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ogdugumuzda gozimiizli bir bilinmezlige
acariz.Kesfedilmeyibekleyengiinler,anlar,
yerler, insanlarla doludur hayat. Bizler bu
serlivenin icine birakiliriz. Hayatimizdaki
her kavgakta, her mekanda, her yiizde biraz
daha kendimizi yaratiriz. Kimi zaman
sonbahar yagmurlarinin altinda islanair,
kimi zaman asfalt yollarda gider, kimi zaman ¢ikmaz sokaklara
variriz. Ne haritamiz vardir, ne rehberimiz bu yolda. Aslinda sonu
bilinmeyen bir yolculuktur bu, amag¢ varmak degil, yolda olmaktir.
Zaten hayat dedigin bagli baginabir yol degil midir?

i§te bu nedenle, bu sayiy1 yolculuk tizerine kurguladik.
Yazarlarimiz yolculugu ve yolu farkli gézlerden anlattilar bize. Her
biryaziilebizdekendimiziyenibirdénemecinbaginda,yenibiryolda
bulduk. “Yolculuk bizi kendimize geri getirir.” der Albert Camus.
Biz de aym1 noktada doniip duran kosturmalarimizi, giindelik
hayatimizi geride birakip, uzun bir yola ¢iktik kendimizi bulmak
igin. i§te bu say1 yolculugumuzun eseridir. Kesigen yollarimizi
birbirimize aktaris bicimimiz olarak da nitelendirebilirsiniz
bu sayiy1. Belki de yeni yolculuklar i¢in bir ilham kaynagidir. Bu
yolculukta yol arkadaglarim olan Serce ekibine, derginin biitiin
yapim agamasinda bizlere destek olan, bu yoldaki rehberlerimiz
Aysin ve Siikran hocalarimiza ¢ok tegekkiir ederim. Sozlerimi
Paulo Coelho’dan bir alinti ile sonlandirmak isterim: “Gdile giile’
diyebilecek kadar cesursan; hayat seni, yepyeni bir “merhaba ile
odiillendirecektir.”. Oyleyse haydi ne duruyorsunuz? Bu diinyada
kegfedilecek daha birgok yer var. Yollar sizi bekliyor, hayat size
yeni yolculuklar sunuyor. Oyleyse kapin siz de cantanizive yollara
birakin kendinizi.

Hepinize iyi yolculuklar dilerim.

Melis Yilmaz

nceagain,it’sthattime oftheyear. The newest
issue of Serce is coming out. In this issue we
have some great writings from great writers.
As the Editorial Board we were surprised
by the amount and quality of the work you,
the student writers, have sent us. For some
of the writing, we could not believe our eyes
as the pieces seemed too good to be student work. I laud our young
writers for challenging themselves and creating amazing stories
and poems. As a club, we have had a hard time dealing with Serce
and EK (our other magazine, which you should definitely check
out) at the same time. But I think we managed to come up with a
better magazine than the preceding years’ magazines thanks to my
hard-working colleagues. Have fun reading thisliterally wonderful
magazine, and don’t forget to ask for your EK magazine whenever
it’s out..

Ugur Alyanak
Serce English Coordinator
English Magazine Club Coordinating President
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Eyliil Naz BAKLACI

Bir Asur Bir Devran

O eteklerini savurdu

Ben agladim

Onun saglari uctu riizgarda
Ben agladim

O gozle

Kaleminin ucu kirild: dizeyi yazarken. Parmaklariyla o ka-
dar cok bastirmigti ki, kalem kagidi delecektineredeyse. Gergek-
ten agliyordu, icinde bir garip heyecan vardi. Hakim olamiyordu
kendine onu goriince. Yazmak ki onu en iyi bildigi is olarak ta-
nimlardi kendine, onu yapmasini bile engelliyordu bu karsisin-
daki. Bir garip hiilyaya daliyordu o geldiginde.

Defterine yazdi: Bahgeye ¢ikti. Bugiin ikinci kez. Havada bir
yagmur bulutu var. Az kaldi, yagmur yagacak. Islanacak simdsi,
listiyecek.

"I"J§f1mesin” dedi i¢inden. O diyemezdi ki “bak bu bulut yag-
mur bulutu, sen igeri gir” diye. Sonra iceriye yoneldigini gordii,
rahatladi. igeri giriyordu ama ytiziinde mutsuz bir ifade vardi.
Bahceyi birakmay1 sevmiyordu, bizimki biliyordu.

O her seyi biliyordu, kizin adi Asir’di. Diinyanin en giizel is-
miydi ona gore, bir azize ismi gibi. Asrin anlami ytizyildir, onun
anlami da Oyleydi. Yiizyil sonra ilk kez bir kiz evlat dogmustu ai-
lesinde, ona da bu ismi koymusglardi boylece. Durun, durun, ane
yazmigsti bizimki bunu ilk 6grendiginde? Buldum, evet:

O birinci
O birinci

“Inci tanem” derdi Asir’a annesi, bizimki duyardi. O giilerdi,
bizimki duyardi. Aglardi, duyardi. Bazen sinirlenirdi, bagirir-
d1, onu da duyardi. Asir bagirdi m1 kosk korkuyla dolardi. Cinkt
kosk onahizmet etmek i¢in vardi. Kolay miydiyillardir beklenen
kizibeslemek, bliylitmek, isteklerini yerine getirmek?

“Pamuklara sardik” derdi babaannesi. “Oyle biiyiittiik onu, ne
yapsaydik? Bizim tek yavrumuz.” Tek degildi Asir, sadece tek
kizdi. Tek kizl1g1 da onu hanim gibi yagatmaya yetmigti.

Asir uzun boyluydu, babasina benzetirdi onu bizimki. Gerci
cok benzemezdi ama o 6yle bellemisti bir kere. Sa¢lar: findik ka-

bugu rengindeydi, bizimki bazen diisilintirdii; bu saglara gilines
vurdu mu adeta giinesin roliinii calar. Bizimki kiz1 izlerdi. Sonra
dayazardi:

Bugtin onun saglarina gtines degdi

Ben de aym giinese degmek igin ¢riktim catiya.

Asir simdi odasinin penceresinden bakiyordu. “Ah bu havalar
nasil dakiistiirtiyor onu!” diye diisiindii bizimki. Kizin ytizii asil-
migti, giil kurusu rengindeki alt dudag: sarkmaigti. Uziiliince hep
bunu yapardi. Perdesini kapatti, gormek istemedi bulutlari. Ama
simdi bizimki onu nasil gérecekti?

Bizimkikim miydi? Merak ettiniz, degil mi? Adi Devran’da. Is-
minin anlami Diinya. Bir buguk ay olmugtu otuz dokuzuna basa-
l1. Yaslaniyordu Devran. Koyu mavi gozleri, siyaha yakin saclari
vardi. Zayif, kemikli ytlizlii bir adamcagizdi. Asirlarin komsusu
oluyordu. Annesiyle kogkte otururdu ancak o biraz farkliydi. Bi-
raziginde, biraz odasinda yasardi Devran.

Asir daonyedisine basmisti 6ncekihafta. Bahcede kutladilar
ailesiyle ve kiz kolejinden birkag¢ arkadasiyla. Devran Asirin bu
kizlari sevdigini biliyordu, onlar: hep birlikte gezerken gérmiis-
tii bahcede. Onun icin o da bu kizlar: seviyordu. Devran dogum
gliniini izledi miirdiim rengi perdesinin ucundan, her zaman
yaptig1 gibi.

Yazdi defterine ne gordiiyse: ...Bahgedeki salincagr ¢icekler-
le stislediler, belli ki ona tahtin yapryorlar. Papatyalar koydular
masanin iizerine, ¢linkii onun en sevdigi ¢icek papatyadir...

Devran ilk kez sekiz y1l 6nce gordii onu. Bu koske ilk tagindig:
zamandi annesiyle. Asir dokuz yasindaydi, ona gore simdiki ka-
dar giizeldi. Her misafirle arkadasg olur, herkesin ilgisini cekme-
yi bagarirdi. Nasil bagarird: bilinmez. Devran nasil suskunsa o
da 6yle konuskandi. Devran bir giin yalnizken izlemeye baslad:
bu kiz1, perdesinin ucundan. Negesini izledi 6nce, sonra birkag
kahkahasini yakaladi, mutlu etti onu kizin kahkahalari. Sonun-
da bakti ki kizin tiim giinlini izliyordu. Hayranlikla, mutluluk-
la ve gozlerinde daha 6nce hi¢ goriilmemis bir pariltiyla. Sonra
sucgladi kendini. Onun amcas1 yaginda olmakla su¢ladi. Ama da-
yanamadi, daha cok izlemek istedi. Once cocugaolanbir hayran-
likt1, sonra aligkanlik oldu, sonra da kapladi tiim viicudunu. Siz
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ask dersiniz, ben hastalik, baskas1 “sapik” der. Devran da bilmi-
yordu ne yaptigini. O giinden sonra Devran, her giin cam giizeli
gibi oturdu pencerenin 6niine, Asir’1izledi.

K1z evden disari ¢ikti1 mi1 karalar baglardi Devran, bu yiizden-
dir ki siirlere sarildi. Bir giin gordiigii her seyi kirmizi kaph bir
deftere yazmaya bagladi. Bunlarin bazisi siir, bazisi diiz yaziydi.
Kirmizi defteri hoguna gidiyordu. Giinkii kiz evden ¢iktiginda si-
irleri okuyor, gézlerinin gormediginin yerini, okudugu satirlarla
aklinda canlanan o resimle doldurmaya ¢aligiyordu.

Devran kendi kendinin icinde yagardi dedim ya, gercekten 0y-
leydi. Onunla saatlerce konussaniz o size tek kelime etmezdi.
Yok, hayur, akil hastas1 degildi. Oyle yaratilmig, kendisi ne yap-
sin? Asir nasil bu kadar konuskan, dost canlis1 yaratilmigsa,
“Devran da onun terazideki dengesiydi.”

Senle beni koysak bir bakir teraziye
Dengemiz diinyayr sasirter.

Sen Asir’sin

Ben Devran

Sen siirdiikce

Ben de senin etrafinda donecegim.

Sabiha Hanim oglunun bir diinyaya bedel olmasini istemisti.
Bu ytizden Devran’1 dogdugu gibi bagrina basti. Belki Devran bir
diinyaya bedel degildi ama o sessizligiyle sevdi oglunu, dudakla-
rinin ucuna gelen ama ¢ogunlukla ¢ikmayan kelimeleriyle sevdi.
Koyu mavi gozlerini ondan almigtiya, onu gormek yeterdi.

Asir’ biliyordu, ilk giinden beri. Oglunun daldig1 bu ¢ikmaz:
gordiikee ici s1zliyordu ama ona daha 6nce kimsenin yasatama-
dig1bumutlulugubozmamakicin sesini cikartmiyordu. Oglunun
bu kiiciictik kiza olan hayran bakislarini o da aci ¢ekerek izliyor-
du.

Devran annesiyle yalnizdi. Babasi yoktu, neredeydi? Olmﬁg
milydii? Annesinin agzindan tek bir laf ¢ikmazdi. Devran da sor-
mazdi. Annesiyle ara sira konuguyor, Asir’dan geri kalan zama-
nin1 ya carsida, diikkkanlarda bos bos gezerek ya da odasindaki
tahta sandalyede bos duvarlara bakarak geciriyordu.

Devran boyleydi, gocuklugundan beri bdyleydi.

Asir’1 gormedigi silirece nefes almiyormus gibi hissediyordu.
Nitekim onu gordiigiinde de nefes almiyordu. Kalbi artik bu hizl
ritme alismigti. Kafas1 dumanlanir, kaleminin ucu berraklagir-
d1 Asir bahce kapisinda goriindiigiinde. Saglarini sag omzuna
atardi Asir ve burnunda deri iglemeler olan kolej ayakkabilari-
n1 yerdeki taslara vururdu. Bu yiizden kapinin 6niindeki taglar
dagilmis, Asir'in ayakkabilarinin topuklar: da biraz aginmagti.
Devran bunu da biliyordu. Clinkii Devran bu ritiieli her giin iz-
lerdi.

O kapidan iceri girdigin an
Benim i¢ime de bir husu doluyor
Ve sen o kapidan ¢iktiginda
Devran deliye doniiyor.

Glinler geciyordu, giinler gectikge Asir biiyiiyordu, Asir biiyii-
diik¢e Devran korkuyordu. Ciinkii Asir ¢ok glizeldi. Giizel kizlar
biiytidiikge bir ava donerler.

Bunu kendi gencliginden biliyordu. Nitekim birka¢ aya kapida
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bir avci belirdi. Her aksam ayni saatte, kapinin 6niinde bir 1slik
duyuluyordu. Asir'in odasindaher saatte birlog 151k yaniyor, ade-
ta1sligi cevapliyordu. Devran deliriyor, agliyor, bagiriyordu. Ona
ait olan bu diisler ve siirler elinden alinmis gibi agliyordu. Anne-
side kahrolan ogluna agliyordu.

Bahgede 1sligin sest

Yan odada annemin sesi

Ben artik ne senin sesini

Ne de kendi sesimi duyuyorum.

Bir giin evden hisimla cikti, gozii donmiis gibiydi. Kendini sa-
hilde, bir bankin éniinde buldu. Bir tahta bank, tizerinde bir geng
kiz, rlizgarda sallanip duran.

Devran igte o an kendine geldi. Asir’1 ilk kez gormiis gibi oldu.
11k kez bu kadar yakindan, ilk kez béylesine dogal. Bacaklar: tit-
riyor, gozleri yagariyordu. “Yarabbim, sa¢lari ne giizel parliyor”
diyordu icinden. Sonra hizla kizin yanina oturdu, kiz irkildi,
“Sizi taniyorum” dedi.

Buincecik ses, bu kelimeler...

Devran buraya nasil geldigine sasiyor, kendini diiste saniyor-
du. Tek kelime etmedi.

Kiz konugtu:

-Kag y1ildir komsuyuz ama adinizi bilmiyorum. Séyler misiniz
bana?

Devran sustu. Kizin, kafasinda yankilanan sesini dinledi.

Neden sonra titreyen eli ceketinin cebine gitti, burusuk bir ka-
g1t cikardi. Kagidi hizli bir hamleyle kizin eteginin ucuna attive
ayaga kalkti. Kiza son bir kez bakti, denizin 1s1ltisiyla parlayan
yiiziine bakti, biliyordu ki kiz kagida baktiginda hicbir sey eskisi
gibi olmayacakti. Kendini hazir hissettiginde kogmaya baslada,
arkasina bakmadan.

Asir bu isimsiz komsunun kacisgini hayretle ve biraz da kor-
kuyla izledi. Sonra yere att1g1 kagidin bu kacisin cevabi oldugu-
nu diisiindii, onu ellerine aldi, yavas yavas agti. Bu bir siirdi, Asir
siirleri cok severdi. Icinde bir heyecanla okumaya baslada:
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Senle beni koysak bir bakur teraziye
Dengemiz diinyayr sasirter.

Sen Asir’sin

Ben Devran

Sen stirdiikce

Ben de senin etrafinda donecegim.

Asir kagitta yazani tekrar okudu, sonra tekrar ve tekrar. Akl
bir tiirli okudugu seye yatmiyordu. Bu bir saka miydi? Bir yanlig
anlagilma miydi? Yoksa, yoksa —Asir’in aklina gelen en kotii seydi
bu- bir itirafmiydi? Bu adam neredeyse kirk yagindaydi. Olamaz-
d1 degil mi? Olabilir miydi? Adam ona nasil bakmisti 6yle? Sanki
sevdigi bir gseyiinceler gibi...

Bu diisiincelerle zayif bedeni birden tir tir titremeye baslada,
digleri birbirine ¢arpiyordu, ontindeki dalgali deniz kararmaya
baglamigti. Bankin tahtalarina tutunarak yerinden kalkti, yal-
palayarak yiiridi, eve kadar gidebilse ona yetecekti. Aklindan
cikmayan siir adimlarini daha da zorlastiriyor, su dizeler boga-
zina bir diigtiim oluyordu:

Sen siirdiikce
Ben de senin etrafinda donecegim.

Asir simdi hickiriyordu. Simdi ruhu yaslanmigti, kendini hig
olmadig1 bir yerde buldu, belirsizlikte. Bu belirsizlik silirse onu
yer, bitirirdi. Asir belirsizlige izin vermezdi. Adimlari onu evine
getirmisti ama o evine gitmeyecekti, hayir. Kimse ona istemedi-
gibir sey yapamazdi. i§in asli neydi? Belki onun diistindiigii gibi
degildi. Yan késke dogru ytriidii, kapiy: ¢aldi. Kapiy1 kimse ag-
madi. Daha sert vurdu kapiya bu kez. Tombulca, yasli bir kadin
actikapiy1, koyumavigozleri giin1s181yla parladi. Asirbelkiaile-
sinden aligtig1 o gliveniyle iceri daldi, kadina hicbir sey demeden.
“Nerdesin?” diye bagirdi, icindeki korku onu kabalagtirmisti bir-
den, “nerdesin -kagida tekrar bakti- Devran Bey?” Ust kattan bir
kap1 gicirtis1 duyuldu. Asir merdivene yoneldi, birkag basamak
sonra tokezledi ama aldirig etmedi. Tkinci kata ciktiginda kars
odadan gelen bir 151k gordii ve sonra bir insan golgesi. Simdi g6z-
leri 1518a aligmagty, bu o siirdeki Devran’di, koyu mavi gozlerini
Asiradikmis, ylizlinde insani sinir edecek bir giilimsemeyle ba-
kiyordu. Gozlerinin ¢cevresikirigmisti. “Sen ne hakla...”dedi Asir,
sozlerini bitiremeden higkiriklara boguldu. Devran kizin yanina

122

geldi, sacina dokundu, “Hay1r!” bagird: Asir higkiriklar: arasin-
da, “Dogru mu buradaki yani?” Neden sonra aklina hi¢ olmadik
bir sey gelmis gibi Devran’in yiiziine bakti, karsisindaki odaya
daldi, Devran da arkasindan. Masanin tizerindeki kirmizi defte-
riagty, karsisindarastgele bir sayfa vardi.

Sen sabah beyaz aynanin karsisinda
Saglarini taramasan da

Ben hep bu pencerenin pervazinda
Onlar: diistintir dururum

Okudugu seyden sonra ¢iglik ¢igliga bagirdi “dogru mu?”
Bagkabir sayfa agtu.

Bugiin odasindan hi¢ ¢ikmadi. Ne oldu? Hasta ma? Yanlhs gor-
miiyorsam yatagina uzanmas Jane Eyre okuyor.

Gozlerinden pegpese yaslar dokiiliiyordu, ylire§ine emsalsiz
bir korku doluyordu.
11k sayfay1 acti.

O birinci
O birinci

“Delirmigsin” diye bagirds, “delirmissin sen!” Hickiriklardan
nefes alamiyor, oldugu yere ¢okiiyordu, oda etrafinda déonmeye
bagladi, defter yere diistii. “Ben on yedi” diyebildi yalnizca. Son
hatirladig1 sey Devran’in “hayir hayir ben sadece” diye bagirma-
siyda.

Goziini actiginda kapiy: agan yaslh kadin onu kaldirmaya c¢a-
lisiyordu, “kizim” diyordu, “Asir, uyan, korkma”. Gozlerini agtig1
andayagsadigi dakikalar aklina geldi, birden ayaga firladi, kapiya
hizlayoneldi. Eve gitmek istiyordu. Kadin onu elinden tuttu, ken-
dine cekip sarildi. Asir birden giigsiiz hissetti kendini hayatinda
ilk defa. Kadina annesiymiscesine sarildi, agladi. O sirada Dev-
ran tahta bir sandalyeye oturmus, beyaz bos duvara bakiyordu.

Kendine geldiginde kadinin koluna tutunmusg halde buldu ken-
dini. Yiirtyorlardi, Asir’in evine ytiriiyorlardi ve kadin stirekli
ayni seyi tekrarliyordu, “6ziir dilerim kizim, engellemem gere-
kirdi, benim oglum ¢ok sessizdir”, “6ziir dilerim kizim, Allah
seni korusun”.

Asir'interk edis giiniinde Devran uyuyordu. Evet, Devran artik
hep uyuyordu, kalkmak istemiyordu. Kalkinca aklina Asir’in ba-
girislar geliyordu, saclari da kotii goziitkmiistii bagirirken. Son-
ra defteri okuyusu, “delirmigsin” diye bagirisi. O oysaki, diisiin-
miisti ki, belki Asir da... Belki onun da hosuna giderdi bu siirler.
Belki onu da Devrani gotiirdiigii gibi diislere gotiirtirdi.

Bavullar arabayatagindi, evhalki tikir tikir bahce kapisina yii-
ridd, bir iki dakika sonra da bir motor sesiyle ev sessizlegti. Dev-
ran bu sesleri de duydu, ne yazik ki duydu ve agladi. Sekiz yilini
verdigi kiz, onu terk etmisti. Gecesini glindiiziinii ona adamigti
Devran. Asir onun devrani olmustu. Defterinin kapagini gézyas-
lariyla active kalemi kagida bastirabildigi kadar bastirda.

Bugiin papatya kiz gitti
Devran igin bu Asur bitti
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Derya COGENDEZ

Good Might
My Sweet Child

‘m awake now. I can’t move. But I can feel the dark

fiery eyes right behind me, looking into my soul, as if

trying to find the right time take over it. But I'm not

afraid of them. Or rather I am, but my fear is not one

raging with adrenaline pumping through my body,
it is a cold and growing one, paralyzing my body and making me
think clearer than I normally would. It’s completely dark here, I'm
in my room, but it feels like a much different place, a place full of
horrors.

As my eyes get adjusted to the dark, I start distinguishing the
silhouettes in my room. Left to me is my open window. The wind
blowing through it makes my curtains look like an evil thing’s
cape of shadows, just like the one behind me. Right across the
room my mother sits on the chair in front of my desk. She’slooking
at me and smiling. But the way she looks sends shivers down my
spine. She is lolled on the chair in a way that makes her body look
like a corpse. Her smile is a wicked one, her mouth smiles, but her
eyes don’t. I move my eyes to the right and see three figures stan-
ding next to my bed. But they have no faces, no indentations; they
are just dark shadows of something horrible. The more intently I
look at them, the more my room fades away. Now, I'm lying on the
floor of a white room, looking at the same dark figures. I feel my
consciousness fade away, I try to fight it, but soon I fade into the
land of sleep.

I wake up having no trace of my fears of the night. I get up and
take a shower. Just as I'm finishing up I hear my mother calling
me for breakfast. I get dressed and step out of the bathroom into
the long corridor with two empty rooms to the left, and my and my
mother’s and another empty room to the right. Right at that mo-
ment my mother appears right behind me. I'm appalled. She lau-
ghs at my reaction and walks past me to the kitchen. I follow her,
and enter the kitchen after her. There awaits me a pancake, one
with sixteen candles and a birthday present right next to it. I al-
most forgot today is my sixteenth birthday. My mother hugs me
like she always does every year. She gives me the present. It’s ane-
cklace; it is made out of blackened silver and has a huge oval ob-
sidian orb on it. It looks great, but it somehow reminds me of the
eyes I feltlast night. But I'm sure it was a dream and nothing more
than ahorror movie messing with my head. I tell my mother that I
love it and I'll wear it all the time, which is true. She is exhilarated
by my answer; she must be glad that she got me something Ilike.

