artik so-
kaklarda yagamiyoruz. Mahkeme karariyla bizi kagiran orgiit otu-
zumuza birden ytikliice para 6dedi ve 6demeye devam ediyor. Diga-
rida olmak, giinesin altinda, ¢imlerin iistiinde yiiriimek... Bagka ne
isteyebilirim ki! Istedigim her seye sahibim.

Defne YAPICI
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Dilara KARADEMIR

imse yazmamigtir; bir sokak ki evlerden, in-
sanlardan, c¢igeklerden, kaldirim taglarindan,
¢oplerden olugmasin; igcinden yollar ge¢mesin,
yollar kesigmesin... Kimse bahsetmemigtir bir
sokaktan ki ruhtan ibaret olsun, siyah saclar-
dan olsun, kumral olsun, kahverengi olsun, en iyisi kesilsin yer-
lere dokiilsiin, yegersin... Kimse bahsetmemigtir bir sokaktan ki
onu sadece iginden gecenler anlayabilsin, gormeyenler anlatabil-
sin, goziikmesin, haritada c¢izilemesin, yeri tarif edilemesin, sar-
hoslari aylak olmasin, kedileri a¢ olmasin... Kimse bahsetmemis-
tir bir sokaktan ki onu iistiine diigen sacg tellerinden atlatsin ne
kadar ¢cok o kadar aylak ne kadar az o kadar medeni digerleri cani
ve fani. Fani, bu sokak ve bu gehir kadar... Gizemli tesiri doékiil-
diiyse kana, karigtiysa kirmiziya. Beyazdir. Seffaftir artik o. Ge-
riye kalan sadece sokaktir, sag telleridir. Anlamsiz ve kifayetsiz-
dir felegi. Gibi gibidir, ¢linkii gercege inanmak giictiir. Varligi sag
tellerinden anlagilan daha ne kadar inanmak ister ki. Gii¢ benim
verdigim yetkide anlarindir. Sokagin verdigi 6l¢tide benimdir.

Balkonlarin altinda is birikmistir. Tuglalarin arasindan su si-
zar. Duvarlar yer yer dokiilmek ister. Cergceveler camlari tutmak
ister, camlar yagmur damlalarini. Kirmizi duvara yapistirilmig
HOTELyazisinin L harfiyerinial¢ciyabirakmigtir. Evlerde sesin-
den anlagilan tek sey kibrit kutusudur. Sokaklari paralel zanne-
denler kaybolur, kaybolmak isteyenler nereye saparlarsa sapsin-
lar en son kendilerini ya yabancinin sicak ¢ayini yudumlarken
bulurya da ¢okerler bir sahafin egigine bildikleri kaybolusu izler-
ler.

Eskimezar taglari kenara ¢ekilmig sehriizler.

Yavasca ve sakince kaplanir tiim sehir sebeplerle. Insanlarin
hiz1 surat1 gokytiziintin sekli hep sebeplerle blirtiinmiigtiir. Nok-
sanlik eksiktir. Cingeneler kuglari simitg¢iler baliklar:1 doyur-
makla ytikiimlidiir.

Istanbul dilencilerin siiktinetiyle doludur. Cocuklarin gézle-
rikirin i¢inden parildar. Sesler tok. Tablalar bos. Ve gokytizii se-
lamsiz sabahsiz acar kapar...

Yerler yapis yapis. Yaghlar ¢cok konusur. Belki diisiinecek ko-
nulari bitmigstir ya da bu yalana tutulmus giderler.

Kopekler taksicilere havlar, dolmuglara havlar, motorlara hav-
lar kii¢iik cocuklar korkar.

Ve baz kiicilik ¢ocuklar ¢oplerin iistlinde oturur bu gehirde.
Tahtlarini oraya kurmuglardir sanki. Ellerinde bir dal parcasi,
elleri agizlarinda incelerler insanlarin hizini. Onlar kaldirim-
dan, annesi ve kendisi onlarin yanindan. Yarigir gibi olur annesi

onlarile oysa onlardaki telag, annesininki giiclin tiikenisi. Giiciin
icine dogar, siyah is kokularinin arasindan yeserir yesil gozleri,
ellerine giizel de kararmigtir gimdi. Denize karsi, otobiislerle ar-
kadas, martilari tanimadan, yolun kenarindan gelip gecerken bii-
ylr. Sonra. Sonra insanlarla yarismaz o da. Giiclin icinde kivrilir
uyur geceleri. Geceleri soguk. Geceleri ag. Geceleri belli belirsiz
karanlik sokaklarin i¢inde... Dolunay1 hep kaciran sokaklar. Co-
cuk bakar.

Sokaklar der sonra. Sonra artik. Sokaklar araba dolu. Berbat.

Bir adam gelir. Yakar, tiittliriir sigarasini. Sokaklar der sonra.
Sokaklar artik. Arabalar ¢ok hizli. Sigara yarim kalir. Berbat.

Bir dede ve cocuk gecger. Koca apartmanlarin arasinda kalan
dar sokaklardan. Sokaklar der sonra. Sokaklar ¢ok riizgarli. Ber-
bat.

Bir yagl teyze gelir durur. Biraz anlar biraz kafa sallayip gii-
liimser. Elindeki bastonuna bakar teyze. Sokaklar der sonra. So-
kaklar ¢cok uzun. Sokaklar ¢ok yorucu. Berbat.

Bir kadin elinde torbalar. Yokus yukar: ¢ikar. Sokaklar diye-
mez. Gok sicak der. Berbat.

Sokaklar ayni. Ve bir gocugun yapboz parcalar: yine yerlere
sacilir ayni sokakta.

Ve eger bu gehir riiya goriiyorsa eminim ki simdi, her sabah
kalktiginda ne gordigiini unutuyor. O yiizdendir ki riiyasini,
icinde yagsayanlardan bagka kimse bilmez.

Ve kuslar nereye ugarsa ¢cocuklar o yéne kogar tiim dogada. Bu
sehirde kuglar rlizgira g6glis geremez, insanlarin riizgarin iisti-
ne yiirimekten bagka bir ¢aresi yoktur.

Cocuklar rlizgar kovalamaca oynar evlerin kapatmadig: dar
sokaklarda. Ah o kii¢iik ¢ocuklar, ayak seslerinden tanirim ve
diinyaya kaldiklar: o kiigiik parmaklarindan.

Ve bir giin bir ¢cocuk bir ceylanla kars: karsiya gelirse, hep fi-
sildar akan dereye dogru, heyecan i¢inde. Gozleri bir mucize bek-
ler, ancak 6yle anlayabilirler gercek oldugunu anin.

Ve ay her gece denize yansir, listiinden o kadar gemiler gecer o
denizin, ayin yansimasi hep sabit kalir. Bir dereye sokarim elimi,
yansimasinin tam ortasina, ay suya tabi olur.

Sehir, kendisi belirler ayin hangi sokaga diigecegini.

Uykum acilmadan yatmaliyim simdi. Adimlarim hizli, giines
goziimde, riizgar tiglitiiyor, oksiirtliyor, bagrim soguk. Bir yaprak
daha diisliyor kek kokulari arasindan, apartmanin ilk kati satilik.
Uykum agilmadan yatmaliyim gimdi. Ada vapurlari ¢aligmiyor,
odamdayim. Diigmemek icin yalpaliyorum, adimlarim hizl ko-
suyorum. Merdivenleri ¢ikiyorum. Ellerim pis, bagim diigmiis ki-
rinigine. Dogmamis gibi yatiyorum simdi.

Sabahin oldugu vakitte uyanmaliyim.
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Ece HAKIM

Dream PDanece

hat was the last scene of “my” movie. A beautiful bri-
de was dancing with her father, while she was saying,
“There is a strong and magical love between daugh-
ters and fathers. Every father is the first and infini-
te love of his daughter. And every daughter grows up
with the dream of the moment when she dances with her father
on her wedding night. I am living my dream, right now.” The end.

I hadn’t been one of these daughters. I had never dreamed of
that beautiful moment, that beautiful dance.I wanted to dream it
butIcouldn’t. Theydidn’tlet me dreamit. ThenIlearnedthateven
if I could dream it, that dream wouldn’t change anything anyway.
That dream wouldn’t make my father walk. That dream wouldn’t
give hislegs back to him. That dream would be only a fairy tale for
me. That dream would remain only as a dream. At least, I thought
itwould. However, now I wish I had dreamed it. Iwish I hadn’t be-
lieved others who said people can’t dance without legs, who said
halfbodies can’t be completed. I wish I had been strong enough to
defend my dreams and hold them. Unfortunately, I was not.

I was 7 years old when I first faced cruel reality and lost
my childhood, my beliefs, and my dreams about the future. That
was the week before Father’s Day. Our teacher asked everyone
what they would do for their fathers on Father’s Day. Most of the
class said they would go out and spend the whole day with their
father. Some of them said they would go to an amusement park,
some of them said they would go to dinner. It was my turn to tell
what I was going to do. Truly, I hadn’t thought of it yet, but at that
moment what my heart whispered to me was that I would be lying
on the bed next to my father and feeling his breath, his heart-be-
at, his whole existence right next to me. Then, when he woke up,
I would dance with him as the beautiful actress did in the mo-
vie. With all my childish excitement, I told them I would dance
with him. I told them he would hold me in his arms and spin me
around. I told them we wouldn’t need music, we wouldn’t need the
right place or time. I told them we would need only each other. As
I was saying these sentences, I felt them in the depth of my heart.
I saw the eyes of the other girls shining with the magic of this be-
autiful dream. When I finished my sentence, lost in dreams, one
of my friend made me face reality. He said, “You can’t dance with
him, people can’t walk without legs.” I was frozen. In my dreams
he was the man who he had been a month ago. He was my father,
with his head, with his arms, with his legs. I was frozen with the
sudden perception of reality, cruelty. As I looked at that boy with
blank eyes as if I couldn’t understand what he had said, the whole
class started to laugh without being aware of what they were do-
ing. Although they were not aware of what they are doing, I knew
what they were doing. They were ruining my dreams, my hopes,
more importantly my love towards my father. I was upset. I was
destroyed. Everythinglost its magic. My dream, my dance lost its

magic. After school, I went to the hospital. I saw one of the doctors
in front of the room where my father was lying on a bed without
his legs. I was on the verge of tears. I told him, “I want to see my
father. I want to dance with him.” The doctor looked in my eyes,
which were red because of whole day crying, and he said, “It’s im-
possible.”

After that day, whenever I saw a girl walking with her fat-
her, I didn’t do anything but envy her. After that day, whenever I
saw a father running after his daughter to catch her, I didn’t do
anythingbutimitate her. I ran away from my father and waited for
him to catch me, but he didn’t, he couldn’t. I played hide and seek
with him. I hid myself, my soul, my emotions and waited for him
to find them, but he didn’t, he couldn’t. Then, I gave up. I gave up
on all the dreams that I've ever had actually. Ilost the magical and
strong love between me as a daughter and him as a father. I forgot
to make the daughter-father dance a part of my wedding. I forgot
to make him a part of my life. Until yesterday.

Yesterday, I saw him lying on his bed, breathing with dif-
ficulty, fighting to stay alive, to stay with me. I saw him, his body,
as weak as an old man’s body and as thin as a child’s. I saw him,
his old and tired face, his lost smile and his closed eyes. I saw his
incomplete legs, and I perceived that although he was incomplete
for others, he had never felt incomplete. I perceived that he was
strong enough not to listen to others, not to believe what they be-
lieved. He was strong, stronger than me. I perceived his strength
right at that moment because I had never seen him before as weak
and helpless like this. My eyes filled with tears. I let them slide
down my cheeks. I let them take a part of my pain, my broken he-
art, my destroyed dreams, and slide down with them. These tears
were the tears of a seven-year-old girl whose first love had been
stolen, whose wedding dance had been stolen, whose years had
been stolen. My heart hurt when I thought about the wasted ye-
ars with hidden souls, hidden emotions. I thought that this was
maybe my last chance to take a step toward my father after years.
T approached my father. Ilooked at his old and tired but lovely face
closely. I touched his hand. With this soft touch, he opened his
eyes, barely, and looked at me. There was no surprise in his eyes.
In contrastthere was alook in his eyes as if he had been expecting
to see me. He smiled at me. I smiled at him. Then I hugged him.
He was too tired to lift his arms to hug back, but I felt his happi-
ness. I held him in my arms strongly and lifted his old child body.
He put his head on my shoulder without questioning what I was
doing. Slowly, I started to dance with him. My legs completed his
half body. His heart completed my half dreams, half emotions. I
could hear his heart-beat. It was getting slower and slower. His
breathing was becoming weaker and weaker. I could hear his old
voice, saying, “I love you, my dear daughter.” I felt his last breath,
his last heart-beat, and his last tear. I said, “I love you, Dad, my
dear, lovely Dad. You are my first love and you will be forever.” I
am sure he heard it. And I am sure he was happy to complete his
life in my arms, with a complete body. Yes, I am living my dream,
right now.

2nd place winner (tie), UAA English Department
Writing Contest, spring 2014
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Jé% e hnin
Slever Slop

t seemed as though the rain would never stop. I was at
home, sitting near the window, drinking my coffee, watc-
hingthe rain, thinking...

It wasn’t hot inside either. It was so silent, not a single

sound except the rain and me breathing. I was alone. Don’t

get me wrong, I love being alone, thinking. It was a good day actu-

ally. My favorite things came together. Rain, cold weather, winter,

being alone, silence, and my book nexttome...Iwasn’treading it yet.
Iwanted to think.

That old smell came to my nose. Our old house used to smell like
that. I inhaled and I felt it in my lungs. I was happy in those times.
Then the sound of her shoes came to my ears. I could hear again each
step that she took. The bell rang, I opened the door. That woman in
yellow ... She sucked out all of my happiness. It happened along time
ago. It’s just a memory. The rain didn’t stop. I came back to reality.
The smell was gone. I sighed.

I put my coffee down and went out. It was raining so heavily that
I got wet in that second. My tears and the rain were mixed. I was
watching the rain. Suddenly, I heard the car. The man inside looked
as if he had lost his mind. The car hit me. It didn’t hurt that much.
Just for a second maybe. Then it was like I fell asleep ... But it isn’t
real. It’s justa crazy thing that Imade in my head. Iwas still athome,
sitting, never outside ...

I started to think about that night, when my mum and dad were
fighting. I was trying to sleep but they were very loud. I got curious
and went tolook at what was happening. I was afraid and sad. My vi-

sion got bad. It was because of my tears. They seemed to be hurting
each other. I ran back to my bed quietly but quickly. I wondered why
theywere fighting. They fought the whole night I guess. When I awo-
ke it was over. My mum used to prepare us breakfast every morning.
Iliked to wake up with that smell but that morning I didn’t.ITheard a
man crying. It was my dad. He saw me too. He tried to smile and stop
crying. He couldn’t do it that much but he didn’t fail either.

I asked him, “Dad, what’s wrong?”
“Nothing. Nothing, my dear.”
“Dad, where is Mum?”

He was pushing himself so hard not to cry that it looked as if he
was about to explode right there. His face was red and his beard was
wet.

“She ... she ... she is gone for now, but she’ll be back. Don’t worry,
honey, everything’s fine.

He didn’t let me say anything. He hugged me. It was the last time
we hugged. Then I heard footsteps and the bell rang. As I said, I ope-
ned the door. That woman in yellow ...

Suddenly I heard a cat. It looked very hungry and desperate. The
rain was so heavy. The cat was very wet. I was awake again because
of it. Then I saw its eyes. Green and deep ... Making you feel safe and
precious. Making you want to trust it and rely on it. Reminding you
that you’re not alone and it will stand by you. Making you feel like
you're someone. It reminded me of a kid because of its eyes. He left
me. After making me feel all those great things. Everything was a
lie. I was so naive and young that I believed him. His eyes made me.
I thought that I'd never see them again. I hate them. Immediately I
stopped feeling sorry. I started to feel some crazy feelings. I wanted
tohurtit. I didn’t. Instead, I saw it in my house staring, preparing to
attack me. It did. I shrieked. Itbroke the silence. Then I realized. The
cat was still outside. It hadn’t been inside before either. It had never
attacked me. It was just a little trick my brain played on me. The cat
was gone. Back to the story again.

The woman in yellow smiled at me. “Come on, we need to go,” she
said.

I asked her, “Why and where?” I heard my dad yelling.

The woman got serious. “Come, we must go NOW!!!”

“Dad?”

“Heisn’t coming with us.”

ThenIsawthe police cars. They arrested him. I couldn’t say any-
thingbecauseI couldn’tunderstand anything. My dad was arrested.

Mum was gone and I didn’t know where ...

I felt my tears streaming down my face. It was even as strong as
therain outside. Thinking about those memories was really painful.
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I saw my father. He was standing in the rain smiling and waving at
me. I dropped the cup in my hand. I ran outside in spite of the rain
and hugged him. Then I was sitting by the window again. It was alla
dream again. Let’s go back—but a year after that day.

Iwas in an orphanage. That woman took me there. I had no sib-
lings, no friends, no one but me ...

There was akid. The one I told you about before. We were friends
atfirst. He was my only escape from the situation that I'was in. Sud-
denly the only color that I had in my life turned to gray too. He star-
ted to bully me, physically too, not only mentally. In fact, “they” were
bullying, but he waslike the leader of that group. I never learned why.
When I'was 15,1 ran away. I starved for a few years. I had almost no
money. I was a waitress in a little cafe. They weren’t paying me well.
Idecided to write abook with my last money. It was abigrisk to take,
butIsucceeded.Ibecame afamous author and I started to earn alot
of money.

Ilearned the facts a few years ago. My mum was murdered. Beca-
use of the big fight they had, everyone thought that she had been kil-
led by my dad. Then he got arrested. The neighbors called the police
when they saw her in blood. While I was sleeping, the fight got even
bigger and they came to see what was happening. Actually it wasn’t
my dad—but only I and the real murderer know the truth. Who is the
real murderer? It was that kid in the orphanage. He was a psycho-
path. After that event, his parents understood it, but not because he
killed her. They didn’t know that. They saw other evidence. They be-
came afraid and sent him to the orphanage. The last thing that he
had done that made his parents afraid occurred two weeks after my
dad’s arrest. They had gone on a boat trip with three other families.
On the second day, the kid pushed a woman and made her fall from
the boat. Then he took the control of the boat and drove it into the
rocks. I heard that he was sent to a mental hospital after I ran away
from the orphanage.

I took my coat and went for a walk. My tears and the rain were
mixed. I end up next to a cliff. I didn’t commit suicide. I just enjoyed
the beautiful view. Then suddenly my foot slipped and I fell. This
time I wasn’t sitting by the window again. This time, it was real. It
was dark. That’s all I can remember. I felt teardrops on my cheeks.
It was weird because I knew that these weren’t mine. I tried to open
my eyes, but I couldn’t.I couldn’t move either.I could only think, feel,
and hear. I realized that it was a man. I wondered where I was but
just for a second or two. I knew that I was in a hospital. I'm not the
type of a person that will question it—I mean, come on, I fell from a
cliff. Where could I be? I knew that I wasn’t dead. Days passed. That
man was my dad. I wanted to wake up and see him again. He was
talking to me. I could hear him. He was begging me not to give up. I
was begging for that too, but I could only do that in my head. One day
I heard him talking to the doctor. The doctor said that the chances
were too low for me to wake up. I don’t know what my dad’s response
was. I dozed off. It was not under my control. I was dozing off very of-
ten.Iwould have shivered with the fear of beingkilled if I could have.
I wished that I could because then I could wake up. It would mean
that. Then I started to talk inside my head. “Don’t give up, Daddy.
This can’t be the ending. You're here with me after all these years
and I can’tletyou go again. I need to see you. I need to talk to you. Do

you remember the times that we had together? I really miss you and
those times. You were telling me that I would become a beautiful
woman like my mother. Now I have finally grown up. Wouldn’t you
want to see me? Please don’t give up.” Then I heard the doctor going
tothe plugs. “No. No. No! This can’t be happening. I'm strong enough
to stay alive. Please let me live. I promise I will wake up. I'm trying.
Ireally am. Dad, say something. He will kill me.” I pushed myself so
hard. I saw the lights on me and then my dad. He was crying again.
Hishead wasburied in his arms. The doctor didn’t notice me either.
“Hey people, I woke up!” I thought. I still couldn’t speak. The doctor
reached for the plug. “Stop!” Yes, I did it. I talked and stopped him.

I started to live with my father. It wasn’t the same of course, but
atleastIwashappy. One day aletter came.Iwas shocked when I saw
it. It was from that kid from the orphanage. He was saying that he
wanted go to dinner with me. He was saying other things too. For
example he apologized for all the things that he had done. Also he
was saying that now he was a normal person after therapy. I doub-
ted it, but there was a feeling inside me telling me to go. I went to the
dinner. He looked very different but in a good way. Also he was very
polite, smart, thoughtful, mature, and logical. He was like a totally
new person. It was the night that changed everything. He had done
so many bad things, it’s true, but it had not been under his control. It
was not his fault. We fell in love that night and got married four ye-
ars later. Now I have two daughters and a son.

Asyou can see I had very difficult times in my life but I wouldn’t
have been able to become a successful writer without my experien-
ces. There are no shortcuts for a wonderful life. Everything has
a price, but it’s worth it. If I hadn’t experienced all of those things,
maybe I wouldn’t have married him and couldn’t have had my child-
ren. We can say that there’s good in every bad. So if you ever think
thatyourlife sucks sometimes, don’t give up. You may feel like you're
the most desperate person in the world and nothing will get any bet-
ter, but that’s not true. Everything will change at some point and you
will be happy. You'll never know what tomorrow will bring. It see-
med as though the rain would never stop but it did.

