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A �ank You Letter for Victor

I never actually met Victor though for the past 4 and a half years I saw 
him at least once a week at the organic market in Şişli where my wife 
and I have been regulars since the birth of our daughter Nehir. As far as 
I know, neither my wife nor my daughter have spoken to him either.  
However, I can easily say that Victor Ananias, as founder of Turkey’s 
most inuential Ecological Organisation “Buğday”, personally did more 
to improve the quality of mine and my loved ones lives than perhaps 
any other individual in this city.

�rough “Buğday”, Victor was able to motivate, educate and enable 
hundreds of Turkish farmers to actually implement ecological farming 
practices or, in some cases,  to return to their traditional, 
pre-agrochemical  practice. On top of this, he supported these e�orts by 
helping farmers to reach potential customers directly at organic farmers 
markets (established by Buğday) in Istanbul and elsewhere in Turkey. 

Victor stepped down as  chairman of “Buğday” some years ago yet 
remained fully active in the organisation and was a constant presence at 
the market each week. I can recall a time seeing him chairing an open 

meeting right in the marketplace with representatives of all the 
producers/stallholders. It was a reminder then that this was not just 
another market but a living example of socially transformative direct 
action, the scene of a quiet and peaceful urban revolution, the result of 
the combination of the green consciousness that Vicor worked so hard 
to propogate and the hard labour of those farmers who had joined the 
cause. And who were the benefactors? Every single one of us!

My daughter Nehir is well known in the market, so she should be, it is 
like they are her extended family. Many of the stallholders (70% of 
whom are also the producers) openly say that she is the market’s baby, 
she has been nurtured and nourished by the food of their love and their 
labour. Our family visits to the market are one of our greatest pleasures 
of the week. We have all made friendships there that have already born 
some wonderful fruits. We want to thank you Victor for making all this 
possible, for giving us all hope and reminding us all of our responsibility 
to live good and to love the Earth that is our home.

Simon, Mehpare and Nehir. 

Welcome to Issue Two!

As you can see the crew of the good ship THAT is growing.

We are proud and 
grateful to be able to 
host the work that is 
included in these pages.

We are also well-pleased 
to say that most of it is 
from readers who picked 
up the �rst issue and got 
in touch with us to
Create        
Connect     
Explore      
and   
Live Good!
  

Istanbul is an inspiration to us all. 
Let THAT be its showcase.

Join us!    dub�eld@yahoo.com
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Tonight I am all alone. Behind the closed doors I am 
reading, knitting and listening to music. It is late but I 
don’t care about the time. I feel so complete in my 
solitude I don’t want sleep to take that away from me.

I feel like I am 15 years old. Back in the days when my 
parents went out and left me alone in the house, I 
enjoyed the silence of the empty apartment and a sense 
of freedom that was somehow connected to the solitude.

I am back at that age again. Contained, content and 
accompanied by myself. Oh how happy I am that I decided not to go to Canada!

What does Canada have to do with this picture?  
I sometimes hear this voice inside my mind. 
It says:   C’mon, let’s go somewhere. I shrug. 
It insists:   Let‘s take the early morning train and go   
  to Canada. We can spend the night in   
  Vancouver and return tomorrow in the evening.

Now I realize at the core of all these little adventures is a feeling of anxiousness.  If only I could 
make my way into the unknown I would be free of this unsettling feeling.

What is this unsettling feeling about? In the past, the adventures were not my escape from an 
unsettling feeling but they were tools for exploring myself. Each trip was a journey inward.

�en something changed. I found myself in a restless state. �e whole trip was �lled with frustra-
tion, grasping and a need to achieve the ideal, which had been that calm sensation I remembered 
from the earliest adventures. Childish wonder was replaced by the greed to arrive there. 

�e unknown continues to fascinate me and 
I still believe there is freedom there. 
Stepping out of everyday routines and into 
new places has something to do with 
freedom but it can easily turn into another 
manifestation of our achievement-oriented 
lives or even into a pattern of escapism. 
Such adventures will satisfy our hunger for 
knowledge and freedom only if they go 
hand in hand with an inward journey. 

When I was little, my mom used to read me a 
bedtime story called �e Blue Forest. �e hero, 
named Bunny Nomad leaves his home behind 
and takes a long journey in search of the Blue 
Forest. Finally, after many adventures our hero 
�nds his way to the forest. As he approaches his 
�nal destination, he looks up and sees that the 
Blue Forest, was the forest that surrounded his 
village and also the beginning of his journey.

I remember saying not a word after my mom 
�nished reading the story. When she left the 
room I cried silently under the covers. Was I 
crying because my young heart was 
disappointed with the ending or was it 
because I felt that my own destiny was 
designed in a similar way to Bunny Nomad’s?

Sitting here in the silence of my room 
instead of hanging out somewhere in 
Canada – I feel so peaceful and 
satis�ed that I think that I have 
arrived at the Blue Forest after all.

When I had my �rst car, I drove all the way from my home to the 
Black Sea and the eastern villages of the Asian side.  Driving in 
solitude, I thought was freedom unlimited and it had an addictive 
quality. One Friday night I decided to drive to Antalya. Before I reached the �rst third of the road - the voice 

was already silent and I realized that I needed to be back 
at school Monday morning so I drove back home!

When I recount all these things to “the voice”, it becomes quiet for a 
day or two, if I am lucky. �en, like an addict, “the voice” starts again: 
Wouldn’t it be fantastic if we take a trip to Canada this weekend?

“�e voice” has been with me, ever since I can remember. When I was 8-9 years old and the voice 
would speak to me, I used to cycle all the way to the tip of the island where we spent our summer 
holidays. �e tip, which was called the Tongue, was outside the limits of my “permitted zone” in the 
island. �erefore a short trip to the Tongue was enough to satisfy the craving.

Later, during my high school years, I started taking random public buses to unknown destinations 
after school.  �at is how I discovered the poor and old neighborhoods of Istanbul, which were very 
di�erent from the a�uent parts of the city where I grew up. �ere I saw wooden buildings on the 
verge of collapse and the people living in them. I walked the narrow cobble stoned streets over which 
clean laundry was stretched from one house to the next. I watched the neighborhood kids coming 
back from their schools. I wondered about their lives. What went on in the old wooden houses? 

In the old days I always listened to this voice. �e “voice”, was my 
charming guide. Now because I have enough experience to know, 

I can resist it a little more. What am I going to do in that new place? Most likely I will be lost in the streets of an unknown 
town and will search for a co�ee shop to rest. In my search I will get tired of walking and maybe even cold. 

I imagined their stories.

So what happens when you arrive? It is always the same thing! 
First the voice, which kept talking and �lling my head with the dreams of 
freedom shuts up completely and is nowhere to be found.

In the absence of the voice I am left alone with my restlessness that is guiding 
me nowhere. I feel exhausted and disappointed. 

Didn’t the voice promise me an exciting new reality at the end of the road? 
Wasn’t this new place supposed to satisfy my curiosity? 

What happened?  

Is this what it is to grow up and become dull towards life and its wonders?

�e adventures continued 
but the journey within was over.

A part of me knew this from the very beginning. 

�is is excerpt from my book Mavi 
Orman published in February 
2011. Translated from Turkish by 
myself. Special thanks to Kokia 
Sparis for editing and helping with 
concept development. 
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Blackboards and white chalk, and hues of smoky grey. I 
once taught at a university whose classrooms still had 
old fashioned blackboards. There were 12,000 courses 
on offer, so there must have been thousands of black-
boards. An ephemeral world of chalk lines, graphics, 
drawings, doodles, forms and formulas would appear 
and disappear every hour. Entire microcosms would get 
erased in the short interval between classes. It was a 
pity to see them go. It seemed to me that these mun-
dane drawings had real quality, both in form and content. 
Without self conscious effort or artistic aspiration they 
managed to compose themselves into unexpected and 
exciting configurations. I saw in them traces of the 
countless hand gestures that produced them, and the 
time it took. I saw in them interesting and unlikely variet-
ies of spatial depth on otherwise flat surfaces, produced 
by a combination of accident, erasure, overlap, mistake. 
In their matter-of-fact way they succeeded in summariz-
ing entire narratives, difficult concept, complex disciplin-
ary ideas. So I tried to photograph them between 
classes, before a small army of janitors got to them.

Eymen Homsi teaches architecture at İTÜ.