(2)

After breakfast I go out with my friends and the rest of the day
goes on quietly. Except, one peculiar thing happens; since I love
dogs, I pet almost every dog I see on the street, of course if they let
me. All day only one dog doesn’t run away from me and that dog
tries to bite off my necklace when I pet it.

I come home late and quite tired. My mother is asleep and be-
fore long I go to bed. I wake up in the middle of the night again, to
the same scenery. Except this time one of the dark figures is out
of the window looking at me. I can say it is looking at me because
thistimeithasaface, awicked face. A face smiling like my mother
in front of me but with the eyes of a murderer; they are cold, dead
eyes, looking at me with a frozen stare. The face seems somehow
familiar, but I can’t quite put my finger on it.

TonightI manage totalkinstead of justlooking around.Iask the
evil thing, what it wants from me with a cracked voice, hardly au-
dible, the only voice that I can manage under the weight of my ne-
cklace, whose weight went a thousand fold. For a moment there’s
pause, like it is startled by my ability to talk. Then, just a moment
later there’s alaugh. It is amused. Very amused. The laugh echoes
inmy room absorbing me into it. My room starts to shake and with
it everything falls apart. The walls of my room collapse into each
other, behind them the walls of the white room are revealed. The
floor and the rest of my room fall apart and the white room sur-
rounds me. The laughter stops. There’s dead silence now. I see the
dark figure with the face. It’s far away from me but I can clearly
see that it is telling me to go there. I don’t know what I would do if
I could move. It feels as though anyway I can go would get me clo-
ser to that thing. Again my consciousness starts fading away, this
time I don’t fight it, I just want this nightmare to be over.

I'wake up still feeling my necklace’s weight on my chest. When I
take my pajamas off I see a bruise in the shape of the orb. I thought
these were just nightmares I'm having. I'm terrified now. I can’t
just tell my mother. She’s off at work and she wouldn’t believe me
anyway. Even if she did what can she do except getting terrified
for my sake?

I stay home all day researching for anything similar to my case
or anything at all to help me, but there isn’t anything. There are
many supernatural stories and people saying they saw ghosts and
stuff. When I realize I can’t get any useful information, I try to for-
get it. I make unsuccessful attempts to start reading a book or to
get some work done, but I can’t simply shrug off something so real
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and horrifying.

As the night closes upon, I try to keep myself awake, for I don’t
want to have that experience again. But it’s hard. I had two rest-
less nights before and tiring days after them. I get up and go to the
kitchen to make a cup of coffee for myself. Before I get out my room
T hold out my arm to turn the lights on to avoid entering a dark pla-
ce. I repeat the same process as I enter different rooms. When I
enter the kitchen I get the coffee and water, and put them into the
coffee machine. I turn on the machine and wait. I can’t shrug off
this uneasy feeling, a feeling that warns me that something bad
will happen. When the coffee is done, I pour it into a cup and turn
to leave the kitchen.

Right then, I feel them again, those eyes, those eyes that want
my soul. I'm frozen again. The cup slides through my fingers and
the time slows down. The dark figures appear in front of me. This
time another one has a face too. That one too seems familiar, and
has the same wicked smile on its face. Their stares mesmerize me.
I keep looking straight at their dark eyes. The room fades around
me, and the only figure without a face fades with it. I'm in the whi-
te room now, but this time its walls slowly close in to each other. I
can feel my necklace growing even heavier than before, its chain
cutting deep into my flesh and making it harder
to breathe. The dark figures are now far away;
they invite me to join them. The walls keep clo-
sing in and the figures disappear. There’s no air
left in the room and I start gasping for air. I feel 00&9
my lungs burn from inside out. I feel the white
walls touch my skin, still closing in to me. I feel
my necklace buried deep in the back of my neck. I
see black dots at the edges of my vision. My vision
gets blurry, and I feel my body failing to function.

Suddenly, I hear a crashing sound, the chain
of my necklace snaps, and the walls of the white
room collapse, I feel a sharp pain on my feet and
I’'m back in the kitchen. The coffee cup is in pie-
ces on the floor, between the pieces lies my necklace. It seems the
cup fell on my feet and shattered. Strangely, there is no blood on
the floor, as if it has been absorbed by something, only on my feet
around the pieces of the broken cup that have sunk deep into my
flesh.

I hear a key enter the keyhole of the house’s front door. My mot-
her enters the house, seeing me through the open door to the living
room, she immediately comprehends something’s wrong. She rus-
hes over to me, sees my feet and gets her phone out to call the am-
bulance. After she’s made the call, she gets me a chair to sit on and
picks up my necklace, whose weight went back to normal, and puts
it around my neck. She doesn’t seem to notice the torn flesh on my
neck. I don’t really want that accursed thing back, but I don’t want
my mother hurt, I don’t want her to learn what evil that thing she
got for me without knowing, possesses.

The ambulance comes and takes us to the hospital. There a do-
ctor slowly, and very painfully, takes out each piece of the broken
cup. When he’s done he gives me a few stitches and disinfects the
cuts.

We go home, my mother stuffs me into bed and tells me to get
some sleep. Although it’s almost dawn and I don’t have much time
to sleep, I take her advice. I'm too tired to care about waking up in

down.
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middle of the night anyway.

When Iwake upitisnoon.I've slept soundly, without interferen-
ce.Iwas supposed to go to school today, but since my mother didn’t
wake me up, I can’t. It would’ve been really nice getting out of this
horror movie.

I call my mother to ask her if she can come home early, and she
says she will come as soon as she can, but that shouldn’t get my
hopes up. I stay in bed all day, not that I can walk without feeling
excruciating pain, and watch movies that should help me cheer up.
It doesn’t help me at all. All day I wonder if I went mad without re-
alizing or ifthere really is something evil that is haunting me. Alt-
hough I find the latter less probable, there’s that voice in my head
that tells me thisis all real.

My mother is quite late. The sun has set, but she’s nowhere to be
found. When I hear a key enter a keyhole, darkness falls upon the
house. All night creatures stop as if something dangerous is clo-
se. The lights are suddenly out, and the moon hides behind some
thick clouds, leaving my room pitch-dark. The dark figures appear
right out of the window as I hear slow footsteps walking through
the living room. I don’t feel that evil thing behind me. I feel it all
over the house. The dark figures are no longer faceless, I can see
all of their faces clearly, all of them familiar. A li-
ghtning bolt flashes through my brain. Of course
those faces are familiar. They are the faces of my
dead siblings. Each of them died on the third night
of their sixteenth birthdays. All of them were gi-
ven the same necklace by our mother on their six-
teenth birthdays. It’s the same necklace that I'm
wearing right now. They each had this room and
each was found dead, fallen from the window to
my left. And a day after each death my memories
about them were erased.

The footsteps stop at my door. I feel something

” bad; something really, really bad is going to hap-

pen. The door slowly opens and my mother walks

in. She has the eyes that I felt for the past three nights. She is that

evil thing. She took the souls of my siblings, killed them, and used
them to get hold of other souls. And now, she’s after me.

She looks at me with those dark eyes, evil spreading from them,
and the fires of hell burning within them. As she looks my room
becomes completely white, and the necklace, the accursed neckla-
ce, grows heavier on my chest. The orb gets so heavy that it slowly
breaks my ribs, and tears my skin open. The pain is indescribable,
but I can’t make a sound, nor can I move a muscle. It slowly mer-
ges into my heart, I can feel the growing cold that slowly spreads
through my body from the orb, and I can feel it absorbing my soul.

The wound on my chest suddenly heals, but the pain stays. I get
up, but not upon my will. My mother controls my body. I slowly
walk towards the window, now completely white, and open it. I
climb onto the edge. And let myself down. I feel myself fall, and
as I feel the dark orb absorb the last bits of my soul, and my body
growing cold, I hear my mother whisper, “Good night, my sweet
child.”

slides

(First Place (tie), English Magazine Club Short Story Writing
Contest, Fall 2015)
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Eyliil Naz BAKLACI

tizgar saglarimi, ylizlimii oksadikca ben de ken-
di diigtime gomiiliiyorum. Saclarim yanaklarima,
kirpiklerime, burnumun ucuna degiyor; sonra ha-
vada birlegerek ucusuyor. Hava bulutlu, ama aydin-
lik. Aydinlik gézlerimi yoruyor, ama bu bulutlara
bakmami engelleyebilir mi? Bulutlar top top, elle ¢izilmis gibi.
Havada tek bir kus yok, gokytizii bulutlariyla yalniz. Bu manzara
sikiyor beni bir silire sonra. Gozlerim renkli yerytiziine déntiyor
simdi de. Burada bakilacak ve goriilecek cok sey var. Oniimde bir
aycicegi tarlasi uzayip gidiyor, ugsuz bucaksiz. Sari baglar giinesi
artyor ama bulamiyor. Bu ylizden boyunlari biikiik kalmis yavru-
caklarin. Sevgili giines nerede? Nereye gitmis? Saclarim hala
ucgusuyor, bu sefer yliziime degmeden. Oylesine kuvvetleniyor
rizgar.

Bir motor sesi riizgar sesine karigiyor simdi. Bense kendi
diisiincelerimi duyamiyorum bu sesten. Bu durum beni rahatsiz
ediyor, diislincelerimi duymadan yagayamam ki! Cami kapatiyo-
rum.

Simdimotor sesieskibir sarkikadaruzaktan geliyor, riizgar sesi
ise tamamen kesilmis. Ben diislincelerimle birlikte bahtiyarim.
Gozlerim kapali, aklim diisiincelerimde, diistinceler aklimda
dolaniyor ama bir siire sonra diiglincelerimden de sikiliyorum.
Ne sikilganim ben de! Bir seyden de memnun olayim! Annem de
derdihep “Hicbir seyden memnun degilsin yavrum!” diye. Neyse...

Gozlerimi agiyorum, kapatti§im cama dikiyorum. Ugsuz bu-
caksiz tarlalar bana kiismiis, neden cami kapattigimi soruyor-
mus gibi bakiyorlar. Cigekler solmus ben cami kapatinca. Aciyo-
rum bu hallerine, agiyorum camai tekrar. Riizgar bana sariliyor
actigim gibi, ¢cok 6zlemis beni. “Dur!” diyorum i¢imden, “Cok ol-
madi ki ayrilali. Bu ne hasret!” O yine de sariliyor bana, saglari-
ma, kiyafetlerime. Elma bahgeleri goriiyorum simdi bu engin
denizde. Kirmizi noktali yegil bir 6rtii gibi serilmis éntime. Uzak-
larda iki-ii¢ kiiciik ev... Iki-li¢c sevimli ev... Iki-ii¢ kasvetli ev...

Ben bundan da sikiliyorum. Belki de bu ufku géziikkmeyen tar-
lalar korkutuyor beni. Yizimii c¢eviriyorum, riizgar arkami
oksuyor, bense yanimda duran o kii¢iik koyu mor kutuya bakiyo-
rum. “Ben bunu gérmiis miiydiim daha énce?” diyorum 6nce kendi
kendime sonra da yiiksek sesle. Bir ¢ift ela goz doniiyor arkasini,
bana bakmak icin. “Gérmiigsiindiir.” diyor, “evdeydi o uzun za-
mandir.” Uzun zamandir. Ne kadar uzun zamandir mesela?
Benden daha m1 uzun zamandir orada diyorum i¢cimden. Gozler

oniine doniiyor. Bense kutuya bakmaya devam ediyorum. Yavagca
kapagini aciyorum. icinde bir diizine fotograf, bir siir kitab, bir
de anahtarlik var. Klise bir kutu diyorum kendi kendime. Sikic1
bir an1 kutusu, su herkesin yapmaya 6zendiklerinden... Bir kitap,
hatirasi olan bir egya ve fotograflar... Benim hi¢ yapmayacagim
bir gsey. Ben olsam bu kutuya yiyecek doldururdum. Tam o sirada
karnim gurulduyor. Saatlerdir acim. Cikolata da m1yok bu araba-
da yahu? Neyse dayanirim ben aglia. En biiyiik acim bu olsun,
degil mi?

“Dizi mi ¢ekiyoruz?” diyorum hafif siritarak, sesimi hayli ytik-
selterek. Elagozler tekrar bana doniiyor, anlamsiz bakiglarlabana
bakiyor, “Neyden bahsediyorsun?” der gibi. Bu bakisg1 gordigiim
gibi aciklama geregi duyuyorum, “Kutu”, diyorum “kliseler ku-
tusu. Bizden birinin béyle zevkleri olur muydu? Kimin kutusu
bu?” Ela gozlere bir de minik bir agiz ekleniyor gimdi. Incecik,
acik pembe dudakl kiigiiciik bir ag1z. Ag1z geriliyor, giiltiyor. Kisa
kisa disler goriintiyor. “Fotograflara baktin mi1?” diyor, “Bakinca
anlarsin kimin oldugunu.” Elime fotograflar: aliyorum. ilk fo-
tografin arka planinda mavi olmasi gereken ama fotografin ka-
litesi ylizlinden yesilimtirak goriinen bir deniz var. Oniinde ise
bir grup geng; kizlarda puantiyeli, ¢izgili, cigekli mayolar. Deniz
tuzundan karigmisg, yapismis sacglar. Erkeklerde de kisa, uzun, si-
yah, mavi mayolar, onlarin sa¢lar: da yapigmig. Saman rengi ku-
mun listliinde oturuyorlar. Gozler giiliiyor, ytizler giiliiyor. Genglik
maceralarindan kalmigbu fotografbelli. Simdiben bu fotografta-
ki ylizlerin hangisinin tanidik oldugunu ¢ézmeye caligiyorum.
Birkac¢ytlizbana ¢gok yabanci, birkaciniise taniyorum. Amahangi-
si? Hangisine ait bu kutu? Kim gencliginin kirintilarini kapatmisg
olabilir bu kutuya?

Ela gozler beni izliyor, kafamin karigtigini anlhyor. Giilliyor
gozler, benimle alay ediyor resmen! Hafif bir sinirle fotograflara
dontiyorum. Digerlerine de hizla bakiyorum, hepsi ayni resmin
farkli pozlarla ¢ekilmis hali. Ayni yesil deniz, ayni saman kum-
lar, ayn1 desenli mayolar ve ayni ytizler. Elim siir kitabina gidiyor.
Cok bilindik bir sairin ¢ok bilindik bir kitabi. Kapagi biraz eskim-
is ama hala iglev gorecek halde. Kitap kokusu burnuma geliyor,
ben i¢ ¢cekiyorum. Gozlerimi cama ceviriyorum simdi, tarlalar da
merak etmig bu gizemli sahibi; heyecanla savuruyorlar ekinleri-
ni. Ela gézler beni izliyor. Ben siir kitabina déniiyorum. Bir isim
yaziyor ilk sayfanin sag kdgesinde. Ben bu ismi biliyorum, taniyo-
rum. Simdi i¢im rahathyor, “Buldum iste!” diyorum i¢cimden. Ela
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gozlere bakiyorum, buldugumu anliyor. Onlar da 6niine déniiyor
bir rahatlikla. Sanki zamanla bir yariga girmisiz de, simdi kazan-
mig1z gibi.

Isme bakiyorum. “Vay be” diyorum icimden, “Herkes gencti bir
zamanlar, ben de ne unutkanim!”

Anahtarligin ucunda sallanan kii¢iik tahta ziirafa oyle sirin
ki... Ben bu anahtarlig: araklamasam iyidir! “El isi mi bu?”diyo-
rum. Bu sefer kalin bir ses karigiyor olaya, ayag1 gazda, iki gozii
yolda: “El igiymis ya, cok da giizel ismis.” diyor. El isi zlirafacigin
tahta boynunu, kirmizi beneklerini okguyorum. i(;imdeki hayvan
sevgisi acik camdan bakan top bulutlara erigiyor sanki. Annem-
de biraktigim kopegimi diisliniiyorum, icim sizliyor. Annesinden
ayrilmig cocuktan ne farki var ki? Ozlemistir o beni, ben de onun
altin sarisi tiiylerini simdiden &yle 6zledim ki... Yine i¢ geciriyo-
rum, riizgar beni avutmak icin sariyor simdi. Sirtimi sivazliyor.
Iyiyim diyorum icimden rilizgira, neden sonra, belki de ziira-
fanin da etkisiyle, heyecanla anahtarligi cama uzatiyorum, bakin

tarlalar, bakin riizgar, bakin bulutlar, diyorum igimden, “i§te
size bir ziirafacik! Kim bilir o hangi diikkandan, hangi mutlu-
lukla alindi, sonra da déne déne bu arabada su kii¢lik mor ku-
tuya distii?” Tarlalar dalgalaniyor, riizgar sesini duyurma-
va calisiyor bana, belki de dokunmak istiyor elimdeki kiigiik
yaratiga. Olmaz Oyle diyorum igimden, bagkasinin hatiras o,
daha riizgara verilecek kadar eskimedi. I:T§i'1yor ellerim, cami
kapatiyorum. Digaridakilere selam veriyorum, zaten sonra
gorusuriz.

Her seyi yerine koyup kutuyu kapatiyorum. Kutuyla beraber
benim deicimdekiobosluk, sikilganlik kapaniyor. Birden neseli-
yim, gencim, fotograftakilerden farkim yok! Kutu beni yerime
migetirdi? Yerle bir mietti? Yoksa onaihtiyacim mivardi? Simdi
ben eskisinden daha da bahtiyar, daha da yeniyim, diye diigiin-
mekistiyorum. Tarlalaryesil, elmalar kirmizi, riizgar sakin, bu-
lutlar hep top top, birakayim 6yle kalsinlar. Artik ben diigtimden
uyanmaya, oniimdeki yola bakmaya hazirim.

5,
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soothing one-week trip to the marvellous beaches
of Maldives! A wonderful combination of sand, sun
and relaxation, packed all together only for €39!”

“Hello, young lady, you look like you could use
some time off to the astonishing historical sites of
the city of New Rome, unprecedented capital of our remarkable
nation. With our generous new discount, it’s only €15 now.”

“Everyone talks about views, but you’re going to live them! Ex-
perience the head-spinning Mount Everest for an overnight, just
€59!”

As Kaylawalked past the Travel Agency, the salesmen’s shouts
thatfilled her ears slowly faded away. It was a usual spring morn-
ing in the city of New Cardiff. The weather looking like it could
rain any second, typical weekend crowd of about a hundred peo-
ple enjoying the fine weather in the Gratitude Square, memory-
sellers wandering around to finish the almost-outdated prod-
ucts they have left ... Kayla was walking briskly and confidently,
as she always did, to her meeting place with Nolan.

Her childhood friend Nolan from their neighbourhood, Spar-
kle Lane, had offered to meet for coffee, which Kayla accept-
ed without a moment’s hesitation, since she had always loved
spending time with him. Ever since they were little kids whose
only concern was how much play time they’d get for the day,
they’ve been great friends. Best friends, to be precise. Nolan was
never the brightest, the most handsome or the most fun person,
but they both weren’t the kind of children that had a huge circle
of friends, so Kayla knew what their friendship meant for both of
them. Unfortunately, after both of them got married and estab-
lished a family, a life of their own, they had fallen out of contact
for along period of time.

Nolan had chosen a popular café somewhere at the south end
of the Gratitude Square. Kayla was thankful for this choice,
because she never really liked the huge statue of their nation’s
founders, and the south end was the only place that she wouldn’t
have to face their cold, metal and somewhat robotic faces. It
wasn’t that she was against the government or something. She,

like all the two million citizens of the United European States,
was of course grateful to the government for the invention of the
memory fabric. She couldn’t think of a world where memory im-
plantation wasn’t common practice. Using the TV as an enter-
tainment, reading actual books with stories in it, going on va-
cations, and even having old-school lessons where there was a
person who taught the children the things they have to know by
talking ... Before they could just take tablets for them; how were
people having fun, or even coping with all these time consuming
activities? Nevertheless, it didn’t change the fact that those stat-
ues creeped the hell out of her.

“DON’T MOVE!”

Kayla stumbled with fear. The voice had come from too close,
but when she turned around, she saw it wasn’t for her, or for
something significant at all.

“Please, officer, you have to believe me! I saw it with my own
eyes! I saw it!” It was a Folly, one of the crazy people who were
completely out of their mind and who alleged nonsense against
the government.

“Put your hands in the air! You're under arrest for conspiring
against the government of the United States of Europe.”

“I'm begging you, don’t do this to me!” She was a woman with
long black hair, an elegant figure and pleading eyes. “Leo! Frank!
Why aren’t you doing something?”

Two guys looked at the direction of the Folly, but didn’t even
say a word. The guy who seemed like a father whispered some-
thing in the ear of his son, and they went away with rapid steps.

“This cannot be real! This isn’t real!”

This kind of a thing occasionally happened in New Cardiff:
a madman or a madwoman would get caught in the middle of
the city, some people would look to see if it was something sig-
nificant—but it never was—the Folly would scream out random
names, someone with those names would always be there, but
they would just walk away from them along with all the people.
It was just the way it was. So, Kayla did what everyone did: She
walked away.
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After a few minutes more of walking under the eyes of the met-
al, creepy statues, Kayla arrived at her meeting place with Nolan.
The café was decorated with the type of decoration regulated and
assigned by the Ministry of Design. Along with almost every-
where else in the States, the majority of the colors used were navy
blue and bright yellow, the colors of the States flag. Kayla had nev-
er really liked those colors either. They were too bright, too dashy.
As much as she admired and related to the things that the States
flag represented—progress, technology, peace, and an organized
community—it just felt wrong to have those colors everywhere,
even in cafés. In the haze of these inexplicable feelings, which she
occasionally got out of the most insignificant things, she pressed
her chipped wrist on the ID reader field.

A robotic voice read, “Kayla Springfield. 32. Three hours and
forty-one minutes remaining of free-time.”

She walked past two acquaintances and threw herself down at
the closest unoccupied table. Just as she drew a deep breath to en-
joy the nice clear weather, a sweaty palm landed on her shoulder.

“Hello, Kayla.”

“Nolan, hi!” Kayla instantly stood up to greet her friend with a
hug. Apparently, he had gained a lot of weight since they last met,
because Kayla felt her face sinking deep down in
Nolan’s chest. “Long time no see. How have you
been?”

“Quite fine, actually. You? How’s Gabe and, uh,
what was your son’s name?”

“Kyle.”

“Ah, yes, Kyle! How are they?”

“Perfectly fine, too. How’s your wife and those
cute little children?”

Nolan opened his mouth, but his intention to
answer was interrupted with a familiar, yet irri-
tating girl voice. “Nolan? Kayla?”

Kayla turned to see the blond nightmares of
Sparkle Lane, Taylor and Tyler, the twins. “What
are you doing here? Nolan didn’t mention you at all,” squeaked
Taylor.

Kayla was genuinely surprised. She put on a fake smile, but
didn’t hold back a bewildered look directed at Nolan, which he
didn’t even seem to care about. She said, “He didn’t mention you
either,” with a volume so low that she wasn’t even sure the twins
heard her.