Defne YAPICI
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of The Box

hey told me it was going to be okay when I applied for this
school. Three months later my father died. Mom sent me
to Scainel Public School. It was in Atlanta. I was a child
when this decision was made, so they didn’t ask me any-
thing about it.

Ijustleft without saying goodbye to my friends.

Today is my sixteenth birthday. “Make a wish Sarah!” my mom
shouts from behind the camera. I don’t know what to wish. As a family
we always have believed in wishes. I don’t want to waste it or rush it. So I
just blow like keeping the biggest secret of life to me.

Claps, whistles, music and cake ... Chocolate flavored, multiple-colo-
red sprinkles on top, crunchy caramelized popcorn inside ... My favorites
are always this precise, like I always want everything to be special.

Chuck comes to me and whispers while everybody eats their cake,
“You knew that Rosy wasn’t eager to come, cousin, right?”

“Yeah, I am fine with it. Her mother probably knows what happened
between us,” I reply dryly.

“I'm not sure, how can she have any kind of information about it?”
Chuck asks, shocked. It’s better to change the subject.

“Actually, I was hoping to go to Josh’s place tonight, you know?” Em-
barrassed, Ilook at Chuck.

Chuck makes a girly giggle. “Yeah, I know how you love him so much,
like awhale running after fish. You have pretty unusual similes between
animals and human beings.”

Ilaugh and go to my room hoping that my mom won’t notice when we
are gone.

Asexpected, she knocks on the door and sits on my bed in light speed.
She waits for me as I put on my t-shirt. “Sarah, itis YOUR birthday. Whe-
re do you think you are going?” she asks with a pretty loud noise making
me jump aninch.

“Thereis a party at Josh’s place, Mom. Other people can also celebra-
te my birthday, I am not hopeless with him or any of them.”

Wrong, I hate them. But the boredom in this house never does overco-
me the hate for Josh and his super-mean-alienating friends.

“Then, what do you want me to do? Ask everybody to leave?” her voice
quivers.

“Not exactly, I want you to tell them that the party is over.”

As we get closer to Josh’s house, I sink more and more into Chuck’s
very comfy car seat. I hear music beats in my ears. Pow, one, pow, two,
pow, three ... I don’t know how I stayed like that, thinking and talking
about nothing, but when Chuck gets out of the car, I barely notice that we
have arrived.

Isit still in the car, motionless, holding the key-shaped necklace that
my dad once gave me, as long as Mom tells. Chuck opens the door, maybe
sick of waiting. “Are you okay, Sarah? You have been in real deep though-
ts. It’s your birthday and I would really get it if you don’t want to be here

2

He shouldn’t feel any guilt, so I interrupt, “No! No, Chuck I am fine,
really. Itis just that I feel nauseous, maybe because of the cake.”

Liar, I feel neither nauseous nor fine. These days I am just in discord
with my own thoughts.

‘We pass some friends of Josh who are dancing and we go up the por-
ch, reaching the door’s knocker. I am not a psychopath, but there is some
kind of a sixth sense in me shouting not to enter this big new fancy house.
I believe in risks as the possibilities and dangers of life but also the me-
aning of it that needs to be taken. I hesitate first but manage finally to
knock on the door.

Josh’s friend Barrel opens the door. “Sarah! Happy birthday, love! We
all were waiting for you to come ... ugh and Chuck of course ... Hey man.”
He grins insincerely.

Chuck gets closer to him. “No need to pretend like there is no drama
crap, Barrel. Just ignore my temporary existence and let Sarah enjoy the
party.” Barrel makes a wry smile and nods, he hugs me then leaves.

I wonder how Chuck got this mature to overblow Barrel’s meanness
and ignore it. A few minutes later I find him getting me a drink from the
kitchen, so I just sit on a couch and watch everybody dancing, talking
and enjoying. Chuck brings me my favorite: Apple Coke. He knows I don’t
drink alcohol at occasions like parties.

“So doyouwant to dance?” he asks shyly, his head looking to the floor.

Ishrug. “Maybe later, Chuck, but right now I want to enjoy my drink.
Thank you.” He nods. I know that I didn’t satisfy him with my answer. He
just knows me so well that I won’t ever miss a single dance.

At the stairway I see Rosy and Josh coming downstairs holding han-
ds. Unlike most girls, I don’t want to throw out, I don’t want to shout or
yell or just leave the place. I want to stay where I sit and enjoy the ugly
view the best I can.

So I sit still.

While watching the crowd, I see two adults, woman and man. They
dance too weird in their black business suits. The woman is dancing too
straight and motionless in her tight skirt and very long high heels that
it nearly can be called dancing. The man is at least as awkward as her.
His tie is too tight so that it looks like it is choking him and he is dancing
simply like he is about to pee his pants. Check to the fact that they do not
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belong here at all. Here begins the legitimacy of my sixth sense.

As my thoughts keep going to get worrisome, I see Josh sitting next
to me. Chuck looks at me with judging looks as if he expects me to do so-
mething.

“Hey, Sarah, how is it going?” Josh wraps his arm around my shoul-
der.Ishiver ashe tightens his arm.

“Yeah, nothing actually. Home was boring with all the family mem-
bers,” I reply, emotionless.

“I guess your presents were unsatisfying.”

“I don’t know, they were okay for me. What do you think, Chuck...?” I
turn to Chuck but Josh interrupts him before he can even open his mouth.

“Then, you will like my gift! Come, it is in the dining room.” He holds
my hand and takes me to the dining room before I can say anything to
Chuck or check where Rosy is, to know whether she is aware that Josh is
with me.

When we get to the dining room, he opens the cabinet, searching for
the gift, finding it and showing it to me in his hands with a beautiful ex-
cited smile on his face.

No, this is not good. He is not this good.

I don’t say anything, neither does he. He just hands me the box and
waits for me to open it.

I am too slow for an excited girl opening a gift received from her
crush. Probably, Josh realizes my unsureness about the gift too since his
face goes all down.

“What are you waiting for, Sarah?” he asks demanding.

I look around before I open the box. The two adults are next to the
door behind me, as they do not expect me to see them from the very litt-
le edge of the mirror. Maybe they are some neighborhood people inspec-
ting the house to decide whether they should call the police or not. But no,
Josh can see them, I am sure of it.

It’s no good, no good.

“Sarah..”

I open the box.

A shining silver heart is in the middle of the wooden box. I take the
heart out. There is a keyhole on its other side. But if there is a keyhole,
there is supposed to be a key for it. I don’t understand or maybe just don’t

want to.

Joshlooks at me steadily as he expects areaction from me. I feel like I
have to say something, butI can’t.

“Did you recognize the heart?” he asks without any muscle moving

on his face.

“My jaw is dropped open. I am sorry for not showing my excitement.”

“Thatis no big deal, Sarah. Tell me if you just recognized it.”

“Yes, it is the keyhole for my ...”

The man and woman appear in my vision, Josh holds me tight by my
arms. Enemy. My anger flares as I try to escape from his arms. I start to
kick Josh from the back. A burst of screams comes from my throat like I
had been forbidden from speaking for years, but the punch of a strong fist

appearsin my face. Tears of anger and pain tastelike blood as I fall down.

Closing my eyes seems like the best thing in the world right now.

Ifeel atouch of pain on my feet. Then, my hands and all over my body.
My head hurts like never before. I force my eyes open. Bright light on me
makes me blink. More pain in my head. Although it hurts too much to
open my eyes, I doit.

Ican’t see where I am, all I can see are two figures in my vision: The
woman and man from the party. Great, I have been kidnapped.

“Hello, Sarah. I am Kelly and this is Mark. We are not here to hurt
you but to protect the citizens,” says the woman, Kelly, with some fake
sincerity.

Icrack asmile. “What are you, CIA?”

“Actually, we are. Do you want us to get directly into the case? You
have the right to ask so,” she says with her eyes fully focused on me pretty

seriously.

“Yes, please do tell me what is so important involving me that you can
interrupt my birthday fun.”

“It’s about your father.”

I blink. I blink again. I try to swallow the bad taste in my mouth.
Warm tears occupy my eyes slowly.

“What ...” I pause trying to gain my voice back again. “What about ...
him?”

Kelly gives alook at Mark that because of the pain I can’t figure out.

Mark rises from his chair and walks towards me. He gets closer and
closer.

“Your father, Sarah, has been found in Japan. He is currently working
for one of the best known mafias.”

4thplace winner, UAA English Department Writing Contest, spring 2014
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Bilge ALKAN

Prisener 301

nce again, I wake up with the rhythmical sound of

water dripping from the wet ceiling. Even the dim li-

ght coming from the old light bulb catches my shrun-

ken pupils. I peek through bars of my cell which are

made of broken dreams and untold promises. I can
hear the chewing sound of my cellmates, rats, from somewhere
close. I wonder what they found this time—something hard. Per-
haps my sunken heart.Igasp as the darkness whispers to my ears,
“It’s abrand new day. Rise and shine Prisoner 301.”

Prisoner 301. What aharsh thingtobe called! ButIguessithas
become apart of me since I forgot my real name alongtime ago. As
you can see I'm in great pain. No, not the physical pain, like on my
back, from lying on a flat stone floor. The inner pain, which ma-
kes you feel like you’re choking under gallons of water and getting
jabbed by hundreds of pointed needles at the same time. Or the
pain that occurs in your stomach as if you've been starving for an
eternity. A pain that takes your breath away and you know it won’t
be gone until your only true desire in the whole world actualizes:
freedom. The word is such a stranger to me right now almost as if
even calling its name is going to be banned from my dry lips. Just
thinking about freedom is enough to get me high with pleasure
and drunk from lust. Suddenly I strip out of these sinful thoughts
of mine. I have something else on my complicated mind.

I quickly grab the white pebble standing by the wall and draw
adull, wide door on the wall. I reach for the doorknob and open the
door, fully aware of the mysteries behind it. I step into an emp-
ty whiteness and I begin to fall. As I enjoy the funny feeling insi-
de of me caused by my long lasting fall, I begin to transform. My
pale skin turns to green and my legs disappear. A moment later;
I'm just a simple maple leaf, being dragged by an autumn wind to
faraway cities. I can clearly see all the trees, hills and rivers under
me which form a color revelry to my eyes. As I continue flying the
wind hurls me into a river and my whole body gets wet. I start to
sink. For amoment I think that I will choke. But strangely I don’t.
Now my green pigments transform again to gray scales and I can
see the fins appearing on my sides. I'm a fish with two protruding
eyes and a lithe tail. I laugh at my own empty funny looks and
bubbles rise from my mouth to the surface of the river, where the
sun rays break in. There are green mosses dancing rhythmical-
ly with the waves and other fish between them, probably on their
way to find food. I blink for a moment and I transform again—this
time to arock star. All the water in the river is withdrawn in a se-
cond, the fish turn to fans and multiply. Now, they are screaming
like crazy for me to sing while I watch them with great shock as I
stand on a grand stage. Before I realize it,I am singing and playing
an expensive guitar, though I am sure I've never known how to

play a guitar before. The song ends and the light suddenly goes off.

Inasplitsecond, they are on againbutthistimeIaminaliving
room surrounded by elderly people all sitting at a Thanksgiving
table. I'm the youngest of all—probably five or six years old—loo-
king curiously at their grave faces and wondering what they are
doing thanking the air for the meal. I become a clown with an
amusing red nose and make people laugh at my jokes. I become a
children’s midnight storybook and observe little kids’ excited fa-
ces as their father reads me out loud. I become an astronaut and
walk across the moon as I enjoy the view of Earth. I become alost
tourist in the streets of Istanbul and try to find my way without
any clue about the language or the city. I transform into many pe-
ople and become many things but most importantly for the first
time in along while, I become free.

Iwake up.I'min my old rotten cell, Prisoner 301 again. But this
time I smile. It’s my birthday. A vivid flame, even brighter than the
hope in my eyes, hits the imaginary pink-blue candles of my ima-
ginary birthday cake. I take a deep breath. I blow out all the cand-
les and I wish to be free.

2nd place winner (tie) UAA English Department
Writing Contest, spring 2014

Serra OKUMUS
UAA Photography Club
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Emre Sadun OZGU

Jhe Underground Pecple

twas dark in the night again. The sun had set once aga-

in and people were inside their houses. Although it was

not that late, people didn’t usually go out in these times

in this area. People found it creepy. It was seen as the

time for the underground people. People were scared.
And again, one of them was running. His hood over his head, we-
aring baggy jeans and sprinting. It was hard to differentiate the-
se people from one another, mostly because they always went out
in the dark and there was no way to see their faces. Most of these
underground people they saw were actually kids, probably aged
around sixteen bylooking at their height. He was running with his
backpack full of stuff. People always wondered what they had sto-
len again. The owners of the stores couldn’t do much about them.
If they tried to chase him, they would run out of energy before
the kids would. If they tried to call the cops, they'd be long gone.
The cops could wait and bait the kids but they simply didn’t care
enough. They thought it would be worthless to waste their time on
catching kids who had probably stolen something worth not more
than two dollars. The same thing was happening again. The ow-
ner of the store couldn’t yell anymore nor chase the kid anymore,
breathing heavily because of his tiredness. But he had had enough
of it. He wasn’t going to have his stuff stolen again. He didn’t even
know what exactly had been stolen, as the kids were usuallyin and
out of the store in an instant. He got into his old car, trying to make
the engine work. He knew the kid might be long gone, once aga-
in. But he had had enough of it. Finally he made the engine work,
and instantly he drove. He had learnt by now which route the kids
took. He didn’t know the whole route and he certainly didn’t know
where it ended, but he knew the start of it. He knew enough to pre-
dict where he could go. And so he drove as fast as he could. He had
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no worries of crashing into another car since nobody was out of
their home. He turned the corner and there the kid was, still run-
ning. He started to catch up with the kid; however, it was impos-
sible for the kid to not to hear the sound of the madly driven car.
He had to make a choice and he had to make it quick. He conti-
nued to run but the car was going to catch up to him eventually.
He couldn’t cross the road to reach his destination, he’d be crus-
hed by the car. So he turned left, went between two buildings and
climbed the fence between the buildings. He fell into some bus-
hes. The leaves and the branches scratched his face but it wasn’t
the kind of pain that he couldn’t handle. But he couldn’t come out
of the bushes. If he did, the owner might see him. He couldn’t try
to reach his destination from another way simply because he was
too tired now and he couldn’t take the risk of being caught when
he wasthistired. He had to spend the night in these bushes and he
knew that. Tired and starving in the cold night. He tried to bring
all parts of his body together and used his backpack as a pillow. He
tried to sleep. It was morning again. He knew that he should run
to his people as fast as he could now because people were going to
start to come out. The underground people were afraid of the nor-
mal people as much as the normal people were afraid of them. So
he ran, trying to cover his face as much as he could with his hood.
He got into an abandoned building and went down the stairs. He
saw his people there, trying to warm themselves up with the old
blankets they have. The kid said that he was sorry with tears run-
ning down his cheeks. He opened his backpack and gave them the
halfloaf of bread he stole and some torn old sweaters he had taken
from several places. He couldn’t eat anything as he had let down
all of his people and made them starve through the cold night. He
just crawled down in a corner and tried to sleep.

Kaan YILMAZTURK
Y UAA Pholography Club
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Timur GORDON

Jhe Life of
o Dog, Leo..

42 Days Old

Ilooked at his eyes, for the first time in my life. He was only 42
days old, full of joy, excitement, and a bright future. You could see
the innocence in his eyes combined with the bright shine of the ref-
lection of the light. It was this purely black marble, perfectly roun-
ded and glossed and even a bitlike a mirror made of black obsidian.
He had a smile formed of tiny dog teeth that were so white it was
hard to call them teeth. They were pearls. After seeing his smile,
you would be able to feel your blood get warmer in your veins. His
wet tiny dark nose with two tiny dents was sniffing all around the
place trying to identify where he was. He had a head which was the
size of a baseball and contained so much cuteness it couldn’t fit in
him. He had wonderful short golden fur, positioned in such a way
that it looked and felt like silk. Petting him was like moving your
hand in liquefied cotton, so soft it would make you sleepy. He tur-
ned his head towards me gently, and immediately I saw his mignon
white whiskers and fluffy snow-like moustache. It looked like he
was a42 day old wise man because of the whiteness. He was playing
with his brother and throwing paws at him. Paws that are so ado-
rable that it was like an accidental brush stroke of black prettiness
on his fur. The movement when he was wagging his tail was so de-
licate that one could think he was trying to fly with his tail. He had
a fluffy layer of skin towards his throat that was soon to become a
mane. As he yawned, his tender cheeks moved backwards as if they
were a swing and he revealed his pearls again. His eyes started sh-
rinkingin his doughy face skin and a glimpse of a smile appeared on
the surface of his face. The stretch of his short and compassionate
legs were sliding on the floor like a skier was skiing across slippery
ice. After the occurrence of this pleasant event, a piercing but kind
sound of a squeak came out of his throat, the sound of peace and sle-
epiness. I had chosen the right dog.

Six Months Old

‘We had come from the vet, me and Leo. All of his childhood sho-
ts were done and the vet had let him have his first walk, his first
challenge with nature and the environment around him. He was
smiling even before we went out, as if he was able to sense the mood
and understand what was going on. When I grabbed his collar and
connected the leash, an immediate excitement appeared in his
face. He got up from the floor with his front legs first and then his
back legs slowly following the others. When he got up his eyes fo-
cused on the window and you could see the shine of hope in him. As
he walked, he was sensing a thousand different unfamiliar scents
at once and trying to get to know each and every single one of them;
exploring the beauty of mother nature. It was as if a blind person
was seeing the world for the first time, trying to catch and unders-
tand all of it. The delicate smell of flowers mixed with the smell of
freshly cut grass was as good as new-bought bones for him. He was
thirsty, thirsty for sniffing, and exploring the world around him.
Once he smelled the marking of a dog, he understood what to do and

started marking his own territory. Finding locations to mark was
so exciting for him that he wagged his tail off. As his charmingly
sharp eyes met the elegant, colorful wings of the stunning butterfly
glidingintheair, ashock of thrill hithim. He was now familiar with
the outside world.

One Year Old

The day had come where he was now a fully grown dog. His body
was the size of an eight year old. He had a graceful look, so confi-
dent that it could do anything. Now he was one year old. He had two
portions of juicy red meat that made his mouth water. Even befo-
re I had opened the meat, the smell had caused him to drool out of
his mouth. As the meat got closer, his eyes started glowing like the
lonesome stars in the sky that are trying to get attention. When
he started to run towards the meat, everything was different, at
least from the running he had done six months ago. His feet touc-
hed the ground as if he was the king of that area, so confident that
any other living species in that spot would fear him. Also his pos-
ture had gotten more mature and the eagerness to reach the goal
was more obvious in his eyes. As he started eating the lip-smac-
king food from the plate, he could feel the grease sliding through
his mouth. When the smooth texture of the meat met his tongue
you could see the enjoyment of it in his eyes, but then again, he
wasn’t a puppy anymore, he was a dog who had reached maturity.

Three Years Old

Now heisthree years old and has arock solid vision of the world
and his conception abilities are off the chart. With only a glimpse at
the bush, he can clearly understand that a cathas recently been the-
re. He is aware of everything around him and some of this is cau-
sed by the wisdom getting older brings. When I was leaving to go to
summer camp afew months ago, he had known it for a while. He un-
derstood it when he saw my suitcase in my room. Even before that,
he understood it from the mood in the air. His eyes always looked at
me like I was betraying him, the whole time I was getting ready for
the summer. Deep down all he wanted was to come and be a friend
to me but he knew with the experience he’'d gained that that would
have no effect on me. His usual cheerful, energetic spirit had been
replaced with a rising fear of me leaving and a depressive mood
that made everybody sad. There wasn’t a shine in his eyes anymo-
re. Neither was there that confidence in him. Instead there were
his cautious and aware actions, making sure of every step he took.

E'ight Years Old

At the age of eight, he will be a middle aged dog who has lost
his will of living. I will still be there for him but nothing will be
able to stop the depression in his eyes. His fur will be shorter
and whiter, like a shoe that has been worn out. The pale look on
his face will cover all of his body and his legs will be just like
when they were when he was a puppy, because they will be weak
like then. He will have the same look on his face every day, the
look of boredom. He will be able to smell, but the divine and
scented smell of the flowers will smell like water to him. He will
contain his wisdom, but won’t be as aware as he used to be. He
will still be my puppy, but with senses that have lost their shine.

Dedicated to my friend, brother, and puppy, Leo
Ist place winner, UAA English Department Writing Contest, spring 2014
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Sehriban UNLU

Runguda Yasamalk

J.K. Rowling’in Weasley ailesi! Siz hep sahip olmak istedigim
aile.

Tom Shulman’in Bay Keating’i! Sen herkesin sinifa girdiginde
gormek istedigi edebiyat 6gretmeni.

Harper Lee’nin Atticus Finch’i! Sen yurduma en gerekli hukuk
savunucusu.

Marvel'in sliper kahramanlari! Siz, iyilerin dostu kotiilerin
diismani, hep var olmasini diisledigim.

Ahmet Umit’in bas komiser Nevzati! Sen igini hakkiyla yapan-
larin temsileisi.

J.K. Rowling’in Severus Snape’i! Sen hepimizin hayatinda is-
tedigi ‘koti’ adam.

J.R.R’nin Gandalf’1! Sen herkesin ihtiyaci olan bilge insan.

A.A.Milne’nin Christopher Robin’i! Sen her yerde gormek iste-
digimiz gercek hayvansever.

J.D. Salinger’in Phoebe Caulfield’i! Sen kardegim olmasini is-
tedigim kisi.