Screen of Consciousness : Musings on available DVDs and 	lms to come
Tired of plot, logic and actoress' wearing clothes? (no this isn't a porno recommen-
dation) Gasper Noe's Into the Void will satisfy your anarchic yearnings. �is movie 
is almost entirely shot from an omniscient pov -hence explaining my humble iden-
ti	cation with it.
...I bought only one 	lm soundtrack this year, Hans Zimmer's Inception. You don't 
have to listen to it three times in order to understand it. Yes, I know someone out 
there is thinking you "got it" 	rst time around. Liar...Spiderman, Superman, 
Batman, what's in common here? Sure, they represent Hollywood's endless pursuit 
of in	ntile commercialism, but, in addition, all three characters are soon to be 
played by British actors. C'mon! It's a looong slide down from Richard III, Jimmy 
Porter or the D'Ascoyne family. Aren't you blokes just a 'little" embarresed by all this 
foolishness?...Film as literary theory? Rob Epstein and Je�rey Freidman's Howl 
has recently been described as the 	rst and only 	lm to 	t that description. But don't 
let the moniker put you o�; the story of Allen Ginsberg's obscenity trial trevails con-
cerning the publication of the titled poem is sure to contain lots of dirty words, can-
nabis inhilation and same-sex hand-holding to titilate all you non-literature 
majors out there (the ones with the high-paying jobs)...Spending a holiday with 
your in-laws notwithstanding, imagine the worst possible situation you could 
EVER 	nd yourself in, multiply that by 1000 and add a dinner of overcooked 
manti for fun. You'll still will be a long way from experiencing the hideous plot 
contrivance in Daniel Monzon's Cell 211; a masterful suspense 	lm about an 
innocent civil servant employee caught in a prison riot, surrounded by lots of men 
with big muscles and poor dental habits...Ever wonder why people take cartoons 
(yes, I know, they're called "animated 	lms) seriously? Well, I do. I'm not 12 any-
more nor do I pine for an Oscar win for Toy Story 3 - in fact, I don't pine for an 
award for any 	lm with the number 3 at title's end, Nevertheless, Paul and Sandra 
Fierlinger's My Dog Tulip, and Sylvain Chomet's �e Illusionist  can be enjoyed 
without the company of pre-adolescent germ factories... You're reading this maga-
zine, actually you're reading �at Magazine, but I digress, as such, you obviously 
are an a¡cionado of free entertainment. Two suggestions here to 	ll your money-
tempered 	lm desires: for only $5 a year, you can subscribe to Pulitzer Prize win-
ning Chicago 	lm critic Roger Ebert's online newsletter which features lots of excel-
lent free 	lm downloads -the most recent including �e �in Man, My Man God-
frey, It Happened One Night and a chicken wearing glasses. If realism is your con-
cern then check out topdocumentary	lms.com. �ere you will 	nd out all you need 
to know about Nazis, really old caves, the Illuminati and Bill Hicks (the funniest 
human being ever) among hundreds of titles.
...by MAD
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Yin | Yang Aspects of Yoga

Zeynep Aksoy

During 
my experience with many di�erent 

yoga styles, including studying with Pattabhi Jois in 
Mysore, doing yoga for years at Jivamukti in New York, study-

ing with many of our guest teachers in Cihangir Yoga Istanbul like Tias 
Little, Diane Long, Edward Clark, Paul Grilley and Bryan Kest, attending 

yoga conferences, and learning from dozens of lesser known but excellent teachers, I 
was confused about the myriad of approaches towards posture techniques and breath. Why 

do some teachers teach a deep continuous breath with an audible sound, while others insist on 
breath free of manipulation? Why do some yoga styles have strict rules on how to perform an asana, 

while others are encouraging discovery and experimentation?

Yoga 
poses are inherently 

Yang, as they build courage, 
strength, balance and �exibility. 

�e Western mind is inherently Yang, 
as it is structured on visualization, goal 

orientation and achievement.  It is 
natural that the West has interpreted 
yoga according to its nature- yoga as a 

method to become a better person, 
healthier, kinder, more open, 
peaceful, etc. However, this 

interpretation is missing 
something. 

�e 
Yin aspect of yoga is 

elusive however an outlook 
that is deeply healing for the 
Western lifestyle. �erefore 

teaching the Yin aspect of yoga is 
crucial to help balance the constant 
e�ort and desire to change that can 
start to become a burden. Yang is 

helpful to gain strength in 
order to be able to look at 

what is- Yin. 

Yin 
and Yang are 

constantly at play, 
even though for 

analytical purposes 
they are 

separated.

 �e 
East which created Yoga and 

Tao is a mind structure that is elusive 
and hard to grasp for Westerners. Eastern 

teachers like Osho, Krishnamurti and  Ramesh 
Balsekar, being familiar with Western mindsets, have used 
Western language to describe another deep transformative 

outlook on life: Acceptance of what is, identifying with the witness 
and a larger outlook on the universe, something the Buddha taught 

2500 years ago.  Westerners like Carl Jung and Joseph Campbell have 
recognized the profundity of the Eastern approach and have often 

emphasized that the Western mind may never be able to fully realize it. 
Contemporary thinkers like Ekhart Tolle or Ken Wilbur are masters at 

describing Yoga or the Tao in Western language. �ese theorists are as big 
an e�ect on yoga and its interpretation today, as BKS Iyengar is. It is 

important to recognize that there are aspects of yoga which are impos-
sible to analyze, hard to categorize and not easily recognized by the 
existing structure of our own minds. �is is the mystery of yoga. As 

Tias Little often reminds us, yoga is not about mastery, yoga is 
recognizing mystery. So as you become familiar with the 

workings of yoga, be open to not understanding, not 
'grasping' not reducing and summarizing as you are 

used to doing. Be open to knowing less as you 
learn more. �is is the Yin aspect of 

yoga.

�e 
Left/Right approach 

to healing as described by 
Osho therapists Krish and 

Amana was enlightening when I �rst 
encountered it because this division 

appeared to resolve the seeming 
con�icts between yoga approaches. I 

have adapted it as the Yin/Yang 
approach and with little change to 

their descriptions, use it to 
explain aspects of yoga. 

 A 
certain yoga style may 

be more yang- encouraging 
strengthening will power, 

visualization of a positive universe, 
opening the heart, having a more 

aligned body, etc. Another approach may 
be more Yin- acceptance of what is, 

letting go of the e�ort or need to change, 
focusing more on meditation. Hatha 
Yoga, to bear the most fruit, should 

incorporate both aspects. 

Yin Aspect of Healing

feminine, moon, 'tha', left

Acceptance of what is. Saying 'yes' to the 
moment. Slowness. Being. Staying with 
sensations without trying to change them. 
Meditation (�e spiritual aspect of yoga)

Yang Aspect of Healing

masculine, sun, 'ha', right

Anything that brings you dignity and 
strength. Intention. Movement. Taking 
Risks. Challenging oneself. E�ort. (�e 
therapeutic aspect of yoga- even though 
the Yin approach undoubtedly is therapeu-
tic, for the sake of di�erentiating the 
energies, I call this one therapeutic because 
it intends for change for the positive).

Yin Yoga Practice 

Mind is free  no e�ort to focus or direct the thoughts. (meditation)
Breath is free no e�ort to push or pull the breath
   (supports meditation)

Bodily sensations are sensed as they are and the body moves freely according to sensation
(this is an advanced practice encouraged by the yoga guru Erich Schi�man, who calls this 
'freedom yoga' and claims it is the future of all yoga.)

Yang Yoga Practice

Mind is focused on an intention

Breath is manipulated by deepening in order to open the chest, activate the bandhas and 
create strength and support in an asana.
Body is aligned according to anatomic principals.

�e challenge of a yoga teacher is to incorporate both aspects into a yoga class.
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‘For the cold strange eyes a little mermaid
and the gleam of her golden hair.’

Mathew Arnold – The Forsaken Merman

“�is must be the worst di�culty of all,”  I say to myself 
inside my head.  �e inability to belong anywhere. Even 
though I repeat the question “Why am I here?” over and 
over again, I have no idea  what “here” refers to.  “Here” is 
a place that slips o� my feet, a place I can never arrive at. 
When drawing a line between living and getting older, 
I can’t decide which of these “heres” are closer. Yes, this is 
de nitely the hardest question; the real question that 
throws me o� my axis and lynches my consciousness.
Why am I here? Where is this place? 23.43 Sunday.  
As I make the transition into the anesthetized phase 
called sleep, I repeat to myself that I will wake up to a 
di�erent day. I am repeating it to myself. Again and again.

When did my notion of life as what is experienced together  
fall apart? Because of the many repetitive reasons. Since 
when have I kept myself away in order not to touch others? 
Since when have I been scared...searching for safe harbors. 
I skip through the pages of my daily newspaper which I use 
like a wind rose, without reading the pages, as if gluing 
them to one another in order to avoid the slaps to the face 
of the tragedies, the slaughter and the meaningless things 
they report, and feeling on my face the air created by this 
�uent act of page skipping. I am not interested in what 
others do. By keeping quiet, I am beaten by  the anger of 
nature. �e last image I see is about seals being clubbed to 
death in the North; a news article about  people, who turn 
ice into the color of blood; people I hate to be the same 
species with. While looking at the image, I imagine myself 
as one of those seals, and take pleasure in the fact that my 
bones are being broken by those clubs. Now those blows no 
longer touch the seals. I imprison them on my back. 

I haven’t been able to  nd a place for a long time. 
�ere is no place to perch. 
I am a bird now.