“Didn’t he? Oh, you know good old Nolan, the absent-minded lit-
tle bear cub.” Taylor playfully pushed Nolan’s shoulder, but the big
guy didn’t move an inch.

“Good to see you too, Taylor.”

“Wait wait wait, are we having a reunion or something?”

That last statement came with a deep and rich voice, which
meant the owner could only be one person. “Winston?”

“Hello, guys! Winston is back in town! Kayla, haven’t heard
from you in, like, decades or what? Were you hiding from us, like
you always did years ago?”

At this point, Kayla was speechless. She locked her fiery hazel
eyes on Nolan. What were the three people she hated the most do-
ing on a coffee date which she was supposed to be having with her
best friend?

Nolan cleared his throat and invited everyone to sit down while
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persistently ignoring Kayla’s fierce looks. “Thank you for all com-
ing. Uh, asyouall know, I was never good at public speaking, but—"

“Public speaking? Dude, we are four people, and one is your best
friend.”

“Shut up, Winston,” said Kayla, trying to protect Nolan despite
her anger. As confused as she was, she knew being interrupted
was something that influenced Nolan’s confidence severely. “Go
on, Nolan.”

“Uh, Ijust wanted to say that... Um...”

Tyler mimicked a yawn and giggled along with her equally an-
noying twin sister. Great, thought Kayla, secondary education all
over for Nolan. He'd better have a good reason to make himself go
through this torment again.

“The thing is .. OK, I'll start straight away.” He took a deep
breath, and finally started normally. “Let’s be honest. You’ve hat-
ed one another since forever. After you moved out of your families’
houses on Sparkle Lane, you all swore you would never see each
other again. But, my friends, the time has come. It was necessary
to bring you all together, because ... because ...”

“Because what?” It was Taylor speaking. “You better have
something reasonable to steal my precious time trying to speak
in a fancy way, because unlike you lot, I have real
friends that I want to spend time with.”

“Then why did you accept Nolan’s invitation?”
Winston had made a good point.

“Uh, let me think ... Wait, why did you?”

“Because he told me it was important.”

“So, now you suddenly are an angel?”

“GUYS!”

Everyone turned toward Nolan. “Now that I got
your attention ... I have a question. A really im-
portant question.”

Four pairs of interested eyes were staring at
” Nolan, waiting for the words to finally come out.
“My question is ... Who is President Anderson?”

At first, no one was able to say a word. They were completely
dumbfounded. After a moment, that awkward silence was broken
by Winston. “You mean, President ‘Cornfields’?”

There was a slight chuckle. Everyone started to hum the version
ofthe national anthem with the lyrics rewritten for President An-
derson: the mad president who doggedly claimed that “there was
something in the cornfields” until he was unseated, hence the
nickname. When they finished the song, the air among them was
soft, even friendly, for the first time in fifteen minutes.

“All right, you remember the song. That’s great.” Contrary to
these words, Nolan wasn’t looking great at all. He seemed more
nervous than he had ever been in his whole life. “Now, I want you
to remember the night we composed it.”

Tyler raised his hand and placed a silly smile on his face. “I do.
It was one day after the lawsuit was concluded against him. We
were out camping.”

“Ah, yes.” Taylor shook her head agreeably. “Our parents forced
us to spend a night out together. What was it, hmm, for us to—"

“Bond as friends,” completed Winston.

“Bond as friends,” repeated Taylor. Her face conspicuously re-
flected the nostalgia she was feeling.

“Iremember that night, too,” joined Kayla. “Very clearly, in fact.
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I still hate my parents for it. But the thing is, why are you asking
this, Nolan? What is it that you're trying to come to?”

The others seemed to be shaken with the reality. They all mur-
mured yesses.

Nolan was even worse now. He continuously fidgeted and mum-
bled things that seemed nonsense to Kayla. “I...Uhm...”

Winston was starting to get impatient. “Nolan, will you just say
whatever it is you're trying to say and we’ll just move on with our
lives?”

Nolan sighed. “Okay. What the hell.” He leaned forward, and
lowered his voice. “My wife doesn’t know him.”

Everyone was speechless, once again. Except, this time Kayla
recovered fast enough to respond immediately. “How is that even
possible? The guy was on the national news tablets for months.”

“And we all know what happens when you don’t take the tablet,”
added Tyler.

“Yes, that is the point! Last month, we were just talking about
something I don’t even remember when I made a joke about Pres-
ident Cornfields, and she didn’t laugh at all. I asked her what was
wrong, and she said nothing. When I went deeper into the topic,
we got into a fight about, in her exact words, ‘a man who does not
exist!” After this huge nonsense, I figured maybe
she just didn’t remember, which still seemed im-
possible to me. So, I asked other people.”

“What did they say?”

“They also didn’t know him.”

It was hard to sink in for the group. A president,
a really important figure from their childhood,
wasn’t known by anyone but themselves?

After almost a minute of silence, Tyler finally
found the courage to talk. “What if our news tab-
lets malfunctioned sometime around those days?
We used to take them together from an elderly
memoryseller, so he might’ve sold us outdated
products.”

Nolan didn’t even let anyone to think about this. “No, it can’t be.
I already thought of that. It’s not like we misremember one day, or
just one unimportant event; it’s a whole president, for the States’
sake!”

Everyone remained silent, they couldn’t think of anything to
say. First things first, the whole concept was unbelievable, like a
bigbad joke. Their minds just didn’t acknowledge what Nolan was
trying to tell them.

“Guys, I know you don’t like this. But there is something wrong.
Something terribly wrong. The reason I got you all together is
that nobody, literally nobody I talked to remembered Cornfield,
but somehow, I knew you would. And you do. And as I said, some-
thing’s wrong here, I know it in my gut. I need you to help me figure
out what it is. Please, just this once. Just for the sake of old friend-
ships—enemy or not—won’t you?”

“We will,” said Tyler, “of course we will. But what are you trying
to say, really?”

“I'm trying to say that ... The government has something to do
with it. It’s like they made them forget. Think about it. They have
access to all the memory fabric. It does makes sense!”

This time, the silence took far longer than the comfortable
amount. It was beginning to become creepy. All five people were
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exchanging anxious looks. Tyler was chewing his fingernails.
They were all tense, sitting straighter than ever. Nobody wanted
to say anything out loud, even though now everyone had an idea,
faint or strong.

And at last, they had all realized something very important.
They had made the mistake of their lives. Probably, the last mis-
take.

Winston was the first one to break. “All right, guys. That’s it for
me. It was nice seeing you even though I hate all of you, but I don’t
have time for this crap.” His voice was starting to crack. “I have a
life that I need to get on with, and I suggest you do the same, if you
even know what alife is.”

Nolan stood up and tried to reach out to hold Winston’s hand. At
the same time, the twins got up too. “We’re outta here, too.”

“Wait, wait, wait a second! What happened all of a sudden?”

Winston glanced at Kayla. At that very brief moment, Kayla
understood that he was sorry. He was really sorry. Kayla turned
completely pale.

“Guys, where are you all going? WHAT HAPPENED?”

“Nolan—"

“No, Kayla, wait. Hey, Winston, Tyler, Taylor? Please, stop right
where you are!”

“Nolan, listen—"

“Kayla, instead of telling me to listen, why
don’t you tell them to listen?” Nolan seemed like
he was going to burst into tears any minute. By
that time, Winston and the twins were out in the
Sunday crowd, far past the point they could hear
Nolan’s pleadings.

“Nolan, please—"

“I said NO!”

“Nolan, just take a moment, hear me out,
please.” Kayla’s skin was paler than a ghost, and
she was speaking distinctly, as if she wasn’t that
confident woman she used to be. Her eyes were
reddened and looking empty. “You asked us one question. Now it’s
my turn.”

He wasn’t evenlooking at Kayla. “For States’ sake Kayla, I'm not
in the mood for games.”

“It’s not a game, Nolan. Just look at me.”

Nolan attempted an angry sigh, but couldn’t, as soon as he saw
Kayla’sface. “What’s the matter? You look like someone just died.”

“Yes, Nolan. Someone died.”

“What are you talking about? Don’t be ridiculous.” He tried to
laugh alittle to soften the tension.

“First of all, you're stupid. You're the stupidest person I've ever
met in my whole life.” Nolan seemed confused, so she moved on
after a short pause. “And my question is ... How wise was it of you
to tell us this story in the middle of Gratitude Square, in a public
café?”

Now, Nolan’s tone was even paler than Kayla’s. “Kayla ... I'm so,
S0, so sorry—"

“DON’T MOVE!”

(First Place (tie), English Magazine Club Short Story Writing
Contest, fall 2015)
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inter of 1963. One of the coldest Istanbul has

ever seen. As the class made their way to Mor-

gan hall in the icy cold, Jale realized that the

members of 10B walked as a pack. It was quite

unusual because, like all groups of twenty
16-year-old girls, 10B was home to many constantly changing,
selfish, and from time to time brutal “friendships.” Some groups
of girls hated other groups of girls but were in peace with other
groups of girls, sometimes the whole class liked one person but
the next day everybody hated her ... 10B was like the stock market.
Unpredictable and even frustrating at times. But one thing never
changed in this rollercoaster of friendships: All of her classmates
hated Jale. They would often tease her and make fun of her. Al-
though there was no clear reason why they did this, over the years
she had learned tolive with it. On this insanely cold February day,
all members of 10B walked like a pack of emperor penguins, close
together and moving in synchrony, as each snowflake landed on
their face with alittle sting in the painful cold, and Jale felt lucky
to be part of it.

After what felt like hours, their journey to Morgan Hall came to
an end and so did the feeling of unity. The girls ran up the stairs
as quickly as their frozen muscles would allow and started walk-
ing towards room 206, where their Biology teacher was waiting
for them with a warm smile on her face. Jale wondered how some-
one could be so happy in such horrible weather while her students
were shivering in front of her, waiting for their bones to defrost.
Maybe it had something to do with the tea she was holding be-
tween her palms as the students hung their snow-covered coats
on the coat rack behind the door. The wind rattled the windows
of the new building and the snow started falling faster than ever.
Jalelooked down at her gray wool gloves with green stripes on the
fingers that her grandmother had knit for her last summer. It had
seemed so useless when her grandmother had given them to her
in the middle of the summer, but now they were coming in quite
handy. However throwing snowballs at her classmates all morn-
ing had left the poor gloves soaking wet, so she placed them on the
radiator, arranging them so that they would get as much heat in
the shortest time possible.

The lesson proceeded in the usual dull fashion. The teach-
er went on explaining how our bodies worked while Jale drifted
from dream to dream. What she didn’t realize was that Saziye, the
girl who usually came up with the offensive names the girls called
her and teased her the most, was doing cruel things to her beloved
gloves. Saziye took the gloves, which were slowly drying by the
heat of the radiator, from where Jale had placed them and threw
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them under the pipe so that the steady drip of water would wet the
gloves once more. It was a simple prank. Much like the ones they
played every day on Jale. At least it seemed so at the time.

Jale was unaware of the evil done to her gloves and continued
desperately counting the minutes in which they would be freed of
this meaningless and tiring form of torture known as biology. But
as the minutes passed, the snowflakes started falling even faster,
the wind got stronger and the rattling of the windows turned into
a continuous rat-a-tat, serving as background music to the voice
of the teacher going on about how miraculous the human body
was. Then instantly the windows burst open and the icy weath-
er started seeping into Morgan 206. Many of the girls let out lit-
tle screams and ran to the teacher. The snow started falling like a
never-ending string of white and it was impossible to see farther
than a meter outside. The students started panicking, so did the
teacher, and they all moved away from the windows. Seconds lat-
er, the door opened with a vigorous motion and the dean appeared
at the door. He announced that all students and faculty were to go
to Barton Hall, which was the strongest and least wind-exposed
building on campus.

All the girls, and the teacher, went back to their desks and
packed their stuff as quickly as they could. Stuffing everything
they found into their bags as to get to the safe and warm building
known as Barton as soon as possible. Jale went back to the radi-
ator to retrieve her gloves, but alas! They weren’t there. She was
positive that she’d put the gloves on the radiator. She looked be-
hind it thinking they might have fallen down, she looked in her
bag and her pockets thinking that maybe it was all a hallucina-
tion caused by the cold and she hadn’t put the gloves on the radia-
tor. No matter how thoroughly she checked the possible locations,
the gloves were nowhere to be found and all of her classmates had
already packed and started leaving the class. Just when Jale had
given up and started walking to the door, a flash of green caught
her eye under the radiator. She ran back to get them. By this point
the class was empty except for her and the teacher, who was run-
ning out of patience waiting for Jale. She quickly put on the right
glove and realized that it was wet. But there was no time to take
it off. The wind was whistling behind her, the teacher was yelling
at her to hurry up, and the lights were flickering. Panic reached
the highest possible level and she ran to the door and extended her
right hand to turn off the lights. Just as she touched the switch a
wave of pain started in her fingers wrapped in the wet gloves and
spread all through her. A moment later Jale, the girl whom every-
body hated, laylifeless on the ground. The teacher let out a scream
but then ran to Barton, without waiting for help. Saziye had to live
the rest of her life knowing that she had been the cause of some-
one’s death.

To this day, students suffer through seemingly endless
lessons in Morgan 206. Some drift from daydream to day-
dream as Jale once did, some get inspiration for short sto-
ry ideas when they should be learning about fluids in motion.
But whatever they are busy with, they are always accompa-
nied by the sound of water going through pipes. That sound
is said to be Jale’s ghost. Regulating the pipe system, making
sure that not one drop of water touches the floor of Morgan 206.

(First Place, Eren Demir Short Story Writing Contest, spring 2015)
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Mert ARSLAN

Heaper’'s Scythe ..

ne thing was certain: I was dying. I could feel it,
and I had no intentions of tricking myself into
believing that this was just a small wound, and
would heal in no time. No ... I had known it was
serious the moment I had first pressed my hand
into it. It had been warm and wet. It still was. At first, it had felt
like it had no significance at all, but now I could feel my side
burn, with a hot burst of pain with each inhale and exhale. Had
I known this would have been the case, I might have gone home.
No, on second thought, even then there’s no way I'd go home. It’s
not like the situation could be helped anyway. I was stuck here,
in this forsaken place that would be my grave.
Thad alwaysthought that death would be better thanlivinglike
I do, but you see, when you’re actually at the doorstep of oblivi-
on, it’s kind of obligatory to feel scared. They say the last thing a
man jumping from a bridge feels isregret. I can see how true that
is now. Yes, maybe I could have found a way out of this. Actually,
there were a couple points where I would have been able to sur-
vive. I could have asked for help from that man at the corner of
the street. Or I could have walked home before all the adrenalin
dried out. Or I could have just dodged that stupid knife. Not that
any of it matters now ...

* * * *

I hate people ... they are utterly disgusting. They don’t under-
stand anything. They think the world is so simple, made up of
what they see in the classroom: stupid jokes and useless academ-
ics. It’s all fun and laughter for them. If only they had seen the
true horrors of this world ... would they be able to live with a frac-
tion of what I'd seen? Doubtful ...

It’s so easy to hate people. They think they’re all so special
and mysterious, but I know who they are. All it takes is a single
glance into their eyes, their pretty, gleamingblue eyes ... I can see
everything from here, they think I'm just not interested, which
is definitely true, but if they knew I saw the boy at the front row
writing “bring protractor” on his left arm, the bully of the class-
room, Dunn Falcrow, carefully sharpening his pencils to the
point of obsession, the tears at the corner of another kid’s eyes
because he lost his pencil case and the teacher “yelled” at him
... To others, these meant nothing. But for me, I'd learned to read
people’s souls through the simplest of actions. And their souls

are pink, they are weak and blind. Mine? Mine’s been burned too
many times to be anything other than charred black.

Oh finally! The bell! It’s not like it changes much, there’ll be
another idiot with another subject that no one cares about in five
minutes, and then another for five more hours. And after that,
it only gets worse. But that class was exceptionally boring. And
that’s without even listening to a single word. I'm sure its con-
tents were worse.

Dunn just got up. I wonder what he’s up to this time. That idiot
is never up to anything good. He walked up to the kid who had
lost his pencil case; I think his name is Lenny. Another prey ... I
must say, as much as I hate Dunn, he does offer the slightest bit of
entertainment... No, more like distraction, it’s not like this is fun
at all. T already know what will happen, and I do not approve of
it, but it’ll still be better than this nothingness of overly cheerful
girl giggles and disgusting boy sounds ... Maybe I'll even get to
punch something, or someone.

“Um ... what do you want F-Falcrow?” Lenny asked, shyly look-
ing up to see the massive bulk that was Dunn looming over him,
with two of his lackeys. Pathetic ... He’s almost trembling. Could
you be weaker, Lenny?

“Nothing really, though I did find this pencil case that I be-
lieve is yours,” Dunn said with mock innocence as he brought his
hands forward, holding a vandalized pencil case. “Find.” Right.

“You took it? Give it back!” Oh, that’s some courage for a boy
thinner that a stick figure.

“Why don’t you take it from me?” Dunn asked, extending his
arms forward to offer Lenny his pencil case.

Lenny made an attempt to grab it, only to swipe the air.

“So you don’t want it? Okay, I guess I'll just throw these out of
the window so the poor kids in the garden can have them.” Dunn
started taking out every one of the pencils in the pencil case, set-
ting aside a couple in the process for his own stolen pencils col-
lection. Then he threw the pencil case on the ground and walked
up to the window.

“No, please! My parents will kill me if they find out I lost my
pencils again!” By kill he means a soft scolding, nothing more
... I had had enough fun though, it was time to get involved, and
hopefully get to use my fists.

“That’s enough, Dunn, give him his stuff back,” I said, leaning
back on my chair. For a moment, that wiped off the smirk on the
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big oaf’s face. He wasn’t used to getting called by his first name;
everyone called him Falcrow since no one was bold enough.

“And if I don’t?”

“I’ll start throwing your yellow teeth out of the window. There
was one kid outside missing a couple, I'm sure he’d appreciate
you sharing some of yours.”

That only made himlaugh, but I hadn’t expected anything oth-
er than that either. Finally. Time for a little demonstration. You
didn’t get to punch idiots everyday.

“Look guys, the tiny girl has decided to come out of hiding.
Maybe I’'ll show you how things here work out differently than
your little corner, Sylvie.”

“No thanks, I don’t need another stupid lecture on how pigs
live. The biology class today was enough.”

“You should use your mouth for other things, b----1"

“How about you use your brain for other— Oh wait, first you
need one of those. My bad.”

“That’s enough!” Finally. He lumbered towards me, clenching
hisleft fist. Alefty, good to know. He grunted as he swung hisleft
fist, but I had already sidestepped.

“Stand still, you bi--"

Ahh yes that felt so good. You know a punch is good when your
hand hurts like hell in the right places. It felt
like my hand was made for his face. I shook it a
couple times, as if I was trying to bat away the
pain, not that it was useful, but I did it anyway.
When Ilooked back up to see the outcome, and it
was even better than I had imagined, because at
first I couldn’t see anyone, then I noticed the boy
lying on the ground with teary eyes. He was too
shocked to speak.

“So that’s how things work out here. Yeah no I
think I'm gonna stick to my dark little corner.”

“I will f---ing kill you, b----!"” he yelled, half
sobbing, behind my back as I walked back to my
seat at the back of the classroom. The lecture
would start soon, and I was almost certain that he would still be
crying and yelling at his lackeys because they didn’t help, but the
teacher would likely ignore him. And there was no way he would
actually tell the teacher that he got punched by a girl.

Oh, if you're wondering how I learned to fight like this, let’s
justsayit’sbecause I've beeninagood number of fights. I’ve been
fighting people since I was very little, and well, one can only get
beaten up too many times before learning. After years I can say
I’'m pretty decent at f---ing people up.

“What happened to you?” the teacher asked, kneeling next to a
still-sobbing Dunn, who was trying to hide his face.

And then he pointed at me. That was all he did, but it was
enough. Not good ... Not good at all ... Honestly I hadn’t seen this
coming.Ihad assumedthatb----- dwould be too ashamed to ever
admit being beaten up by a girl, but there he was, pointing at me.
There were some snickers in the classroom, but it all died down
when the teacher gave me a death glare.

“Sylvia, this is the thousandth time. Do you want me to call
your parents again?”

This is the point where I really wanted to say, “As if I care,” but
see, my parents would murder me if I got into trouble again. They
already hate me. My dad ... No, I don’t even want to think about it.
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“Sylvia you’ll stay after school for detention and we’ll have a
little chat, okay?”

“Fine..” T hate that ‘I’'mreally nice and I don’t like being mean
butyou f---ed up sohard that I need to do something about it’ act.
She’s a conceited b---- like most teachers.

“Okay, class, back to our subject...”

The rest of the class was as usual: extremely boring and pain-
ful. But finally, it’s recess. I can keep sitting in my corner and
imagine all those people I hate dying painfully without any in-
terruptions. I took a deep breath and closed my eyes, trying to
forget my surroundings.

“Sylvie ... you can’t keep doing this.”

Of course... There’sno way they’d justlet me be alone. “I cando
whatever I want, Cynthia,” I replied with a threateningly calm
voice, my eyes still closed.

“No, you can’t. What do you think dad will do when you
come home late? You think he won’t notice?”

“He can do whatever the f--- he wants.”

“Sylvie ... 'm worried about you ... ”

“I don’t need your pity, sister. You mind your own business
and let me mind mine. It’s not like you have any idea about any
of this. You’ve always been the perfect daughter, smart and pret-
ty and respectful, you wouldn’t understand how
this feels like!”

“That’s not true...” she tried to protest, but we
both knew it was. “Look, maybe you're right, but
you're still my sister and I don’t want you to suf-
fer.”

“Or maybe you just can’t stand all those
friends of yours asking what terrible thing I did
again or people pointing at you and saying “Is
she the one with the monster for a sister?””

“You hate me, don’t you?”

“Don’t take it personally sis, I hate everyone.”
” Thankfully that was enough to get her to leave.
I didn’t even have to get too mean. It’s a good
method, making people hate you, to ensure one’s solitude. And it
turns out it’s one of those rare things I'm just so skilled at I could
win a world championship or something. “Welcome, ladies and
gentlemen, to How Many People Hate You! Today, we only have
one contestant, Sylvia Craestor, because everyone hates her so
much that no one even wanted to have their names announced
next to hers! I think we have a new record ladies and gentlemen,
it seems that Adolf Hitler has finally been dethroned!” Yeah ... I
wouldn’t be surprised if that happened. Not that I'm complain-
ing. It wouldn’t be fair anyway. I hate people, they hate me, I get
to stay alone. I'd say it’s a pretty good deal.

I was alone for the rest of the day. I saw my sister take a few
glances at me, but she didn’t dare to come and say a few words.
No, my last impression had made sure Cynthia wouldn’t be
talking to me for a while. Which was a good thing. I didn’t even
want to see her face.

The detention wasn’t so bad either. Well, except that I had to
stay in school for two extra hours, even though “our little chat”
with the teacher and the dean took less than twenty minutes. It
was the same things over and over again. That I can’t punch my
classmates, even if they try to attack me, and I should instead
just go talk to a teacher. It’s hard to understand how stupid they
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can be sometimes. I can’t believe they just expect me to get beat-
en up and then go to a teacher so that they can scold the kid. Best
trade ever, right?