Khaled Hosseini'nin Hasan1! Sen gercek dost hepimize.

Stephen Chbosky’nin Patrick’i! Sen mutsuzken bizi giildiirme-
yibilen en iyi arkadas.

Okudugum kitaplardaki biitliin karakterler! Siz dontistiikle-
rim, dontismek istediklerim.

Sizyazarlar! Beyinlerinde dolagmak istedigim insanlar.
Icinde yagadigim tiim kurgular, siz benim kurgusal gercegim.

Yasadigimiz hayatlarin sinirlar: vardir. Dogasi geregi insan
bu sinirlarin digina ¢ikmayi hayal etmeden yasayamaz. Diigleri-
miz en karanlik zamanlarda bir umut 15181 olur bizlere. Ya da diis-
lerimizi yagayanlar. Gergekle ulagsamadigimiz bu 1518a kurgu yo-
luyla ulagsmaya caligiriz. Kurgusal karakterlerin yagamlarindan
kendimize pay bicmeye baglariz. Onlarin bagarilariyla mutlu olur,
sikintilariyla tiziiliiriiz. Biz ki ¢evremizde yasanan onca sikinti-
ya aldirig etmeyen insanlar, okudugumuz kitabin karakterinin

bagina bir sey geldiginde kimi zaman bir ah ¢eker kimi zaman da
gozyaglarimiza hakim olamayiz. Oysa bilmiyor muyuz bu olayin
sadece bir kurgudan ibaret oldugunu? O halde bizi bu denli etki-
leyen ne?

Ben insanlarin birden fazla karakteri olduguna inanirim. Or-
taya ¢ikardiklar: veya ¢ikartmadiklar: fakat ruhlarinin derinlik-
lerinde bir yerlerde her zaman var olan, ortaya ¢ikmayi bekleyen...
Kurgu denen kavram da hayatin ta kendisidir. Bu yiizdendir ki her
okudugumuz, izledigimiz kurgusal karakterde kendimizden bir
parcabuluruz. Bizi bize anlatan. Yahayalini kurdugumuzdur kur-
gu ya da gercegimiz. Insan ile kurgu arasindaki biitiinlesme iste
bu noktadan sonrabaglar.

“Biitiin giizel kadwnlar zannettiler ki
Ask iizerine yazdigim her giir
Kendileriigin yazilmaistar.

Bense daima tiziintiistini cektim
Onlariis olsun diye yazdigima
Bilmenin”

Der Orhan Veli “Ig Olsun diye” adli siirinde. Birkac dizede
ozetler aslinda insani kurguya yonelten noktay.

Kurgu diinyay: yasanabilir hale getirir. En az biz olan, bizi an-
latan olay ve karakterler kadar zit ve farkli olani da severiz. Tek-
diize yagamlarimizdan bizi koparip farkl: bir tat verir bu olay ve
karakterler. Farkl olaylarda, yabanci kigilerle, bambagka mekan-
larda kaybederiz kendimizi. Kurgu okumanin ya da izlemenin en
temel amaclarindan biri de bu degil midir zaten? Bagka hayatlara
girmek, bize yabanci olanlarin ruhlarinda dolagsmak. Sonundada
belki o ruha biiriiniip, karakterin kendisi olup, biitiinlegsmek. Bu
durumun sonucunda da diger insanlari belki de diinyay1 algilayip,
anlamak.

Diinyaya ve gerceklige gozlerimizi a¢tigimiz anda kurguya da
gozlerimizi acariz. Daha anne karnindayken sarkilarla, masallar-
latanistigimiz kurgu yagam boyunca bizimledir. izledigimiz ¢izgi
filmler degisir diziler, filmler gelir yerlerine. Okudugumuz ma-
sallar degisir, romanlar, siirler alir yerlerini. Degismeyen tek sey
kurgudur. Derinlere indigimizde insanin varolusu bile bir kurgu-
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ya dayal1 degil midir zaten? Dogumdan dncesi ve 6liimden sonrasi... Bilinmeyen her sey birer kurgu halini alir insan beyninde. Kigiler
ise bu kurgularin kahramanlari. Bu noktadan sonra diinya insanin kendi zihninde yagadig1 kurgu ve diger insanlarin kurgusu olmak
{izere ikiye ayrilir. Insandaki farkli olana ulagma duygusu burada da kendini gosterir ve kurguya olan aclik tam bu noktada baglar. Ki-
taplar okunur, filmler izlenir. Farkli yagamlara girilir. Cogu zaman bu yagsamlar kendi hayatlarimizdan daha ¢ekici, kahramanlari ise
hayatimizdaki insanlardan daha sevilesi gelmeye baglar. Peki neden? Nicin kendi kurgularimizda bu denli mutlu olamiyoruz. Neden
yasamimizdaki insanlara kitap ya da film karakterleri kadar deger veremiyoruz? Kurgudaki miitkemmellikten mi yoksa bizim kurgu-
ya olan yaklagimimizdan mi? Belki sandig1miz gibi bu karakterlerin insansi hatalardan uzak, miikemmel tavirlar: degildir onlari bu
denli ¢ekicikilan. Yadatersine bize benzemeleri. Bizler gibi diisliniip hatalar yapabilmeleri, azda olsakusurlarimizlayagayabilmemizi
saglayabilmeleri. Hi¢ diiglindiiniiz mii kurgusal bir karakteri tanima siirecini. Karsilagtirdiniz m1 bir insani yeni tanimaya bagladigi-
ni1z zamanlarla. Onlar: dig goriintiglerine gore mi sevdik. Ayirdik mi giizel, ¢irkin, zayif, sisko, aptal, zeki diye? Karakteri yaratan kisi
nasil anlattiysa bize onu 6yle tanidik. Ne bir eksik ne de bir fazla. Birini yazarinin bakis agisindan tanimakla, kendi bakis agcimizdan
tanimanin farkliliklarini fark edebilirsek eger, kitaplardaki karakterleri tanir gibi tanimaya ¢aligirsak insanlari belki o zaman gercek
sevginin tadina varabilecegiz.

Weasley ailesi! Sizi sevdiren hepimizin ailesinde var olan tanidik sicaklik ve sevgiydi.

Bay Keating! Biitiin 6gretmenlerimizin icinde yasayan duyguyu verigindi seni bu denli 6zel kilan.

Atticus Finch! Sen yurdumdaki her hukuk¢unun icindeki adalet istegi ve duygusunu temsil eden.

Biitiin stiper kahramanlar! Siz, her yerde herkesin icindeki korumaci tavrin sembolleri.

Bag komiser Nevzat! Sen ruhu satilmamaisg tiim polislerimiz, biitiin amaci kilina zarar gelmemesi kimsenin.

Severus Snape! Sen biitlin kétiilerin icinde var olan naif adam...

Gandalf! Sen sevdigimiz biri ihtiya¢ duydugunda ortaya ¢ikan icimizdeki bilge...

Christopher Robin! Sen her kése basinda kedileri képekleribesleyen teyzelerin icindeki yaglanmayan ¢ocuk...

Phoebe Caulfield! Sen kardesimin i¢indeki biiyiimiis de kii¢iilmiis ruh...

Hasan! Sen tiim gergek dostlarim...

Patrick! Sen her daim ytiiziimii giildiiren en iyi arkadagim...

Okudugum kitaplardaki biitiin karakterler! Siz hayatimdaki insanlarin her biri...

Sizyazarlar! Beyinlerinde yagadigim.

Icinde yasadigim tiim gergekler, siz benim kurgusal yagamim.

* Astroboy and Mavili Batman vinil oyuncak fotograr kitabinaan, Selim Varol, Art Toys Collection Book, 2008.
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Ryan Hardy

Dokuz yildir aklindan atamadigi, gittigi her yerde onu
kovalayan sir her zamanki gibi aklindaydi. Gokytiziiyle ayni
renkte olan gozlerini pencereden disari dikmigti ve olagan-
1181 elden birakmayan sokagina bakiyordu minik apartman
dairesinden. Her sabah ayilmak i¢in mutlaka i¢tigi kahvesi
yine elindeydi ve kiz kardesinin ona gelmesini bekliyordu.
Sevdigi herkesi bir sekilde lanetledigini ve eninde sonunda
onlarin 6ldiiglini diisiind{igii icin su son bir yila kadar kiz
kardesinden uzak durmugtu. Cok kiiciikken kaybetmisti
annesi ve babasini, iste o zaman karar vermisti yagamini
diger insanlarin hayatini kurtarmaya adamaya. O daha on
dort yasindayken annesini 16semi sebebiyle kaybetmisti.
Ne kadar y1l gegerse gecsin aligamiyordu bu ayriliga, goz-
lerinin 6niinde yavas yavag rengi solmustu kadinin. Saclar:
dokilmiisti, gozii yash bakmaya baglamist {ic cocugunun
suratina. Geride birakacaklarinin ne kadar harap olacagi-
nin bilincindeydi, bu ytizdendi gozyaslari. Yoksa kendi i¢in
uzuldiigl yoktu kadincagizin, élecegi fikrini ¢oktan kabul-
lenmigti. Cevresinden de kabullenmelerini diliyordu bey-
hude bir umutla.

Annesi hayata gozlerini kapadiktan sonra ii¢ y1l boyun-
ca babasi bakt1 onlara, kiz ve erkek kardeglerine. Nitekim
babasinin 6liimii Hardy’i cok daha fazla etkilemigti. Babasi
ayn1 onun gibi bir polisti, zaten bu meslegi bir aile meslegi
haline getirmesinin sebebi de babasinin yagadig1 olaydi. Bir
hirsi1zl181 engellemek i¢in girdigi markette hirsiz tarafin-
dan vurulmustu, fakat daha da ac1 olani1 Ryan bunu izlemek
zorunda kalmisti. Yapabilecegi hicbir sey yoktu, elinden
hicbir sey gelmiyordu. Sadece bakiyordu akip giden kanla-
ra, babasinin daha on dakika 6nce giilen ve simdi bembeyaz
olmus solgun suratina. Hirsizi da takip edemiyordu, kork-
musgtu ayrica takip etmeye caligmasi da oldukca bosa olur-
du o an, kendi canini da tehlikeye atmis olurdu. Canli canl
izledigiilk 6liim, babasinin 6liimiiydi. O andan itibaren tag
tutmusgtu kalbi, géziinii intikam istegi biirtimiistii. Kimseye
acimaz biri olmustu, duygusuz ve bagkalarini anlamayan,
anlamaya ¢alismayan. Haksizlikt: ¢linkii bu, masumdu an-
nesi de babasi da. Biri yataginda sebepsiz yere gerektigin-
den fazla iireyen igreng hiicreler yilizlinden gitmisti bu diin-
yadan, digeri bir bagkasina yardim eli uzatmaya ¢aligirken.
Babasinin vurulduktan sonra acik kalmis koyu renkli goz-
leri, Ryan'in sevgiyle baktig1 son seydi.

Babasinin naasgi kaldirildig1 andan itibaren, gii¢li biri

* PRWEB.com, Warner Bros, web sitesi,
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olmustu ancak duygusuz-
lagmigti. Diinyanin giizel-
liklerinden zevk almasini
bilmeyen, almak istese bile
bagaramayan kati ytirekli biri
olmugtu. Bundan daha kétiisii
olamayacagini diigiiniirken,
erkek kardesini kaybetti. Itfa-
iye eriydi, bir yangina girmisg-
ti. Ayni babasi gibi gérevinin
basinda, baskalarinin haya-
tin1 kurtarmaya galigirken gi-
divermisti diinyadan. Ryan’in
canina tak etmigti, daha faz-
lasin kaldiramazdi. Su ada-
letsiz diinyada sefkat besle-
digi iki insandan birini daha
kaybedince kendini daha faz-
la sucladi. Kiz kardegini de
kaybedecegini diigiiniiyordu,
bu yilizden kendinden uzak-
lagtirdl onu. Bagka bir gehre
tasindi, yeni bir hayata atil-
di. Ve ayni babas1 gibi, ayni
erkek kardesi gibi o da diger
insanlari diiglindii. Polis oldu,
ajanlik gorevi icin teklif aldi
ve beklendigi sekilde, yap-
mas1 gerektigi gibi isi kabul
etti. Ve bundan tam dokuz yil
once, hayatini daha dakarma-
siklagtiran ve bugilinki halini
almasini saglayan o adamla
tanigti, Joe Carroll.

Universitede edebiyat 63-
retmenligi yapan bu adam bi-
tliin kiz 6grencilerinin kalbini
kazanabilecek kadar kariz-
matik bir 6gretmendi. Sade-
ce sesi ve sahip oldugu Ingiliz
aksani bile kizlarin kalbini
yerinden oynatip karinlari-
nin kelebeklenmesini sagla-
yabiliyorken bir de agzini acip
derin edebiyat bilgisini ko-
nusturunca etkileyemeyecegi
kimse kalmiyordu onun. Ikna
kabiliyeti yliksekti ve de so-
gukkanliydi. Esine yani Cla-
ire’e deliler gibi agikt, onu
kimseyle paylagsamiyor ve
hayatinin en tist degerlerinde
ona olan sevgisini tutuyor-
du, cocugundan bile ¢ok se-
viyordu egini. Bu muhtegem
askla, edebiyata olan tutku-
suyla kitaplar yaziyordu Joe.
Ilhamkaynagiise Edgar Allan

Poe’ydu. Onun biitiin siirlerini
ezbere biliyor ve sanatini onun
1is18inda gercgeklegtiriyordu.
Fakat sanatisadece edebiyat ve
oykiiler, siirler yazmak lizerine
kurulu degildi. O ayn1 zaman-
da bir katildi. Ve 6ldiirmeyi bir
sanatmigcasina, zevk alarak
ve motifler ekleyerek gercek-
lestiriyordu. Isin aci yaniysa
bunlar1 kitabinda yaziyordu,
oldiirdiigl her kisi kitabina ka-
rakter olarak déhil oluyordu.
Yani roman birebir Joe'nun ya-
samindan alintilar tagiyordu.
Bu konuda da Poe’nun izinden
gidiyordu. Ornegin, Poe her za-
man gozlerin kalbin aynasi ol-
dugunu iddia eden bir gairdir
ve igte bu yiizden Joe kurban-
larinin gozlerini oymusgtur. Ve
tam dokuz yil 6nce, Ryan’in ha-
yatini degistiren olay Joe’nun
egitim verdigi siniftaki biitiin
kizlar1 oldirip hepsinin de
gozliinlii ¢ikarmasi, bedenleri-
nin gekliyle anlatmak istedigi
mesaji vererek oliimii adeta bir
sanat haline getirmis olmasiy-
d1. Joe eninde sonunda yakala-
nip hapse atilmigti, ancak daha
once bahsettigim gibi Joe ikna
kabiliyeti yliksek, herkesi etki-
leyebilen bir insandi. Sagilacak
sekilde, onun oldirdigi sekil-
de 6ldiirmeyi bile bagkalarina
benimsetmisti ve kendine bir
orgiit kurmustu. Oyle ki, gelip
insanlar onu buluyor ve 6ldiir-
me konusunda ondan tavsiye-
ler istiyorlardi. Gerek yazdik-
lar1 mektuplarla, gerek goriis
saatlerinde hayranlar1 siraya
giriyor ve Joe’dan taktikler is-
tiyorlardi. Joe'nun bu etkileme
yetenegi o kadar yiksekti ki,
gardiyanlar1 ve hapishane ca-
liganlarini bile kendine bagla-
may1 basarmisti. Ses tonuyla
bile bu etkiyi saglayabilirken
sira dig1 oyunculuguyla neler
yapabildigi basta Ryan olmak
tizere herkesi sagirtiyordu. Joe
hapisteyken, beklenmedik bir
sekilde Ryan da Claire’le ya-
kinlagmigti. Joe’nun biricik ve
tek agki, bir duygu besledigi
tek insan, 6ldiirmeye kiyama-
yacag1 6zel biri. Fakat Ryan’la

Claire’in yakinlagmasi onu ol-
dukeca tedirgin etmisti, hemen
bir geyler yapmasi gerekiyor-
du. Sarigin Claire, ah o glizel
zeki Claire. Maalesef kitabina
harika bir son yazmak istiyor-
du Joe. Gozili zaten donmiistii
ihaneti duyunca. Her ne kadar
Joe parmakliklar ardina kapa-
tildiktan sonra Claire ondan
bosanmis olsa da, kaldirami-
yordu bu hasta ruhlu psikopat
adam olanlari. Zaten 6rgiitii de
hazirdi ve hepsinin amaci sa-
dece ve sadece Joe’yu memnun
edebilmekti.

Ve orgiitiinden ¢ok giiven-
digi fakat adini bilecek kadar
bile umursamadigl sarigin
bir kadin Claire’i dldiirmiistii.
Joe’ya ve Ryan’a sevmeyi 0g-
reten kadin. Ryan, ailesinin ti¢
lyesini kaybettikten sonra kiz
kardesini bile unutmus olan
Ryan bu kadini sevmisti. Hem
de lanetini bile bile, kimin ya-
ninda olursa olsun 6limii ona
bir miknatis misali ¢ektigini
bilerek. Yine bir sevdigini kay-
betmisti, fakat bu sefer kizkar-
desi onu dinlemeyerek yanina
gelmisti. Claire’in éliimiinden
beri abisini her giin beraber
kahvalt1 yapmalari icin evin-
den aliyordu ve dogrusu onun
bu hareketleri Hardy’de ise ya-
ramaya baglamigti. Canindan
cok sevdigi kadini, ugruna po-
lisligi birakip istifa ettigi kadi-
n1 unutmus gibi davraniyordu
unutup unutmadigini ancak
kendisi bilebilirdi. Kapi zilinin
calmasiyla zihnindeki biitlin
diistinceler ugup gitti Ryan’in.
Suratinabirgiiliimsemeyerles-
tirdi ve kizkardesini enistesiy-
le beraber gordigiinde onlari
sanki uzun zamandir gérmii-
yormus gibi bir nese yerlegtir-
di tavirlarina. Kiz kardesinin
koluna girdi ve kahkahalar
icerisinde terk ettiler apart-
mani birlikte, tam olarak Cla-
ire’in 6liimiinden bir yil sonra.

*Ryan Hardy, The Following

dizisindeki dedektif.



Ceren EBREM

Sewgili
1 Eflendi

“Bu eksik sana degil, bana ait. Bende inanmak noksanmag. Beni
bu kadar ¢ok sevdigine bir tiirlii inanamadigim i¢in, sana dsik ol-
madigimi zannediyormusum. Bunu simdi anliyorum. Demek ki,
insanlar benden inanmak kabiliyetini almiglar. Ama simdi inans-
yorum. Sen beni inandirdin. Seni seviyorum. Deli gibi degdil, gayet
akl basinda olarak seviyorum.”

Sevgili Raif Efendi,

Sana soylemek istedigim o kadar ¢ok sey var ki. Ama bir 6ziir
ile baglamaliyim bu mektuba. Kendini kimselere agmayan, her-
kesle arasina mesafe koyan biri olarak eminim ki sen, sana bu
mektubu senli benli bir dille yazmamdan rahatsizlik duyardin.
Ancak inan kilaubaliligimden degil bu samimiyetim. Oyle ki, siz-
li bizli bir yaz1 dili egreti dururdu tizerimde. Bu kadar baglandi-
g1m bir karaktere “siz” demek inanin ki yakigik almazdi. O ytiz-
den beni affet liitfen.

Baz1 okurlarin bogazinda yumru olarak kalmis, bircogunun
da gozyaslarina karigmig sitemli bir soruyla baglamaliyim:

Maria Puder’den nasil bu kadar ¢cabuk vazgegebildin?

Birkac aylik bir hatiraya tutunup yasadin senelerce. O birkac
ay tam manasiyla yagsamak sana bir dmiir yetti. Yillar boyunca
kendini kimselere anlatmadin, ¢linkii seni tam manasiyla anla-
yabilecek “0” insani bulmustun. Patronunun gelip sana bagirma-
sina kayitsiz kalmani, yeni gelen ig arkadasina kayitsiz kalmana,
evhalkitarafindan hor gériilmeye kayitsizkalmanianlarim. Ama
sana “Ne zaman c¢agirirsan gelirim. Nereye cagirirsan gelirim.”
diyerek en giizel agk itirafini yapmig bu gururlu kadinin gidisi-
ninasil kabullenirsin? Her geyi kabullenebilirsin, her seyi sineye
cekebilirsin, ama Maria’sizli§a nasil kayitsiz kalirsin? Maria Pu-
der’den, Kiirk Mantolu Madonna’ndan, “yagsamak icin kendisine
kayitsiz ve sartsiz muhtac oldugun bir insan”dan nasil bu kadar
cabuk vazgecebilirsin Raif Efendi? Bagka insanlara kars: hicbir
zaman tam anlamiyla hissedemedigin sevgi ve alaka bu kadina
karsi icinden tagarak akmamig miydi? Ondan mektup almayin-
ca neden pesine diismedin? Yoksa alacagin cevaplar mi1 korkuttu
seni? Seni terk etmis, bagkasina agik olmug olabileceginden mi
korktun? Beg yagindan beri kurdugun hayal diinyalarindan tani-
digin bu kadinin sana Oylece ihanet edebilecegine inanarak, en
biiyiik ihaneti ona sen ettin.

Sabaluattin AR

Kiirk Mantolu
Madonna

aiy a8l
1.