’Strange birds from behind the North Pole began to arrive silently…Gaunt spectral creatures-with tragic eyes-eyes which had 
witnessed scenes of cataclysmal horror in inaccessible polar regions, of a magnitude such as no human being had ever conceived, in 
curdling temperatures that no man could endure; which had beheld the crash of icebergs,an the slide of snow hills by the shooting light of 
the aurora; had been blinded by the whirl of colossal storms…�ese namelessbirds came quite near to Tess and Marian,but of all that 
they had seen which humanity would never see ,they brought no account.’

�omas Hardy - Tess of the D’Urbevilles

Translation by M
ustafa Bağcı
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Turkish novelist, poet, and literary critic, Ahmet Hamdi Tanpınar was born 
in Istanbul in 1901 and died in the same city in 1962. In�uenced by early 
twentieth century Turkish and French symbolists, he wrote a short collection 
of lyrical poetry, short stories, novels and several books on Turkish literary 
history. �is lyricism prevails in many of his short stories in which musicality 
and ambiguity often overwhelm reality. �ese are modernist stories which 
paint impressionist moods and emotions and explore a darker side of human 
psychology. Tanpınar also weaves a musical aesthetic into his novels; a rich, 
musical voice runs through A Mind at Peace (Huzur), an evocative love story 
set in his beloved Istanbul on the eve of the Second World War. In �e Time 
Regulation Institute (Saat Ayarlama Enstitüsü), Tanpınar parodies the 
rampant Westernization in the early years of the Turkish Republic. Tanpınar 
encouraged a synthesis of language and literary trends from the Ottoman era 
to compliment and contrast with those of the young Republic and the West. 
Without such a synthesis, he insisted, Turkey would forever remain a�icted 
with an identity crisis that would hinder attempts at modernization. Today, 
Tanpınar is receiving renewed attention both in Turkey and abroad. 

Alex Dawe was born in New York and now lives and works in Istanbul. He recently received a PEN translation fund 
to translate the collected short stories of Ahmet Hamdi Tanpınar. An excerpt from his translation of ‘Summer Rain’ 
will be featured at www.pen.org.  He is currently translating �e Time Regulation Institute with Maureen Freely. 
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�e invalid slept in this room…in this bed for 
eight years…we listened to his cries for eight 
years...and the man fastened his eyes on the 
walls in trepidation as if he might �nd the 
residue of an old malady. Why did they invite 
me here? He was angry with himself for 
having accepted their invitation. To spend the 
entire night in this room...he covered his face 
and through the cracks in his �ngers he 
watched the two sisters laughing together as 
they made his bed. �e younger one - a friend 
of his - chattered incessantly as she teased her 
older sister, deviously rumpling the sheets she 
had just smoothed. Her sun-bronzed body 
under her lilac-colored gown made her 
overwhelmingly attractive. Breaking his silence 
he asked ‘How did you end up like this?’  
�e young woman glanced at the bed and 
looked about for a place to sit. �en with a 
shrug of her shoulders as if to say well there’s 
no other choice she sat down cross legged on 
the corner of the bed and pulled her sister into 
her. �e guest leaned over a large ashtray �lled 
with cigarette butts and ashes and spoke:
 
 ‘Atavism.’
 
Laughing huskily Zeynep said ‘Look at that, 
and we’ve just made the bed. Such a shame, 
isn’t it?’
 
‘Never mind, sister, never mind.’ And wrapping 
her arm around her sister’s shoulder she 
playfully pulled her up into her lap. ‘Let’s use 
our bodies to warm up his bed. �e bachelor’s 
sleeping all alone in this room tonight.’
 
‘But the nights are so short now, we’ll hear the 
roosters soon enough...’
 
�e older sister blushed for playing along and 
as if to hide she pressed her head into her 
younger sister’s breasts. An old grandfather 
clock abandoned by the late owners of the 
house groaned in another room, sounding the 
quarter hour before resuming the dry tic-toc of 
time. It was as if life was something very dry 
and time was chopping it with a small kitchen 
cleaver. �e guest shrugged. Somehow it‘s like 
a well...once you fall into the deep you only 
tumble deeper down...but I’ll keep this in 
mind as I listen to them...�rst one and a little 
later me and together we surface…like this 
until we drown... 
 
A gust of wind blew out the curtains over the 
windows and the sharp scent of the cuttings 
burnt by the neighborhood children earlier 
that evening was in the air.  
 
She’s beautifully tanned…her body’s virtually a 

small evening sun…so many pigeons at the 
co�eehouse on the coast today…a peacock 
strutting about with his chest all pu�ed 
out…that chest, too, a dark luminous green, 
like the sun…the younger sister’s eyes were 
like mornings in mist, though dark.
 
How strange that things forever remain the 
same but still resemble something else. He 
sighed and thought how will I ever sleep in 
this room tonight? Suddenly he remembered 
the invalid and the two sisters at his bedside. 
He counted the years: exactly thirty-�ve. 
 
Are they aware that the strangest time in all 
my childhood was when they came over?
 
Unaware of what was running through his 
mind the young woman had picked up a story 
she had started earlier that evening over dinner.
 
“�ank God they’re on bad terms, they’d kill 
each other if they weren’t. Now they hardly say 
a word to each other all day and only speak 
when a mutual friend dies. Once my mother-
in-law gets the morning paper she �ips 
straight to the obituaries and then sits down in 
her husband’s study.” 
 
�e young women changed her hair and 
mimicked a conversation between the couple; 
their voices were nearly perfect.
 
“Have you seen this? Ahmet Bey’s died. It’s 
right here in the paper.”
 
“How should I know? You never let me see it!”
 
“�ey announced it this morning.”
 
“Well I haven’t read the paper. Which Ahmet 
Bey?”
  
“Nuri Bey’s son, dear, the one on the Justice 
Counsel.”
     
“Oh dear, him? �e poor soul…the one whose 
daughter would never leave the beach in 
Suadiye. If that’s who then we really must go. 
We’ve no choice. When’s the funeral?”
 
“Here, see for yourself.”
   
“And after the funeral they sift through 
memories of the dead for hours and fuss over 
all the people who were there.” With a sigh 
she readjusted her hair.
 
“Unbelievable.”

Zehra’s laughter shook deep inside her frame: 
beautiful, forbidding, a woman nearly forty. As 
she laughed her face contracted and turned 
into something altogether smaller; her delicate 
little teeth entombed in their gums were pure 
white and luminous.
 
“�at’s right, unbelievable. It’s the one thing 
they have in common. After a funeral my 
father-in-law stands paralyzed for hours before 
a mirror; trans�xed by his re�ection he and his 
wife run through the ages of all their friends.” 

“So your life’s good fun…”
“Not really. Of course talking about it like this 
now you only get one side of it. But when 
you’re really living like that life becomes hard 
to bear: arranging a wake at your house almost 
every day, following in the footsteps of the 
dead and dying, leaping from one memory to 
the next, my mother-in-law’s born anew, grows 
up, gets married, has children...”
  
A mu�ed sound rumbled over their heads. 
 
�at’s the last train...I could still leave by tram 
but how to leave without telling them 
everything? A butter�y hovered just over his 
�ngers, strange how it resembled a goby �sh. 
Everything resembles another...
 
He had met two other women in this room 
thirty �ve years ago. �ey weren’t sisters and 
they never liked one another. �ey were 
enemies. But they came together at the 
invalid’s bed; his wife, old and feeble, round 
like a ball and with feet smothered in 
bandages, and their adopted child, young, 
beautiful and half-crazed...
  
Silence. It seemed the clock in the other room 
was pacing at full speed. Could such a thing 
that is forever cut and divided into pieces ever 
really be possessed? 
  
Running her hand through her older sister’s 
hair the young woman thought it’s been twenty 
years, twenty years since we �rst met, and he’s 
still as dear a friend as he was when I was a 
young child...there’s something of an honest 
good nature about him...strange that I still can’t 
let him go. Why did I ever bring him here....

Just like their guest’s the sisters’ thoughts 
slowly began to pulse under the moment’s 
surface, indistinguishable thoughts like roots 
deep in the earth.  

Zehra asked herself the same question for 
perhaps the hundredth time. I wonder if 
they’re making love. Have they ever made 
love? I once thought he loved her. I was afraid 
Zeynep would get hurt, lose her head. I began 
to fear for my own peace of mind after that 
day he came to visit us in Eskişehir.
 
How I wanted to really know boys when I was 
young, every one of them. I got to know many. 
But always through my husband...a husband’s 
always a measure. Too much of this, something 
lacking...but then in the end it all balances out. 
He becomes just like the husband...but what’s 
he thinking? Why so uncomfortable? A 
stomachache?
 
She remembered the clean towels she had put 
out in the bathroom and the bay leaf soap she 
had placed beside the tap. Just a toothbrush 
missing...
 
Why did they invite me here? And why here 
in particular? �is was the invalid’s room and 
the whole neighborhood knew it. Everyone 
heard the sound of his cries.
�e entire neighborhood woke in the dead of 

night and peered out from beneath their covers 
in fear...even the dogs stopped howling when 
he screamed. Göztepe was di�erent then. �ere 
were fewer houses. We lived in the house just 
opposite this one...why didn’t I tell them I 
lived there, and that I won’t be able to sleep 
in this room...I should’ve told them every-
thing then.
 