After that I sat down and wrote “I won’t punch my classmates
again” on a piece of paper a hundred times. I guess that was the
mostlies I had told in one hour and a half. They wouldn’t call my
parents for at least two more times, and well, even if they did,
it wasn’t as if that changed anything. It wouldn’t be any worse
than how my father treats me anyway. Why? Because there is no
worse.

I was walking back from the school. I didn’t want to go home,
but there wasn’t anywhere else to go. My father would be sitting
in his chair now, waiting for me in the room across the door. He
has probably readied a dozen or two cuss words, and ... No, I don’t
need to think about that already. I will have enough time when I
get back.

It was getting dark, that weird color between the night and a
clear morning dominated the sky. It’s a pretty color, though I've
heard people say that it felt too heavy. But they are wrong. There
are only a few colors better than this mixture of black and blue.
There was a vague wind, the kind you barely felt, but it kept the
air cool. It reminded me of a murder scene from a book I recent-
ly read. It was just like this, a girl walking in the
lonelier parts of the town at dusk, with a vague
wind playing with her shoulder-length black
hair. Who knows, it could as well be—

“Hey, Sylvie!” a voice called out. It was a boy’s,
and familiar too. Yes, I've heard it too many
times already even though I knew this kid only
for a month. I turned back to see Dunn and his
dummies walking towards me in such a man-
ner that they might as well own the street. But
that only made me laugh. These were no “badass
gangsters” as they tried to act like. They were
three stupid kids who thought they were worth
a lot, but I'm sure even their mother wouldn’t
spare a cent if they were suddenly kidnapped and the kidnappers
asked for ransom.

“What do you want, Dunn.”

“I'm here to make you pay for what you did at school” he said as
they closed up on me, forcing me to step back into a narrow alley.

“And what makes you think I won’t break your nose instead?”

“Because if you try I will cut you open,” he threatened, pulling
out a switchblade. He tried to flip it open like in the movies, but
when that didn’t work he had to drag the blade out with his other
hand.

That made me chuckle. This kid wasn’t brave enough to fight
a girl without his friends to back him up, and now he brought
a knife? That was some real cowardice. There was no way he
would actually use the knife, he wouldn’t dare. As strong as he
tries tolook, Dunn is still aboy too scared to break the rules that
actually have serious consequences.

“You brought a knife to fight me? Have I told you how pathet-
ic you are? You are too much of a coward to come here without
a weapon; you won’t dare use that thing. It’s so obvious you’re
bluffing, you idiot. Learn to act like a real man before you try to
threaten me!” I could see the doubt in his eyes, doubt that grew
into fear as I started to walk towards him, clenching my fists.

()
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This idiot needed areal lesson, and I was so in the mood to teach
him a few things right now.

“I'm warning you! Stop right there or I will f---ing cut you
open!”

His hand was shaking as he pointed the knife towards me.

“Youwon’tdo anything. You're too weak. Go back to your mom-
my, boy.” A wild smirk had crept onto my face at this point. I felt
full of energy and confidence ... I felt alive. Clenching my right
fist tight, I swung my arm from the side so that my fist would
knock out a few of his teeth. At least, that was the plan.

F---.1..Ican’tbelieve this actually happened. My punch went
wide, my knees buckled underneath me. A sudden, sharp pain
stung at my side. I could feel it burning. I fell on my knees as my
hands instinctively went to clutch where the pain was. Soon
they were soaking wet, and so was my shirt. A warm, red liquid
seeped out recklessly.

Dunn was standing over me, trembling. He muttered some-
thing, but all I could hear was the throbbing pain in my side. He
started backing away, and then running back down the alley and
into the main street.

“You f---ing coward! Come back here, you b----- d, I will mur-
der you! Come back here! You can’t just stab me and run, cow-
ard!” Rage filled my veins. Where blood had left,
fury burned up, fueling my body. I forced myself
up, still cussing at that little b----- d who had
stabbed me and ran away, because he couldn’t
even own what he had done. I would have chased
after him, but even through that anger I knew
that was a stupid idea. And I definitely couldn’t
go back to the street, I didn’t want some stupid
old lady walking up to me with big, blind, wor-
ried eyes and asking if I was okay. No, I did not
need that kind of attention ... that kind of pity. I
could handle this myself.

A man was walking on the street. He was only
a couple dozen meters away, right at where the
alley joined the street. I'm sure I could have called out to him,
but no. I wouldn’t have that. This was my wound; I had brought it
upon myself. I should have been able to dodge the knife. Oh, how
I'm going to beat up that b----- d when I see him again. I won’t
leave a single crooked tooth in his ugly mouth, a single intact rib
in his chest.

The best thing to do was to keep walking deeper into the alley.
There was a high chance it would connect to the upper street,
and then I'd only be a block away from home. The bleeding would
probably stop by then. It had to; I was doing everything I needed
to. I was pressing my right hand into the wound just as required.
That would make the bleeding stop, right?

It was a dead end. An old, empty building stood at the end of
the alley. It looked like one of those houses after a bombing I'd
seen in the pictures in the history class: halfruined and the first
floor mostly buried in rubble. It seemed to be athree-story build-
ing, most likely an apartment once, but now it was nothing more
than a ruin. Most of the front wall was missing, but somehow
the second floor had survived, shadowing the first floor, so even
though it wasn’ttoo dark to see I couldn’t get a good view of what
was inside.

It had started to hurtlike hell. The cold seeped under my skin.
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The vague wind that had just been playing with my hair was now
awrathful enemy, striking at the wound and pushingicy needles
into my flesh. I pressed both of my hands against the wound, but
I could feel my strength waning. I felt ... weak ... I hated that feel-
ing, the one you get when you’re sick, making you flinch at the
faintest of touches and falter under the smallest of weights. I...1
could not be weak. I had no such luxury.

I looked down to see how the wound was. It was a grave mis-
take. I gasped as I saw that my hands had been painted red with
the liquid that was supposed to be inside my body, not outside.
My white school uniform shirt had turned dark around the
wound, and there were some stains even on my skirt. I did not
dare pull my hands away from the wound; I don’t think I could
stand to see that.

Only now I realized how serious this was. The pain was get-
ting increasingly sharper, while I felt weaker and weaker with
every passing second. I was shivering. Too much blood ... I had
lost too much blood in those few minutes I had spent walking up
this alley, and now I barely had the strength to stand. There was
no way I could walk all the way back to the main street. But ... I
could deny that I needed help. And very fast. Maybe ... maybe if I
could just sit down for amoment and rest ... I could gather enough
strengthto...

I forced myself to walk forward, making a conscious effort to
take each step. Maybe I could find some place to rest for a while
in the ruins of that building. It was dark inside, very dark, and I
almost tripped a few times as I walked inside, carefully placing
my feet on the pieces of rubble that covered the ground. Follow-
ing the entrance was the remains of a small room, and a cracked
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staircase at the other end. To the left, I could see another room
through a doorway, a room that seemed to be mostly intact. I
managed to get myself inside the second room, only to collapse
at the corner right next to the doorway. My legs could no longer
carry me.

It had gotten colder. A lot colder. I could hear my teeth clat-
tering, my body shivering. At least the pain had gotten duller,
but only very slightly. It still stung with each inhale and ex-
hale, making it hard to breathe and forcing me to pause between
breaths. Outside the unglazed windows, the dark colors of the
night now reigned over the skies, and a heavy darkness fell on
the alley like a shroud ... my shroud.

One thing was certain: I was dying. I could feel it, and I had
no intentions of tricking myself into believing that this was just
a small wound, and would heal in no time. No ... I had known it
was serious the moment I had first pressed my hand into it. It
had been warm and wet. It still was. At first, it had felt like it had
no significance at all. But now I could feel my side burn, with a
hot burst of pain with each inhale and exhale. Had I known this
would have been the case, I might have gone home. No, on second
thought, even then there’s no way I'd go home. It’s not like the sit-
uation could be helped anyway. I was stuck here, in this forsaken
place that would be my grave.

Thad alwaysthoughtthat death would be betterthanlivinglike
I do, but you see, when you’re actually at the doorstep of oblivi-
on, it’s kind of obligatory to feel scared. They say the last thing a
man jumping from abridge feelsis regret. I can see how true that
is now. Yes, maybe I could have found a way out of this. Actually,
there were a couple points where I would have been able to sur-
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vive. I could have asked for help from that man at the corner of
the street. Or I could have walked home before all the adrenalin
dried out. Or I could have just dodged that stupid knife. Not that
any of it matters now ...

So this was it ... death at the age of thirteen, in a ruined build-
ing at the end of an alley. Just at the other end of this alley, only a
few hundred meters away, people went on with their daily lives,
going back to their homes from work, o wandering the streets.
Did they know someone was dying right under their nose? Would
they care? It was a stupid question. Them caring or not had no
significance at all. They had not cared when I walked right
among them, now it was meaningless.

Time seems to slow down when you're waiting for death. I
would almost believe that I had been wrong; that just alittle rest
would be enough to restore the strength to my body ... but I knew
that was not the case. Death was just being lazy, taking its time,
playing with its prey. That thought made me angry. I was not
someone’s toy to play with, not even Death’s.

“Well come on then! What are you waiting for, you b----- d?”
My throat was dry, my voice was raspy. I must admit, I felt a
little pride as I yelled that, challenging death. Of course it was
stupid, almost insane, and so far from how I really felt. I ... am
scared, scared like I’'d never been before. If somehow the reap-
er appeared right before me, I'd not be yelling and cursing but
begging for a little longer to live. Pathetic, I know ... But death ...
Tears started rolling down my cheeks, each drawing a different
path to my chin, and then dripping down to my shirt. My shirt
was ruined now. What would my mother say?

Iwas tired. I could feel a massive weight on my shoulders, on
my arms and legs ... Even my eyelids felt heavy now. Perhaps a
little rest...

Footsteps. They were very vague, but I'm almost certain I
heard footsteps. And sure enough, a figure, clad in a long, black
robe walked into the room. He stood by the doorway for a mo-
ment, not seeing me. The hood of the robe shadowed his face, so I
couldn’t really see much, but he was very pale. I don’t think any-
one is supposed to be that pale. His skin was almost pure white.

He took another step or two, and stood at the center of the
room. Then, slowly, very slowly, he pulled out an item from be-
tween the folds of his black robe. I couldn’t really see what it
was; his back was turned towards me. He knelt down and gen-
tly placed the object on the dust covered hardwood floor. It was
wrapped in a black piece of cloth. And after that, he turned and
left without paying any more attention to the room.

I waited a painfully long moment before I dared to take a deep
breath again. I hadn’t even realized I'd been holding my breath.
My eyes were fixed on the object, still lying in the middle of the
room. This had to be a dream ... right? An illusion, a trick my
mind was playing on me. Surely the loss of blood had started
to affect my brain. I mean, what are the odds of aman clad in a
black robe, a f---ing robe, walking into this godforsaken place,
standing in the room right before me, leaving something here,
and leaving without seeing me? No, I this had to be an illusion
... or perhaps ... perhaps I was already dead. Could it be? I don’t
think so, my wound still hurt terribly; I could still feel myself
shiver in the cold. I don’t think you’re supposed to feel these
things when you’re dead.

I have to know what that object is. It will most likely be the

last thing I do, butit’s definitely better than sitting at a cornerin
the shadows awaiting death. I got on my knees, and crawled over
the hardwood to the cloth wrapped object. A sharp pain bolted
across my body, but I did my best to ignore it. The object was al-
most triangular, I noticed, as I got close. Carefully, I stretched a
hand out, and pulled away the cloth wrapped around the object.

A knife? Not like those simple ones though. Actually it would
be unfair to call this a knife. It was simply beautiful. A curved,
clean dark gray steel blade was attached to an elegant, cloth
wrapped hilt. The image of a skull was etched right at the base
of the blade. I stared at the knife, more a dagger than a knife I
think, and I could have sworn I felt it stare back at me. I had to
touchit..IThad to feel it in my hand.

It was kind of ironic I guess. Right after getting stabbed, I had
found a blade for my own. What were the odds? This was only
getting even weirder, but I was too busy to care about the odds
right now. If this was in fact an illusion, at least it was one I was
willing to see. In the end, I had nothing to lose. More important-
ly though ...thiswas alesson.Thad been in many fights in my life,
and fighting was one of those things I was good at. But that idiot,
that f---ing b----- d, Dunn Falcrow, had had no trouble stabbing
me with that stupid switchblade of his. I'd been a fool ... However
good I may be, without a weapon it was worthless. Anyone could
just pull out a knife and get the upper hand. It was time I carried
one myself.

My hand reached for the blade, very slowly, cautiously. Hon-
estly, expecting anything other than the dagger to disappear
would be foolishly optimistic, but when my finger touched the
cloth wrapped hilt, the soft linen cloth did not melt away under
my touch. Well, at least not immediately.

After a few seconds, the blade started to turn into thick black
smoke, slowly at first as if it was some liquid vaporizing, then
speeding up and starting to coil around the arm I touched its hilt
with. I cautiously moved my arm away, but the smoke followed.
I watched as the thick smoke seeped under my skin. It was cold,
but also ... refreshing in a way. I could feel it spread across my
body, course in my veins ... Wait, I have a f---ing dagger, well, a
smoke dagger, in my body now? It seemed like a dream, it re-
ally did, but I knew it wasn’t. At this point I had figured out it
couldn’t be a dream. I wouldn’t be able to think like this in one.
Of course, I couldn’t know if I was dead or not, since death could
be like anything, but for now I think I’ll go with the “I'm alive
and crazy shit is happening” theory.

I felt like the air was getting heavier. And colder. Much cold-
er. I couldn’t really feel the pain anymore, I just felt really tired.
And not just physically. I was tired in every single way possible.
Iwas tired of living ... Just a quick nap ... Yes, it’d be fine. Every-
thing would be all right. I just needed to sleep. I slowly pulled
myselfback to the corner of the room, resting my head against
the wall, and closed my eyes. An unfamiliar heaviness immedi-
ately descended on me. I guess I haven’t slept well in ages. As I
let myself to sleep, like a child slowly entering the cold waters
of a sea, I still couldn’t shake off a very vague feeling that to-
morrow would be just as cold, that my life would only get colder
and colder until I froze to death, but I ignored it.

(To be continued...)
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Folded

he cab driver finally asked the old woman where

she was headed to. She had kept her silence since

the moment she got on, no words had come out of

her mouth. It was hard to process such a question

and she took her time trying to remember. There
was nothing to remember. It was as if pieces of her mind had
gone to the grave long before her soul would wave its last good-
bye. Pieces rested under darkness, never to be unfolded again.
She told the driver he could stop wherever he wants when it
reads 20 dollars. She only had twenty dollars in her wallet, no
less, no more. From the expression on his face, the old woman
could tell he hadn’t encountered such insanity in a customer be-
fore. Why would someone sacrifice all her money on a stupid cab
drive just for the sake of spending it? She apparently had noth-
ing better to do. She had received all kinds of pleasure from var-
ious rides she took the past year, just meaninglessly wandering
around and trying to draw meaning out of little things in life.
That was the only capability she was left with, experiencing the
divinity of the moment but blinding her eyes to past and future.
There was no past or future. It was only presence that mattered,
that could matter.

Assheleaned onherback attempting to make herself comfort-
able, a wrapping paper interrupted her, a paper that screamed
out for contemplation, for attention, for hope. It was colorful and
wrapped around a rose, hiding its thorns the same way a rain-
bow would hide the darkness of a cloudy, rainy sky. She rather
focused on the rose, on what everyone accepted as the symbol
of love. She seemed to ignore the attention the paper was seek-
ing for and moved her hands slowly on the folded surface of the
flower. As she tenderly drew circles inside the rose, she felt the
irresistible desire to be engulfed in folds, folds that could echo
memories from past. Her memories, waiting to be unwound,
were trying to climb up the steep cliff that trapped them. She
grabbed the rose with one hand and brought it close to her nose.
It smelled like those innocent summer days, days that never
seemed to end but ended very quickly, loves that were as tempo-
rary as the days and like roses that faded faster than love. She
could hear her heart beating faster and faster as memories from
her youth kept flowing through.

He had had a disappointed expression on his face. I had asked
him: “How did it go?” inferring that he had been rejected by

looking at his bleeding hands holding the rose. It was after this
question, I wasn’t quite sure, that he had burst into tears. “Why
do we keep loving the ones that can’t love us back?” he had said,
not knowing that this, this simple question could reduce me
to tears as well. He couldn’t have understood anyway, he was
so blinded with his own emotions that mine did not matter. It
had always been this way. He had always been so busy dealing
with his own feelings, and it was as if I was there to be an an-
gel, an angel whom he could lean on, rely on, but never kiss. As
we hugged in tears, my pain had become intense. I would have
kissed him, would have given him the love he deserved only if
he was willing to receive it. I had always been the best friend,
the best supporter, and as he clearly put into words: “Why did we
keep loving the ones that couldn’t love us back?” We had spent
the night together, that warm and bright summer night, sitting
at the beach watching as the night faded and the sun blinked be-
hind the mountains. “You can keep this,” he had said, pointing
to the rose. “You can.” Casual. It was the least romantic way of
receiving a rose, but considering the scenery, I was the luckiest
desperate lover. I could have said no, but I did not, I could not.
Knowing that we had had completely different desires and in-
tentions, I just couldn’t resist him giving me a rose. He had said:
“Why not redefine a friendship? Keep this so that we will never
forget this night.” I would have never forgotten it even without
the rose. I kept it. I had kept it inside the purest desires of my
heart, fed it with my love every single day until it faded one day.
My love, however, did not seem to fade as fast.

As her past seemed to compensate for every moment it was
forgotten, it continued to keep the old woman busy. “What a
fool!” she said to herself, thinking about the girl who had forgot-
ten the rose in a cab! How could people not value love when they
have it, while she’s the one longing for love, keeping a faded rose
within the pages of an old book? Perhaps, the girl who had the
common humanity of not requiting one’s love will someday love
someone who will never give her the rose she could forget in a
cab. She wished not to have remembered all these. It was better
without the memories or without the plans; the world was better
that way. No regrets, no pain, no worries. The cab driver inter-
rupted her stream of consciousness:

“Ma’am, I believe we have reached the twenty-buck limit,”
with a smile on his face.
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The old woman looked at him as if she could not fit into the
simplicity of everyday life and instead kept watching the rose.
Under the colorful wrapping paper it said:

“Who’s the lucky girl?” she asked. Funny, huh? Funny how
people can’t see it. I smiled. I smiled because at least I knew you
were lucky. We were lucky. Nothing else mattered. —Caleb.

“Do youknow who forgot this?” asked the old woman, pointing
to the rose.

The driver turned back: “The rose? Oh! It must be this misty-
eyed guy who kept smelling and fondling it. He was watching the
road, I am not even sure if we made any eye contact.I don’t know,
it was an interesting guy.”

“Perhaps his lover wasn’t even there to receive it,” commented
the old woman, knowing how it would feel.

“To my surprise, it was as if he had received it. I don’t know, I

am pretty sure that he wasn’t taking it to someone.” The words
became heavier as they came out from his mouth and remained
hanging in vagueness.

The old woman sighed. Maybe the rose was not forgotten at
all. Maybe, those misty eyes valued love more than anyone.
And maybe, it was the pain that doomed the rose to loneli-
ness. She paid the twenty bucks and got off the cab, leaving be-
hind the rose and the rainbow that surrounded it, as the colors
still desperately tried to prove their existence. No one would
ever try to unfold it. Perhaps, this wasn’t an unrequited love.

Second Place, English Magazine Club Short Story Writing Con-
test, fall 2015
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Dark Words

he woman pulled his shirt. He turned his face to her.

She was in her twenties, in dark and elegant clothes

suitable for a funeral. She did not have a pretty face

but her charming hazel eyes were the most beauti-

ful things the man had ever seen in his entire life.
When he noticed that she was coming from a funeral and crying,
he reached to her to wipe the tears streaming down her face. She
was startled and hit his hand and tried to move away like prey
chased by apredator. The manlet her, stood in front of her and just
watched. Even though he wanted to comfort her, she was scared,
asifhe had done something horrible to her. He felt like the bad guy
in amovie, as if someone had labeled him that way.

She was looking everywhere except at him; from her feet with
black high heeled shoes she wore for the funeral, to her hands that
became red because she squeezed them too tightly, to the different
types of people passing by them and to the sky, which had started
to darken itself.

He understood that she was feeling confused, so he sat on the
bench under the only lamp on the alley and waited for her to talk,
looking into her eyes. He was in his twenties like her, but maybe
a few years older. He probably just got out of work, she thought,
remembering the offices that were close to the park they were in
right now.

They did not move for a while. They were both busy thinking
about different things, what they reminded each other of, and also
how they had ended up being here.

He was confused about the reason why she pulled his shirt. At
first he wondered if she was afraid of him, if he had done anything
wrong and how she made him think so much. She was also try-
ing to find a reasonable answer to the question “Why did I pull his
shirt? I don’t even know him.” Then she remembered she was cry-
ing. Maybe that was the reason why she pulled his shirt; she just
needed someone to hold onto in that moment. It did not matter
who it was, just someone.

When she looked at his face five minutes ago, for the first time;
she did notliken him to someone she knew before but felt a combi-
nation oftwo contrary feelings she could not recall. She wanted to
look at his face again but at the same time she was afraid.

After awhile, she raised her eyes from her hands and fixed them
on his face. It was the second time she had looked at his face. She
felt something warm inside; her cold fear melted in this warm-

ness. This feeling was “trust.” She walked slowly and hesitantly
to the bench and sat right next to the man.

“You can talk to me if you want. I can help you,” the man said.

“I’'m confused,” she murmured.

“Why?” the man asked while crossing his legs and turning his
upper body to her to show that he was actually listening.

“Because I found out that I don’t actually know the things I
thought I knew.” (While she was saying this sentence her voice
was getting softer and softer. The man hardly heard the last word.)

“Like what?” This is becoming a guessing game, the man told
himself. She was not saying anything directly. She was adding
mystery as if she was making herselfinteresting.

“Pretty simple words; especially fate, life, belief, death. Of
course these have meanings, both in real life and in dictionaries.
But I just cannot understand their meanings, no matter how hard
Itry. Maybe these words are too dark to make light of.”

“Dark? What makes you feel that way?”

“When you're in a dark street you cannot see the end of it. For
the words, they are dark, and you cannot understand their mean-
ings. Atleast I can’t.” Her eyes brightened and smiled for the first
time as they pointed out something important. But her smile fad-
ed quickly; so did the light in her eyes.

The man stopped. He tried to give meaning to her words: faith,
death, life, belief. You cannot see the end. She did not know what
he was thinking; she hated not knowing things.

“Does it have an end? I mean do these words have an end?” he
asked; he felt stupid after asking this kind of a question. But this
was the only question in his mind that he wanted answered.

“I mean, everything has an end.” She moved anxiously. “Don’t
you think these words should also have an ending?”

“Idon’tthink everything has an end. Some believe that life does
not have an end.”