En cok liztildiigiim de, hayat1 boyunca babasini tanimayacak
o kiz cocugu. Inan ki seni su¢lamiyorum, Frau Doppke sana bir
anda soOyledi, gercegi algilamanla kadinin ¢ocugunu alip gitme-
si arasinda birkac dakika vardi zaten. Seni su¢lamiyorum. Ama
annesiz ve babasiz biiyiiyecek o kiz ¢ocugu, sizin agk hikayeniz
kadar acikl1 bir bagka hikaye. Son notasini duyamadigin bir ezgi
gibi, havada kalmisg, buruk...

Alacagin olsun Raif Efendi!

Vebenien ¢ok kizdiran davraniglarindan biri, anilariniziyaz-
digin o defteri kizgin ateglere atmay1 nasil diigiinebildin?

Maria’dan geriye kalan tek sey o defterdeki sayfalar degil mi?
Onla ilgili biitiin hatiralarini yakarak hiclige mahktm etmiyor
musun biricik agkini? Bu 6liimden de beter bir kader degil de ne-
dir? Tamam, haklisin, o anilarin senin zihninde olmasi sana hay-
li hayli yeter. Ancak o anilar, senin de 6liimiinle yok olacak ve yer-
yuziinde Maria’ya ait bir tek o yalniz kiz ¢cocugu kalacak. O kiz
cocugu, defterdeki sayfalarda yazanlarin yarisi kadar tanimiyor
annesini. Eger bankadaki arkadagin seni dinleyip defteri hemen
yaksaydi, Maria’yla hikyeniz tipki o sayfalar gibi yanip kiil ola-
cak, geriye hiiziinlli bir duman kokusundan bagka bir sey birak-
mayacakti.

Bir bagka nasil sorusu daha: Nasil bir agkt1 sizinkisi?

Seni Maria'ya baglayan tutku nasil bir agktir? Nasil bir sev-
gidir ki sen bu kadini hi¢ kiskanmadan, hi¢ sahiplenmeden, on-
dan hicbir sey beklemeden sevdin. Tam manasiyla beklentisizce
sevdin sen onu. Sevginin karsiligini bile beklemedin. Biitiin duy-
gularini serbest biraktin, dortnala sevdin. O kadar temiz, o kadar
saf bir agkla sevdin ki Maria'ni, onu bile inandirdin agka. Onun
erkeksi kadinligiyla senin kadinsi erkekligin ne giizel uydu bir-
birlerine. Diinyada birbirinizden bagka kimseye ihtiyaciniz yok-
tu. Zaten birbirinizin diinyasiydiniz. Bu ylizden Marianin yoklu-
gunda, onun anilari senin tiim gercegindi belki de.

Neden sairane agk hikayeleri hep hiiziinlii bitiyor? “Kavugsak
ask olmazd1” demis sairin biri. Belki de bu ytlizden. Maria’yla ka-
vusamamaniz koskoca edebiyat diinyasinda i¢cime en ¢ok oturan
ayriliklardan biri.

Ve titremenin en ¢ok yakisti81 erkek sensin Raif Efendi. Kiirk
Mantolu Madonna resmini ilk gérdiigiin anda heyecanla titrer-
ken, Maria hastayken onun iizerine agkla titrerken, en son da An-
kara'da gercegi 6grendigin kis giinii yaka bagir acik gezerken so-
guktan titrerken...
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Dilara AVGEN

Visiling Istanbul

Istanbul is one of the most interesting and historical cities in
the world. When you visit it, there are lots of different activities
you can do. For this reason, Istanbul attracts many tourists from
all around the world. There are many modern places to see; howe-
ver, I believe that historical part of the city is the must-see part of
Istanbul.

First of all, when you come to Istanbul, you definitely have
to visit the Historical Peninsula. The most beautiful histori-
cal places are in there. The most popular place in the Historical
Peninsula is Topkap1 Palace. Topkapi1 Palace used to be the Sul-
tan’s residence back in the Ottoman Empire. It is one of the big-
gest palaces in the world. The greatest Ottoman Sultans lived
there; hence, the palace naturally attracts tourists. Moreover, a
diamond named the Kasik¢i Diamond can be seen in the palace.
It is one of the most beautiful diamonds in the world. If you visit
Istanbul, you shouldn’t leave without seeing it. You can also see
the throne of the Sultans, and the Harem. Topkap: has beautiful
gardens, too. You should see the tulips there in spring. Secondly,
when you visit the Historical Peninsula you have to see the Sul-
tanahmet Mosque. Sultanahmet Mosque is one of the biggest
mosques in Turkey and one of the most beautiful mosques in the
world. Itis abeautiful architectural structure. One of the features
of its structure is the tiles. These handmade ceramic tiles are in
different tulip designs. For this structure, Sultanahmet Mosque
is also called the Blue Mosque. Another magnificent work of art
is the Maiden Tower, which is built on a small islet located on the
Bosphorus. The most significant feature of the Maiden Tower is
its legends. One of the legends is about a princess who lived in the
tower because of an oracle about a snake. The Maiden Tower also
has a restaurant where you can eat various types of food. To sum
up, a significant place to visit for a tourist in Istanbul is the histo-
rical peninsula.

For a visit in Istanbul, other places to visit are the shopping
places, but I'm not talking about the modern shopping malls. The-
re are different kinds of old and ancient shopping places in Istan-
bul. One of them is the Grand Bazaar. The Grand Bazaar was built
many years ago. It has various types of products. Moreover, Grand
Bazaar has been the setting of lots of famous movies. One of the
best-known was Skyfall. For these reasons, Grand Bazaar is a
very cultural place. Another ancient shopping place in Istanbul is
the authentic shops in Ortakdy. Ortakdy is a beautiful place near
the sea. You can walk by the sea and take a look at the shops the-
re.Itis acultural place because you can eat kumpir there. Kumpir
is a delicious, traditional Turkish food. Ortakdy is a cultural pla-
ce also because of its shops. These shops usually have bracelets,
necklaces and rings which are made by the local people who live
there. They are precious because they are hand-made and there
is only one copy of each. You have to check out these shops before
leaving Istanbul. Lastly, a traditional shopping place is the Spice
Market. Asyou canrealize from its name, the Spice Marketis spe-

cial for its various types of spices. You can find any kind of spice,
especially Turkish ones, there. Furthermore, there are also aut-
hentic shops that especially have Turkish fabrics. You can only
find these beautiful kinds of fabrics in Turkey. Moreover, there
are old shops that sell different kinds of tea and coffee. If you are
looking for Turkish shops, you should definitely visit the places
mentioned above.

After an exhausting sightseeing trip and shopping day, you
would want to dine at a nice restaurant. I have some suggestions
for you. Firstly, you can eat at arestaurant called Hiinkar. Hiinkar
is arestaurant in Nigantagi that serves Turkish traditional food.
It is a fancy restaurant and you can choose your meal from the
counter. When you eat there, you can always see at least two tou-
rists dining. Therefore, it’s an attractive place not only for Tur-
kish people, but tourists also. Another place to eat Turkish food is
Giilltioglu. If you feel like eating Turkish desserts, Giilliioglu has
various kinds of Turkish desserts, but the best dessert you can
eat is a classic Turkish dessert: baklava. People around the world
come to Turkey to taste this delicious dessert. You have to taste it
before leaving. My last dining place suggestion is the Sultanah-
met Meatball restaurant. It is in the Historical Peninsula; hence,
after a traditional visit you can eat at this restaurant to end your
day. Sultanahmet Meatball restaurant is a classic place for tou-
rists who spend their day at the museums. These restaurants are
the best traditional places you can enjoy your meal at.

Now you know about Istanbul’s interesting places to shop,
historical sights to visit and delicious food to eat. Therefore, I re-
commend that you come to Istanbul and experience the activities
mentioned above. Be sure to come with your family and friends so
that you can have your loved ones with you while having a great
vacation in Istanbul.

2014/2 senge



photo

HOANIS epIop

SCRCe 2014/2



2014/2 senge




SCRCE 2014/2




xR

Q
0
r
0
®
o




SCRCE 2014/2

Mert ARSLANOGLU

Visiling Istanbul

Before leaving Istanbul, the thing you have to see is the battle
of eleven bravehearts. These elite men have beaten any challenge
even if they were conspired against by strong authorities. Yet they
were not alone. They have 55,000 voices, plus millions of people’s
hopes and dreams with them. Luckily for you, the day you are co-
ming to Istanbul is the day that this honorable community hosts
itsrivalsin our home, Siikrii Saracoglu. Soccer stands as the most
popular sport in Turkey, Fenerbahge, the sole leader of this con-
tinuing race. Still, for its fans, Fenerbahce stands as something
more than soccer. Fenerbahce symbolizes the father of Turkey
Atatiirk’s values. Whenever an opposing idea was forced on the
people, Fenerbahge and its supporters were the ones they faced.
Even though Fenerbahge already has the league title, the matches
in Saracogluhave anindescribable mood. 55,000 people who don’t
know each other become part of a family. They become one. In my
point of view, this experience is vital to call alife a life.
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Verda SENEOR

Radyoda calan sarkilarin farkli bir biiytisii vardair.

%

Dogum giinii stirpriz yapmak i¢in zor bir giindiir.

%

“Goriince seni diiglindiim aldim.” hediyelerinin yeri bambagkadir; daha bii-
ylkbirdogum giiniiyadayilbagihediyesinden fazlaanlamifade ettikleriolur.

%

Kar tatilleri paha bi¢ilmezdir; o bir giinliik egitime ara kac giinliik tatile be-
deldir.

%

“Oscar’a adaymisg!”, “Herkes bayilmig” diye girdiginiz filmi begenmeniz ge-
nelde zordur.

%

Kotii gegen bir sinavdan alinan her puan iki kat degerlidir.

%

Kasadayken 6grenilen indirim duygusunu bilir misiniz?

%

Spontane programlar ve ilkler neden rutinlerden daha 6zeldir?

%

Baz1 geyler vardir ikincisi ayni tadi vermez. Mesela bir tatil... Gidersiniz, g6-
riirsiiniiz, bayilirsiniz, hayatinizin en giizel giinlerini yagarsiniz. Iki y1l son-
ra tekrar gidersiniz, ayni otelde kalirsiniz, ayni yemekleri yersiniz ama ayni
keyfi alamazsiniz. Bu durumda suclu bellidir. Tkinci tatilde hicbir eksik ol-
masa, bir fazla vardir valizinizde: Beklenti. Kendisi ilaclara benzer. Yanlig1
da, agirisi1da zararhdir.

%

Stirprizlerde beklenti sifirdir. Stirprizler ¢ok giizeldir. Bu durum tesadiif mii-
diir? Bence hayir. Terazinin beklenti kefesi bogken diger tarafa ne gelse agir
basar, insan1 mutlu etmeyi basarir. Oysa diger zamanlarda gercegin miica-
delesi ne kadar zordur; hayal giiciiniin sihirli diinyasina kars, iste bagka bir
anlamdabeklenmedik oncakiigiik problem, detay, sinirlama; insan, hava fak-
toril...

%

“Beklentinin alt1” bulutlu, “beklentinin listli” giinegli ifadelerken, hayatimiza
bilerek golge diiglirmemiz sizce de sagma degil mi?

%

Kisisel hedeflerimizden vazgegelim demiyorum, ancak 6zellikle {izerinde
kontroliimiiziin az oldugu olaylarda ¢ok sey beklemenin yanlig bir ila¢ gibi
faydadan ¢ok zarar getirecegine inaniyorum. Insan biraz daha az hirslh, biraz
daha azbeklentili olunca hayat aslinda hep siirprizlerle dolu. Bu noktada dok-
torunuz sizsiniz; mutlu olmak icin ihtiya¢ duydugunuz dozaji azaltin. Ciinkii
beklentilerinizi diiglirmek kaleden kaleciyi ¢ikartmaktir. Gol atmak bir vu-
rugyakinlagir.

Idil CELIK

A Wild
Childhood

Ibelieve that people become stronger when they are
angry. I learned that with an awful experience. When
I was ten years old, I was rude and annoying. I was a
little girl who loved to make people angry. I thought
that people wouldn’t do anything to me even though
I annoyed them. Who can hit a cute little girl? If you
think that the answer is no one, be ready to be amazed.
OnedayIwastalkingwith myfriendsinthe classroom.
It was a casual day until I saw a boy named Yigit. Yigit
was a big boy. He was strong, tall, aggressive, and FAT.
He was like Shrek! (By the way, Shrek is a huge green
ogre.) I stared at Yigit for a long time, and he stared at
me too. He was looking at me like he was wondering
why I was looking at him. Then I said, “Man! You are
too fat for a kid.” I know I should not have said it, but
I just didn’t think that he could become sad about my
words. Actually he didn’t become sad. He became
angry. He turned red. I thought that he would cry like
a normal boy or maybe he would explode because he
was too red for a normal person. But instead of crying
or exploding he picked me up. Think about the movie
King Kong. Then suppose that I am the blonde girl and
Yigit is the gorilla. The only difference is that he didn’t
want to protect me. He wanted to destroy me. He threw
me three desks back. I flew like a bird and then I fell
like a loser. First, I tried not to cry. I was pretending
like it didn’t hurt and I was okay. But then I saw the
red thing on the floor which was my own blood. When
I saw it, there was a little tear in my eye—or maybe I
cried like a baby—who knows? The important thing is
I learned something very useful that day. Don’t make
people angry because people don’t take pity on you
even though you are akid.
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Precession | Devinim

This project was created with the collaboration of 10th, 11th and 12th graders who chose art classes as electives. In our classes, we
were presented with blocks of mud and ceramic supplies and were told to mold them into moving human figures. To combine these
figures into a construction we started thinking about how they were related and what they meant to each student individually. Gra-
dually we narrowed down our concept to change, growth and motion.

The meaning of “precession” is the change in the position of the Earth’s rotational axis. It occurs every 26, 000 years and causes
the pole star to change every 13,000 years. This reminded us of the changes our thinking styles go through during our lives. Our ori-
ginal idea of the iron spirals came from this term. On the iron spirals, the figures took on different meanings. What was initially a
collection of ceramic figures scattered on the oval, came to symbolize not only the human beings on Earth but life as a whole. The
project was a type of visualization of our individual but interconnected lives. The spiral form, on the other hand, symbolizes the uni-
verse. The spirals stretch out to the sky, where there are no limits. Just like the universe, the spirals are constantly growing. There
are no limits and no boundaries in this world of change.

This is why that, as students who prepared the project, it is one that we are able to connect to. We are in such a period of our lives
that our thoughts and our emotions are always growing and evolving. Like the polar stars switching as a result of precession, like our
small figures caught in the middle of their motions, our lives are always changing.
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Seyide Seda PAYDOS

ng 9y Projuci

As Bob Marley says, “Prejudice is a chain, it can hold you. If you
prejudice, you can’t move, you keep prejudice for years. Never get
nowhere with that.” Prejudices have a great effect on our lives and re-
lationships, but with the help of an Indian girl called Amrita, I got rid
of my prejudices to other nationalities and learned how wonderful it
istohave a friend from a different culture.

Firstly, let me introduce Amrita: Amrita is a seventeen year old
girl from New Delhi, India, and she belongs to a different culture.
First of all, her religion is Buddhism. She prays to several gods and
has many different rituals which are very interesting for me. Then,
her clothing is very appealing. She told me that in India, her mother
preferswearing atraditional cloth called asari. AmritaandI firsten-
countered in Art History class. We didn’t talk or even look at each ot-
her. She was anintrovert and an Indian girl who was wearing aweird
dress and who had no friends except Indian students in my point of
view; I was a Turkish girl who was a snob and ignorant in her point of
view. As days went on, we started to hate each other without any rea-
son but our differences. However, after the argument which brought
us together, we started to enjoy our common hobbies.

Our friendship started on a sunny day in July. In a school activity
after classes, school teachers separated students from different na-
tions into different groups. Coincidentally Amrita and I were in the
same group. Our duty in that activity was to learn about our friends
closely and draw a picture about our teammates. Amrita and I refu-
sed tobe teammates in the same group without any reason. When the
teacher asked me why we had a problem, I said Amrita was only in
touch with Indian students and ignoring the others. Suddenly Am-
rita said to me, “You snobby ...” I was shocked and frustrated. How
could an Indian girl talk to me like that? But I felt very bad. Could
she be right? Could I have behaved thoughtlessly? First she started
to shout, then I did. She told me that I was thinking only of myself.
I told her that she was ignoring me all the time. When we revealed
our naked hearts, we started to have empathy. I personally realized
that Thad been behaving selfishly, thatI wasn’t superior to her. It was
very natural for her to see me as a selfish girl because I appeared as if
Thad been ignoring her rich culture. She also realized that her rude-
ness towards me was unnecessary. She was judging me without even
knowing me. Therefore this argument brought us closer and we ac-
cepted being teammates in the same group. While we talked about
ourselves, actually we were changing the prejudices about each ot-
her in our minds. We learned that in reality, we were very similar to
each other. We were both interested in philosophy and psychology.
‘We both were curious about the arts. We both loved sleeping and tra-
veling ... That day was a milestone in our good friendship. This was
the story of our meeting.

The reason I tell this story is to show how prejudices have a gre-
at effect on our lives. Every person is a door to different worlds, and
with the help of my summer school and recognizing new people, in
particular Amrita, I learned that prejudices prevent learning about
these new worlds. Amrita did too. In short, we shouldn’t judge people
without knowing them.

Mrige KUSKON

La vie est pleine d’événements et d’incidents inattendus.
Certains sontbons et d’autres dont nous ne voulons méme pas nous
souvenir, en effet il y a des moments dans la vie ot vous voulez que
la terre s'ouvre et qu’elle vous avale. Vous ne pouvez vous imaginer
aquel point on ressent de 'anxiété et 'ennuie durant ces moments
qui ne peuvent durer que quelques secondes, mais qui marquent
des traces dans votre vie. Nous avons tous des expériences
concernant ces instants délicats tout au long de notre vie. En nous
rappelant ces instants passés, parfois nous pouvonsrire ou parfois
avoir honte. En ce qui me concerne, je ris toujours quand je pense a
ces moments génants, qui se sont produits au hasard, sans aucune
mauvaise intention. Je m’en souviens toujours, comme s’ils
s’étaient arrivés hier. La plupart d’entre eux, s’est passée il y a sept
ans, quand nous avons quitté la Belgique pour venir nous installer
a Istanbul, car je ne maitrisais pas la langue turque. Aujourd’hui
je suis capable d’en rire et de me moquer des ces moments qui
sont archivés dans ma mémoire. Maintenant quand je pense a ces
épisodes de mavie, je n’ai aucune humiliation et regret pour ce qui
s’est déroulé dans le passé. Il faut apprendre a regarder a travers
les yeux des autres et on se rend compte que la plupart du temps,
quand les gens se moquent de vous, ils le font juste pour s’amuser,
ils ne veulent pas vous faire du mal. Si vous pouvez les faire rire,
c’est comme si vous mettez du soleil dans leur vie. Comme I’a dit
James Matthew Barrie « Ceux qui ensoleillent la vie des autres
éclairent également leur propre existence. »
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Athltes
Should Be Paid

How many of you are fans of college sports? Doesn’t matter
which sport. Basketball, football, baseball ...? Wait a minute, so no
one is watching the college sports games? Okay then, let me cla-
rify some elements about college sports in the U.S. Since no one
is watching the games, I suppose you all don’t know what NCAA
stands for or what it does. The National Collegiate Athletic As-
sociation (NCAA) is the association that organizes the athletic
programs of many colleges and universities in the United States
and Canada. Baseball, basketball, football, golf, soccer, fencing,
volleyball, ice hockey, gymnastics, and many other sports can be
listed under NCAA. And NCAA doesn’t pay college athletes beca-
use they say that the athletes are amateurs. No, they are not, and
they need to be paid.

First of all, what NCAA does by not paying college athletes
is not fair. NCAA’s revenue reaches the billions of dollars. For
example, according to Forbes’ Chris Smith, CBS and Turner Bro-
adcasting make more than 1 billion dollars off the NCA A basket-
ball tournament games, or with its popular name “March Mad-
ness.” During the Final Four games, the ad rate for a 30-second
spot increases to 700,000 dollars. What I am trying to say is that
the NCAA is ahuge business but they act like they are an amateur
association by not paying the athletes. But unfortunately, this
amateurismisjustanillusion. The proofisthe former NCAA Exe-
cutive director Walter Byers. He declared, “Amateurism is not a
moral issue; it is an economic camouflage for monopoly practice.”
Ithinkthisdirect quote explains howbaditis.Ithink what NCAA
does is not different from what people in history did by using sla-
ves. They also used people to get money and paid them nothing.

Furthermore, what is the difference between college athletes
and professional athletes, other than being professional? I will
show you that there is not a difference. And how can there be?
After one summer, an athlete may be in the professional league.
What happened to that amateur in one summer? The answer is
nothing. For example, Blake Griffin was 6-foot-10 during his col-
lege life and he is still 6-foot-10. He just gained 8 pounds. If this is
the thing, then players just need to gain some weight.

Last of all, the NCAA argues that college athletes are paid
with a free education. Yes, this is the best thing to argue, but the
reality is that players’ opportunities are not free, and half of the
revenue-producing athletes don’t graduate. And they can lose
their scholarships if they’re injured. For example, Dominic Syl-
vester, an offensive lineman for the University of Alabama at Bir-
mingham, says that itis hard to get a pair of shoes and he uses the
same ones for a long time. Sylvester’s tuition, books, dorm room
and meal plan are paid for with his athletic scholarship, which
is worth between 26,000 and 28,000 dollars, but it doesn’t chan-
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Kyle Dake, named as Colllege Athlete of the Year 2014, Sportsillustrated.com.

ge the fact that it is hard for him to get a pair of shoes. There is a
gap between what the athletic scholarship provides and what the
actual cost of attendance at college usually demands. The gap is
about 3,000 dollars.