“Did you cut down the walnut tree?”
 
Perhaps he asked the question to pull 
himself back up above earth, back to their 
world; it had been like this throughout the 
night: speaking was like coming up out of 
water for air.

�e young woman asked ‘which tree?’ But 
suddenly remembering she looked up at her sister in 
surprise.

‘Didn’t I say he was a sorcerer? I swear he’s some kind 
of sorcerer.’

She turned towards him.
 
“How did you know there was a walnut tree in the 
garden?”

He didn’t know how to answer. It was best to stay 
quiet and hope they’d forget he’d ever asked.

‘It’d dried up before we got here...the year the owner 
died...”

He had planted the tree himself and according to 
neighborhood gossip it ‘kept him alive.’ �ey said he’d 
live until it dried up...and that the adopted girl’s child 
was buried beneath it. 
 
�e orphan and his wife had looked after him until 
the end. He could see her thin long legs, almond eyes, 
and olive-colored, slightly coarse face beside the 
invalid. It was thirty years since they �rst met.
  
Piecing together fragments she drew from the distant 
past Zeynep said, ‘the invalid slept in this room...you 
know the clock, the little console outside, they left it all...’
 
A bachelor...yet another one of those strange words 
whose meaning always escaped me...life ends in him… 
suddenly a person puts an end to himself, that very thing 
that should carry on, that will carry on…he said he was 
�fty…I wonder how he looks back on his life now… 
because he needs to look after his life, watch over it.
 
She smiled at the guest between her thoughts. 
‘We could go if you’re going to sleep!’
‘No, I’m not sleepy.’
�ey fell silent.
 
We’ve been waiting for this invalid for thirty years. 
He’s the reason the lamp’s glowing bright yellow. And 
the clock chimed in the distance... 
 
For us life continues...my sister with her four children, 
and my three...
 
Her mind drifted to her house on the Bosphorus; and 
she stepped into the children’s bedroom and tucked 
the youngest one under the covers. 
 

A moth struck the lamp. And fell to the table. Its wings 
were outstretched. It was as if it was willing to die.  
 
Maybe I’m thinking like this because I’m married and 
a woman. It is as if the unmarried are outside real life.
 
�ey were all lost in their own thoughts, living their 
own lives, hidden. �e whole evening had been like 
this and he sighed.
 
We’ve been waiting at the side of the invalid who lay in 
this bed thirty-�ve years ago. �is is why we’re 
swimming through the depths of our own lives for him. 
 
�e woman’s eyes were black as coal. One day in the 
courtyard of our house...after that I began to fear the 
invalid even more...I felt he had possessed me, just like 
he possessed her...
 
�e muezzin who read the morning prayers at the 
little mosque just beside the house had seen them 
digging at the base of the walnut tree. �at’s what the 
whole neighborhood had said. If she hadn’t stayed in 
bed for weeks nobody would have suspected anything. 
But recovering they took her away to a house in 
Aksaray...and for some reason when the man fell ill 
she came back...and his wife behaved as if nothing 
had happened...
 
His entire body shivered revisiting the unnamed 
desires he had satiated at the foot of the well in the 
courtyard thirty-�ve years ago. 
 
He got up and went to the window. He lit a cigarette. 
He o�ered one to the women.
 
‘How terrible to all of a sudden �nd myself in such an 
intimate setting with the two of you...we should do 
this one by one,’ he joked. But no one laughed which 
meant they really were beside the invalid’s bed.
 
‘What happened to him, sister?’ 
 
 ‘A stroke...the neighbors said he ‘paid for his sins.’
 
Yes, that’s what the neighbors said...at �rst I hadn’t 
really understood what had happened. But he told me 
not to tell anyone and I didn’t. I buried it deep inside. 
And with a strange pleasure he remembered what the 
woman had said. Don’t tell a soul...I’ll �nd you when 
the time’s right...but come over to the house whenever 
you like...
 
And it happened just as she’d said. �ey met when 
they could. 
 
A freight train passing over them shook the house as 
if announcing the end of the world. �e man set his 
mind on the image of the summer night falling into 
frame after frame in the wake of the train as it moved 
into a point in the distance before suddenly collapsing. 
He longed for those little train stations and their 
screen windows and potted �owers, and those small 
civil servant houses whose gardens are watered in the 
evenings, and the co�eehouses that stay open until the 
late hours of the night. Not that I need to be travelling 
but just so I wouldn’t have to sleep here...
It really had happened like that. We met almost every 
day for six months...
 
�ey said she was half mad...but I wasn’t afraid of 
her...it was the invalid who scared me. And the child 

under the walnut tree...but still every day...
 
And in the darkness his eyes searched for that place 
under the tree.  
 
Leaning back Zeynep kept her eyes on her guest.
 
I wonder if there’s anyone he’s ever loved. I know he’s 
been with many women. But did he really love them? I 
gave him those �owers and he gave them right back to 
me when he left. Maybe you’d like to keep them? I 
said and he said he didn’t want to deprive me of them.
 
Surely it’s better like this. I’m content with my life...
 
She took a deep breath and thought of her children 
and her home on the Bosphorus. She would leave 
early tomorrow morning. 
 
‘Come, get up, sister! �e man’s tired, he can’t stop 
yawning...’ she said covering her mouth with her hands. 
 
‘He was a handsome man, wasn’t he?’
 
‘Which man?’
  
‘�e invalid… the former owner of this house.’
 
And with the same a�ected gesture of before the 
woman turned to her sister:
 
‘Didn’t I tell you he was a wizard, swear to god, a 
wizard... How do you know about these things?’
 
Why didn’t he just come out and tell them 
everything? Why was I born in that house? I grew up 
in this neighborhood. I knew the people who lived in 
this house. At night I would wake up in fear when I 
heard his cries. It was as if he was calling out to me. 
Once I heard the moaning Mother would come to me 
and tell me not to be afraid. I was little then. But 
everything was so di�erent when I got older. �e 
house took on a di�erent meaning for me.
 
I’d relax a little if I could just tell them everything. But 
then I’ll have to tell them more. His life’s secret would 
have been forced out. �at terrible emptiness... and the 
strange coincidence before that...he looked sideways 
out of the window thinking he might �nd some relief if 
the remains of the walnut tree weren’t there. 
 
He would have to explain to them his last day here... 
he looked around, bewildered.
 
She was kneeling at the base of the walnut tree. I saw 
her smashing the fresh walnuts with a stone as soon as 
I entered the house. With her face in the sun, she 
sorted the walnuts before she ate them. She was 
suddenly surprised to see me. �ere was that glow in 
her eyes the �rst time I saw her in the courtyard. And 
like that day her voice suddenly faltered. But I wasn’t 
listening to her. I was looking at the walnuts in her 
hand. Later she understood. She threw down the 
walnuts ran into the house and I never saw her in the 
neighborhood again. And never again, not even once 
with a woman...
 
Wiping his forehead he rose to his feet and pleaded, 
‘Please sit for just a little longer! I’m really not tired...’
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�e invalid slept in this room…in this bed for 
eight years…we listened to his cries for eight 
years...and the man fastened his eyes on the 
walls in trepidation as if he might �nd the 
residue of an old malady. Why did they invite 
me here? He was angry with himself for 
having accepted their invitation. To spend the 
entire night in this room...he covered his face 
and through the cracks in his �ngers he 
watched the two sisters laughing together as 
they made his bed. �e younger one - a friend 
of his - chattered incessantly as she teased her 
older sister, deviously rumpling the sheets she 
had just smoothed. Her sun-bronzed body 
under her lilac-colored gown made her 
overwhelmingly attractive. Breaking his silence 
he asked ‘How did you end up like this?’  
�e young woman glanced at the bed and 
looked about for a place to sit. �en with a 
shrug of her shoulders as if to say well there’s 
no other choice she sat down cross legged on 
the corner of the bed and pulled her sister into 
her. �e guest leaned over a large ashtray �lled 
with cigarette butts and ashes and spoke:
 
 ‘Atavism.’
 
Laughing huskily Zeynep said ‘Look at that, 
and we’ve just made the bed. Such a shame, 
isn’t it?’
 
‘Never mind, sister, never mind.’ And wrapping 
her arm around her sister’s shoulder she 
playfully pulled her up into her lap. ‘Let’s use 
our bodies to warm up his bed. �e bachelor’s 
sleeping all alone in this room tonight.’
 
‘But the nights are so short now, we’ll hear the 
roosters soon enough...’
 
�e older sister blushed for playing along and 
as if to hide she pressed her head into her 
younger sister’s breasts. An old grandfather 
clock abandoned by the late owners of the 
house groaned in another room, sounding the 
quarter hour before resuming the dry tic-toc of 
time. It was as if life was something very dry 
and time was chopping it with a small kitchen 
cleaver. �e guest shrugged. Somehow it‘s like 
a well...once you fall into the deep you only 
tumble deeper down...but I’ll keep this in 
mind as I listen to them...�rst one and a little 
later me and together we surface…like this 
until we drown... 
 