“Are you one of those people?” she asked with interest in her
voice.

“I am not quite sure.”

There was a moment of silence; the woman was feeling better
after saying these things that she had kept inside her mind for a
very long time, and the man could not name the feelings he had
after hearing these deep thoughts of hers.

“What do you think about fate?” the man asked to break the si-
lence.
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“At first, like the majority of people, I thought that the definition
in the dictionary was the right one. “The things that will happen
to someone, especially the unpleasant events.’ In time, it started
to lose its meaning for me because I started to think that it does
not make any sense. How can you believe in your fate? Something
you do not have a chance to decide on, have absolutely no chance
tochangeit. Something that you don’t know when will happen, but
something will happen anyway. You can do nothing but accept it.
For example if you had an unfortunate accident and lost your leg.
Let’smake it more specific: acar accident. There was no mistake of
yours; you were an excellent driver who followed the rules, but the
other driver was drunk and he or she caused the accident. When
you felt sad about it, people tried to comfort you saying, “It’s your
fate, you cannot change it. You can only accept it and live with it.”

The man did not really understand the things she wanted to say.
He had been raised by a religious mother, and the woman right
next to him was saying the exact opposite of what he had heard
his entire life. His mother had always told him that fate is the best
form of their lives, no matter what happens. He wasn’t a strict be-
liever but after the example the woman gave him, how fate was the
best form of their lives? From the perspective of whom?

“Let’s talk about the other ‘dark words,” shall we?” she said with
a funny voice to make the man remember that she was still there.
“What is death?”

After these words, the man shook his head like he was trying to
wake up. His mind was getting more confused after every single
word she said. “I think that it is an ending into the darkness like
you would believe or a gate to another place.”

She laughed up her sleeve. Even though they did not know each
other, besides their thoughts, he could guess her belief on death.
That was interesting she thought. “The first one is definitely what
Iamthinkingthe second oneisthe one thatI wish I could believe.”

“Why do you wish to believe in the second one instead of actu-

ally believing it?”

“I tried to believe, but my thoughts prevented me. But it is a
fact that if I believed the second one I would have a better life, a
healthier mind and a relaxed soul.”

“Relaxed s—”

“Too much thinking and obscurity bring trouble with them”

He decided to shut up; it was obvious from her funeral attire
that she did not want to talk about death anymore.

“I think we have indirectly talked about belieftoo,” she said.

“Yes, I think so.”

He fixed his eyes on hers again. She was not hesitant anymore.
She was wise in his eyes after all the things she said, the be-
liefs—not beliefs, but thoughts—she had, her perspective ...

She stood up without breaking the eye contact. “After all, it
felt good to share these things with you, ease the pressure of
them from my mind.”

“I'm glad then. But from now on, I cannot stop thinking like
you,” he said.

“Be careful, I am not the kind of person whose shoes you want
tobein.”

She turned to the right, to the alley that went up to the west
gate of the park.

While she was walking, he said, “It was nice to meet you,” with
a little hope that she might stop and look at him one last time.
She turned only her head, looked deep and meaningful, smiled
for the third and last time. The man tried to take a picture of her
smile in his mind; it was something he did not want to forget.

While he was looking after her there was one thing that both-
ered him. The truth of her words. “Too much thinking and ob-
scurity bring more trouble with them.”

Third Place, English Magazine Club Short Story Writing Con-
test, fall 2015
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1llarca devletler tarafindan vaat edilen zenginlige ve finan-
sal ozgiirliikle birlikte gelecek refaha kimse kavusamamaigti.
Tabii ki bu, cogu kimsenin hayati boyunca inandig1 dogrulari
sorgulamaya baglamasina neden oldu. Insanlar yavag yavas
Beat Kugagi gibi akimlari benimseyerek hayatla ilgili diistin-
celerini degistirmeye baglada.

ABD toplumunun degerleri uzun yillar boyunca olciilii, ¢a-
ligkan ve saygili olma tizerine kurulmustu. Hayat, birgok kim-
se i¢in uzun ve yorucu hatta sonu belli olmayan ¢aligma saatlerinden ibaretti. Fakat, bir
grup New Yorklu iiniversite 6grencisi icin durum farkliydi. William S. Burroughs, Neal
Cassady, Allen Ginsberg ve Jack Keroauc’tan olugan bu grup, devletin sanat diinyasini
kontrol etmesine, yani her tiirli sanstir ve yasaklamaya karsiydi. Toplum tarafindan ge-
nellikle uygunsuz olarak nitelendirilen icerigin edebi yapitlara veya filmlere konu edi-
lebilmesini istiyorlardi. Insanlar kontrol altina alinmamaliyda, sonucta dogustan gelen
bir 6zgiirliikk arayis1 vardi. Bu yeni nesil sairler, yasami maddi degil manevi degerlerde
aramay1 sectiler. Kendini kisitlamak degil, aksine her yeni fikre ve maceraya acik olmak
insani insan yapardi. Bu agik fikirli gencler, eserlerinde daha 6nce yazarlar tarafindan
denenmemis yepyeni yontemler kullanarak ve dogaglama yaparak aslinda bambaska bir
hayatin miimkiin oldugunu diinyaya gosterdiler. i§te bu daBeat Kusagini dogurdu. Buku-
sagin en 6nemli iki eseri de Ginsberg’in Uluma (Howl) siiri ve Keruac’in Yolda (On the
Road) adli romanidir. Yolda romani Beat kugag1 yazarlarinin yagam bicimleri hakkinda
otobiyografi tadinda bir anlatim sunar bizlere. Howl ise “beatnik” ad1 verilen genclerin
hayatini anlatir. “Yolda” romaninin kiilt hale gelmesinin en 6nemli nedeni anlattigi ya-
sam tarzinin insanlari gcekmesidir bence. Eglenceli bir arkadas grubu, caz miizigi, hicbir
yere ait olmama duygusu ve siirekli seyahat halinde olmak.... Ozellikle o dénemde yasayan
insanlari etkilemesinin nedeni budur.

Jack Kerouac, Beatlerin énciisii olarak kabul edilir ¢iinkii olugturdugu akimi ‘Beat Ku-
sag1’ diye ilk o tamamlamigtir. En iinlii romaninin ismi Yolda da bizi sagirtmamali, nite-
kim Beat yazarlari i¢in edebiyat yolda tiretilen, hareket halinde bir seydi. Beatler prensip
olarak bir yere yerlesmeye yani kendi 6zgiirliiklerini kisitlamaya karsiydi. Yolda romani
esasen Keroauc ve arkadaglarinin yaptigi seyahatleri anlatiyor. Romanin anlaticisi Sal ve
Dean Moriarty New York’'tan baglayarak New Orleans, Montreal ve Meksika gibi bir¢ok
yeri arabayla dolaniyor. Genellikle yolculuklar: parasizlik icinde, otostop cekerek veya
hirsizlik yaparak geciyor. Romanda olaylar1 Sal'in agzindan dinlememize ragmen daha
¢ok Dean Moriarty’nin kigiligine taniklik ediyoruz. Dean ‘in degisken ruh hali, kurallarla
ilgilenmeyisi daha dogrusu hayati ciddiye almamasi, romanin temelini olusturuyor. De-
an’in sinir tanimaz, cesur ve 6zgiir ruhu, 1950’lerin Beat ruhunun bir aynasi gibi aslinda.
Dean, siirekli bir eglence arayisinda olan ve otorite altina girmekten asla hoglanmayan
biri. Anlatic1 Sal’in de Dean’e bu kadar tutkun olmasi, Dean’e icten ice duydugu imrenme
duygusundan kaynaklaniyor.

Roman boyunca benim i¢in en énemli olan kavramsa ‘aniyagamak’ oldu. Gelecegi veya
gecmisi diiglinmeyip sadece yaganilan ana odaklanmak... Co§umuz gereksiz kompleksle-
rimiz veya kurallarimiz nedeniyle hayattan tam olarak keyif alamiyoruz aslinda. Bu ‘ani
yasamak’ kavraminin roman boyunca tekrar etmesi Beat yazarlarinin meditasyona ve
Zen inancina olan baghliklarindan kaynaklanir. Beatler i¢in hayat aslinda bir baglangici
ve bitisi olmayan bir yoldu. Yasadi§imiz veya 6grendigimiz cogu seyin bir anlami yoktu
ve hayata anlam katmak isteyenler de eninde sonunda deliriyordu. igte bu anlamsizliklar
diinyasinda, en 6nemli sey yasadiginin her dakikanin, her saniyenin tadina varmak. Bel-
ki de sadece boyle hayattan zevk alinabilir ve yaganilan her an icin minnettar olunabilir.

Beatler i¢in yol kavrami igte tam da bu Zen inancini kargiliyordu.Yol da yagsam gibi son-
suz bir arayis1 simgelemez mi? Zen de 6gretileriyle bu anlamibulma tizerine kurulu degil
midir?

Ve Hayat da bir yol degil midir aslinda?

()




Beat Kusagimn

onemli
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Defne CELEBIOGLU

Yolcunun
Rehberi

noktasindan B nokta-
sina yolculuk her za-
man matematik prob-
lemlerinde anlatildig:
kadar kolay degildir.
Bazen binbir tirli en-
gelle donatilmig bir
parkura doner yol, hele
ki bahsi gegen bu yol
bir bliyiik sehirde yer
aliyorsa... Insan seli-
ne kargi hareket etmek
gerekir kimi zaman, ya da hava kosullarina meydan okumak...
Basina gelebilecek olasi sorunlari, kargilagabilecegi beklenme-
dik engelleri hesap ederek zamanini ayarlamak, yolcunun so-
rumlulugundadir. Toplu tagima ve trafigin yogun oldugu saatler
gibi birtakim konularda uzman olmay: gerektirir, bliyiik sehirde
yagam. Sabahin erken saatlerinde veya Ramazan ayinda iftara
yakin vakitlerde herkesin amaci aynidir: gidecegi yere en kisa
stirede ulagmak. Ama bu ortak amac, onlar1 birlestirmekten-
se rekabete zorlar. Ise veya eve gidis aniden bir yarisa doniisiir,
“Gticlii olan kazansin.”

Bir yerden bir yere kogsustururken birbirlerinin ytiziine bak-

Q)

* Efe ORAL

maya bile firsat bulamayan insanlar toplulugu ile dolar sokak-
lar. Késedeki simit¢i olmasa, kosusturma icinde beslenmeyi bile
unutacak insanlar... Boyle bir gliniin sabahinda tanidigi birine
rastlamayi bekleyen sehirli, ancak hayal kirikligiyla karsilasa-
bilir. Nitekim, Istanbul gibi bir biiyiik sehirde yasayan biri icin,
piyangoda biiylik ikramiyenin kendisine ¢ikma olasilig1 daha
yiksektir. Gidecegi yere yetismeye caligirken trafikten sikayet
edenlerin en ¢ok oldugu, kornalarin en ¢ok bagirdig: sehir; siip-
hesiz Istanbul'dur. Her sabah deniz agip kita gecmek durumunda
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olan Istanbullu i¢in iki alternatif vardir: Bir yanda, rekabeti ha-
yatinin her alaninda yasamak isteyenler icin, ulagimda bile ya-
r1s hissiyaratacak metrobiise binis ve yolculuk siiresince verilen
kapali mekandahayatta kalma miicadelesi; diger yanda, huzurun
hayalinikuranlar i¢in bol esintili bir vapur yolculugu.

Boyle yolculuklarin iyi yanlari da yok degildir tabi. Yagmurun
hafif hafif ciseledigi bir sonbahar giinti, terk edilmig sokaklar-
da yiirtimenin huzuru bagka hicbir seyde bulunamaz. Béyle bir
yurlytisiin ardindan eve varinca i¢ilen kahvenin sicakligi da bir

SCRCE 2016/01

baskadair. Ustelik bu giinlerde, neler neler gelir akla! Kulakliklar
takili, dis diinyadan kopuk bir gekilde yol alirken dalip gidilen
diisiincelerden bir tiirlii ¢ikilmaz. Kimi zaman da giizel siirpriz-
lere hazirlikli olmak gerekir. Diiglinceli bir sekilde daldiginiz so-
kakta karsilasacaginiz bir kedi yavrusu giiniiniizii giin edebilir.
Kictkbir gcocuk veyabir yasliyayardim etmenin verdigiic huzu-
ruyla eve varabilir ya da “Insanlik 6lmemis”, diye diislinmenize
yol acacak bir durumla karg1 karsiya kalabilirsiniz.
Belki de yolculuklar o kadar da kétii degildir, kim bilir?

@)
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Ceren Berfin BEYAZDAG

Yol Bitmez

ayir efendim, o konservenin igine sokulmak
istemiyorum! Her giin bu ciimleyi igimden
sOyleyip duruyorum fakat ne olursa olsun o
kutunun i¢ine binip kaderime mahkum olu-
yordum. Bugiin arkadaglarla sinemaya git-
mistim. Koskoca bir sinav haftas1 sonunda
huzura erme cabasi iste... Film bittikten son-
ra metrobiisle anneanneme gidecektim. Uzuncayir'da binip Cen-
net Mahallesi'nde inecektim. Arkadaslarla vedalastiktan sonra
kendimi ilk gérdiigiim araca attim. Koskoca arac¢ nedense pek dolu
degildi, hatta bir siirti bos koltuk vardi. Sevingten ucan bedenim
icin en giizel cam kenari koltugu se¢tim ve keyifle kulakligimi tak-
tim, kitabimi okumaya bagladim.

Her duraktaaragyavasyavas doluyordu ama aslayerimden 6diin
vermek istemiyordum. Ne yani ayakta mi kitabimi okuyayim?
Neredeyse koprii trafiine girmigstik. Saat besi biraz ge¢misti ve
gilines metrobiisiin karartilmig camlarindan bile kendini en par-
lak haliyle gosteriyordu. Kopriiye ulagtigimizda her zamanki gibi
manzaraya uygun ve kendimi bir klipteymisim gibi hissettirecek
bir sarki agtim. Bir tarafta yegilligiyle kiskandiran ve bir stire son-
ra cani apartmanlara kurban gidecek, Anadolu Yakasi, diger ta-
rafta yalilariyla gosteristen kaginmayan Avrupa Yakasi ve onlar:
ayiran kocasafir bir gerdanlik. Kopriiyii gectigimize gore kitabima
tekrar dalabilirdim. Olayin en giizel yerinde yanimdaki abla tara-
findan diirtiildiim. Onemli bir sey olabilirdi, kaza yapmis olabilir-
dik mesela veya koriik yaniyor olabilirdi. Maalesef hicbiri degildi,
kegke Oyle olsaydi. Ah ablacim gaka yapiyor olmalisin bana! “Son
durak burasi, daha gitmiyor bu arag.” i§te yaptigim o biiytik hatayi
durak ekranina baktigimda anladim: Ara¢ 34Z’ydi. Yani Zincirli-
kuyuwdaaktarmayapmam gerekiyordu, hem de tamis ¢ikigi saatin-
de, hem de cuma giinii! Kadina sagkin sagkin baktigimi fark ettim
clinkii “Hadi insene! Geri mi donmek istiyorsun?” diye bagirdigini
duydum. Hayir, bu olamazda.

Aractan indigimde yine etrafa sagkin saskin baktim. Sagimda
bina, solumda bina, 6ntimde yol, arkamda yine binalar... Ne yapa-
cagimibilemiyordum. Sankibeynim kulaklarimdan akip gitmigti.
O yolculuk nasil ¢ekilirdi? Bir de kalabaligin tistiine haziranin ge-

tirdigi yogun ter kokulari yok mu! Acaba met-
roya binip oradan taksiye mi binseydim? San-
ki metro bundan farkl ya! Neyse artik, olmusg
olan. Boynumu egip yogun kalabaliga dogruyol
aldim.

Herkes gelen araca binmeye c¢aligirken ce-
bellesiyordu fakat kim binebiliyordu? iste ora-
sin1 kestirmek zor. Ya tikhim tiklimdi ya da bes
on kisi ancak binebiliyordu. Artik bu ttopik
diisiincelerden siyrilip hedefime odaklanma-
ya karar verdim. 34BZ, 34BZ, 34BZ,... Hayur,
sakin ve sogukkanli davranacaktim. Nasilsa
vaktim vardi; sadece anneme kisacik bir mesaj
atmam yeterdi, “Canim ben Zincirlikuyu'da-
yim, merak etme en az 45 dakikaya gelirim
(6pliciik).” Tabi bu mesaji atmaya dogru diiz-
giin firsatim olmada ¢iinkii bir adamin bas bas
bagirigina maruz kaldim, “Ablam burada da m1
telefona...” Eeeh,benim debir tolerans seviyem
var ama! “Anami taniyor musunuz da kiifredi-
yorsunuz? Yasinizdan utanin, pissiniz hepiniz!
Pis!” diye bagrindim durdum bunun tizerine.
Istanbul sehrinin kii¢iik Zincirlikuyu Metro-
biis Durag1 Ozerk Devleti halk: megersem du-
yarliymig ve anaya baciya laf edenleri kendi-
lerinden saymiyorlarmis. Yani anlayacaginiz
insanlar da adamai uyarip onu esefle kinadilar.
Ne olduysa oldu iste, bugiiniin de atraksiyonu
bu oldu. Iyi de oldu.

Cantam her gecen dakika agirlasiyordu. Do-
labimda kalan kitaplar: tikigtirmigtim ve sir-
tim adeta kendisine baglanmig o tag dolu varile
yenik diislip sonsuzluk denizinin dibine ¢oke-
cekti. Bir arag gecti, sonra 6biirii ve bir zaman-
lar benim arkamda duranlar bile binip yola ¢1k-
miglardi. Cantam diginda hicbir sey, bu kirmizi
gozli dev canavar misali duran durak bile, beni
rahatsiz etmiyordu. Bir kogeye ¢ekilip insanla-
r1fark edilmeden incelemeye koyuldum. Tani-
madigim onca insan vardi ¢cevremde. Yiiz kii-
sur insanin her birinin bir (kimilerinin birden
fazla) hikayesi vardi. Biri ince tiklamalariyla
sesi6teden duyulan ayakkabilarini gegirip pla-
zasindaki masasina kurulan ve kahve tiistline
kahveyle patronunun gazabini bir siireligine
de olsa unutmak isteyen bir caligan, biri artik
evine dontip ailesiyle mis gibi ev yemegi yemek
isteyen ve ardindan televizyonun éniine kuru-
lup biitiin stresinden siyrilma umutlari iginde
olan bir isci, biri Istanbul'un nankér ama vaz-
gecilemeyen eski sevgili gibi oldugunu idrak
edememigs bir turist, biri masum insanlarin
emegini kendine yontan pislik bir midiir, biri
ne olup bittigini anlamak istemeyen ve aklini
Pelinsularlabozmusg bir yasitim, biri toplumun
baskilarina ve normlarina 6zgiirce karsi cikan
bir “marjinal, hippi, garip”, biri memleketin-
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Dilara KALKAVAN

deki zuliimden kacip modern zulme merhaba
diyen bir gocmen... Ne var ki, bu hikayelerin
hepsi benim bakis acimdandi. Belki de bag-
kasina gore o masum ya da hayatindan mem-
nun olan insan pis ruhlu bir katil veya kendi
icinde catigsmalari olan, yagamin kiyisindan
kiyisindan yiiriiyen biri de olabilirdi. Bana
mutlu ve toz pembe goriinen bagkasina siyah
ve umutsuz goriinebilirdi. Iste bu biitiin fikir-
lerin ve hikayelerin tek kesigim noktasi vardu:
Neredeyse herkesin ytiziinde bir parca gri, bir
parca kiriklik vardi. insan biinyesi hassas be
kardesim!

Biitiin bu disiinceler icinde oldugumu ben
biliyordum fakat disaridan hi¢ de dyle goriin-
miiyordu. Yaglica bir teyze “Kizim sen iyisin
degil mi? Bes dakikadir sana bakiyorum sen
ise yerde bir noktaya Oylece kenetlenmis ba-
kiyorsun! Dogal olarak insan siipheleniyor...”
dedi; cimlesinin sonu gelmedi. Tamamlama
gorevini kendimde bilerek, “Dalmisim teyze,
malum kalabalik buralar. Binemedim de bir
tlirlii” dedim demesine ama kadin cevabimi
beklemeden ortaliktan kaybolmustu. Herhal-
de metrobiis gelmisti. Artik benim de binmem
gerekti. Bekleyen o koca dbegin bag1 olmaya
artik hazirdim.

Sarilifindan eser kalmamig giivenlik ¢iz-
gisinin 6nlinde beklemeye basladim. Biiyiik
bir atiklikle araca girip bacaklarimin bayram
etmesi icin gordiiglim ilk yere gectim ve diger
insanlarin da yer bulma telagini heyecanla
izledim. Yaglhlar ironik bir sekilde genclere
gore daha gabuktular. Arac hareket ettikten
sonra kimseyle goz temas1 kurmamaya calig-
tium ¢iinki eger ayaktakilerden biriyle goz te-
masi kurarsam ve bu sansli kisi altin giiniinde
kurtlarini dokmiis, dedikodularin en igren-
cini yapmis bir orta yagliysa, bana o kisi dik
dik bakip telepatiyle “kalk” emri verecekti.
Biitiin bu karmasga sayilabilecek oyunun ice-
risinde bir izleyiciydim; bu giizel performans
icin herkes bir alkig: hak ediyordu. Tebrikler
hepinize, metrobiisiin umutsuz insanciklari!
Bravo!

Alkigladigim vakit insanlarin bana saskin
ve sorgulayici baktiklarini fark ettim ve anin-
da oturdum yerime. Ben sessiz ve soylu bir se-
yirci olmaliydim, saksakei degil. Metrobiisiin
aziz halki bunu istiyordu. Eh, o vakit ben de
miizigimi dinleyip kitabimi okurdum. Gelen
ilk sarki Ug Hiirel'den “Omiir Biter Yol Bit-
mez”di. Evet, omiur biterdi bir noktadan sonra
fakat insanin kogusturmasi, acelesi ve belki
de en kotiisii hayatin hizina bir tiirli yetige-
memesi bitmeyecekti. Yol ve yagsam bitmeye-
cekti.
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Alara GULER

Tuziu Su

ayram tatili boyunca herkes bir yerlere gitti,
gezdi, gordi. Herkesten geri kalmak isteme-
yen ben de Biiyiikada’ya Istanbul Bienalini
gormeye gittim. Adaya giderken bekledikle-
rim ve daha sonraki gordiiklerim c¢ok farkliy-
d1. Acikcasi bekledigim seyler birkac resim ve
heykelden ibaretti. Gordiiklerim ise beni iize-
rinde dlistinmeye iten sanat eserleri oldu. Farkli farkli mekanlara
girip videolar izledim, fotograflar ¢cektim ve hatta sadece durup
diistindiim. Bliyiikada’da da biraz vakit gecirdim. Glintim bekledi-
gimden bile giizel gecti. En ¢cok begendigim birkag¢ duragi sizinle
de paylagsmak isterim.