In conclusion, the players act as professionals to be successful
and help their colleges and the NCAA to generate money, but they
are treated as amateurs. This is not fair. They get nothing for their
work. This is not just unfair; it is a modern way of slavery. College
athletes should earn some money from the revenue that they ge-
nerate and be able to use it in their life.
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Saving M. Banks

“Saving Mr. Banks”, Walt Disney’in P.L, Travers tarafindan
yazilan Mary Poppins kitaplarini beyaz perdeye uyarlama
macerasini anlatiliyor. Film daha 6nce Sandra Bullock’un Oscar
kazandig1 filmin yonetmeni John Lee Hancock tarafindan
yonetiliyor. Burada y6netmenin gercekten de c¢ok bagarili bir
is cikardifini soyleyebiliriz. Acikcasi film hakkinda cogu
gortisimiin olumlu oldugunu ve filmin bu sene ¢ikan en iyi aile
filmi oldugu soyleyebilirim.

Walt Disney filmde Tom Hanks tarafindan canlandiriliyor.
Walt Disney, cocuklar1 okurken kegfetti§i Mary Poppins
kitaplarini yirmi yil boyunca film yapmak istiyor ancak tipki bir
inatci keciye benzeyen kitabin yazari1 P.L Travers kendibebegi gibi
gordiigli Mary Poppins’in bambagka bir seye doniistiiriilmesinden
korkuyor. Olduk¢a kati olan ve Walt Disney’in yarattig1
karakterleri begenmeyen P.L. Travers, Walt Disney’e kitabimin
sizin yaptiiniz sagma seylere doniigmesini istemiyorum, diyor.
Walt Disney’in oOniinde sOylemek igin cesaret gerektiren bu
sozlere ragmen 1srarini koruyan Walt Disney, P.LL Travers’ ikna
edecegine emin gibi. Bu iki farkli karakterin birbirleriyle olan
celigkili davraniglarini izlemek oldukca keyifli.

Filmi izlerken kitap uyarlamalarinin nasil olduguna dair
bir fikir de elde edebilirsiniz. P.L, Travers filmde ¢ kisilik bir
ekiple caligiyor ve gene bu ekiple de kesigsmeyi basariyor. Bradley
Whitford, B.J. Novak ve Jason Schwartzman de bu iiclii Disney
ekibini oynarken oldukea iyi bir is ¢ikariyorlar. Film size kitapla
filmin son derece ayri olabilecegini anlatiyor. Ayrica adaptasyon
yapilirken bazi sahnelerin nasil atildigini veya eklendigini
gormek eglenceli.

Film hemen hemen her Disney filminde bulunan ve sizi
izlerken mutlu eden anlari oldukca igeriyor. Size iyi hissettiren
anlar bu sene en ¢ok Mr. Banks’te bulunuyor. Ancak Mr. Banks’in
odaklandig1 tek nokta kitabin filme adaptasyonu degil. Film
ayn1 zamanda yazar P.L. Traversin kitabi yazarken nelerden
esinlendigini, nasil olaylar yasadigini anlatiyor. Mr Banks size
zaman zaman iki ayr: film izliyormugsunuz gibi hissettiriyor
ancak bu hi¢ de problem yaratmiyor. Filmin sadece P.L. Travers’in
etkilendigi olaylar kisminda Colin Farrell kesinlikle iyi bir
performans ¢ikariyor.

Oyunculuklardan bahsetmigken Walt Disney’i canlandiran
Tom Hanks gene kendi ¢izgisinde devam ediyor. Role o kadar iyi
girmig ki filmi izlerken onun babacanligini hissediyorsunuz.
Hatta icimden birka¢ anda ona sarilmay gecirdim. Tom Hanks
gercekten de ¢ok iyi ama filmin Emma Thompsonin filmi
oldugunu vurgulayalim. Kendisi gercekten de film boyunca keci
inadimi oldukca giizel devam ettiriyor. Biitiin o hareketlerini
izlerken insan bazen kotii hissediyor ama ona kars: bir sempati
beslememek elde degil. Meryl Streep’ de bir réoportajinda Emma
Thompson’in Oscar’a aday olamamasindan dolay:r duydugu
lzintiyd belirtti. Hatta Meryl Streep, Emma Thompson’a bir

©

tesellimailiyazdigini da soyledi. Ayricafilmin goriintliyénetmeni
John Schwartzman ve yénetmen John Lee Hancock da olduk¢a
giizel bir ig citkarmaglar filmin temposu bazi sahnelerde diigse bile
film kendini izlettiriyor ve sahneler arasi gecisler filme ayri bir
havakatmisg

Sonug olarak Saving Mr. Banks bu senenin en iyi aile filmi
ve size mutlu hissettirecek anlari oldukca fazla. Bir kitabin
filme aktarilirken yasanan problemleri anlatmayi bagsariyor. Tki
zit karakterin birbirleriyle ¢catigmasi da filme mizah katarken
filmde bulunan ikinci hikdye drami da araya katiyor. Oscar’a hem
en iyi film hem de oyunculuk kategorilerinde aday olmayan Mr.
Banks bize bir kez daha Akademiyi sorgulama sansi taniyor.

Bilinmeyenler

*Tom Hanks, Walt Disney’in uzaktan kuzenidir.

*Mary Poppins filmi 13 dalda Oscar’a aday olup 5’ini kazanmisgtir.
*Filmdeki gala sahnesi i¢cin Hollywood Bulvari 18 saatligine
kapanmigtir.

*Walt Disney sigara igme aligkanligini halktan ve 6zellikle
cocuklardan saklamigtir ve kétii 6rnek olmak istememigtir.

Tom Hanks filme yapime1 firma Disney’in izniyle bir kag sigara
referansi eklemigtir. Walt Disney akciger kanserinden 1966’da
vefat etmigtir.

*Filmde Florida haritas: gozliktii§linde o zamanlar yapilmamisg
olan Walt Disney World bélgesinin igsaretlendigini gorebilirsiniz.
* Filmin daha senaryosu yazilmadan Disney’inCEO’su

Robert A. Iger, Tom Hanks’i bizzat arayarak

ondan rolii oynamasini istemigtir.
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Filmin yonetmeni Alfonso Cuaron’un IMDB sayfasinda biraz
gezinirseniz “Yonetmen ve ayni zamanda bir astronot olmak is-
tiyordu.” yazisini gériirsiiniiz. Bu filmde de her ne kadar astronot
olamasa da oldukga basarili oldugu kesin. Ozellikle tek planda ce-
kilen ve sizi filmin i¢ine ¢eken 13 dakikalik ilk sahne ile ¢ok hog
bir yolculuga bagliyorsunuz.

Gravity, Harry Potter ve Azkaban Tutsag1 ve Children of Men
filminin yonetmeni Alfonso Cuaron tarafindan yonetilen bu se-
nenin en iyi sinematografisine sahip ve gorsel efektlerle neler
yapilabilecegini gosteren bir hayatta kalma filmi. Acikcas: fil-
min fragmanini ilk izledi§imde sasirmistim. Sinematografi ina-
nilmaz bagariliyd: ancak biitiin film boyunca George Clooney ve
Sandra Bullock’u uzayda hayatta kalmaya caligirken gérmek hak-
kinda ciddi sliphelerim vardi. Filmi izledikten sonra hi¢ bir stip-
hem kalmada.

Filmin konusu, gorevde olan iki astronotun bir uzay felaketi
sonucu mekiklerinden ayri kalip yasamaya ¢aligsmalari. Diisii-
niince biraz s1g gelen konu ancak bu kadar iyi ele alinabilir. On-
celikle, son donemde filmlerin yagadig1 “netten izleriz kanka”
problemini ancak Gravity gibi filmler ¢6zecektir. Film, son yil-
larda gorsel efektlerde gelinen son noktanin ne kadar ilerlemis ol-
dugunu gosteriyor. Hemen hemen her film i¢in kullanilan “gérsel
solen” kalib1 aslinda bu film i¢in bulunmus. Birakin internetten
izlemeyi Gravity filmi televizyonda bile izlenmemeli. Filmi ileri
bir tarihte televizyon veya internetten izlemeyi planliyorsaniz
hic izlemeyin dahaiyi. Hi¢ sevmedigim ama yine bu filmde muh-
tesem bir bicimde kullanilan 3D’de izlemek i¢in ayri bir neden.

Filmde George Clooney 1996°dan beri uzay tecriibesi olan,
rahat, glivenli ve kismen komik astronot Matt Kowalski’yi can-
landiriyor. Clooney gercekten bir astronot olmak i¢in yaratilmig
gibi insana ¢ok giiven veriyor ve seyirciyi canli tutmakta ¢ok ba-
sarili. Sandro Bullock ise uzay tecriibesi olmayan daha ¢ok teorik
bilgiye sahip olan biraz yeni bir tip mithendisi Ryan Stone’u can-
landiriyor. S6ylemeden olmaz, bu iki karakter filmde ylizlerini
gordiigiimiiz tek karakterler baska kimse yok. Bu iki astronot bir
gorev lizerindeyken malum sebeplerden dolay: canlari tehlikeye
giriyor ve kendilerini uzay boslugunda debelenirken buluyorlar.
Bu sahnelerdeki gerilim tek kelimeyle muhtesem. Ayrica uzayda
ses iletilmemesinden dolay: filmdeki ¢carpigma ve patlama anla-
rinda hicbir sey duymuyoruz. Duyabileceklerimiz astronotlarin
sesleri ve film miizikleri. Sinema perdesinde inanilmaz boyutta
carpigmalar ve patlamalar gérmek ve bu sirada sesleri duyama-
mak gerilimi arttiran ve insani etkileyen faktérlerden biri. Ayri-
ca film ilerledikce karakterleri tanima, gegmiglerini, hikayeleri-

goriintii yonetmeni Emmanuel Lubezki. Teknik agcidan kusursuz
olan film Gravity. Alfonso Cuaron dabir yonetmen olarak gercek-
ten ortalamanin cok iistiinde bir is ¢ikariyor. Oldukca cesur dav-
ranan Alfonso Cuaron 13 dakika ve tek planlik ilk sahneden sonra
da benzer seyler uygulamaya devam ediyor. Sahnelerin ¢ogunda
kamera hareket ediyor ve yine sahnelerin ¢ok biiyiik bir bélimi
tek plan. Sirf gorsel efektleri merak edenler i¢in de problem yok.
90 dakika boyunca filmi izlerken hicbir zaman yesil ekranda ce-
kildigini diigtinmiiyorsunuz, ayrica uzay manzaralari muazzam.
Perdeye bakarken bir siirti 6diil kazanmig ylizyilin fotografina
bakar gibi hissediyorsunuz. Iste bu tiir filmler insanlarin evde
veya televizyonda film izlemelerini azaltip onlari sinema salon-
larina yeniden ¢ekecek.

Kisaca 6zetlemek gerekirse sene baginda Oblivion ve After
Earth’le hayal kirikli§ina ugramis olan sinemaseverler sonunda
mutlu olacak, teknik agidan kusursuz ve yenilik¢i bir yonetmen
arayanlar muradina erecek. Filmin, izleyenlerin ¢ogunlugunu
mutlu edecegini diigtindiigiim Gravity son derece keskin, gerilimi
diisiirmeyen ve de dramay1 unutmayan senenin en bagarili film-
lerinden biri.

ni 6grenme firsati buluyoruz. Olay sadece uzayda ugusan kacisan
iki astronot degil son derece psikolojik ve dramatik bir film ayni
zamanda. George Clooney ve 6zellikle Sandra Bullock’un da bunu
yansitmakta bagarili olduklarini sdyleyebiliriz.
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Halktan ilham alarak, eserleriyle toplumsal fayda saglamay:
amagclayan; kendi yagami boyunca gozlemlediklerine ve yagadiklarina
irade-iitibar edercesine halkin koylii-igci sinifl insanlarinin yozlagmus,
sefil hayatini tiim ¢iplaklifiyla ortaya seren Orhan Kemal, sahip oldugu
insan sevgisiyle veinsanliave hayatakargi bitmek titkenmek bilmeyen
umuduyla ilk okudugumdabeni 6ylesine derinden etkilemigti ki, Orhan
Kemal'i “Hanimin Ciftligi” dizisiyle 6zdeglestiren ben, ilk okudugum
kitab: olan Bereketli Topraklar Uzerinde'deki karakterlerin hepsinin
hayatina teker teker girip ¢ikarak adeta tiim o isci sinifi entrikalariin
ortasinda kendim kalmigtim. Orhan Kemal’i bdylesine okunmaya
deger kilan en biiyiik 6zelligi, yagam1 boyunca halkin ig¢i sinifinin
arasinda yagamis olup onlar1 gozlemleyerek, onlara karsi icinde
besledigi “umudu” eserlerinde eritmis ve okuruna sunmus olmasidir.
FethiNaci, “Orhan Kemalinsanlarahep umutla, hep iyimserlikle bakar.
Tiirk romaninda bir ‘Orhan Kemal bakigy’ vardir. O, her insanda, her
seye ragmen aydinlik temiz, insani bir yan bulunabilecegine inanir.”
(Turkiyede Roman ve Toplumsal Degisme,346) der. Gergekten de
edebiyat literatiiriine “aydinlik gercekeilik” olarak gecen {iislubuyla
Orhan Kemal, okurunun ufkunda umut giineginin dogmasini saglayan
bir yazardir. O’nun eserlerinin en temel 6zelligi olan “umut” temasini,
yazarin edebi kisiligine de deginerek Bereketli Topraklar Uzerinde
bagta olmak tizere, Ekmek Kavgas: ve Cemile gibi romanlarindan
orneklerle inceleyecegiz.

“Romanlarimdaki  iyimserlik bana, halkimiza yakindan
tanimaktan geliyor. Daha acikcasi ben halkin bir pargasiyim. Onun

icin yakindan gortiyor, biliyorum ki en kotii insanin bile iyi bir yani var.
Daha acikcas: en kotil insan i¢inde yagadig1 toplum yaratiyor, onun
i¢in bizim bulundugumuz toplumun degil, diinyanin gelecekte diizene
girecegini, diizenli toplum insanlarinin da daha ¢ok mutlu olacagina
inaniyorum.”(Varlik,1.8.1970) diyen Orhan Kemal, yapitlarinda
“umut” temasini iglerken, burada bahsettigi “iyimserligini”, ¢ok iyi
tanidi81 ig¢i-koylii halkin cehaletinden gelen derin “kaderci” anlayis ile
harmanlayarak okuruna sunuyor. “Kadere kirk beg !” (Kemal, Bereketli
Topraklar Uzerinde, 30) diyerek sefil hayatlarina ragmen gelecekten
umutlarini asla kesmeyenlerin hikayelerini anlatarak okuruna her
karanligin sonunun aydinlik oldugunu 6greten Orhan Kemal, tipki
Kant gibi, insanin bagina ne gelirse gelsin umudun silinmez bir varli§1
olduguna ve tipk: “giilmek” gibi degismez ve yok edilemez bir nitelik
tagidiginainanir.

Orhan Kemalin iyimser ve hilimanist olarak nitelenebilecek
yapisini eserlerinde agirlikli olarak, halkin alt tabakalarina mensup
olan cahil karakterlerin hikayelerinde goriiyoruz. Bereketli Topraklar
Uzerinde adli eserde; Pehlivan Ali, Kése Hasan ve Iflahsizin Yusuf adli
koylii gencler, gelecek umutlarini kendilerince bir kiiltiirel deger(!) olan
“hemgerilik” olgusunabaglayarak ellerinde somut bir sey dahi olmadan
evlerini yurtlarim lbirakarak hi¢ tanmimadiklari hemsgerilerinin
fabrikasinda is bulmak umuduyla, sehir hayatina atilirlar. Burada
baglarina gelen onca kdtii olaya ragmen yasamdaki miicadelelerini,
sirtlarim kadere yaslayarak siirdiiriirler. Ornegin, arkadas1 Hasan
olim dosegindeyken “Pehlivan Ali, kocaman yumruklarimi sikmis,
Ofkeyle bakiyordu. Hemsgerisi Hasan’a degil, onu bu hallere sokan
devire, devrana, kahpe felege..” (Kemal, Bereketli Topraklar Uzerinde,
92). Ornekteki gibi, Orhan Kemal'in eserlerinde umudun tagiyicisi olan
kaderciligin etkisiyle kader, aslinda tiim 6fkeye ve lizlintiiye ragmen
umut tam da bitmek lizereyken onu yitirmemek adina suglanan,
kotii seylerin sorumlulugunu omuzlayan en énemli unsurdur. Orhan
Kemal'inkarakterleri,cehaletlerindenétiirii, icindeyagamayamahkim
olduklari sefaleti dogal goriip bunun, onlarin kaderi olduguna inanarak
yasiyorlar ve kimi zaman da toplumsal bilingsizligin etkisiyle umutlari
fazla abartip bu kaderin degigecegini umuyorlar. O'nun romanlarinda
hayatlarini yagam miicadelesiyle geciren fakir insanlarin tutunabildigi
en biiylik umut dalinin, bulabildikleri tek bir parca ekmekte veya
kalacak bir barinakta oldugunu gortiyoruz. Bu durum, fakirlige dogmusg
olan halkin hep az1 goriip onunlayetinmek zorunda kalmig olmasindan
kaynaklaniyor. Orhan Kemal'in Cemile adli romaninda gegen “Sen
inekleri sagacaksin Cemka,.. senin igin kolay, inek sagmak, yemek
pisirmek, arada sirada duvara tezek kaplamak..”(Kemal, Cemile,63)
pasaji tam da Orhan Kemalin umut temasini iizerine oturttugu
ogelerden biri olan “kii¢tlik hayatlar, kiiciik hayaller” kavraminin somut
ornegi niteligindedir. Iste umudun bu denli yiirek yaktig1 eserlerinde
Orhan Kemal, toplumun sosyoekonomik anlamdaki kanayan
yarasina ¢ok ince géndermelerle parmak basiyor ve “Kara giin kararip
gitmez”(Kemal, Eskici ve Ogullar1,115) diiglincesini okurun yumusgak
karni olan merhamet ve acima duygusuna dokunarak empoze ediyor.

“Umut”temasinin OrhanKemal'ineserlerine sembolik anlatimlarla
yansidigina da sikc¢a sahit oluyoruz. Bu semboller bazen romanin
tamaminda kendini belli ederken bazen de ¢ok ufak bir boliimiinde
oldukga canalicirollerdekargimiza ¢ikabiliyor. Umudun semboliibazen
esine ekmek parasi gotilirebilmeyi temsil eden bir nesne, bazen sefil bir
giiniin daha gegmesini saglayan bir yolculuk, bazen de insana yagsama
dair umut katan bir tek kelime olabiliyor. Ekmek Kavgasi kitabindaki
“Bir Kadin” adl1 hikayede; itilip kakilan sefil bir fahigenin, yardimsever
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bir adamin kendisine “Bacim !” (4) diye hitap etmesiyle diinyada
“fyiligin 6lmedigine” inanmaya baglamasi, belki de hayatinda ilk defa
bir cinsel obje olarak goriilmemesinin, icinde gelecege dair yeserttigi
umutlar, Orhan Kemal eserlerinde umudun dogdugu ufak sembollerden
biridir. Ayni eserdeki “Déniis” adl1 dykiide de, fakirlikten kirilan bir
ailenin her seye ragmen mutlu olma ¢abasiyla yaptiklari tren yolculugu
onlarin gelecege dair beklentilerini ve umutlarini bagladiklar: bir
simgedir. “Buna da giikiir” (3) diyerek bulduklar: ekmek kirintilariyla
karinlarim doyururkenbile tren yolculugunuyenibirbaglangi¢ sayarak
giiliimserler. Bu baglamda, tren yolculugu, gelecekten beklentilerin
ve sefillige iyimserlikle yaklagan ytice yiireklerin simgesidir. O tren
yolculugu sefalet icindeki ailenin mutlu hayatinin vesilesi olacaktir
belki de, karakterler -cehaletlerinin etkisiyle- bu umuda yiirekten
baglanmiglardir ve hayatin onlara getireceklerini beklemektedirler.