A gust of wind blew out the curtains over the 
windows and the sharp scent of the cuttings 
burnt by the neighborhood children earlier 
that evening was in the air.  
 
She’s beautifully tanned…her body’s virtually a 

small evening sun…so many pigeons at the 
co�eehouse on the coast today…a peacock 
strutting about with his chest all pu�ed 
out…that chest, too, a dark luminous green, 
like the sun…the younger sister’s eyes were 
like mornings in mist, though dark.
 
How strange that things forever remain the 
same but still resemble something else. He 
sighed and thought how will I ever sleep in 
this room tonight? Suddenly he remembered 
the invalid and the two sisters at his bedside. 
He counted the years: exactly thirty-�ve. 
 
Are they aware that the strangest time in all 
my childhood was when they came over?
 
Unaware of what was running through his 
mind the young woman had picked up a story 
she had started earlier that evening over dinner.
 
“�ank God they’re on bad terms, they’d kill 
each other if they weren’t. Now they hardly say 
a word to each other all day and only speak 
when a mutual friend dies. Once my mother-
in-law gets the morning paper she �ips 
straight to the obituaries and then sits down in 
her husband’s study.” 
 
�e young women changed her hair and 
mimicked a conversation between the couple; 
their voices were nearly perfect.
 
“Have you seen this? Ahmet Bey’s died. It’s 
right here in the paper.”
 
“How should I know? You never let me see it!”
 
“�ey announced it this morning.”
 
“Well I haven’t read the paper. Which Ahmet 
Bey?”
  
“Nuri Bey’s son, dear, the one on the Justice 
Counsel.”
     
“Oh dear, him? �e poor soul…the one whose 
daughter would never leave the beach in 
Suadiye. If that’s who then we really must go. 
We’ve no choice. When’s the funeral?”
 
“Here, see for yourself.”
   
“And after the funeral they sift through 
memories of the dead for hours and fuss over 
all the people who were there.” With a sigh 
she readjusted her hair.
 
“Unbelievable.”

Zehra’s laughter shook deep inside her frame: 
beautiful, forbidding, a woman nearly forty. As 
she laughed her face contracted and turned 
into something altogether smaller; her delicate 
little teeth entombed in their gums were pure 
white and luminous.
 
“�at’s right, unbelievable. It’s the one thing 
they have in common. After a funeral my 
father-in-law stands paralyzed for hours before 
a mirror; trans�xed by his re�ection he and his 
wife run through the ages of all their friends.” 

“So your life’s good fun…”
“Not really. Of course talking about it like this 
now you only get one side of it. But when 
you’re really living like that life becomes hard 
to bear: arranging a wake at your house almost 
every day, following in the footsteps of the 
dead and dying, leaping from one memory to 
the next, my mother-in-law’s born anew, grows 
up, gets married, has children...”
  
A mu�ed sound rumbled over their heads. 
 
�at’s the last train...I could still leave by tram 
but how to leave without telling them 
everything? A butter�y hovered just over his 
�ngers, strange how it resembled a goby �sh. 
Everything resembles another...
 
He had met two other women in this room 
thirty �ve years ago. �ey weren’t sisters and 
they never liked one another. �ey were 
enemies. But they came together at the 
invalid’s bed; his wife, old and feeble, round 
like a ball and with feet smothered in 
bandages, and their adopted child, young, 
beautiful and half-crazed...
  
Silence. It seemed the clock in the other room 
was pacing at full speed. Could such a thing 
that is forever cut and divided into pieces ever 
really be possessed? 
  
Running her hand through her older sister’s 
hair the young woman thought it’s been twenty 
years, twenty years since we �rst met, and he’s 
still as dear a friend as he was when I was a 
young child...there’s something of an honest 
good nature about him...strange that I still can’t 
let him go. Why did I ever bring him here....

Just like their guest’s the sisters’ thoughts 
slowly began to pulse under the moment’s 
surface, indistinguishable thoughts like roots 
deep in the earth.  

Zehra asked herself the same question for 
perhaps the hundredth time. I wonder if 
they’re making love. Have they ever made 
love? I once thought he loved her. I was afraid 
Zeynep would get hurt, lose her head. I began 
to fear for my own peace of mind after that 
day he came to visit us in Eskişehir.
 
How I wanted to really know boys when I was 
young, every one of them. I got to know many. 
But always through my husband...a husband’s 
always a measure. Too much of this, something 
lacking...but then in the end it all balances out. 
He becomes just like the husband...but what’s 
he thinking? Why so uncomfortable? A 
stomachache?
 
She remembered the clean towels she had put 
out in the bathroom and the bay leaf soap she 
had placed beside the tap. Just a toothbrush 
missing...
 
Why did they invite me here? And why here 
in particular? �is was the invalid’s room and 
the whole neighborhood knew it. Everyone 
heard the sound of his cries.
�e entire neighborhood woke in the dead of 

night and peered out from beneath their covers 
in fear...even the dogs stopped howling when 
he screamed. Göztepe was di�erent then. �ere 
were fewer houses. We lived in the house just 
opposite this one...why didn’t I tell them I 
lived there, and that I won’t be able to sleep 
in this room...I should’ve told them every-
thing then.
 
“Did you cut down the walnut tree?”
 
Perhaps he asked the question to pull 
himself back up above earth, back to their 
world; it had been like this throughout the 
night: speaking was like coming up out of 
water for air.

�e young woman asked ‘which tree?’ But 
suddenly remembering she looked up at her sister in 
surprise.

‘Didn’t I say he was a sorcerer? I swear he’s some kind 
of sorcerer.’

She turned towards him.
 
“How did you know there was a walnut tree in the 
garden?”

He didn’t know how to answer. It was best to stay 
quiet and hope they’d forget he’d ever asked.

‘It’d dried up before we got here...the year the owner 
died...”

He had planted the tree himself and according to 
neighborhood gossip it ‘kept him alive.’ �ey said he’d 
live until it dried up...and that the adopted girl’s child 
was buried beneath it. 
 
�e orphan and his wife had looked after him until 
the end. He could see her thin long legs, almond eyes, 
and olive-colored, slightly coarse face beside the 
invalid. It was thirty years since they �rst met.
  
Piecing together fragments she drew from the distant 
past Zeynep said, ‘the invalid slept in this room...you 
know the clock, the little console outside, they left it all...’
 
A bachelor...yet another one of those strange words 
whose meaning always escaped me...life ends in him… 
suddenly a person puts an end to himself, that very thing 
that should carry on, that will carry on…he said he was 
�fty…I wonder how he looks back on his life now… 
because he needs to look after his life, watch over it.
 
She smiled at the guest between her thoughts. 
‘We could go if you’re going to sleep!’
‘No, I’m not sleepy.’
�ey fell silent.
 
We’ve been waiting for this invalid for thirty years. 
He’s the reason the lamp’s glowing bright yellow. And 
the clock chimed in the distance... 
 
For us life continues...my sister with her four children, 
and my three...
 
Her mind drifted to her house on the Bosphorus; and 
she stepped into the children’s bedroom and tucked 
the youngest one under the covers. 
 

A moth struck the lamp. And fell to the table. Its wings 
were outstretched. It was as if it was willing to die.  
 
Maybe I’m thinking like this because I’m married and 
a woman. It is as if the unmarried are outside real life.
 
�ey were all lost in their own thoughts, living their 
own lives, hidden. �e whole evening had been like 
this and he sighed.
 
We’ve been waiting at the side of the invalid who lay in 
this bed thirty-�ve years ago. �is is why we’re 
swimming through the depths of our own lives for him. 
 
�e woman’s eyes were black as coal. One day in the 
courtyard of our house...after that I began to fear the 
invalid even more...I felt he had possessed me, just like 
he possessed her...
 
�e muezzin who read the morning prayers at the 
little mosque just beside the house had seen them 
digging at the base of the walnut tree. �at’s what the 
whole neighborhood had said. If she hadn’t stayed in 
bed for weeks nobody would have suspected anything. 
But recovering they took her away to a house in 
Aksaray...and for some reason when the man fell ill 
she came back...and his wife behaved as if nothing 
had happened...
 
His entire body shivered revisiting the unnamed 
desires he had satiated at the foot of the well in the 
courtyard thirty-�ve years ago. 
 
He got up and went to the window. He lit a cigarette. 
He o�ered one to the women.
 
‘How terrible to all of a sudden �nd myself in such an 
intimate setting with the two of you...we should do 
this one by one,’ he joked. But no one laughed which 
meant they really were beside the invalid’s bed.
 
‘What happened to him, sister?’ 
 
 ‘A stroke...the neighbors said he ‘paid for his sins.’
 
Yes, that’s what the neighbors said...at �rst I hadn’t 
really understood what had happened. But he told me 
not to tell anyone and I didn’t. I buried it deep inside. 
And with a strange pleasure he remembered what the 
woman had said. Don’t tell a soul...I’ll �nd you when 
the time’s right...but come over to the house whenever 
you like...
 