Oncelikle bu seneki bienalin konusu “Tuzlu Su” idi, bu ylizden
Biiyiikada bienal icin miikemmel bir mekand: bence. Konunun
“Tuzlu Su” olmasi aslinda bizlere tuzlu suyun her giin goriip yine
de algilayamadigimiz derinliklerini gostermek amaciyla yapil-
mis oldugunu diisliniiyorum. Bienalde yer alan sanatcilar, tuzlu
suda aslinda gordiigiimiizden ¢ok daha fazlasi oldugunu anlat-
mak istiyorlar adeta. Bu ylizden Biiyiikada’nin sekiz farkli yerin-
debirbirinden ilging sekiz farkli eser vardi. Hog bir vapur yolculu-
gundan sonra iner inmez saga dogru gittigimde ilk olarak Kaptan
Paga deniz otobiisii 6niinde buldum kendimi. Bu deniz otobtsiini
6zel yapan gey icindeki kegeden yapilmis “Sudan Kalp” adli ¢alig-
ma. Caligmanin inceligi ve biiyiileyici giizelligi bende ¢ok hos bir
etki birakti. Gozlerimi kapattikca hala gozlerimin oniine geliyor.
Bence bu eserin adinin “Sudan Kalp” olmasinin nedeni suya du-
yulan sevginin anlatilmasindan kaynaklaniyor. Arka giivertede
Sudan Kalp’in ve deniz manzarasinin tadini ¢ikardiktan sonra
teknenin ortasina dogruilerledigimde bambagka bir calisma gor-
diim. Marcos Lutyens, bu ¢calismasinda gemiye tamamen yeni bir
anlam ytiklemis ve yaptig1 ¢caligma sadece bir restorasyon c¢alig-
masindan ¢ok daha fazlasi olmus. Bienalin bu kismini gezerken
eserin gercekligi tliylerimi tirpertti, kendimi ¢ok eski zamanlar-
dan kalma bir gemide gibi hissettim. Buray1 da gezdikten sonra
ikinci durak olarak Splendid Palas Oteli'ne dogru yola koyuldum.

Buotelde bienalin video ayagivardi. William Kentridge tarafin-
dan hazirlanan videonun sessiz olmasi ve dogrudan Biliylikada’ya
hitap etmesi ¢ok giizel bir ayrint1 olmus bence. Video 1920’lerde-
ki Istanbul'u anlatiyordu ve ana karakter Trocki'ydi. Lev Trogki,
Rus bir siyasetciydi ve bazi olaylar sonucunda stirgiine gonderil-
di. Siirgiin icin se¢ilen yer Biiylikada’yd: ve buradaki evinde dort
bucuk yil kaldi. Videoda Trogkinin Biiyiikada ve Istanbul’da ge-
cirdigi giinler anlatiliyor. Videoyu da izledikten sonra oteli de bir
gezmenizi tavsiye ederim. Bence otel, bienal olmasa bile gezilme-
ye deger bir mekandi. Hatta bahcesinde de giizel bir kahve i¢ilebi-
lir. Cok tatl1 kii¢iik bir kahvecisi var.

Kahvenizi de ictikten sonra kesinlikle goriilmesi gereken bir
yer olan Trockimin evine dogru yola koyulabilirsiniz. Trog-

ki'nin evinin kiigiik kapisindan gegtikten sonra ormani andiran
bir bahceye cikiliyor. Bahgede, sadece bir yikintidan ibaret olan
Trogki'nin evini daha yakindan inceleme firsat1 bulabilirsiniz.
Ben bu bahgeye girdigim zaman bir zamanlar Trogkinin ayagi-
n1 bastig1 yerlerden gectigimi hatirladim ve onun buralarda ne-
ler yaptigini, diigiindii§linii merak ettim. Siirgiindeki bir insa-
nin bahgeli ve denize agilan bir evde oturmasi da ¢ok ironik geldi
bana, ¢iinkii ev stirgiin yerinden ¢ok insanin keyif alacagi bir yere
benziyordu. Bahgedeki patikay: takip edip agag1 indiginizdeyse
“Bay Trogkinin Denizden Gelen Misafirleri” adli heykel sergisini
goreceksiniz. Heykeller suya oturtulmus ve hepsi gercek boyut-
lardaki hayvanlardan olusuyordu. Hayvanlar polyesterden yapil-
mig olmasina ragmen her birinin tistiindeki ytikler tamamen or-
ganik materyallerden olusuyordu. Bazilarinda 6lmiis bitkiler ve
hayvanlar kullanilmaistu. i§te bu ytizden heykeller bir kez bakani
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bir daha diistindiiren heykellerdi. Ben burada sanatc¢inin yaratici-
l1g1n1 ve yarattig: zitlig1 cok begendim. Sanki bizlere dogal ya da
katkili hepimizin sonu ayni yerde - toprakta ve yan yana olacak
demek ister gibiydi. Bu heykeller arasinda gerek boyutu, gerek-
se verdigi mesajla en dikkat ¢ekici olani ise “Tiim Annelerin En
Giizeli” adl1 bir bizon heykeliydi. Zavalli bizon iizerindeki biitiin
yiklerin altinda tipki ¢cocuklari i¢in bir siirti sorumluluk alan bir
anne gibi eziliyordu.

Trogki'nin Evi'nden de ¢ikti§imda saat ge¢ olmus ve yemek sa-
ati gelmigti bile. Sahildeki kii¢iik ama sirin balik¢ilardan birine
girdim. Ada’ya gelip giizel bir balik yememek olmazdi. Adanin
manzarasi da ayr1 gilizeldi. Ayrica sehir karmasasindan da uzak
olmasi beni gergekten mutlu etti. Trafik derdi ya da bir yere ko-
susturmacanin olmadig1 bir yer. Havanin insani bunaltmayacak
gibi olmas1 da gliniimiin ¢ok giizel gecmesini saglayan etkenler-

SeR(.:e 2016

den biriydi. Balik¢idan da kalktiktan sonra Biiyiikada’y1 s6yle bi-
raz turlayip vaktiniz kalirsa diger sergileri de gezmenizi tavsiye
ederim. Bagka videolar, kogkler veya fotograflar gormek isteyebi-
lirsiniz. Bunun digindayiirtiyiis yapmay1 severseniz Biiyiikadanin
Ayios Demetrios kilisesine gidip bir mum yakabilirsiniz. Ben ada-
dabiraz dolagtim ve diger bienalleri de gezdim.

Biitiin bunlar: yaptiktan sonra doniis vakti geldig§inde Ada’'dan
ayrilasim gelmedi. Ne de olsa giizel olan ¢cabuk biter demigler. D6-
niig yolunda biitlin kogusturmacave Ada’nin temizhavasinin insa-
niyordugunu diigiiniiyorum. Bunaragmen ¢ok keyifli bir giin gecir-
dim. Bienal ¢ok glizel hazirlanmigsti ve eserlerin hepsi birbirinden
ilgingti. Bekledigimden ¢ok daha fazlasini buldum ve herkesin git-
mesini tavsiye ederim. Eger gitmeyi diislinlirseniz benim size tav-
siyem vapurdan iner inmez eve gidip dinlenmeniz olacak. Umarim
Biiytikada’ya giden herkes benimki kadar giizel bir giin gegirir.
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ocuklugumdan beri, birisi bana ne zaman “yol” keli-
mesinden bahsetse ya da herhangi bir yerde bu keli-
meyle karsilagsam aklima hep ayni goriintii gelir: Her
iki tarafi ugsuz bucaksiz ¢6l olan ve higbir canlinin
yasamadigl, kus u¢gmaz kervan ge¢mez, ileriye dogru
bakinca ise bulaniklagan bir asfalt parcasi. Eminim daha 6nce
herkes bir kere de olsa bu goriintiiyle karsilagmigtir. Peki, her-
kesin kafasinda ayni gortintiiniin canlanmasinin ya da hayal
etmesinin sebebi ne olabilir? Acaba birileri bu gortintiiyl bilin-
caltimiza kasitli olarak mi yerlegtirdi? Belki de bazi igme suyu
markalar1 bu amacla para kazanmay1 amacliyor olabilir fakat
bence bunun asil sebebi yolun benzedigi ve bizim i¢ ice oldugu-
muz bir kavram: hayat.

Hayat, iki tarafi ¢dl olan bir yolda gitmek gibidir. Hayata goz-
lerimizi agtigimizda hicbir bilgi birikimine sahip degilizdir ve
arabalar gecerken yolun ortasinda kalan bir kaplumbaga ya da
kirpi gibi savunmasiz bir halde bulunuruz. Hayatimiz boyunca
bizim yolumuzun ucu da bulaniktir. Bu bulaniklik bizim daha
kesin hatlariyla belli olmayan ama hakkinda fikir sahibi bu-
lundugumuz gelecegimizdir. Hayatimiz boyunca bu yolda farkli
hizlardailerleyerek farkli evreler geciririz.

Hayatlarimizin ilk evrelerinde; 6grenebildigimiz kadar ¢ok
sey 08renir, dogayla hagir nesir olup gézlemler yapariz. Bu evre-
ler, hayat1 ve cevreyi tanimaya basladigimizdan dolay: oldukca
hizli bir sekilde geger. Daha énce baslarinda oldugumuz yolda
hizlica ilerlemeye baslariz ve artik etrafimizda sadece ugusan
¢6l kumu yoktur, kaktiis gibi hayata tutunmaya calisan canli-
lar da vardir. Yolun basindayken gozle secilemeyen daglar artik
daha gercekei olmaya baglar. Biz ise yolumuzda yeni bir evreye
geceriz.

Bebekligimizin ve gocuklugumuzun basglarinda ebeveynleri-
mize agir1 derecede bagimli oluruz. Bu evreyi agtifimizda ise
kendimizle daha fazla bas basa kalmaya baslariz. Yalniz kal-
digimizda, kendi kendimize etrafi gozleyerek kesfederiz. Ayri-
ca diinyadaki her insanin hayatinin her aninda yaptig1 ve dlene
kadar da yapacag bir eylemi, yani hayal kurmay: gerceklestiri-
riz. Hayal kurmak, bize sonuna kadar gitmeye ¢aligtigimiz bu
yolda hem yarar hem de zarar saglayabilir. insanlar bazen ger-
ceklesmesi miimkiin olmayan hayallere korii koriine baglanip
kot etkilenebilirler. Bu; yliksek siiratle hedefe dogru giderken
aksiyonde, ¢6liin ortasinda gordiigiimiiz bir serapa benzer. Eger
gercek sanirsaniz, su bulma umuduyla asil hedefinizden uzakla-
sirsiniz. Bunun disinda her insanda olabilecegi gibi size yardim
eden hayalleriniz ya da hedefleriniz bulunabilir. Bunlar, gitti-
giniz yon ile ayni giizergdhta bulunan seraplardir ve sizin hiz-

lanmanizi saglarlar. Bu seraplarla ilgili olarak dikkat edilmesi
gereken en 6nemli husus ise onlari ge¢tiginizde ne yaptiginiz-
dir. Eger seraplari gecip yolun dahailerisindekibagkabir serapa
yonelirseniz bu ¢ok iyidir fakat bir serapta daha cok vakit gecir-
meye ¢aligirsaniz kendinizi kaybedebilirsiniz. Bu yiizden hizli-
cayolumuza devam etmemiz gerekir.

Cocukluk evresi sirasinda ve sonrasinda yeni bir evre baglar:
Okul yillari. Okulda alinan egitim; yolda giden kisini yakiti, alet
edevati, glivenligi, araci yani hemen hemen ihtiyaci olan her se-
yidir. Okuldan sonra hayata acildig§imizdan, okulda hayata ha-
zirlaniriz. Okul sirasinda zorluklarla daha iyi nasil bag edebile-
cegimiziyaniyolda giderken kargimiza ¢cikan masum canlilari,
taglar1 ve yolda yavasg ilerleyen diger insanlari nasil sollayaca-
g1miz1 68reniriz. Bu, bize gittigimiz yolda stirat ve tistiinliik ka-
zandirir. Egitim yillari sirasinda yol bazen sikici ve yavasg olur
ama otostop ¢ekerek yaniniza gelen ya da durdugunuzda kar-
silasabileceginiz giizel arkadasliklar kurmaniza vesile olabi-
lir.

Son iki evre ise birlikte diigiiniilmelidir. Ig hayati hizli, dolu
gecen ve diizen icinde olan bir dénemdir. Is hayat1 boyunca in-
sanlar genellikle emeklilik hakkinda hayaller kurar. Onlar i¢in
emekli olmak, yolda giderken gordiigtimiiz kilometreyi gosteren
tabelalara, daha dogrusuyolun kenarindakiyemek tabelalari gi-
bidir. Butabelalari gordiigiiniizde onlara ulagsmak ister ve biiytiik
bir hevesle hizlanirsiniz. Yaglilik ise tam tersi bir evredir. Yolun
basindan beri dikkat etmediginiz ¢evrenizi pencereleriniz acik,
hizinizi azaltmis giderken dikkatlice incelemeye baslarsiniz.
Bunun giizelligi kargisinda yaslilar yavag giderek etrafin tadini
cikarirlar. Bir stire sonra da herkes gibi yolun sonuna ulagirlar.
Ulasmadan énce ise sunu fark ederler: Onemli olan yolun sonu-
naulagmak degildir, sona ulasirken aldigimiz yoldur.
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Serra BOYDAK

Yolculuk

arkli yerler buralar. Benim is kokan, sisli Anado-

Iw'm gibi degil. Burasi soguk. Cam a¢gmaya korku-

yorum. igeriye karlar girecek. Fakat trenin igeri-

si kavurucu sicak, biraz esinti fena olmaz. Cami

aglyorum, ylziime karlar c¢arpiyor. Bunlar, be-

nim Anadolu'mun kadifemsi karlarina benzemi-

yorlar. Alakalari bile yok. Bunlar buzlar. Tag gibi
sertler, yliziime ¢arptikca canimi acitiyorlar. Cami kapatiyorum.
Basimi yashyorum bu soguk camlara. Annemi, babami, kardesle-
rimi diigliniiyorum. Geri dénemem, dénersem hayatimin pesinden
gitmek yerine bir Anadolu kdyiinde ¢iftci olmay1 se¢mis olurum.
Fakat ne yazik ki ben bir gezginim (babama gore ise bir hayal ki-
riklig1). Gidecegim yerler beni meraklandiriyor. Belki de agk: ilk
defa burada tadacagim, arkadasliklarimi burada kuracagim, yeni
bir aile edinecegim, yeni diller 6grenecegim. Bu soguk cam, bir
hirsiz misali ¢aliyor hayallerimi benden. Yakici soguguyla beni
gercege dondiiriiyor. Midem bulaniyor, basim doniiyor. Giinlerdir
trendeyim. Yapti§im tek sey gordiigiim yeni iklimi, bitkileri, hay-
vanlar1 incelemek. Insanlar soguk. Soguk iklim insan1 soguk olur
derdi annem. Inanmazdim. Artik inaniyorum. Bir kadin ilisiyor
yamima, soguk, buz gibi gozleri var. Kalin kagli, siyah zeytin gozli
Anadolu kadinlarina benzemiyor bu kadin. Saclarini sar1 boyaya
batirmig, gozleri denizde yikanmig gibi... Bir sey isteyip isteme-
digimi soruyor. Istemiyorum diyorum, tesekkiir ediyorum. Israr
etmiyor. Ne cevap veriyor ne de giiliimsiiyor. Annem olsaydi diye
diisiiniiyorum. Israr ederdi kesin, diyorum i¢gimden. Giiliimstiyo-

Efe ORAL

rum. Camda yansimami goriiyorum. Giliimserken gozlerim dolu
dolu oluyor, dudaklarim kivriliyor. igim burkuluyor. Ozliiyorum
ama geri donmeyecegimi biliyorum. Dénsem, diye diisiiniiyorum.
Tren ilerliyor. Cam agaclari kocaman... Sehre yaklastikea tizerle-
rinde stisler goriiyorum. Bliylik, altin rengi, kocaman yildizlar var
tepelerinde. Sasiriyorum. Daha 6nce boyle gorkemli agaclar, 151kls,
simli siisler gormemistim. Anadolu'mu diisiintiyorum, evin éntin-
deki kayis1 agacini... Annem kardesimle bana zorla yedirirdi ama
simdi diistintiyorum da keske olsa da yesem. Ekmegime katik et-
sem sair Abdiilkadir’in kayisisindan. Fark ettim de, geri dénmeye-
cek degilim sonugta. Elbet bir giin memleketime varacagim. Yoksa
varmayacak miyim? Trenin tekerleklerinin sesi korkutucu. Sanki
déniisii olmayan bir yola girmisim gibi. Babam, yoldan c¢iktigimi
sOylemigti. Halbuki ben, yola gidiyorum. Ben yoldan ¢ikmadim
diye bagirmak geliyor icimden, yolun icindeyim ben! Sonra, fark
ediyorum da sdyleyecek kimse kalmamig etrafimda. i§te 0 zaman
susup trenin tekerleklerini dinlemeye devam ediyorum. Arsiz bir
hiclige ilerliyorum sanki. Buzlar seffaf oldugundan bulanik gorii-
niirler, her seyi bulaniklagtirirlar ya, iste gelecegim de 6yle belir-
siz. Bubenirahatsiz ediyor mu, diye diigiiniiyorum. Hayir, etmiyor.
Aksine, her gseyin kesin ve belirli oldugu bir gelecekte yasamamak
icin kagmadim mi ben? Tedirginim sadece. Ciinkii kaciyorum ve
nereye kactigimi bilmiyorum. Sadece, gelecekteki her saniyeden
kaciyorum. Kagmak, korkaklarin isi degildir bence. Aksine, belir-
sizlige ilerlemek, diizenini ve aligilmigliklarini birakmak ytirek
ister. Ben bu yoldayim. Ben cesurum...
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Nisa Ziihre CEYLAN

Resim: Dilara KALKAVAN

¢ harf, tek hece. Kavramin ¢agrigtirdig1 ucsuz bucaksiz

gecitler, sonsuzluga erisen seritler kadar uzun bir kelime

degil: yol. Anilarin olugtugu, zamanin kah gegmedigi, kah
sagdan soldan soluklasarak ucup giden agaclar gibi su olup akti-
g1, arka koltukta sikisip kaldiginiz, “Cereyan yapiyor oglum kapa
sunu!” diyerek oksijen miktarini minimuma indirmeye caligan
annelerle, “Arka 15181 acmayin parlama yapiyor!” diyerek okuma
imkaninizi kisitlayan babalarla dolu geritler dizesi. Bence en gii-
zel aktivite miizik dinlemek yolculuk boyunca. Kulaklara takilan
kulakliklarla manzaranin silik portresini seyretmek ne giizeldir...
Renk renk yapraklarla ve cesit cesit sekillerle kapli araba cami
bazen bugulanir, bazen de yagmur yagar; damla damla olur cam.
Oyle zamanlarda ortamin melankolisinde bogulmak 6yle kolaydir
ki, 6zellikle de notalar denizinde stirtiklenip giderken bir yandan...
Bu zamanlar ne dinleyecegini, nasil i¢ini ferahlatacagini bileme-
yenler icin bir sarki listesini agagada bulabilirsiniz:

Giineye Giderken- Bulutsuzluk Ozlemi
Hit The Road Jack- Ray Charles

iki Yol- Mavi Sakal

Sweet Home Alabama- Lynyrd Skynyrd
Yol- Ziilfii Livaneli

Truckin> Grateful Dead

Milyonlarca Kustuk- Candan Ercetin
California Dreaming- The Mamas and the Papas
Yollar- Teoman

The Passenger- Iggy Pop

Senin Gibi- Duman
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Sehriban UNLU

Yolunuz
Diiserse

ol, dilimizdeki en katmanli kelimelerden biri. Somut anla-

mi1, soyut anlami, yan anlami derken cagrigimlari sonsuz

bir kiimenin elemani olmus halde. Hakkinda sdylenecek
bunca sey varken Tiirk ve diinya edebiyatinin tiikenmek bilme-
yen ham maddesi haline gelmis olmasina da sagsmamak gerek. Bu
kavramdan beslenmig tek dalin edebiyat oldugunu sdylemekse ‘yol
filmleri’ ad1 altinda koskocabir tlire doniigmiis olan sinema sekto-
riine haksizlik etmek olur. Bazis1 kendi i¢inize bazilar: ise farkl
diinyalara yolculuk etmenize imkan saglayan ‘yol’ temali roman
ve filmler ‘yol’ dendiginde sadece bir mekandan bahsetmenin an-
lamsizligin1 gozler 6niine seriyor.

ONTHEROAD

A

Yolda (On The Road) - Jack Kerouac
Otobiyografik bir nitelik tagiyan bu romanda Ke-
rouac’in ABD’yi bastan basa gezdigi yolculuklar
ve arkadag cevresi anlatilmaktadir. Jim Morrison,
Bob Marley gibibir¢ok miizisyeni de etkilemis olan
romanin Walter Salles yonetmenliginde ¢ekilmis
2012 yapimi bir sinema uyarlamasi da mevcuttur.

g iy

Ozgiirliik Yolu (Into the Wild) - Jon Krakauer
“Vahsi dogaya yliriiyorum.” climlesiyle baglayan
2007 yapimi filmden hatirladigimiz Christopher
MecCandless adindaki gencin hikayesi de aslinda
ayn1 adli romanin uyarlamasi. Universite mezu-
niyeti sonrasi sahip oldugu her geyi elinin tersiyle
iterek vahsi dogada ¢iktig1 yolculugun yagsaminive
diisiincelerini nasil gekillendirdigini gozler 6niine
seren bu eser, ¢iktig1m1z yolculuklarin kendimizi ve sinirlarimizi
kesfetmemizdeki yerini agikc¢a ortaya koyuyor.

INTO THE WILD

wia

-
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Yol- Yilmaz Giiney

Tiirk sinemasinin en 6nemli filmlerinden biri olan
ve bir zamanlar tilkemizde yasaklanan Yol'un se-
naryosu, Yilmaz Giiney tarafindan kaleme alin-
migstir. 1982 Cannes Film Festival'inde biiytik 6diil
olan Altin Palmiye’yi kazanmaig olan filmde, tilke-
mizibagkabir perspektiften izlemek miimkiindiir.

Sohrete Bir Adim (Almost Famous) 2000
Cameron Crowe tarafindan cekilen film hem bir
doénem hem de bir yol filmi olmasi itibariyle favori
filmlerim arasindadir. Rolling Stones dergisi icin
bir makale yazmasiistenen 16 yagindaki bir gencin
Stillwater ile ¢ikt1g1 yolculuk essiz miizikler egli-
ginde kargimiza ¢cikmaktadir.
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Melis YILMAZ

Hyz Topuz Ardundan...