Oteyandan, eserlerinde agirbasanumutsembollerinden en 6nemlisi
“sehir”dir. Ali, Yusuf ve Hasan i¢in en biiyiik adim sehir hayatina
attiklar1 adimdir. Sehir, bu ii¢ cahil koylii icin de umudu saglayan
ortak paydadir. Hayatlarimi burada kazanacaklarina, ekmek parasini
kazanip koylerine dondiiklerinde refah icinde yasayabileceklerine
inanan ti¢ kafadarin her biri kendi kigisel umut sembolleri diginda
en ¢ok sehirden medet umarlar, en biiyiik umutlarini gehir hayatinin
cazibesine kapilarak beslerler. Sehir onlar i¢in yenilenmenin, paranin,
sinif atlamanin, ayricalifin simgesidir. Onlar gehir hayatini fethedip
koylerine dondiiklerinde saygin bireyler olup huzura ereceklerine
inanirlar. Sehir hayatindan beklentilerini percinleyen bir bagka umut
kaynagiisehemgerilerineaitolduguicintorpil alacaklarinainandiklar
fabrikadir. Sehir, fabrika ve hatta yeni baglangiclarin simgesi olan
sehre giden tren yolculugu vb. diginda iyimserliklerini diri tutan
bagka umutlara da baglanmiglardir bu karakterler. Ornegin, iflahsizin
Yusuf’un sehir hayatina atilmasini saglayan énemli bir sembol vardir
ki o da bir giin ustalik unvanmm alip kéyiine déndiigiinde agacagina
inandig1 gaz ocagidir. Bu hayale dylesine tutunur ki, beraber yola ¢iktig1
ikiarkadag1 da 6lmesine ragmen o, hayaline simsiki sarilarak ustaligim
alir ve hayalindeki gaz ocagini agmak tizere koyiine donmeyi bagarir.
Ancak Orhan Kemal gercekei bir yazardir ve bu durum eserlerindeki
umut temasinin da bazen hayalperest sonuclar verememesine neden
olmustur. Ornegin, Kése Hasan'in, ekmek parasini kazanip kdyiine
dondiigiinde kizina vermek istedigi kirmiz tarak ile yesil toka, onun
gelecege dair umutlarinin ve ulagacagl mutlulugun simgesi, bir nevi
onu sehir hayatina dayanmasi icin tesvik eden, sonunda ulasacagina
inandig1 mutluluga besledigi umudun nesnesidir. Bunlar, onceleri
ugrunakatlanmakzorundaolduklarininhafifleticisiolurken,sonradan,
oliimiiylebirlikteaslagetirisiolmayanbogbirhayalinnesnesine déniigiir
ve 6lmeden 6nce arkadaglarina “..bunlari da verin.”(91) diyerek kiziyla
esineiletilmesiniistedigibir varlik simgesi, adeta bir “ben buradaydim,
sizi unutmadim” haykirig1 olur. Arkadaglar: onu liime terk ederken
soyledigi “.. koye saglicakla varirsaniz Emine’min kara gozlerinden bir
glizel 6piin”(91) sozleriyle, kendi hayatina olmasa da bagka hayatlara
duyduguumudu dile getiren Hasan, Orhan Kemal’in eserlerinde umudu
6lmeden kendi olen karakterlere giizel bir 6rnektir. Benzer gekilde,
Pehlivan Ali'nin en biiylik hayali olan “para kazanma’nin simgesi,
yeni calismaya bagladi81 patoz makinesidir. T{im gelecek umutlarini
buna baglayan Ali, patozda caligsarak elde edecegi parayla kendisine
parlak bir gelecek kurmay: ve kdyline dondiigiinde biiyiik biri olarak
kargilanmay1 diiglerken, tiim hayallerini besleyen umudun sembolii
olan patoz makinesinin tistiinde “Pehlivan Ali'nin koca bedeni, yigilan
demetlerin arasinda yitip gider”(305) ve tiim umutlarini bagladigi bu
patoz makinesi Ali'nin 6liimii olur.
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Goriildiigli gibi Orhan Kemal'in koyli-isgi smifina mensup
kaderci karakterleri, kendi basit hikayelerinin icinde adeta, bir
batakhikta cirpindikca daha da dibe cekilen insanciklar gibi,
bogulmama miicadelesi verirken onlari bu bataklikta dibe vurmaktan
kurtaran tek dallar da iclerinde hi¢ eksilmeyen “umut” oluyor. Bu
orneklerdeki semboller, Orhan Kemal'in “umut” temasini eserleri
icinde harmanlarken en sik bagvurdugu kaynaklardir. Ciinkii
karakterlerin, kaderci zihniyetlerine ragmen pes etmeyen bu yapilari
ve tutunacak dallarim hi¢ yitirmemeleri, bir noktada cahil cesareti
olarak yorumlayabilecegimiz bir o6zellik olmasina karsin, Orhan
Kemal'inigledigihalkin gercek yliziini yansittig1 icin gercekeiligini hic
yitirmeyen bir umut agilar okurlarina. Zira bu yoniiyle Orhan Kemal,
okurlarimin goziinde umudun tasiyicist ve ulagtiricist konumundadir.
Vedat Giinyol, Orhan Kemal'in okura katkisini, “Orhan Kemal bize ti¢
sey getirdi: Kinsiz, herkese acik, comert yiireginden insan sicakligy;
hayat sertiveninden sonra da kafasinin 1g181ndan biling; insana olan
sonsuzgliveninden de umut.”(Calakalem,91) s6zleriyle ifade eder.

Sonug olarak, Orhan Kemal'in eserlerinin hepsinde, karakterlerin
umutlarini alevlendiren, iclerindeki farkl kivileimlar olmustur. Clinkii
Orhan Kemal, kendi hayatinda biriktirmig oldugu tiim umutlary, hayat
boyunca gozlemledigi koylii-igci sinifl insanina ulagtirmak amaciyla
eserler vermigtirve zaten bu sayede okurlarinin umutkaynagi olmustur.
OrhanKemal'ini¢indekiumuduntiikenmemesigibi, “Cemile”kitabinda
fakirligine ragmen cabalamay: siirdiirerek kiiciik hayallerini yagatan
ve “.fakirlik ayip degil, biz de fakiriz. Yeter ki damadim namuslu olsun.”
(63) diyen Cemile’nin babasinin da, ve hatta “Bereketli Topraklar
Uzerinde” kitabinda, calisgmak icin kapisinda yattign fabrikanin
kapisindan arkadaglariyla birlikte defalarca kez hirpalanarak kovulan
Iflahsizin “Yusufun umudu kirilmiyordu, kirilmayacakti” (41). i§te
tam da bu yiizden, Orhan Kemal'in ¢agdas: olan Talip Apaydinin su
sozliyle degerlendirmemizi bitirebiliriz: “Cagdas Ferhat'tir Orhan
Kemal. Bilirdi kayalar nice sert, en dipten en tepeye, yigit insan, yalin
kuvvet... Unii biiytiyecek dilden dile, kimse énleyemeyecek. Bin y1l sonra
bakacaksimizovarkdylerde, kentlerde, okullarda, cocuklarin ezberinde.
Derin vurdu kazmayi, Orhan Kemal 6lmeyecek.”
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“Macera” siiri Orhan Velinin 15 Mart 1950de yazdig1 Garip
Akimr'na bagh bir siirdir. Macera siirinde bir sairin hayatindan s6z
edilmektedir. Bu sair Orhan Velinin kendisi olabilir ¢iinkii sairler
yasadiklariyla ilgili giirler yazmaktan ¢ekinmezler. Orhan Velinin

baz siirlerinde kendi hayatini yansittig1 biliniyor. Orhan Veli denize
olan sevgisinibu siirde de yansitmigtur.

Siirde konusan kisi her seyi yasayarak ogrenen, kiictikliikkten
beri hayatin akiginda stirtiklenen ve hayat1 boyunca bir¢ok miicadele
vererek tecriibe edinen bir karakterdir. Cocukluk yillarinda hayatin
iyi taraflarini kegfeden sair, yetigkinlik yillarina gelince hayatin
aslinda bu kadar muhtesem olmadigini anliyor. Konugan kigi
cocukluk yillarinda gordiigii denizi, gokytiziinii kisacas: giizellikleri,
yetiskin olup gecim sikintisi baglayinca géremiyor. Siirde saire aci
cektiren ve cocuklugunda gordigii glizellikleri sona erdiren sorun,
gecim sikintisidar.

Siirde konusan kisi, her seyi yasayarak kesfettigini anlatiyor. Bu
yorumu desteklemek i¢in ilk iki béliime bakilabilir:

Kiictiktiim, kliciiciiktiim,

Oltayr attvm denize;
Biriistisiiverdi baliklar,

Denizi gordiim.

Birucurtma yaptim, telli duvakly;
Kuyrugu ebemkusags renginde;
Bir salwerdim gokyiiziine;
Gokyliziinii gordiim. (..)

Orhan Veli Kanik (Kanik,139)

Genelde ¢ocuklarin sorunlari olmaz. Onlar hayattan zevk almay1
ve hayatin onlara verdigi glizellikleri kegfetmeyi isterler. Bu siirde
konusankisinindecgocuklugubusekildege¢mistir. Siirdekonugankisi,
cocuklugundahayatin hep iyi ve gilizel yanlarini gérmiistiir. Cocukluk
yillar1 onda giizel ve 6zlem duyulan hatiralar birakmig. “Denizi
gordiim.” (Kanik,139) dizesi konugan kiginin deniz gibi bir giizelligi
kesfettigini anlatiyor. Bu, Orhan Velinin hayatina da baglanabilir.
OrhanVelinin denize kargi bir hayranligi oldugusiirlerinde genellikle
denizden s6z etmesinden anlagilmaktadir. Sair bu dizelerde cocukluk
yillarinin hep eglenceli aktiviteler yapilabildigi bir zaman oldugunu
anlatiyor. Mesela balik tutmak, ucurtma ugurmak.

Siirde konugan kiginin cocuklugu bittikten sonra sirayetigkinlige
geliyor. Siirin 3. boliimiinde konusan kisinin yetigkinlik yillarindan
bahsediliyor.

(..) Biyiidiim, igsiz kaldim, a¢ kaldvm;
Para kazanmak gerekti;
Girdiminsanlarinigine,
Insanlarigordiim. (.,)

Orhan Veli Kanik (Kanik,139)

Yetigkinler, cocuklarkadareglenmeyevakitayiramaz.Onlarin
para kazanmak ve ige gitmek gibi sorumluluklar: vardir. Hayat
bazilari i¢in ¢ok zordur aym giirde konusan kisinin hayat: gibi.
Siirde konugan kisinin de bir siirii sorunu var ve ge¢im sikintisi
dahayatini zorlagtiriyor. Bir dénem igsizkalmig ve parakazamasi
gerektigini a¢ kalinca anlamig. Bu sorunlar siirde konusan
kisinin cocuklugundan sonra aci cekmesine ve yagamanin hic de
kolay olmadigini anlamasina neden oluyor. Aslinda bu sorunlar
siirde konusan 6znenin, hayatin gerceklerini kegfetmesini de
sagliyor. Siirde, cocukluktan yetigkinlige gegcmenin beraberinde
bir siirii sorunlari getirdigine deginilmis. Siirde konugan 6zne,
cocukluguna ve ¢ocuklugundaki rahat ve huzurlu giinlere 6zlem
duyuyor. Eskiden yaptig1 eglenceli aktiviteler yerini sikici ve
zorlu ig glinlerine birakiyor. “Girdim insanlarin icine” dizesinde
siirde konusan kiginin ig hayatina atildi1g1 ve bir siirii yeniinsanla
tanigtigianlatiliyor. Insanlarin gercek yiiziinii tanimayabasgliyor.
Insanlarin ne kadar kotii veya ne kadar iyi olabilecegini anliyor.
Cocukken insanlara daha farkli bir bakis acisyla baktig1icin olsa
gerek, insanlarinigine girip onlari gérmesi ancak yetigkinliginde
miimkiin oluyor. Biiytiytlince siirde konusan kisiinsanlari taniyor.

Siirin 4. béliimiinde giirde konugan kisinin sorunlarinin hig
sona ermedigi ve hep hayatinin bir parcasi oldugu anlatiliyor.

(..) Ne ydrdan gegerim, ne serden;

Ne denizlerden, ne gékyiiztinden ama...
Buwrakmayor son gordiidiim,
Burakmayor gegim derdi.

Oymus, diyorum, zavall sairin

Goriip gorecegdi.

Orhan Veli (Kanik,139)

“Neyéardangecerim, neserden” deyimi,istedigisey fedakarlig:
gerektirdigi halde, fedakarlik yapmayan ve istediginden
vazgecmekistemeyenkimselericinkullanilir. Siirde konugankisi
denizi de gokyiiziini de gormek yani hayatini doyasiya yagamak
istiyor. Cocuklugunda yagadiklarini yeniden yasamak istiyor
ama son zamanlarda ylizlestigi gecim sikintilar: giirde konusan
6znenin ¢ocukluk zamanlarindaki gibi hayat: tiim giizelligiyle
yagamasinl engelliyor. Sairin isteginin gerceklesmesi igin
iglerinden fedakarhik edip gecim sikintisini unutmas gerekiyor
ama bu miimkiin degil.

Siirin son iki dizesinden siirde konusan kiginin bir sair
oldugu anlagiliyor. Sair kendine zavall1 diyerek sefil bir durumda
oldugunu belirtiyor. Sairin hayati boyunca goriip yasadig1 seyler
bunlardan ibaret. Son dizelerde sair, hayatinda yasadig1 mutlu ve
huzurlu anlarin azligindan sitem ediyor.

Sonug olarak siirde siradan bir insanin hayati ele alinmis.
Insaninbiiyiidiikge sorunlarininarttifivehayattakigiizelliklerin
azaldig1 gercegi ortaya konmus.
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There were and there are many musicians around the world
who have written pieces for funerals. These composers mostly
used the name “requiem” for their pieces. But there is one piece
whichisunforgettable, that appealsto people who are interested in
different kinds of music. This piece is so charming that the world’s
most famous musicians—for example Chopin—wanted this piece
to be performed during his funeral. This piece is the first thing
that springs to mind when we talk about this musical genre. This
is Mozart’s most famous work and his masterpiece: Requiem in D
minor. However, in order to understand this piece well, we have to
know three essential things ...

1. Lyrics

Lyrics are often essential parts of musical pieces. Lyrics have
the power to help us identify the genre of the piece, and in order to
fulfill their duty, lyrics have to fit the music itself. In this piece we
see that Mozart goes mad due to his approaching death. He uses
words about death and the afterlife. The lyrics have two themes:
death and after death. In the Introitus he focuses on the people
who are already dead. The Kyrie shows us Mozart’s supplications
for mercy. With the Dies irae, the before-death part begins; the
Day of Judgment is mentioned. The other parts are about the idea
of Judgment Day. And, atlast, in the Lacrimosa, we see the funeral
day, “the day of tears.” After Lacrimosa, the curtains close for
Mozart.

2. Musical Ingeniousness

This piece of Mozart’s is based in D minor, whose main notes
are D, F, and A, and continues with the cycle which contains D
minor’stonic, subdominant, dominant and relative major. A piece’s
first and last scales are the keys for finding which chord is used to
write that piece. In the piece we witness the inversions of D minor
in those scales. Also in the piece tutti parts are often used. Those
tutti passages increase the depth of emotion this piece gives. We
see these mostly in Introitus, Kyrie, Dies irae, Rex tremendae, and
Confutatis.

Musical pieces are like literary paragraphs. They have
introduction, support, and conclusion paragraphs. Unfortunately,
Mozart had to leave this piece incomplete while he was writing
one of the support paragraphs. As we know, each paragraph also
has introduction, support, and conclusion sentences. However,
sometimes Mozart uses introductions which seem like supports
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or doesn’t use introductions at all. We witness this situation in
Diesirae and Rex tremendae.

Requiem in D minor has a magic that allows it to appeal to
people with different emotions. When I first listened to this
piece—during the movie Amadeus—I sensed the true pain and
despair which caused Mozart’s death. Also I witnessed the true
evil who is tricky and ruthless. On the other hand we can learn
Mozart’s emotions while he was writing this piece. Generally in
the piece, Mozart’s supplications for mercy are mentioned. So we
can say that Mozart knows that he will die and begs God to forgive
him for his sins.

3. The Piece’s Story, or Legends about It

Legends always increase people’s interest about something
regardless of whether it is true or not. Our piece also has a story,
one which has never been proven.

It was 5 December 1791. The day that the world’s best musician
died. The day that Mozart passed away and left an incomplete
piece. This was the piece that charms everyone who is interested
in music, the piece that appeals to every ethnic groups, and the
piece that reflects all Mozart’s musical experiences. This piece is
so charming and unique that many musicians, including Chopin,
have wanted the requiem to be sung at their funerals. Even though
the requiem has these properties, its story is the main thing that
makes it extraordinary.

It was the last scene of Mozart’s magnificent Don Giovanni.
While everyone was sitting and watching him play quietly, there
wasamanwhowasimpressed morethaneveryone. Hewas Antonio
Salieri, who was jealous of Mozart’s impressive talent. He believed
that whenever Mozart composed new pieces, his own defeat was
becoming more unbearable. And suddenly, during the display,
he found the way to turn his defeat into victory. This way was so
terrible and hair-raising that you begin to hate Salieri’s guts. He
aimed to make Mozart write arequiem. After the composition was
finished, he planned to poison him and to introduce the requiem
as ifhe had written it for Mozart.

He finds the costume that Mozart’s dead father Leopold wore
during a festival and goes to Mozart’s dwelling. He knocks on the
doorand Mozartopensit. Mozartisshocked and frightened as soon
as he sees his father’s costume. He thinks that this is his father’s
ghost. After a little while Salieri asks Mozart to write a requiem
for a person who deserves arequiem mass. Salieri, Mozart doesn’t
know he is Salieri, gives Mozart some money. Mozart accepts the
offer. At this moment, sleepless nights begin for Mozart. He works
all day and never sleeps. During his last weeks his health condition
gets worse. He is so tired that he is barely standing. Also he is
spending money extravagantly. His wife can’t stand him anymore
and leaves Mozart and goes to the spa. With this bad events, his
last night comes. During the performance of Magic Flute, he feels
tired again, but this time his body cannot withstand the tiredness
and he faints. In awhile he dies.

It was 5 December 1791. The day that the world’s best musician
died. The day that Mozart passed away and left an incomplete

piece...
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Onwhan KRemalin
Eseleunde Umal

“Cagdas Ferhat'ts Orhan Kemal/Bilirdi kayalar nice sert/Yara
yara geldi disiyle tirnagwyla/En dipten en tepeye/Yigit insan, yalin
kuvvet/Unii biiyiiyecek dilden dile/Kimse onleyemeyecek/Bin yil
sonra bakacaksiniz/O var kéylerde, kentlerde/Okullarda ¢cocuklarin
ezberinde/Derin vurdu kazmayy/Orhan Kemal 6lmeyecek.”

Talip Apaydin

Dogumunun ylizincii yilinda hala etkisini stirdiiren, Tirk
Edebiyatinin en ¢&nemli sanatgilarindan Orhan Kemal’in
Eserlerinde Umut konulu makale yarismasina katilma amacim
hem OrhanKemalhakkindakapsamlibilgiedinebilmekhemdeher
eserde olay orgiistinde kiiciik veya biiytik bir pay1 olan, bu ylizden
oldukca ilgimi ¢ceken umut temasinin iglenigini edebiyatimizin
en 6nemli isimlerinden birinin kaleminden gézlemleyebilmekti.
Orhan Kemalile yakin zamanlardayasamaigolan Talip Apaydin’in
“Cagdas Ferhat't1 Orhan Kemal/Bilirdi kayalar nice sert/Yara
yara geldi digiyle tirnagiyla/En dipten en tepeye/Yigit insan,
yalin kuvvet/Unii biiyiiyecek dilden dile/Kimse énleyemeyecek/
Bin y1l sonra bakacaksiniz/O var koylerde, kentlerde/Okullarda
cocuklarin ezberinde/Derin vurdu kazmayi/Orhan Kemal
6lmeyecek”sozleriylebuonemliismindliimsiizolacaginiongormiis
olmasi, Orhan Kemal’in kaleminin etkisinin ne kadar genis bir
zaman diliminde hissedildigini gérmemi saglayarak sanatgiya
ve konuya olan ilgimi arttirdi. Talip Apaydin'in diigiincelerinden
olusan bu alintida “kdylerde, kentlerde” sézleriyle vurgulandigi ve
Orhan Kemal’in eserlerinden goriilebildigi iizere Orhan Kemal’in
yalnizca bir grup veya bir sinifa degil, tiim halka, her tiir insana
hitap ettigini gormek bana, romanlarini inceledigimde bir hedef
kitlenin anlamasi amaciyla yazilmamig bu eserlerden sanatg¢inin
diisiince yapis1 hakkinda bilgi sahibi olabilecegimi diigtindiirdii.
Bu diislinceyle olusturdugum tezimde Orhan Kemal’in sanat ve
yagama bakig acis1 ve diislince yapisi tizerinde durdum ve Orhan
Kemal'in Eserlerinde Umut konulu makalemde sanatc¢inin
eserlerinde umuda verilen 6nemin fazla olmasinda “Neden?”
sorusu tiizerinde durdum. Sanatcinin Bereketli Topraklar

Uzerinde, 72. Kogus ve Cemile isimli eserlerini inceleyerek umut
temasinin iglenisi tizerine yaptigim gozlemler sonucunda Orhan
Kemal’in eserlerinde umut temasinin, sanat¢inin hayat goriisii ve
sanat anlayigindan kaynakli olarak, hakim oldugunu gérdiim.