And it happened just as she’d said. �ey met when 
they could. 
 
A freight train passing over them shook the house as 
if announcing the end of the world. �e man set his 
mind on the image of the summer night falling into 
frame after frame in the wake of the train as it moved 
into a point in the distance before suddenly collapsing. 
He longed for those little train stations and their 
screen windows and potted �owers, and those small 
civil servant houses whose gardens are watered in the 
evenings, and the co�eehouses that stay open until the 
late hours of the night. Not that I need to be travelling 
but just so I wouldn’t have to sleep here...
It really had happened like that. We met almost every 
day for six months...
 
�ey said she was half mad...but I wasn’t afraid of 
her...it was the invalid who scared me. And the child 

under the walnut tree...but still every day...
 
And in the darkness his eyes searched for that place 
under the tree.  
 
Leaning back Zeynep kept her eyes on her guest.
 
I wonder if there’s anyone he’s ever loved. I know he’s 
been with many women. But did he really love them? I 
gave him those �owers and he gave them right back to 
me when he left. Maybe you’d like to keep them? I 
said and he said he didn’t want to deprive me of them.
 
Surely it’s better like this. I’m content with my life...
 
She took a deep breath and thought of her children 
and her home on the Bosphorus. She would leave 
early tomorrow morning. 
 
‘Come, get up, sister! �e man’s tired, he can’t stop 
yawning...’ she said covering her mouth with her hands. 
 
‘He was a handsome man, wasn’t he?’
 
‘Which man?’
  
‘�e invalid… the former owner of this house.’
 
And with the same a�ected gesture of before the 
woman turned to her sister:
 
‘Didn’t I tell you he was a wizard, swear to god, a 
wizard... How do you know about these things?’
 
Why didn’t he just come out and tell them 
everything? Why was I born in that house? I grew up 
in this neighborhood. I knew the people who lived in 
this house. At night I would wake up in fear when I 
heard his cries. It was as if he was calling out to me. 
Once I heard the moaning Mother would come to me 
and tell me not to be afraid. I was little then. But 
everything was so di�erent when I got older. �e 
house took on a di�erent meaning for me.
 
I’d relax a little if I could just tell them everything. But 
then I’ll have to tell them more. His life’s secret would 
have been forced out. �at terrible emptiness... and the 
strange coincidence before that...he looked sideways 
out of the window thinking he might �nd some relief if 
the remains of the walnut tree weren’t there. 
 
He would have to explain to them his last day here... 
he looked around, bewildered.
 
She was kneeling at the base of the walnut tree. I saw 
her smashing the fresh walnuts with a stone as soon as 
I entered the house. With her face in the sun, she 
sorted the walnuts before she ate them. She was 
suddenly surprised to see me. �ere was that glow in 
her eyes the �rst time I saw her in the courtyard. And 
like that day her voice suddenly faltered. But I wasn’t 
listening to her. I was looking at the walnuts in her 
hand. Later she understood. She threw down the 
walnuts ran into the house and I never saw her in the 
neighborhood again. And never again, not even once 
with a woman...
 
Wiping his forehead he rose to his feet and pleaded, 
‘Please sit for just a little longer! I’m really not tired...’

Ahmet Hamdi Tanpınar



Vicky, slashed her wrists again. �is time I think it’s �nal. �e blood shed 
left a trail so long it will take months to clean up. Vicky is a gorgeous, 
thin, white, but mostly plastic vixen who’ll  make you lose control 
whenever she’s near. I’ve broken up with her numerous times, banished 
her to the far corners of my life, sworn her o�, promised my friends and 
family I’d never see her again, but all to no avail. She always returns more 
ravishing than before with promises, I know she'll never keep.

Vicky, victorious and vicious is my one and only beloved credit card. Sure 
I've cheated on her with others, the one night stands I met in the dingy 
outer pockets of my wallet. But Vicky, with all her cheap tricks and bonus 
points keeps me coming back for more.  
 
�at is, until my addiction to have her turned into her addiction to have 
me. What was I to do?  How was I to pay my bills? How would I make it 
to the end of the month? Of all the people, how did I end up in this 
situation? Tossing and turning, turning and...enough! I got up determined 
and emboldened. I sought her out from the futile exile in the bottom far 
left corner of the drawers. “�at’s it, I’ve had enough of you!” Stomping to 
the kitchen while dragging her behind, I found the sharp scissors that 
would end my strife and this phoney life of unrequited decadence. 
So there you go, I confess. Vicky didnt cancel her self, there was no  
suicide note.  It was me. In a state of temporary sanity I murdered her, 
chopped her into several little irretrieveable pieces.

But after all the pain she caused me, she deserved what she got.

Vicky never loved me. She just used me. First, she came on to me all coy 
and innocent. Seducing me with her no strings attached approach. She 
said “I can tell you don’t want a relationship, but maybe we can just be 
friends with occasional bene�ts.” I was skeptical, I knew that nobody o�ers 
anything for free, that there was a catch in the �ne print.  If only I could 
have seen beyond the temptation of giving into my lust for more.  I 
thought I could outsmart her in her own game. Pay back all my expenses 
at the end of the month, before her interest rate kicked in and  before she 
came knocking on my door.  You know how it goes... a toothbrush today is 
a suitcase tomorrow. I comforted myself with the thought that  every one 
has a credit card and not everyone falls into its traps. Some could just use it 
for  “emergencies.”  Like on-line plane tickets, memberships to the gym, a 
wash machine and countless other items that I could have in installments. 
It made sense to have her around to take care of things because it was 
easier that way and I could get everything at once instead of waiting. Yes, 
waiting became a cuss word and patience an unnecessary virtue.   

Soon, she moved in. She was a permanent accessory in my hand and I 
could proudly �ash her around  in restaurants, shops, bars, and anywhere 
else that valued the numbers tatooed on her skin. �anks to her, 
suddenlyeverything became mine. �e plasma T.V., the Bose sound 
system, the new suits, the mp3 players, the trendy sneakers and �ashy car. 
We had tickets to all my favorite bands and new talents at Babylon, the 
Jazz Club, and Kurucesme Arena.  In  our orgy to possess, she justi�ed it 
all to me by repeating her mantra, “You want, you need, you deserve. �e 
she would add with a sly smile, “What else can I give you that you desire?” 

I worked hard, got promoted and received a bonus. Money wasn’t a 
problem. We were cruising and bruising through the streets of Bebek, 
Nisantasi, and Etiler. Dinner and drinks across town added up and pretty 
soon I was looking for another job and then part time jobs to add on. I 
made more money, but  I couldn’t save the way I used to. �en I started 
�nishing my monthly salary by the third week. I worked harder, got more 
bonus points, but then  miraculously ended up with the same exact 
nothing as I did before. Pretty soon I was running on empty. �e bank 
called and asked if I wanted a cushion of money to protect me from those 
times when I didn’t have money in the bank. �e next month I sat on that 
cushion and the next month it was so comfortable I just lied down and 
fell asleep. Time went by.

When I �nally woke up and saw all the stu� around me that I was still 
paying for months after their consummation, I got angry. We fought. I 
told her it wasn’t working out and that she should pack her bags and 
leave. She said, “I was only looking after you. Your life was a mess.” After 
a week of her staying at a friend’s, I didn’t know what to do with myself. I 
couldn’t live the life I was used to without a her tucked safely in my 

pocket. I got nervous and agitated. Pretty soon I was begging  her to 
move back in, so desperate I was for her return and the continuation of 
our mutual material infatuation. Istanbul was waiting for us to discover 
and I couldn’t let a budget get in the way of a good thing.   

We talked it through. “Let’s take one day at a time. �ere is no need to 
rush things.” I’d pay o� my bills slowly, no need to be rash and swear it o� 
completely. Each month I told myself that I couldn’t commit to anything 
that wasn’t absolutely essential. For a couple of weeks after her return 
things were good. Very good. �en she would drop hints here and there. I 
tried to ignore them. After a while it became more intense and aggressive. 
“We should buy now since everything is on sale. Look everything is up to 
50% o�!” or “When you spread it out over  6 months, its only a little 
payment per month. �at’s nothing!”. It all sounded so reasonable worded 
that way. Ever so often we were tossed a bonus bone and ended up getting 
free rewards for our naivete.   

Pretty soon we were back at it again. Trendy wardrobes, fancy dinners, 
exotic holidays, a bigger �at. Addicts on the street looking for style, 
culture and meaning in shopping bags and tickets- we were blindly 
heading towards our own fall.  Everywhere I looked I saw the leeches that 
kept on taking my hard earned cash and lapping it up in big gulps. But it 
was too late. 

Our relationship could have lasted forever. We could have made it 
through the hard times. I knew she was no good, but it felt good. Her 
voraciousness for life was appealing in a vamp kind of suck you dry kind 
of way. After a long day at work thats all one really needs anyhow. She 
should have just stayed mysterious and �irtatious like the day I met her. 
But no, she had to have more of me and more of my life. I knew we 
needed to establish some boundaries. I called the bank and asked to put a 
limit on my credit. �ey said they could’t do it over the phone and would 
I please stand on a long line and �ll out endless forms? Vicky’s strategy 
worked. She knew I didn’t have the time or the energy to put a limit on 
the bounds of her control over me. So the color of the cards changed from 
green to white to gold. I felt proud when I earned the change in status.  In 
the end, her gold highlights distracted me to the point that I was too 
blind to see that she was betraying me.