7 Ekim Sal1giinii, sabah uyandigimdabenimicgin
diger glinlerden farkli degildi. Sabah yine bir te-
las evden ¢ikmig, yine ayni saatte okula gelmis,
yine ayni tost ve kahveyle kahvaltimi etmigtim.
O giini degistiren olay ise bu sirada meydana
geldi. Beni yanina ¢agiran Siikran Hoca'm, o
gilin Hifza Topuz'un okulumuza bir soylesi yap-
maya gelecegini soyledi ve benim de onunla sdylesi 6ncesi tanig-
may1 isteyip istemedigimi sordu. Agikgasi bdyle bir soruya evet
derken yasayabileceklerimi ne ben tahmin edebilirdim ne de ho-
cam. Hifzi Topuz... Cumhuriyet tarihini yagamis bir yazar... Bir
avukat, gazeteci, biyografi romani yazari... Benim kitaplardan
adlarini 6grendigim birgok Cumhuriyet Dénemi yazari ile dost.
Nazim Hikmet, Sabahattin Ali, Melih Cevdet Anday, Necip Fazil
Kisakiirek, Aziz Nesin, Yagar Kemal bu insanlardan sadece bir-
kaci. Koskoca doksan iki yil1 geride birakmis bir insan. Benim
gibi hem tarih hem de edebiyat meraki olan bir 6grenciicin, onun-
la tanigmak ve ona birkag¢ soru sorabilmek inanilmaz bir ayrica-
lik. Ben de hocamin bu teklifini duyar duymaz biiytlik bir hevesle
kabul ettim elbette. Ardindan tiim giin boyunca Hifzi Topuz ile
ilgili bilgilerimi tazeledim ve tanigmaya kendimi hazir etmeye
calistim. Oysa ¢ok 6nemli bir ayrintiy1 gézden kacirdigimin far-
kindabile degildim. Ben Hifzi Topuz’un hayatini hatmediyordum
ancak onunla konugabilmek icin Cumhuriyet Dénemiyazarlarini
da bilmek gerekiyordu. Ben bunu ancak onunla tanigtiktan sonra
anlayacaktim.

O giin okul daha bir hizl1 gec¢ti sanki. Yedinci dersin bagin-
da ben Hifz1 Topuz’la tanigsmak i¢in dersten ¢iktim. Kendisinin
Huntington binasinda olacagini biliyordum ve oraya yoneldim.
Binanin i¢ine girdigim vakit heyecan ellerimi titretmeye bag-
lamigt1 bile. Kendime sakin ol telkinleri veriyordum ama sakin
olamayacaktim. Binanin icinde ilerlerken bir yandan da Hifz1
Bey’in bulundugu oday1 bulmaya calisiyordum. Ardindan kendi-
sinin Funda Hoca’nin odasinda oldugunu fark ettim. Funda Hoca
ile Hifz1 Bey’i oldukca iyi segebiliyordum ancak odadaki diger
insanlarin kim oldugunu anlayamiyordum. Derin bir nefes alip
kapiy1 usulca tiklattim, ardindan da odaya adimimi attim. Gor-
diigiim manzara oldukca sasirticiydi. Funda Hoca, Bekir Hoca,
Ayse Hoca, Giilay Hoca, Nihan Hoca... Hepsi Hifz1 Bey’in etrafina
oturmus onu dinliyorlardi. Odaya girdi§imde Nazim Hikmet’in

6zel hayati konusuluyordu. Benim ardimdan edebiyat ziimresin-
deki diger hocalarimiz da geldi: Bihter Hoca, Stikran Hoca, Aysin
Hoca... Odada on bes hocavardibelkide, hepsi de edebiyat hocala-
riydi, bu daldaki hdkimiyetleri ve meraklar: tartigmasizdi. Kar-
silarinda ise birinci elden kaynak niteliginde olan bir sanatc¢i yer
aliyordu. Hifz1 Topuz’lailgiliise sOyleyebilecegim tek sey oldukga
ding¢ ve kendinden emin durusuydu. Eglenceli bir mizahla arka-
daslarinin anilarini aktariyordu, bu arada da su anda tizerinde
calistig1 Duygusal Atatilirk romanindan bahsediyordu. Ben biraz
zorlanarak bir sandalye ¢ekip oturabildim. O anda ‘yabancilag-
ma’ teriminin anlamini kavradim. Sormay1 planladigim sorular,
icinde bulundugum tartigma ortaminin yaninda dylesine basit-
tiler ki ben konusma kararimdan vazge¢ip, bu okulda ¢ok az 6g-
rencinin yakalayabilecegi bir sansi yakalamanin mutluluguyla
sessizce konugmalari dinlemeye bagladim. Hangi bilginin ucun-
dan tutabilirsem kardi. Ben bunlar: diisiinedurayim odada konu
Nazim Hikmet’in Vera ile neden Rusya’ya kactigina gelmisti. Bir
slire sessizce dinledim ve elimdeki kagida bir geyler not aldim.
Bu sirada ise Hifzi Bey, Afet Inan ile tanisikligindan bahsetmeye
basladi. Onun hakkinda da bir kitap diislincesi oldugunu anlatti.
Ardindan dolma kalemini ¢ikard: cebinden ‘Ben hala dolma ka-
lemle yazarim. dedi. Konudan konuya gecildi. Hifz1 Topuz'un Af-
rika merakina gelince sira ‘Eskiden bizim evde calisan kadindan,
benim dadimdan gelir merakim. O da Afrikali bir kadindi.” Dedi.
Ardindan bize Afrika ile ilgili yaptig1 son resimli ansiklopediden
bahsetti. Kitaplarindan, anilarindan ve planladigi romanlardan
bahsederken gozlerinin i¢i parliyordu. Doksan iki yasinda bir in-
sanin, hala gozlerinde pariltiyla eserler olugturmasi beni oldukga
etkilemigti dogrusu. Bu etkilenme ve dinledigim birbirinden il-
ging edebiyat camiasi anilari beni soru sormaya itti. ‘Merak edi-
yorum da, siz Hukuk Fakiiltesi'nden mezun oldunuz, ancak haya-
tinizda hukuk dalinda hi¢ ¢alismadiniz. Sizi yazmaya iten neydi?
Neden bir gazeteci, bir yazar olarak siirdiirmeye karar verdiniz
hayatiniz1?’ deyiverdim birden. Giilimsedi. Okuma merakinin
cocuklugundan geldigini séyledi. Anneannesi hep roman okur-
mus. Ardindan Galatasaray Lisesi'ne gegince de yazmaya olan
yetenegini fark etmis. Lise hocalar1 da onun kompozisyonlarini
oldukca begenirmis. Mezun olduktan sonra, Galatasaray Lisesi
mezunu oldugundan hukuk fakiiltesinde okumug ama zaten oku-
mak ve yazmak hep hayatindaymais. Aldi§im bu cevap beni mutlu
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etse de, aklimdaki soru isaretlerini gidermeyibagaramamagti. Bu
kadar muhtesem anilarin sahibi neden ilk kitabini yayinlamak
i¢in 1998 yilini beklerdi ki? Ben tam bu sorumu yéneltmeyi plan-
larken, artik konferans salonuna gecilmesi gerektigi soylendi. Bir
grup fotografi ¢ekildi ve konferans salonuna ge¢ildi. Ben konfe-
rans salonuna gecerken yiiziimde istemsiz bir tebessiim varda.
Bu hem biraz 6nce i¢inde bulundugum atmosferden, hem cum-
huriyet yazarlari hakkinda 6grendigim birinci elden bilgilerden
hem de boylesine geng ruhlu, bilgili ve yetenekli bir insanla tanig-
maktan geliyordu. Konferans salonuna gecip arkadaslarimin ya-
nina gittigimde sansim bir kez daha benden yana oldu. Hifz1 Bey
onimdeki koltuga oturmustu. Usulca yanina yaklagtim: ‘Rahat-
s1z ediyorum ama benim bir sorum daha var size aslinda’ dedim.
‘Neden roman yazmak icin 1998 yilina kadar beklediniz?’ soru-
sunu iste bu anda yoneltebildim. ‘Benim etrafimda yazar ¢oktu.
Roman yazmak onlarin isiydi, ben ise gazeteciydim.” dedi bana.
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‘Ancak cok sonra anilarimiyazmak istedigimde bir romanci kim-
ligine bilirtindiim, o giine kadar ben onlarin yaninda kendimi bir
roman yazariolarak hi¢c gormedim.” dedi. Tegekkiir ettim ben de,
gectim yerime. Parcalar zihnimde yerini bulmustu. Yetenekli bir
insan, hukuk fakiiltesinden sonra gazeteci olmaya karar verir. Bu
sirada inanilmaz insanlarla tanigir ve ancak onlar: kaybetmeye
bagladiktan sonra gegmiginden kalanlari kdgida aktarir. Bir film
gibiadeta...

27 Ekim Sal1 glinii benim icin oldukga siradan baglamigti. An-
cak sonra Oyle bir hal ald1 ki ben bir daha ne kadar arzu edersem
edeyim yagayamam o giinii. Ben de simdi o gilinilin anisina kaleme
almaya karar verdim bu satirlari. Biliyorum ki o odadaki heyeca-
n1, bilgi akigina tanikligimi ve de coskumu asla unutamayaca-
g1m. Bunedenle de hem benim o odada bulunmamai sagladigi i¢in
Stikran Hoca'ma hem de okulumuza geldigii¢in Hifz1 Topuz’a cok
tesekkiir ederim.
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Cem GOKMEN & Ata TORAMAN

Club FRMUN

(French MUN) & UAA

e club de MUN francais continue chaque année
la tradition de mettre nos connaissances de la
langue francgaise en pratique. Le club qui se ré-
unit tous les mardis a pour objectif de discuter
les événements politiques du monde et de parti-
ciper aux conférences francophones en Turquie
ou dans d’autres pays. Le 14 Novembre, le club
de MUN a organisé dans notre établissement la cinquiéme ses-
sion de I'atelier FRMUN (French MUN).

Nous croyons que le MUN doit étre accessible a tous les éleves
de tous les pays, dans toutes les langues du monde. Malheureu-
sement, c’est impossible si on organise dans le cadre MUN seu-
lement des conférences de trois ou bien quatre jours, qui sont trés
difficiles a organiser pour la majorité des écoles. Par conséquent,
nous, en tant qu'équipe de FRMUN, offrons une solution alter-
native : des conférences d'un jour, « ateliers », qui sont beaucoup
plus faciles a organiser. Cette année c’était la cinquiéme session
de FRMUN, et le nombre de participants est passé de 90 en 2013,
2170 en 2014, et finalement a 230 cette année. Nous pensons que
l'atelier a été couronné de succés jusqu’ici.

La proposition d’atelier FRMUN ne doit pas étre limitée a notre

école « UAA ». Cela doit se propager partout ailleurs, et doit étre a
disposition de tous les étudiants du monde. Voila pourquoi nous
sommes a la recherche de la reconnaissance et du soutien de
THIMUN, la plus grande organisation MUN du monde. M. Alain
Meidinger du Conseil de THIMUN était avec nous pendant l'ate-
lier pour observer le déroulement.

Nos participants ont discuté des questions mondiales récentes,
en tant que délégués des pays du monde entier. Ils ont appris a éta-
blir des relations politiques en groupes de travail pour tenter de
résoudre les problémes dont ils avaient discuté.

Le processus de MUN est généralement réalisé en anglais, mais
nous avons fait cela différemment. Cette année l'atelier s’est fait
en trois langues : francais, espagnol et allemand. Nous sommes
heureux d’étre devenus une des seules organisations MUN multi-
lingues en Turquie et dans le monde entier.

Nous remercions les dirigeants et les membres des clubs de
MUN allemand et espagnol pour l'effort qu’ils ont mis dans ce
projet.

L’aventure de MUN francais continue aujourd’hui, avec une
conférence a Paris en mars et une autre 4 Galatasaray en mai.
Merci a tous ceux qui en font partie.
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Studier Dans
Un Tycee Trilingue

tant un éléve d'un lycée
trilingue, c’est trés éprou-
vant de parler trois lan-
gues en méme temps. Les
langues qui sont ensei-
gnées dans notre école
sont l'anglais, le francais
etle turc.

Lorsqu’on prend ces cours en une seule
journée, on peut étre désorienté a cause
de la surcharge informationnelle dans les
classes. Je pense que la surcharge éducative
a des effets néfastes sur les éléves. Parfois,
je suis obligé de prendre des legons dans
lesquelles différentes langues sont ensei-
gnées consécutivement. Dans ce cas cela
pose un probléme essentiel pour les éléves.
Par exemple, les éléves ne peuvent pas se
concentrer sur le contenu de la lecon, s’ils
sont déja fatigués. Par conséquent, ce pro-
bléme va provoquer le manque de compré-
hension sur les sujets. Pour éviter ce pro-
bléme, je suggere que les administrateurs
ajustentle programme d’études sans mettre
les cours dans lesquelles différentes lan-
gues sont enseignées successivement.

De plus, un autre probléeme important
auquel on est confronté, c’est la différence
entre les langues utilisées a la maison et
a l’école. On parle en anglais dans presque
toutes les lecons au lycée. Toutefois, quand
on vient a la maison, on commence a par-
ler turc avec nos parents. En ce qui me
concerne, ce n'est pas un probléme grave qui
affecte les éléves négativement par rapport
a la difficulté mentionnée ci-dessus parce
qu’on a le temps de comprendre ce qu'on a
appris a I’école sans mélanger toutes les in-
formations. Donc, c’est slir que notre esprit
abesoin de temps pour appréhender la nou-
velle connaissance avec précision. Somme
toute, 'environnement ou les éléves vivent
peut provoquer quelques difficultés durant
leur éducation et compliquer leur compré-
hension des contenus scolaires.
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Fatmanur AYDIN

u aralar her sey cok farkli sanki. Giinler daha
hizl1 geciyor, diinya daha yorgun. Aci akiyor
herkesin ylizlinden. Giines seker portaka-
I1 degil de eksi limon saris1 sanki. Herkeste
bir yorgunluk. Genglerin omuzlarina agir-
ik ¢okmiis, hepsi kamburlagmis. Rekabet
artmis, paylagsmak azalmis, herkes herkesin
mutlulugunu kiskanir olmus. Herkes i¢cindeki seytanlarin kuk-
lasi... Aggozliiliik blirtimiis gozleri. Elindekilerle yetinme deyimi
yasamiyor artik. Daha iyi olmali, en iyisi olmali; o olmali, o da ol-
mali. Mutlulugun pencereleri perdelenmis, nefsimiz bir sis gibi
sarmig etrafimizi.

O ytizden farkli artik her dokunus. Her 6piis yaniyor, kaliyor te-
nimizde. Clinkii insanlar a¢. Hissetmeye, viicutlarinda dolagan o
kiictik adrenaline aclar. Yanaklar: kizarmamig uzun zamandir.
Kimse giilmemek i¢cin 1sirmamigs dudaklarini, sonradakahkalara
bogulup yerlere y1§1lmamis. Uzun zamandir kimse kendisi digin-
dakileri diisiinmemis, gozleri bagkalarini aramamais. Nerede aca-
ba diye ici i¢ini kemirmemis. Herkes kendi sorunlarina o kadar
odaklanmais ki, cevredeki giizelliklere kor. Kendi yolundan ayril-
mayan, diimdiiz giden arabalar gibi herkes. Kendi kendine ge¢iyor
zaman. Tesadiif yok. Yollar: cakigan arabalar, kaderleri birlegen
insanlar yok.

Uzun zamandir yalniz herkes. Kimse kimseyi tagimiyor. Her-
kes kendi 1ss1zliginda kendi kendini tasiyor. Sorunlar: diigiin-
mekten giinler gegmezken, yillar geciyor, kayip gidiyor ellerimiz-
den. O ytlizden farkl artik her dokunusg, her opiis, her temas, her
buruk giillimseme, her kahkaha. Hazine gibiler. Saklilar, herkes
onlari ariyor.

Oykii SONMEZ
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Alara GULER

10 hasum

Bu 10 Kasim da Ata’'mizi saygi ve 6zlemle aniyoruz.”
tlimcesini neredeyse her 10 Kasim’da duyariz. Peki
Atatlirk’i sadece bir giin anmak yeterli midir? O'nu
unutmayacagimizi sadece bir giin soylemek yeterli
midir? Tabiikihayir. O, her zaman kalbimizde yasa-
yacak ve biz onu asla tam olarak taniyamayacagiz.
Bizse O’nu 10 Kasimlarda yapilan bir saatlik toren-
lerde tanimaya ve anmaya c¢aligiyoruz. Bizim hayatimiz ve tilke-
mizigin caninihige saymigbuinsanibdyle anmak biraz tizlicti bir
durum.

10 Kasim torenlerinde klasik olarak saygi durugsunun ardindan
Istiklal Mars: sOylenir ve Atatiirk’le ilgili ¢esitli tiyatro oyunla-
r1sergilenir, sunumlar yapilir veya videolar izlenir. Hangi okula,
hangi kuruma giderseniz gidin bu hep boyledir. Bunlar yapilma-
mali demiyorum, ama bence Atatiirk’i anmak ve anlamak icin
bu oyunlar, sunumlar ve videolarin 6tesine gegmek gerekir. Ata-
tiirk’ii anlamak demek tiim diinya ile barig igcinde yagamak gerek-
tigini, her zaman yeniligin ve medeniyet arayisi igerisinde olma
duygusunu ve daha pek cogunu anlamaktan gecer. Yapilan 10 Ka-
sim torenlerinde bu duygular anlatildiginda gercekten torenler
amacina ulagmig olur.

Eger Ata'miz bugiin yagasaydi, bizim O’nun fikirlerini anlama-
mizin O'nu anlamamizdan daha 6nemli oldugunu séylerdi. Bizim
¢ok okuyan, siirekli geligen ve aydin bir toplum olarak bir biitiin
olmamaizi isterdi. Biitiin bunlari yapmak bizim elimizde. Bu fikir-
leri yaymak i¢in ise 10 Kasim torenleri ¢ok iyi bir yol gibi gozii-
kiiyor. Bu torenlere toplum olarak gerektigi onlemi verirsek bunu
neden bagaramayalim?
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Omercan EROL

Tarumadigum Ogluma

18 yasindaydim. Pargalanmig ailemi, artik bagimi ko-
‘ pardigim arkadaglarimi, unutmak istedigim ¢ocuklugu-

mu arkada birakip kendime yeni bir sayfa agmaya karar

verdigimde 18 yagindaydim. 18 yagindayenisayfamiagi-

lirmig diyeceksin? Bir 18 yaghayat hakkindane bilirdiki

geride birakmaya cesaret etsin? Yasadig1 her seyi silmeyi
nasil olur da géze alsin?

Kolay bir ¢ocukluk gecirmedim ben. Kendimi acindiracak halim
yok ama bu noktada acindirmigim acindirmamigim cok fark etmi-
yor sanirim. Simdi kendim olamayacaksam, kendi parcama bile dii-
riist olamayacaksam ne zaman kendimi savunmasizca agabilirim
ki? Evet, cocuklugum epey bir hareketli gecti. Gortiniirde herkesin
hayalini kurdugu bir hayata a¢tim gozlerimi. Istanbul'da bir yali ve
mutlu goziiken bir aile. Cocuklugumun ilk yillari, sevgi dolu bir an-
neninkucagindailgisizbir babave sertbir agabeyin golgesinde gecti.

Bu ilk yillara dair hatirladiklarimin ¢ogu hizmetgilerin etrafim-
da dolagti81 ve bir dedigimi iki etmedikleri anilarla sinirli. Annemle
farkli bir bag kurdugumu, evdeki herkesten daha ¢ok onu sevdigimi
hatirlar gibiyim. Babam ve abimin bu ilk ¢cocukluk anilarinda goze
carpan pek bir rolii yoktu.

Mutlu ama hizli gegmis bu yillardan da geriye masum anilar kal-
mis hafizamda, hepsi birbirinden bulanik, birbirinden belirsiz. Bir
tanesi var ki, su an bile ¢coktan ¢iirlimiis ruhumu bir parca olsun
1sitabiliyor, giiliimsemeyi unutmug dudaklarimi yerinden kipirda-
tabiliyor. Bu ani, annemle bana ait. Dogum giinleri kii¢tik bir cocuk
icinne kadar énemlidir bilirsin, hele hele benim gibi simartilmig bir
cocuk icin apayr1 bir senlik demekti. Babam sevgi dolu bir kucakla-
ma yerine, beni biiylik hediyelerle simartmayi tercih ederdi, ben de
buhediyelere ¢ok sevinir ve aslindailgisizliginin bagka bir formu ol-
dugunu fark edemezdim. Simdi geriye doniip bakinca, babamin bir
kez dahi olsun: “Dogum giiniin kutlu olsun!” dedigini hatirlamiyo-
rum. Zaten ¢ogu zaman evde olmaz, ¢iktig1 is gezilerinden yollardi
bu hediyeleri. Derken 5. yas giintime hediyesiz uyandim. Sabah uya-
ninca heyecanla annemin yatak odasina kosup, hediyem hakkinda
onu soru yagmuruna tuttugumu animsiyorum. Bir hediyem olmadi-
g1n1 68rendigim o an, annemin 6rtbas ¢abasinin aslinda bir hediye
olmadig1 anlamina geldigini fark ettigim o an, ilk kalp, ilk hayal ki-
rikligim olarak zihnime kazinmigtir. Kiigiik hayalleri olan kiigiik bir
¢ocugun ilgisiz babasindan yilda bir kere dahi olsa sevildigini his-
setmeyi beklemesi ve bu beklentilerin bir saniyede ¢ope gitmesiydi
kalbimi kiran, hayal kirikligina ugratan. Annem kalbimin kirildigi-
n1anlamisg ki oglunu mutlu etmek isteyen belki de kendi deger yarg:-
larini agilamak isteyen bir annenin i¢giidiisiiyle beni kolundan tut-
tugu gibi kimseciklere hicbir sey soylemeden simdi bile hala ziyaret

©

ettigim o kiiciik ama biiyiilii adaya gotiirmek tizere arabaya bindirdi.
Birkag saatlik yolculuk bir 6miir gibi gelmis, sikintidan annemin ba-
sinin etini yemistim. Annem varana kadar hichir soruma cevap ver-
memis, “Sadece ikimizin bilecegibir yer.” demekle yetinmigti.

Adaya ilk adimimi attigim anin hatirasi hala o giinkii kadar canls,
o glinkii kadar nettir. Bilirsin, cocukluk anilarimizin ¢ogunu fotog-
raflar halinde hatirlariz, bu da o fotograflardan biriydi iste, zihni-
min sonsuza kadar oliimsiizlestirecegi bir fotograf. Giin batiminda
gelmigstik bu ufak, rengarenk adaya. Anneme nereye geldigimizi so-
runca, sOylemeyi reddettigini, “Biiyiiylince sdylerim.” diye kestirip
attigin1 hatirliyorum. Simdi bakinca anin biiytisiinii bozmak iste-
medigini, zihnimde buanminriiyaylakarigik bir cocukluk anisi olarak
kalmasinitercih ettigini anliyorum. Saniyorum kibu hayalperestlik
yoniim anneme ¢ekmis. Ttim gercekligin icindeki farklh renkleri go-
rebiliyor olusum. Bunu anneme ¢cekmis olmak olarak nitelendirmek
ne kadar dogru olur bilmiyorum ¢iinkii belki de annemdi bana 68re-
ten bu farkh renkleri gorebilmeyi. Miitevaz bir cay bahcesinde bir
seyler atigtirdiktan sonra, kararan havada sakin bir sahile dogru yol
aldik. Renkler yavag yavas kayboluyor, yerini karanlikta parlayan
aya birakiyordu. Annemin suratinda anlam veremedigim bir ifade
vardi, 6zgiir ama bir o kadar hiiziinlii. Gozlerinin dolu oldugunu ay
15181m1n altinda secebiliyordum ve bu hiiziin kendimi ona her zaman
daha yakin hissettirmisti. Babamda, abimde géremedigim bu naif-
ligi onda gormek... Daha siki tuttum ellerini, sanki babamin, abimin
ona veremedigi mutlulugu ben verebilirmigim gibi. Bana bakip gii-
limsedi, varligima minnettar oldugunu anlatan bir giiliimsemeydi
bu. i(;ten ice ona iyi geldigimi biliyordum. Annemin ogluydum ben,
abimse babamin.