“Gercgekeiligi, icinde yagadifim toplumun insanlarina ayna
tutmugcasina yansitmak sanmiyorum. Bozuk bir diizenin
her yoénden bozdugu, insancil davraniglardan alikoydugu,
insanoglunu diismemesi gereken alcakliklara yuvarlayan
bir diizensizligin c¢liriik meyveleri sayarken, gene de onlarda
eriyip mahvolmamig, kurtulmak icin caba gosteren yanlarin
var olduguna inaniyorum.” soézleriyle kendi sanatina bakigini
aciklayan Orhan Kemal, aydinlik gercekei olarak bilinmektedir
(Hizlan). Yalnizca toplumun her kesitini, her yoniiyle gozler
oniine sermekle kalmamig, olmus olanla yetinmeyerek olmasi
istenene ve istenme sgekline yonelmis olan sanatgi, bunun
sonucunda gergekecilige aydinligi, iyimserligi getirmigtir. Bu
sozlerinde bahsedilen cabadan, eserlerinde ana veya yan 06ge
olarak iglenen umut kavraminda da bolca yararlamilmigtir. Halk
ve insan lizerine bir konugsmasinda “Ben halkimi, kdyliimi,
biitlin koyliileri, biitiin fakir fukaray: seven bir yazarim. Belirli
bir takim sartlar ytiziinden geri, bilgisiz, gorgiisiiz, pis kalmig
insanlarin, imkana kavugtuklar: zaman degisip geligeceklerine,
ileriligi benimseyeceklerine, uygarlasacaklarina inaniyorum.”
diyen sanat¢inin bu sézlerinden her tiir insana ve kesime karsi
bir umut besledigi goriilmektedir (Kokliigiller). Sanatci, hem
hayat goriigiinii hem de sanat anlayigini acgiklayan bu kesitte
gozlemlenen, imkansizliklar icinde yasayan alt kesim igin
duyduguumudu, Bereketli Topraklar Uzerinde adliromanindaana
karakterler olan Iflahsizin Yusuf, Kése Hasan ve Pehlivan Ali’ye
yiklemistir. Bu {i¢ karakter Orhan Kemal’in sozlerinde gegen
“geri, bilgisiz” insan portresinin temsilcileri olmakla birlikte,
yine Orhan Kemal’in s6zlerinde gegen degisip gelisme i¢in gerekli
olan imkani bulma amaciyla yola koyulmuslardir. Romanda
yaratilan diinya, Orhan Kemal’in “halkimi, koylimi, biitiin
koyliileri” sozlerinde kucakladigr toplum kesitinin ve onlarin
gelismeleri yoniindeki umudunun edebiyatina olan yansimasidir.
Orhan Kemal’in yarattig1 karakterlere ve karakterleri iizerinden
topluma kars: besledigi umut, sanatcinin insan sevgisinin
yasaminda ve sanatindaki gostergesidir. “Toplumda gadra
ugramig insanlarin -sosyal bakimdan- iyimserlige ihtiyaclari
var.” sozleriyle Orhan Kemal, sanatindaki iyimserligin amacinin
toplumun ihtiya¢ duydugu mutlulugaulagmak icin bir motivasyon
saglamak oldugunu belirtmigtir (Kokliigiller). Bu motivasyonun
saglanmasinda Orhan Kemal, yine umut temasina bagvurmusgtur.
Bereketli Topraklar Uzerinde adli romaninda “toplumda gadra
ugramig insanlar” (haksizliga ugramig insanlar) roliindeki ana
karakterlerin fabrikaya gitmek tizere, kendilerinden emin bir
sekilde yola ¢ikmig olmalarina ragmen bekgiyle catigmalari, yine
de yi1lmamalar kitapta israrla umut kelimesiyle vurgulanmagtur.
Bu durum, Orhan Kemal’in yaratmak istedigi motivasyonda
umudun kullaniminin bir 6rnegidir.

Orhan Kemal umuttan halkin tlinelinin sonuna bir g1k
tutmak amacli bir ara¢ olarak yararlanmanin yani sira, bir
gercekei olarak insan kavramini her yoniiyle ele alirken, insanin
duygu diinyasina deginmekte de kullanmigtir. Sanatgi, en yogun
duygulardan biri olan agki islerken, agkin umut kavramindan
askin temelini olugturmasi yoniiyle yararlanmistir. 72. Kogus
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makalecssays

adl1 eserinde agk, cezaevinde, tutsak bir
hayat yasamakta olan Kaptann Fatma'ya
kars1t hisleri {lizerinden islenilmigtir. Bu
ask Kaptani yiyip bitirirken tek dayanagi
ozgiir oldugunda Fatma’si ile kuracag:
mutlu yuvanin hayalidir. Orhan Kemal
aski islerken umudu, yaratti§1 karakterine
destekleyici olarak, bir avuntu niteliginde;
topluma ise karakterin gelecegiyle ilgili fikir
verici nitelikte kullanmigtir. Sanatei, agk
ile harmanlayarak igledigi umut temasini
Cemile adli romaninda da Deveci Copur
Halil, Cemile ve Katip Necati arasindaki
ask ticgeniyle sergilemistir. Deveci Copur
Halil'in Cemile ile olmak umuduyla maddi
durumunu kullanmasi, Cemile’nin ise tek
isteginin Katip Necati olup, beraber olabilme
umuduyla yasiyor olmasi Orhan Kemal’in
umudu agk temasinda da olay akisinda
ve karakter olugumunda bir ara¢ olarak
kullaniginin bir érnegidir.

“Ben, sadece tanik olmay1 yeterli
bulmuyorum. Insani anlayacak, savagini
anlayacak, buna katilacak sanatei, kolaylikla
aldatilan kisilerin aldanmalarina kars:
duracaktir” Soziiyle Orhan Kemal, insan
yagsamini, yolculugunu insanin “savagi”
olarak tamimlamigtir (Bezirci 47). Savagin
baglangi¢c noktasinda ve siirdiiriilmesinde
temel faktér her zaman umut olmustur. Orhan Kemal, tanmk
olmay1 yeterli bulmadigini sdylemesi ve bu savas1 okuyucuyla
yasamas1 gerektigi diisiincesiyle okuyucunun umudunu kendi
yasaminda eserleri ve yarattig1 karakterler yoluyla aktardigini
gostermistir.

Aydinlik gercekei bir sanatgi olan Orhan Kemal, toplumun her
yoniine ayna tutuyor olsa da karakterlerinde yalnizca gergekei
yoniiniidegil, iyimseryoniiniide konusturarak eserlerde “Aydinlik,
ileri; kotuliklerle, deliliklerle, algakliklarla, bayagiliklarla
miicadele edecek aydin tipler” gereklilig§ini vurgulamigtir
(Bezirci 56). Bu savaggr tip, Bereketli Topraklar Uzerinde
romaninda Iflahsizin Yusuf, Cemile romaninda Cemile ve 72.
Kogus romaninda Kaptan karakterleriyle yansitilmig, romanda
yaratilan umut temasini saglayan miicadeleyi bu karakterler
vermigtir.

OrhanKemal’iézglinyapanbakisacisinigosterdigi“Benhalkin
kendisi, bir par¢asiyim. Onun i¢in yakindan goriiyor, biliyorum ki
en kotii insanin bile iyi bir yani var.” sozleriyle aydinlik gercekei
kimliginive hayatave sanatinabakig acisini aciklayan sanatcinin
umut temasini iglerken kullandig1 yagam miicadelesi, zorlu yagam
sartlarive agk ve agi§in besledigiumut 68elerinin dogal ve bagarili
olmalarinin kendini okuyucu kitlesiyle 6zdeglestirmesi ve
gozlemlerini oldugu gibi, bu gézlemlerden yaptig1 ¢ikarimlar olan
halkin beklenti ve umutlarini da katarak romanlarinda yeni bir
diinya kurmasindan kaynaklandig: gorulmektedir (Kokligiller).
Orhan Kemal, toplumdan ilham alan, toplumu hedef alan ve
toplum i¢in yazan, Tiirk Edebiyati’nin 6liimsiiz kalemlerindendir.
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Eserlerinde, toplumun en kiigiik yapitasi olan insanin daimi
ihtiyaci olan umuda verdigi biiylik 6nem ile sanatci, okurlarina
kendi bakis agisindan insan ve toplumu anlatmig; olmus olanin
digina cikarak, toplumun bekledigi, istedigi yani umulan
istenen senaryoya, bu senaryonun umulmasina da yer vermis
ve bu yolla 6zgilinliigiinii kazanmigtir. Eserlerinde umudun pay:
romanlarin sonunda umulan sona ulagilmasindan &te, karakter
ve olay yaratiligindaki etkisidir. Orhan Kemal’in hayatinda ve
sanatinda hakim olan iyimserlik diiglincesiyle koklenen umut
temasi, sanat¢inin aydinlik gercekei olusunun bir yansimasi
olmakla birlikte, eserlerinin yapitaslarini olusturan égelerin en
6nemlilerindendir. Orhan Kemali¢inumuthembirarachemdebir
amac olmusg, toplum i¢in yaratmak istedigi sanatindaki en biiyiik
yardimcisi oldugu gibi, diiglince diinyasinin anlagilmasinda
kullandig1 bir numaral ifade sekli, konusu gérevini iistlenmigtir.
Orhan Kemal'in eserlerinde umut, bir yasayis ve diisiiniigiin
disavurumudur.

KAYNAKCA

Bezirci, Asym. Orhan Kemal. Istanbul: Tekin Yayinevi, 1984. Yazil.
Hizlan, Dogan. “Aydinhik Gergekgilikin biiyiik ustasin aniyoruz.”
Hiirriyet 30 Mayis 2007. Web

Kemal, Orhan. 72. Kogus. Istanbul: Everest Yayinlary, 2007, Yazila.
Kemal, Orhan. Cemile. Istanbul: Everest Yaywnlari, 2008. Yazul.
Kemal, Orhan. Bereketli Topraklar Uzerinde. Istanbul: Everest
Yaywnlari, 2008. Yazil.

Kokliigiller, Ahmet. “Nasil Yazwyorlar.” Varhk

15 Mart 1968. Halk Sahnesi. Web



by Artun Dalyan

Let’s start walking around Eminénii in Istanbul
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Two children drinking from a historical Ottoman fountain
i
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The tourists
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Cosmopolitan people
in Eminonii

Tourists in the
Spice Bazaar

The man selling bubble
blowers in front of

the Spice Bazaar

Historical
Ottoman lokma,
a Turkish sweet =

People in front of
the New Mosque

Porters burdened
with handmade
woven carpets
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People in the mosque courtyard

Pure smile of a child

Abaya-dressed
tourist
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A man selling Turkish flags
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Children with pigeons

.

A child playing with pigeons
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Two hungry children eating their corn

An Angry Bird who
is tired of children
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Hande Basak OKTAY

Jhe Rush -

Rushing is all we do,

Speed-walking down hallways,
Going fast back and forth between our houses and places we must be,

Not even recognising the faces that pass by,

How can we recognise them,
‘When we don’t look up?
‘When we don’t see?

Even the rabbit with the pocket watch is better than us,
Atleast he rushes for a reason,

And accidentally drags Alice along with him,

We rush mindlessly like zombies,

Only going to places we've been told,

Not seeing flowers that bloom every season,

There are so many beautiful things in this world,
Wonders that make your mind race,

Or little details which make you smile,

They appear in our lives as we go,

And make it worth every mile,

Life is meant to go down slow,
It’s very short and fragile,

Too precious to be wasted,
And be drunk in one sip,

So instead of rushing something that we have a little left,
‘We should stop and look around,

See the beauty,

Feel the sun,

Be wanderlust,

And enjoy every moment.
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Imagine a world with tears

A world, which has nothing in it

‘Which cries every day when the sun goes down
Which I hate the most

Imagine a world with tears

A world, which has bodies in it

‘Which cries every day when the sun goes up
Which I get used to the most

Imagine a world with tears

A world, which has people in it
Which cries because of happiness
Which I wish the most

Efe ORAL
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We all are stained by the footprints

of people who walk in and out of our lives,

Scarred by the words said to us,

Haunted by unpleasant memories

We all are full of deep emotions that we keep

Locked up

behind a dusty door, in a dark room that we rarely visit.
But people can be so judgmental and full of prejudice:
A boy sheds hopeless tears

In a crowded corridor, full of noisy teens

He’s immediately belittled and called names

And out of all the people walking by,

Very few bother to take a second glance

at his wet cheeks

And no one really knows, or wants to know, what’s wrong
Because it’s so easy to humiliate a broken soul

And step on the already broken pieces

And then walk away from his sobs.

And even though they don’t, I do know

that being hurt doesn’t make him weak,

his tears don’t mean he’s whiny

And they definitely don’t make him any less of a boy
and any more like a girl.

But he’s still called a “sissy” every day, ruthlessly.

I guess it’s tough for some people

to accept that they don’t know everything about everyone
and that they only know what they are allowed to see.
Everyone’s already aware of their flaws

And no one needs them to be highlighted

every single day, all over again.

If pointing out flaws is so easy,

Then why is it so hard to appreciate the good qualities?

Chipped teeth, awkward conversation skills,
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Asymmetrical faces, a weird sense of humor

So many things are referred to as “flaws”

But flaws are interesting

And honestly, having flaws is so much better than being “perfect”
Because “perfect” is actually a plain white wall

And flaws are splashes of color that make it beautiful.

But judgmental minds and blinded eyes,

Along with commonly known stereotypes

Make us deaf to any unique voice, and blind to any different image.
‘We see black and white instead of a million shades of every color
We hear a monotone voice instead of screams, whispers and laughs.
And ask anyone, they’ll tell you judging is wrong

and that bullying is horrible.

Yet so many people are bullied and judged so horribly

That they decide it’s better for them to be lifeless

And they let go.

A punishment of innocence, I'd say.

Weird, how you can judge so easily and hurt so much with words
because words can pierce like a cannonball and slash like a sword
And while there are shields and armors in war

We are vulnerable against words

And they are the strongest artillery I know.

But think of a word as a knife in your hands

Would you swing it around, spilling blood?

Why is it a bigger deal when we get scarred physically

But words are barely considered important,

When they have the power to kill, too?

Efe ORAL
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Free

It happened when I was only 7

I was chasing after a bird

Alittle one it was

Not pretty not so silly

It was flying

‘What I wanted was to be a part

To be a part of its journey

But I could not fly

And it didn’t care

I stayed there looking up

Butit didn’t even look down to wave

WhenIwas9

Isaw abird

It was flying and I could not
It was mean

And it was hard

To be born as a human

While inside I was a hawk

WhenIwas 10

I was riding my bike

Abird flew over me

Iwas fast

Butnot fast as it

It flew away and let me take the hint
Iwasno bird

I was no good

I could not fly

It was easy like that

To break a human’s heart
Icould decide

But it could fly

Icould read and write
But it could be more free

Than I could ever be ...
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Canberk HUREL

Ysu Can De Jhis

Every day I sit at my desk

To study for the same things

over and over ...

Seems like an endless work

I feellike the walls close up on me

Stress, boredom, fatigue....

Then I close my eyes

take a deep breath

Iimagine Cesme, Bodrum, Antalya ...
The great Mediterranean Sea

Sun is in the sky

aweak cooling breeze

No worries, no stress, no responsibilities ...
aperfect heaven

Lying down against the sea
arefreshing drink in your hand
friends around you

Nothing can destroy this ...

I suddenly open my eyes
and there still it is

Aload of work staring at me
I want to scream

but I keep my cool

Hang in there buddy ...

I say to myself

You can do this,

You can earn that heaven,

You can survive through this hell!

Efe ORAL
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Mert KARA

You don’t remember those nights, huh?

Nights that I felt dizzy even without a single drop of wine

That drink that
Holy for some people

Drink that I’'ve never needed.

A poem: No words,

Just scenes

Flicking in my head randomly
Finding their lives

With the ink

A choice: Absolutely wrong.
A season: Winter.
A question: Why?

A dream: Moving miles away
Big bed, great distance, lots of money
Two kids

An apology: Just like as Bukowski said:

Find what you love and
Letitkill you

Sorry, Henry.

Sorry, dirty old man.

Efe ORAL
UAA Photography Club
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Ilkin Deniz OZEN

(U Jhwee

ITamten. And1
Ask them what happens when we die

I, get three answers

“We come back as someone else,”
“We go to heaven or hell.” And finally

“We become spirits”

Now, I decide that

I want to believe in all three

I want to think that when

Someone dies, he comes back to this world, to me

I want to say that he will be

Even happier in Heaven

Iwant to believe that he is comfy, watching me struggle in

The web of life, visiting me in his own ways
I know it sounds silly but
That’s the only way I can

Ease the pain, the misery of his journey to the clouds

The only way

I can move on

The only way

I can feel some peace while remembering him

Itis December

The happiest month of the year
Everyone laughing, buying presents,
Celebrating the New Year

But not me.
Because I hear his bus’ wheels
I feel him leaving me and touch his soft fur for the last time

I see him, starting his journey

And December ...

December becomes the most bitter month

All my hopes, my cheer, my joy
Fade away as someone blows out the candles and the lights
In his eyes

As he closes them for the last time

That, is when I want to believe in all three
Because I can’t move on

I can’t get over it

Everyone laughs at me for being devastated
After an animal’s death

But I know,

They didn’t feel a kitten, biting their finger
With its tiny mouth and tooth

They were never woken up by a kitten

Walking on their face and squeaking

They never fed a cat with tuna fish
And heard his joy

And they never waited for a cat to come after them

Or expected him to be sleeping on the sofa

Just to see emptiness laughing

and their tears running down, when they look up

So when he passes away
I feel so many things at once;

I can’t respond
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First, I can’t process that all I will see
And hear will be emptiness when I look up

Then, I start crying
It is finally hitting me: he is on the other side
Ofthe show

He is the audience, and he isn’t following me

Then, when someone says his name,

There is only silence

And now, when someone says his name, I respond;

“He made a really cute sound while breathing, right?” Or
“I remember him catching birds and

bringing them inside to play” or

“His voice was really high-pitched and cute” or

“Remember when he fell from the balcony?”
And everyone joins me with his other adventures

AsIremember his memories with them,

Irealize;

Nobody can truly overcome death
The pain is always with us
But we can move on

Always remembering their joy, happiness and excitement

I guess that’s how I am moving on

Living with the pain

But also with memories, cheerful and peaceful memories
And, with all three

Efe ORAL
UAA Photography Club
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Serra OKUMUS

The Sslar System

It happened when I was only 7
Iwas chasing after a bird
Alittle one it was

Not pretty not so silly

It was flying

What I wanted was to be a part
To be a part of its journey

But I could not fly
Anditdidn’t

Efe ORAL
UAA Photography Club

Irem Su BULUT

(n (ikamn I light

Silence in the crowd, nobody says a word
Dim light and fallen leaves
Brancheslooking at me

Akid passes by, running ...

A man goes after him

To get him? I don’t know ...

Heads down, nobody dares to make eye contact
Dim light and fallen leaves

Tears are ready, waiting to fall

Once more, for all

Waiting for the bad news

To be able to cry? I don’t know ...

Tea cups on the coffee tables, nobody takes a sip
Dim light and fallen leaves

An autumn night with no hope left

Footsteps being heard, breaths are held

The time has come

To be devastated? I don’t know ...
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Cagla SuISBILEN

Hluch

Things beyond my control hurt me the most.

For instance, in this pitiful life,

Not spending enough time with my loved ones, at my favorite

places,
When I know time is a river, running fast
A vast hand that’ll drift us apart one day.

The pain is inevitable.

And then, I want people to see me,

Like the hopeless girl I am,

For who I was, who I am

For who I want to be.

What if they don’t even realize me?

So many thoughts conquer my mind, a hollow pit of dread.
Right in the moment, as I write this,

There is a woman laughing, just behind me.

Loud laughs from her carefree mouth drill my head,

She gets louder and louder, until

I expect my head to blow up.

I can’t stand hearing her laugh,

So oblivious, so unconcerned.

Yet, strangely,

I want to hear her laugh, need to hear her laugh

To keep me going, to give me courage.

Ilook up now, dazzled.

See the humorous sun shines above, prickling my skin.

I close my eyes, surrendering, just to hear her severe laugh.

So oblivious, so unconcerned.

I want tolie in bed all day,
Sleep,

sleep,

sleep ... All day long.

Until the day’s tired clouds close on me.
Iwant to be lazy, and this desire of mine
Is a flashing light right in my eye.
Yet at the same time, I want to change the world.
Speak 7 different languages, skydive,

try every single ice cream flavor
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In the world.

(I can’t stand being useless, like a poem without words.
People who live it to the fullest are the ones bursting
with talent.)

And not that I can do all these things, anyway.

I don’t have time, for time passes so relentlessly,

Making me mad as it does so.

Here I am, talking big, saying things I want to do some-
day.

Have it ever crossed my mind

That Ilack the motivation?

The husky push to get me going,

The sour smell to wake me up from this weary dream.
I may have the power to deal with everything,

Nearly and only everything —yet with this apathy,

I’'m a dead end, a pen without ink,

And akid trying to chew without teeth.

I’'m a sixteen year old,
with a mind of an old woman.

Worrying much, questioning much, thinking much.

This once, let me rest in this sea of agony, with my old
body
Sinking deep, after a soft touch.
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Emir OZMEN Ilken Deniz OZEN

Joo bad £ can't dive. Breathing in, and sat ..

winner, UAA Library Haiku Contest, spring 2014

Emre 0ZTURK
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Canberk HUREL

Ysu Swwsived

I always see people on streets;
nearly twenty million of them

Each special in their own way, each different

from different backgrounds, ethnicities, stories, families ...

soldiers united for war

Then I realize, we have something in common
we fight for the same side

We all live in Istanbul

the seven headed dragon

Every morning we wake up to a new war
against this wild city
Every day we get out to a battlefield
streets like trenches
millions walking, bumping into each other
salesman shouting to attract customers
mouth-watering scent of meat arise from restaurants
Like soldiers we march into madness
charge into enemy
hoping a bullet won’t find us
But for what?
The answer is really simple
SURVIVAL

You have to have what it takes
to survive in this city
You have to endure; hold your ground
stress, anger, frustration, fatigue...
can get you killed in this arena of blood
You have to have control
like a steel rod, you won’t break
You have to be tough, strong, determined
because this city never stops
because this war never stops

It challenges people everyday

loud horns of the cars in traffic

annoying beggars trying to sell napkins
following people until they buy one

or abus on a Friday evening
no place to move, no air to breathe
a strong smell of sweat

an endless agony that will continue for hours

Everyday people go to their jobs
from 9 o’clock to 6
from sunrise to sunset
They spend all of their energy
to have one more night
one more morning
to have one more meal
ahot delicious soup maybe ...
But what do they get
alow salary check
like an insult, a slap to the face
They should not be sad at all
they should be one of the proudest
Because they lived for another day
“I survived!” they should say
There is no easy way
Itis enough just to say

“I survived!”