One night I looked at the pictures she snapped of us on the card. I saw us  
travelling abroad, drinking cocktails, our pet bird �apping its wings (stuck 
in the moment, never �ying) and �owers that I never bought. I counted 
the petals-She loves me, she loves me not, she loves me...NOT!  

�en I saw the picture of HIM.  Of the man with more shopping bags  
than I could a�ord to carry. She was looking over her shoulder to see if 
anyone was following, if anyone was looking. �e promises of a better 
future together were lies! What did I have in my life, but her empty 
promises of eternity and a card �lled with unlucky four leaf clovers! I 
waited for her at home and she returned with no signs of guilt. Perhaps I 
was mistaken, perhaps all the things she said were true. Perhaps everything 
that I own makes me better, more fun, more happy, more safe, more loved, 
more unique, more me. 

I convinced myself that my debt was under control, that Vicky would 
never do anything to hurt me. �at night while she slept peacefully 
accrueing more interest from my pockets, I rummaged through her online 
accounts. �ere before my eyes I saw the minus signs, the red print, the 
check book that I had been ignoring all along. I saw how she made me 
spend money on her and transfered the cash to HIS fat bank account. 
�ey were working together all along. I can hear her laughing together 
with him saying, “Look at that idiot. He is spending more than he can 
a�ord and we are getting rich o� of him!” 

True, I was reckless but she too was guilty of a seduction that knew no 
bounds. She knew what she was doing when she made me fall in love 
with her and into debt. Her seduction was calculated and cruel. Someone 
had to pay for all the lies.

I realized all this before her expiration date, but I could wait no longer. 
“I’m sorry it has to end this way. But, did you really think I would be 
indebted to you forever?” �e scissors were my willing accomplice in the 
crime. Together we  killed Vicky, the vicious vixen, victorious no longer. 

A survey conducted by MasterCard has shown that 62 percent of the Turkish population owns a credit card and uses it approximately 
nine times a month.  People in the 30-34 age range were shown to have the most credit cards. A breakdown of purchasing behavior 
shows clothing expenses account for 59 percent of purchases made by credit cards, followed by furniture, white goods and electronics, 
which come in at 55 percent. Furthermore, 57 percent of Turkish credit card holders can not pay their bill in full at the end of the month. 
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Vicky, slashed her wrists again. �is time I think it’s �nal. �e blood shed 
left a trail so long it will take months to clean up. Vicky is a gorgeous, 
thin, white, but mostly plastic vixen who’ll  make you lose control 
whenever she’s near. I’ve broken up with her numerous times, banished 
her to the far corners of my life, sworn her o�, promised my friends and 
family I’d never see her again, but all to no avail. She always returns more 
ravishing than before with promises, I know she'll never keep.

Vicky, victorious and vicious is my one and only beloved credit card. Sure 
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outer pockets of my wallet. But Vicky, with all her cheap tricks and bonus 
points keeps me coming back for more.  
 
�at is, until my addiction to have her turned into her addiction to have 
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to the end of the month? Of all the people, how did I end up in this 
situation? Tossing and turning, turning and...enough! I got up determined 
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left corner of the drawers. “�at’s it, I’ve had enough of you!” Stomping to 
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pocket. I got nervous and agitated. Pretty soon I was begging  her to 
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that wasn’t absolutely essential. For a couple of weeks after her return 
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exotic holidays, a bigger �at. Addicts on the street looking for style, 
culture and meaning in shopping bags and tickets- we were blindly 
heading towards our own fall.  Everywhere I looked I saw the leeches that 
kept on taking my hard earned cash and lapping it up in big gulps. But it 
was too late. 
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voraciousness for life was appealing in a vamp kind of suck you dry kind 
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I please stand on a long line and �ll out endless forms? Vicky’s strategy 
worked. She knew I didn’t have the time or the energy to put a limit on 
the bounds of her control over me. So the color of the cards changed from 
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One night I looked at the pictures she snapped of us on the card. I saw us  
travelling abroad, drinking cocktails, our pet bird �apping its wings (stuck 
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accounts. �ere before my eyes I saw the minus signs, the red print, the 
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indebted to you forever?” �e scissors were my willing accomplice in the 
crime. Together we  killed Vicky, the vicious vixen, victorious no longer. 

A survey conducted by MasterCard has shown that 62 percent of the Turkish population owns a credit card and uses it approximately 
nine times a month.  People in the 30-34 age range were shown to have the most credit cards. A breakdown of purchasing behavior 
shows clothing expenses account for 59 percent of purchases made by credit cards, followed by furniture, white goods and electronics, 
which come in at 55 percent. Furthermore, 57 percent of Turkish credit card holders can not pay their bill in full at the end of the month. 

by Rana Raschid



Hussein Chalayan’s Tangent Flows
by Jeffrey Baykal Rollins

Hussein Chalayan is a British/Turkish Cypriot fashion designer. “The Tangent Flows” was the title for his graduate 
collection while studying at Central Saint Martins in London, consisting of clothes which he had buried in his yard and dug up again.
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Condom use and Sexual Attitudes in Turkey and Beyond

Two recent surveys got me thinking about my teenage sexual initiation, and wondering about 
Turkish teenagers today.
  
‘Majority of Turkish Youth Against Premarital Sex’ was the bold headline in Hürriyet Daily News 
on 14 February. (Er, did the newspaper notice that they were publishing this on Valentine’s Day?) 
The survey was conducted by the General Directorate for Family and Social Research, and 
involved face-to-face interviews with 5,765 teenagers, of whom 74.4% were from rural areas.

The other survey I saw, the Fiesta Condom Survey, used online research from July to September 
2010 (www.fiestacondom.com). One of their findings made me grin: “Although most of the 
women [in the survey] have not swum naked, they are positive about the idea - ” Nice!”

Other findings are more predictable:
• Being in love is not a prerequisite for men to have sex
• The use of condoms is very low
• One-third of survey participants are embarrassed to buy a condom
• One-third of women and almost half the men report cheating on their partner.

The Fiesta Condom Survey’s sample of 13,095 people was self-selected, had access to the 
Internet, was aged from under 16 to over 54, with 95% living in cities. The General 
Directorate’s sample was aged 13-18, with only 25.6% living in urban areas. Read that again: 
one lot was self-selected, answering in the privacy of an on-line connection; the others were 
face-to-face with an interviewer, possibly in the middle of their rural family home. In which 
situation would you find it easier to answer intimate questions honestly?

Somehow, I’m not surprised the General Directorate’s survey reported that 85.3% of the 
teenagers questioned said they did not believe in premarital sex.

One of the most telling comments from participants in the Fiesta Condom Survey is this: 
“Sexuality in Turkey is a closed subject, but it is important like air and water, it is a need. 
However it is not talked about as it is considered a shame [shameful]. But in the bedroom 
unthinkable fantasies take place, yes this is a quality of the Turkish people but it is never 
talked about.”

Some international comparisons would be interesting and, conveniently, the World Health 
Organisation (WHO) published a survey in 2006 comparing teen sex habits in 26 European 
countries. German and Icelandic teenagers lose their virginity earliest, at age 16.2 and 15.7 
respectively. The Slovakians are latest – on average 18. When it comes to using contraception, 
there is something of a split between Western Europe on the one hand (where more girls than 
boys take precautions) and Eastern Europe and Scandinavia on the other (where the boys are 
more careful). But it’s the sensible Dutch who are most careful: 97.0 and 92.4 percent of 
15-year-old girls and boys, respectively, use contraception.

The WHO health experts called for improved sexual education for young people across the 
continent, saying that it is ‘inadequate’ in many cases. 

So, what is the situation in Turkey? The Family and Social Research General Directorate’s survey 
reported that just 18.4% of teenagers receive sex education from their mothers, 26% from 
friends and 11.7% from school. What of the remaining 44%? Do they first experience sex while 
still ignorant of the facts of life?

For 59% of Fiesta Condom Survey participants, the Internet is their preferred source of 
information. Of course, since it was an Internet survey, that’s to be expected. The survey also 
revealed participants’ sexual concerns: most are worried about HIV/AIDS (45%), while the 
biggest worry for women (43%) is unwanted pregnancy.

For more information, visit www.fiestacondom.com

Against my better judgement, I spent the better part of yesterday 
afternoon with my hand jammed through live electrical wires and 
dripping pipes in to the heart of my pathetic yet ever terrifying 
gas boiler. I’m still not entirely sure why, but the Demirdokum 
repairman who spent that same time with his crotch very �rmly 
wedged against my arse insisted that it was necessary. 