Yarim saatlik bir ylirtiylisiin ardindan, kumsala inmistik. Deniz
durgun, kumsal bos ve terk edilmis goziikiiyordu. Giintin tiim hare-
ketliligi yerini hiizlinli bir dinginlige birakmig, tiim davetkarligiy-
la bizi beklemeye koyulmustu. Annem iki sezlongu birbirine dogru
yanagtirdi ve yan yana uzandik. Icimdeki cocuk “Ee simdi ne yapa-
cag1z?” demek istemis olsa da, bir yanim niye geldigimizi ¢ok iyi bi-
liyordu. Susmay1 tercih ettim, anin yiiceligine teslim olmay1. Benim
sustugumu goriince sagkinligini gizleyemeyen annem konugtu bu
sefer:

“Hayirdir? Hediye var m1 diye sormak yok mu?”.

Yoktu. Hediye buydu ¢linkii, biliyordum. Evden, babamdan, abim-
denuzak olmak, siradan hayatimizin i¢indeki biiytiyti bulabilmekti
hediye. Bunu sozciiklere dokemiyordum tabii ki ama hissedebiliyor-
dum. Susmayi siirdiirdiim.

“Ay1 gortiyor musun?” diye sordu bu sefer.

“Evet.” diye yanitladim, sorunun amacini pek anlayamamigtim.

2015/02 S@RCE



makaleessay

“Niye bazi glinler daha biiylik daha parlak, bazi giinler ufaktir, sol-
gundur bilir misin?”

Sustum. Sonra annemi giildiirecek bir yanit verdim:

“Sen de bazi giinler stsliisiin, mutlusun, kahkahalar atiyorsun.
Baz giinlerde de tlizgiinsiin, bir seylere agliyorsun. Belki o da senin
gibidir. Hep ayniolmak zorunda mi?”

Bes yas aklim nasil oldu da annemi aya benzetebildi bilmiyorum,
belki en yakindan onu gézlemledigimden, degisimi bir tek onda go-
rebildigimdendi bu benzetme. Annem bu ilging benzetmeye her za-
manki tath kahkahasiyla karsilik verdi.

“Gunesten aldig1 yansitir ay. Demek ki ben de hep ayni1s181 alama-
yorum giinesten.” dedi giilerek. Kafam karigsmigti, giineg yoktu ki ge-
celeri, 15181n1 yansitsin ay?

“Giines geceleriyok ki.” dedim bir cocugun safligiyla.

“Giines biz goremesek de hep oradadir. Mesela bak, sen de benim
giinesimsin. Hep yanimda misin? Hayir. Ama var oldugunu bilmek
bile aydinlatiyor.”

Annem bu ciimleleri kurarken bes yasinda bir ¢ocukla konustu-
gunun ne kadar farkindaydi bilmiyorum ama séylediklerini idrak
etmek epey bir zamanimi aldi, beg on yil kadar. Anlamasam da bu
ctimleler aklimdan hi¢ ¢cikmadi. Bana olan sevgisini dile getirdigini
anlamig olmaliyim ki agzimdan su kelimeler dokiildii:

“Sen de benim giinesimsin anne.”

Kiiciik bir cocuk olarak kurdugum bu ciimlenin kulaga ne kadar
dramatik geldiginifark edememistim, zaten dramatik olmaniyetiyle
de s6ylememigtim .Konusmanin bu noktasinda miyoksa daha sonra
m1 tam hatirlayamiyorum ama annemin aglamaya bagladig1 an diin
gibi aklimda. Zaten sagiriyorsundur her seyi diyaloglarina kadar na-
silbukadar nethatirladigima. Diiriist olacagim, ben de sagiriyorum.
Zaten ¢ocukluguma dair bu kadar canli hatirladigim bir bagka anim
dayok. Amabelli ki bu yer etmis. Annem aglamaya basladiginda, i¢-
giidiisel olarak onu mutlu etmek istemistim, gérev bellemistim bunu
kendime. Onun giinegiydim ya ben.

Yanina sokuldum ve saclarini oksamaya bagladim. Ben ne zaman
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aglasam saclarimioksardi ¢linkii annem. Kucaginaaldibeni, kavradi.

“Ya sen olmasan? Bir de sen olmasan?” diye aglamay stirdiirdii. O
aglamayi stirdiirdiikge, benim de aglayasim geliyor ama onun yaninda
giiclii durma fikri, onu ayakta tutma fikri aglamaktan alikoyuyordu
beni. Aglayamazdim, ben aglarsam onu kim giildiirebilirdi? Ona so-
kulmay: stirdiirdiikge, gézyaslarinin dindigini de hisseder gibi oldum.
Bireliyle beni kavramay: stirdiirdi, diger eliyle gozyaslarini sildi. Beni
kucaginaoturttu.

“Aglamayacagim. Bu aksam aglamayacagim. Tkimiz mutluyuz de-
gilmibu aksam? Mutluyuz?”

“Evet anne, mutluyuz.” Bunu inanarak soylemistim.

“Bir seyler oynamak ister misin?” diye sordu ¢aresiz ama anag bir
edayla.

“Denize girmek istiyorum.”

Bir kez daha giildiirdiim annemi. Normalde olsa izin vermez, hasta
olursun bahaneleriyle beni gecistirmeye calisirdi ama bu sdyledigimi
ciddiye aldi. Annemin en sevdigim 6zelliklerinden biri bu oldu o gece-
den sonra, bu aniy1 bu kadar canli hatirlamamin sebebi de belki. Ha-
yatimdailk kezbiribeni ciddiye aliyor, yetigkin birine konusur gibi ko-
nusuyordu. Bu dabanaistemsiz bir sorumluluk yiikliiyor, aglamaktan
alikoyuyordu. Annem cantamizdan mayolarimizi ¢ikard: ve giydir-
di beni. Kendi de bir agacin arkasinda degistirdi iistiini. Soguk suya
adimimiz attigimizda, terk edilmis diinyanmin iki fatihi gibi hissettik
kendimizi, sanki diinya bizden ibaretmis gibi. Sankibirbirimize yete-
bilirmigiz, mutluluk buymusg gibi. Babamin abimin yoklugunda, seh-
rin glriltiisiinden, tiim dertlerden arindirilmis saf bir mutluluktu o
aksamki. Annem kahkahalar atiyor, ben de sagma espirilerimle onu
glildiirtiyordum. Giilen gozlerin arkasindaki hiiznii gérsem de biliyor-
dum, annem o aksam mutluydu.

Annemi mutlu olarak hatirladigim son anim da buydu zaten. Bir
daha asla o geceki gibi giilmedi, o gecede attig1 kahkahalar1 atmada.
Denizden ¢ikarken biz, ay batiyordu. Batan ay gibi o da yolunu, glinesi-
nikaybetti. Ve bir daha dahi¢bulamadi.“

Oykii SONMEZ



makaleessay
(==

Serce 2010

Yasar hemal’in

eniiz ardimizda biraktigimiz 2015 yili, ede-
biyat camiasindan dnemli bir ismi de bera-
berinde gétiirdii. Biz bu yil usta yazar Yasar
Kemal’i kaybettik. 28 Subat 2015°te hayata
gozlerini yuman Yasar Kemalden bize ise
Ince Memed’ler, Haydar Usta’lar, giizelligi
ile nam salmis Esmeler, Qukurova’nin pa-
muk tarlalari, o tarlalarda bacaklar: ¢izilmis, yiirekleri ezilmis
isciler ve her biri birer karakter olan birgcok kahraman kald:. Ya-
sar Kemal, insanwn insanla, ¢cevreyle, toplumla iliskisini anlatmas,
cevre betimlemeleri, kendine has sairane tislubu, halk deyislerini
kullanmasindaki ustaligs ile edebiyat diinyasinda kendine énemli
bir yer edinmistir. Biz de onun anisina 2010 yilinda Sergede ya-
yimlanan Berkin Se¢menin Yasar Kemal ile réportajin sizlere
tekrar sunmak istedik. SERCE 2016

Berkin Se¢me: Eserlerinizdeki destansi anlatimin kaynagi ne-
dir? Nelerden etkilendiniz? ‘Yasar Kemal roman Dili’ kavrami
nasil olugtu?

Yasar Kemal: Cocukken gece sabaha kadar hayal kurardim.
Kurdugum hayallerin i¢cinde adeta kaybolurdum. Cok masal din-
lerdim. Ben de, yagh kadinlardan 6grendigim masallar1 kdytin
¢ocuklarina bire bin katarak anlatirdim. Benim yazdigim insan-
larin hicgbirisi olagantistii kisiler degildir. Dogal insanlardir. Be-
nim anlatimim, duygularim onlari olagantistii yapti belki de. Be-
nim diinyam diis dolu bir diinya. Mesela Dostoyevski’yi, umutsuz
ve karanlik bulurlar. Insan umutsuzluga diiser mi? Diiger tabi ki.
Ama insanligin mayasi aydinlik ve umuttur. insanligin mayasin-
da giizel, piril piril, umutlu, gelecek tiirkiileri séyleyen diig diin-
yalar1 kurmak var. Dostoyevski biitiin karanliklari ve umutsuz-
luklar1 6ntimiize y1gar ki aydinlig1 daha rahat gorebilelim diye.
Dostoyevski insanligin en aydinlik yanlarindan biridir. Kéyde
her gece yasl koyliiler sohbete otururlardi. Ben de onlara gider
katilir, susarak, bazi giinler sabahlara kadar dinlerdim. Cogun-
lukla Tirkmenlerin eski glinlerini. Ozanlar beni ¢ok etkiledi. Ben
de onlar gibi bir ozan olmak istedim ve ¢aligtim. Dilin biiyiisiine,
sonsuz glicline 6yle inandirmistim ki kendimi, simdi bile biitiin
insanlig1 dilin kurtaracagina inaniyorum. Dil biiyiilii bir aractir.
Sonsuz giicii olan bir evrendir.

Anusina...

B.S.: Hangi yazarlardan etkilenirsiniz, okudugunuz romanlar
sizinasil yonlendirir?

Y.K.: ilk okudugum roman Alphonse Daudet’in “Le petit Cho-
se” idi. Sonra Kerem ile Asli’y1 okudum. Beni etkileyen ilk kitap
Don Kigot oldu. Okudugumda on yedi yagindaydim. Yeni bir diin-
yabuldum o romanda. Giinlerce etkisinde kaldim. Cervantes gizli
diinyamin kapilarini agmisti. Ben Karacaoglan ve Dadaloglunun
bolgesindendim. On yedi yasimdan beri bat1 edebiyatini takip
ediyorum. Balzac, Tolstoy, Cehov, Stendhal ve Dostoyevski'yi
cevirilerinden okuyor, onlar1 da destanlar ve Karacaoglan gibi
6ztimsiiyordum. Orhan Veli’ye hayrandim. Onun da biitiin siirle-
rini ezberlemigtim. Sait Faik’in anlatig bi¢iminden ¢ok etkilen-
migtim. Rimbaud biiyiili bir diinyaydi. Amacim yeni bir anlatim
bigimi ve dili bulmakti.

B.S.: Yazmaya nasil karar verdiniz, sizce amaclariniza ulagti-
niz mi ‘yenibir dil bulmak gibi..’?

Y.K.: Kiigiikken koyiin eglencelerinde tiirkiiler sdylenirdi. Bu
tiirkiiler beni ¢ok etkilemigti, bu tiirkiilere benzer tiirkiiler uydur-
mustum. Koytlin kayalik dagina cikar, ¢icekler tistiine, dag tistiine
kendi kendime tiirkiiler sdylerdim. On alt1 yagimda folklor der-
lemelerine bagladim. 11k kitabim “Agitlar” bir derleme kitabidir.
Tekerlemeler, masallar, destanlar da derledim. Karacaoglan’in,
Dadaloglu'nun, 6teki halk sairlerinin derlenmemis siirlerini ara-
yip buldum. Agitlar, kadinlarin oliiler iistiine sdyledikleri siirle-
ridir, tirkiilerdir. Tirkmen’de her kadin 6liist tistiine agit soyler.
Bu bir gelenektir.

B.S.: Yazmaya basladiginizda nasil bir birikiminiz vardi sizce?

Y.K.: Adana’dabiiyiik bir kitaplikta caligmayabaglamistim. Ge-
celeri de burada kaliyor, durmadan okuyordum. Homeros, Yunan
klasikleri benim diis diinyamdi. 1951'de “Hiiytikteki Nar Agac1”
adli kisa romanimi yazdim. Destancilar geleneginden geliyorum
ben. Homeros’a ve Stendhal’a hayranim. Stendhal da eski destan-
cilar soyundandir. Kizil ile Kara, Parma Manastir:1 her zaman
benim basucu kitaplarim oldular. Gengligimde bir esere bagla-
madan 6nce hep Stendhal’1 okurdum. O zamanlar okuduklarim
arasinda Duma, Victor Hugo, Gorki, Gogol da vardi. Beni ¢ok etki-
leyen kitaplardan biri de Gogol’iin Olii Canlar’iydi. Onu hep ilya-
da’ya benzetiyordum. Gehov tutkunuydum. Ben dogayla, iansan-
la zenginlegtim adeta. Doganin ayrimina vardim. Her bocegin,
agactaki her yapragin, bir daldaki her cigegin, her kelebegin bir
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kisiligi vardi. Bir romanci, Faulkner’i, Kafka'yi, klasikleri, Bat1ve
Dogu ustalarinmi 6ziimsemeden nasil roman yazabilir, bunu hicbir
zaman anlayamadim.

B.S.: Roman karakterlerinizin gizemli bir yonii var, her roma-
ninizda ayri bir diliniz, anlatim bi¢iminiz var sanki. Bunu agik-
layabilir misiniz?

Y.K.: Bu bir gelenektir aslinda. Dostoyevski ve Gogol'u dikkat-
li okursak bunu gorebiliriz. Bu yazarlarin kékeni de masallara,
eski destanlara dayanir. Tolstoy’'un, Gogol’'un edebiyatta en bii-
yiik hayranliklari Homeros’tur. Ortadirek, Yer Demir Gok Bakir,
Olmez Otu iicliistinde bu anlatimi1 ben de kullandim. Ben yasadi-
g1m siirece mitlerin yaratilmasina tanik oldum. Mit yaratilmasi
anlatilirken eski ozanlardan, yaratilmig mitlerden faydalandim.
Bana gore yasadigimiz diinya biiyiilii bir diinyadir. Karamsarlik-
larimizdan, korkularimizdan bizi kurtaran yarattigimiz mitler
degil midir? Bizde biiytlik bir ozan vardir. 13. Yiizyilda yagsamis
Yunus Emre’dir. Diyor ki bir siirinde : * Bir ben vardir bende ben-
den iceri. Gergekler vardir gerceklerden igeri. Cocuklugumdan
beri siiren aydinlik diinyada soziin biiyiisiinden daha giiclii biiyi
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tanimadim. Bu biiyii beni koy kdy dolasip destanlar yazmaya ka-
dar gotlirdli. Roman dilim bilin¢le ama kendiliginden olustu.
Dede Korkut’tan, Sait Faik’ten geliyor bu dil. Roman yeni bir dille
yazilir. Romanci her giin, her romanda dilini yeniden yaratmak
zorundadir. imgelerimizi de dilimizi de zenginlegtirir. Doga tize-
rine, deniz lizerine, yasam tizerine imgeler kurarak, diisiincem
zenginlegmeseydi roman dilini bulamazdim.

B.S.: Okuyuculariniza ulagtirdiginiz bir iletiniz oldugunu dii-
stntliyor musunuz?

Y.K.: Ben kendim i¢in yazmiyorum, bunu da hi¢ diisiinmedim.
Ben eski destancilarin soyundan gelen bir kisiyim, kendim i¢in
yazmak gibi bir diisiincem olamaz. Gencligimde koylerde destan-
lar anlattim. Cok biiyiik bir mutluluga erdim. Simdi yaziyorum,
okuyucuyu gérmiiyorum ki. insanlarla diis diinyami bulugturma-
liyim. Bir yazar, insan gercegine varabilmigse, insanlar ondaken-
dilerini bulabiliyorlarsa, bu anlatici bir ustaysa, ne olursa olsun
onun elinden kurtulus yoktur. Benim kosullara, ¢evreye 6nem
vermemin sebebi, insan gergegine onun kosgullar: i¢cinde varabi-
lirim diistincesinden ve bilincinden ileri geliyor.”

Go)
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Eyliil Naz BAKLACI

Breakfast with Grandfather

When I walked in the dusty room of the house,

I remember, he would smile as he hid something,
The hidden happiness he couldn’t confess,

ButI could understand everything

From his eyes, shining as skies,

Even if he looked tough as rocks.

In the room full of sofas,

We were on the remaining corner.

I was eight and he was probably seventy,

But he looked smaller when he was with me.
‘When the table began to be filled with plates,
He would look at it as he was a little boy

Who was planning to make a mess.

With the noise of passing plates
And the smell that rose as a mist;
He would eat with the same happiness he couldn’t confess,

But the old, wooden table witnessed everything.

Grandpa used to put six cubes of sugar in his cup of tea
And tell his memories;

The years he passed as a soldier

And his youthful worries.

Then, I would look at the photos,

Behind him, on the cupboard;

He was standing still and he looked bold,

He had always been tough, I would think.

But when he looked at me,
I could see he was loving me
In the most affectionate way he could do

And the simplest way he could express.

Thinking about those moments, I realize;
There has always been a tie between us.
Even in those morning times

Or even he’s now in the skies.

Melis May SARFATI

First Place, English Magazine Club Poetry

Writing Contest, fall 2015
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Kaan Yakup OZKOK

OlmasaydL
Olmaz nuydue?

Omuzlarda uzun sar1 saglar
Kokusu hala burnumda...
Unutamiyorum,

Istiyor muyum?

Eller ellerimde

Gozler gozlerimde

Deger gozlerinde

Asgk nefesinde

Bir hafta mi bir y1l m1?
Zaman degil 6nemli
Ustiinden dort bes ay gecse de
Cekilen aci tarifsiz

Glines gitti yagmur geldi
Dondurma gitti cay geldi
Deniz gitti soba geldi

O bir gitti

Gelmedi, gelmesin

Bagkasini da tizmesin.

S@RCEe 2016/01

Son Olsun

Gtlizel gozleri, tatl bakis1 yok mu?

Seviyorum gordikce

Gecirdigimiz zaman arttikca

Kesiliyor nefesim tutamiyorum kendimi
Acilacagim, acilacagim, ne zaman?

Biliyo rmuyum ne istedigimi,

Hayir!

Onun kiiciik ayaklari bana yakin olsun

Kalbim kalbine, dudaklarim dudaklarina,
Gozlerim gozlerine, gdozyasim gozyagina
Clinkii aglamak istiyorum bakiglariyla...
Kiskanmiyorum, arzum eli elimden ayrilmasin
Cok seviyorum ama birakmak zorundayim
Elde degil ki hisler sikip kapat

Gozler perde degil ki ort giines 15181 bakislar girmesin
Diislincesi durur mu aglayinca?

Bilmiyorum, 6nemli degil ki

11k degildi son da olmayacak.
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Je Vis Sans Danger ?

Quand tous les lumiéres sont éteintes et la lune se montre
Ou au milieu de la journée, devant tout le monde
Dites-moi si je suis en sécurité

Dites-moi si je vis sans danger

S’ils m’attaquant quand je porte ma jupe de 1’école
Ils vont me critiquer « pourquoi tu as porté ¢a »
Dites-moi sije suis en sécurité

Je vis sans danger

Je suis femme, je ne peux pas rire, si je suis seule je ne peux pas sortir
Je suis femme, ils me vendent, si mon mari m’a violée il n’est pas coup-
able

Dites-moi si je vis sans danger
Dites-moi Serais-je une victime
Comme les autres qui n’étaient pas libres

Les femmes ne doivent pas souffrir

Je ne suis pas isolée dans mon pays
Je ne peux pas éviter violeur ou rapé
Dites-moi si je suis en sécurité

Dites-moi si je vis sans danger

Je suis femme, je ne peux pas aimer, je ne peux pas essayer ou réver

Je suis femme, je ne peux pas étudier, j’ai honte si je les refuse
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Serra OKUMUS

That hind of Girl
He liked her with matched underwear so she wore yellow panties and a pink bra
Heliked when she smiled softly so she roared with laughter

He liked when she was sober so she drank vodka

He liked her without makeup so she wore black eyeliner

He liked her when they could talk so she never listened
Heliked when she had an elegant figure so she ate like an elephant
Heliked when she seemed smart so she stopped reading Nietzsche

He liked when she was a proper girl so she kissed all the boys around the block

Heliked her with long hair so she cut it short

Third Place, English Magazine Club Poetry
Writing Contest, fall 2015

©0

{ettre d'amour

Quelqu'un m’a dit que le francais est la meilleure langue pour écrire une
lettre d’amour,

Ni toi ni moi parlons ne beaucoup francais,
Nous ne sommes pas amoureux,

Et, je déteste les clichés,

mais, je m’en fous,

Je vais écrire une lettre d’amour pour toi.
Mon chéri,

Je taimais, mais, pas plus.

Je te déteste.

Affectueusement,

Serra
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Selvi YURTSEVER

Reality

Put me in adark cell,
Surround me with your chains.
Whip my body till not one drop of blood
Flows in my veins.
Blind me with your spit,
Leave me to starvation.
Do you think you can daunt me
with all these?
Do you think I won’t let my thoughts flow
in my brain anymore?
Or stop inspiring other people
to follow their aims?
You're wrong my friend,
You're wrong.
Getting out of your dark cell,
Breaking your chains,
Curing my wounds,
Filling up my stomach,
Is the only beginning.
IfI can’t achieve the beginning
And if you execute me,
It won’t prevent my aims from
coming together,

And crying for freedom.

Serce, December 1996

©

Ilke TAKIMOGLU

t
Listen!
Asthe rain drops
As the wind blows

Asthe trees swing

Life is passing

Listen!

Asthe atom is found
Asthe bomb is made
As the place is bombed
Life is changing

Listen!
As she’ll give birth
Ashe’ll grow up

Asyou’ll find out, even

) Asyouleave for death
Astrid 03 .
Life goes on
Serce, January 1987
Yesterday
I shall bury in my past
Tomorrow

I shall stuff into my future

Today

I shall be concerned about the other two
and fail to notice today’s existence
A middle,

a doubtful anticipation

waiting to be turned into action

of some sort...

Rush for today,

fall tomorrow,

remember yesterday

when we were kids

and went out to play.

Serce, April 2003
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