After reaching home
“I survived!”
Before every meal
“I survived!”
Every time waking up
“I Survived!”
Every time going to bed
“Isurvived!”
In every move the make
“Isurvived!”
In every breath they take
“Isurvived!”
Every moment they are alive
“I survived!”

Because they survived!

SCRCEe z014/2



slirpoetry

Semanur ACAR Iren Azra COSKUN

Ftalf palm of summe-, UndenThe JW
( botlle of sea with calm, I is o black boskshelf

winner, UAA Library Haiku Contest, spring 2014

Emre 0ZTURK
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Ipek GUNEY Emirhan NUR

Jhe eanly flowenrs Snowdrep en my desk
Of atree, quickly willed Witer ansundthe snewdep
((fler a cold ~ain. Pencils around the witer

winner, UAA Library Haiku Contest, spring 2014 winner, UAA Library Haiku Contest, spring 2014
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slirpoetry

Isil GULSEREN

L

There is this little girl,

with big gray cloudy eyes,
trapped inside a huge glass ball,
trying to stay alive.

She fights against a monster that is inside the glass ball.
The monster is a faceless shadow,

composed of emotions

and is about to explode.

The monster is hatred and love.
The monster is black yet white.

The monster is guilty but innocent.

Every day, girl with the eyes of an owl
has to fight back to the merciless shadow
in order to survive

As if she is a warrior in someone else’s war.

Then there’s this other girl with stormy eyes,

cold asice,

incomplete like an undone painting.

Every day she talks, she smiles, she laughs

Very few notice that her smile doesn’t go through her eyes.
No one notice the girl trapped behind a smile.

Time passes by, she grows old.

Now she is nothing but cold.

She is not a girl that people look twice.
She is a girl, carrying a shield of control.
She is a girl hiding inside the shadows,

suspicious like a fox,

too scared to trust.

She is scared of the consequences of lowering her shield
and giving someone permission to destroy the monster.

She is a 4 year old afraid of darkness.

A while later she becomes a teenager

that defies the stereotypical characteristics of one.
She is even more scared now,

because she doesn’t fit.

She is a colorful bird among with black and white ones.

When she walks through the school hall,

she hears people gossiping about her.

“Weirdo,” “creepy,” “freak” are the words she catches the
most.

People laugh carelessly,

without realizing that their words hurt.

The horrifying part is that maybe they do realize that she’s
hurt,

and they choose to laugh anyway.

At one point she realizes she can’t take it anymore.

So why not she thinks,

why don’t I change?

Why don’t I become one of them?

Step by step, she imitates teens around her.

She desperately tries to fit in and get a place for herself.
A while later, she succeeds;

she loses her colors and now

she is black and white too.

The glass ball shrinks as she changes.

Now that the girl with stormy eyes is gone,

now that the girl with stormy eyes lost her colors,
girl with cloudy eyes fades away.

In the end, the girl with cloudy eyes is gone

and the monster gets out.

Girl with stormy eyes is just one of the black and white birds
in the earth,

without wings to fly.
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Mina SISMANOGLU

Broken Heatt

You said believe in me so I trusted you
But all you did was leave me feeling blue
The lies you told me hurt me so deep
Now my heart is ripped in two

A smile on my face, I put on a show
At night on my pillow my tears start to flow
When you turned from me to smile at her

I knew our love had faded; it would never grow

Forever and always you whispered to me

Asra POLAT
UAA Photography Club

How could I know, how could I foresee
The way you would deceive and cheat

How your promises meant nothing, no guarantee

You said you were busy, something to do

But that day at the mall I bumped into you

You held her tight, your lips against hers

It was then that I realised the rumours were true

You played with my feelings; I was just a toy
You said you were a man but you are just a boy
You tried to win me back with endless pleas

You’ve lost me now; my heart is no longer yours to destroy
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Iren Azra COSKUN
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I have to do something

I said to myself

As Iwalk into the soft darkness

It is not what I've always wanted

It is not like the big pink teddy bear

The reassuring smell of pine trees has faded
My blue rivers are lost

Since I am about to start a fight

I don’t feel like I have so much left to say

I stop in front of his door

Idon’t think there is something that I can fight for
I fell onto the cold, hard ground

I feellost because
My loneliness is a sharp trigger
AndIdon’t know what to do

In this rotating disaster

I see two girls passing and their colorful veils
Ilook at them, they smile

Is this the reality?

Or just another try?

I feel like they don’t own any control in their lives
ButdoI?

Did I control the sky?

Why don’t I pass the sin?
Why I don’t act like that’s the thing?

“The life is about getting married!”

The torturing army
The old ladies

Bump in my brain

Itis just because of people, right?

Who are always oppressing me with their bloody words
And not respecting who you really are

The people who deter me from holding my boyfriend’s hand
From feeling his hot breath

From kissing him, from touching him whenever I want

They make me feel like a traitor

I try to stand up, but wind is like a bullet
I give up as I always do cause

“I have to be ashamed of myself”
Because of who I am

Because of what I had done

But I don’t want to regret anything simple
Life is simple

Our first, tender kiss

‘Was not that complicated

Our first, precious kiss

‘Was not that big of a deal

When I finally stand straight with my head held high
I hold onto my freedom

But something inside me is screaming
Something is teasing me

The smell of disappointment is irritating
The monster of my impenetrable jungle
As cruel as the dawn

Preventing me from moving my feet
Poking me everyday to make me fall

The torturing army

Is making fun of me

Ilook at my own not-moving disaster

Ilike to look at him

Ilike him hugging me like a soft pink teddy bear
Ilike him being free
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A little crazy I hear the withered laugh of the torturing army
But most importantly And I realize with a surprise

Always Itisaboutme

Always there Wanting him so much

Just for me Itis just about me

The girl who doesn’t know where to drop
Itis not just about him

I confess as I finally move slowly I tighten my fist

Not about his lips Put a smile on my frozen face
Itis not about us being defiant birds And open the door

Not about his jokes or tips Open the door

Not about his warm hands and chest
Itis not about him loving me
Fighting for me without hesitation

Living for me, driving me crazy

Kaan YILMAZTURK
UAA Photography Club
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Omer F, KAHRAMAN

I'm sitting in school’s basket-court

-not different than any sorta court-

There are two branches of life tree

Jtwo shiny iron baskets that sound like the walls of
Bronx,

I see, two different ways to go

one seeming higher, is it, maybe.

Many numbered seats for us in the court

,seats that feels rigid when you sit,

seats of common stereotypes

for tens, for hundreds, for millions, for billions

not that many choices

arailway maybe, not a highway in a hot shiny desert
in the way to Las Vegas, Nevada

one seat to sit, one color at rainbow, one flavor to taste
one ball to throw with a slight chance of scoring

the slight light in a cave

the light that enlights every particle after weeks of
darkness

one basket is higher, isn’t it

one road with stones on it

A thought becomes a scream of rage and rebel
a scream that torments every single ear
anoise of chalk and blackboard

some under the spacious cool tree

some under the angry burning dry sun

and sometimes son

a grownup said sadly

baskets are designed for us

to not score

And ceremonies where we show

how we killed innocent babies after a war
smell of sweat, ambition, blood, war, freedom
a show of revised newer justice

take place in that sorta court

The ones on the floor

smiling behind any basket

shining beyond smoke

having fresh air of spring in lungs
playing under the smiling sun

in a place with choices

with colors and all flavors of haven
from bitter to sweet

a drunk professor says

a standard basket lives

as long as an intelligence department

wait the end, son

And, here you see me

catching the missed session

with sweat on forehead

the sourish smell of it

running annoyed

like a baby seeking for help
annoyed of everything’s fastness
under eyes and glasses

of ordinary people’s majority
people like non-read books

Outside everything in the game
unbiased to anything

That’s strength, weakness

Being alone and more than one

in crowded noisy breathless streets
listening to silent warm rain
shouting the voice of sinead o’connor
“lalalalalalalalalalalalalalala”
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Irem Su BULUT

Jhe River
Jhat Flows

The river that flows
From my heart to yours
Purelike a star

But deadly like the sky
The river that flows

From my heart to yours.

My army against yours

By the river that flows from my heart to yours.

There is no mercy, but no hatred
Filled with fish of love and pain
Both fighting with power, one thing to gain.

The river becomes red with blood drops
The river that flows

From my heart to yours

But then it becomes pure and shiny again
All redness fades away for a while

‘When my heart beats my mind.

Both armies are waiting

Yours to attack

Mine to defend

’Cause I don’t want to hurt you

I will only protect the river that flows
From my heart to yours.

The river that flows

From my heart to yours

Purelike a star

Deadly like the sky

But I will protect it no matter what
The river that flows

From my heart to yours.

Defne YAPICI
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Mert ARSLAN

Sometimes a shadow darkens,
and I shift my gaze to see ...

only a barrier of flesh in my way.

Sometimes one glows ever so slightly,
like a light bulb broken but still resisting,
and I watch ...

As the stronger light casts darker shadows,

And itis blotted out.

And sometimes one turns dull red,

like raging flames in a forge,

barely seen through thick black smoke.
Its fiery light burns the nearby shadows,
I see shadows on the courtyard,

that are not strong enough to hold up their armor

walking as slow as alost soul ... of flesh.

some running with the rush of forgotten work ...
Itis the same within me,

But does it really require strength to hide behind a wall?
a shadow hiding from the sun behind flesh

Should it, require strength to hide?

‘What is the point of hiding if there is no seeker?
I feel the cold, the chill in my chest,

but why?
I can feel it move back and forth like a tide,

It doesn’t matter.
‘Why would it?
i ) For it will not change.
sometimes more chaotic, .
] ) Change is only natural,
sometimes still.
It can only happen naturally,
I can feel the urge, the needto do ...

and not in any other way.
do what?
Am I notjust a shadow,

What is th do? I see moving statues of flesh,
at is there to do?

aimlessly wandering in a black field ...

mindlessly skulking like any other shadow ...
Around me there are shadows,

talking like a fleshless skull’s clattering teeth ...
laughing but not of joy,

Their muscles are tense,
protecting something,
something precious within.
Yet there is nothing,
nothing but hints of black,
that remain from a shadow
A shadow that has faded, leaving an empty shell behind.

sadistic laughter of suffering ...

But their voices clash upon an invisible barrier

only hints of words reaching in.
I know I can hear them,

but what does “and he ... ” mean?

what does “let’s do ... ” mean?
) . And for once, with the corner of my eye,
Words are nothing but letters bonded meaninglessly, . .
I see a shadow brave enough to lower its shield,

Only letters, very much like forgotten dreams ... . .
v v g only a bit though, cautiously,
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and the shadow is no longer black
I get a glimpse of gold, some blue, a hint of crimson roses.
But the courtyard around is dark like tar,

with shadows talking,

with shadows laughing.

And I watch, now focused on this anomaly,

As the shadow is forced to pull its shield up,
Expectedly, but, sadly,

leaving a scar of night black,

on the once brilliant,

once perfect surface ...

I see the last rays of colorful light devoured by a shield of
flesh,

hidden where it is dark like a dead heart,

where it is a shadow,

only a shadow.

I see shadows on the courtyard,
walking, as invisible as a tree in a forest ...

running, as indistinct as the shift in day and night ...

Shadows all tones of dark gray,
Shadows at midnight black.
And even though I know,
each and everyone of them hides a rainbow within,
shadowed by their shells.
For now they are mere props on an eternal stage of
life.

But why all hide behind a shell,

Why be afraid of one, who is afraid of you?
Why not, let our colors light up the world,
Like the torches we are?

Because change, is natural.
And it cannot happen by sheer will.
And until a change happens,
We all, are shadows,
walking in the courtyard,

wandering ...

We all, are shadows.

Kaan YILMAZT! URK
UAA Photography Club
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Ege ATILLA

Kaan YILMAZTURK
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Bir ceset naziyla duruyordu gol

Berrak fakat koyuydu suyu
Ve turuncgil kokarken sokaklar

Sirtimi Toroslara vererek
Dogmugum glinesle birlikte

Ne Hasan Dag patlamigt:

Ne Tuz Goli kurumustu
Tarlalar1 gecerken arabamiz
Annemin gigen gozleri

Benim catik kaglarim

Ve misir kocanlarindan bagka

Goriiniirde bir gsey yoktu

Vurdugumda alt1 yagimi
Tutmaya bagladi elim kalem
Ve o giin bugiindiir
Parmaklarim nasir tutana dek
Yazarim

Belki bir giin bir Orhan Veli
Olabilirim diye

Kanlica’da ictigim salepleri
Ortakdy’de yem verdigim giivercinleri yazarim.
Emirgan’da balik tutan amcalari

Sultanahmet’te yedigim macunlari yazarim.

Ve eger bir giin dilim varirsa

Cukurova'mi yazarim.
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Alara TURANLI

Suw Posust

8 Agustos 1999’da dogdum.

Annem beni kucagina aldiginda

11k, ayaklarimi kontrol ettigini sdyler hep.

Clinkii dogumumdan aylar 6nce

Bir doktor anneme sakat dogacagimi soylemis
Sakatligimin sebebi ise

Viicuduma oranla fazla biiyiik olan ayaklarim.

Bu hikaye beni hep guldiirur,

Annem de bana katilir beraber giileriz.

Clinkii biz anne kiz béyleyiz.

Dogumumdan dokuz giin sonra

En uzun araba yolculugumu yaptim.

17 Agustos 1999 Yalova depremi.

Yalova’daki yazligimizda olan anneannem

Ne zaman deprem konusu agilsa o geceki y1ldizlardan bahseder.
Parlak, dolu, ay kadar kocaman yildizlar gérmiis

Ne gariptir bu giizellikten sonra geceyi ¢igliklar kaplamais.
Evler denize dokilmiis bazilar: yerin dibine ¢okmiis.

O gece Yalova’da parlak yildizlarin altinda bir siirii yagam s6nmiis.

Dedem depremden birkag y1l sonra hayatini kaybetti.
Depremin ona verdigi tiziintiiden oldugunu soéyler
Teyzem, annem ve anneannem.

Onu her zaman bir y1ldiz olarak hayal etmeyi sevmisimdir.
En tepedeki, en parlak yildiz.

Anneannemse daima yanimda olan gii¢lii kadin.
Anaokulunda bana okuma yazmayi o 6gretti.

Ik yazdigim kelimeyse “turuncu”

Anneannenim saclarinin portakal turuncusu.

Yedi yasimda birinci sinifa gecerken cok aglamigimdar.

Ne korktugumdan ne ¢ekindigimden.

Anaokulu 6gretmenimi birakmak zorundayim diye.

Ama birakmak zorunda kalmadim.

Hep ziyaretine gittim.

Bana findik faresi derdi.

Kizi1 oldu, adini Alara koydu.

Sekiz yasimdayken matematik derslerinde

Hayaller kurardim.

En biiylik hayalim blyiiylince sinif 6gretmenime benzemekti.

Matematikte beceriksiz oldugumu diigiintirdiim.

Annem bana kendimi kiiclimsememeyi 6gretti.

Herkesin bagarilarinin ve yeteneklerinin farkli olacagini,
Kimsenin kimseye benzemedigini 6grendim.
Farkliliklarimi hep sevdim.

Dokuz yagimda sinif 6gretmenim

Artik sizin 68retmeniniz olmayacagim diyerek bize saka
yaptiginda

Her sakanin komik olmayacagini 6grendim.

Insanlarin gittigini ve bunun

Sakaya vurulacak kadar normal oldugunu 6grendim.
Kalbimizde vazge¢ilmezler boliimii yokmus.

“Giderse ne yaparim”lar yokmus hayatta.

Onyagimda insanlarin benimle arkadag olmasini bekledim.
Tim seneyi yalmz gecirdim.

Cabalamadan beklersem

Hicbir seyin beni bulmayacagini 6grendim.

On birimde insanlara ¢ok iyi davrandim,

Insanlar bana kotii...

Islerin ters gidebilecegini 6grendim.

Bazilarinin giivenilmez, bazilarinin kéti oldugunu 6gren-
dim.

Ve o kadar insanin arasindan dogru kigiyi bulmanin hiiner
oldugunu.

Yine on birimde dogru kisiyi buldum, en yakin arkadagima.
Bazi geylerin sadece tesadiif oldugunu anladim.

Bu tesadiifii cok sevdim ben.

On ikimde yeni bir okula geldim.

Uyum saglamanin iki tarafli oldugunu,

Girisimei olmanin biiyiikliigiini gérdim.

Ontigtimde ¢ok hatalar yaptim.

Diigttigiimde kalkmay1 68rendim.

Yaralarin iyilestigini ama izlerin kaldigini.

On dordiim nasil gegti anlamadim.

Zamanin akip gittigini fark ettim.

Liseye geldim.

Cok giizel insanlar tanmidim.

Yedi ayin iki yildan daha biiyiik olabilecegini 6grendim.
Bazi insanlarin sahte, bazilarinin gercek oldugunu anladim.
Dileklerin gercek olduguna inandim.

Ben bu insanlari ¢ok sevdim.

Onlarla gecirecegim yillarimi bekliyorum.
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Hagan Yildizlo

Kayan yildizlar ¢atina vurdugunda

Gel, gor o 15181

Sehrin dumanla kaplandiginda

Git, bul suglu zalimi

Ruhunun giizelligini teker teker sondiirenleri

Vur zincire, daha ne bekleyeceksin?

Gerg¢i sen narinsin,

Nereden bileceksin sevgisizi?
Her birini kucaklarken

Teker teker bigaklanacaksin.
Nerden bilesin?

Ancak ki kanatlarin ¢ikarken
Umutsuzca tekrar koparildiginda
Bileceksin o yildizlar: diisiireni
Cok gec degil mi?

Belki de hic¢ bilemeyecegim

Nasil bir masumlukla dogdugunu

Belki de hi¢ géremeyecegim

Kalbinin kirik pargalariyla kendini nasil mahvettigini
GOrmeyeyim zaten

Senin ac1 ¢ektigini

Oysaki bendim seni mahveden

Ne oldu da birden degistim?

Parlayan alevden yikici kasirgaya degistirdim kendimi
Ne duruyoruz peki?

Bir nokta belirleyelim

Bir kivilcima ihtiyacimiz olabilir,

Kim bilir o da sevgidir.

Ne duruyoruz peki?

Kayan y1ldizlar ¢catimiza vurdugunda

Gitmeyelim mi, gormeyelim mi?

Efe ORAL
UAA Photography Club

2014/2 senge



siir

Ege ATILLA

Giilimsedi giines gokytiziine

Ve maviligine

Bulutlarin istiinden agarirken
Sokak lambalari yanmaya devam etti
Sondiriilmedi mumlar

Unutuldu giin 15181
Ayis1gin1 selamladi herkes

Su Damlalow

Gecenin yalanlar: saklayamadi artik
Yakamoza diigen gdzyaslarini.

Su damlalari,

Ayin yansimasiyla

Ve lodosla birlikte,

Fisildadi kulagima dogrulari.

Gideli

Tinisini kaybetmis sesin
Solmus al yanaklarin
Kirigmis ellerin goriismeyeli
Ben gideli cok mu oldu

Sankilar

Bu anlamsiz sozler, sarkilar

Anlamla doldu tagti, soguk giinlerimle
Yagmur yagarcasina bagima
Biriktiler.

erim cebimde
Mirildandigim melodiyle
Yiirtiyorum sana
Karanliga dogru

Yapraklarin dokialdiguna
Kuslarin goctiginii

Fark edecek miyim?

Riizgarin soguklagtigini
Insanlarin yabancilagtigini
Gorliyorum

Yakinmiyorum

Yirtyorum ben
Sana ytliriiyorum

Karanliga dogru
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ElLif ERGUN

O giinii ¢ok iyi hatirliyorum

Okula ilk bagladigim giinii

Durup diigiiniiyorum

Simdilisedeyim

Zaman ne kadar da cabuk geciyor

Aradayaklagik on sene

Anlatilacak uzunca bir hikaye

Her zaman ¢ok fazla konugmam

Ciinkii bog konugmalardan hic hoglanmam

Yerinde ve yeterince konugsmak benim i¢in 6nemlidir.

Ama ¢ok, ¢cok fazla diigtiniirim

Her seyi degerlendiririm

Herkesi dikkatlice dinler, anlamaya caligirim

Insanlar cok fazla kotii davraniglariyla yargilamamaya caligirim

Kendimi onlarin yerine koyar neden dyle yaptiklarini anlamaya caligirim
Ciinkii cogu insanin 6ziinde iyi olduguna, sadece farkli baktiklarina inanirim
Ama safim demek degildir bunlar

Herkese giivenebilecegim kadar giivenir, mesafemi gerektigi kadar koyarim
Ama giiler yiizlii ve kibar olmaya hep 6zen gosteririm

Seviyesizlik ve saygisizliktan uzak dururum

Bana dur diyenlere pek kulak asmam

Hayallerimi hep kovalar, sonuna kadar giderim

Imkansiz diye bir sey olduguna inanmam

Hirsh degilimdir ama azimliyimdir

Ayni zamanda kitap okumaktan ¢ok hoglanir, yazmaktan da keyif alirim
Her kitap benim i¢in ayr1 bir diinya, taninacak yeni insanlar, kesfedilecek yeni yerler demektir
Kitap okumak benim icin birden daha fazla hayati yagamak demektir
Aslinda diigiiniince yolun daha ¢ok baslarindayim

Daha okunacak c¢ok kitap, dinlenecek ¢ok miizik, taninacak ¢ok insan, yagsanacak ¢ok sey var
Ontimde beni bekleyen kocaman bir hayat var

Biliyorum elbet aglayacagim zamanlar olacak

Fakat glilecegim zamanlar da olacak

Guldiigiim zamanlarin degeri ise kotii glinler sayesinde anlagilacak.
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