He did allow me to switch hands occasionally… whenever one 
completely froze up or the scolding pipes branded my wrist. But 
that only meant I had to have my ‘front bottom’ rammed up 
against him, which was a lot worse. So I mostly just grinned, 
grimaced, griped and beared it. Or whatever the past tense of ‘to 
bear’ is. Bore?

I spent much of the time wishing desperately for my downstairs 
neighbour to appear in his garden and save/replace me, and a lot 
of it hoping that the workmen clearing the garden opposite 
wouldn’t see us and think we were doing something sordid. Or 
rather, MORE sordid than what we were doing, as Mr Cast Iron 
was grunting and sweating and I was trying to transmogrify 
myself into a porcupine.

Which is about when I remembered that the last time the damn 
thing broke down I made my fellah help Mr Cast Iron instead of 
me. I’m pretty sure he was put in the same uncomfortable 
position, and I don’t remember him crying sexual harassment. But 
it still felt very, very Wrong.
At almost precisely 49 minutes in, I noticed through a crack in 
the curtains, a long forgotten note etched into the wall of my 
twins’ playroom: poler bers igzist
No ‘one now remembers exactly when, or why the note was 
written. But when we moved the girls’ beds from that room into 
the one next-door two years ago it was accidentally discovered, 

having long been hidden by an old photograph. 
�at simple childish message never fails to brighten my world, 
because they do. Poler Bers do Iqzist! A small child once believed 
that fact was worthy of gra�ti on a bedroom wall.

And when this shivering, disgruntled, old curmudgeon is 
reminded of such things, It All becomes clear. Hot Water and 
Central Heating Igzist too, and are worth the occasional close 
encounter with the Cast Iron kind. So I set the albatross around 
my neck free with the knowledge that Poler Bers Igzist!

After spending a day without hot water and just a couple of hours 
outside on a frigid, yet nowhere near arctic balcony, I think it’s a 
bloody miracle that they do.
 

Keda Richens
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SunSplash Antalya 2011

Soulful sonic waves are once again causing ripples 
out at sea o� the coast of Antalya, when it hits the 
shore it will be nothing short of a musical hurricane! 

SunSplash Festival is into its third year, 
bringing legendary and cutting edge 

sounds; soul, jazz, funk, disco, samba, bossa, 
electronica, afrobeat, dubstep, reggae from then, 
now and tomorrow to the shores of Antalya. 

Why bring a slice of British Dance Culture 
to the shores of Turkey? 

You could say that sleeping in a wind-ravaged tent, getting 
soaked to the bone by Biblical bursts of rain and tripping your 
nuts o� thigh-deep in mud ‘n shit are all key components of "the 
British festival experience". And you’d be right. That’s how the UK 
rolls, and why we love it. But when push comes to shove, 
wouldn’t you rather be sleeping in a nice hotel, getting soaked 
by sunshine rather than rain, and tripping your nuts o� on a 
deckchair beneath the stars, with the sea – as opposed to 
sewage – lapping at your feet? Of course you would. Which is 
why we need to tell you about SunSplash Antalya. We just have 
to! Because nothing like it exists in Turkey, nothing even comes 
close to the quality of music on o�er, and, with an international 
crowd of real, discerning music lovers, the atmosphere and love 
of music is second to none. 
This is not an ad! 
This is the truth of Music Deities. 

Styling itself as a "private party" rather than a 
festival, SunSplash takes place in the grounds of 
the Hillside Su hotel on Turkey’s Mediterranean 
coast. Designed to within an inch of its life, 
Hillside Su is quite a ga�; it a�ords its guests 
spectacular views, private beach access, while 
delivering top-notch facilities including a spa and 
both indoor and outdoor swimming pools. 
Glastonbury, this most certainly ain’t. You can eat 
well, do yoga everyday (classes given by Mey 
from Cihangir school of Yoga), swim, be healthy, 
dance like mad and chill in the spa to recuperate. 

2011 Line Up: 

Jose James Live
Louie Vega

Gilles Peterson
Theo Parrish
Norman Jay

Mad Professor
Kon and Amir

Benji B
Phil Asher

Simbad
Lefto

Tim Sweeney
DJ Cli�y

Ahu
DearHead 
and more

Accommodation-inclusive packages start at £225 for 
three nights, in Turkish that would be 560 local ones.
More information www.SunSplash-Antalya.com
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Teebs - Ardour
Brainfeeder, October 2010

Young Teebs is more than just another producer in Southern 
California’s über-fertile beat scene. Ardour is a lush, sumptuous 
record, openly heartfelt and immediately welcoming, though 
deceptively complex beneath its gauzy surface. 

Listen to with red wine or whilst cooking, or in the bath.    

Her Bad Habit
I Don’t Know What You’re Doing To Me, Citinite, January 2011

Jimmy Edgar makes a butter funkin’ return under new alias ‘Her Bad 
Habit’ with a smoke obscured neon electro funk sound for the ace 
Citinite imprint. �e styles are set to purely 80’s electro sleaze, with 
gasping synths, slapped arse bass and a wholly unholy vibe over the six 
tracks on o�er. 

For popping and dancing to out and in your home.    

Gil Scott Heron & Jamie XX
We’re New Here, XL, February 2011

After a couple of stunning teaser singles, the stand-out being, ‘NY Is 
Killing Me’,now on every playlist ever, Jamie XX cements his position 
as one of the most intriguing producers from the UK with the proper 
full-length remix record. Gil Scott-Heron is again the real star here, 
lending his grizzled croon to cut through a cornucopia of spatial 
reverb-zones. �is is one of the most fascinating projects of its kind in 
memory. 

Dance to this in the nude.        

Guillame & �e Contu Dumonts
Breaking �e Fourth Wall, Circus Company, December 2010

Latin percussion and proper instruments, GCD morphs e�ortlessly 
between deep house, minimal techno and a supra-modern approxima-
tion of – gulp! – acid jazz, did i just type that....It’s curious, intense, 
sometimes brilliant stu�, I can’t recommend this enough. 

Very good with white wine or a joint.    
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Benoit & Sergio
Where �e Freaks Have No Name EP, Visionquest, February 2011

First release on Visionquest doesn’t dissapoint and how could it. with 
Benoit & Sergio on board. �ey demonstrate a restrained yet totally 
sultry take on house music dynamics which is quite infectious. �e 
duo whom are now signed to DFA pay as much attention to song 
writing as they do dance inducing trickery. Sleepy vocodered vocals 
about a girlfriend’s lack of hygiene on a snap and jump beat make up 
the lovely ‘Walk and Talk’ .

Good with first cocktail of the evening.     

Nightcreatures
Nightcreatures, Non, September 2010

�is is’nt fresh, its really fresh and it’s completely free to download the 
whole album. I was browsing the internet and thought I got to tell 
you about it. Features Mandeep Sethi, PreZZure, and Elucid. I’d like 
to say I’d heard of them before but no I haven’t. It’s good old modern 
beats meets rap. Download here: www.nightcreatures.bandcamp.com

Good whilst driving.

Autechre
EPS 1991 - 2001, Warp, March 2011

I am vexed and also happy this is here. Vexed because I had most of 
these on vinyl and they are super rare, happy because now I don’t have 
to convert them and a new layer of folk get to hear it. Warp has 
collected all of those EPs in a release titled EPs 1991-2002. It’s 
available now digitally, but on April 11, Warp will release the set in a 
five-CD, 47-track box. 

Dark and abstract electronic music to get excited about.       

Qua
Q and A, Mush, October 2010

Expertly mixed synthesizers, guitar, percussion, and field recordings in 
rich spatial environments, Qua’s sound is that of a intricately digitized 
sunrise: lush and pulsating with a playful vitality. Like some post 
apocalyptic chemical brother with a bunch of weird and wonderful 
instruments.  www.mushrecords.com

Good with mushrooms.
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by Simeon Tennant
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Brainfeeder, October 2010
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Holistika
Holistika is a new therapy center in Cihangir, o�ering a wide 
range of therapies and courses.  Holistika ‘s a warm, welcom-

ing and peaceful environment; the therapists work with 
empathy and understanding and are UK trained.

�erapies:

Reiki
Hot Stone Massage
Re exology
Crystal Healing
�ai Massage
Holistic Massage
Weekly Yoga Classes

Talks, Courses & Workshops:

Energy Work
Crystal Healing
Meditation
Positive Change
Re exology
Reiki 1-2-3
Laws of Attraction 

Turkgücü cad, Kasatura sok 
Apt10/2, Cihangir
www.holistika-istanbul.com
0212 – 2529128 
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When Trek began in 1976, our 
mission was simple: Build the best 
bikes in the world. Today, we’ve 
added to our mission: Help the 
world use the bicycle as a simple 
solution to complex problems.

The bicycle is the most efficient 
form of human transportation. It 
can combat climate change, ease 
urban congestion, and build 
human fitness. It brings us 
together, yet allows us to escape. 
And it takes us places we would 
never see any other way.

Trek. We believe in bikes.

Dereboyu Cad. 84 Ortaköy Istanbul
Tel: 0212 227 10 15
info@trek-turkiye.com
www.trek-turkey.com


